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Master Roger and I are sitting on the Mezzanine of the mansion, on the first floor, taking afternoon coffee. It faces south and we get the afternoon sun as we sit in our easy chairs and view the grounds. They’re still a mess, all dug up as the landscapers do their work and also the plumbing for the fountain is being installed. It looks like the Somme out there, it’s no big deal at the moment though. The drive between my house and the mansion has been extended so we can still access the exterior road at the rear entrance of the estate. The house is completed and furnished, Master has settled in, Mr. Banerjee (Mr. B. as I call him) has arrived from Kuala Lumpur along with Ramla and Jalilah, so he’s being well looked after.

‘It was good of the planning committee to approve me building all this. You must have shagged Major Philips’ brains out to get him to push it through.’

‘Well I certainly gave the old goat his money’s worth and made his teeth rattle a few times, but it was probably more due to the fact that now the builders have finished the mansion, they are building a new community centre for the village.’

‘Yes, “The Robert Gilchrist Community Centre”, dad would have been proud.’

‘I still think it should be named after you, “The Roger Gilchrist Community Centre”.’

‘No, I wanted to do something to commemorate him. Besides, I want the Gilchrist name to live on somewhere, after all, once Devon grows up and marries if she takes his name, then the name of Gilchrist will die out.’

‘Well, we’ll just have to see that Chloe’s next baby is a boy, so your name can live on.’

‘And how do you witches plan on making that happen? You can’t just wish it you know. It’s up to nature to decide.’

‘We witches have our ways. Leave it to me and trust me ... she’ll give you a boy!’

Oh yes, perhaps I forgot to mention, Chloe, my beloved Elf, is pregnant again. I decided that we should have another baby, so I held Chloe down, kicking and screaming, while Master did the business on her. RELAX! I’M JUST KIDDING!

Elf and I discussed it and she said that she would like to have another child but she wanted to do it now, get all the breast-feeding and nappy changing out of the way while she was still young, instead of life getting back to normal and then having to go through it again in several years’ time. ‘Get it over and done with now,’ she said.

So we did what we did last time. Master, Elf and I would have long sessions together, where he and I both made love to Elf. Naturally it would actually be Master that impregnated her of course, as he was my soul mate, so virtually ‘me’, but as I was there involved in all the love going on, it was as if I was the “spiritual” father of the baby, whereas Master was the physical. That way we considered that the resulting child was a combination of all three of us.

Little does he know what we witches are capable of. Chloe and I consulted the all-knowing, all-seeing Internet for information (and we spoke to Indira who has a large family and the parents constantly tried to have boys, so she has some knowledge about these things.)

Apparently eating breakfast cereal is important (I’m guessing they don’t mean the likes of Sugar Puffs). Then there’s lots of citrus fruit and pickles, lots of things with potassium and zinc. We’ll give it a try anyway.

Nicky serves us our drinks and then he sends her away. ‘It’s about time you stepped up that girl’s training,’ he tells me. ‘She keeps dropping hints about how nice it would be to visit Bath again.’

I shudder. Bath is the town that houses the infamous “Dungeons” that The Society uses for its harshest slave training. Slaves are either sent there to be punished, to be conditioned for strict discipline to serve the harder Masters, or those, like myself, who ask to undergo the experience to qualify as a Red Tag slave.

‘Is she up for it?’ I ask.

‘When I first met her, she watched the daily videos of your training in the Dungeons and she wished she could be sent there by a Master who understood her needs. That’s why she signed on with us, but we’ve been neglecting her.’

‘I give her regular workouts in the Fun room but you’re right, we should be training her harder if she is to be Red Tag.’

Master sets out his game plan for her. ‘I want you to explain what we have in store for her, so she doesn’t think she’s being unduly punished. If she’s fully in agreement, take her out of this house during training, keep her at Kingswood. Take her off Reception and make her live in the pony girl stables. She is to be used there every day, loaned out to pull our guests around the site, and make sure that all of the pony trainers get to handle her, not just Viktor. I want her to experience a variety of trainers. Then according to whatever schedule you devise, she is to do physical training with you, daily runs, swimming and so on.

‘As part of her training I want you to book her in with the Whip Master regularly, as well as the Escape and Evasion guys. She doesn’t have to be hunted, just hand her over to the those guys to have their fun with her. Explain to all of them that she is in training for harsh times in the Dungeons, so she has to experience the worst before we send her there. Also arrange with Todd and Alan to have her fucked by their porno movie stars while they film it, I’ll pay their salaries. She hasn’t had much experience of being gang banged on film except for my private movies, so it will desensitise her for the Dungeons.’

‘Do you want me to train alongside her? You know, moral support and all that.’

‘You can train with her when you’re there if you like, but I want you to set it up in such a way that it’ll continue when you’re not present. I have other plans for you. Besides, I had to train you all by myself, whereas now we have a whole team of people who can do it to her, so why not use them?’

‘I’ll work out a schedule and then bring it to you for approval.’

‘That won’t be necessary, I trust you, you know what needs to be done and it’ll be taking place on Kingswood grounds, so it’s your responsibility. Work her hard and get her fucked plenty. In fact you could make her “Employee of the Week” regularly.’

Perhaps I should explain. After our wild Christmas party at Kingswood, when Master let anyone that wanted to, queue up and fuck me on the dining table, after the Christmas dinner, several members of staff came up to me and asked if we could do it again some time.

I was all for it (slut that I am) but Master pointed out that over time it would degrade my authority over the staff, and eventually I would just be considered as “The whore who runs the place” (which is true, but let’s not get into that now).

As an alternative, he made the counter proposal that we ask for volunteers among the females on the staff, and we hold a draw for one of them to be “Employee of the Month”. They would spend the day in a cabin, and anyone on the staff who wanted to have sex with them, male or female, could turn up at the cabin (singly or in groups) and have a go at them. No one gets turned away. This proved to be that popular and we had so many volunteers, that we had to change it to “Employee of the Week” as people were complaining that it would take too long for their turn to come around again.

(If I have pleased Master or if it is my birthday or something, he occasionally lets me be the “Employee” that week, but not too often, he keeps it as a special treat.)

‘But who will look after you while she’s gone, Master?’ I ask.

‘Don’t worry, I have Ramla and Jalilah to take care of my needs. I’ll be fine.’

‘Okay, Boss, you got it. I’ll treat the bitch mean and get her ready for Hell on Earth in the Dungeons!’ I say in a lousy American accent. ‘Now what is it that you have planned for me?’ I ask sweetly in my normal voice.

He picks up a document that has been lying face down on the coffee table and hands it to me. As it was face down I couldn’t see what it was. I can see now that it looks like a film script, the title is “Diamond Girl”.

‘That’s just a working title,’ he informs me. ‘Kind of a play on “Diamond Geezer”.’

I’m a bit disappointed as we had already agreed that I wouldn’t have to do any more porno movies, and now he has given me this film script. Still, he is my Master and I can’t argue with him, so I flick through the pages looking for the sex scenes, but I can’t find any.

‘They’ve only given you half a script here, where’s the rest of it?’ I ask.

‘No, it’s all there, I’ve read it.’

‘So where are the sex scenes? They’ve missed them out.’

‘There are no sex scenes, it’s a straight movie. No porno scenes, there will be a few love scenes where they’ll want you to get your kit off and pretend to have sex with someone, but we’re talking flashing tits and arse, not blow jobs and penetration.’

‘Just nudity?’

‘Well, there may be a few full frontal nude shots but it will all be done tastefully. Honestly, it’s a straight movie, Todd wants to branch out and do some serious work. He came up with this story and he’d like you to star in it.’

‘Why me?’ I ask as I’m not convinced this is genuine.

Master sighs. ‘You’re so hard to persuade ... the truth is probably it’s because you work cheap and you won’t mind flashing your tits for the camera. Okay?’

‘So this is for real?’

‘Yes. Todd wants to break out into real film-making. He will use Bluebird Films technicians and film crew but he’ll put it out under a different company name. He has reworked that story where you are the diamond thief who seduces her targets and then robs them. He wrote that and owns the copyright, so he can refilm it if he wants.

‘The truth is that no well-known actress would play the part once they know Todd’s background, so he thought of you. He says you’re a decent actress and you can handle the physical stuff, there’ll be some action scenes, and of course, you have to seduce your victims so there will be some love scenes. Love scenes, not porno scenes, so everything will be suggested, but he would like you to flash the flesh to make the movie easier to sell.’

‘Will this be in the cinemas?’

‘Possibly but to be fair it will most likely go to streaming or straight to DVD. But hey, people will still see you in a straight movie, that’s what counts. You’ll probably want to have another fake name though for this project, can’t call you Brandy McPhee, too many people will know that name and make the connection.’

‘What do you think I should call myself, Master?’

‘I’ll leave that up to you. Anyway, read the script, think about it, and I’ll back whatever you decide. Okay?’

‘Okay, Master, it’s a deal.’
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I’m at home today and I get a call on the intercom of the phone system to join Master Roger in the mansion. I excuse myself to Elf and warn her that he said that I might be some time. It’s a nice day and I walk to the mansion, there are little golf carts around but I prefer to walk.

I arrive at the mansion and Mr. B. tells me that Master is in his office with Lola. I go there, knock on the door and wait to be summoned. When I am, I enter the room, Lola flashes me a smile, but he doesn’t greet me as he normally does. I sense something is amiss, so I just stand at Attention in front of his desk.

‘Lola dear, would you finish what you are doing and join K, please?’

‘Certainly, Master, I just need to save this spreadsheet,’ she replies.

I can tell from his tone and the fact that he is keeping me at Attention, that something is wrong. He sounds a bit ‘cool’ but not angry.

We both wait patiently for Lola to finish up what she is doing and then she joins me, copying my standing at Attention, and staring straight ahead.

He waits for a moment, giving us time to get nervous and a little scared, before he speaks. ‘I took Lola to bed last night and although she was a pleasant companion, I noticed that the undergrowth was a little “bushy”. Did you explain to Lola the house rules regarding keeping one’s pussy hair trimmed short, when she first arrived, K?’

I reply, ‘I thought I had, Master,’ then I realise that I am dropping Lola in the shit by saying that, so I continue, ‘but obviously I didn’t do it well enough. Sorry, Master, it’s my fault and I’ll take responsibility.’

‘It certainly is your fault, you know well enough that training new slaves to House Gilchrist is your responsibility. I will think about a suitable punishment for you, but in the meantime Lola has to be disciplined for failing to keep to our standards. I want you to take her to her room, give her six strokes across her arse with a belt, then after she has showered, trim her pubic hairs properly to show her how it should be kept. Understand, both of you?’

‘Yes, Master,’ we both reply.

‘Lola, you mustn’t take this as being unfairly picked on, you’re just being reminded to adhere to the standards we require at House Gilchrist. And one more thing, K, make sure the camera in her room is turned on, I shall be watching on the monitor, so don’t try skipping any part of your instructions.’

‘Yes, Master,’ I reply.

‘Dismissed.’

I head for the door followed by Lola. We get to her room and I check that the surveillance camera is operating. They are in all rooms, ostensibly for security reasons, but it has always been known it’s so Master can keep an eye on anyone having sex in his house. He likes to watch ... and I like to be watched by him, so we make a good pair, everyone is happy.

I get a belt out of her built-in closet. Each of the slave rooms come equipped with a minimal amount of bondage and punishment devices, it saves Master having to bring his own along when he visits.

I tell Lola to strip. ‘Am I in serious trouble, Mistress?’ she asks, sitting on the bed.

‘No, not at all, this is just routine for new members of the household. It’ll take some time to learn all our ways and along the way you’ll be given a few “gentle nudges” to remind you. This is just one of those.’

‘Oh good, I’m relieved. I was scared that he might want to send me away ... I don’t think I could bear that, not after you’ve all made me feel so welcome ... and at home. I’ve never felt that anywhere before. Why is that do you think?’

‘I’ll tell you what I think ... I’m guessing that everywhere else you’ve ever been they just treated you as a mindless piece of fuck meat, purely there for their amusement. I never had a Master before but I did get in the hands of some ... very bad people, and that’s how they treated me. I wasn’t even human as far as they were concerned, and they treated me as such. So much that I came to believe it myself, so I let them use me in even worse ways.

‘But then I met Master Roger. We agreed that I would become his slave and even allow myself to be punished, firstly for his amusement and then for my desperate need to be used that way.’

‘But, Mistress, how is that any different from what happened to you before?’

‘Because despite all the sex and domination he puts me through ... or more honestly, the sex and domination he allows me to indulge in, he never forgets with any of his slaves, that underneath all the games and submission and desire for strong leadership, that there is a human being needing to belong somewhere or to someone. And he sees that in us ... he sees us, and that is why he makes us feel that we actually belong here, first as his slaves and then as his family. I think that in a way he needs us as much as we need him. Never let him hear you say that though.’

‘But the camera?’

‘It’s okay, that’s picture only, no sound.’

I kiss her gently on the lips. ‘It’s time for your beating. Stand at the end of the bed, and brace yourself against the metal bed end.’ She does that and I give her a moment to mentally prepare herself. ‘Ready,’ she says finally.

I take the belt to her, standing to one side so that Master can watch it on his monitor. I give her the six blows on her arse as instructed. I try not to hit her too hard but on her black skin it is hard to judge the result of each blow. She gives out a “huff” each time I hit her but doesn’t cry out, so I have obviously judged it correctly.

When I’m done I tell her to go and shower, (all bedrooms are ensuite) it’ll take the sting out of the whipping, which is why she is doing it after, not before. ‘And make sure you wash your pussy properly,’ I command.

While she is showering, I set out a towel on the bed and locate the “bush trimmer”, put it on the right setting and wait for her to return. Eventually she returns to the room and I tell her to sit on the towel and spread her legs. I kneel before her and trim her bush to the required length.

‘You see? That’s how long they should be, no shorter, Master doesn’t like it looking like a child’s pussy, and not so long that he “has to wade through the jungle with a machete”, as he puts it.’ I show her the correct setting on the trimmer.

‘Yes, Mistress. I won’t let it happen again, I promise. What do you think Master will do to punish you?’

‘Master Roger can be very devious. He will probably NOT do anything, sometimes he punishes me by forbidding me to do something I want, such as spend the day as a pony girl. Denial can be just as cruel as an act of punishment.’

I remain kneeling between her open thighs. ‘Anyway, the next thing you need to know is that strange, scientific phenomena where the act of trimming the bush may lead to it changing flavour and tasting different.’

‘What? That can’t be right, can it?’

‘Well, you can never tell, so it’s usually best to check, just to be on the safe side.’ I slide my hands up the inside of her thighs, opening her legs wider then I dip my head forward to taste her “honey pot”.

