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BABY
TALK

 


 


Master Roger, our owner, the head of House Gilchrist (as I
call it) has called a family meeting, so Indira (the house slave),
Chloe (my beloved “Elf” I call her, my personal slave) and myself
(Master Roger’s personal slave/wife/lover/reason for his existence)
meet with him in his study. Although the connections between us all
are complicated (for example, I am also married to Chloe … it’s a
long story) we ignore all that and just consider ourselves as one
big, happy family. It’s a meeting with
coffee (as opposed to an “Interview
without coffee”, which in the armed forces means a
bollocking).

We sit
around the coffee table as Indy pours out the coffee and serves her
freshly baked sweet pastries. Instead of joining us on the sofa,
Master Roger brings over a chair from the desk so he is sitting
facing us all. Once we are all settled he begins. ‘So what’s the
latest baby news? Scans okay? Definitely a girl?’

‘Everything’s fine. We’d like to call the baby, Devon,’ I
announce.

‘Devon? Why Devon?’ he asks.

‘Well, as near as we can figure it, it was on our trip to
Devon that Elf conceived.’

‘Good job we weren’t on holiday in some place like
Saskatchewan then.’

‘In that case we’d have called her Saskia.’

‘Saskia … I like that. Is it too late to go there and get
pregnant?’

‘I’m afraid so,’ I reply, pointing at Elf’s ever-growing
bump.

‘Very well then, Devon it is,’ he says with a sigh.

He knows
full well that it’s going to be a girl but he’s pretending to be
disappointed, so I play along. ‘I’m sorry, Master, did you want a
boy?’

‘No, I wanted a train set but when do I ever get a say in
this?’

We all
laugh, dutifully.

‘Right, down to business. I think now that Chloe has reached
the six month point of her pregnancy we need to make some new
arrangements about our day to day schedules. For instance, Chloe, I
want you to start making arrangements to work from home after you
have given birth. Of course as your employer naturally I’ll permit
that, but you’ll need to work up some sort of arrangement for
remote working with Ben Foley, who runs the computer department at
my publishers. By all means go in as long as you can up to your due
date, but after that I want you to stay at home and take care of
the little “ankle-biter”.

‘K, now that all the building work is finished, I think you
and Chloe should move into the other house. That way you’ll have
privacy and you can set things up how you like them, decorate the
nursery and so on. Move yours and Chloe’s things out of your room
and get settled into your new home. It’ll be yours completely to
run.’

‘But that means I won’t live in your house anymore, under
your protection,’ I
complain.

‘It’s still my house, on my property, so you’re still be under my protection. Don’t worry, all the
cameras and security alarms have been fitted … I’ll be able to
watch you anytime, as I promised. But still, I’ll let you have your
privacy and request entry.’

‘That’s okay, Master,’ I tell him. ‘You can come in any time
you like.’

‘I’ll still ask.’

I shrug
and accept his decision.

‘Now then, Chloe, you can keep your contracting job with that
computer hacking firm if you like, so you should make arrangements
to get next door registered with whoever needs to know, that you
will be carrying out legitimate hacking attempts from there, and
it’s all legal. I don’t want dawn raids by police SWAT teams
because they think we are attempting to hack NASA or the Bank of
England.’

Chloe
laughs, ‘I’ll get on that.’

‘Are you sure you want to give us that house?’ I ask him. ‘It
cost a packet and you’re just giving it to
us?’

Perhaps
I should explain for those of you who have just joined our story
and are not familiar with previous events. Master lives with us at
the edge of a village in the Midlands. His house has a spacious
garden with a wall around it for privacy and security. We are some
distance from the next house along, so we had perfect privacy to
behave as we liked in the privacy of the garden.

The
neighbours from the nearest house to ours, decided to sell up and
move, so Master swept in and bought it. Then he had it refurbished,
including a stables built onto the end of the house, for Indira and
I to indulge in pony play. (Both of us are pony girl trained and
like to indulge that fetish.) There wouldn’t be any real horses in
there so the smell wouldn’t be a problem. Mind you, now that we own
Kingswood Country Club, which has pony girl training as part of the
services we offer, perhaps the stables at home won’t be needed and
we can use it as a gymnasium, or whatever. We’ll see.

The wall
was extended to join next door’s wall and go around the two houses
and gardens and it became one big “estate”, I suppose you’d call
it. All along Master told us that Chloe and I could live in the
second house as a couple, and make it our home, which is very
generous of him.

You see
– Master Roger and I are married, all legal like, the old ball and
chain, and so on. However, Chloe and I, with Master’s approval,
became lovers. He’s very broad-minded like that. When she and I
decided to have a baby together (Master being the sperm donor of
course) at his suggestion, we went through a faux “wedding
ceremony” to declare our love and commitment to each other. So
although I am married to Master Roger legally, to everyone that
knows us, and knows our situation, Chloe is considered my
“wife”.


Complicated I know, and some days I have to check my journals
to keep up to date. But at the end of the day, it just means that a
group of friends who love each other, live together, and that can’t
be a bad thing, can it?

‘Now then K, we need to work on your schedules from now on.
Now that you do your porno movie filming at Kingswood, there’s no
need for you to go down to Oxford any more. As it is less than an
hour’s drive from here, I expect that we can arrange your work flow
to allow you to come home every evening and weekends. Apart from
those occasions when circumstances dictate that you’ll be away for
a while.

‘You see from now on, I don’t want Chloe to be left on her own
for a moment. Someone with her at all times and she’s not even
allowed to drive anymore.’

‘I’m pregnant, not an invalid,’ complains Chloe.

‘Nevertheless, I have a duty of care for my slaves and I’m not
going to permit you to run any risks. So, you won’t drive
anywhere.’

‘Well how am I supposed to get to work then,
Master?’

Master
looks at Indira and we do too. Then he does that psychological
trick he does occasionally, when he wants to get someone to do
something he wants them to do. “Pushing their buttons” he calls
it.

‘Indira … I am giving you the most important task of all … I
want you to look after the woman who is carrying
my baby. I want you to
stay with her during the day, drive her anywhere she wants to go
and help her with shopping or whatever. When she is at home, I want
you to be with her at all times and take care of her, until K
returns.

‘Will you do that, Indira? Can I trust you to look after Elf
and my future child?’

I get a
lump in my throat just listening to that, Indy actually has tears
in her eyes.

‘Oh, Sahib, you do me great honour asking me to be one who
looks after the birth mother of your child, and I hope, the
mother’s helper once the child is born. I give you my solemn oath I
will let no harm come to either of them. I swear this on my gold
tag,’ she says gripping it tightly.

Each of Master Roger’s slaves wear a Neoprene rubber collar
(leather soaks up sweat) and on it is a solid gold dog tag that has
the name of the slave on one side, and Master’s initials and the
date that we were “collared”, officially becoming his slave, on the
other. It has become a tradition in House Gilchrist for both the
Master and us slaves to swear oaths on this tag, as it has such a
powerful meaning for all of us. When one of us swears or promises
anything on this tag … we fucking mean
it!

‘I am most grateful Indira, I was hoping I could count on
you.’

Indy is
preening at the compliment Master has paid her. ‘But what of my
duties in this house, Sahib? Who will do the cooking and cleaning?
Taking care of you?’

‘Well, there’s nothing to say that you both can’t be in
this house during the
day while you carry out your household duties. Chloe can use her
laptop in the lounge just as easy as anywhere else. It might mean a
bit more work for you I’m afraid, but to make up for it I’ll let
you spend more weekends with Pete, if that’s okay with you. Does
that sound reasonable?’

Indy pretends to be mulling it over the lying little bitch. Although she
won’t admit it, her and Pete, a friend of Master’s who does all our
video and security camera work here and at Kingswood, are sweet on
each other. Pete has even tried to buy Indy from Master but as he
says, a billionaire friend of ours spent an awfully large sum purchasing her for
Master, as a gesture of friendship, and it would be disrespectful
to sell her on, especially for any amount that he would sell her to
Pete for. Master is aware of this and lets her spend time with Pete
when her duties allow, or he can spare her.

‘Yes, if that is what Master desires of me. I shall do
that.’

She’s
not fooling anyone with her demure act.

‘It is Indy. And once again, thank you.’

Master
is very easy going and just believes in everyone having a good time
and would never stand in the way of that. ‘Take happiness where you
can find it,’ is his motto. For which I am very grateful and due to
his benevolence I have a great sex life with many and various
people of both sexes. He encourages it, Chloe tolerates it.
Although she loves me dearly, and I her, she also sees that I have
a wanton streak in me that drives me to constantly go further into
sex, punishment and depravity. To deny that would be denying my
true nature, and luckily Master understands that and allows me to
indulge it. As long as I come home to him and Chloe, they don’t
mind.

‘Any questions?’ he asks. When we all say no, he sends us on
our way.




 





ANOTHER DAY
AT THE OFFICE

 


 


Days later we are having breakfast in mine and Chloe’s house.
To simplify things I’ll just call it my house or his house if I’m referring to Master
Roger’s abode. Chloe and I are now resident in my house and to make
Indira’s life easier, we all meet for breakfast there. It saves
Indy having to make two breakfasts in two places, so Master kindly
offered to eat here before he and I head off to work. It also saves
a pregnant Chloe having to go out in all weathers, even though we
now have a covered walkway between the two houses.

Master
spends his time between days at the publishing company he owns,
days at Kingswood Country Club and days when he works from home,
where he ‘shuffles paperwork around’ as he calls it, or works on
his books. He’s written some thrillers under one pen name, Sam
Fisher, and also BDSM novels under another pen name, Avery Pearson,
which his company publishes. Some of them are about mine and his
journey together, you may have read one or two.

As for
me, if I’m not on loan to anyone (I still fly off on jaunts with
people like Colin Saxby, the music mogul, or spend nights with
Squire Amos) Master likes me to spend a lot of time at Kingswood.
Although we have an extremely competent manager for the day-today
running, Master wants me to become more involved and become
‘Mistress of Kingswood’. Today Master is coming there with
me.

I’m
happy to spend my time at Kingswood, it means I can go home to
Chloe each night, whether I’m filming or not. Those days when I’m
not helping to run the place, I have free time so I often just go
and book myself into the pony stables and become a pony girl for
the day. I love being in harness and ‘under the whip’ as
counter-intuitively, it gives me a sense of freedom, as I’m not in
charge of anyone or anything and I can let all my responsibilities
go.

After
breakfast, Master and I hop in the car and I drive us to
Kingswood.

 



~~~

 


We
arrive at Kingswood and say hello to the manager, Simon Powell and
then we order up some coffee and go into our office.

‘I want to talk about Kingswood and where we are with Victoria
Rose.’

Victoria
Rose is the head of security for the Duke of XXXXX. (Master and I
promised never to use his name in any of our books.) On one visit
to the duke’s residence, she came on to Master and asked if he and
I could train her in being a slave. We made her such and she now
has to obey us. As well as regular discipline sessions, I also make
her sleep with people I choose, men and women, to humiliate her.
More of her later.

I pour
us both coffee and tell him, ‘Victoria has been a bit busy lately,
during the summer the duke’s public engagements are at their peak,
so naturally she has to be in charge of his security arrangements,
but she manages to get away when His Grace is at home and she can
leave it to her security team.

‘I’ve got a few things in mind for her, the Major’s wife was
planning a ‘golfing trip’ with her lesbian friends, but I’ve
invited just her along to Kingswood instead. I plan on giving
Victoria to her for a few days. Just working on the dates then I’ll
book her a cabin here. Then, as Victoria is ex-military, I’m
thinking of putting her on one of the Escape & Evasion courses
that we run here. She should be used to that sort of
thing.’

‘Surviving in the woods, sure, but not being captured,
tortured and fucked repeatedly. I don’t remember that being on the
curriculum at Sandhurst.’

‘Perhaps they might recruit more soldiers if they included
it.’

‘Perhaps. I’ll suggest it at my next Regimental get together.
How are you and the duke doing?’

‘Okay, I go down about once a month, give him a whipping and a
blowjob and he’s happy. I feel sorry for the old geezer so I’ve
told Victoria to take charge of him some nights. She used to do it
anyway occasionally, so it’s no great stretch for her. So she does
it to please me.’

‘Splendid. Who knows, Kingswood might get a royal warrant one
of these days. How is Kingswood coming along generally? I haven’t
been down here much lately.’

‘Fine, fine. The manager, Simon, is doing a great job. Who
knew that he could go from being a campsite manager to running a
sex camp for perverts … sorry, guests.’

‘Yes, Simon does do a good job, doesn’t he? Probably comes of
being a submissive himself. Must give him a raise. By the way, I
promised him that you would take him to one side and give him a
good whipping, one day soon. Pencil that in would you? What
else?’

I take a
sip of coffee, unsure of how to broach the subject but he has
always been understanding so I dive right in. ‘Master … are you
sure that you want me to oversee Kingswood? After all, you’re the
business man, you’re the one that knows about budgets and
spreadsheets and so on. I just know how to suck cock, I’m not sure
that qualifies me as the best person to be in charge
here.’

‘I’m absolutely positive. Look, Simon and I can handle the
budgets and making sure the laundry gets done, billing the guests
and what have you. I look to you to keep a watch on the creative
side of the business, make sure it’s running smoothly and maybe
come up with innovative ideas from time to time. And no offence
meant but you are the sickest, twisted and most perverted, sex-hungry,
pain-slut that I know … there’s no one better to make sure the camp
is a Xanadu for perverts.’

‘Oh, Master, you say the sweetest things. That’s why I love
you … you really get me and appreciate me.’

‘Always, K, always. So what else?’

‘The Whip Master has settled in and is getting a lot of
custom. All the cabins are fully-booked. Bluebird films have
branched out, they’re not just filming scripted pornos … starring
yours truly … but they also have mobile units with hand-held
Steadicams that follow a slave during his or her day, if their
owner requests it, particularly during a torture session. That’s
bringing in quite a bit of revenue, of which we get a
cut.

‘Pony girl movies are quite popular. Indira and I have
featured in quite a few … well, Brandy McPhee is quite a selling
point.’ (That’s my working name when I feature in porno movies.)
‘So I would say Kingswood Country Club is a success.
Congratulations.’

‘Excellent news, K, well done. I’m thinking of getting
accreditation from The Society. If they give it their stamp of
approval, it will send our creditably rating through the
roof.’

‘We’re not going to become a Society place are we?’

‘No, we’ll remain independent but we do have to meet certain
standards, if we can achieve that then we’re laughing. We’ll be
listed on their approved sites and our guests should increase
accordingly. We may have to expand the camp.’

I can
see he’s pleased by the news and excited by the prospects, so I
don’t say anything. He looks at me for a moment and then says,
‘What is it, K? Come on out with it.’

‘You can read me like a book can’t you? Okay, it’s just that
sometimes I hanker for the days when I was “Dogface” and there was
just me and you, in the Fun room. Now, I’m getting awfully Big and
I fear I will need to be made Small again, more often.’

For
those of you that aren’t familiar with these terms – deep down I’m
just a small, frightened little girl, I’m Small. But due to
Master’s training and encouragement I can overcome that and adopt a
completely different persona, and I go out and do outrageous
things, like stripping on stage for a room full of people, knowing
that one of them will purchase me for the night at an auction. I
star in porno and bondage movies, (which I’m actually quite famous
for, to be honest). I sleep with royalty, billionaires,
millionaires and rub shoulders with the rich and famous, the movers
and shakers of the world, especially since I became a member of The
Society and not just one of their slaves.

I am famous, desired, and in my mind I become Big on the
world stage. But sometimes that becomes too much for me and I get
scared by it all. All I want to do is to be that Small little girl
again. So when that happens I need ‘taking down a peg or two’ by
being treated as a low-life again, being punished and controlled
harshly, the Bigger I was, the harsher I have to be treated. Master
understands that … he understands
me … and he makes sure when that occurs, I
am made to feel Small again. Very Small, very painfully.

And I love him for that. He taught me about checks and
balances and that sometimes the higher I go, the further I need to
fall. I’m crazy I know but if I wasn’t, I wouldn’t be living the
life I do and you wouldn’t be reading this book. If Master’s not
available to do it, he books me into the Kingswood stables for a
few days and let’s a German pony trainer named Viktor Toplitz
(who’s a right cruel
bastard) have free access to me. That
usually does the trick.

‘Ah, I see. Just let me check your schedule.’ He looks at the
spreadsheet on the computer where he plans out my weeks and months
ahead for me, then swiftly moves into Domination mode. ‘I see you
are free for the rest of the day. Well you’ve been getting too big
for your boots lately, young missy and it’s time you were brought
back to Earth. Have you had a session with the new Whip Master
yet?’

‘I auditioned him when he came for the interview, and I
approved him. I’ve watched him work a couple of times, he’s very
good. Depending on the instructions from the slave’s owner, he can
make it last a long time, building it up slowly, increasing in
intensity until he has you begging for it to be over so you can
orgasm, or he can just deliver a short, sharp punishment,
concentrating on all your vital spots and leaving you crying and
shaken. Whatever we’re paying his, he’s worth every
penny.’

‘You’re not filming this week are you?’

‘No, next week they want me to do a new pirate movie, with
Lottie. Lesbian pirates … who’da thunk it?’ Lottie is the stunt
coordinator for Bluebird films, but she also acts in some of the
films with me if there are fight scenes. I’ve had fight training
and dance training and so find it easy to pick up the moves, and
invariably fight scenes between us end up in a sex session, so we
are pretty well attuned to each other. In fact, although she will
sleep with men in films, off screen she is a raging lesbo and
constantly asks me if she can have the opportunity to introduce me
to her home dungeon and make me suffer. I would say yes in an
instant but Master Roger repeatedly refuses. Maybe he’s saving it
up for a Christmas present!

‘Get the Whip Master on the line,’ Master commands.

I pick
up the phone and dial. After a moment someone answers. ‘Please hold
for Mr. Gilchrist,’ I say and hand him the phone.

‘Hello there, this is Roger Gilchrist speaking, is the Whip
Master there? Oh you are … good. Do you have some spare time today?
I’d like to send my wife to you for a tune up. She’s been getting
ideas above her station and needs to be reminded she’s just a
slave. Yes, that’s right, women can be little bitches sometimes
can’t they. They’ve never been the same since they got the vote, if
you ask me.

‘About twelve o’clock you say? That’ll be fine.’

He looks
at me and giving me an evil smile, speaks into the mouthpiece, ‘Oh
… and make sure it hurts. It will? Oh good,’ then he hangs the
phone up.

The bastard! He knows that having to
wait until twelve o’clock will be agony for me, watching the clock
tick down until the time of my punishment.

‘That should sort you out,’ he says.

‘Will you fuck me afterwards, please? You know a whipping
always makes me horny.’

‘Doesn’t he do that?’

‘No, he only likes men. I think that’s why he likes to punish
women.’

‘Ooooh, I see. I never thought to ask when I hired him. Well,
I’ll free up my afternoon and give you a good seeing to when he’s
done with you.’

He picks
up the phone again and rings the pony stables. ‘Hello? Roger
Gilchrist here, my wife will be spending all day as a pony
tomorrow, that’s right, Princess. No, don’t bother Viktor, I’ll be
taking her out. I’ll drop her off when we arrive and then pick her
up an hour or so later, that okay? Fine, see you
tomorrow.’

I nearly
squeal with delight. ‘Oh, thank you, Master. I like it when Viktor
gives me a hard time as a pony, but that’s nothing to the thrill I
get when my owner takes me for a ride.’

‘Bad girls need to be punished and sometimes it should be the
Master who delivers that punishment.’ He looks at his watch and
says, ‘Now go and stand in the corner facing the wall, hands behind
your back, and don’t speak. I’ll tell you when it’s time for you to
leave for your appointment.’

I do as
I’m told and stand quietly in the corner. I’m used to this, Master
makes me do it often at home, however he is kind enough to let me
take my high heels off so I don’t get back ache. At a quarter to
twelve, Master sends me outside where there is one of the golf
carts with driver, waiting to take me to the film studio that the
Whip Master works out of.

The Whip Master is as efficient as usual and keeps his word
to make it hurt. By the time I leave, I am very Small indeed, as
I’ve been reminded once again I am not an important person after all,
just a lowly slave, a piece of trash for the Masters to use and
abuse as they please. And that feels good.

On the bright side, Master is also as good as his word and
gives me a good fucking bent across his desk before he takes me
home, where he does it again. I love that
man.




 





PONY DAY

 


 


Next day
when we arrive at Kingswood, Master drops me at the pony stables
and drives off to the Lodge. As it’s still early spring, he has
decreed I won’t be naked, he instructed me to wear a cat suit, so I
changed into one before leaving home. These are speciality ones
that are made for pony girls and other fetish scenarios. It’s a
body-fitting, one-piece, fleece suit that zips down the front (they
also come in latex or leather, for the real aficionados). We have a
suite at the hotel at Kingswood, the Lodge, where I keep spare
clothes to change into later.

Of
course these cat suits have extras, namely a separate zip that
uncovers the pony’s pussy and arse when unzipped, in case the
driver wishes to use the pony.

Today
I’m Princess, the name he gave me for when I am being treated as an
animal. (I love that name as he has given me many for different
situations, but that one in particular is his private name for me.)
So the thick leather collar I am wearing has a large metal tag with
that name engraved on it. One of the stable hands fits me out with
the pony trappings and headdress but waits to harness me to the
cart until Master Roger arrives. He pulls up in one of the golf
carts that staff and guests use to get around the camp site. He’s
carrying a picnic basket which he places in the cart. The handler
straps me into the shafts of the cart and hands Master the horse
whip, then leaves us.

Master
comes up to me and pats me gently on the buttocks. ‘Well, my proud
beauty, where shall we go today?’

‘Eggyware oo ont, Magster.’ Well, I have a bit in my mouth,
what do you expect?

He
climbs on-board and takes the reins, and with a stinging crack of
the whip on my arse, we set off. It’s a bright sunny day, he takes
us through the woods, around the race track a couple of times, then
we end up down by the lake. We stop at one of the picnic benches
and he unhooks me from the cart and removes the bit from my
mouth.

He
leaves my hands strapped behind my back and makes me kneel next to
him so he can feed me by hand. It’s only mid-morning and too early
for drinks, so he only has tea in the flask, to go along with some
of Indira’s home-cooked sweet pastries. (Another reason I like
being a pony is it’s one of the few times I’m allowed to eat sweet
things, like this or chocolate. I love moments like this – a Master
and his pony taking ‘Elevenses’ on a fine spring
morning.)

He
lights a cigar and sits there quietly, stroking my hair. (Ooh,
about my hair, he told me to grow it again. So I let it grow out
from the dyed black ‘bob’ haircut I had, to shoulder length and let
it go back to my natural brown colour.)

He runs
his hands over my hair and gently rubs my ear (which is our private
signal to say that he loves me). He stares into the distance and I
can tell that something is up.

‘What is it, Master? Is something wrong?’

‘No, nothing wrong, just … what with the baby due soon,
there’ll be some changes coming up, whether we like it or
not.’

Earlier
in our relationship I might have started panicking at this
statement, fearing it meant that he was going to get rid of me, but
now we were surely bonded to the death, so I knew he meant
something else.

‘Life is going to change soon, once Chloe has had the baby,
you will quite rightly be devoting more time to being with her and the baby … and we
won’t be together as much as we are now.’

‘Well, I won’t spend as much time with them, then.’

‘You know that’s not true and I’d be disappointed in you if it
was. The plain truth is that you’ll be with them and I’m left
without a slave at my beck and call.’

‘There’s always Indy. She’ll be there for you.’

‘As much as she would like to be, I’ve given her the task of
taking care of Chloe when you’re not around, so that will keep her
occupied. Besides, lately she’s been gently hinting to me that
she’s perfectly happy being the house slave, but she doesn’t really
want to be a Society slave, available to all and sundry,
anymore.’

‘Yeah, she’s said the same things to me,’ I admit. ‘I was just
waiting for the right time to tell you. Are you all right with
that?’

‘Why not? You know me, I only push people as far as they want
to go. If she’s happy just serving our household and shagging Pete
when I let her, then fine. It does leave me without a constantly
available, personal slave, though.’

We both sit there in silence as we mull this over and then I
twig to what is going on here. Obviously there is only one solution
and we both know what that is, but I sense Master Roger is waiting
for me to suggest
it, so he can say it was my idea. That way it won’t look as if he
is side-lining me (I suspect
that’s what he’s thinking anyway).

‘You know …’ I say carefully, ‘… one solution is maybe you
should find yourself another slave. Then we could train her
together to be your slave, the way we did with Madeline. Train her
up to be Red Tag even, if she was up for that.’

‘That’s an excellent idea!’ he says as if he has heard the
notion for the first time. ‘Any suggestions who we could find to
join us?’

‘Go to a slave auction, perhaps? Or … did you have anyone in
mind?’

‘Erm, let me think … well there was one woman. Do you remember
when you went into the Dungeons for your Red Tag training and I
stayed at a local hotel in Bath?’

‘Yes, I do.’

‘Well the receptionist there was a Society slave and she kept
me company while I was waiting for you. She told me that she wished
she had a Master who would treat her roughly. I even showed her the
videos from your sessions in the Dungeons, and she wanted to go in
there herself. Her name was Daphne, she might be willing to become
my slave. What do you think?’

‘Where would she live? I’m not sure I’d be happy about her
moving in with us straight away, especially not with a baby in the
household. There’s no telling what she might be like.’

‘What about this then?’ he says as if he has just thought of
it, when it’s obvious to me that he has this all planned out, he’s
just seeking my approval.

‘She’s a receptionist, right? She’s all trained up in that
sort of thing, so why don’t we offer her a receptionist’s job here
at Kingswood? She can live in the dormitory with the other staff,
and we can start training her up when it suits us. She can see the
sort of things that we do at Kingswood and try her out on all of
them. If we both like her then we move onto the next step where she
comes to live in my house. We could move Indy into your old room
and give her Indy’s. Yours is the better room with ensuite so I’m
sure Indy would prefer living there. We’ll forbid her access to
your house until we completely trust her.’

I think
about it for a moment, ‘Yeah, that would be acceptable. Is she
pretty?’

‘Fairly.’

‘Is she blonde?’

‘Funnily enough, yes.’

I smile.
One of Master Roger’s little quirks is that although he loves to
have sex with tall, blondes, he tends to fall in love with small
brunettes, like me. So as long as she’s a blonde then I don’t have
anything to worry about. ‘That’s okay then. Go ahead with
it.’

‘And you’re sure that you don’t mind? You know that she’ll never come between
us … you will always be number one, we are married after
all.’

‘I’m just surprised that you waited this long before
suggesting it. Honestly, I don’t have a problem. I have Chloe, you
deserve a secondary slave to fill in for when I’m not there. And
I’m secure enough in our relationship that I know I will always be
your top slave, mainly because I know where you keep the kitchen
knives and where you sleep at night.’ I give him a steely glare, by
which he knows the fact that I’m making jokes, means I’ve already
accepted his proposal about Daphne.

‘I love you, Princess,’ he says.

‘I know, but why don’t you prove it by fucking me and then
taking me back to the stables?’

As he is
bending me over the picnic table and unzipping the opening around
my pussy, I ask him, ‘How long have you been planning
this?’

‘What, fucking you? About an hour.’

‘No, I mean Daphne.’

‘Oh, err … a month or so, she contacted me, desperate for a
move.’

I’m just
about to reply when he enters me and I forget what I was going to
say.




 





SARGE

 


 


I’m
sitting at my desk at Kingswood, Master has gone into his
publishing company today, so he’s left Victoria (or Sergeant as we
call her) in my care. I have plans for her.

A quick
recap for those of you who can’t remember as far back as my last
books. Victoria Rose is the Head of Security for the Duke of XXXXX.
An attractive blonde with short hair, like a man. A hard-nosed, no
nonsense, character, who is mainly women–oriented when it comes to
sex. Master and I became acquainted with the duke (Basically he
wanted me to treat him bad and have sex with him, so I
obliged.)

When we
went to his country house for our first ‘session’ we met Victoria
Rose and to everyone’s surprise, she asked Master Roger to take her
on as a slave. As I said, she’s mainly into women but if she meets
the right, dominant male, she is happy to surrender to him. She
wanted to be trained by the man who trained me (she’s seen all my
films) and asked if he or both of us, would take her on. So we
did.

It is
best to show your supremacy over the prospective slave as soon as
possible, using whatever ammunition you find in their past or their
personality. It turns out that she was in the army, as was Master
Roger, but she flunked being an officer and only ended up as a
sergeant. Master however was a captain, so at my suggestion he
insisted on calling her Sergeant, and she has to call him Captain.
It annoys her but that’s why we do it. It establishes immediate
superiority over her. So I shall refer to her as ‘Sergeant’ or
‘Sarge’ for the rest of the book.

She
managed to wangle some leave from the duke. He’s at home for the
next few weeks, so his security team are quite capable of handling
things on their home turf, without her. She asked if she could
spend her leave being a slave to us both … and naturally we
accepted her kind offer. (Well, it would be churlish to refuse,
wouldn’t it?)

Master
took her to his house last night and spent it fucking her, then he
handed her over to me to organise the rest of her stay. I brought
her to Kingswood today and currently she is kneeling next to my
desk, hands cuffed behind her back. I’ve put a sleep-mask type
blindfold on her. She’s not naked, still has a blouse and skirt on,
but I pulled open the front of her blouse, exposing her breasts …
which are full and round (house rules for slaves, no underwear
unless instructed). I’m feeding her sandwiches by hand and sips of
coffee from my cup.

‘Well, Sarge, what do you think I have in store for you, this
week?’

‘I don’t know Mistress, anything you like.’

‘Exactly. Did you enjoy your time with Master last
night?’

‘Yes, Mistress, I don’t normally like men but when I stand
before the Captain, there’s something about him that touches my
inner-self, and I can’t resist him. He also frightens me a little
bit.’

‘And do you like being frightened?’

‘Yes, it rarely happens and when it does … it gives me a
strange feeling in the pit of my stomach.’

‘Good …’ I lean forward and speak softly into her ear.
‘Be afraid … be very
afraid.’

She
shivers and I laugh and flick her nipple, which makes her
jump.

‘Well, let me explain what’s going to happen to you this
weekend. As our slave, we are free to lend you to anyone that we
choose. Correct?’

‘Yes, Mistress.’

‘I have made a little arrangement for you. A friend and
sometime sex partner of mine is coming to stay at Kingswood this
weekend, leaving Monday. I shall give you to her to play with all
weekend. Won’t that be nice?’

‘I don’t know, Mistress. Will you be there?’

‘I will be there on Friday. We can have a threesome but then I
have to go home and look after Chloe, so you’ll be on your own with
her over the weekend. Don’t worry, I’ll tell her she can’t mistreat
you but you must obey her in everything. Sex, food, waiting on her,
whatever she wants. Understood?’

‘But I thought I’d be getting trained by you and the Captain,
this week.’

‘This is part of your training, getting used to being treated as
property and being loaned out to our friends, or other
Masters.’

‘Very well, Mistress, I shall do as you say.’

I know
this must really niggle her as she strikes me as the type who is
usually the one in charge in bed.

I pull
her to her feet and undo her cuffs, refastening them in front of
her. I guide her, still blindfolded, to the couch and sit her down
on it. As I’m tidying up the plates and coffee pots, the phone
rings. It’s my personal mobile, not the desk phone. I pick it up
and look at the caller ID. It says ‘Fuck Toy’. I press the button
to accept the call and put it on speaker phone so the Sarge can
hear.

‘Hello, who is this?’ I know who it is, I just want to make
her say it as she hates doing so.

There’s
a pause at the other end of the phone, then finally someone speaks,
‘It’s Fuck Toy, Mistress.’

Fuck Toy is the nickname I gave to a lady called Marge
Philips. I won’t go into all the details of how I know her
(read The Further Adventures of ‘K’ Book
Four) suffice it to say, she is a woman I
have sex with occasionally. The first time I let her tie me down,
whip and dominate me, before having her way with me, just the way
she had seen in my films. The next time however, I turned the
tables on her and did the same to her. It seemed to ignite some
kind of spark in her and, although she had always been the dominant
one in her relationships, she now fell under my influence and I
took the lead role from then on. I call her Fuck Toy and she must
identify herself as that whenever she communicates with me. We get
together every once in a while and both have fun.

‘Hello Fuck Toy. Are you all ready for Friday? I’ve got you
booked into a nice cabin and I have that willing slave lined up for
you. You get to play with her all weekend. We call her the Sarge.
Say hello to her,’ I hold the phone out towards the
Sarge.

‘Hello Sarge,’ says Fuck Toy.

‘Say hello to Fuck Toy.’

‘Hello Fuck Toy.’

‘Good, introductions are made, and that’s all you ever need to
know about each other. You will not exchange names or what you do,
is that clear? If I find out one of you has been questioning the
other, you’ll be punished.’ They both agree.

‘So I’ll meet you in Reception when you get here and sort out
your cabin. Incidentally, how would you like your slave? Whipped or
unwhipped?’

There’s
a longer pause this time and then she answers, ‘Whipped … if I can
watch.’

‘You’ve got it. See you tomorrow then.’

‘Bye.’

‘Did you hear that? You going to get a whipping first. Like
that idea?’

‘No, Mistress, not if it is not you or the Captain doing it to
me.’

‘Well if you ask him nicely he may do it tonight when I take
you home, but tomorrow it’ll be by the Whip Master and he’s very
good, so I wouldn’t ask for a session tonight if I were
you.’

‘No, Mistress, I won’t.’

‘Good, now shut up and play with yourself. Rub that
pussy.’

She
hitches up her skirt, and begins to rub herself. I sit back down at
my desk and drink another cup of coffee, as I ring the Whip Master
and book her in for a session tomorrow. I chew on a pencil while I
watch her masturbating. Eventually I decide that she needs help so
I go to her, kneel between her legs and begin licking her
pussy.

 