‘Are you sure Master would approve, this is supposed to be my punishment,’ she gasps as I plunge my tongue into her.

‘Carrot and stick,’ I tell her. ‘Carrot and stick. Why do you think he insisted on having the cameras on?’

‘I see ... I have so much to learn,’ she says as she lays back on the bed and surrenders herself to my tender ministrations.

Of course, when we have done and she is finished, I point out that my “pussy trim” is probably overdue and would she like to do the honours.

So we spend the afternoon trimming our pubes, and checking each other to make sure that our pussies taste the same afterwards.

Well, you can’t be too careful, can you?
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Nicky, Lola and I are off to London with Master. Other members of The Society Council are flying into London for a council meeting, one of them has asked Master if he can borrow me for few nights to share me with his latest mistress. As she is a hot new Asian film starlet, I naturally agreed (but would have done it anyway if ordered to by Master). Nicky is along for Master after he has handed me over to them, and Lola is the PA runabout, making reservations and so on.

‘Okay then, let’s move. We’ll be travelling in two separate cars as normal so you and Nicky can travel together, it’ll give Lola and me time to catch up on some paperwork.’

‘Oh ... can’t we travel together? There’s very little chance of having an accident that would kill both of us.’

‘That’s what my parents thought until it happened to them.’

‘Oh, God ... I’m so sorry I brought it up, please forgive me.’

He takes my hand. ‘Don’t worry, I know you didn’t mean anything. After all, there’s no reason why you should remember it, they weren’t your parents.’

‘But still...’

‘But still nothing. Now go outside and get in the car. I’ll see you in London.’ He kisses Nicky and I and sends us off.

On the way to London, Nicky is engrossed in her gossip magazines, so I stare out of the window and let my mind wander back to when Master told us about this coming trip.

He had summoned Nicky and I to his study, Lola was already there as that is where her work desk was. We three stand in front of his desk at Attention until he tells us to Stand Easy, so I know we’re not there for a bollocking. I glance at Lola and she still has her glasses on from where she was working on the computer. I think she looks cute in them but Master doesn’t so he tells her to only wear them when she needs them. I nudge her and she quickly pulls them off and hides them behind her back.

‘Now then girls, I have had a request from one of the other council members, a fellow named Liu Tsen. He’s based in Singapore but he’s coming to London for the council meeting. While he’s here he would like a threesome with K, himself and his latest mistress. Naturally I’ve said yes.

‘I of course will be attending these council meetings as well, so will require Lola to come with me as my PA. K will be there to please Liu Tsen and Nicky will come along to make up the numbers and to keep K company when she’s not otherwise occupied. She may also be required to surrender her virtue to any passing council member who takes a shine to her. Any questions?’

‘How long will he be here and will I be required to sleep with him just one night or throughout his stay in London?’ I ask.

‘We’ll play that by ear, be prepared for either.’

‘You say it’s his mistress, not his wife?’

‘Be glad it’s not. He’s in his 70’s so I don’t suppose he’ll be much of a powerhouse in bed, no matter how much Ginseng he takes. And his wife is the same age, so it wouldn’t be much fun sleeping with her. However, in the way of the world, rich men keep their wives happy with a large expense account while they shag around with whatever young ladies that want to climb the ladder, so he has had a string of young, juicy mistresses.’

‘Does that apply to you?’ I ask cheekily. ‘Do you have a bit on the side as well as me?’

‘Good Lord, woman, we’re not all as insatiable as you and your twisted appetites. I have enough of a problem satisfying all you women here on the estate as it is. I’m damned if I could deal with more pussy on the side. I’d have to be accompanied by a young man with a set of jump leads.’

‘Good. That’s the way it should be,’ I say firmly. ‘So what’s his mistress like then?’

‘This bit you’ll like. He has only gone and bagged himself a hot, up and coming actress on the Far East film circuit ... her name is Bim-Bim Tan. Here’s a picture of her and I’ll send you the links to her movies. She’s been his mistress for a few years now, and with his connections, he has been getting her bigger parts along the way. Now she’s a major sensation in that industry and she’s hitting it big time.’

I look at the picture of Bim-Bim Tan and then pass it to the other two. She is indeed lovely, I can see why Liu Tsen wanted her in his bed. She looks more Eurasian than pure Eastern, a delightful mix of east and west. I can’t wait to meet her.

‘We’ll travel down on the 14th. Probably only 4 days but pack for a week,’ he instructs us.

I’m brought back to reality as we sweep into the car park of the hotel. It’s a posh one of course, right in the centre of London and we pull up and disembark. As I step out of the car I look up at the hotel. It’s one of those from the Victorian (possibly Georgian) era, many storeys and the sign above the front entrance says THE SUMMIT HOTEL. I’ve never heard of it, you’d think a fancy hotel like this in the centre of London would be more famous. I look at Master and he informs me it’s a Society hotel and is only open to its members. That explains it.

While the porters bring in our luggage, Lola goes to Reception and checks us in. Master and I have a suite, and Nicky and Lola have a room each. (Nicky may have to ‘entertain someone’ you see.) All the council members are staying here apart from the ones based in London, so the hotel is pretty full.

While Lola is busy, Master tells us to wait in Reception while he wanders into the bar and says hello to those who have already arrived. Nicky and I take a seat and look around the lobby. You can see that there are other female slaves who like us, have been ‘parked’ while their Masters has gone off to speak to others. They are all expensively dressed and without fail, extremely gorgeous. I just wish I was as pretty as them, but nobody ever called me that except Master Roger. Still, at least we have Nicky and Lola along to uphold the good name of House Gilchrist.

Eventually Lola returns to us with the room keycards. I take Master’s and as I am a Society member in my own right, am free to walk into the bar, find him and pass him his keycard. Along the way I am recognised and cheerfully greeted by many of the council members (hardly surprising, I’ve slept with most of them). Then we girls set off to our rooms, followed by porters with the luggage.
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Once we’re settled in our rooms we meet in the lobby, for afternoon drinks in the bar. Once we are seated and have given the waiter our orders, Lord Glenreith comes over to greet us. We all stand up, Lola and Nicky do so because they are slaves and he is a Master. Strictly speaking neither Master Roger or I don’t have to as we are Society members, but as he is the President of the council we have to show a bit of respect, so we stand also.

‘Welcome, Roger, K, glad you could make it. We have a few important things to discuss at the meeting. A newish member wants us to open a new Society establishment in his country.’

‘I don’t know if that’s a good idea,’ says Master. ‘We run the risk of spreading ourselves too thin and no longer being exclusive, diluting the brand so to speak.’

‘Well, we’ll discuss that at the meeting tomorrow. While I’ve got your attention ... I don’t suppose K is available while you are here?’

‘Sadly no, my Lord, I’ve promised her to Liu Tsen during his stay ... Nicky is available though. You had the pleasure of her before and I think you found her enjoyable.’

‘Most enjoyable indeed. Yes, she will be a fine substitute. I look forward to seeing you later my dear, room 147. Pop along after dinner. K, it’s a shame, but another time perhaps?’

‘I look forward to it your lordship.’

‘Oh and by the way,’ says Master. ‘Just sex and bondage if you please, my Lord. I want to keep her unmarked as there’s no telling where she might end up on this trip and I don’t want to present her as damaged goods.’

‘Of course not, I quite understand. See you later, tonight everyone dines ad hoc but tomorrow night is the big formal dinner. I shall see you all then.’

‘This is a fancy hotel,’ I say to Master once Glenreith has gone. ‘Old fashioned, classy. How come no one knows about it?’

‘This was bought by a few members of The Society back in the dim, distant past. They wanted a place that members could meet in secret so our little peccadilloes wouldn’t be advertised to the whole world, as it would be if they used ordinary brothels and whorehouses. You know what the Victorians were like.’

‘Does The Society go back that far?’

‘There are some that say it stretches back to the old Hellfire Club in the caves around High Wycombe, but no one knows for sure. It wasn’t until Queen Victoria’s time that fees were charged, which meant that then lists of members had to be kept.

‘Anyway, once they actually bonded together as a Society, all wealthy men ... and a few women I might add, they had sufficient funds to begin buying places like this and others throughout England and then the Empire. Which is how come we have a foothold in most major countries, where England ruled or traded with.’

I say to him, ‘So I’m just a lowly cog in the machine that rolls on through time, property of a historic organisation that uses me for its pleasure. Just a pawn on the chessboard.’

‘Yeah, sorry about that,’ replies Master.

‘Oh no, I love it. It gives me a sense of history, of belonging to something that stretches back centuries. You know, that thing about belonging to something bigger than yourself. I actually feel I have a place in this organisation, no matter how small. I never had that before I met you. I thought I was just a little speck in the cosmos all by my lonesome, but now I have a place in the universe, a home, a family, somewhere I belong.’ I have to stop there as I’m getting all choked up.

Master takes my hand and Nicky offers me her hankie.

As a council member, of course the Duke of XXXXX is there and he comes over to say hello. We all stand up as he is a duke after all, and he waves us back to our seats.

‘Hello Roger. Ah good, I was hoping that you would bring Nan- ... er K along with you.

‘Your Grace, good to see you again.’

‘I have to go and talk to someone but I just popped over to see if perchance K might be around “after lights out” if you know what I mean?’

‘I’m afraid that she and Nicky are booked up for our trip. Lola here is my personal assistant and isn’t available to be handed out to other members as I need her around to deal with stuff. Besides, she hasn’t been trained in your particular proclivities, so would be of no use to you.’

‘No matter, the hotel usually has a few Doms on staff, I’ll see if one is free tonight. Anyway, must dash, talk later.’ And with that, he was gone.

‘Excuse me, Master,’ says Lola. ‘Exactly what sort of proclivities is it that you don’t think me capable of handling?’

‘K, explain it to her.’

‘Well Lola, our little dukie likes to be talked down to and then have his bottom spanked, followed by an orgasm. It takes a good deal of training in handling subs to master that.’

‘And what about “I’m not available to be handed out”?’

I look at Master and he takes over as it was his decision. ‘You see Lola, you came to us with a specific purpose, admin work for my Society commitments. Naturally I have full use of you as do all the members of my household, you are my slave after all. But I decided that unlike K and Nicky you were not to be handed over to anyone outside the family for their use, whereas they are available to be given to people on my whim, like pieces of candy.’

‘So you would never consider handing me over to anyone outside House Gilchrist?’

Master pauses but keeps eye contact with her, then says carefully, ‘Not unless you wanted me to.’

‘I am willing to serve my Master, in any way he thinks fit.’

He and I look at each other. We both realise what she is saying ... without saying it. ‘I see what K and Nicky do. It looks like fun and I want to do it too, but I’m too afraid to ask for it. However, if Master decides that I should do it, then it’s not my choice is it? So I have no need to feel guilty or ashamed ... I’m just obeying orders.’

He gives me a wink. It means that he is going to allow it but he is going to make her jump through a few hoops first to make sure she is sincere and not just carried away by the moment.

‘Very well ... I’ll consider it but first you have to convince me that you genuinely wish to allow yourself to be used that way. I’ll give you some time to consider your decision. If you decide to proceed then place a handwritten request on my desk, written with a fountain pen, when you are ready.

‘Then K and Nicky will introduce you to the art of pleasing others, and being subjected to multiple sex partners, where you will be treated roughly, as a sex object, while it is being filmed for my amusement. K will hand you over to various random people to have sex with. You will take them all on without complaint. As you haven’t shown any interest in being physically abused, except on my orders, you won’t be subjected to harsh whippings, pony girl training, etc. but you will be expected to start working out in the gym and abide by K’s training schedule. If you are going to be a full slave for me then you will have to meet my physical expectations.

‘Is that all clear?’

‘Yes, Master, whatever you wish for me I will accept and do my best to meet your standards.’

‘Good. K, see to that once we are back at the mansion. Have a training schedule drafted and ready for my approval, while we wait for her handwritten request.’

‘Certainly Master.’

‘Excellent, that’s all sorted then. Nicky, rustle up a waiter and order us some more drinks would you?’

I ask Master later, ‘What’s with insisting Lola writes her request with a fountain pen? You won’t allow them in the mansion, you don’t like them.’

‘I know, damned things leak everywhere. Ruined a couple of fine shirts they did,’ he replies. ‘We don’t have them, so she will have to make a special trip to a stationer’s to buy one. That means she will have to think about it carefully and not just write the letter on a whim. You remember the way I made you buy a diary to register all your mistakes so you could be punished for them later? I dictated the exact size and colour the book had to be, so you made a special trip to the shops to buy one matching my description. So it cemented it in your mind as a special item for a specific purpose.’

‘Oh, I get it. She will have to make the effort, so it won’t be an off the cuff thing, it will have some importance to her. Good job we stopped using a punishment book for me, it would be the size of a Gutenberg Bible by now.’
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BIM-BIM TAN
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As we are taking our ease in the hotel bar, later that afternoon, Liu Tsen comes up to our table, accompanied by Bim-Bim Tan. He’s your typical Asian type elderly male, short, wrinkled face, the Hollywood stereotype of the old Karate instructor, and you can just imagine him saying, ‘Wax on, wax off.’ While Master and Liu Tsen are saying hello and chatting, I get a chance for a closer look at Bim-Bim. Master invites them both to join us at the table, and as Master makes the introductions, Bim-Bim and I check each other out.

She is indeed beautiful, a wonderful mix of eastern and western genes. She is older than I thought from watching her movies, around 30 I would say, not as young as she appeared in the movies I watched, but then a) the earlier ones are a few years old and b) it’s a wonder what they can do with makeup and camera tricks in movies these days. 

We are sitting on opposite sides of the table so I can’t speak to her but we look each other over and I am satisfied with what I see, lovely face, good figure, nice boobs although they do look artificially enhanced, I look forward to finding out. She seems satisfied with what she sees of me and gives me a pleasant smile.

‘So, Roger, to the arrangements. After we dine together this evening, I would like your Miss K, to dominate Bim-Bim and make love to her while I watch. No BDSM, maybe a little bondage and light spanking, nothing serious, but just to take her forcefully, control her, make her submit to K. It’s a long held fantasy of mine. Then at some point I will join in and take the opportunity to ... enjoy Miss K myself. We’ll be here for two nights, so I would wish her services for both of those nights. Is that satisfactory?’

Master looks at me, ‘You got that?’

‘Yes, Master.’

In any other situation they would be having this conversation in furtive undertones, but here at the Summit Hotel, surrounded by a collection of perverts, no one overhearing us would bat an eyelid.

‘Tell me, Roger, would you like to watch? Bim-Bim is quite beautiful and entertaining to watch. You may bring along any of your companions, if you wish.’

‘Well, Nicky here will be busy with Glenreith, I’ve already promised her to him, but if you don’t mind, I’ll bring along my PA,’ he replies, indicating Lola.

‘As you wish. Very good, that is our arrangement made. Now I would like to ask a personal favour.’

‘Go ahead.’

‘While I am kept busy with council affairs all day tomorrow, Bim-Bim will be left by herself. Not knowing London at all, I wouldn’t like her to just wander around alone, trying to keep herself entertained. Do you think I could ask if your girls here would look after her for me, and keep her company?’

‘K?’ asks Master.

‘It will be our pleasure, Master Liu. We may not know much about London either, as we don’t live here, but most importantly we do know where all the shops are, so I can assure you she will be entertained,’ I confirm.

‘That is kind of you, Miss K. I am most grateful. So Roger, shall we say dinner in the dining room at ... 7 o’clock? I have booked the table but perhaps you could let Reception know how many will be dining, I wasn’t sure how many you would bring with you.’

‘Certainly, Liu, leave it to me.’

‘Until later then. Come Bim-Bim.’

~~~
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We all drink plenty of wine at dinner. Well, it’s not like Bim-Bim and I are going to suffer from Brewer’s Droop, is it? I also get to hear her speak properly instead of just a word or two. She has perfect English with just a slight accent. After the men smoke their cigars and let their dinner go down, Master sends Nicky off to serve Lord Glenreith, while the remaining five of us make our way upstairs. I stop off at our suite to pick up a few items and then join them in Liu Tsen’s suite.

Like us, they have a lounge with sofas, armchairs, coffee table, and over by the window a dining table. Double doors lead off to two bedrooms with King-sized beds. Liu, Lola and Master are seated on the furniture watching.

I put my bag on a chair and approach Liu Tsen. I bow to him and formally ask him, ‘Shall I take control of Bim-Bim now, Master Liu?’

‘Yes, please. From now on, she is yours to do with as you please.’

‘Go to the bathroom girl and use the bidet, then come back here.’

While she is doing that, I take the items out of my bag and lay them on the coffee table. When she returns, I position her so that the spectators can get a good look at the proceedings. I stand looking at her, my arms folded and issue the command, ‘Strip ... but slowly, take your time for our audience.’

Off comes the dress, followed by her shoes. Taking off her high heels while I’m still wearing mine, now puts her several inches lower than me, which is good. Not only does it put her at a psychological disadvantage, but I love smaller women, which I why I lust after Elf so much.

Next I point to her bra which she removes. I cop a feel of her breasts, giving them a gentle squeeze, they’re natural all right, I guess I was wrong. Us women prefer to play with each other’s natural tits, but as a man said once, ‘Fake tits, real tits, they all taste the same!’

Next on my command she removes her knickers. She’s not a slave, just the kept mistress of a Master, so she won’t be trained to understand commands like ‘Display’ so I just tell her to put her hands on her head.

I inspect her nakedness, enjoying the sheer light brown, Eurasian beauty of her. I run my hands over her body, pinching, squeezing, stroking, assessing her body as if she were a slave that Master was going to buy. Then I turn her around several times so the audience can ‘get a good look at the merchandise’ so to speak.

This is all being done to belittle and humiliate her, and establish my dominance over her. Master has had me do it to many men and women before, usually at their spouse’s request (well, I don’t tell you everything in these books, just the highlights).

It’s for that reason I’m keeping my clothes on for the time being. I know from experience that to be naked in the hands of a fully clothed person, makes you very conscious of the fact how vulnerable you are, and only adds to the fear (and excitement) of the moment. They even have websites relating to this very subject.

‘Put your hands down and stand up straight,’ I tell her. Then I pick up some of the items from the coffee table and start putting them on her. First the thick leather collar, followed by the leather wrist cuffs. Next I use a carabineer to fasten the cuffs together in front of her. Lastly I clip the leash to the collar.

‘Now then girly, you heard Master Liu, you are mine for the night to do anything I wish. From now on you will call me, Mistress and you will obey every command I give you quickly and without complaint. Can you do that?’

‘Yes, Mistress.’

‘I’m not sure that I believe you, you look like the rebellious type. Maybe I should give you a good spanking first, just to show you what’s in store for you if you cross me.’

‘Oh no, Mistress, I wouldn’t do that, I promise.’

‘Nevertheless. Unzip my dress.’

I turn my back to her and she unzips it all the way down and I let it fall to the floor before stepping out of it. Before we went to dinner, I showered and put on my black bra and panties, and black self-supporting stockings. I had special permission from Master to wear those. He doesn’t normally permit them but when you’re in a clinch with someone, the suspenders can get a bit uncomfortable so he allowed it tonight. ‘Fold it neatly and put it on the coffee table.’

It’s not easy with her hands bound but she manages finally.

I sit on the spare sofa, facing the audience across the coffee table. ‘Come here girl. Lay across my lap.’ She shuffles into position and parks herself comfortably across my knees. Then I proceed to give her a good, hard spanking. I look at Liu Tsen at one point and his eyes are sparkling, as his fantasy comes true.

When her arse is good and red, I make her get off and stand up, and I do too. ‘Did you like that, girl?’

‘No, Mistress,’ she answers truthfully.

‘But did you understand the message I was giving you?’

‘Yes, Mistress. If I don’t obey you I will be punished.’

‘Very good. Now remove my bra and panties.’ Once she has done that I unclip her wrists and refasten them behind her back.  I pull her to me and give her a long passionate kiss, which she responds to, pushing her tongue into my mouth, as our bodies rub together.

When we break I tell her to fetch a towel from the bathroom. She returns a moment later holding a towel behind her. I take it from her and put it on the sofa. I sit on it and pull her to her knees between my open legs by the leash. I grab her head and pull her closer to me, feeding my boobs into her mouth, one at a time, having her switch every couple of minutes.

After a time, I slowly push her head down my belly to my pussy. ‘Lick it,’ I command. As good as her word, she doesn’t complain and quickly dives in. I can tell by her performance that this is not a new experience for her and she is well accustomed to ‘lunching in the downstairs restaurant’ as Master calls it. The rhythm of her tongue strokes, along with the way she swirls the tip around ‘the little man in the canoe’ soon has me getting hot and heavy. But it’s too soon for that, the show mustn’t end too soon.

(Sorry about all the euphemisms, but I’m trying to keep it classy.)

I pick up the strap on dildo and hold it up to Master Liu. He nods his head eagerly, so with Lola’s help I strap it on. Bim-Bim watches me nervously (or maybe she’s acting, I don’t know). I seat her next to me and then I go to work on her, devouring her body, from her mouth, to her breasts, to her oh so wet pussy. I taste her in the way she tasted me and we both found it pleasurable.

I undo her wrist cuffs and position her on her hands and knees on the sofa, so Master Liu can get a very good look at us as I enter her from behind and fuck her. Gently at first, then harder as Master Liu urges me on. Bim-Bim is bucking and moaning beneath me as I plough deeply into her, repeatedly, until with a shuddering moan, she goes over the cliff edge.

She collapses on the sofa and I stroke her hair, telling her she’s, ‘A good girl.’

At this point Master Liu says, ‘I think we should take it into the bedroom now, Miss K. Roger would you like to stay or would you prefer to take this black beauty away and give her the benefit of your experience?’

We all know what he means. ‘Will you go away now so I can fuck your wife in peace?’ Master can take a hint and with a final glance at me, he and Lola make their exit.

‘Miss K, would you take Bim-Bim into the bedroom please, and I will join you in a moment.’

I take the leash and lead Bim-Bim into the bedroom, playing with her as we wait for Master Liu to join us, which he soon does. He has stripped off and is just wearing a silk robe. ‘Please continue,’ he urges me.

I’ve hooked her wrist cuffs around the central post of the bedhead, so she is laying there, arms stretched above her head. I am laying on one side of her and he joins us, laying on the other side, just watching for some time. As I am busy fingering her, he removes his robe and kneels over her, cock pointing at my face. He has the saggy, baggy old body you would expect of a 70 year old man. His cock is what I know is usual for eastern men, having been banged senseless in a Kuala Lumpur brothel before now, small compared to western men, but I am just a fuck toy whore, there to serve my superiors, so I take it in my mouth and suck on it.

He enjoys this for a time before laying down on his back. I climb aboard and slide him into me. I ride him, up and down, up and down, as I continue to play with Bim-Bim, I want to keep her on the boil. I ride him until I can feel him getting ready to come. His breathing is getting heavier and I feel with my hand his balls pulling up tight to the base of his cock. I don’t want him to come inside me as I want her to eat me some more, so I lift myself off and take him in my mouth again. In a short while he shoots his load into my willing mouth and I swallow it down gleefully, happy to have brought pleasure to a Master, after all, that is my purpose in life.

He lays there getting his breath back while I uncuff Bim-Bim and we happily fool around. Once he has his strength back he says, ‘Well thank you girls for the exhibition tonight. Miss K, it was an honour to watch you in action, Bim-Bim you played your part brilliantly, thank you both. I must go to sleep now, but you young things stay and play with my blessing. Good night.’ And with that he toddles off to the other bedroom to go to sleep.

We both watch him go. I’m surprised, as I thought that he would want to watch a lot longer.

‘Can we drop the Mistress bit now, please? We were only doing that for the old man’s benefit,’ she asks.

‘Erm, sure. So you’re not into the BDSM side of things, then?’

‘Good god, no. I only do these things to indulge the old man’s fantasies. He has all sorts of scenarios that he has me acting out so he can watch. Innocent virgin’s first time, a nun getting violated by the priest, bandits capture me and take me their camp where they take it in turns with me, that sort of thing.’

‘And what do you get out of this?’ I ask.

‘A very large expense account, travel around the world ... and occasionally I get to meet someone like you.’

‘So I suppose you’ll want me to go now as well?’

‘Oh no, I want you to stay, I’m a big fan of yours too. I just want to drop the Mistress and slave play acting. After all there’s just the two of us now. I noticed that you haven’t even come once yet.’ She reaches down and grabbing the strap on dildo, gives it a shake. ‘And you haven’t used this nearly enough for my liking. Why don’t I make you come, and then we can discuss how many holes of mine you can fit this thing into?’

‘Sounds like a plan,’ I say and stick my tongue down her throat.
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After a very pleasant night with Bim-Bim, I go back to our suite and after a quick shower, join the others for breakfast. Nicky has also returned by this time. Of course I had to give Master the full details of what happened after he left.

‘So it wasn’t real then, she’s not a submissive?’ asks Master.

‘No, she’s just playing out his fantasies in exchange for being a kept women. Now where have I heard that story before, I wonder?’ I ask.

Anyway, around 10 o’clock all the men wander off to their council meeting and Bim-Bim comes to join us for a shopping expedition, around London. We go to all the famous places that out-of-towners like us go to, Harrods, Liberty London, Harvey Nichols, Selfridges and so on, before stopping at The Savoy for afternoon tea.

As we sit around sipping tea and munching on tiny sandwiches and cakes, I dare to ask Bim-Bim a question that has been puzzling me. I probably shouldn’t ask but after being intimate with her all last night, I do feel that I know her somewhat, a kindred spirit.

‘Bim-Bim forgive me if you think I’m out of order, and you don’t have to answer but ... why are you with Liu Tsen? You’re a movie star after all.’

‘It’s precisely because I am with Liu Tsen that I’m a movie star. You are all slaves of Mr. Gilchrist are you not?’

We all agree. No reason not to, we’re not ashamed of the fact. In truth I’m proud of it.

‘In a way we are all kept women, so I’ll tell you the truth. I started out trying to get into acting professionally, did walk on parts or a line or two in plays, but most directors or producers wanted a piece of your ass in exchange for a job.

‘I got fed up of being hungry and decided that I would join the game, so I began working my way up the ladder by fucking directors, male and female, basically anyone that could get me a good role. I started off in soap operas or bit parts in low-budget movies, but then I seemed to hit a brick wall, couldn’t get any further.

‘Then one day Liu Tsen tracked me down and made me a good offer. He’d seen me in one of those “schlock horror movies” and taken a shine to me. Everyone in Singapore knows about him and his reputation, so I knew what he meant even though he couched it in nice sounding terms. Basically he was after a new mistress, but as I found out it also included acting out his fantasies by letting his friends and business partners use me, while he watched. So I agreed to become his mistress and let his friends fuck me, in exchange for him using his contacts to get me into bigger and bigger roles. Eventually the press picked up and on me and I became a big movie star.’

‘And that doesn’t bother you?’ asks Lola, the naïve one amongst us.

‘No, not at all. Look at it this way, I’d already sold my virtue sucking dick and spreading my legs to get my feet on the ladder. Now I had the chance to take the elevator straight to the top floor. All it would cost me is having to have sex with strangers. Sure I didn’t get to pick them but a cock is a cock. Right, K?’

‘It is that,’ I agree. ‘I made the same deal with Master Roger, if it means the difference between eating cold baked beans out of a tin, or ordering caviar on room service, I know which side I would choose, if I had to choose again.’

‘Me too,’ says Nicky.

Bim-Bim gives me a serious look. ‘I’m so glad you understand, K. Sometimes I feel a bit of a whore, so it’s nice to talk to someone who has lived a similar life to the one I had, and made the same decisions. It makes me feel vindicated in my life choices.’

I tell her truthfully, ‘Relax, Bim-Bim, I’m a whore, Nicky is a whore and Lola wants to be a whore. You’re amongst friends.’ I put my hand on her knee and she puts her hand on mine. I feel her tremble and she parts her knees slightly.

I realise that a) I have made a new friend and b) I am going to give her such a fucking tonight.

We have the formal dinner that night and then Bim-Bim and I just make love normally without the Master/slave act, while Master Liu watches, joining in occasionally. We must inspire him as he fucks me twice that night, then retires, leaving the two of us to have our fun.
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SEND HER TO THE DUNGEONS
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The following week when we are back at House Gilchrist, Master, Nicky and I are lying in Master’s bed after spending the night together. He sends Nicky off to get us all some breakfast. She slips out of bed and putting on a robe, she pads off to do his bidding. He turns to me lying next to him (he was screwing both of us last night – the man’s insatiable). ‘How’s Nicky’s training coming along? I’ve got her booked in the Dungeons in a few weeks.’

‘Fine. I’ve been working her hard in the gym and the running track for weeks and I’ve got the week ahead planned out ... Lola and her are pony training in the mornings, afternoons I have-’

‘Wait a minute ... I said I didn’t want Lola trained as a pony girl.’

‘No, no, Master, you misunderstand, I’ve trained Lola in how to be a pony cart driver. She sits up on the cart holding the reins, while one of us pony girls pulls the cart around. I thought it might come in useful on occasion to have her know how to handle a cart. Besides, letting her be a part of Nicky’s training makes her feel more like a part of the family. She really appreciates that.’

‘Oh I see, good thinking, very smart. That’s why I love you ... please continue.’

‘So, pony training for Nicky in the mornings, session with the Whip Master after lunch, then I hand her over to the actors from Bluebell Studios to use her for the rest of the afternoon. Men and women ... lots of fucking, you know the routine.’

‘Sounds good. Okay, keep that up until the end of the week and then give her next week off, no duties just a week of rest and relaxation. She’ll need it as the following week we’ll take her to Bath and put her in the Dungeons. Get Lola to make the reservation for you, me and our security detail at the Society hotel.’

‘Oh, so you are coming then? I wasn’t sure.’

‘Of course I am. What did you feel like when you saw me waiting for you in Reception at the Dungeons?’

‘I felt so relieved that my Master had come to rescue me. It meant that I didn’t have to be afraid any more as you had come to take me home.’

‘Exactly. A situation like this is an important moment in a slave’s life. It has to be her Master that takes her to the Dungeons, it’s not the sort of thing that you can delegate. She has to know that I’m only a phone call away down the road. And by the same token it has to be the Master that comes to “rescue her” as you put it. These are important psychological moments to a slave and have to be handled carefully.

‘Likewise when we bring her home ... you were pretty freaked out for a week or so and she’s not as tough as you are. She’s probably going to need a lot of TLC from me, from you and the rest of the household, while at the same time giving her plenty of space to deal with it.’

Something inside my chest twists ... I so love that man for his understanding of a slave’s psyche. Unlike many Masters he genuinely cares about his slaves ... his pets you might say ... and what happens to our minds as well as our bodies. Not many Masters are like that, only the great ones.

He sees the tears in my eyes and he holds me to him until Nicky returns with the tea and toast and the moment passes.
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The convoy waits for us outside the mansion while Master has a final word with Nicky before we depart for Bath. The previous two weeks have gone as planned, a final week of hard training and then a week relaxing and being pampered in the Kingwood Spa. Now it’s time to take her to the Dungeons in Bath. At Master’s urging, I spent the night with her as he said it wouldn’t be a good idea to leave her alone to get more frightened.