~~~

 


It’s
next day and I am working at my desk while Sarge is standing in the
corner facing the wall. Reception buzz me and say that Fuck Toy has
arrived. I order Sarge to follow me and we go to meet
her.

‘Hi, how are you?’ I ask.

‘Fine thanks, how are you?’

‘I’m good, thanks.’ Notice how we both avoid mentioning any
names or nicknames in front of the Receptionists, a trick I taught
her. ‘What cabin is my friend in?’

‘49 ma’am,’ says the Receptionist. She holds out the key and I
take it. I check my watch. ‘We should go, we have an appointment.
Can you get someone to take my friend’s luggage to cabin 49,
please? We’ll be along later.’

‘Certainly, Mrs. Gilchrist, I’ll call a porter.’

I lead
the two of them outside to where a golf cart is waiting. Away from
prying eyes and ears, I introduce them. ‘Fuck Toy, this is Sergeant
or Sarge, either will do. Say hello girls.’

(I’m going to refer to Fuck Toy as
just FT from now as it’s easier to type.)

They
greet one another while they check each other out. Sarge is
mid-thirties I’d say, good body, short blonde hair, not as toned as
me but certainly someone who works out. Fuck Toy is an older woman,
in her forties, short, silvery hair with a good body on her. She
could be what Sarge will be in ten years’ time. The thought of a
threesome with these two I find very arousing.

I check
my watch again. ‘Better get going, we don’t want to be late. Hop
aboard.’ We climb onto the golf cart and I drive it up to the
Bluebird Film studios. I park up and we walk around the back to
what was an old garage. It has been kitted out as the Fun room
similar to the one we have at home, and we enter.

‘Good day, Mrs. Gilchrist. On time as usual. Which one shall
it be today, you perhaps or one of your friends?’

‘This one here,’ I tell him, indicating Sarge.

‘Very well, have her undress please.’

I make a
hand gesture to Sarge and she strips off. It only takes a moment as
she is only wearing a skirt, blouse and shoes, leaving her naked.
Then I wave her forward. The Whip Master lowers a rope from the
ceiling with two little nooses at the end. He slips them over her
wrists and pulls them tight, then pulls the rope tight so her arms
are stretched above her head. There’s no need for wrist braces as
she’s not being lifted into the air.

The Whip
Master looks at me and I give him the go ahead signal. He warms
Sarge up with the cat o’ nine tails for several minutes, not enough
to leave marks but to bring the blood to the surface and accustom
the body to short, violent blows. ‘Stripes?’ he asks me.

‘Stripes,’ I affirm. FT and I watch him intently as he lays
into her with a medium whip. Not deathly painful like a bull whip,
but still nasty enough to leave a mark at each stroke, but doesn’t
break the skin. He works her back and front steadily. The man
really is an expert and after a while you can see the regular
spacing between each stripe, but he doesn’t confine himself to just
the broad strokes (pun intended) he can dish it out with pinpoint
accuracy as well, hitting each nipple and the top of her pussy slit
where the clitoris is, with pin-point accuracy. Sarge cries out as
each blow lands, but she’s not getting anything worse than what
Master and I have given her at our place.

FT and I
watch him as he deals out her punishment. My companion is breathing
heavily and I can see she finds this arousing. I gather she usually
takes the dominant role, possibly with a bit of whipping, so I can
see why this excites her. I, however, am the only woman she submits
to.

We chat
as Sarge’s punishment continues. ‘How did you get away for the
weekend without your husband getting suspicious?’ I ask
her.

‘Oh, he doesn’t really care anymore, as long as he gets his
end away with the barmaid from The Dog and Duck, he’s not bothered.
If I told him I was just going out for a pint of milk and
disappeared for the weekend, he wouldn’t notice.’

The Whip
Master continues his work until I tell him to stop and he releases
her from the rope. Sarge is a little unsteady on her feet, so I
grab her and hold her to me, rubbing her back and whispering
soothing words into her ear. After a few minutes she stops
trembling and I tell her to get dressed.

I give
her a drink of water and time to compose herself before we go
outside and I drive to cabin 49. I unlock the door and give FT the
key. ‘There’s food and wine in the refrigerator. Sarge here will be
your slave for the weekend, she will obey all your orders or she’ll
be back to the Whip Master. Understood, Sarge?’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ replies Sarge.

‘You can use her any way you want but you can’t beat her. Tie
her up and fuck her by all means, make her kneel and eat you, but
no rough stuff. You break her, you bought her.
Understood?’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ replies FT.

‘Good. Sarge, first thing is strip, you’ll be naked all
weekend. There should be wine chilling in the fridge. Open a bottle
and pour us all a drink, there’s a good girl. Then run us a bubble
bath, I’m feeling decadent.’
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We
luxuriate in our bubble bath, drinking wine as Sarge washes us down
with soapy sponges. I course there’s lots of finger fiddling and
tit sucking along the way. We make Sarge sit on the edge of the
bath while we insert various shampoo bottles into her, both
vaginally and anally. Aren’t we wicked? We get her to the point of
orgasm then stop playing with her.

After FT and I have had our bath, washed down by Sarge, we
tell her to have a bath herself and then join us in the bedroom.
When she arrives FT is down between my wide open legs, “Lunching in
the downstairs restaurant”. She is very
good at that, well practised.

I urge
Sarge to join us and she kisses me as I stroke her pussy. After
I’ve come, it’s Sarge’s turn to eat FT’s pussy. As we play all
afternoon, we give Sarge all the humiliating sex acts to perform.
For example, at one point, I am licking FT’s pussy while Sarge is
reduced to licking her tiny, puckered little arsehole. Then she has
to do the same to me. Later, FT produces a couple of strap ons she
has brought with her, and she and I buckle up and take it in turns
fucking Sarge, even spit-roasting her as we take her from both ends
at once.

We treat
her roughly precisely because that is why she comes to Master Roger
and myself. There are those like Sarge and Long Susan who desire
the release of domination, bondage and harsh treatment but they
don’t get it in their ordinary life. So when they come to people
like me and Master, they get what they desire but in a short, sharp
shock, as they don’t usually have the time to let us handle them
slowly and carefully, as Master trained me. So you have to squeeze
in more, in less time. To do any less would break the promise we
make them.

Lots of
wine is drunk and we play silly games. There are strawberries in
the fridge, so we take it in turns inserting one into our pussies
and then one of the others sucks it out and eats it.

Anyway,
FT and I have a great afternoon doing what we want to Sarge. At one
point I do her in the arse because I know she hates that. Sadly, it
comes to an end as I must go home to Chloe now.

I dress
and kiss them both goodbye. ‘Drop the key and Sarge off at the
Lodge when you leave on Monday. I’ll ring you in a few weeks. Now
both of you kneel and kiss my hand.’ I love to make my slaves
grovel when I’m in Mistress mode. It’s expected of me. They both
slip out of bed and kneel before me, kissing a hand each. I must
admit it gives me a thrill to have two naked female slaves kneeling
before me and acknowledging me as their Mistress.

‘I’ll be off then, have fun. Tara!’ With that, I let myself
out, drive the golf cart back to the Lodge. As I’ve had too much to
drink, I leave my car and get one of the staff to drive me home to
Chateau Gilchrist.
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Daphne
stands in front of Master’s desk at the Lodge. He invited her to
Kingswood for an interview. I meet her when she arrives by car and
then I take her in to meet Master.

Sensibly she doesn’t take a seat and just waits for
instructions. A good sign. Master is sitting behind his desk
(Masters don’t stand for female slaves) and I perch on the edge of
the desk. I’m wearing a business suit with a tight pencil skirt and
high heels, looking very sharp and very
nasty.

‘I can’t thank you enough for considering me as a potential
slave, Master Roger, Mistress K.’

She’s
very well spoken and obviously well educated. I can’t help wonder
what made her want to become a slave, introduced to discipline by
overzealous teachers at boarding school, perhaps. I know why gutter
trash like me deserve to be enslaved by my superiors, but why a
posh girl like this? I’ll never understand people the way that
Master does, but if he sees something in her then I’ll go along
with it.

‘I’m not your Master yet, it remains to be seen if I will be.
Call me sir or Mr. Gilchrist and you can call my associate Mrs.
Gilchrist or ma’am.’

‘Oh, I’m very familiar with ma’am, I’ve seen all your films,’
she says to me. ‘Also Mr. Gilchrist was good enough to show me your
videos from the Dungeons. That’s what made me decide to approach
him.’

‘You want to
go to the Dungeons?’ I ask.

‘Not exactly … I mean … I want the sort of Master who would
treat me roughly and might consider
sending me to the Dungeons in the future. The
Masters I have had have never treated me in the way I would like.
Mas … er, Mr. Gilchrist has tried me out and knows the kind of
thing I like.’

Master
has told me to run the interview and to play “Bad Cop”, to see if
that scares her off. ‘So why did you find your previous Masters
lacking? Be truthful.’

‘Since I discovered sex when I was younger, I found that I
tend to like it rough. At first just being taken forcefully but
then as I got more experienced I understood that it was more
exciting if there was some punishment involved. It wasn’t enough to
get slapped around a bit then roughly fucked, I wanted someone to
tie me up and take his belt to me.

‘But over time I realised that I wanted more than just a
casual beating, rather a more regulated, systemised rota of strict
discipline. You see a lot of it for me is about ritual and routine.
Having rules to obey and strict control. I haven’t been able to
find that with the previous Masters I’ve had, so I decided to wait
my time out at the hotel in Bath, in the hope of meeting someone
like Mr. Gilchrist.

‘Then I heard through The Society that sir had opened this
place, and I could see from the way he’d trained you, and the time
we spent together, that perhaps he could be the sort of Master I
was seeking. That is why I emailed him, asking him to give me a
chance to prove myself.’ She turns to Master. ‘I hoped you’d
remember me, sir.’

‘I do remember you, Daphne, that’s why I invited you for an
interview. But it’s not just me you have to convince, it’s Mrs.
Gilchrist as well. If she doesn’t like you it won’t
happen.’

‘Then I hope I shall please you both. I am ready and willing
to do whatever you want.’

Having
rules to obey and strict control, eh? Sounds like me. ‘Why didn’t
you put yourself up for auction?’ I ask.

‘I didn’t like the idea of selling myself to a complete
stranger. With Mr. Gilchrist I had some experience of what it was
like to serve him and he had had the chance to sample me, so I
thought we might be compatible.’

‘But you should be aware that if we take you on, you will
serve both of us. Although I am the ultimate Master of the house,
Mrs. Gilchrist will mainly be in charge of you and your training.
You will obey her as you would me and she will be free to punish
you as she sees fit. You would belong to both of us. Do you accept
those conditions?’

‘It would be my pleasure. I have watched her movies and I feel
that I could live up to her expectations.’

I take a
wooden ruler from the desk and putting it under her chin, lift it
up so we are eye to eye. ‘Don’t be too sure of that, I have very
high standards and if you fail to reach them, you will
suffer.’

I walk
around and stand behind her, looking at Master over her shoulder.
He surveys her coolly and then lights a cigar. That is the signal
we agreed that meant that everything is going well so far and I am
to move us onto the next stage of the interview.

I walk around in front of her and say, ‘Mr. Gilchrist has had
the pleasure of your body. He obviously enjoyed it otherwise you
wouldn’t be standing here. I’m curious to see what all the fuss is
about. Strip for
inspection!’

To
Daphne’s credit, she doesn’t hesitate or question the order. She
strips completely and, I’m glad to see, folds her clothes neatly
and places them on a chair with the shoes underneath, toes pointing
forward in the military fashion. She’s obviously had some training,
so she should understand my next order. ‘Display,’ I
command.

She
obediently locks her fingers together and then places them on top
of her head, leaving her completely visible and open to inspection.
I walk around her slowly, running my hands over her breasts,
backside, thighs, testing her biceps and so on. When I place my
hand on her pussy, she gives a small but sharp intake of breath.
Good, that means she is aroused by me checking her out as if she is
a horse we are thinking of buying.

Daphne
has nice breasts and firm buttocks, her hair reaches down to her
shoulders and I’m glad to see that she is a natural blonde. I play
with her nipples and they easily harden. Full round breasts, those
kind that I think of as “ski slopes” because the top of the breast
just slopes down to the nipple, which stands out like the ramp at
the bottom of a ski slope, then curves underneath to meet the rib
cage, the boob pressing against the chest, covering that soft skin
that I like to run my fingers or my tongue along, the same as that
soft skin on the rump where the buttock meets the top of the leg.
Once again in these situations, I can’t help wondering what her
boobs taste like.

Just for
a laugh I get two pencils from Master’s desk and place them under
her boobs, the weight of them holding them in place. Nice. (Pencils
don’t stay under my breasts as they are ridiculously
perky.)

‘Spread your legs,’ I tell her. She complies. I rub my middle
finger along the slit of her pussy until I can feel it getting wet.
Gently I slide my finger inside her up to the second joint. I
wriggle it back and forth until she is completely wet, then I take
it out and standing close to her so she and Master can see me do
it, I put it in my mouth and taste her pussy juice. Then I pull it
out with a pop and turning my head towards Master, nod my head in
acceptance.

‘How often do you go to the gym?’ I ask her.

‘I was lucky in that the hotel in Bath had a gym. So when I
wasn’t working or being used by one of the guests, I would spend
most of my spare time in there. I was preparing myself for such a
time as this. I knew it would be hard work so I wanted to be
ready.’

‘Well, we have a gym on site so if we take you on, you’ll be
expected to spend a lot of time in there to build yourself
up.’

‘Certainly, ma’am.’

Without
warning, I draw back my arm and give her a good, hard whack across
her backside with the ruler. She gasps and staggers a few steps as
it took her by surprise. She returns to her position and then I
whack her again. As she is prepared this time she only flinches
slightly and gives a soft grunt. Good, very good.

At a nod
from me, Master says, ‘So, Daphne, the interview seems to be going
well, there’s just one more test we’d like to put you through. I
have enjoyed the pleasure of your oral skills, but Mrs. Gilchrist
hasn’t, so before we accept you … you will have to please her.
Please be good enough to eat my wife’s pussy and make her come,
would you?’

I hitch
up my skirt (no underwear of course) and sitting in one of the
leather armchairs, I beckon her towards me. She dutifully kneels
between my legs and goes to work. She is well experienced,
obviously had to please plenty of female guests at the hotel, and
it’s not too long before my head goes back and my eyes
close.

I hear
Master get up from his desk and come around to watch. I open my
eyes and watch him standing there. He takes off his jacket and tie
and unzips his cock. He is fully erect and without a word just
kneels behind Daphne and slips inside her. Our eyes meet and we
both smile. We are playing our favourite game, watching each other
having sex with another person. It’s even more fun if it is the
same person that’s between us. At the moment it’s a kind of ‘proxy
fuck’. His cock is pounding into her and her tongue is poking into
me as if it’s an extension of that cock, and she very cleverly
matches his rhythm. It’s like Daphne is just a sex toy that we are
both using to bring us off.

It’s too
much for me and I come, hard. When I get my breath back, I sit up
and massage Daphne’s breasts as Master brings her to orgasm. When
she has finished, he pulls out and then taking her by the hair,
turns her round and puts his cock in her mouth and gives her the
contents of his balls. Like a good girl who wants the job, she
dutifully swallows it down.

As
Master and I clean ourselves up, I give her permission to get
dressed. ‘No underwear,’ I tell her, so she leaves it off. ‘From
now on, unless you are specifically ordered to, or it is your
period, then you won’t wear any underwear.’ Once we are all decent
again, Master sends out for coffee and Daphne is sent out to use
the washroom while we discuss the next step.

When
Daphne returns, I pour us all coffee and at Master’s urging I give
Daphne the conditions of joining us. ‘Mr. Gilchrist and I have
agreed that we will take you on for training as a personal slave. I
will mostly be responsible for your training and Mr. Gilchrist will
join in when he is available or it suits him. You will answer to
both of us. Your training will be harsh, and you will be subjected
to physical and sexual torture, which will be filmed for our
amusement. You will accompany me on my duties around the camp site,
and take part in anything that I do. Do you agree to
that?’

‘I do, ma’am, sir.’

‘You will of course give the usual video and signed statement
that everything that happens to you is purely voluntary and you are
a willing participant.

‘Next, we will employ you as a receptionist here at Kingswood,
on a salary, and you will be housed in the dormitory along with the
other members of staff who work here. When you are not needed by
either of us, you will work in Reception. Like the hotel in Bath,
you will be available to any of the guests that wish to use you.
It’s standard practice here that any of the slaves that wish to be
available to the guests wear a collar, they have a choice. However,
you do not, you will wear a collar, and be sexually available at all
times.’

‘That’s acceptable,’ says Daphne.

‘You weren’t being given a choice, I was telling you how it
is,’ I reply curtly.

‘Of course, sorry, ma’am.’

‘Ever had any pony training?’ I ask her.

‘No, but I’ve watched all your pony movies and I’m willing to
give it a go. The ponies look rather glamourous with the polished
leather harnesses and all the feathered headdresses. I’m fit and
healthy, so I’m ready for it, if that is what you wish me to
be.’

‘Good … good. So you will spend your days serving in Reception
or under training from Master or myself. If your training goes well
and we are pleased with your progress, Master Roger will move you
into his house, where you will serve him on a daily basis.
But that is a privilege that you have to
earn.’

‘Understood, ma’am.’

I look
at Master and he nods.

‘One final thing,’ I tell her. ‘I don’t like the name Daphne,
it’s too “Jolly Hockey Sticks” for me, you’re not at Roedean now.
From now on your name will be … Nicole, Nicky for short.
Understood?’

‘Yes, ma’am.’

‘Actually that will be Mistress K from now on, and this is
Master Roger. You are now our slave.’

The new
slave, freshly named Nicole, has some sense of decorum and standing
up, bows to us both. ‘Master Roger, Mistress K. I am here to serve
you.’

‘Fine,’ says Master. ‘Now then, do you have any debts or
commitments in Bath you need to sort out?’

‘I have rent on my flat, car payments, a few
debts.’

‘How much?’

‘About £500 should cover it.’

‘Right. Have some lunch in the restaurant then I want you to
go back to Bath now, deal with anything you have to and then report
back here, you can start next week.’

He
phones Reception and asks for someone to come in. When they do he
tells them, ‘This is a new member of staff, her name is Nicole.
She’ll be staying in the dormitory with the rest of you. She’ll be
joining us next week and will work on Reception, so get her a room,
a uniform and get her one of those collars so the guests can tell
she’s available for their use. Let Mr. Powell know and get her
added to the pay roster. But first let her have £500 out of the
petty cash … a straight payment not a loan.

‘Oh and pass the word around that Nicole is the personal slave
of Mrs. Gilchrist and I, so any expenses she runs up, restaurant
bills, gift shop, etc. are to be charged to our
account.’

‘Certainly Mr. Gilchrist,’ says the girl from Reception.
‘Follow me, Nicole,’ and she leads Nicole out of the room. Nicole
bows to both of us and follows her.

 



~~~

 


We give
Nicole a few weeks to settle in and learn her job and the layout of
the camp. I must admit Nicole looks good in her uniform. The hotel
staff wear a blue blazer with the Kingswood logo on their breast
pocket, and blue skirt, over a white blouse. High heels and
stockings are compulsory. The domestic staff who clean the cabins
and do the laundry and so on, wear a white polo shirt over a blue
skirt or leggings, and they have a blue fleece to go over
that.

Our new
slave is pretty but not drop dead gorgeous. Master could have any
women he wanted who looked like that, but he tends to pick ones
that are the next level down, let’s say, pretty but not too pretty.
Maybe he thinks we’re like that car rental agency whose slogan was
“We’re number 2 so we try harder”.


(Personally I think I’m about number 3 or 4 but for some dumb
reason Master tells me I’m beautiful, so I won’t argue with him
about that.)

Anyway, we’ve left her alone pretty much, apart from me
giving her a workout schedule, early morning runs every day in the
woods, then an hour in the gym, followed by lengths in the swimming
pool. We’ve arranged with Reception that she’s not on the work
roster, she just helps out when she is available. They can’t rely
on her presence if we can take her away at any time. She only works
from lunch time onwards so she has time in the mornings for her
physical training, and they understand she’s not being given an
easy time because of her being the personal slave of the owners, in
fact they can see that she is having a harder time than them
because she is the slave
of the owners.

Master
Roger often takes her into his office for a bit of “Afternoon
Delight” as they called it at her hotel in Bath, but generally she
is just treated like one of the staff.

Master
decides that is time for her to meet the rest of the household,
learn how to drive to his house and so on, so I tell her to skip
her workouts next day and meet me in Reception dressed in ‘Civvies’
as they call it in the military. Meaning don’t wear your uniform,
just your ordinary clothes.

I don’t
like the clothes she is wearing so I quietly decide to buy her a
new wardrobe. When we go outside to her car, it’s not that far away
from an ‘old banger’ so I tell her unless she is emotionally
attached to the motor, Master will get rid of it for her and then
rent a new model car for her use. Her eyes light up and I can see
she is excited at the prospect of having a rich Master. She’s not
being a gold digger, I remember how I was nearly on the breadline,
scratching to find money to buy paints and brushes … let alone
food, when he first took me on.

Besides,
we give a lot when we become slaves, so it’s only fair that a girl
gets something nice in return, so I don’t look down on her for
that.

 



~~~

 


She drives us to ‘Chateau Gilchrist’ (just my joke name for
it). We park up and I take her to my house to meet Chloe and
Indira. For security reasons, when we remodelled the houses, we had
a key pad fitted to each house with different codes. So now you
require a key and the access code to get into either house. So even if Nicky
reaches the point where Master trusts her enough to move her into
his house, she won’t be able to enter my house without knocking and
being let in.

I let us
into the house and call out that I’m home. As usual, Chloe is in
the office working on her computer, and Indy is in the kitchen
preparing that night’s meal.

The girls need to know Nicole’s face now she will be part of
the family. It’s a bit of a complicated arrangement that we have. I
tell her that Indira is Master’s house slave and lives with him but
she looks after Chloe when I’m not there. Chloe is
my slave, we live
together in my house, and Master has made her pregnant at my
request. I figure there’s no need to go into the phantom marriage
that Chloe and I have, we don’t know her well enough for
that.

I’d
already told the girls about Nicky of course when she joined us at
Kingswood, but now it’s time for them to meet her. She may from
time to time need access to Master’s house if he has sent her there
on an errand, so they can let her in but to stay with her until she
leaves.

‘You will address them as Miss Indira and Miss Chloe. You will
obey any commands they give you, or you will be punished. You are
the lowest in the pecking order. Is that clear?’

‘Yes, Mistress. Pleased to meet you Miss Chloe, Miss
Indira.’

They
both welcome Nicole warmly, they remember what it was like when
they first joined the household. I feel it too but have to keep my
emotional distance from her, to maintain my authority over
her.

All
necessary introductions having been made, I lead Nicky across to
Master’s house and let her in. I walk her round the house, showing
her all the rooms and the ones such as the study and Master’s
bedroom that she is NOT to enter unless summoned. Also Indira has
now moved into mine and Chloe’s old bedroom as it has a lockable
door and an ensuite bathroom. I tell her that when he moves her
into the house, Indy’s old bedroom will become hers.

I
haven’t shown her the Fun room yet, I’m saving that for later. We
have a little task to complete first. Master has given me
permission to enter the study and shoot the submission video. This
is where the new sub or slave admits on video to the fact that they
are voluntarily entering into a relationship with a Dominant,
knowing that they will be used violently and sexually for the Dom’s
pleasure. They also sign a written version of that.

I set
the camera up while she goes over the words she has to
say.

 


‘Hello. My name is Daphne XXXXX.’ (She gives her real full
name to the camera.)

‘I’m here today to become Roger Gilchrist’s and K. Gilchrist’s
personal slave, and I’m shooting this video to show I am willingly
placing myself under their control and giving them permission to
use me as they wish. 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 them in such a way that pleases them both.

‘Thank you for listening.’

 


I get a
thrill of pleasure in listening her say those exacts words that I
said when I pledged myself to Master Roger, all those years ago.
Once the camera has clicked off, I give her the written version to
sign while I remove the memory card from the camera and place it in
a plastic bag. Once she has signed the submission document, I then
fold that, place it in the bag with the memory card, and put it in
his desk drawer for him to lock in the safe later.

Then I
take her to the Fun room. She walks around the room, impressed by
the electric hoist and the mirrored wall. I show her the whips,
floggers and canes hanging from the wall hooks. Then the wardrobe
with the fetish and bondage gear that he has us wear sometimes,
followed by the chest of drawers containing all the smaller items
such as vibrators, nipple clamps and dildos.

‘Have you had much anal experience?’ I ask her.

‘Some, not a lot.’

I pick
out some butt plugs of varying sizes from small to large. ‘Then
you’d better start practising with these … Master likes his anal,
he does.’ She puts them in her bag without comment.

I show
her the pictures on the wall of naked women holding the various
‘Positions’ a slave must adopt on command. ‘You may have been
taught the positions that are in common use in The Society, but
Master Roger calls some of the poses by different names, based on
army drill instructions, that he finds easier to remember. You are
expected to learn these new names and what they mean.’

She
looks at them for a few moments and then says, ‘I will learn them,
Mistress. Excuse me for asking but why is this called the Fun
room?’

‘Because when he feels like it, Master will bring one of more
of us in here and have fun with us.’

‘Fun?’

‘Fun for him … not so much for us.’

‘Oh.’

‘But that’s what we signed on for, isn’t it?’

‘Yes, I suppose it is.’

‘Traditionally you would be whipped now after the submission
video but Master Roger has asked me to wait for that until he can
attend to watch. So we will observe the other tradition.
Strip.’

She
obediently removes all her clothing. I sit on the bed and make her
kneel in front of me. One of the things that Master taught me is
that when one of the participants is nude and the other one
clothed, it can make the nude one feel even more naked and
vulnerable, so I use that to dominate her.

I hitch
my skirt up (no underwear, rules of the house) and undo my blouse
exposing my breasts. ‘You are now officially the property of House
Gilchrist. Please your Mistress.’ I hold my breasts out for her to
suck on, which she does, willingly. I luxuriate in that for a while
until I start getting hot under the collar, at which point I lay
back on the bed and Nicole takes the hint and starts tonguing my
pussy.

I let her do her work until I come with a judder and slight
moan. I push her head away and sit upright. Then I grab her by the
hair and hold her steady while I lick my own pussy juice off her
face. Then I give her one of my, what Master calls,
“I own you!”
kisses. Hard pressure and deep tonguing to which she responds
enthusiastically. I hold it for as long as I can then release
her.

I go
next door to the bedroom with the ensuite bathroom and wash my
pussy. Then I dry myself off as I tell her to sit on the bed and
masturbate. I can’t whip her (Master Roger’s orders) so I’ve used
her sexually, now it is time to humiliate her. She blushes as I can
tell she finds it embarrassing doing this intensely personal act
while someone stands over you watching, but she carries out my
order nevertheless.


Surprisingly it doesn’t take as long as I thought it would.
Maybe the humiliation is spurring her on, who knows but sooner than
expected, she starts to come. I help her out by playing with her
nipples, teasing them and pulling on them. Suddenly her face goes
red as if she’s blushing and with a strangled cry, she falls off
the cliff. When she has come back down to earth, I throw her the
towel and tell her to go next door and clean herself up. I wait
patiently until she is clean and dressed again.

I put my
arm around her waist, pull her to me and kiss her hard. ‘You’ve
been a good girl today. Keep this up and it won’t be long before
you are serving Master directly.’

‘I promise to try my best, Mistress.’

‘Fine. Now as a reward, I’m going to take you shopping and buy
you some decent clothes.’




 





FIRST
WHIPPING

 


 


It’s a
tradition in The Society that when a slave is taken on by a new
Master, they are subjected to what they call, “The First Whipping”.
This is a way of introducing the slave to the new Master’s way of
doing things. Ostensibly, this is the worst whipping that the slave
will receive (unless they commits some heinous transgression
further down the line) and from this the slave can judge how harsh
their new Master is. It is also his way of ‘taking possession’ of
her to formalise the contract, so to speak.

That
First Whipping is usually done by the Master (or Mistress)
themselves or sometimes delegated to someone else while the Master
watches. It is time for Nicky’s First Whipping and as is often the
custom, it’s administered in front of the whole
household.

We have
arranged the day and Nicky has arrived at the appointed time and
been taken into the lounge and stripped, by Indira, who puts a work
collar on her and a leash.

Master,
I and Chloe are waiting in the Fun room. I have set up a table and
chair for him, with his cigars and ashtray, with a bottle of wine
and a glass. As she’s pregnant, Chloe is also allowed a chair. When
we are all ready, Master presses the button on the remote that will
activate the bleeper on Indy’s collar, which is the sign to lead
Nicky into the Fun room.

Today is
all about pomp and circumstance, and ritual. Indira leads Nicky to
stand in front of Master, bows and says, ‘I have brought your new
slave to you to receive her First Whipping, Master.’

‘Very well,’ replies. ‘K, string her up.’

I take
her leash and lead her over to stand under the electric hoist. I
remove the leash and strap load spreading wrist cuffs onto her
arms. These are thick leather wrist straps, designed to spread the
weight so that the cuffs don’t dig in and damage the skin as
ordinary cuffs or handcuffs would do. When fitted with these, a
slave can withstand being suspended by their arms for
longer.

‘Winch her up,’ he orders. So I press the button to raise her
off the floor until her feet are about a foot high. She is dangling
facing the mirrored wall so she can see herself hanging like a
piece of meat in a butcher’s cold store. To emphasise how helpless
and vulnerable she is, I push her so she swings from side to side
like a pendulum. She can see herself in the mirror and to compound
the indignity, Master, Chloe and Indira are also watching
her.

Master
comes to stand in front of her and instructs me to show her how the
hoist works, so I raise and lower Nicky as I run the hook along the
length of the Fun room and back, a few times, until he has me
return her to the first position.

He holds
out his hand and Indira places the whip he has already chosen into
his hand and he tells me to stand back. Then he goes to work. As I
mentioned before, Master is quite an expert with whips and floggers
and can really make a girl scream, if he wants. He is using a
medium heavy whip as he only intends to give her a short whipping,
then he is going to hand her over to me to make her really dance,
while he watches.

Although
it isn’t an intense, in depth beating, he does concentrate of her
soft spots, so her tits, pussy and arse cheeks get well covered.
This only takes a few minutes and then he throws the whip to Indy
and tells me to take over.

He sits
in his chair, lights a cigar and pours himself a glass of wine.
(House rules, nobody ever takes drink or drugs before or during a
whipping, as the whipper or the whippee might overestimate the
strength of their blows or their ability to withstand the blows.
He’s finished now so he can have a drink.)

I take
over. As this is going to be a longer, full body whipping, I am
using a milder whip, basically just a long piece of leather on a
handle. I whip her on her front and back, at one point I spin her
and swing her from side to side and hit her every time she passes
me. I carry on until she is covered in red welts. They are the sort
that will fade by the end of the day. (Perhaps, maybe not, but this
is what she signed on for.)

Her legs
are free so sometimes when I strike her lower belly, she
instinctively raises them to cover it. I tell her to lower her legs
and then I strike her again in the same spot but this time she
daren’t try to cover herself. I do this a couple of times because
she keeps covering herself, so I stay on that spot until she
completely stops and just hangs there, just to show what a bitch I
can be.

Master
finally gives the nod, and I lower her to the ground and release
her. Then I lead her to the bed and make her kneel beside it.
Master comes over, lowers his sweatpants and holds his cock out,
for her to take in her mouth, which she does. After a few moments,
when he is fully erect, he instructs her to get on the bed, face
down and he roughly takes her from behind. It’s a punishment fuck
so he uses her roughly until with a grunt he comes inside her.
Climbing off her, Indy (as always, is waiting with a hot face cloth
and towel) to clean himself. He dries himself and then leaves the
room telling Indy and I that we can have her now. As is
traditional, she has to eat both our pussies before we release
her.

All of
this may seem a bit harsh but it does two things, it shows the
Master how much punishment the slave can take, and if he is a good
Master he will know never to exceed that. Secondly, it gives the
slave a chance to understand what she is getting into and if she
can handle it. If it was all too much for her, she can go away and
never have to return, but if she stays, she knows that it will
never be worse than today.

We leave
her to rest under the sheets on the bed, but if she is anything
like me, she needs to climax and then be held after a whipping like
that, so I send Indy and Chloe away then strip off and climb into
bed with her. I cuddle up to her and play with her pussy until she
comes. Then I hold her as we both drift off to sleep.




 





AWARDS

 


 


It’s a
fine, sunny, spring Saturday morning. Master is sitting at the
patio table drinking coffee and reading the papers. I approach the
table. ‘May I join you, Master?’