He puts his hands on her shoulders and gives her that “father figure” attitude. ‘Now look, Nicky, we’re only doing this because you asked for it. I’m not making you do it and it’s not too late to pull out.’

‘No Master, I’ve given this a lot of thought and it’s something I must do. I’ve wanted to push myself like this ever since I learned about the Red Tag. I want to do it, I want to be like Mistress K.’

‘Very well then. I should point out a couple of things that you must remember. First, we will be just down the road at the hotel. You can pull out of training any time you want. Just ask to be withdrawn, or mark a big X on the wall of your cell. They will call me immediately and we’ll come and get you. We’ll be getting recordings of your training sessions every day and if I think you are cracking or they are going too far, I’ll pull you out.

‘Second, as this means so much to you, think long and hard before you quit. They won’t give you the afternoon off and start again next day, neither will they let you reapply later. Pass or fail, it’s a one and done thing.’

‘I understand, Master. I’ll do my best.’

He gives her a hug and a passionate kiss. Then he turns to me and asks, ‘Any tips you want to pass on from your experience?’

I take Nicky’s hand and tell her, ‘You’ll be all right, they won’t do anything to you that we haven’t already done. That’s why we’ve been hard on you, to prepare you for it. You’ve seen the videos of my Red Tag training so you know what to expect. If you want to get on, just do everything they tell you and don’t fight them. And remember ... we’re just up the road, we’ll come and get you anytime they call us.’

I give her a hug and a kiss and she wipes away a tear as she thanks us.

Once all is said and done, we go outside to the waiting cars. We are travelling in four SUV’s (the security people insisted on us giving up travelling in the Mercedes, so now we only go in fortified SUV’s with tinted windows) one ahead, followed by Nicky and I, behind us is Master’s vehicle and a further SUV bringing up the rear. Each vehicle has a security man as the driver and another riding shotgun. I’m travelling with Nicky to give her moral support and she grabs my hand tightly as we set off.
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The convoy pulls up outside the Georgian mansion overlooking Bath. Nicky and I wait for Master to open our door and beckon us out. ‘Last chance to quit,’ he says to Nicky.

‘No chance, Master, I’ve waited too long for this, I’m not quitting now.’

‘Good girl, that’s the spirit. Keep that up and you’ll be fine.’ He turns and we follow him to the front door of the house which opens as we approach. ‘Mr. Gilchrist?’

‘Yes, here to see Mr. Parry.’

‘You’re expected, please follow me.’ He leads us past Reception, down a long corridor to a door at the end marked MANAGER. He knocks and someone yells, ‘Come in.’ He opens the door and ushers us in.

Mr. Parry is standing behind the desk, waiting to greet us. ‘Mr. Gilchrist, nice to see you again.’

‘Mr. Parry,’ replies Master, curtly. I know he doesn’t like Mr. Parry from the way I was treated last time he was here. Unconsciously I feel my own fist curling into a ball and I have an overwhelming urge to smash it into Parry’s smug, bloody face, but I know that would ruin things for Nicky, so I resist.

Without waiting for an invitation, Master motions me to sit and then does the same himself. I can see it annoys Parry but I can see what Master is doing, he’s establishing his superiority over Parry in his own domain. Nicky remains standing.

Parry asks, ‘Just the one girl for training is it?’

‘Yes, my girl Nicky is here to be trained. Here’s her certificate declaring her STD free.’ He hands it to Parry.

Parry checks it and puts it in a file. Consulting the file, he says, ‘From now on she will be known as Prisoner number 3, nothing else. You’ve removed all metal objects from her, rings, nipple studs and so on. Also removed any false teeth and internal contraceptive devices?’

‘Yes,’ Master confirms. ‘And I’ve also given her a briefing on the rules here.’

‘That wasn’t necessary, we have our own indoctrination session. So if you’d like to say goodbye to her I’ll have her processed.’

Master and I stand up and give her a hug. ‘Don’t forget, we’re only a phone call away,’ he reminds her. Parry presses a button on his desk and one of the staff enters the room. ‘Take Prisoner number 3 away to be processed.’ He orders Nicky to follow him and leads her away. With a backwards glance, she nervously follows him.

Master turns to Parry, ‘We’ll be expecting daily recordings of her training. I’ll send one of my men to pick them up each day.’

‘Of course,’ replies Parry.

‘Oh, and one other thing ... as a council member I don’t expect my girl to be given any special treatment. Just handle her the same way you do all the others.

‘And ... also I don’t expect my girl to be given any special treatment. By that I mean that I don’t want you being extra hard on her because of what happened last time between us. Should that happen then you will be more than sorry ... as a council member I can sack you on the spot and you’ll never work for The Society, or any similar organisation again. You’ll be lucky if you can get a job as a car park attendant in the Outer Hebrides. Do I make myself clear, Mr. Parry?’

‘Crystal clear, Mr. Gilchrist,’ he replied through gritted teeth.

‘Good, I’ll expect to start receiving the recordings tomorrow then.’

‘Without fail, Mr. Gilchrist.’

‘The unedited versions of course. Just the raw footage.’

‘Absolutely.’

‘Good day, Mr. Parry.’ Master opened the door and motioned me out.

On the way to the car I tell him, ‘I’ve just remembered why I love you.’

‘Well ... it was either that or let you punch him, so I opted for the diplomatic choice.’

We climb into his SUV. When the security guys query it, he tells them, ‘We’re only going a couple of miles, it’s when we travel long distances that we need to worry about it.’

When we book into The Society hotel, he tells the detail, ‘Okay, while we’re here I want two guys around at all times, in the hotel or when we go into town, work out a rota. The rest of you can enjoy the delights of Bath. Just stay in contact.’
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So we spend the week seeing the sights of Bath in the morning (a lovely town by the way). After lunch, we return to the hotel where yesterday’s recording of Nicky’s training is waiting for us. We order up some bottles of wine and watch the video. We’re both fascinated by it. I recognise some of the guards but it’s been a few years since I was in the Dungeons so there has obviously been turnover of staff along the way and most of them are new faces to me.

Some of the techniques for torture are new to me as well, they never did some of the things we witness to me so I keep a pad and pencil next to me and take notes of anything either of us find interesting and want to explore later.

In the evenings we either go out to dinner, or order room service. Either way we usually end up watching the video again later and fucking like rabbits. I must admit watching Nicky being put through her paces makes me jealous and I wish that it could be me in there. Master sees this because he knows me so well and asks, ‘Do you want to go back to the Dungeons?’

‘Not exactly, but sometimes I just miss being at the mercy of some complete strangers who will do God knows what to me. I mean you let Viktor and the Escape and Evasion guys have me, plus you give me a workout regularly and I love it, but it misses the fear of the unknown which is often the most exciting bit. “Who are they? What do they want? How will they treat me?” All very exciting I can assure you.’

‘Well, we’ll have to see what we can do about that. I can’t have my number one slave being unsatisfied. Leave it with me.’

Eventually, Nicky’s graduation day comes and after sending me shopping for some goodies for Nicky to eat on the journey home, the convoy drives to the Dungeons to pick her up.

We wait in Reception while Nicky is brought out to us. Mr. Parry comes out to greet us, trying to get on Master’s good side, but apart from the social niceties Master ignores him.

When they bring Nicky out she is washed and her hair combed and she is wearing her own clothes. Parry steps forward and says, ‘It gives great pleasure to award you this Red Tag and the certificate showing that you have completed the training.’ He holds it out to her but she seems slightly dazed and unsteady on her feet so Master takes it and puts his arm around her to steady her.

He holds out his hand and asks for yesterday’s video (in case they thought he wouldn’t check the last day and try to get away with something). Parry rushes to get it and hands him the USB drive. ‘Here you are Mr. Gilchrist, you’ll see that we treated her exactly the same as the others, as promised.’

‘You’d better have,’ is all he says in reply, then he heads off, his arm still around Nicky, guiding her. When we get to the car, he puts her into his and the three of us have a few moments together.

‘How bad was it?’ he asks her.

‘It was pretty horrid,’ she replies. ‘But I’d seen Mistress K’s video so I knew what to expect, and you’d trained me well to deal with it. Besides ... I knew you were only a phone call away.’

‘You’ll travel with me,’ he tells her. ‘There’s some food here for you.’

‘Thank you Master, I’m ravenous. I was hungry all the time. May I eat something now please?’

‘You go ahead.’ He turns to me and says, ‘You’ll be on your own on the way back but I need to be with her now, she needs her Master beside her.’

We kiss and then mount our vehicles and the convoy moves off. When we stop on the motorway for a comfort break I pop my head into Master’s vehicle to see how Nicky is doing but she’s sound asleep, so we leave her that way.

When we reach home, he gently wakes her and leads her into the mansion, where he tells Ramla and Jalilah to bathe her, give her a massage if she wants one, and to then put her to bed in his bed. She will sleep with him tonight.
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Master keeps Nicky in his bed for a few day until she’s settled down, (he doesn’t have sex with her) and then he orders her to take it easy for the next week or so. Some days she mooches around the spa at Kingswood, getting pampered, other days she stays in her room at the mansion, watching the videos of her time in the Dungeon.

Master gave her the Red Tag medallion to wear on her collar and she does so with pride (and quite right too. It’s quite an achievement earning one of them, not many slaves do, and the fact that Master owns TWO Red Tag slaves, increases his standing in The Society no end.)

I look in on her every day, sometimes I just find her curled up in bed crying, so I slide in next to her and just hold her. It’s all I can do really, you can’t “pull” someone out of this funk they are in, they have to do it themselves.

We are well into the second week since her return. She seems more cheerful and she goes running every day. I see her working out in the gym really hard. Master and I are beginning to get a bit worried about her until one day, he and I are sitting on the mezzanine, drinking coffee and enjoying the view, when she strides up to us carrying a whip. She places it gently on the table before us and says calmly, ‘This Red Tag slave will be waiting in the Fun room for her Master and her Mistress to punish her for being absent for so long, and for having sex with other people, whenever it is convenient for them.’ With that she turns and walks to the lift. We watch the indicator show that she has gone down to the basement, where the Fun room is.

We look at each other. ‘Is it convenient?’ I ask.

‘Hmm ... let’s wait a bit. She obviously wants to build up a bit of nervous tension before we go to her. We’ll finish our coffee and then go down. Glad to see she’s back with us.’

‘Me too ... me too.’
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SNOOKERED
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It’s Sunday and Chloe, Indira, Pete and I are having a lazy brunch. Although Indira prepares the big meals for the mansion, Master’s Malaysian girls are more than capable of making breakfast for him, so he breakfasts there each morning now. I’m lazily munching on my toast, drinking coffee and reading the Sunday papers, when I come to the local rag, with a shocking headline:

‘Local orphanage may close due to financial difficulties.’

Chloe, who has her head on my shoulder, reading along with me, asks, ‘That’s the one that you give Kingswood charity donations to, isn’t it?’

‘Yes it is,’ I confirm. Every time we have something like a Fox Hunt or a slave auction (just for fun) we give whatever money we raise to the Merrivale Orphanage. Now it looks as if it might close. I frantically scour the story to see what is going on but there are no obvious answers, just ‘journo speak’ – financial climate, dwindling donors, blah, blah, blah. I mean, we give plenty but it’s just a drop in the ocean to what an establishment like that needs to survive.

I stand up, picking up the paper and waving it in the air. ‘This cannot happen, I will not let it happen. I’m going to see Master Roger, we’re rich now, we should be able to do something to help them out. I don’t know when I’ll be back ... I may have to have sex with him to persuade him.’ And with that I head off for the mansion.

Within the bounds of the estate the security people we employ guard the boundaries, so there’s no need for them to follow us around inside, I march off to the mansion with no distractions, so I’m in a high temper by the time I get there. I let myself in the back way and Mr. B. appears before me.

‘Good day, Mistress, can I help you?’

‘Where is he?’

‘He is in the games room with Miss Lola, but I don’t think he wants to be disturbed.’

‘Tough, this is important.’

‘But Mistress, it is my job to see that the Master is not disturbed when he is ... busy. And that overrules even our relationship.’

I grab him by his immaculately tied tie and tell him in a low growl, ‘Mr. B. the next time I have you in the Fun room, I shall whip your balls so hard your male grandchildren will still be limping. Do I make myself clear?’

‘Yes Mistress ... besides, he has been in there a while so he probably doesn’t need privacy any more. Go right in.’

I barge into the games room. It is dark, the blinds are drawn and the only light is hanging over the snooker table, like they do in snooker halls. Lola is topless, wearing just a skirt, and bent over the table, Master is bent over her and is showing her how to hold the cue. Lola’s shaven head shines in the lamp light and it looks quite attractive, I must admit.

They both stand up and Master looks at me with a slightly annoyed expression. ‘Lola asked me to show her how to play snooker, and I was just about to pot the black if you know what I mean.’

‘You were going to screw her on the snooker table? I asked you to do that to me and you refused.’

‘Lola, put your top back on. K, I was not going to screw her on the table. The green baize of a snooker table is sacred ground, sacrosanct. You don’t put your drink on it, you don’t smoke over it, and you never fuck anyone on it! Well ... not unless you put the cover on first. Now what is it, why are you ruining my Sunday?’

‘I’m sorry to disturb you and you can punish me for it later if you want, or if you like I can stay and we can both do Lola later, but I thought this was important enough to see right away.’ I hand him the paper and give him time to read the article. When he has finished he looks up at me and asks, ‘That’s bad news but what do you expect me to do about it?’

‘I want to buy the orphanage.’

‘Pardon?’

‘I want to buy the orphanage. You tell me we can afford it so I want to buy it.’ I can see his mind ticking over and I just know he is thinking up “Dad jokes”.

‘Yes, buy an orphanage, excellent idea. We have a large chimney now and we need some small children to send up there to clean it. Also the gardens, why pay for all those JCB earth diggers when we can just send the children out with picks and shovels.’

‘I’m serious.’

‘Why have you got your knickers so tightly twisted about this, it’s sad, true, but why are you so concerned?’

‘Because if the orphanage closes, they’ll be put back into the system and farmed out to foster families where they’ll be ignored or abused. I’m worried they’ll end up ... they’ll end up like me. They need a stable environment even if it is only in an orphanage. At least there they’ll get proper care and attention. Please, I need this ... they need this.’

His expression softens and I can see he understands why it is important to me. ‘All right, I’ll get Lola to set up a meeting with Merrivale management and we’ll go talk to them, see what we can do. Okay?’

‘That’ll do nicely, thank you, Master.’

‘Lola,’ he asks, ‘are you okay with getting involved with this? I know it’s not Society business which is why you were sent here, but there’s going to be a lot of accounting and stuff, so we could really use your help.’

‘Master Roger, I told you that since you have made me welcome as a part of your family, I will gladly do anything I can to help you, Society affairs, business or private, it’s all the same to me, just serving my Master.’

‘Thank you, I appreciate it. Is that all right then, K?’

‘That’s fine, thank you so much, Master. I’ll go now and leave you to your snooker lessons.’

I head for the door when there is a loud noise of someone clearing their throat. Turning round I see Master and I are both looking at the Lola, who is the one who made the noise.

‘I believe it was suggested that you would both do me?’ she asks as she unbuttons her blouse.

Master looks at me then shrugs. ‘K, give me a hand with this cover for the snooker table, will you?’
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Master, Lola and I are sitting in the office of Mrs. Bentley, the administrator of Merrivale Orphanage, drinking coffee a few days later. ‘It is kind of you to offer to help but you see we are not a single orphanage. Mr. Merrivale sold out to Wilsdown Properties Ltd. many years ago and we are now part of a vast “hedge fund”, of which Wilsdown is just a small part.

‘Sadly we are not in a position to accept large donations for our own use. We can accept locally raised donations as long as they do not exceed £10,000, but any major donations have to be passed onto head office to be distributed amongst all the other Merrivale orphanages.’

‘But you’re in desperate need,’ I protest.

‘Who isn’t these days?’ she replied. ‘Times are hard and no one gives to charity these days.’

‘So if I understand you correctly, £10,000 would have to be forwarded to head office but just under that you can keep?’ asks Master.

‘That’s correct but who has just under £10,000 down the back of the sofa?’

‘Chequebook please, Lola.’ She opens her briefcase and hands him a chequebook. He writes out a cheque and hands it to Mrs. Bentley. ‘Here you go, £9,999. We had a raffle at Kingswood.’