‘Sure thing, K. I’ll order another cup for you.’ He picks up
the remote from the table and presses the button. Soon, Nicky
arrives. She is wearing a rubber collar the same as the rest of us
do. It has the beeper on it that is connected to the remote, and
she arrived in answer to her summons. She also has the solid gold
tag with her full name on one side and Master’s initials and the
date she became his slave, on the other. Master decided to not go
through the indoctrination/induction phase as she was already a
slave and had previous Masters, and skip straight to the
collaring.

She is
wearing a gingham pinafore that just covers her pussy, apart from
that she is naked. But she does have silver bells through her
pierced nipples. I have to smile at that, as it was me that started
that trend when I saw pictures of pony girls wearing them and I
wanted some.

Master
has not moved her in yet, she comes and goes when summoned, the
same as I did when I first came under Master Roger’s tutelage. He
has given her a nice, shiny, new rental car, so she can easily make
the hour long trip when he calls. (Yes, it can be a pain sometimes,
but suffering the inconvenience is part of the training and part of
serving.)

‘Yes, Master?’

‘Please fetch another cup for Mistress K, please.’

‘Certainly, Master, right away.’

I see
fresh whip marks across her back and arse as she walks away so he
obviously had an overnighter with her last night and is keeping her
for the weekend.

She
returns with another cup and pours one for me. Then she steps back
a few paces and awaits further orders. ‘Thank you, you can go
now.’

‘Go where, Master?’

‘Anywhere you like … just go away,’ I tell her, making to rise
from my chair.

She
hurries back to my house, where Indy and Chloe are. I kinda like
playing Bad Cop to her, but I’ll calm down once we are through with
her training and she is really a part of the family.

‘Master … I’ve got some exciting news!’

‘Really?’ he says, sounding dead uninterested. He carries on
reading his paper. ‘Do tell.’

‘I had a phone call earlier from Todd.’

‘Oh is that what that noise was, I thought the bees had had an
upgrade.’

He’s acting very strange, this is not like him but I press on
anyway. ‘He’s had notification from America that Bluebird Films has
won an award from the American porn industry. It’s one of
my films and it’s won
the Best Foreign Film category in this year’s awards.

‘Todd says that Bluebird Films has a group invite to the award
ceremony, it’s in LA. He says all of us are invited, Me, Lottie,
Todd and Alan and their wives … and you of course. It’ll be great,
we can go can’t we?’

‘I don’t like America,’ he replies.

‘Oh …’ I say, surprised. ‘Well, perhaps I could go on my own
then?’

‘I don’t know, sounds awfully expensive. Plane tickets, hotel
bills, new dresses … I’m not sure if I want to lay out that kind of
money.’

‘But I’ll pay my own way, I have money!’

‘No! You’re not spending any money and neither am
I.’

To give
me a moment to think, I take a sip from my cup but he notices that
my hand is trembling when I put it back on the saucer. ‘Why are you
being like this, Master? Have I done something wrong?’ I
ask.

He puts
down his paper and looks at me seriously. ‘Well, my girl … it’s
time to face some facts … and the facts are … I already know about
the award.’

‘You knew? How?’

‘You seem to forget that your number one fan boy, Luiz de
Souza, is also an owner of Bluebird Films so he got notified as
well, and he rang me earlier. He is so excited that his investment
is paying off and the film company he funds is already winning
awards, he said he would send his private jet to pick us all up and
fly us to the US and we can all stay at his place in Beverly
Hills.’

‘Luiz … Beverly Hills … wait ‘til I tell Chloe–’

‘Stop there. Chloe can’t come. She’s now entering her third
tricycle or whatever you call it.’

‘Trimester.’

‘I thought that was a member of the truckers union in the
US.’

‘No, that’s a Teamster.’

‘Isn’t that a term at college?’

‘That’s a semester.’ I roll my eyes, Master is going into one
of his ‘Dad joke’ phases.

‘And the small furry animals, with little beady
eyes?’

I think
for a moment. ‘That’s a hamster.’

‘Oh, okay, whatever, but she can’t fly. A civvy airline
wouldn’t allow it so I don’t think we should allow it
either.’

‘But, Master–’

‘Don’t forget it’s my baby too, and I don’t want any risks to
it. She’ll have to stay here, which means that Indira will have to
stay to look after her. That’s final.’

He’s
right of course. The baby will belong to me, Chloe and him and it’s
only right that protecting that baby should be our highest
priority. ‘You’re absolutely right of course, as always. It shall
be as you say. Chloe will understand but Indy will be
disappointed.’

‘I’ll get Pete to come and stay while we’re away. That should
keep her happy,’ he says with a laugh.

I laugh
too. I knew he wouldn’t be as mean as he was pretending to
be.

We sit
silently for a moment then I say to him, ‘You do realise that Luiz
might want to have me to himself while we’re there?’

‘Well, that’s entirely up to you. You’re now a fully paid up
member of The Society and no longer a slave, but a Mistress in your
own right. You’re not beholden to anyone except me, and I say the
choice is yours. Is being with Luiz a problem for you? Because it’s
not a problem for me.’

‘No, it’s just that you’ll be on your own, or surrounded by
skanky whore actresses.’

‘I’m sure I’ll get by.’

‘Why not take Nicole? Give her a chance to see what the other
side of the slave deal is. Show her the high life as well as the
dark side.’

‘That’s an idea, give her the chance to glam up and mix with
the elite, see how she handles it. Okay, arrange all that, start
planning your wardrobe, buy Nicky a nice dress, etc. I’ll let you
know the flight details.’

‘Leave it to me, Boss. I’ll let them all know.’

 



~~~

 


I tell
Chloe and Indy what’s happening and break the news to them gently
that neither of them can accompany us. Chloe just nods acceptance
but Indy is clearly not happy to be left behind and miss out on the
glitz and glamour of Hollywood.

‘It’s like Master told you, Chloe and the baby are our top
priority and we need someone we can trust to look after them both,
and there’s no one I would feel safer entrusting them both to than
you, Indira,’ I reuse Master’s trick to cheer her up.

‘In that case, Mistress K, I will guard them with my life, you
can depend on me.’

‘As always,’ I reply. ‘Besides, Pete will be staying here
while we’re away to look out for you both, so you’ll have some
company.’

Indy’s
eyes light up. ‘Pete will be staying here, you say?’ trying to
sound nonchalant.

‘Yes. Master Roger will ask him to move in while we’re gone,
the same as he did when we were on our honeymoon.’

‘That is okay then. I shall give him many good fucks in return
for his protecting us.’ Dear old Indy, she still hasn’t mastered
the use of English idioms and boundaries.

‘Err … okay.’ Chloe and I look at each other and try not to
giggle.

I take
Chloe by the hand and walk her into another room. ‘Are you sure
you’re not upset about being left behind. I go off to glamourous
Hollywood to meet all the stars and you have to stay at home. I
feel I’m shutting you out of my life. Look, if it bothers you I
won’t go. After all it’s Todd and Alan that are winning the award,
not me, I don’t have to be there. I’ll just tell Master I can’t
make it … woman’s troubles or something.’

‘No, no, that’s all right, you go. I never wanted any of those
things, I just wanted to be part of your life, and I have that. You
need to have “wild adventures”, I knew that when I took up with
you, but I don’t, I just need you in my life. Do you love
me?’

‘Yes, absolutely.’

She
strokes her bump. ‘Will you love our baby?’

‘Without hesitation. I would kill anyone with my bare hands
that threatened her.’

‘Then that’s all I need to know. You have sex with men, women
… and sometimes strange men dressed in furry animal costumes … but
I don’t care, they can have your pussy as long as I have your
heart. Now go and have fun with Master Roger in Hollywood, I’ll be
here when you get back.’

I love that girl.
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The day
arrives. Two people carriers pull up at Master’s house, one for the
passengers and one for the luggage. There’s me, Master Roger,
Nicole, Todd and his wife, Becky, Alan and his wife, Sue, and
Lottie. Lottie also appears in the film I starred in that won the
award, so it’s only right that she’s coming along as well. She’s
also the stunt arranger for Bluebird Films and she and I have had
many fights, sex scenes and romantic entanglements on screen. I
asked Lottie why she wasn’t bringing a ‘Plus 1’ and she said, ‘Are
you kidding, with all those hot porno actresses out there? I aim to
get me some prime Hollywood pussy.’ Fair enough.

We all
pile in and set off for East Midlands Airport, near Birmingham, the
nearest airport that is large enough to handle a large jet like
Luiz’s. We check in our luggage and we’re standing in the VIP
lounge looking at the aircraft parked around the place, trying to
spot Luiz’s plane.

(For those of you who haven’t read the earlier books about my
life with Master Roger, perhaps I should explain who Luiz de Souza
is. He’s a Tech Billionaire, based in Brazil, with companies
throughout the Americas, north and south. We met him when Master
took me to a Society slave auction in Mexico. Apparently, he’s a
huge fan of mine (my number 1
fan!) and he was delighted to meet me. He
invited Master, Chloe and I to stay on his yacht for a few days
until he had to leave on business. A fellow member of The Society,
he and Master got on like a house on fire, and became firm friends.
Master generously allowed me to be wined, dined and bedded by this
handsome stud, and now whenever we meet, he and I ‘get
together’.

(Later
when Master had the idea of buying Kingswood and turning it into a
resort for Society members and others of similar tastes, Luiz
happily came in as an investor and also bought his way into
Bluebird films as a way of expanding his interests in
Europe.)

I ask Master which aircraft might be Luiz’s and he points to
one. ‘That looks like his company logo on that one there.’ I look
at it and it’s big, well not big, let me correct that,
it’s fucking huge! My
experience of private jets is Colin Saxby’s when he flies me to
Europe for sex and debauchery, but that seats maybe a dozen people.
This is an airliner and could probably carry a couple of hundred
passengers.

I look
at him gobsmacked but before I can say anything, a pretty
stewardess wearing a uniform with the same logo as is on the side
of the plane approaches us. ‘The Gilchrist party?’ she asks. Master
raises his hand.

‘Your luggage is safely aboard, so if you have your passports
handy, I’ll take you on board.’ And she troops off, followed by us.
Although it is a private plane, we still have to have our passports
and boarding passes checked before we go down the boarding ramp to
the aircraft.

The
interior of the plane is amazing. There are three stewardesses on
board and the one who brought us from the VIP lounge gives us the
guided tour. The front part of the aircraft is where the galley and
the bunks for the crew are. If it’s only a short stop in a country,
then it’s not worth leaving the airport and booking into a hotel,
she explains. This is curtained off from the rest of the plane.
Next we have a dozen or so of those business class type seats where
it is more of an individual booth that has its own TV and
entertainment centre, and has a seat that reclines completely
flat.

The
centre of the aircraft is taken up with comfortable armchairs and a
table for meetings or eating. She demonstrates the descending movie
screen if we wish to use that. At the rear of the plane there are
the toilets and even a shower! Master Roger asks, ‘How can you
carry that much water?’

‘When you don’t have several hundred passengers and their
luggage, it frees up a lot of weight for extra water,’ she
replies.

Beyond
the ablutions are bunk beds on either side for the passengers,
leading up to the Master bedroom. ‘Master Luiz explained that this
is for the use of Master Roger and Mistress K,’ she informs us. A
thrill of excitement runs through me when she says that.

‘Now then, if you’d like to take your seats, I’ll let the
pilots know we’re ready for take-off.’ We each choose a booth and
strap ourselves in.

The
engines start up and she gives us the pre-flight safety briefing
and then we taxi to the runway.

 



~~~

 


Once we
are at ‘cruising altitude’ (see, I know all the jargon) we unstrap
ourselves and gather in the centre of the aircraft where the
stewardesses serve us a light lunch at the table. It’s all fancy
and freshly cooked and served with wine.

The
pilot comes over the intercom telling us that we are now flying at
40,000 feet, we are headed for New York’s JFK airport where we will
refuel and then take off again for Los Angeles LAX. We relax in the
armchairs and chat about the upcoming event while the stewardess
keeps us topped up with our chosen tipple.

After a
couple of hours when everyone has drifted off into doing their own
thing, reading, watching a movie, listening to music, etc. I sit
next to Master and ask him, ‘How high are we flying
again?’

‘Around 40,000 feet.’

‘And what’s that in miles?’

He does
a quick calculation in his head. ‘About 7 ¾ miles.’

‘7 ¾ miles, you say? That high? 7 ¾
miles high. That must be some kind of
record … perhaps we should mark it in some way. What do you
reckon?’

He looks
at me strangely and then the penny drops. ‘Oh, you mean like we
should commemorate it … by joining some sort of club,
perhaps?’

‘Exactly, just what I was thinking.’

He takes
my hand and leads me into the Master bedroom and we celebrate by
joining the ‘Mile High Club’.




 





MI CASA, SU
CASA

 


 


It’s a
long trip, 8 hours to New York, about an hour on the ground while
we refuel, then another 6 hours to Los Angles. However, the food is
excellent, we get the chance to sleep in beds and we can even
shower to freshen up before we land in LA.


Transport takes us from the airport to Beverly Hills, which
I’ve read isn’t actually part of Los Angeles but a separate city,
with its own mayor and city council. Finally to Luiz’s mansion
which is a large, sprawling estate on the hills overlooking LA. We
get through the security on the gate, and as the transport parks
outside the house he comes out to greet us, looking tanned, fit and
handsome as you would expect of a Brazilian Billionaire. He’s not
muscular, but well-built, lithe, more like a professional tennis
player. He’s accompanied by his two personal slaves, Collette and
Estelle, whom Master and Chloe had the pleasure of when we last
met.

‘K, my lovely and Roger. So good to see you both, to see you
all.’ He looks the group over. ‘And where is that other little
cutie, Chloe?’

‘Alas, she is too far into her pregnancy to fly, so she had to
stay home with that lovely Indian slave you bought for me,’ Master
tells him

‘A pity, Collette will be so disappointed. She did so enjoy
Chloe the last time we were all together. Pregnant you say?’ He
raised his eyebrows in an unspoken question.

‘Yes, I’m the father but it’ll be raised by K and Chloe, they
will be the parents.

He knows
everybody else except Nicole. He looks her over (she’s wearing a
collar the same as mine, so he knows she’s a slave of Master Roger)
lifting her chin with his finger and studying her face. ‘And who is
this lovely, English rose, where did you find her?’

‘Her name’s Nicole and she’s my new slave. I booked into a
Society hotel and she came with the room. Sometimes it’s not enough
to just steal the towels.’

‘A new slave you say? Does this mean that you’re letting K go,
is she available to buy? K, come with me, you’d be my queen. You
could have anything … everything you wanted,’ he says, hamming it
up.

‘Oh Luiz my darling,’ I say, playing along. ‘If only that were
possible but I am bonded to the death, to another.’ I lean forward
and in a stage whisper say, ‘But don’t
worry it won’t be long before I’m free, I’m poisoning his
breakfasts.’

Master also leans forward and says in a stage whisper,
‘And I’m eating them!’

We all
laugh. I’ll say this for Master Roger, he knows how to look after
me. Apart from my movies, I do have sex with a lot of men (and
women). Mostly he is there or nearby to watch out for me, but there
are some people that he lets take me away, and those people he is
very careful about, and Luiz is one of those. Master told me that
he suggested to Luiz when we first met, that if he wanted to really
get on my good side, the trick was to treat me as if I were a
girlfriend, not a slave, and he did, which got him more “bang for
his buck” you might say. He treated me nicely and I responded. So
now when we meet we play the boyfriend/lost lover act which amuses
us both. (Although sometimes I think that Luiz actually means some
of the things he says, but maybe that’s just my ego
talking.)

‘Truthfully, I have everything I want,’ I tell him. I look at
Master and he winks at me.

‘Not even your billions are enough to buy her from me, Luiz.
However, she might be available to you while we’re here in America
… if you ask her nicely. After all she is a Mistress and full
member of The Society now in her own right.’

‘I was hoping that might be the case, that’s why I laid on the
plane and the house, to butter you up. Welcome to The Society, my
Lady.’ He gave me a small bow. ‘Now then to rooms, Todd and Alan
have rooms with their wives, Lottie has her own room but I’ve taken
the liberty of giving you and K separate rooms, so you can both
have privacy if you wish. How would you like Nicole to be
accommodated? I could put her in the servant’s
quarters.’

‘Put her in with me, she’s still under training so I should
keep a close eye on her,’ replied Master.

‘Very well. Anyway welcome to my humble abode,’ he waves his
arm expansively indicating the mansion behind him. ‘Mi casa, su
casa, as they say here in LA.’

I was
expecting a Mexican style mansion, like you see in the movies but
instead it’s a modern build, all wood, steel and glass
walls.

‘My maids will show you to your rooms and get you settled. The
award ceremony is the day after tomorrow and we must get the girls
new outfits, I insist. I have one of the top designers in LA
stopping by later to measure them up, if that’s okay? Right, have a
rest now and we’ll speak later.’
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As we
are going to be getting measured by dressmakers who will get up
close and personal, I have a quick shower and change into something
light and airy because of the heat. I go downstairs and as there is
no one around I find my way out into the expansive gardens and down
wide stairs to the pool area.

It’s a
large pool, but from the few women that are already in there, only
about chest deep. So no deep dive. Around the pool as well as the
usual sun loungers and tables with parasols, there is a pool house,
a wooden building which seems to have separate cabins for changing,
I imagine.

The
attendant fixes me a soft drink and I join the others as we wait
for the rest of our party to gather. Soon, Luiz’s mobile phone goes
off and he answers it. ‘That was the house, the dress people are
here, if you ladies would like to join me up at the house, we’ll
get you fitted out with new dresses.’

‘That’s not necessary,’ we protest. ‘We’ve brought our own
dresses.’

‘I insist. Here in Hollywood it’s not enough to just look good
in a dress, you have to look good in the right designer’s dress.
Now come along.’ The men decide to wait by the pool while us girls
traipse off to the house to be fitted out by the top dress
designers in Hollywood. (I know, life can be such a drag
sometimes.)

There
are several people there and a rack of dresses. Luiz shakes hands
with some fella and introduces him to us as “Hollywood’s top dress
designer” (but I’ve never heard of him). We go along the rack and
pick dresses we like and change into them. Then we are attacked by
an army of pin wielding women, who nip and tuck the dresses until
they fit us perfectly. Then they are taken off us, and everyone
hustles out with a promise to return the following day for a final
fitting. We return to the pool.

We all
sit around chatting and drinking while we discuss the award
ceremony.

At one point I have to ask the question that has been
bothering me all along. ‘Excuse me but how do we
know we’ve won the
award? Surely that is private information until the envelope is
opened.’

‘It’s like this,’ Luiz explains. ‘To tell someone they
only might win
the award is not enough sometimes to make them attend the ceremony.
After all, who wants to make the long trip, especially if they are
coming from the UK, only to have someone pat them on the head and
say, “Nice try. Better luck next time”. So they tend to tip the
wink to the winner so they can be sure they will attend or record
their acceptance speech if they genuinely can’t make it. It would
be awfully embarrassing if someone had won but hadn’t bothered
turning up to the ceremony.’

‘I see … so it’s all a fix.’

‘Not exactly, they’re just making sure that all the pieces on
the board are in the right places when required. Haven’t you ever
wondered how the absent winners already have a thank you speech
filmed and ready?’

‘So how did you find out about it?’ asks Master Roger. ‘Who
told you?’

‘As well as Bluebird films, I also have interests in a few US
based porn movie studios. They hear things and the word was passed
to me through them.’

‘So Luiz, being unfaithful to us, eh?’ chips in
Todd.

‘Actually I wanted a word with you and Alan about that. They
like your work and would consider working with you on some
projects, here or in England. They would very much like to have K
in some of their films. What do you say, K?’

‘Me? They want to work with me? What for, I’m not a star.’ I’m
shocked.

‘You’re very famous now, in the business,’ Luiz confirms.
‘There’s many a studio would like to have Brandy McPhee on their
books.’ (That’s the name I make my porno movies under.) ‘It might
be a good business prospect to loan you out for a few
movies.’

‘I’ll have to think about it. Imagine, me famous and in
demand. See what a good deal you got when you took me on, Roger?’
(In public I pose as his wife, not his slave, so I call him Roger
and not Master.)

‘Indeed I do, you’re the full package, all right.’

‘So what’s the plan for tomorrow, Luiz?’ asks
Master.

‘Well, I’ve got surprise for you all. After the ceremony, I’m
holding a party here for the movie crowd. Lots of people from the
ceremony will come here afterwards, so don’t drink too much at the
award party, it’s going to be a long night.’

We spend
the rest of the day living the life of the idle rich, lounging
around, getting manicures and pedicures and so on. Luiz comes to me
that night and we have a good time.




 





CEREMONIAL
DUTIES

 


 


I enter
the room where everyone is gathered to await our transport to the
ceremony. The men looks so handsome in their tuxedos. Luiz offered
them the services of an LA tailor but Master had insisted that he,
Todd and Alan as the British contingent, be outfitted by Saville
Row tailors before we left. (Saville Row in London, is where the
finest English tailors are.)

Luiz and Master spot me at the same time and it is almost a
race to get to me first. ‘You look amazing,’ they both tell me.
I’ve opted for the old standby of a long black dress, with
side-splits, bare arms, and a low-cut front revealing plenty of
cleavage. I know I look good in that so I stick to familiar
territory. I’ve removed the rubber collar but I’m still wearing the
‘Property of Roger
Gilchrist’ necklace.

‘I would love to walk you up the red carpet tonight,’ says
Luiz, ‘but it might look a little strange if I walk with a woman
and her husband walks behind with another woman on his arm, so I
suggest that I take Nicole along the carpet. Oh, and remember,
tonight everyone there will know you as Brandy McPhee, so be
prepared.’

We have
cocktails while we wait and eventually a stretch limousine turns up
to take us to the ceremony.
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We get
out of the limo and walk down the carpet, stopping for
photographers to take snaps of us along the way. When we reach the
actual entrance to the venue, there is a rather embarrassing
moment.

There
are organisers walking around with headphones and boom mikes,
carrying clipboards so you know they’re important. They are
chivvying the ‘famous movie stars’ into one spot for photos of
potential award winners. Master is standing next to me and one of
the organisers taps him on the shoulder and says, ‘Excuse me, Mr.
McPhee, would you mind standing over there, out of
shot?’

I step
forward to give him a mouthful, ‘He’s not Mr. McPhee, he’s Mr.
Gilchrist–’ but Master touches me on the arm and says, ‘It’s okay.
Sure, I’ll move. Where do you want me to stand?’ Then he goes and
stands in the spot the man has indicated.

We are
ushered into the venue, a large ballroom, and shown to our table.
We have one to ourselves and soon the champagne is flowing. The
venue is serving cheap California ‘champers’ so Luiz had several
cases of his own stock of French Champagne sent ahead, and we drink
that.

I
apologise to Master. ‘Roger, I am so sorry about that man calling
you Mr. McPhee. You should have let me tell him off.’

Master
replies, good naturedly, ‘It’s okay, he was just doing his job. One
must expect that sort of thing when one is married to a world
famous movie star.’

The
Adult Film Awards are a grand affair but not on the scale of the
Oscars. Also there are no TV cameras there, as it’s not the sort of
thing they want to show on broadcast television. Plenty of
paparazzi around though and I get embarrassed when they take photos
of me.

Luiz
points out all the famous porn actors and actresses, along with the
movie moguls who run the studios. Master Roger makes me watch many
porn movies – he’s always looking for new ideas to try out on me
and Indira, and now Nicole – so I recognise a lot of them. I can’t
believe I’m actually sitting amongst those very people whose films
we watched, as Master Roger screwed me.

A bald,
middle-aged man wanders over to our table before the show starts.
‘Hi Luiz.’

‘Wendell, nice to see you, hope you’re coming to the party
later?’

‘Miss one of your legendary parties? No fear. I’ll be there. I
wonder if I could ask a favour … would you introduce me to Brandy
McPhee?’

‘Certainly. Miss McPhee, this is Wendell Billings. He’s a
movie producer, his films are up for some awards
tonight.’

I hold
out my hand and Mr. Billings takes it and bowing, kisses it. ‘My
dear Miss McPhee, I am delighted to meet you. I’m a big fan of your
films. So natural, so talented. It’s a delight to watch you in
action.’

‘Come now, Mr. Billings, I’m sure you have many equally
talented actresses working for you.’

‘To tell the truth, Miss McPhee, most of them are made of
silicon and have about a much personality as a plastic doll. You
however, there’s not an inch of you that is not all natural and
well maintained, and your personality shines through on the screen.
You would do me an honour if you would agree to work on one of my
films sometime.’

‘Mr. Billings … I don’t know what to say, I’m immensely
flattered. I would love to work with you sometime, you’ll have to
work out the details with my manager, Mr. Gilchrist, of course,’ I
indicate Master.

Master
nods to him, ‘Luiz can put us in touch and we can work something
out. It’ll have to be in the New Year though as I have a few things
already lined up for her.’

‘The New Year will be fine. I’ll look forward to hearing from
you, Mr. Gilchrist, Miss McPhee.’ He returns to his own
table.

‘So I’m your manager now am I?’ asks Master.

‘Well … I didn’t want to say pimp.’ I raise an
eyebrow.

Master
raises one back. ‘Should I put Mr. McPhee on my business cards?
Seriously though, it’s time you had a proper manager, especially if
you’re going outside Bluebird Films. It’s okay now, we know Todd
and Alan, but if you’re going to be working with strangers then we
should agree proper terms, insurance, etc.’

‘And you already control my finances, so it makes sense for
you to make the deals for me,’ I reply.

He
raises his glass and I raise mine and we ‘clink’ them together. ‘To
our new partnership,’ I say. After all, he controls every other
aspect of my life (at my request) so it’s logical for him to handle
this too.

At one
point though I have to go to the bathroom and hide in a stall. All
this Hollywood glitz and glamour is getting too much for little old
me. I’m just a cheap slut from a council estate, what do I know
about the movie biz? I’ve been a tramp all my life and ashamed of
it, but now people are congratulating me for it, it’s crazy. People
wanting to meet me and take photos of me. It’s all getting too much
for me — I’m getting too Big!

I can’t
wait until we go to the pony ranch in Atlanta. I can just be a dumb
pony girl and have some peace. I don’t have to think, I don’t have
any responsibilities, I just do what I’m told, point me in the
direction you want me to go and crack the whip. Bliss.

I’ll
hold it together until then, put on a brave face for Master and
Luiz, I don’t want to ruin tonight for them and the others. Thank
God Master is here, he’s my rock I can hold on to.

I fix my
makeup and go back to the ceremony.
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The
night goes on. Every time there’s a break between the awards,
people come over and say hello to Luiz. Well it’s his territory and
he does business with a lot of them. Some of them say hello to me
too, which surprises me. Finally we get to the award for Best
Foreign Film. They go through the nominees and show a clip from
each film.

Our entry is entitled Dark
Mistress, one of Luiz’s favourites he
tells me. It starts off with me going about my day, dressed in posh
clothing and driving a fancy car. Shopping and eating in fancy
restaurants. I look like one of those rich, ‘Ladies who lunch’. I
go back to my fancy house (Squire Amos lent us his manor house and
Rolls Royce for the filming.)

Then you
learn what I actually do. I run a white slave business, kidnapping
and training girls to become slaves which I then sell at auction.
Sometimes we kidnap them to order, if some rich person takes a
fancy to a certain female that they cannot have any other
way.

Lottie
plays my assistant/slave. She runs my everyday business and I take
her to my bed every night. We see me on the phone to prospective
buyers while Lottie is on her knees pleasuring me. (Lots of Lesbo
scenes but I also get screwed by my guards.) From time to time we
visit the cells (Squire Amos’ old stables) where we see the slaves
being trained and disciplined if necessary. (I recognise several
who are staff at Kingswood, earning money as extras.)

However,
whenever my assistant annoys me or makes a mistake, I have my
security people whip her and then fuck her, to teach her a lesson.
So she lives in fear of me.

In the
background she is having an affair with my head of security and the
day comes when the tables are turned and I am overthrown, and
Lottie takes over the business. I am whipped, tortured and gang
banged by the security force, and then consigned to the cells.
After a period in the cells at the mercy of the guards, male and
female, the film ends up with me on the block, being auctioned off
to the highest bidder. Hoist by my own petard … to use a phrase
that Master taught me.

And
guess what? It wins the award! That’s a shocker, I wasn’t expecting
that (LOL). Todd and Alan get up to approach the stage. I urge
Master and Luiz to come along but they insist on only the people
involved with the film accepting the award. So Todd, Alan, Lottie
and I go up on stage.

Todd gives a short speech but then to my utter embarrassment,
he finishes by saying, ‘And of course, we wouldn’t have won this
award if it wasn’t for our star … Brandy
McPhee!’ Which draws rapturous applause. I
bow but I’m too nervous to say anything into the
microphone.

We are
led off the stage and the first thing I do once we are behind the
curtain is say to Lottie, ‘Lottie, I’m so sorry they singled me
out. You were in that film just as much as me.’

‘Don’t worry about it, K. Let’s face it, I’m just a bit
player, you’re the star, and we wouldn’t have won it if you didn’t
have that famous brand on those gorgeous buttocks of yours,’ and
she slaps me on the arse, so I know we’re all good.

There is
a short, after ceremony party for the award winners and their
party, and many people who I don’t know but they obviously
recognise me, come up and congratulate me on the win. That party
soon dies down as many are keen to get away to Luiz’s for the
party.
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We are
all back at Luiz’s house and the party is in full swing. Master,
Luiz, Nicole and I are standing up at the house, looking down on
the party which is centred around the pool. It’s a warm night and
the view across the lights of LA is breathtaking.

It’s
getting late and people are starting to pair off. Some slope off
into the pool house while others stroll into the grounds to find a
secluded spot.

‘I think perhaps we should explain it to her,’ says
Luiz.

My ears
perk up as it sounds as if they may have something planned for one
of us.

‘Nicole,’ says Master Roger. ‘Luiz and I decided to liven up
the party tonight by having an auction for charity … and
you’ll be what they are
all bidding on. It will be good experience for you as it won’t be
the last time it happens to you.’

‘I’m to be sold, Master?’ she asks, alarmed.

‘Only for the night. Whoever bids the highest will get to take
you away for the night and you will serve them in any way they
wish. They can screw you, bugger you … whatever takes their fancy.
You up for that?’

‘I will be given to complete strangers?’

‘Yes, but they’re only strangers to you, not to me,’ replied
Luiz. ‘And they won’t take you off the premises. I’ve set aside a
room for you to be with them in the main house, and there are panic
buttons in every room. Press that and my security team will come
running to your rescue.’

‘As long as I’m remaining on the property and under your
protection, Master Roger, then I will do as ordered and surrender
myself to them freely.’

‘Good girl,’ says Master. ‘K, my dear, would you find Lottie
and explain what’s going on, I’d like the two of you to lead her
onto the stage.’

I do as
I’m bid and Master explains to us what he and Luiz have worked out.
The three of us are to wait there until he calls us.

Luiz has one of his men drag out a bench in front of the Disc
Jockey’s stand and he takes a microphone. Standing on the bench he
calls everyone to gather round as there is going to be a slave
auction. (Nobody questions or asks WTF … this is Hollywood baby and half the
audience are used to selling their bodies on screen, or behind
closed doors in producer’s offices, so nobody seems the slightest
bit fazed by it.)

‘Tonight for your pleasure, we are going to sell off a slave
for charity, The Adult Actors Medical Fund. The highest bidder will
get to play with her all night in one of my guest bedrooms, she
cannot be taken off the grounds.’

Roger
gives us a wave and we descend slowly down the stairs with a
spotlight on us. Lottie and I have Nicole by the arms and are
leading her down. We arrive at the bench and position Nicky in
front of Luiz’s bench. At an instruction from him we undress Nicky
until she is standing naked except for her rubber collar, her
earrings and her shoes. ‘Display!’ Luiz commands and Nicky puts her
hands on her head and does a slow twirl to show the audience the
goods.

‘You all know each other, half of you have fucked the other
half, but here is someone new … a fresh, English rose for you to
defile. All the way from Britain where all the women are virgins!’
which gets a laugh. ‘Be the first person in the US to ravage her to
your hearts content. Make her laugh, make her cry … make her come!
It’s up to you perverts. Singly, as a couple or even as a group,
whoever pays the highest price will win the prize.

‘And as you are all rich and this is for charity, I expect you
to be very generous in your bidding, so we’ll start at 1,000
dollars.’

‘1,500 dollars,’ shouts someone in the crowd. ‘2,000,’ shouts
another. The bids come thick and fast. Everyone has been drinking
heavily, so their inhibitions went out of the window many hours
before.

Nicky eventually goes to a middle age producer …
and his wife! I lead her
over to them and Master Roger hands them a bottle of champagne.
Then one of the serving staff take them away to the room Luiz had
set aside for them.

Luiz
steps down from the bench and hands the microphone back to the DJ.
A beautiful woman comes over to us wearing a tasteful but very
revealing outfit. ‘Good evening, I’m–‘

‘I know who you are … you’re Charity Cross!’ I blurt out.
‘I’ve seen all your movies, I’m a big fan.’

She
laughs, ‘I was about to say the same thing to you. It’s so nice to
meet you, Miss McPhee, or may I call you Brandy?’

‘No, call me K, that’s my real name.’

‘K it is then. I’ve wanted to speak to you all
evening.’

Luiz
comes over and joins us. ‘Hello Charity.’

‘Mr. de Souza. I was just telling K here that I’ve been
wanting to meet her all evening.’

‘Really? What for?’

‘Because I’m a big fan and I was wondering if perhaps there
might be another auction tonight? A private one?’ she says
suggestively, obviously referring to me.

‘Alas no,’ he informs her. ‘But if you ask K nicely she might
like to have you join us tonight. What do you think, K?’

I nearly
wet my knickers at the thought of sleeping with Charity Cross, but
I try and keep my cool, answering calmly, ‘Well, it is an awfully
big bed for just the two of us. It might be an idea at that, to
have someone else along to help fill it.’

‘So I have to sleep with both of you?’ asks
Charity.

‘If you want, or we can both just make love to K. I’m easy.
And please, call me Luiz.’

Charity
actually licks her lips in anticipation. ‘It’s a deal, Luiz. Shall
we go?’

‘Just one moment, I need to have a word with someone first.’ I
look around and find Master Roger. I join him and then I see that
he is with Collette and Estelle, Luiz’s personal slaves. ‘I was
worried that with Nicky out to stud, you’d be on your own but I see
you have that covered. Anyway, Luiz and I have been approached by
that young lady, she wants to sleep with me but Luiz said he would
come along too, so we’ll be there tonight. Is that okay,
Master?’

He looks
across at Luiz and Charity. ‘Charity Cross wants to sleep with you?
You lucky bugger. Yes, go ahead and make the most of it. I said you
belonged to Luiz while we were here and if he wants to have
threesomes with you, that’s fine by me.’

‘What’s happened to Lottie?’

‘Over there,’ he pointed across the pool. Lottie is in a
serious lip-lock with a tall, black woman. I recognise her from her
movies, I don’t recall her name but she is known as the “Nubian
Queen” and is quite formidable. I guess Lottie found some
‘Hollywood pussy’ after all.

‘Well, assuming that Todd and Alan are with their wives, then
everyone in our party is accounted for and being catered to. So
I’ll go then shall I Master?’

‘Yes, you go and have fun and give her one for me.’

I wait
at the bottom of the stairs and Luiz and Charity come over to me.
They stand either side of me and both put an arm around my waist. I
feel I’m being led off to the slaughter. I have the notion I’m
going to get a serious fucking tonight.




 





LOVE TOY

 


 


We reach
Luiz’s room. He says to the security guard stationed there, ‘Nobody
comes in … nobody. If they want to talk to me they can call me on
the intercom.’

‘Right, sir.’

We enter
the room. Luiz takes a bottle of champagne from his wine fridge,
and opens it, pouring us each a glass. (A wine fridge in your
bedroom, how cool is that?) We all take a sip but we’re too het up
to sit around casually drinking, so I take a sip and put it
down.

I go to
slip off my dress but Luiz stops me. ‘Ah, ah, ah. Tonight you will
do nothing, you will just be our plaything, our love toy. You just
do everything we ask. Right, Charity?’

‘Exactly, let us use you for our pleasure.’

‘Love toy?’ I ask. ‘In that case, don’t hold back. Treat me
like some 50 dollar whore you’ve hired for the night, do whatever
you want to me.’

‘Oh we will,’ Charity says over my shoulder, as she unzips my
dress. As we were out in public tonight, I wore panties but I’m not
wearing a bra. As my dress falls to the floor, Charity drops to her
knees and as she pulls my panties down, she kisses me firmly on the
brand of Master Roger’s initials on my right buttock.

I step
out of my panties and shoes and stand there waiting for
instructions. I have crossed over into just ‘fuck meat’ now, and
will let myself be used and abused however they see fit. After all,
I’m just gutter trash, a 50 dollar whore, so am just here to serve
my superiors.

‘It’s been a long night, let’s take a quick shower first,’
says Luiz. They shed their clothes and lead me to the bathroom.
It’s not just a shower booth, it’s a walk in shower with plenty of
room for all three of us. They both wash me down as they run their
soapy hands over my body, feeling every inch of me, every nook and
cranny. I stand there motionless as if I’m a store mannequin, while
they indulge themselves. One of them washes themselves as the other
continues to grope me. Then they swap.


Eventually they are finished and they towel me down, then
themselves and lead me to Luiz’s bed. It’s a monster, bigger than
super king-size so he must have had it specially made. You could
probably fit eight people in, side by side, so with just the three
of us there is still plenty of space to roll around.

On their
instructions I lay motionless on the bed as they work on me. Hands
and tongues roaming all over my body, relentlessly. They pass me
back and forth between them, or play with me two at a time, one
kissing me on the mouth perhaps, while the other licks and kisses
their way up my spine to then nibble on my neck. At one point I’m
lying on my side, Luiz is licking on my pussy while Charity has her
tongue deep into my arse crack. Despite my orders though, I do
deploy my hands and mouth on them if any tempting organs pass my
way.

Needless
to say, Charity and I have several orgasms along the way, but Luiz
seems to be saving himself for the fucking later, so he doesn’t ask
me to suck him off. He seems to be holding back on taking his
pleasure. I figure that as he has me every night, he is letting
Charity monopolise me.

Luiz is
gentlemanly and waits until Charity has eaten her fill of my pussy
(I think she was trying to wear me as a hat at one point!) before
entering me the first time. He lays on his back and pulls me
astride him as he enters me from beneath. Then Charity kneels
astride him also, behind me, and matches the rhythm as I slide up
and down on his stiff prick, while she plays with my boobs and
nibbles my neck.

In the
cause of keeping my pussy clean, when the times comes, I slide off
him and take him in my mouth, finishing him off and swallowing it
all down.

Although
I’ve seen Charity fuck both men and women in her movies, she seems
to show no interest in Luiz at all, only me, so I guess she is like
Lottie in that regard, she’ll sleep with men on camera and get paid
for it, in her private life she is only a “follower of Sappho”.
(Look it up if you don’t know what that means.)

While
Luiz takes a breather (men eh? They just can’t keep up with us
women) Charity straddles my head and I munch happily on her pussy,
until she “goes over the cliff edge”. (I love these euphemisms.)
She collapses on the bed next to me and I cuddle her and whisper
“Sweet nothings” in her ear as I stroke her back. (Note to all the
men out there, women like to be held after they have
orgasmed.)

When she
has her breath back, she lays there quietly as she watches as I
roll over to Luiz and suck on his cock until he is hard and ready
to go again. I reach across to the bedside table and take out a
bottle of lube I know he keeps in there, and greasing his prick up,
urge him to take me in the arse.

I turn
round so I’m on my hands and knees but my head is over Charity and
while Luiz violates my back passage, I kiss Charity and suck on her
breasts. I want to give them both their 50 dollar’s
worth.

It’s
Luiz’s second fuck so he doesn’t come as quickly as the first time,
so it goes on longer than before, which leads me up to my next
orgasm. Charity breaks away from beneath me and then kneels next to
us. She reaches under my body and plays with my pussy, rubbing my
clit, hastening my orgasm. My arms give way and my head falls onto
the bed as I scream my orgasm into the mattress. Luiz stops but I
urge him to carry on until he is finished, so he does, dumping his
load inside me.

The
three of us are exhausted and we spoon together, I’m the meat in a
sex sandwich, Luiz snuggled up to my back while Charity and I face
each other. Before we know it we are all asleep.

 



~~~

 


When we
wake up it’s daylight, around mid-morning. Charity is spooning me
as I lay with my head on Luiz’s chest. Gradually we all come awake.
Luiz slips out of bed and grabbing a fresh bottle of champers,
pours us all a glass, before taking his into the bathroom, closing
the door behind him. (Why do men always go to the loo first? Women
have full bladders too.)

Champagne for breakfast? Why the fuck not? It’s Hollywood
baby, I think and swig it down. Charity
sips hers as she looks at me, then she kisses me on the cheek.
‘Thank you for last night, it was wonderful.’

‘My pleasure. I hope you feel you got your money’s worth, you
know, me being a 50 dollar whore and all.’

‘I’ll say. I might even leave you a tip.’ We both laugh at
that. ‘Charity isn’t my real name you know.’

‘I kind of figured that. What is it then?’

‘Brenda … Brenda Mullaney.’

‘Why are you telling me this?’

‘I don’t know, it’s just that last night was special somehow.
For some reason, I wanted you to know the real me.’

She seems a bit lonely, so I lean over and kiss her on the
lips, a long, gentle kiss, full of passion. ‘I met
the real you last night,
names are irrelevant.’

‘Perhaps, if you ever visit the States again we could … I
don’t know, meet up maybe.’

‘It would be fun but I have a hectic life at the moment, so I
can’t make any promises. I will take your number though and if life
permits it, then why not?’

Luiz
joins us in the bed and Charity asks me, ‘Can I ask a really big
favour of you?’

‘Sure, go ahead.’

‘Would you mind awfully if I took a few photos of us in bed
together? Just for my own private collection. Nothing porny, just
us naked in bed together. I’d like something to remind me of last
night.’

She
seems genuine and I’m touched. ‘Of course you can, give Luiz your
phone and he can take the photos. You don’t mind do
you?’

‘Of course not,’ he replies.

‘Just one thing though,’ I tell Charity. ‘My husband is a big
fan of yours, and he likes to see me with other people as well,
that’s why he lets sleep with Luiz when we meet up. I would like to
send him the pictures, if that’s okay?’

‘Just your husband though? Nobody else?’

‘Just my husband, I promise.’

‘Very well then.’

So she
hands Luiz the phone and we pose in various positions for him.
Nothing downright rude at first, just us sitting naked in bed
together, sipping champagne. Or we kiss chastely, which then gets
more erotic as our bodies are wrapped around each other as we
French kiss. With Luiz happily snapping photos, we get a bit
carried away and we pose with her on top, followed by me on top of
her. She sucks on my boobs and then I suck on hers. With Master
Roger in mind I go down on her and then she returns the favour. And
for one special request from her, I roll over and she’s
photographed licking my brand. She asks Luiz to take several of
those. (My brand does seem to excite her for some
reason.)

When
that’s done, Luiz hands me her phone and I forward them to Master
Roger, that’ll please him. It also means we have her phone number.
Charity says she’d like a shower, so she goes off to the bathroom.
Luiz and I look at each other and it is obvious that taking the
photos has aroused him. So while Charity showers, Luiz and I fuck
again.

When she
comes back, she watches us intently as she dresses, until Luiz has
finished. She seems particularly interested when he fucks my mouth
until he comes. ‘Why don’t you head down to the pool?’ he says.
‘I’ve arranged for brunch down there for anyone who stayed over.
We’ll be down shortly.’

‘Before I go I’d like to thank you both for last night. I know
you, K, could have had anyone last night, lots of the porn stars
were talking about wanting to sleep with you, but you chose me. I’d
really like it if we could get together again some time, maybe make
a movie together.’

‘That would be nice,’ I tell her.

Luiz
chips in. ‘I was planning for K to make a movie or two in the US in
the future, I could have a word with Wendell Billings, see if we
can include you.’

‘Oh that would be wonderful. Thank you so much,
Luiz.’

‘No problem, I’d like to see you two together
again.’

‘So would I,’ I tell them both honestly. She comes to me and
gives me a long passionate kiss, which I return eagerly. So with
that final kiss to me, she leaves the room while we head to the
shower.

 