Mrs. Bentley has to take a moment to compose herself. ‘I can’t thank you enough, Mr. Gilchrist. This will keep the wolf from the door for another couple of months but soon we’ll be back at square one.’

‘Yes, well ... I’ve had some thoughts about that. If you could give Miss Barnes, my secretary, all the details pertaining to Wilsdown Properties Ltd., contact numbers and so forth, we’ll get in touch with them and see what the score is.’

‘This is just ... just too kind, I can’t thank you enough.’

‘Blame my wife, she’s the sentimental one. We’ll be going now, be in touch soon. Thanks for the coffee.’

We all get up, say our farewells and troop out of the office. Once we’re in the vehicle and the guards have driven off (as we are only travelling local we’re travelling in the same car) I turn to him and ask, ‘What have you got in mind?’

He smiles. ‘Tonight I want you to give Bruce a Zoom call, flash your tits at him and ask him to be available for a chat on Friday. I have some business to discuss with him. You’ll probably have to have sex with him next time we meet to get him to agree, but that’s life I’m afraid.’

Master knows that after him, the man I most like to have sex with in the world is Bruce, but I play along. ‘That’s the life of a sex slave I suppose, getting loaned out to her Master’s friends as if she were nothing more than a set of golf clubs,’ I say glumly. ‘A sad life, but no more than this poor slave deserves,’ but inside I’m going, ‘YAY, sex with Bruce!’
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‘Hey, Bruce,’ says Master as the huge TV screen in the dining room/conference room comes to life with Bruce’s face, larger than life on the screen. ‘Thanks for taking my call.’

‘Any time mate.’ He looks at us sitting along one side of the table. ‘And who’s the new girl?’ he asks, noticing Lola, ‘And will she be available on my next visit?’

‘This is Lola, my new secretary, The Society assigned her to me when I joined the council. She may not be available though.’

‘You’ll have to satisfy my needs first though,’ I butt in.

‘You’re such a slut,’ Master responds, shaking his head.

‘I know ... that’s why you love me.’

‘True,’ he acknowledges. Beside me I hear Lola giggle, I don’t think she’s used to such informal banter between a Master and their slave.

‘So, what can I do for you?’ Bruce asks.

Master quickly explains the background to our call, then asks. ‘Does the Società da Rusticana have any charity foundations on its books?’ (The company that he and Bruce are co-owners of since the Contessa willed it to them.)

‘Yeah, I think that there’s one that covers Europe. Don’t know what it’s called but the law firm that handles all that, Carusi and Sons, will know. Why, what do you have in mind?’

‘With your permission, I’d like our company to buy out the Merrivale Orphanages from Wilsdown Properties Ltd. and if they won’t sell, then we buy Wilsdown. I’d like to do it and add it to the company then extend that charity business to the UK, and you should extend it to Australia if it’s not there already, but if you don’t agree, then I’ll try and do it on my personal fortune.’

‘No need for that, Roger, we might as well put our fortune to good use, I’m behind you all the way, no need to check each detail with me, I trust your judgement. Call them up and get the ball rolling. If they need me to sign anything get them to courier it to me in Sydney.’

‘Thanks, Bruce. I knew I could rely on you.’

‘No worries. Of course there’ll be a price to pay for this...’

‘Don’t worry, K is already warming up the lubricant.’

‘Can’t wait. Okay if that’s all, I’ve got a hot stewardess waiting for me to show her how to surf. Catch ya later.’

‘Bye Bruce,’ we both chorus as the screen goes blank. Master turns to me and says, ‘I’m gonna buy you an orphanage.’

And the tears start to flow.
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Master has ordered Indira and I to attend on him in the new Fun room. It is his wish to punish us. Currently we are kneeling naked, our collars are attached to a wooden post set in the base, the padded cushion of, on which we are kneeling. Ever since I asked for one of these punishment posts as a reward for something I had done to please Master, the other slaves also like to be restrained in it, so he had to buy another one and presently Indira and I are fastened to our poles, side by side.

I like this new Fun room. It is larger than the one in Master’s house and even has plush seating arranged so visitors can watch any play that goes on here, in comfort. There are mirrors on both facing long walls. There’s even an electric hoist, like the old one has, but this one just raises and lowers, you can’t slide it along the ceiling like the other one did.

We are both wearing handcuffs, held together by a short length of chain and we have been ordered to put our hands behind our heads and hold them there. The new girl Lola, is there as well as Master. She is naked under a short robe that barely covers her pussy and arse cheeks. I can see that she is a bit confused and can’t understand why she has been invited to watch us being punished.

It’s because she’s new that she doesn’t understand the lesson that she is being shown today. Firstly that Master can whip any of us, any time he likes, just if he feels like it. Secondly, and most important, although there is a ‘pecking order’ amongst the slaves of which I am Queen Bee, there is also the fact that we are all slaves of Master Roger, and no matter how important a slave may feel, we are all just pieces of fuck meat to be used and abused at our Master’s whim, play toys for our superiors. Even me, his own wife, is shown as nothing more than a dirty whore who allows herself to be beaten and fucked by other men for my Master’s amusement. Lola needs to learn this important lesson.

Besides, I had to remind Master that he hadn’t beaten either of us for a while and he was failing in his duties. ‘Don’t I let the trainers at the pony stable have full use of you? Isn’t that enough for you?’ was his response.

‘It’s true, you do let me whore myself out to them, but it’s not the same as being beaten by your Master. Each stroke of the whip is like a kiss and each new humiliation a gesture of love,’ I say, buttering him up. I don’t know where these words come from sometimes, I must be hanging around with him too much.

He looks at his watch, ‘Okay, tomorrow at 2 o’ clock then. I want you and Indy both in the Fun room, naked and freshly scrubbed waiting for me ... and take Lola with you.’

Lola looks up from the computer. ‘Am I to be beaten?’ she asks, almost hopefully.

‘Not this time,’ he tells her. ‘But don’t worry, you’ll get your turn another day.’

So Indy and I are kneeling here, waiting for whatever Master has in store for us. I had planned to team up with Nicky today as a pony girl pair. A single rider will only have one pony girl pulling him, but if two people want to ride then the ponies are paired up. I had planned to share the cart pulling with Nicky but when this came up, I just handed her over to the stable guys and told them to do what they wanted with her.

We arrived as scheduled (well, early actually as you are never late for an appointment with Master) and found the kneeling posts already arranged side-by-side in the middle of the room, facing one of the mirrored walls. Master showed Lola how to fasten us in the collars at the top of the posts, she will have to do it one day, and then handcuffed us. The order was given to put the chain behind our heads.

Master approaches with a medium weight whip, it’ll sting and leave a mark but so what. He also has a flogger in his hand, a short, flexible leather strap, that is designed to beat tits and buttocks but only our breasts are visible, so it will obviously be them that suffer.

He turns to Lola. ‘I’m not going to gag them as I like to hear them moan, it’s fun for me to make them squeal. You would do well to remember that when it comes to your turn, no need to try and hold it back unless I tell you to. Just let it out.’

First he gives us both long passionate kisses, then cautioning Lola to stand well back so she won’t get hit by the whip, he lays into us. First one then the other, then standing between us, he directs one stroke to me, then one stroke to Indy, repeatedly.

Fixed tight by the collar and the chains behind our heads, we are helpless to cover ourselves or defend our bodies in any way, so we must suffer Master’s whip to our breasts, bellies and thighs. Once we are nicely striped, he throws the whip aside and takes the flogger to our tits. Indira is soon sobbing as the tears run down her face. He ignores her and turns to me.

He and I are old sparring partners, and although I don’t have any tears yet, my voice is wobbling as I challenge him to go further. ‘Again please, Master’ I tell him after each stroke, ‘Again, please.’ He pushes me until he can see that I am on the verge of begging him to stop, when he drops the flogger and stands back.

‘You see, Lola, no one is above the law.’

‘Yes, Master, I understand. I’ll try not to displease you.’

He gives us some time to recover, allowing us to put our hands down in front of us, while he puts the whip and flogger back in the cupboard.

After a while he tells Lola to remove her robe, as he strips down to his boxer shorts. ‘I understand that you have had sex with my wife, but not with Indy?’

‘That’s correct, Master.’

‘Well, we should fix that.’ He places her in front of Indy and gently pushes her forwards until her pussy is in Indy’s face, and he gives the command, ‘Lick her,’ to Indy. Which she does as ordered.

He undoes the fly on his boxer shorts and his erect prick pokes out. No words are necessary between us and I take him in my mouth and go to work. Because our hands are free to move now, I can play with his balls, also uncovering them and taking them in in my mouth, and pull him deeper into me by grasping his buttocks.

He withdraws occasionally to let me catch my breath and I look over at Lola and Indy. I think she was nervous at first, possibly she has never been tongued by a chained, beaten slave before, but by now she is getting into the swing of it and her hips are gyrating to the rhythm of Indy’s tongue. (I have trained Indy intensely in giving pleasure to a woman and she is now very good at it.)

It’s not too long before the inevitable happens and I get the gift of Master’s spunk down the back of my throat, which I swallow greedily as it happens too rarely nowadays. He’s too busy boinking the new Malaysian girls, Ramla and Jalilah. I’ll have to come up with a plot to kill all the other slaves, so I can have him to myself once again. (Just kidding ... or am I?)

Lola takes longer to come (as we women do) and Master steps up behind her and nibbles her ear as he massages her breasts (or maybe I should say boobs as she’s American) until she finally comes with a loud moan and her knees buckle, but luckily he is there to catch her.

He lays her gently on the floor and covers her with her robe. Then he gets dressed. Once he is fully clothed again, he says to her, ‘Right, you can play with them now until you get bored. Do what you like with them and make them do anything you want. You won’t get the opportunity to do it very often, so I suggest you make the most of it. Oh, by the way ... you’d better make the most of it, as tomorrow it will be you fixed to the post and those two will have free use of you.’ With that he leaves.

She puts her robe on and looks at us coyly at first, unsure of what to do, or if this is even real. Then making her mind up, she kisses both of us, and then kneels between us and her hand grasps a breast of each of us, gently squeezing, before her hands slides simultaneously down between our legs to two already wet pussies.

And the rest, as they say, is history.
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A week later I get an early morning summons to the mansion from Master, before I set off for a day at Kingswood. When I arrive at his study, he hands me a letter. ‘This was waiting on my desk when I arrived here this morning.’ I look at Lola and she looks anxious.

Curious, I read the note. It’s handwritten in fountain pen and it says:

Dear Master Roger

Forgive my impertinence for making a request of you, but your humble slave requests that I may be considered for use as a sex object, a “fuck toy”, and freely given to your friends and acquaintances for their pleasure and your amusement. It would do me great honour to be of service to you in this manner, in the way that Mistress K and Nicole are.

I may not be as talented and experienced as those two, in this field, but am willing to undergo any training you deem necessary, and I promise that I will obey all your orders in the matter of serving my superiors, as a sex slave, either singly or in groups.

Please give some consideration to my request, as I wish to serve you in many more ways than I do at present, and feel that I am not giving you the service that you deserve.

Your humble, loving, obedient slave

Lola

‘What do you think?’ he asks.

I can see he has got a twinkle in his eye so I decide to play along and have some fun with Lola. ‘Well ... she is awfully good at typing but this ... I don’t know.’

‘We’ve both had sex with her, how would you rate her in the sack?’

I hold out my hand, palm down fingers spread, and waggle it from side to side, meaning just so-so, nothing special. ‘Meh.’

‘Yeah,’ he agrees. ‘Nothing to write home about.’

‘But Master, you’ve never complained,’ Lola blurts out.

‘QUIET,’ I say. ‘We’re talking about you, not to you.’

Master has to put his hand over his mouth to cover his smile. ‘She says she wants to serve in more ways. We could put her in the kitchens with Indira, she could help out there, you know, washing dishes or something.’

‘Possibly,’ I agree.

We look at each other then Master decides to put her out of her misery. ‘Go on, swear her in.’

I go to her desk and say, ‘With your left hand grasp the gold tag on your collar, then raise your right hand.’ She does this. ‘Now do you solemnly swear on your gold tag that you wrote this letter without any pressure and not under any sort of duress, and it is your earnest wish to be treated in the way you request in the letter?’

I’m making all this up as I go along, we don’t have a formal swearing in oath at House Gilchrist, but we do have a tradition of swearing oaths on the gold tags attached to our collars. If we swear something on that, we fucking mean it.

‘I do so solemnly swear,’ replies Lola.

Master scribbles something on the bottom of the letter and hands it to me.

Approved, RJG.

I hand it to Lola who sheds a tear.

‘Welcome to the whorehouse,’ I say. ‘I’ll take you to Kingswood on some days and get you lined up to have plenty of sex with all and sundry. Okay?’

‘Whatever Mistress orders.’

‘Good girl. Right, I must be off now, busy day at Kingswood. See you all later.’

I kiss Master and head off to the holiday camp.
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INVITATION TO THE NUPTIALS
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I’m in Master’s study as he works on his computer, Lola is there also as I can hear the keys tapping on her keyboard. Master has scheduled a “Master’s Plaything” day for me as I have no other commitments. These are days when he just has me around on display for him to look at and tease.

Today I am wearing just a collar and leash, stockings, suspenders and high-heels. I like these days, he either keeps me at his side on a leash, or he straps me up on the wall or a wooden beam (there are plenty of these in the new mansion, I made sure of that when I helped with the design) so he can watch me as he works. It makes me feel good about myself on days like these. Personally I think I am dog-ugly (which is why a previous boyfriend used to call me dogface) but due to lots of hard work on my part, I have a lean, tanned, well-toned and tightly muscled body, which Master enjoys looking at. A “work of art” he calls me when he is in a poetic mood, and that to me is worth every hour of sweat, strain and hard time in the gym. So I love it when he uses me as an “ornament” that gives him pleasure to look at. His favourite is when I’m naked and oiled, but it’s not always feasible to do that during a working day.

I’m kneeling next to his desk, my leash attached to his desk drawer, I’m blindfolded and have my hands handcuffed behind my back. As the study has a wooden floor, Master has given me a cushion to kneel on (he’s caring like that). I am positioned here so that he can reach down occasionally and stroke my hair or play with my breasts, whatever he likes. That’s why it is called Master’s Plaything. He just does what he likes when he likes. Presently he has a remote controlled vibrator inserted in my pussy and from time to time he connects to it by Bluetooth from his phone and gives it a short, sharp shock to startle me. Based on past experience, he’ll switch it on continuously some time in the afternoon and leave me buzzing until he is in the mood to either fuck me himself, or just sit and watch until I come.

I hear a knock at the door and Master calls, ‘Come in.’ I hear footsteps and then Mr. B. says, ‘The security detail have delivered todays mail.’ As the estate has grown in size we still have the mail for all our dwellings delivered to the one post box, outside what is now the back gate. The security detail are kind enough to pick up the mail from the box as they do their rounds, and deliver it to the security control so it can be scanned before delivering it to us. (Well, you can’t be too careful these days.)

‘Thank you, Mr. B. Just give it to Lola would you?’

I hear Lola stop typing and take the mail. After a moment she says, ‘I think you should open this one, Master. It looks important, it has a crest on it.’

There are sounds of people moving around then silence for a moment. I’m dying to know what has come that has a crest on it. Fortunately, Master soon unlocks my handcuffs and tells me to remove my blindfold. As I kneel there blinking in the light, he hands me a large piece of cardboard with embossed printing on one side.

When my vision clears I see it is an invitation to a wedding from the Duke of XXXXX. ‘Is the old goat getting married again? He never said anything to me about it.’

‘No, read it again ... it’s for Patricia and Philip’s wedding. She’s his niece.’

I read it again and see that the wedding is to take place at the duke’s country home. ‘Do you think this is a mistake though, inviting us I mean?’ I ask.

‘Why don’t you ring him and ask?’

‘Okay.’ I pick the phone up and dial his number on Master’s private line. That way the switch board at his place will know it’s a genuine call as they know our number.

‘Hi, it’s Mrs. Gilchrist here ... yes that’s right, Ladybird,’ acknowledging my code name. ‘Could I speak to the duke please?’

After a few moments the duke himself comes on the line, so I put it on speakerphone. ‘Hello Nanny, is that you?’

‘Yes it is, you naughty boy. What is this wedding invite you sent to me? Is it a mistake, why invite us, I don’t know your niece?’

‘Well you see, as I allowed them to hold the wedding at my place, I insisted that I be allowed to invite some of my friends along. It is rather a large place and I don’t think her friends and a family will fill it, so I suggested this to pack out the place. Can you make it? It’s in June.’