~~~

 


All the
Bluebird team and Master Roger, Collette and Estelle are at the
pool when Luiz and I arrive, along with any stragglers that never
made it home from the party last night. The winners of the auction
have returned Nicole safe and sound (Master checked) and Lottie is
sitting at another table with her “Nubian Queen”. Luiz invites
Charity to sit at our table, much to Master’s pleasure.

‘Thank you both for the pictures you sent me,’ he
says.

‘My pleasure,’ Charity replies. ‘K insisted.’ Which gets me a
smile from Master.

We
finish brunch. A nice cooked breakfast is what you need after a
night on the drink, Master taught me that. Luiz offers his limo and
driver to take Charity, the Nubian Queen and any other stragglers,
home. Lottie and I say goodbye to our respective sex partners, then
re-join the others back at the pool.

‘So, what does everyone have planned?’ asks Luiz.

‘Well, we have to get back to England, we’ve got things coming
up, so if we could have today to recover then we’ll make plans to
get home’ Todd replies.

‘Roger?’

‘Well, K and I want to take the opportunity to go down to
Atlanta, Georgia and see some friends of ours that run a pony
ranch. We’d like to take a day and then make our arrangements. I
figure it will be good to put K and Nicky into the stables for a
few days, show Nicky what it’s like to be a pony in a different
stables. Perhaps she gets treated too softly at Kingswood, being
the boss’ slave. And K always loves a few days in
harness.’

‘That sounds interesting,’ says Luiz. ‘It’s never really been
my thing, but K took me on a pony ride when I visited Kingswood and
I’d enjoy seeing her at full stretch, so to speak. Harnessed and
stabled on a pony ranch. I’d sure like to see that. Mind if I come
along?’

Master
just shrugs, ‘Sure, why not?’

‘I’d like to see that too,’ chips in Lottie. ‘Any chance I
could tag along? I’d pay my own way of course.’

‘That won’t be necessary, the owners are old friends of our
and we stay there for free. And I’ll take care of the air fares,’
Master informs her.

‘Nonsense!’ interjects Luiz. ‘We’ll take my plane, so no one
has to pay for anything. We’ll fly from here to Georgia, we’ll get
off to go to the ranch, and then the plane can fly back to the UK
with Todd and Alan and co.’

‘Collette, be a dear and contact the pilot and explain the
plan to him, will you? Make the arrangements for tomorrow, Atlanta
first, probably New York to refuel and then back to
England.’

‘Certainly, Master, I’ll get right on it,’ and she stands up
and leaves.

‘And I’d better phone The Ranch, let them know we’re coming,’
and Master stands up and leaves as well.




 





BACK IN
HARNESS

 


 


Luiz’s
plane arrives in Atlanta after a four hour flight. Nothing compared
to the one that we endured from the UK to LA. As the plane
refuelled, we said good bye to Todd and Alan and their wives, who
would have the plane to themselves all the way back home. Of course
Luiz had to bring along a security team but he kept it to a
minimum.

I’d been
phoning Chloe every day since we arrived in America but Luiz let me
make one last call from the plane, because where we were going, I
would probably be in the stables and not allowed access to a phone.
From now on, Nicky and I would be ‘under the whip’ being treated as
animals, pony girls to be precise.

Chloe
was missing me of course, as I missed her, but she was in fine
health and told me she had felt the baby kick once or twice. Indy
of course was blissfully happy getting drilled every day by Pete,
so she had no complaints.

The limo
from The Ranch was waiting for us and we took the hour long drive
to “The Ranch”. (That is actually its name so it is capitalised.)
The gate guards must have alerted Justin and Judith as they were
waiting for us when we arrived at the main house. Porters came out
and collected our luggage as Master Roger made the introductions of
Lottie and Luiz.

(As in previous books, there are so
many Masters appearing in this segment, I shall drop their titles
and just refer to them by their first names.)

Perhaps
I should give a quick recap for those of you that haven’t been
following my adventures in previous books. Justin Moncrieff owns a
large pony girl ranch in Atlanta, Georgia. He’s a member of The
Society (the International BDSM Sex Club that Roger and Luiz are
also members of) but The Ranch is a private enterprise not owned by
The Society.

His
wife, Judith, used to be a slave of the Gilchrist family (first
Roger’s father and then Roger) and worked as the secretary to his
father at his publishing company, which Roger inherited on his
parent’s death – along with Judith. On our first visit to The
Ranch, it came to light that Justin was an old friend of Roger’s
father and remembered Judith from the old days, and wished to meet
her again. Roger arranged this, one thing led to another and they
ended up marrying.

Although
Roger was happy for her to go and find love, I know he misses her
dreadfully, as she was such an important figure in his life, (when
he was younger she took his virginity, for example). I miss her too
as we spent many a happy night together having sex with Roger, or
with each other while he watched. So she and Justin became family.
Which is why before we opened our own stables at Kingswood, he was
happy to send me here alone or with Indira, for pony girl training,
even though he wasn’t there to look out for me, as he knew that
they would take care of us.

After
making the introductions, Luiz asks if the extra rooms for his
security detail have been taken care of. ‘Of course,’ Justin
replies. ‘I’ve put them in the bunkhouse with my security guys so
they can coordinate together. Security is tight at The Ranch,
paparazzi and whatnot always trying to break in, my men have the
place sewn down pretty tight, so they can work together. Feel free
to have your men follow you around the place, just have them let my
boys know what they’re up to.

‘And unless you have any objections, they’ll be considered as
staff, so they have access to the ponies too.’

Roger
explains to Justin what his requirements are. ‘I’d like both K and
Nicole to be taken into the stables and trained in tandem. So,
Kurt, if he’s available, will take them out every day and then run
them as a pair. They’ve done some training in synchronised running
together but I want him to give them a tune up. Both of them can
sleep in the stables and the handlers can have full use of them,
but I don’t want them on the daily parade for the other customers.
Each day one of us three, me, Luiz or Lottie will take one or both
of them out for a run. Is that okay with you?’

‘Absolutely, Roger. I put Kurt on standby as soon as I got
your call. When you’re ready I’ll have the girls taken down to the
stables and booked in.’

Kurt is
a middle-aged, pony girl trainer, made out of old leather and
rattle-snake venom. He is a mean, cantankerous, old bastard and
that’s why I always ask to be trained by him when I come to The
Ranch. Viktor Toplitz is mean and cruel but it will be good for
Nicky to see what other bastards there are out there in the pony
girl world.

Roger fishes something out of his pocket, and hands it to
Justin. It’s my name tag, the one that says Princess. It’s the private name that
Roger has for me, and the one I like to be called when I’m being an
animal, in the stables or the kennels.

‘And for Nicole?’ asks Justin.

Once again Roger pulls a name tag out of his jacket pocket.
‘I’ve given this a lot of thought,’ he says to Nicky. He holds up
the tag so we can see the inscription. ‘I have decided that your
animal name shall be Fleur. Got that?’

‘Yes, Master. When I’m in harness I am to be called Fleur. I
understand.’

Roger
stands in front of me and says, ‘Tell Kurt to be particularly hard
on this one, she’s been playing up lately.’

As he is facing me up close, we cannot be seen by the others,
so I silently mouth the word, ‘Bastard.’

He silently mouths the word, ‘Bitch,’ back to me and we both
smile.

Justin
goes into Reception and comes out a few minutes later with one of
the staff. ‘Collar these two and them take them to the stables to
be booked in,’ he instructs the young man. ‘Here are the tags for
their collars. Book them in under the name of
Gilchrist.’

‘Certainly, sir.’ As Roger and the others watch, the man gags
us with ball gags, puts thick leather working collars around our
necks with leashes attached, (we removed all our personal necklaces
and collars back on the plane). Then he handcuffs our hands behind
our backs and taking us by the leash, leads us down the hill to
Admin block.

In the
Admin block we are stripped naked, except for our running shoes and
collars (we changed in the car) our name tags are attached to our
collars and also our limits tags. An owner can allow/ask for the
pony girl to be subjected to Discipline or Sex, or both, at the
hands of the trainers and the guests who book them out for rides.
Metal tags are attached to the collars to show what we are
available for, ‘D’ for Discipline and ‘S’ for sex. Some owners like
to have their ponies subjected to only one, or both, hence the tags
so the rider knows how he can treat the pony. I never had a choice
as Roger always made me wear D & S tags, and now so will
‘Fleur’.

Then
naked, gagged and cuffed, we are place against a white painted
wall, and photographed for ‘before and after’ photos, to prove what
condition we were in when we arrived. Sometimes an owner will bring
in an already bruised slave and then try and weasel compensation
out of The Ranch, blaming them for the damage. The photos are to
prevent that happening.

After
the photos, they call Kurt on the phone. We stand patiently against
the wall as we wait for Kurt to come. I am used to this but Nicky
is getting nervous, I can see her trembling. She is used to being
mistreated by Viktor back home but now we are in a foreign country
being surrendered up to strangers (to her anyway) and she is
understandably nervous. Unable to speak to console her, I move
closer and rub my arm against hers to show support, but the Admin
clerk yells at us to stand apart. I do so, quickly. You don’t argue
with these people once you enter the stable system. Punishment is
swift and harsh.

Kurt
finally arrives and is handed the clipboard that has all our
details and the punishment/treatment we are to receive. He studies
it for a few moments and then hands it back. He approaches me and
nods recognition. We know each other well, as he has had me under
the whip every time I come here. (I ask for him specially.) In
fact, he was the one that handed the branding iron to Roger, the
night he branded me. Not that that helps me any, he takes a leather
strap that is hanging from his belt and gives me a few strokes
across my tits, my belly and then my thighs.

Then he
turns me around and forces my face against the wall while he feels
my body to check out my body tone. He releases me but he leaves me
facing the wall and I daren’t turn round without being told to.
Then does the same to Nicky, strokes across her front and then a
full body inspection to check out her physical condition, leaving
her facing the wall.

He
grunts acknowledgement of our toned bodies, then he pats me on my
branded buttock and says, ‘I remember this brand. Maybe we give you
another one here, where everyone can see it,’ squeezing my boob
tightly. Turning to Nicky, he pats her behind and says, ‘Maybe
you’ll get one too if you’re a good little pony.’ Then he utters
the command, ‘Outside.’ We head for the door but hands bound, we
have to stand and wait for him to open it. Once it’s open we go
outside onto the grass and stop, awaiting further orders. Despite
our training together at Kingswood, on the way here today I
reiterated again and again to Nicky, ‘Do as you are told, and do
not do anything unless you are told to. If in doubt, follow my
lead.’

‘Stable block … move!’ He emphasises his order with a swipe of
his strap across our bare arses and we set off for the stables.
He’s not very vocal our Kurt. He issues an order, if you don’t
immediately comply, he hits you. Simple training method.

We reach
the stable block and he takes us up to the dormitory above. This is
where all the pony girls sleep when we are in stables. It’s a long
room the length of the stables below. There are canvas and wood
camp beds on either side of the room, and there is a long trough
reaching down the centre of the room. This is how we are fed, our
food is tipped into the trough and we have to kneel and eat with
our hands.

After
removing our gags and cuffs, he allocates us each a cot, it only
has a blanket and a pillow but after a hard day being trained you
can’t wait to get into it. Unless of course it is your night to get
fucked by one of the trainers. It’s their perk to get to fuck any
of the ponies that take their fancy. If they are not training a
particular girl they like, then they get their chance to fuck her
in the evening.

Of
course tonight is a special night for me and Nicky. They have a
tradition where the new girl(s) gets gang banged by all the
trainers on her first night. The girl’s trainer (Kurt in our case)
gets first go and after that she is anybody’s.

I show
Nicky around the dorm. There is one toilet, one sink and one shower
between all the ponies and the water is often cold. We’re not here
for the niceties though. It’s different for us regular ponies,
we’re used to this treatment. New ponies however may find it hard
going. The idea of this side of things being hard is to break you
down, convince you that pony girl life is tough and the only way to
make the best of it is to … OBEY YOUR MASTERS. Then life will
become easier.

That’s
all there is to see so we go back to our cots and wait for the
trainers to come and fuck us.

 



~~~

 


They
come for us later, by which time the dorm is full of other pony
girls, returned from their day in the stables or out pulling carts
for the guests staying at The Ranch, with Nicky and I there are
about a dozen of us.

We
haven’t been fed yet as they always insist on screwing the girls
first. It makes us less inclined to argue or resist if we are
hungry. Half a dozen or so trainers come up to the dorm, led by
Kurt. As is his right by their code, he has Nicky first, while one
of the others does me. I look over at Nicky as Kurt pulls out and
the second guy climbs on top of her. She glances at me but I can
see she’s not out of her depth. She’s been a slave for years and
had to sleep with many strangers at the hotel and now at Kingswood,
so she can easily handle this, even when they put her on her hands
and knees and one guy takes her from behind as another forces his
stiff cock into her mouth.

I watch
them spit roasting her until my attention is drawn away by them
grabbing me by the hair, forcing me to my knees and having to suck
on some guys cock. They use us roughly and liberally, some guys
even lining up for a second go. Kurt comes back and takes me in the
arse, without using any lube, but I’m used to the mean old bastard
doing that to me.

In
between moments when my head is forced into my pillow, I see the
other ponies watching fearfully, just grateful it’s happening to me
and Nicky and not them. They know though that it is just a matter
of time before it does.


Eventually, the session comes to an end. I’m not sure if all
of them had me or whether it was some coming back for a second go,
but at last they leave us alone, tired, bruised and spattered with
their spunk. Once they are gone, I help Nicky along to the washroom
and we wash each other down.

 



~~~

 


They
bring us food later, several of the handlers come into the dorm and
empty buckets of food into the trough. Everyone immediately makes a
bee line for the trough. You don’t get much food in the stables so
you eat whatever you can get. As usual it seems to be made up of
leftover food from the hotel kitchens, bulked up with chopped
apples, potatoes and other vegetables, carrots and so
on.

After
we’ve eaten there’s nothing else to do. Two of the trainers come
into the dorm and take a couple of the girls away. From experience
I know that nothing bad will happen to them on Justin’s ranch.
Sometimes ponies make private arrangements with their handlers and
have exclusive sex sessions with them, or girls are traded between
handlers, away from prying eyes and in return for some of the more
‘exotic practices’ that ponies are not required to do, extra
privileges, such as food and alcohol are available to a compliant
pony.

I notice
also that some of the girls couple up in other girl’s beds. Whether
it is for sex or just for companionship, I don’t know but I climb
into Nicky’s bed and we cuddle up until we fall asleep.

 



~~~

 


Next
morning we queue up to use the toilet and then wash. Nobody bothers
with a shower as we are going to get covered in shit, spunk and
sweat today so what’s the point? The shower can wait until the
evening after they have left us alone.

Then
they call us down to the stables and we are occupied moving straw
bales around until we are called by our handlers. We naturally are
up at the crack of dawn whereas the handlers roll in about 10 am or
when they feel like it.

Nicky
and I can lift and carry bales by ourselves due to our weight
training, but some of the girls have to do it in pairs. I look at
the other ponies and frankly some of them are too pudgy or small to
be proper pony girls like Nicky or I. You don’t have to be big and
muscly but you do have to have strength, both physical and mental,
and some of them clearly don’t have it.

Mind
you, I thought the same about Indira when I first met her, but by
sticking close to me and copying all the training that I do, she
can now cope by herself. Nicky too was soft bodied when she came to
us, but as I have trained her at Kingswood I’ve watched her body
slowly transform and she is now supple and well defined. Not as
hard and as toned as mine, and it probably never will be, that is a
responsibility that Roger placed on me and me alone and I won’t let
him down. If my Master likes ME to be as hard as steel, I will be
that for him. All his other slaves though just have to keep in
shape.

Kurt
appears. ‘Princess … Fleur … come.’ And he walks off. Glad to
finish after our hours of toil, Nicky and I drop the bales and
follow him to the barn. He puts thick leather belts around our
waists then puts us between the shafts of a two pony cart. He fits
a cross bar between the shafts and fastens our waist belts to them.
Then he attaches reins to our collars so he can direct
us.

‘Today we’re doing the 3 mile run around the lake, see if you
girls can cope with that. Many of you slack off between visits. But
first there’s a little something I want you to take care of.
Kneel.’

We
awkwardly drop to our knees because of the cross bar but we manage
and we wait there for further orders (although I know what’s
coming.) He unzips his trousers and takes his cock out. Holding it
out to Nicky, she obediently opens her mouth and takes it in. She
works on him for some time while I wait patiently, then he pulls
out and points it at me. ‘Love your pretty mouth, Princess. You
just do that good stuff for me.’ So I suck on him.

Back and
forth it goes, swapping between each of our mouths until he is
ready to come. He gives his spunk to Nicky and then makes me lick
it clean. Once he is satisfied he climbs aboard the cart and with a
flick of his whip on our backs, we set off. As soon as we are out
on the road he commands us to RUN. We head off at the run which we
have practised many a time back at Kingswood, so we quickly move
into a steady rhythm, perfectly in step so we rise and fall at the
same time, to give a smooth ride.

It’s a
nice, warm, sunny day and we go round the lake which has a lovely
view, and frankly I enjoy the run, we complete the 3 mile run but
instead of taking us back to the stables he takes us onto the 5
mile route. It’s a U bend shaped road but there are roads that run
between the arms of the U, so that you can cut the run short any
time you like. He brings us down to the WALK and we follow that
route until he steers us into one of the side roads.

We walk
along the road until we reach one of the picnic tables and he pulls
us over. Then he detaches the cross bar from the shafts but leaves
us both attached to it, which means we are attached to each other.
He walks us over to the picnic bench and tells us to kneel, facing
the bench. He sits on the bench and lights a cigar then orders us
to play with ourselves while he watches. He watches us coolly as we
run our hands over our naked, sweating bodies, playing with our
tits and sliding our hands down to our pussies, to fiddle with them
for his amusement.

We play for some time and just as my pussy is getting
really interested, he
tells us to stop and get on our hands and knees. He then takes the
lash to us, on our unprotected back and arse. Nicky moans and so do
I but mine are not moans of pain but pleasure. After a few moments
he kneels behind Nicky and enters her. He swaps back and forth
between us until he is ready to come, which this time he does in my
mouth.

Once he
recovers, he puts us back in the shafts and then walks us forward,
back onto the U trail. He walks alongside us and makes us do
dressage walking, raising knees high in unison. Then instead of
just walking us he puts us through the next stage, which is to
raise the knee high and then pause for a second, actually come to a
stop before lowering your foot and then raising the other one,
stopping for a second and then stepping forward again. Arms by your
side or behind your back, facing forwards as if oblivious to all
around you. This is done just for competition pony girl dressage,
which I never enter, but once I heard of it and saw how hard it was
to do, I insisted that Viktor train me and Nicky in it.

Of
course it’s very hard to learn and each failure means punishment,
and I insisted that Viktor punish us until we got it right. I don’t
know about Nicky but I lapped it up. Those days I could see it
became too much for her, I sent her away and Viktor and I carried
on.

(Did I
tell you I was a masochist? No? Sorry, I must have forgotten. In
fact Roger has forbidden me to go and see the Whip Master on my
days off unless he specifically orders it. Rotten
meanie!)

He walks
us all the way back to stables like that, about half a mile, which
is exhausting but when we get back he excuses us from stable duties
and we are just chained up in one of the stables, for the use of
the handlers who happen to pass and fancy fucking a pony. We get
used by several of them, before we are released and sent up to the
dormitory, where we have to queue up with the other ponies for a
shower. It takes too long for all of them to take single showers so
two or three shower together, sometimes washing each other, and we
manage to all get washed before the hot water runs out.

Of
course all this intimacy leads to other things, and many of the
girls share their cots that night, as after a day of brutal
handling and rough sex, it’s nice to feel the soft flesh and
delicate loving touch of another woman, and Nicky and I certainly
take our pleasure in each other.

But of
course our gentle lovemaking and winding down is interrupted by the
handlers coming amongst us and fucking their chosen ponies. When
they have gone though, the girls go back to sharing their beds and
their pussies.

 



~~~

 


This
goes on for the best part of a week, whipped and trained during the
day and fucked by night. Nowadays, Roger knows better than to come
and interfere during that time in the stables. It’s kind of that
whole thing about ‘staying in character’. To be abused and treated
like an animal during the day, and then staying in the hotel and
dining on fine cuisine during the evening can seriously mess with
your mind. When ‘Princess’ has conditioned herself to submit to bad
treatment for a time, it’s jarring to be suddenly taken away and
treated nicely again.

Master
knows that and so does Kurt, sometimes he threatens me that if I
don’t do what he tells me to (sometimes I play up so he will be
harsher with me) he will call my Master to come and take me
away.


Nevertheless, that great day comes when Nicky and I are to be
presented to our Master, Luiz and Lottie for them to see what good
ponies we are. We are pulled out of the stables where we have been
humping straw bales around, and told to go and shower. We do
willingly as we get first go at the hot water.

Kurt
takes us down to barn and dresses us in body harnesses and
headdresses that have a ‘bit’ that gags us. There is also a large
purple feather sprouting out of the top. Once we are dressed, he
binds our hands behind us in those leather one piece sleeves. Then
he straps us into a two person carriage. As a final touch he
threads those silver bells I love through our pierced
nipples.

He
strolls around looking us over, then stands in front of us and for
the first time ever he says something nice about us. ‘Beautiful …
just beautiful.’ Then he takes a photo of us on his
phone.

Opening
the barn doors he climbs aboard the carriage and we set off for the
hotel.




 





SERVING THE
MASTERS

 


 


As we walk up to the hotel, although it is hot summer’s day,
my nipples are erect, not from cold but arousal. And the arousal is
due to the fact that I am to be exhibited in front of my Master,
his good friends Luiz, and a woman who I work closely with and have
sex on camera with, Lottie. I am to be presented to them as an
animal, a pony girl, a beast of burden, and it will be degrading
and humiliating … and I love it!
I can feel myself getting wet against the leather
strap between my legs, at the thought.

I’m
going to confess something to you now, which I’ve never told anyone
but my Master, but he’s smart enough to have guessed it anyway.
Technically I am no longer a slave except to Roger, as I am now a
fully paid up member of The Society, I even carry their tattoo on
my groin. I am a Mistress in my own right, as Roger keeps reminding
me.

But deep, deep,
deep, down inside of me, no matter what
anyone says, I know that I am just a council estate whore, gutter
trash who will never deserve to be anything but a slave. Just a filthy piece of
fuck meat for the use of dominant Masters and Mistresses. I don’t
care how many times people such as Roger, Luiz, Chloe, Bruce and so
on tell me how beautiful and great I am, I just smile and pretend
to accept the compliment and move on, because I know it’s all a
lie.

And
there are so many Masters here, Roger, Luiz, Justin, Kurt and all
the others who rule over me by right. I know I can’t stand
alongside them, only kneel before them. Because I am such a
low-life, piece of filth, I know in my heart that my only purpose
on this earth is to serve those better than me, the Masters. The
Society tattoo on my body is actually a sign of their ownership of
me. Like Roger, they own me body and soul. Therefore I will always
kneel to a Master, submit to a Master, no matter how painful or
humiliating it may be, for that is my role in life.

I will always serve the Masters.

There is
one man, one Master, that I will serve above all others and that is
Roger and he understands me, understands my deep needs and that is
why he lets me do the things I do, and lets the bad things happen
to me that I crave. That’s why when he says the things that he does
to me next, I don’t complain or query it. I do what I’m
told!

We
arrive at the hotel and Kurt dismounts and hands the horse whip
over to Roger and heads back to the stable. Roger, Luiz and Lottie
are waiting for Nicky and me.

Roger
holds his hand up to stop the others approaching us and says, ‘A
moment alone, please.’ He approaches me and leaning over to my ear
on the opposite side to Nicky, so she can’t hear, whispers in my
ear, ‘I love you, Princess, but for the rest of the week I am going
to let Luiz and Lottie have you. They can ride you during the day
and fuck you during the night. The pair of you will belong to them
for the rest of our stay.’

Then he
turns to Luiz and Lottie and says, ‘Nicky and K are yours for the
rest of our stay. Do what you want with them. Lottie, you can make
K suffer all you wish. I know you want to, you’re always asking me
for the chance. Go ahead, they’re all yours.’

The two
of the walk round assessing Nicky and myself. They seem absolutely
fascinated by us and I don’t understand why. Luiz has seen me
before in pony dress and Lottie has actually driven the cart when
I’ve been pulling it, in some Bluebird pony girl movies.

‘This is so good,’ Lottie says to Roger as she reaches out to
stroke my breast. ‘In the movies we ride past the camera, stop,
back up to our spot and ride past the camera again. It’s all in
bits and pieces, it’ll be great to actually do it for real, without
interruptions.’

‘Okay, Lottie, you drive. Although I’ve been teaching Luiz all
week how to drive a cart, I don’t want him crashing first day out.
The two of you can take them out and Lottie can drive. I got the
kitchen to pack a lunch, so take your time out there. When you
bring them back they should stay in the hotel now, no more
dormitory and nightly gang bangs. I don’t mind whichever of you
takes them to bed but share them, for the sake of more fun. I
promise, Nicky won’t disappoint you.’

Roger
puts the lunch basket in the cage under the cart and they mount the
carriage. Lottie takes the reins and with a crack of the horse whip
across my back shouts, ‘WALK ON,’ and Nicky and I pull
away.

Lottie
directs us on the 5 mile so she can get a feel of how we work. She
doesn’t require any fancy stuff such as high-stepping so it easy
going, as Nicky and I have actually run this route so walking it is
easy. Along the way she hands over the reins to Luiz so he can have
a go. His control of us is a little uncertain but we know the route
well enough that we can stick to the track, even if he accidentally
steers us wrong.

After we
complete the 5 miler, Lottie instructs us to take them to the lake,
and she sits back and lets the reins go limp as we know the way and
don’t need directing. When we get there, Luiz releases us from the
harness but keeps our arms bound behind us. Lottie removes the gags
from our mouths and tells us to kneel before them. Nicky in front
of Luiz and me in front of Lottie.

They
open the picnic basket and have lunch, feeding us by hand as they
do. Liz opens a bottle of wine and pouring himself and Lottie a
glass, proceeds to pour wine into mine and Nicky’s mouths, what we
don’t manage to swallow runs out and down our faces, dripping onto
our bare tits.

When
they have finished eating they get down to what they really brought
us here for. Luiz gets his cock out and pulls Nicky’s head forward
to suck on it. Meanwhile, Lottie has me tonguing her pussy. This
goes on for some time until Lottie finally comes. Luiz takes his
cock out of Nicky’s mouth and kneeling behind her, unbuckles her
crotch strap and begins to fuck her, until he comes. Lottie and I
watch this with interest.

‘Put Nicky on the bench,’ she tells Luiz. He obliges and sits
her down and spreads her legs. Taking me by the collar she pulls me
over to between Nicky’s legs and tells me to lick her pussy
clean. I serve the Masters
so I do as ordered, licking out all Luiz’s cum
and obediently swallowing it down.

When I’m
finished, I sit back and my face is covered in Luiz’s spunk and
Nicky’s pussy juice, so Lottie tells Nicky to lick it off, which
she does.


Satisfied they sit back and finish off the wine. ‘Luiz, I
know that you have paid for all our expenses on this trip and you
are particular fond of K but … you had her all the time in LA.
Roger said we should share her, do you mind if I have K tonight?
I’ve never had the chance to make love to her the way you have. We
only get together on camera and then it’s start, stop, move the
camera, lower that light, and so on. We’ve never really had the
chance to get it on properly. Let me have her tonight and you can
have her tomorrow, then we’ll take it in turns with her and Nicky.
What do you say?’

‘Very well, if it means so much to you. So we’re agreed, when
we have one of them for the day, we have them for the whole day.
Pony ride during the day and take them back to your room in the
evening. Makes more sense than riding them during the day and
handing them over in the evening.’

‘It’s a deal, Mr. de Souza,’ says Lottie holding out her hand
which Luiz shakes.

‘Except I’d like to fuck K before we go.’

‘Be my guest, I love to watch her being defiled.’

So Luiz
gives me a hard fucking while Nicky has to eat Lottie’s pussy. He’s
never taken me so roughly before. I think that spending the week on
The Ranch and seeing how other men treat the ponies and have full
licence to do so (it’s why we’re here after all) I think his view
of being Masterful may be changing somewhat.

Luiz
harness us in the carriage again and we take the long way back to
the stables. ‘From now on nobody touches these two ponies,’ he
tells Kurt. ‘Every day we’ll send these to you and you will harness
them and bring them to us at the hotel. For tonight have this one
cleaned up and taken to her room,’ he says pointing at me and
Lottie. ‘The other one bring to me.’

Kurt and
another shower us off upstairs in the dorm and then they dress us
in the baggy, shapeless, brown dresses they make us wear if any
ponies have to go to the hotel. It’s like a potato sack with
buttons. Guests don’t want to see naked ponies wandering round the
hotel, so they make us wear these rags. We are just beasts after
all and don’t want to offend the delicate sensibilities of the
Masters.

They
handcuff our hands behind our backs, put leashes on our collars and
take us to the hotel and up the back stairs so we don’t upset any
guests. We stop outside Lottie’s room and I watch Nicky being led
off to serve Luiz. My handler knocks and when the door is opened he
hands the leash over to Lottie and leaves.

The
first thing she does when I’m in the room is to strip the dress off
me. She has to remove my handcuffs to do that but once I am naked
she puts them back on. She admires my naked body, running her hands
over it. Then she pulls me to her and kisses me for what seems like
ages. Finally she lets me up for air.

‘I’ve always wanted to get you alone, but your Master never
let me until now. I always said I would be rough with you and you
told me that you looked forward to it happening. Is that still
true?’

In that
moment I realise the dynamic between us has changed. She is no
longer a friend but a Mistress, and I am a slave, naked and
restrained before her, at her mercy. And the old me comes
out.

‘Yes, Mistress, it’s still true, you can do anything you want
with me. I will obey you.’

‘Anything?’

‘Yes, Mistress, anything.’

‘Mistress … I like that, keep calling me Mistress.’

‘As you wish, Mistress.’

‘Now that you are going to submit to me, I should tell you the
truth. I am going to hurt you, Princess,’ she says, mockingly. I am
going to beat you and fuck you, humiliate you and degrade you. I
will make you cry and beg for mercy. Understand?’

I look
at her, surprised by her attitude. ‘Do you hate me so much,
Mistress?’

‘I don’t hate you … I love
you. I have done ever since our first few
films together. But I can’t have you, you belong to someone else
and you will never leave him. That’s why I’m going to punish you,
because I love you and you’ll never love me, and it burns me up
inside because I can’t have you.’

I’m shocked and yet because this place brings out the
ultimate slave in me, where I become an animal, and because I
understand what I truly am, deep, deep,
deep, down inside of me, I kneel before
her and look up into her eyes. ‘Do what you wish,
Mistress.’

I serve the Masters.
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First
thing she does is grab me by the hair and pull me to my feet. She
goes to a chest of drawers and takes out another set of handcuffs.
This is a house of bondage and punishment so there are plenty of
devices for restraint and discipline available to the guests. If it
is not already present in the room, you can request certain items
to be sent up.

Lottie
uncuffs them from behind my back and cuffing my other wrist as
well, she fastens them to the metal bed frame, so I’m facing out.
She spends some time French kissing me and running her hands over
my body, playing with my breasts and fingering my pussy as she
tells me that she is going to do to me all the things that she’s
ever wanted to, then she breaks off. From the drawer she picks out
a cat o’ nine tails, which she uses liberally on me. All down my
front, concentrating on my tits at first, then ordering me to stand
with my legs apart she gives that a good thrashing too.

Next she
turns me around and cuffs me to the bed again so that my back is
exposed. I watch her over my shoulder as she takes a whip out of
the drawer, followed by some other items. Coming up behind me, she
straps a ball gag in my mouth so I know that what’s going to happen
next will hurt.

I see
her go to her bedside table and take out a tube of lubrication
jelly, which she generously applies to a butt plug. Standing behind
me she kicks my legs apart and proceeds to insert the plug into my
arse. Then she flicks a switch on it and it springs to life,
vibrating inside me.

She
shows me the whip and tells me it’s going to hurt, hence the gag so
I don’t scream and annoy the other guests. Then she lays into me
with the whip. She is pretty brutal and I can tell I’ll still be
marked in the morning, but it’s not as bad as I have had in the
past.

It’s
still quite bad though and when she stops to have a break, my legs
are trembling and I drop to my knees. She pours herself a glass of
wine and drinks it, slowly undressing as she watches me. Then she
brings the bottle over and after removing my gag and pulling my
head back by my hair, she pours wine into my mouth, until I’m
nearly choking as the wine overflows my mouth and runs down onto my
body.

She
uncuffs one of my hands so she can turn me around, then forces my
face into her crotch and tells me to ‘Lick.’ I do as ordered. This
goes on for many minutes until she uncuffs my other hand and brings
me to the bed, where she tells me to sit down and lay back. Lottie
begins kissing me and works her way down my body, licking off all
the spilt wine as she goes. Finally she reaches my pussy and
kneeling between my legs, she starts licking it.

Between
the whipping (which I enjoyed) the constant buzzing in my arse, and
now her licking at my pussy, I’m getting quite aroused.
Unfortunately I’m not allowed to reach satisfaction as she
straddles my head and lowers herself to a position where I can lick
her easily.

I keep
going until she reaches a climax, the first of many that night, and
collapses on the bed next to me. I gladly get a short respite while
she recovers. It’s not long though before she is on me
again.

She
handcuffs my hands together again and fastens me to the bed head by
a chain, arms above my head, laying lengthwise down the bed. Then
she goes to her suitcase and produces a strap on dildo. It’s not
massive but it is quite large and I can tell it will fill me up
once it is inside me. After strapping it on and lubing it up, she
kneels between my legs and stooping down, enters me. Then she
proceeds to give me a hard fucking in the Missionary position,
kissing me, with her tongue deep in my mouth. When she takes a
breath she mutters things about ‘wanting me, loving me, wanting to
take me away from Roger and make me hers,’ and so on, lost in her
own world of longing.

Lottie is quite brutal and pounds into me in the way that
usually men only do. Women are usually more gentle but not her, not
this time. I must admit, the whipping, the butt plug vibrating my
arse, now this rough fucking, I can’t hold it any longer and I
start to come … hard!

She raises herself up on her arms so she can watch me coming
as I lose control and ask her to, ‘Fuck me
hard. Whip me and fuck me and make me come!’

The
bitch doesn’t. Instead she pulls out, rolls me onto my stomach and
after removing the butt plug, penetrates my arse with the dildo. A
few swift, deep strokes is all it takes to push me over the edge
and I bite the blankets as I grunt and groan my orgasm into the
mattress.

It’s not
the first time that she fucks me that night and I have to eat her
plenty as well. To be fair, I climax several times as well, but it
happens along the way, not because she aimed to give me
one.

She
drinks more wine as she recovers, offering me swigs from the bottle
which I drink eagerly. Soon she has to pee, so once again cuffing
my hands behind my back she leads me into the bathroom and into the
shower stall.

‘Kneel,’ she commands me.

I do as
I’m told.

‘Open your mouth.’

I serve
the Masters, so I do as ordered and she pees on my face and in my
mouth. I don’t swallow it though. When she is done, she turns the
shower on both of us and has me lick her pussy as the water runs
down her body and onto my face.

After
drying us both she lays me back on the bed while she gets a flogger
from the drawer. A long strap of leather, she works on my arse
again until it is red and sore. Following that, she wears the strap
on again and fucks my pussy slowly, while she squeezes my tits and
bites my neck.

At the
end of the night, she handcuffs me to bed head again, and she falls
asleep with her arms around me.
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When we
wake up next morning, Lottie goes to the bathroom while leaving me
handcuffed to the bed rail. When she has finished she comes to get
me and I have to pee while she stands there watching me. Then we
shower together.

Once she
has dried us both, she puts my dress back on then handcuffs my
wrists behind my back. Then, as I’m helpless, she treats me as if
I’m a doll. She sits me down and brushes my hair and then puts it
into a pony tail. She even brushes my teeth for me!

Then she
orders me to stand in the corner and wait for the handler to
collect me.

It seems strange the way she is behaving, as if being tender
is making up for the harsh way she treated me last night. Maybe she
feels guilty, I don’t know. She shouldn’t though. As humiliating
and painful as last night was, I secretly enjoyed it. As much as I
like being mistreated by a man, I prefer to be abused and dominated
by a woman, it appeals to the guttersnipe inside me. (With the
exception of Master Roger that is.) They seem to have an innate
level of cruelty that men never aspire to. When you are tied up in
a dungeon, you expect a man to be harsh and brutal with you, but
with a woman, maybe it is expected that she will be soft and
gentle, kind and nurturing, but when she turns on you and makes you
scream, I don’t know, it somehow makes the suffering more …
exquisite.

Pain and
pleasure, so near to each other on the physical and emotional
scale. Many won’t understand it, but that is why people like me,
come to places like this. Pain and humiliation are our drugs of
choice. To explore those depths where an orgasm can be so powerful
it is painful, and pain can be so intense it is
pleasurable.

The
handler arrives shortly and she hands me over to him. He leads me
down the back stairs and to my surprise I see Roger sitting at a
table at the rear of the hotel, having breakfast. It’s in the shade
at this time of day and not many people use it, so he’s there by
himself.

‘I’m her owner and I’d like a word with her,’ he tells the
handler.

‘She’s expected down at the stables, she’s booked out for
today.’

‘Don’t worry, I’ll take her down when I’m done with her. Run
along and leave her with me.’

He hands
my leash to Roger and walks away. We watch him go and then I push
myself against Roger’s chest and he puts his arms around me,
hugging me tightly. We don’t speak as he knows what I’m doing. I
put my ear against his chest and listen to his heartbeat. It always
soothes me and after a while, when I’m settled, I look up at him
and take a step back.

He rubs
my ear between his fingers, which I love. ‘How are you doing,
Princess?’

‘I’m fine, despite what Lottie did to me last night. Did you
know she was going to treat me like that?’

‘Bad, was it? Let me have a look at you.’ He unbuttons my
dress and then going behind me he pulls it down as far as my
handcuffs. ‘Oh yes, she did a number on you, didn’t she?’ he says,
looking at my whip marks. ‘Good work though, nice spacing between
the stripes. She’s got a good eye.’ He pulls my dress back up and
buttons it.

‘Did you know she would treat me like this?’ I ask
again.

‘Did I know? I planned all this,’ he tells me,
bluntly.

‘Wha … what?’

‘It’s a long story, let me start at the beginning.’ He sits
down and tells me that for appearances sake I should kneel next to
him. ‘Remember we had to take you down a peg a while back as you
were getting too Big? Well, then all this award business came up,
we flew to the US on a private jet, you slept with Luiz, people
celebrated you at the award ceremony, you even got to fuck a famous
porn star! I’m jealous by the way. I knew that you were beginning
to get too Big again, and I could see that inside you were starting
to crumble. That’s why I arranged to stay here for a couple of
weeks, we were only meant to stay a few days
originally.’

‘But what about Lottie, Master? I don’t
understand.’

‘You and her were always asking for me to let you have a
private session with her at her place and I always refused. You
have rose-tinted glasses and always think everyone is nicer than
they are. I however, had a funny feeling about her and that’s why I
always said no.’

‘Did you know she’s in love with me?’

‘What is it with people falling in love with you? It seems
that one taste of your pussy and they’re smitten. Anyway, to answer
your question, yes I did know. During the week you were in the
stables and we never saw you, one night Lottie confessed all to me
after a few too many drinks. She told me she loved you, but also
told me what she would like to do to you if I gave her permission.
So I gave her permission.

‘I planned this whole thing with her and Luiz. I gave them
full access to you and told them they could do what they wanted
with you … and no safe word either. I knew Luiz wouldn’t do
anything to hurt you, but Lottie would give you what you needed, a
“trip to the Dungeons” so to speak. I suggested they alternate days
with you, to give you a break between sessions with Lottie, but
apart from that I gave her full rein over you, so you could both
get it out of your systems.’

I take a moment to let this sink in. ‘You always know what’s
best for me. Not what I want
but what I need.’

‘That’s my job as your Master … and your loving husband, I
might add. However, for your safety, I think we’ll use the finger
alarm system.’

This is a system he instigated for when he loans me out to
people I’ve never been with before. He is usually around to see me
next morning, and I indicate to him surreptitiously by showing a
number of fingers, how I’m being treated and if everything is okay.
When I first see him next morning, I ball my fist and hold 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!’

I nod
and wordlessly hold up two fingers.

‘Good girl. So after each night with Lottie, I’ll be waiting
here next morning and you can signal me your condition. Just
remember though, you can stop this anytime you like by showing me three fingers. I
won’t stop it unless you call for help.’

‘Understood, Master. So you had this all planned out for me
then, and it wasn’t just Lottie overstepping her
boundaries?’

‘That’s correct.’

‘That’s okay then. You know I’ll accept any punishment or
hardship, if it pleases you. It’s all good then, I’ll let her do
what she wants to me, because you wish it. What about Nicky though,
will Lottie mistreat her as well?’

‘No, the deal was that she can only mistreat you, that’s all
she’s interested in anyway. When she takes Nicky out she’ll handle
her the same as any other pony in stables. Which means it may be
unpleasant but it won’t be severe.’

He holds his coffee cup out to me and I take sips from it.
Then he takes chocolate biscuits from his plate and feeds them to
me. It’s his way of showing me that he loves me, as I’m only
allowed chocolate on special occasions. Mmmmm chocolate! It was worth a
rough night with Lottie just to have my Master hand feed me
chocolate biscuits. It’s little magic moments like this that I live
for.

‘Have you had breakfast?’ he asks.

‘It’s okay, they give us a bowl of porridge when we get to the
stables.’

‘Well, best get you back there then, don’t want you to miss
breakfast.’ He gives me a long, lingering kiss on the lips and then
he helps me to my feet and leads me back to stables for another
hard day of being a pony. (I love
it.)

 



~~~

 


The days
from then on go pretty much as expected. When it is Luiz taking me
out, we go out with a picnic lunch and we have a nice stroll around
the site, usually the 5 miler, and then we end up down by the lake.
He unshackles me from the cart and we have a romantic lunch and
then make love under the hot, Atlanta sun. He even lets me take off
my harness, stretch out and top up my tan, as he rubs sun tan
lotion into every nook and cranny of my naked body. Days with him
give me chance to get my breath back after a night with
Lottie.

Then
it’s back to his room that night for more love making. He orders
room service so I get to eat decent food and drink wine with him.
Even though I have said that it can be discomforting to have pain
and torture one day, then fine wine and good food the next, on this
occasion I welcome the break from Lottie to recover. As I mentioned
before, I have noticed Luiz getting rougher and more domineering
when he is screwing me, and he uses the whip more when I’m pulling
him along in the cart. He was never really into pony play before,
but now I’m beginning to believe that seeing it in action, and
having full access to pony girls, is giving him a new attitude
towards this particular fetish.

These
are not sophisticated lady slaves like Collette and Estelle, who
drink champagne and go to movie premieres, on the contrary, we who
are here at The Ranch are all … ‘whip me, fuck me, treat me like an
animal’ type girls, and I don’t think he’s experienced that before.
He is slowly turning from a lover into a Master.

Lottie
on the other hand, is completely the opposite. When we go out in
the single cart she works me hard. Some days she makes me walk the
10 mile route around the edge of the estate. On the shorter routes,
the 5 miler and the 3 miler around the lake, she always makes me
run them. Then we’ll stop for lunch and she eats cold chicken and
pastries, while I eat pussy. Some days she feeds me afterwards and
some not.

Then
it’s back to her room where I’m flogged and she canes my tits and
buttocks. Then I have to pleasure her orally, before she fucks me
again with a strap on and vibrators. In the midst of all that she
degrades me anyway she can, such as making me eat my food off the
floor, not even on a plate or a dog bowl. When she takes a pee, I
have to kneel next to her and lick her pussy clean afterwards, or I
kneel in the shower stall while she pees on me. All designed to
humiliate me and emphasise her control over me.

When she
has done with me for the night, she handcuffs my hands in front of
me, then connects them to a chain attached to the bed rail and I
sleep like that, with her cuddled up to me.

After
each night with her, Roger is waiting faithfully at the tables out
the back of the hotel as promised, and I give him the two fingers
to show I’m holding up, as the handler leads me past
him.

 