‘Hmmm, we’ll see, you have been a naughty boy lately haven’t you? I suppose you’ll be expecting me to stay over and deal with you?’ He’s a sub and loves me talking down to him ... and beating him.

‘Only if it’s what you want ... I mean it would be nice but I don’t have any expectations. Please say you’ll come though, it’ll be good for Roger, networking and all that. I can introduce you to some movers and shakers.’

I look at Master and he nods. ‘Very well then, Dukey, we’ll be there. But June is a long time away, you deserve to be beaten before then ... and maybe this time I’ll let you come.’

‘That would be nice.’

‘Fine, I’ll pass you over to my social secretary and she can arrange when my schedule is clear so I can come over and punish you. Goodbye now, Dukey. Lola, pick up this call will you and arrange a date for me to abuse him, there’s a good girl.’ I hear her come on the line and say, ‘Certainly Mistress, I’ve got it,’ so I hang up.

‘A June bride, eh?’ says Master.

‘I’ll need a new dress of course, there might be some royalty there.’

‘A new dress? I should whip you naked through the reception as the entertainment. You’ll be lucky if I let you wear your Downton Abbey costume to the wedding.’ And with that he grabs one of my nipples and giving it a hard twist, he pulls me around behind his desk and onto my knees.

‘Back in bondage again for you my girl.’ With that he handcuffs me again and puts the blindfold back on. After a while I hear Lola finish on the phone and he asks her, ‘Fancy a spot of lunch, Lola?’

‘Yes, Master.’

He brushes past me as he leaves but as I hear the door open I hear him say, ‘Oh yes, nearly forgot.’

I jerk with surprise as the vibrator starts up again, but this time he leaves it on. Then I hear the study door close as they go off to lunch, leaving me with my pussy buzzing madly ... Bastard!

That’s why I love him.
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Indira brings the wheeled trolley with the pastries and coffee into the dining room, which also doubles as a meeting room for any business that Master has to conduct. Today Master, Todd from Bluebird Films and I are sitting at the large dining table, facing a huge TV on the wall, waiting to start a Zoom call with Bruce Harper and Luiz de Souza about this “Diamond Girl” movie they’re all so keen on.

Briefly, it’s about a woman who is ex-British Special Forces who gets fed up of the life and decides to create a new identity and life for herself and disappear. To fund this life she resorts to becoming a jewel thief, and the film covers her exploits in seducing and then robbing wealthy men who like to play the field.

‘Thanks, Indy, that’ll be all, I can serve the coffee,’ I tell her and she curtsies to Master and leaves the room. (Although it was me that dismissed her, slaves – and soldiers in the army – always pay their respects to the highest rank in the room, in this case Master Roger.)

As I’m doing the honours with the coffee, the big TV flickers to life and after a moment’s fiddling with the remote, we have Bruce on one side of the screen and Luiz on the other. After everyone has said their “hellos”, we get down to business.

‘First of all,’ says Master. ‘I should let you all know that, K, no longer wishes to make porn movies for public sale. She’s happy to do private movies for “friends and family”,’ he waves his hand to indicate everyone attending the meeting, ‘and happy to make public appearances as her, but as far as the general blue movie buyer is concerned, Brandy McPhee has retired.

‘She also felt that it would only harm this new movie of ours if she was associated with the porn world, so she’s chosen another name that she would like to appear as in this new movie.

‘Gentlemen, allow me to present to you, the newest movie star of the silver screen ... Vanessa Slade!’

Blushing heavily, I stand up and take a bow as everyone applauds.

Bruce chips in, ‘Well, good luck with your new name and career, I just hope that Vanessa Slade will be just as accommodating and friendly as K was.’

‘I promise you, in private Vanessa Slade will be just as much of a lowdown dirty whore as Brandy McPhee ever was,’ I assure him.

‘Don’t worry, I’m writing it into her contract,’ jokes Master. ‘You’ll get your money’s worth out of her.’

‘Have I ever disappointed?’ I ask.

The four men in the meeting (who have all had sex with me at one time or another) unanimously agree that I never have. I relax, my reputation secure.

Master starts the meeting, ‘Now then, to business ... I take it we’re all happy with the things we’ve discussed previously by email? Namely that we start the budget at £50 million, just to give Todd here an idea of what he can work with and start hiring technicians, costume and set designers and so on. That money and any further monies will be provided 50% by Luiz and 50% by Bruce and I, from our company.

‘But now we come to everyone putting their ten penn’orth in. If anyone has any ideas, suggestions, complaints, let’s hear them now. I’ll start, I want K to have an Executive Producer role in this production and get paid for it. We all know that she is smart and can bring a fresh, female perspective to the film ... and we all know how imaginative she can be. Anyone against the idea?’

Everyone agrees, which I find humbling. Then Luiz puts in his contribution. ‘I’ve done this before and as I’m sure Todd can confirm, what we need to do is set up a completely new production company, without any connection to our own companies, so there can be no claim on them. It is usual to name it after the film, so as we have a working title at the moment, I suggest we call it “Diamond Girl Productions”. My lawyers have had experience with this as I’ve financed several movies, so with your permission I’ll get them started on it.’

The others agree that they will leave that in Luiz’s hands.

Next Bruce speaks up. ‘Maybe it’s because unlike you two, I never had any real money of my own until I inherited it from the Contessa, but while I understand it’s a vanity project for us all and we’ll spend what we have to, I’ve been thinking about ways of saving money on the project.’

‘How so?’ asks Luiz.

‘Well, we want this to look good and be a sort of jet-setting, glamourous adventure, yes? So we need some exotic locations. It occurs to me that we can save a lot of money by filming in our own properties around the world. The Contessa left Roger and I places all over the globe, a villa in Rome, apartments in Paris, Malaysia, Berlin, New York, Australia and so on, then we have the ski resort as well. We can go there and film for free, without needing permits, we won’t have to pay for hotel bills and so on. What do you think?’

Todd and Master both agree it’s a great idea. Luiz speaks up, ‘If we are going to do that then you can also use my place in LA, and I insist on you coming to my ranch in Brazil to shoot. And also some filming in Rio de Janeiro to show off my country. We can go to the top of Sugarloaf Mountain in the cable car, like they did in that Bond movie, Moonraker. Along with that, you can use my private jet every time you move the crew between countries.’

‘Okay, good, if we are all agreed on the movie going in that direction, a high-stakes, globe-hopping adventure, then I’ll get the scriptwriter to add in all those locations and rework the story,’ says Todd.

‘I thought you were writing the script?’ asks Master.

‘I did the first draft but I’m not an expert, for something as big as this you really need a professional to beef it up. And ... as producers you are all free to make suggestions but I would prefer it that you channel them through me. I can’t do my job properly if you are going around me to change the script. Also you have to accept that as director I have the last word.’

We all agree.

‘Can I say something?’ I ask.

Master indicates with a sweep of his hand that I have the floor.

‘We have Diamond Girl going to all these exotic locations to commit her crimes but from my reading of her character I think she’ll need some downtime in between heists. I figure she would have a quiet place where she can recharge between jobs, somewhere small, nothing too fancy. Of course she never commits crime in that country.’

‘Well,’ says Master, ‘you’ve seen the list of property the company owns, any suggestions?’

‘I do have one place in mind but it’s up to Bruce if we can use that ... the villa outside Naples. It would suit her down to the ground as a hideaway. Small, away from the cities, in a hot country, hidden inside a vineyard, with a pool, private beach etc. It has everything that she would want.’

I turn to look at Bruce on the monitor. ‘I know how much that place meant to you and the Contessa, so the decision is yours.’

Bruce smiles on the screen. ‘The Contessa would love the idea. You know how she felt about Roger and you, she’d be happy to allow this to help out. Feel free to make full use of it with her’s and my blessing.’

‘Thank you, Bruce. I promise we’ll treat the place respectfully,’ Master replies. ‘After all it will only be films of K here sunbathing, swimming in the sea and so on, planning her next job and talking online with her support guy.’

‘Any thoughts on the name of the heroine?’ asks Bruce.

‘Well, she’ll use a different nom de plume for each victim obviously, but I thought her real name could be either Melody Kane or Jennifer Diamond, although perhaps that last one is too “on the nose”,’ explains Todd.

‘Who can we get to play the Special Agent that has been assigned to hunt her down, but ends up falling for her?’ asks Luiz.

A thought suddenly occurs to me. ‘Charity Cross,’ I blurt out. ‘I know she’d love to get into straight movies and I figure she’d do it if I asked her. I know her and ... we get along well.’

‘Excellent idea,’ says Master. ‘Why don’t you give her a call and float the idea?’

Emboldened, I add, ‘And while we’re on the subject, I note in the script that one of my victims was a female, and I seduce her before robbing her. Why don’t we shoot that bit in Malaysia and ask Bim-Bim Tan to take part? She’s a big film star in Asia, so it will help to sell the film in that market, but she’s unknown over here, I bet she’d love the chance to get exposure in the west.’

They all look at me and Master smiles. ‘See ... Executive Producer thinking, what did I tell you? I’ll get onto her lover and see if he is willing for her to take part.’

‘And if we want to keep it in the family, I can ask Lottie to come on the team as Stunt Director,’ says Todd ‘Would you mind that, K? I know you had some sort of falling out with her at one point but you settled that, didn’t you?’

‘Yes, we settled all that. Bring her on by all means, it’ll give her another movie on her CV. We should do all we can to help old friends.’

‘Good, that’s settled then. I’ll give her a call later this week.’

‘Right then, gentlemen,’ says Master. ‘If you’ve all said your pieces then I’ve one last request. Even though we are all equal partners as producers, as you two are half a world away may I suggest that I be the liaison with Todd and all communications come through me, to ensure that we are all on the same page. It’s not fair to him to be getting input from all sides so if you have any questions or concerns, please voice them through me.’

‘Agreed,’ say Luiz and Bruce.

‘Okay then, any other questions, email me. As for now, Todd has a film script to complete, Luiz, you have a company to run, Bruce, I’m sure you have some surfing to do, so I suggest you all go about your business.’

‘What about you?’ asks Bruce.

‘Me?’ says Master. ‘Oh, I’m gonna have sex with Vanessa Slade, I’ve never slept with her before.’
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I’m on my daily run, I leave through the back gate of the estate, run round the village and then enter the estate again through the front gate, followed by a couple of guards who are also runners. It gives me a complete circle, so I don’t have to run back over the ground I’ve just covered.

I go through the gate and am heading up the drive to the mansion when I see Master standing on the balcony outside his study. He waits until I have nearly reached the mansion when he calls out to me, ‘Oy! You! The ugly woman who runs funny, get your skinny arse up here.’

Cheeky fucker! It’s a good job I know he’s only joking or I’d give him the benefit of some of my Krav Maga training. I dismiss the guards, go to his study, knock on the door and wait to be called in. Todd is waiting there with him. ‘You called for me, Master?’

‘Yes. Let’s go down to the Fun room, shall we?’

He and Todd, with me following on, go to the lift and head down to the basement. All the time I’m wondering what I’ve done wrong and if I’m in for a whipping.

We go into the Fun room and Master gives the order to strip and Display. I do as ordered and stand there naked and sweating (it was a warm day and I ran a distance).

Todd and Master walk round me slowly, examining me. I’ve been naked and having sex in front of Todd hundreds of times as we filmed porno movies, so it doesn’t bother me in the slightest, him seeing me nude.

‘You’ll have to cover up the tattoos and the brand of course,’ says Master.

‘No problem, we can do that with makeup,’ replies Todd.

‘What about her body, is it too muscly?’

Todd slaps my arse. It’s rock solid from all my training so I know it won’t wobble, there’s not an ounce of fat on me. ‘It’s borderline, I wouldn’t want her to lose any more though. Perhaps she could do with easing off the exercise and maybe eat a few more carbs?’

‘You’re right,’ says Master. ‘Sorry Princess, you know how much I love you being this whip-hard and muscled, but on screen you just need to be well-toned. Lose the six pack and just have a flat stomach.’

‘Oh but Master, you know how much I love looking like this for you ... and for myself.’

‘Yes, it would be a shame to lose this perfect body and never see it again ... wait a minute, I’ve just had an idea. Let’s preserve this body for ever. While you still look like this, we’ll take you to a sculptor and have a statue made of you. That way you’ll look this good forever, and in real life you can fill out a bit for the role, and perhaps you should stay like that afterwards, none of us are getting younger, so maybe it’s time to settle back and take it easier in the gym.’

‘But I like looking like this.’

‘I decide what you look like.’

‘Yes Master, of course. Sorry Master.’

‘So I want you to keep up with the running and the cardio stuff, you’ll need that for the film, but less of the weights and the muscle building exercises. Stay slim but still slinky.’

He turns to Todd, ‘Right, we all agreed then? K will ease up on her training and put a bit of weight on, and you’ll deal with the tattoos and such with makeup and camera angles, agreed?’

‘Absolutely,’ replies Todd. ‘Well, I’m done, I must push off now, have a meeting with the script writer.’ He heads for the door. ‘Are you coming?’

Master looks at me, naked and still covered in sweat, the Fun room is always a few degrees above normal. ‘You can see yourself out, can’t you? I want to have a private word with K. See you later.’

As the door closes behind Todd, Master advances on me. We can read each other like books so without waiting to be told, I drop to my knees and open my mouth.
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A couple of weeks later (there’s a rush on as this must be done before I start putting on weight for the movie) we go to visit someone regarding my statue. As it happens, there is a sculptor/artist who specialises in erotic art for The Society. There are enough Society establishments and individual members that require his services, that he makes quite a good living at it. As Master is a council member, he is able to jump the queue and get me booked in for a casting in a few weeks instead of waiting months.

We pull up at a country house in Sussex, where we meet the artist and his staff. The house is large enough to accommodate him and his staff, his workshop and any guests that need to stay. My commission will apparently takes a few days, so we stay overnight.

We get straight down to it. Master and he discuss the commission, he wants several statues of me in various poses, for around the house. If they were all carved from marble it would take months to complete, so they agreed that I would be cast in plaster moulds, then they would be filled with a composite of plaster and ground marble to form the statue.

To begin with, before we do any posing though, they take photos of my naked body from every angle, along with measuring my leg and arm lengths, bust measurement and so on, so they can use these to fine tune the statue when it is released from the casting. They are used to seeing the models naked so it is no problem for either of us when I disrobe and wait to be photographed.

First they cast my head and torso. They cover the part of me that is to be cast with some sort of grease like goose fat, so the plaster doesn’t stick to my skin and comes away neatly. I sit there stripped to the waist and they cover my head and neck completely with Plaster of Paris, with straws up my nose so I can breathe. Some people get claustrophobic apparently, but it’s not a problem for me. Master often keeps me enclosed in a leather hood when he is having a “Master’s Plaything” day with me. Bless him, he sits there patiently holding my hand while we wait for the mould to dry. Next we do the torso, the plaster covering me from my neck to my waist, front and back, with my arms free.

On the second day we do the full body moulds. Before greasing me up, they stick a plastic ‘smoothing’ mould over my pussy, the sort of thing that actresses wear in bikini scenes in movies, so as not to show any ‘camel toe’. Master doesn’t think it’s right to have statues showing my naked pussy displayed all around the house, so he has asked for that region to be smooth. I stand in a wooden box which they then fill up with plaster. I do one where I am just standing there, then we do ones where I am in various poses, arms extended, or one leg raised as if I’m running. Master is with me all the time. Some of them are done with the box laid down, so they can take moulds where I can lie still with limbs bent.

As I told you a few books ago, I get a comfortable feeling of security when Master binds me tightly in leather straps or corsets, leaving me unable to move. I find it relaxing for some reason, so although Master isn’t surprised, the artist is shocked when I fall asleep despite being covered up to my neck in plaster.

Eventually they have enough body moulds of me that they can cast statues of me in any pose, by using a conglomeration of different body casts of various bits of my body. Once I’ve showered off and dressed, we head for home.
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A month or so later the statues arrive at the mansion. Each one a different pose, some with me holding a sword or a spear, standing, running, arms raised as if I’m flying, crouching, stooping as if I’m stalking someone in the bush, and so on. All naked, although my boobs are on display, as requested the artist has not shown my pussy, just a smooth crotch.

Master allows me to pick a couple for my house and he has the delivery men take them there. The rest he has distributed around the mansion. In the foyer, in his study, on the mezzanine, in the Fun room and so on.

As he promised, I will be preserved in my best form for the rest of eternity. No matter how much my body changes in the future, I can always look back at these and say, ‘Yes, my body was beautiful once.’
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I’m over at Master’s study having coffee and Indira’s pastries with him, as we go through my upcoming schedule – do I have any upcoming ‘engagements’ such as I had with Liu Tsen and Bim-Bim, personal appearances at Fetish festivals as Brandy, going over my diet for the next few months, and various other matters. Master keeps me on a fairly strict diet only allowing occasional treats like today’s pastries, but he does change it around a bit so I don’t get bored.

The phone rings and Lola answers it, then calls to Master, ‘It’s someone from Carusi and Sons, they would like to speak to you about the Wilsdown purchase.’

‘Wilsdown?’

‘Yes, the orphanages.’

‘Ah yes, okay I’ll take it.’ He punches the button on the phone console on his desk to take the call, and then the one to put it on speakerphone.

‘Good morning, Roger Gilchrist here. What can I do for you?’

‘Good morning, Mr. Gilchrist. My name is Spencer, Carusi and Sons have put me in charge of the Merrivale portfolio that we purchased from Wilsdown Properties. I just thought I’d ring you and introduce myself, touch base as the Americans say.’

‘That’s very considerate of you, Mr. Spencer. How’s the purchase going?’

‘Oh it’s all done and dusted now, you own a chain of orphanages, hospices and funeral homes.’

‘Wait, what? I thought we were just buying orphanages.’

‘Wilsdown wouldn’t sell piecemeal, so we had to buy the whole portfolio. Orphanages, hospices, nursing homes, funeral parlours, lock stock and barrel. Is that not what you wanted? Those were my instructions.’

‘Yes, that’s fine, I just didn’t realise that it was such a comprehensive set up, that’s all. I’ll be honest with you Mr. Spencer, up until I inherited my share of the Società da Rusticana, the only business I ran was a small publishing company. My business partner and I still haven’t grasped just how big the company is yet. We haven’t even understood just how much we own. You’ll be telling me that we own an airline next.’

There is a long pause and then Mr. Spencer replies cautiously, ‘Err ... you do actually own an airline, Mr. Gilchrist, did you not know that?’

‘What?’ he looks at me with raised eyebrows.

‘Yes, it’s only a small one, only flies within regions but it has several bases throughout Europe. Quite profitable in fact. Speaking of which...’

‘Go on.’

‘I’ve been going over the books relating to the Merrivale properties. Apparently what with charity donations and government grants, etc. they made quite a bit of money.’

‘But we’ve seen our local Merrivale orphanage and it is an underfunded dump. So where did all the money go?’

‘To the Wilsdown shareholders apparently. They did the usual trick of only providing the minimum support to the establishments while pocketing the surplus. Which is another reason why I’m ringing you.’

‘What’s that?’

He pauses and takes a deep breath, audible over the line. ‘Well, as I said, if you maintain the status quo, take the money and continue to give the same standard of care that the Merrivale establishments have been receiving, you could net yourself a tidy profit. Or there’s the other way...’

‘Is there something you want to say to me, Mr. Spencer?’

‘Forgive me if you think I’m speaking out of turn, but you could use the income to fully support the orphanages, nursing homes and so on. Give them the benefit of all the money that is being received to regenerate them, make them worthwhile establishments again. Do the jobs they are meant to do instead of penny-pinching them into decline. This is supposed to be a charity after all.’

Master looks at me and gives me a big grin. ‘That was very brave of you to say that, as it could have cost you your job. I think I’m going to like you, Mr. Spencer.

‘Let me spell it out for you in no uncertain terms, that way if anyone at Carusi and Sons tries to change it you can tell them the orders came directly from me, and if they want to argue it, they can call me and I will explain it to them.

‘You are right, the whole purpose of buying these places was so they can be properly funded and maintained. From this point on, all incoming funds will be channelled to supporting them. You have my permission to go into the setup and fire anyone that is not doing his job and causing losses, or who is simply lining their own pockets. Speak to a Mrs. Bentley at our local orphanage, she can put you straight on what should be done and who is just a jobsworth.

‘You have my permission to go in there and kick ass and once everything is up and running smoothly, if funds are not sufficient for their needs, then supplement them with funds from the Società da Rusticana. Consider this a pet project of mine so it will be fully funded and supported. Is all that clear, Mr. Spencer?’

‘Perfectly clear, Mr. Gilchrist, and may I say it is nice to see there is still some decency in the world. It will be my honour to work for you.’

‘Thank you, and now I’ll hand you back to my assistant and she will give you the contact details for Mrs. Bentley. Good day, Mr. Spencer.’

‘And a good day to you, Mr. Gilchrist,’ Spencer replies, sounding quite cheerful.

‘He sounds like a good man, that Spencer. I’ll keep an eye out for him. What about you, are you happy now? We’re going to save the orphanage.’

I’m too choked to speak. I just nod dumbly and wipe away a tear or two.
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June has finally come around and we are at the duke’s country house, attending the wedding of his niece, Patricia and her beloved, Philip. We arrived with our security detail (separate cars of course) and breezed through the tight security. Master and I are both well known to the duke’s staff and half our security team once worked here, until we poached them.

I’d like to have brought Chloe along but Master pointed out the invite said “Roger Gilchrist plus 1” so that meant he could only bring me as his guest. So I promised to make it up to her by taking her along the next time I have a private domination session with the duke. He’ll love that, even if she only stands and watches, the humiliation you know.

The ceremony was beautiful, held in the grand hall as the family chapel was too small to hold all the guests, and it reminded me of when Master wed me. (Which was nearly as exciting and memorable as the day he claimed me as his slave.) As it is a glorious, hot summer’s day, the reception is held in marquees out in the grounds. I am wearing a gorgeous sky blue gown with matching hat. (It’s one of those big ones like a satellite dish, which they call a “fascinator”.)

The dress is light and airy and as we stand around in the grounds, there is a cooling breeze and the occasional gust blows my skirt up. So it is a good thing that Master has let me wear panties on this occasion.

Of course the reason I have panties on is to stop the Love Balls that he inserted in my pussy before we left home, from dropping out. Like his accursed vibrator, it is connected to his phone by Bluetooth and with a touch of the screen he can make them vibrate inside me. Fortunately, they are completely silent ... but just to be on the safe side, he only turned them on during the service when we rose to sing a hymn.

Now he is amusing himself by switching it on when I’m trying to take a drink or talk sensibly to some of the other guests as we mingle. I can usually not react by taking a deep breath, but on occasion when I wince, I excuse it by saying, ‘So sorry, touch of cramp, sitting on those hard chairs in the hall.’

We had the meal in the marquee and all the speeches and then everyone either remained sitting at the tables or like Master and I, went and stood out in the sun, mingling with the others.

We met the duke and his wife and the two young people to be married, when we arrived, but now the duke comes over to have a chat with us.

‘Thank you for coming, Roger, Nanny, I feel out of things with all these younger folk around. It’s nice to have some familiar faces around to support me. Patricia’s friends seem to think I’m the janitor or something. I hope you like the room I’ve given you? It’s just down the corridor from mine, so Nanny here won’t have any trouble sneaking into my room.’

‘Yes Dukey, and you’d better be there waiting for me. I’ll going to enjoy the reception, then I’ll give you the nod when it’s time to retire and 20 minutes later I expect you to be kneeling, naked by the side of your bed with a thick belt hanging from your mouth. Oh, and wear nipple clamps. Got that?’

He flushes although if it is from embarrassment or excitement it’s hard to say. ‘Yes, Nanny, anything you say, Nanny. Will you be all right on your own, Roger? I can set you up with one of my staff if you’d like, or the wife perhaps?’

‘No that’s okay, your grace. I’ve brought Victoria Rose along in charge of my security, I’ll take her to bed tonight. Which reminds me K, we haven’t given Victoria much attention lately. Schedule some time next week and we’ll take her down to the Fun room and make her squeal.’

‘Yes, Master.’

‘Okay, Roger, wait here will you? There’s someone who wants to meet you. Back in a moment.’ He goes off and we watch him chatting to a man, a distinguished looking gentleman in uniform. Not a working uniform but one of those fancy, dress uniforms, like you see on TV at the Changing of the Guard or whatever, chest full of medals. He’s in his late 50’s I’d say, good head of hair but gone to grey, good looking, very upright and with military bearing, and I wouldn’t mind making him stand to attention.

I can’t help myself, I just blurt out, ‘Corr ... I’d fuck that.’

‘Really?’

‘Not ‘arf, guv’nor, ‘es a right silver fox and no mistake,’ I say, lapsing into a cockney accent. ‘I wonders if I can get ‘im to spank me wiv ‘is sword?’

‘Slut,’ he replies as he turns my Love Balls on again.

I can’t help it. I’m always drawn to older, authoritative figures, headmasters, MP’s, doctors, even a Traffic Warden in uniform can give me a quiver ‘down there’. Master tells me that it’s because they represent a father figure to me, something I never had growing up. Although Master Roger is the Alpha dominant male of the wolf pack I belong to (because he literally owns me) there are plenty of others in the pack I will happily submit to, when he allows or orders me to.

I have to endure the vibrating Love Balls inside me with gritted teeth as they approach us, but as they are important people and this is our first meeting, thankfully he turns them off as they reach us.

‘Roger, I’d like you to meet Sebastian Hardwick, Lord-Lieutenant of the county.’ (Although because us Brits are strange, we pronounce it Leftenant. Dunno why.)

‘Sebastian, I like to introduce you to Roger Gilchrist and his lovely wife, K.’

‘Mr. Gilchrist, I’ve heard so much about you, his grace speaks highly of you, glad to meet you finally.’ They shake hands. ‘And Mrs. Gilchrist, charmed I’m sure.’ I too offer my hand for a shake but instead he takes it and bowing forward kisses it, real ‘old world gentleman’ style.

I can’t help thinking as I look at him ... Hardwick? I’ll make your fucking wick HARD given the chance.

When he straightens up he catches my eye and there is a glint in it I’ve seen many times before in the eyes of men who want to have me. I give him the same look back and I think we reach an unspoken understanding ... one day we will fuck. It’s a good job I’m wearing panties today as I can feel my pussy get slightly moist.

‘So ... Lord-Lieutenant, why exactly did you want to meet with me?’ asks Master.

‘Well, we are sort of in the same business, as it were.’

‘I doubt that,’ replies Master, with a glance at me. ‘I’m in publishing.’

‘Reggie ... I mean his grace, was telling me that you’re in the charity business, taken over some orphanages and nursing homes and so on. Is that not so?’

‘Yes that’s true but why is that of interest to you? The orphans are too young to join the army ... unless you want drummer boys I suppose. Do you still have drummer boys in the army?’

‘No, but I think the navy still use them as powder monkeys.’

They both laugh at their absurdities, which is good. I think they’re going to hit it off. I’m pleased because Master won’t permit me to fuck people he doesn’t like. Unless it’s business.

‘The truth is as Lord-Lieutenant of the county, a lot of people look to me to help out with their charities. God knows how many foundations and so on I’m a patron of. I’ve lost count of the ones where I’m patron of an organisation for “unmarried goats” or whatever. However, we do have a few that are genuinely helping humanity, and are in need of some serious funding if they’re going to survive.’

‘Oh, you want a donation? I think I’ve got a few quid in my wallet, will that do?’

‘Actually ... I was wondering if your foundation would take a look at them and see if you could help out. Even if it’s only advice on management practices. The Società da Rusticana has a very good name in the charity business and we could certainly use some of their experience.’

‘To be honest, I’m new at this charity game myself, so I don’t want to commit to anything without advice. Let me speak to my people first. Give me your card and I’ll have my wife give you a call when we’ve made a decision.’

(In other words, ‘I’ll get my wife to contact you so you can chat her up on the sly, thinking I don’t know about it,’ and I see that Master is dangling me in front of him as bait.)

‘That’s very good of you, Mr. Gilchrist.’ He goes through his pockets until he finds his card and offers it to Master. He takes it and without looking at it holds it out for me to take and put in my purse. I take a good look at it, as if I’m memorising it, and give him a meaningful glance, before putting it away.

‘Don’t mention it, Lord-Lieutenant.’

‘Oh please, call me Sebastian.’

‘In which case, I’m Roger and this is K.’

Sebastian tilts his head towards us in a bow and leaves us with the duke.

‘I hope you can help him out,’ says the duke. ‘He’s an old school chum of mine.’

‘We’ll see what we can do,’ Master assures him. ‘What does he know about us and The Society?’

‘Nothing. Not from me anyway, but we move in the upper circles of society so he has bound to have come across other members, so who knows what he knows.’

‘Is he married?’ I can’t resist asking.

‘He’s a widower, several years now. He’s had a few girlfriends since then but nothing serious. Likes to play the field.’

A widower! This is something straight out of a romance novel, the dashing army officer who is a widower. All he needs now is to be a billionaire who’s a part-time brain surgeon and I’ve hit the motherlode. My pussy is already calling his name.

We fall silent, conversation exhausted. Master catches my eye, looks at the duke and gives a slight tilt of his head. I understand the instruction, so I say to the duke. ‘Why are you still here, Reggie? Run along now before I get annoyed.’

‘Yes, Nanny, certainly, Nanny. I’ll wait for you to send me to my room.’

I feel sorry for the old boy so I tell him, ‘I’m wearing Love Balls in my pussy, if you please me tonight I’ll let you suck them out of me. Now run along.’

‘Yes, Nanny,’ he burbles at the thought of my Love Balls and where they’re hidden, before leaving us.

We go to the bar and get fresh drinks before wandering off to a quiet corner so we can talk.

‘Are you going to help Sebastian?’ I ask.

‘That depends ... probably. I’ll get our Mr. Spencer to check out his set up and take it from there. Do you want to fuck him?’

‘Yes,’ I say truthfully. ‘Very much. Why are you dangling me in front of him like a carrot?’

‘You know how much I love you, and I like to indulge you, so yes, I’ll let you fuck him. But more than that I don’t want you to just have a quickie, go ahead and have an affair with him. Let him know that I encourage you to fuck around, so there’s no embarrassment about it and you don’t have to sneak around behind my back.

‘Then while you are on your knees sucking him off, or staring at the ceiling of his bedroom, find out what you can about him ... personality-wise I mean. Is he trustworthy? Will he blab about shagging you to his mates? Before we get into bed with him financially, I want you to get into bed with him literally. Fuck his brains out and see if we can rely on him.’

‘Are you thinking of blackmailing him or something?’

‘Good Lord no. I’d never do that to someone like him. But the first time he beds you he’ll see your brand, so explain how and why you have it, that you’rer my slave. As time goes on I want you to introduce him to who you really are, Brandy McPhee, porno movies and all that. See how he takes to it. Don’t push him but let him take it as far as he wants to go. I’m curious to see if he’ll be another duke or another Viktor, a sub or a Dom.’

‘To what end? Do you not love me anymore?’ I ask, (somewhat) in jest. ‘You seem to be trying to palm me off on someone else.’

‘Not exactly. The truth is that although Viktor and I give you a beasting from time to time, and the trainers at the Kingswood pony stable have full access to you, I personally don’t always have the time to give you the loving attention you deserve. You get plenty of sex and violence but not enough TLC, and that’s down to me being so busy since I joined the council of The Society, and inheriting a multi-national company, and I’m sorry about that.’

‘That’s okay, I have Chloe and baby Devon for that side of life.’

‘It’s not enough. I think you need a new lover.’

‘A new lover?’

‘Yes, a new lover. Someone who will seduce you and worm his way into your affections. You see, you have Bruce whenever we’re in Europe, Luiz if we’re ever in the Americas, but no one here in England you can see regularly. A man that is, I know you have plenty of women lovers, but as you say poetically, “From time to time a woman needs a good dicking”. As your Master I have a duty of care towards my number one slave, and what she needs is a new lover. I liked Sebastian, you obviously did, so you can check him out and see if he’s what you want.’

‘You’re doing all this for me?’

‘For the millionth time, your happiness is the most important thing in the world to me. Besides, I have a feeling that a high-powered contact like him might come in useful in the future. It would be nice if he was on our side.’

Something twists inside my chest. Many Masters, including Master Roger, can and do make their slaves sleep with others for whatever reason, but how many would do that for the benefit of the slave?

‘One thing though...’ he says, ‘you’ll have to be the one who tells Chloe.’

I sigh, yes there’s that problem to overcome. ‘It’s okay, I’ll just blame it on you, Master’s orders.’

Master gives me a wink, ‘You’re learning.’

Then a thought occurs to me. ‘Am I going to have to fuck all your prospective business partners?’

‘Maybe ... probably ... will that be a problem?’

‘I’m your whore, I do what you tell me to.’

‘Good girl.’