~~~

 


By the
end of the week, Nicky and I are taken out of stables as Roger
wants us to have a few days being normal in the hotel with Justin
and Judith before we make plans to leave. It feels strange to wear
clothes again, and to be allowed to sit at a table instead of
kneeling beside it. Roger has given Nicky and I our collars and
necklaces back and I must admit, I don’t really feel whole until I
am wearing my ‘Property of Roger Gilchrist’ necklace again. Without
it I feel I have no real identity if I don’t belong to
him.

Nicky
and I, Roger, Luiz, Lottie and Judith are sitting on the veranda at
the front of the hotel, taking after dinner drinks.

‘Well I hope you all enjoyed your stay here,’ says Justin.
‘Roger, we don’t see enough of you and K since you opened your own
pony stables.’

‘Yeah, sorry about that. We should come over more often,
Britain has such lousy weather. Although K likes to be run in the
snow, I like to see her run naked in the sunshine so she can get an
all over tan.’

‘Well, maybe one day you can bring her to my ranch, in
Brazil,’ says Luiz. ‘Justin, my time here has given me a taste for
the human female equestrian life. I have stables and horses on my
estate in Brazil, but I’d like your advice on setting up a pony
ranch in my existing stables. Perhaps you and your wife would
consider joining me in Brazil and giving me instructions on how to
set one up?’

‘Brazil you say? Well it would be our pleasure. Before you
leave make sure you have our contact addresses and we’ll discuss
it.’

‘I certainly will. Now then, Roger, I must be getting back to
my life, I can only ignore business for so long. I’m getting daily
phone calls from various managers and I need to go back and take
charge. So will tomorrow be all right to order the plane for? I’ll
fly back to LA and then you can go on to the UK the same way you
came.’

‘You don’t have to do that, we can make our own way back,’
says Roger.

‘No I insist. I brought you out here, I’ll send you home. What
sort of host would I be otherwise?’

‘Very well then, we accept your generous offer.’

‘Could I get off with you in LA?’ asks Lottie. ‘I want to look
up that lady I spent the night with after the award ceremony. I
definitely felt a spark there. Besides, I’ve always wanted to work
in the Hollywood porn industry, maybe she can introduce me to a few
people, get me a job even.’

‘I can do that,’ says Luiz. ‘Tell you what, get off in LA with
me and stay at my house until you sort a place out. I’ll speak to a
few people in the business and see if they can find you a spot
somewhere. I may have to leave at some point and go back to Brazil
but you’re welcome to stay there until you find a place of your
own, assuming everything works out.’

‘No I couldn’t … that’s too generous, I’ll find a place to
stay … you don’t even know me …’

‘Nonsense, any friend of K is a friend of mine. You wouldn’t
be sitting here if she didn’t trust you and that’s good enough for
me. Don’t argue, it’s sorted.’

Lottie
looks at me and then back to Luiz. ‘Well … I accept but I promise I
won’t stay long.’

Luiz
makes a dismissive noise and waves Lottie’s promise
away.

 



~~~

 


We fly
next day and on the way to LA, I manage to get a private word with
Lottie.

‘You’re not leaving because of me, are you? If it’s anything
to do with what happened at The Ranch, that would be stupid. What
happened there has no meaning in the real world.’

‘In a way it is because of you. I told you how I feel and I
can’t go on not being able to have you.’

‘But I’m sure that Master would let you use me any time you
wanted.’

‘But I don’t just want to use you, I want to love you and have
you love me and that can’t happen. It’s torture for me being around
you but not being able to be with you. It’s best I have a fresh
start with a new life.’

‘And you won’t change your mind?’

‘My minds made up, but don’t worry, I’ll see you again …
despite all I did to you I never made you beg for mercy, so we have
that to do yet.’

‘I’ll look forward to it.’

And that
was that. She gives me a goodbye hug and kiss at LA and we watch
her walk off the plane with Luiz, to a new life.

‘I don’t know how I’m going to explain this to Todd and Alan,’
says Master, shaking his head.

I’m
mortified, the thought that I am somehow responsible for ruining
someone’s life. I look at Master aghast, and he tries to console
me. ‘Look, it’s not your fault, she was obsessed with you, madly in
love, everyone could see it but you. It’s not your fault that she
wants to break away and start a new life. She’ll be fine. She has
that woman she met at the party to go to.’

‘But why do people keep falling for me? I’m nothing special. I
don’t deserve to be loved like that.’

‘You are you know, just ask me and Chloe, we think so, and so
do Bruce and Luiz. You’re good people, it’s just that you won’t let
yourself accept it.’

I don’t
believe him and I spend the trip to New York just staring moodily
out the window, lost in my thoughts, sad that I’ve had such a
drastic effect on a friend’s life. When we head off across the
Atlantic, after dinner, Master decides to introduce Nicky to the
‘Mile High Club’ and asks if I want to join in, but I don’t have
the heart for it. When it gets dark though I creep into the Master
bed with them and the three of us sleep, cuddled up in a cosy
threesome until the stewardess wakes us up for
breakfast.
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I perk
up when we get back home though, and Chloe and Indy are there
waiting for us. We’ve been gone the best part of a month and
Chloe’s belly has visibly swollen. She still got a couple of months
to go but she’s starting to waddle when she walks. She look more
beautiful than ever though. It’s true what they say about pregnant
women having a ‘glow’ about them.

They
fuss about us and open all the presents we brought back home for
them, while we eat the cakes they have waiting for us. ‘Thank you
for taking care of Chloe and the baby for us, Indira,’ says
Master.

‘It was my pleasure, Master. And I shall enjoy taking care of
them when the Master’s baby is here.’

‘You’re sure you don’t mind?’

‘It is most welcome. I have many brothers and sisters at home
and I helped raise them. Helping to take care of the little
Mistress will be second nature to me.’

‘Thank you. I’ll increase your salary of course to compensate
for your extra duties.’

‘Master is most kind.’

Of
course I have to tell Chloe about what happened with Lottie and how
I feel guilty. Chloe being Chloe just tells me how she can
understand perfectly how Lottie could fall in love with me, after
all she did. And then my dear, sweet Elf just holds me while I
cry.




 





DEVON

 


 


The next
couple of months are fairly normal, except it’s busier than usual.
Bluebird have got me appearing in more films (I think that’s
Master’s doing, keeping me busy so I don’t brood about Lottie).
I’ve been working myself harder at the keep fit, more runs, extra
pony days and longer workouts, dragging Nicky along with me. So
much so that Master has to tell me to slow down and also ‘eat some
carbs, for fucks sake’, as I’m losing body fat, only leaving
well-defined muscle but that’s going too far even for
Master.

Bluebird
have got a new stunt co-ordinator in, a man, so the fight scenes
are rewritten to be between me and him, instead of me and another
woman. They’ve bumped up one of the current actresses who just
played side roles, to being the woman in competition with me in the
movies, who I have sex scenes with. We get along okay but I’m not
getting too close to this one.

And then
one day my life changes!

I’m in
the office at Kingswood when I get a call from Chloe. ‘Hi Babe.
What ya doin’?’

‘I was just going to go for another run.’

‘Master has already told you you’re not training for the
Olympics, slow down! Anyway, you should come home.’

‘Look we’ve been through this before. I’m just keeping fit, no
problem. All I’m doing is–‘

‘No, I mean you should come home …now … it’s happening.’

‘What’s happening … you mean the baby?’

‘My waters have broken.’

‘I’ll come home right away!’

‘Don’t panic, Master and Indy are here and … what? Wait a
minute,’ I hear conversation in the background. ‘Master says from
where you are, it will be quicker if you drive straight to the
hospital, we’ll meet you there. Okay?’

‘Err … okay, I’ll grab Nicky and we’ll head straight
out.’

‘See you there … love you.’

‘Love you too … keep your legs crossed until I get there, I
don’t want to miss the birth.’

‘I’ll do my best, but hurry.’

I slam
down the phone and rush out to Reception where Nicky is on duty.
‘Grab your things, Chloe’s about to pop. Go get the car warmed up,
I just have to tell Simon.’ I dash into the manager’s office, tell
him I’m leaving and why. Then run out to the car park where Nicky
is waiting in her car, engine running. I leap into the car and tell
her to ‘put the pedal to the metal’.
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Master
is right of course. From Kingswood to our house is about an hour,
whereas the private hospital we’re going to (of course we’re going
private, what are we’re peasants?) is about 45 minutes from
Kingswood, and is already programmed into the Satnav of every
vehicle we own. The hospital is run by The Society and caters for
all sort of medical needs for its members. Anything from plastic
surgery, to joint replacements to a Maternity Unit. When Master
Roger was looking for a place to have his new house built, he
wisely chose a location based on the proximity to his company and
this hospital. He figured he might need it someday.

I’m a
bit worried as although Chloe has been walking round like she
swallowed a beach ball, she’s not due for another week or so, so
naturally I’m in a panic as I think there’s something wrong. It’s a
good job that Nicky was there, and with a car. If it was me driving
I’d be thrashing the engine like something out of a movie car
chase. Fortunately Nicky keeps a cool head and drives sensibly but
as fast as we can get away with.

She
parks up and we rush to the Reception desk. They point us in the
right direction and we head to the Maternity Unity. The nurse
indicates Chloe’s room and we enter. Master, Indira (and of course,
Chloe) are there. Chloe is sitting up in bed and she’s changed into
a hospital gown.

I rush
in. ‘Hello everybody … Chloe are you all right? Is anything wrong?
What did the doctor say?’

‘Relax, everything is fine. The contractions are getting
closer and the doctor says that I should stay here in the hospital
from now on, even it takes a few days for it to happen.’

‘Good, that’s good.’ I start to calm down and thank Master and
Indy profusely for taking care of my Chloe. Everyone settles down
and has a cup of coffee and reads the menu to order
lunch.

Anyway,
we spend the next 12 hours comforting Chloe. I hold her hand while
she does breathing exercises, or listens to music, and so on.
Finally it happens. We call the midwife and she confirms that Chloe
is about ready to go into labour. She calls for medics to wheel her
into the delivery room.

‘Who’s the birthing partner?’ she asks.

I look at Master, after all, he is the father. ‘She is,’ he
says, pointing at me. I give him a grateful smile as he knows that
there’s nothing more in the world I want than to be there with
Chloe as she gives birth to our
baby. I follow them into the delivery room to
calls of ‘Good Luck’ from the others.

I won’t
go into all the gory details but the whole process takes around
three hours, soup to nuts, and we end up with exactly what we
ordered from the baby store – a beautiful, healthy, bouncing baby
girl, named Devon. She’s a little on the small side, but that’s
only to be expected as Chloe is quite petite. I think this is the
happiest day of my life, more so even than when Master collared me
or when we married. After we’ve both held Devon, they take her away
to clean her up while they do the same to Chloe. Then they wheel
the new mother back to her room where the others are waiting for
news.

Everyone
gathers around to greet the new arrival to House Gilchrist when
they bring her back to us. Now that she is cleaned up and I can get
a good look at her, I would say that she looks like Chloe but has
Master’s eyes. You can’t ask for fairer than that, Chloe’s beauty
and Master’s brains.

Master
breaks out the bubbly and even Chloe has a sip before nodding off.
(Well, she’s had a hard day, poor girl.) We make our arrangements.
I will stay with her and help her with the baby. Indy or Nicky will
also be there to run errands for us during the day, so Chloe never
has to be left alone.

As this
is a private hospital, they have no objections to me staying with
Chloe and they open up the room next to hers with an adjoining
door, and I stay there with her for the rest of the week, until she
is ready to come home.

 



~~~

 


Life is
marvellous now we have a baby in our lives. Chloe and I are
blissfully happy. I’ve got out of my ‘Blue Funk’ over Lottie and
returned to my normal routines (much to Nicky’s relief) I was
running the poor girl into the ground.

We had
Devon christened in the local church and Squire Amos and his wife
are her God parents. As I’m not going on any trips, I can work at
Kingswood during the day and be home in the evenings, so Indy can
knock off and go back to Master’s house. As Indy is working so much
during the day, looking after Chloe and Devon, Master has decided
it is time for Nicky to move into his house, as I’m not really
available any longer (although we do have date nights at his house
and I sleep over).

Indira
has moved into my old room, so hers is now free for Nicky. She has
to share a bathroom but as we don’t have that many guests at the
house, she mainly has it to herself. She is delighted to move out
of the dormitory and she and I commute to Kingswood together most
days. We’re getting along better now as I’ve stopped playing Bad
Cop to her.

She is
only allowed full access to Master’s house though. She can come
into ours but she has to ring the door bell and be let in. Now that
we have a baby in the house, only the regulars are allowed access
to her and she hasn’t earned that status yet, but she helps out in
the kitchen and with the washing up and the laundry, freeing Indy
up to help Chloe more with the baby, if I’m not there.







 


OUTDOOR
GIRL

 


 


I’m in
my suite in the Lodge at Kingswood, sitting at the dressing table
doing my makeup. Master and I have separate bedrooms within that
suite, so if Chloe is staying then she and I share a room. If she’s
not there, then I sleep in Master’s room with him (unless he has
company).

Today is
another Fox Hunt. The Masters and their slaves have gathered at
Kingswood for one of our regular hunts where the slaves are
released into the woods and the Masters hunt them down.

Master
knocks on the door and I yell, ‘Come in.’

He walks up behind me and suddenly stops as he sees my
reflection. ‘Fuck me … you look dangerous.’

‘Yes, I thought I’d shock everyone today. Be Brandy McPhee,
the Bitch Queen.’ I sit back and look at myself in the mirror.
Today I thought I’d go for a sort of Mad Max/Acid Queen look. My
hair is hairsprayed to hell, so it’s all standing up and spiky on
the top, my eyeshadow is jet black and comes to a point on the
bridge of my nose. My lipstick is black to match my
fingernails.

I stand
up and show Master my costume. Up top I’m wearing a short leather
jacket with nothing underneath, so if I unzip it you get flashes of
my boobs. The sleeves are pulled up to my elbows, revealing the
studded wrist bands I have on each arm, and a studded collar to
match. To top this off I’m wearing leather, fingerless gloves. On
my lower half I’m wearing a short, loose leather skirt and lace
panties, and Master has given me permission to wear self-supporting
stockings. (He normally doesn’t allow them because of the marks
they leave on your legs, but I’ll be riding a horse later, so
suspenders will be too uncomfortable.) On my lower legs I’m wearing
knee-length, high-heeled boots.

My
ensemble is all black, so I appear evil. I look like something out
of an 80’s movie about a post-apocalyptic, dystopian world, ruled
by biker gangs.

‘By God,’ says Master. ‘I don’t know about the guests but you
sure scare the hell out of me.’

I give
him a sneer, ‘Be afraid … be very afraid.’

‘You sure Outdoor Girl is up to this?’ he asks.

‘Yes, Home Girl is for home, at Kingswood I must be Outdoor
Girl.’ Just to explain if you haven’t read our other books.
Basically, inside I’m just a shy, frightened, little girl. When I’m
at Master’s house I can relax and be that person, as I know he is
there to protect me and keep me safe.

However,
over the years I was on my own, and since I have been his slave,
there are times when no matter how much it scares you, you just
have to put on your ‘big girl pants’ and deal with the outside
world. I have developed a persona to deal with those times, a tough
individual who doesn’t take shit from anybody, like when I am being
Brandy McPhee, or Kan-Kan or running Kingswood. I wear that persona
like a cloak and just get on with things.

Master
coined the nicknames, ‘Home Girl’ for when I’m at home and all meek
and mild, and ‘Outdoor Girl’ for when ‘I’m kicking ass and taking
names,’ as they say in the movies.

Today
I’m Outdoor Girl.

‘One of these days you’re going to realise that you
actually are Outdoor Girl,’ says Master. ‘Home Girl is just something you
hide behind to convince yourself you’re not worthy of being loved.
So you make yourself small and vulnerable and hope no one will
notice you.’

‘Anyway, enough of that, we haven’t drunk enough to have that
sort of conversation. I was speaking to Todd earlier. He says that
Luiz is making deals with his American movie studios for you to
appear in some of their films. Also he had approaches from German
porn studios who want you in their films. What do you think? Fancy
it?’

‘Will you be there? I don’t speak much German, just the little
that Viktor has taught me,’ I ask.

‘My German is a little rusty, so how about we take our pet
German, along as translator?’

‘That would make sense. So … you’re my manager, are you going
to agree to it?’

‘Now then, K, you know this is one of those things that I let
you decide for yourself. Think about it and let me
know.’

‘I would like to work in America for a bit. We’d have to wait
until Devon was old enough to travel so I can take Chloe along, but
Germany is close enough to pop home each weekend. Yes, I think I’d
like to do it.’

‘Good girl, I knew you’d say yes, so to give you a chance to
get acclimatised to all things German, I’ve booked us into that
pony ranch in Bavaria where we poached Viktor from. I’ve scheduled
it for the winter so I can run you in the snow, and we’ll get some
skiing in too.’

‘Sound fabulous. I can’t wait.’ I pause, ‘Will you be outside
with me today?’

‘I’ll be there but in the background … I’ll be looking after
the Masters who have slaves in the hunt but won’t be hunting
themselves. I told you, you’re Mistress of Kingswood and that’s
who’ll be running the hunt today. Just remember I love you and I
believe in you, and it’ll be all right. Oh, and one other thing …
wear that outfit when you come to bed tonight.’

‘Certainly, oh great Pervert Lord and Master of mine. I shall
do your bidding as always … and I love you too.’

‘Right, let’s go.’

We
travel down in the lift together and as we reach the lobby I have a
thought. ‘May I have one of your cigars, please? It’ll add to the
effect.’ He gives me a cigar and lights it for me. I puff on it to
get it going and then stride out onto the veranda of the Lodge,
where all the Masters who are taking part in today’s hunt are
gathered in the car park.

One of
the staff hands me a wireless microphone that is connected to the
PA system and then helps me up onto the small podium that I asked
for. The crowd notices me and their noise drops down to a murmur. I
look back and see Master standing in the corner, arms folded just
watching. I say nothing to the crowd, just puff on my cigar as I
look them over. They are obviously shocked as they were expecting
someone one else, not realising who it is under the dramatic outfit
and makeup.

‘Where’s Brandy McPhee,’ someone shouts from the crowd. ‘We
want to see her!’

Still I
say nothing, just turn around, lift my skirt up and lower my
panties, revealing my naked buttocks with the brand on. A roar goes
up from the crowd on seeing my bare arse as they realise who I am.
They start chanting, ‘Brandy, Brandy, Brandy.’

I lift the microphone, ‘All right
you fuckers! Settle down or I’ll have you all horse
whipped!’ which gets a cheer from them.
‘You’re here today to take part in the Kingswood Fox Hunt, so let’s
see the foxes.’

The stewards go to the corral and bring forth the slaves who
have been penned there, awaiting their release into the woods. I
search the crowd and finally spot Nicky, who is one of the foxes
today. ‘As you can see, as we are now into autumn and the
temperatures are not so warm, we won’t be running the slaves naked
this time. Each fox is wearing a fleece and a skirt. Under the
skirt they all wear crotchless, woollen tights, so you’ll be able
to slip your tiny dicks
into them without having to struggle with
underwear. You foxes on the front row, lift your skirts and show
the hunters.’ The foxes oblige and there is a nice display of
various coloured pussies on view.

‘Stewards, test the beepers.’ One of them presses a button and
the beepers go off on all of the foxes. This is so the hunters can
catch them, they have to stop and wait for them, if a hunter is
close enough to set her beeper off. Then they are free to be used
by the Masters. It also functions as a tracker and emergency alarm
should any of them get injured and require assistance. They all
carry a back pack with food, water and other essentials like
toilet paper. Something
I realised after my first hunt as a fox.

I decide
to give the crowd a thrill, so putting the cigar in the corner of
my mouth, I unzip my jacket and pulling it apart, stand with my
hands on my hips, holding my jacket open so my boobs are exposed,
showing all and sundry that my nipples are painted with lipstick,
the same black shade that my lips are. I must look like some kind
of sleazy hooker, which is the effect I’m going for.

The
crowd falls silent as I stand there brazenly flashing my tits, and
after a moment someone in the crowd asks, ‘Are you going to be
auctioned off again this time, Brandy?’

‘Not me, my Master has already booked an evening performance
with me tonight, a man of taste I might add … but there will be an auction. Nicky,
step forward and let the men see you.’ Nicky comes to the front of
the foxes. ‘Take your fleece off.’ Nicky does as ordered, leaving
her naked from the waist up. ‘This little beauty will be up for
auction after the dinner tonight, so I hope your wallets are
thicker than your dicks,
it’s for charity!’ This gets a big cheer from the crowd and I
motion Nicky to dress and go back into the foxes.

‘Okay you bunch of perverts, it’s time … RELEASE THE FOXES!’
The stewards hustle the foxes forward, and they all take off at a
run. Some of them run straight into the woods, whereas the more
experienced who have been on these hunts before run down the road,
heading for deeper into the site before going to ground.

‘Brandies for everyone,’ I call to the waiters who are
standing by with the traditional hunting cups, containing a shot of
brandy to toast the hunt.

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

‘Catch ‘em and fuck ‘em!’ comes back
the cry from all the hunters.

‘To your machines!’

Everyone
swigs down their brandy and then heads off to pick up their quad
bikes to chase the slaves through the woods. I gulp mine back and
call for my horse, which one of the stewards brings
forwards.

‘Tracker and radio?’ I ask him.

‘In the saddle bags along, with energy bars and water.’ Not
that I’m likely to need them as I can ride back to the Lodge any
time I get hungry.

I mount
the horse and I sit there proudly as I watch the hunters on their
quad bikes roar past. I’ll be joining them in a moment but for now,
I puff on my cigar as I ponder my situation. I’m the famous Brandy
McPhee, porn movie star, and my career is about to go
international. I have billionaires and members of royalty begging
me to sleep with them, I have a loving Master and husband who I
worship, I have a darling wife and a new baby. I have the world at
my feet.

On an
impulse I take off my jacket and stow it in the saddle bag. In the
cool autumn air my black-painted nipples stand out like bullets,
but that’s okay. One of my favourite pastimes is to run naked in
the snow so this will be no problem.

I look
back at the Lodge, and I see Master standing there with a big smile
on his face as he nods his head slowly in approval.

Master’s right, I am
Outdoor Girl!

I am Mistress of Kingswood!

And the world is my fucking oyster!

I blow a
kiss to Master then ride off, topless, into the woods to oversee
the hunt.

 


Life is
good.

 


 


 


THE END
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