~~~
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Later that evening when the sun begins to drop over the horizon, the lights come on in the garden, the band carries on playing, backed up by a disc jockey for when the band takes a break. Most of us oldies sit around the tables in the marquee, as the younger guests gyrate on the dance floor.

We tolerate this for a while until we see that Sebastian is about to leave. ‘Why don’t you go and say goodbye, let him know you’re hot for him?’ asks Master. ‘I’ll find a bottle of champagne and take Victoria to my room. Get an early start. It’s going to be a very long night for her.’

I quickly make my way over to where Sebastian is heading towards his car. ‘Sebastian,’ I call. Once he turns and sees me, I sink into the shadows of a large tree.

‘K? What is it? What can I do for you?’ he says joining me in the shadows.

‘This,’ I say kissing him with my tongue down my throat. I reach down and grab his packet, a decent size I must say. ‘And I want some of this, but not now, not tonight. I wanted you as soon as I saw you and I know you felt the same way.’

‘Yes, that’s true,’ he replies, kissing me. ‘But your husband?’

‘Don’t worry about him, he encourages me to play around. Sometimes he even likes to watch. We won’t get any interference from him.’ I reach into my purse and give him my card. Like Master I carry cards that only have my phone number on. ‘This is my private number. Phone and you’ll get straight through to me. Then we can talk about charity ... giving to the needy ... and I’m very needy.’ I can feel him stiffening under my hand.

‘I must go now my driver is waiting for me, but I’ll ring in the next few days, promise.’ He kisses me again and then goes.

I’m getting wet and the Love Balls are starting to feel loose, so I quickly go back to the reception and give the sign for the duke to go back to his room, where I join him. I’m horny so after I have beaten the duke, I let him suck the balls out of me, then I tie him to the bed and ride him hard, like a bucking bronco. Once he has come inside me, I complete his humiliation by making him lick his own cream pie out of me.

As it’s a warm night I make him sleep on the floor ,while I make myself comfortable in his bed. Master is going to let me have a new fuck toy! A good night was had by all.
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Next day when we are back at the Gilchrist estate, I’m helping Chloe with baby Devon and she notices that I’m humming to myself. I hadn’t realised that I was until she pointed it out.

‘Okay then, who is it?’ she asks.

‘Sorry?’

‘You’ve found yourself a new lover haven’t you, someone at the wedding? You’re all chipper and cheerful. I know you, when you’re like that you’ve found someone new to take your interest.’

‘It’s not like that, Master just wants me to get to know someone better. We met him because he is interested in help from our charity, but Master thinks that he might be useful in the future, so he wants me to cultivate him. You know Master, always thinking ten steps ahead.’

‘Cultivate? Is that the new euphemism for “fucking his brains out”?’ she says with a laugh.

I just shrug. ‘Does that bother you?’

‘Once upon a time it might have, but over the years I’ve come to understand you a lot better. You need that constant stimulation, that wild sex with strangers. Besides, if Master wants you to do it then you have to do it.’

‘Are you sure you don’t mind though?’

‘Look around you. There is this beautiful baby girl and she’s ours, this lovely house and it’s ours, and most important, a big loving family around us and it’s ours. As long as we have all of that then I’m happy. As I’ve told you before, I don’t mind you “catting around” because you’ll always come home to me and Devon. I can’t live the life you live, I thought I could when we started out together but I can’t, but I’ve learnt to love the life I have much more than any other possible. So go ahead and play your games with Master, I’ll be waiting when you come home.’

I get a tear in my eye and my voice goes a bit wobbly. ‘I don’t deserve you Chloe, I don’t deserve any of this. Thank you for understanding me, I thought only Master Roger could but now I have you as well. Thank you.’

~~~
[image: ]


I’m shown into the Lord-Lieutenant’s office by his secretary. ‘Thank you Marian, that will be all, you can cancel all my afternoon appointments and hold all my calls.’

‘Already done, sir. Will you be needing me at all for the rest of the afternoon?’ she says with a look at me that says so much. She must be used to the Lord-Lieutenant ‘entertaining’ ladies in his office. ‘Likes to play the field,’ the duke had said. We’ll see.

‘I don’t think so, Marian, switch the phone lines through to the switchboard and take the rest of the day off.’

‘Thank you, sir.’ She leaves, closing the door behind her.

I look around the room. We are meeting in the old civic building, pre-war, maybe older, so it is all wooden beams, stone walls and lead-paned windows. Bookshelves, laden with file boxes and ledgers line the walls, so it looks like one of those old libraries you see in the movies.

‘My dear, Mrs. Gilchrist. How nice it is to see you again,’ he says, standing up behind his desk. Today he’s not wearing his uniform but a rather expensive three-piece suit. He’s playing it cagey as I reckon he’s wondering whether what happened at the wedding was just a drunken flirt, or did it actually mean something. We’d spoken on the phone since then but he kept it completely professional. I did the same, saving all my flirting for today, our first meeting in the flesh since the wedding. ‘And lovely to see you too, Lord-Lieutenant.’

‘Oh please, call me Sebastian.’

‘Then you must call me K.’ I look at the door and there is key in the lock so I conspicuously lock it. ‘Got anything to drink around this place?’

‘Certainly, please, take a seat.’ I sit myself into one of the chairs facing his desk. He goes to an ornate drinks cabinet and opening it asks, ‘Whisky or Brandy?’

‘Whisky, please.’

He takes a glass and pours a splash of whisky into it. Then he gives me the glass and as he is still holding the bottle, I hold my glass out for him to pour some more into it. Which he does. After filling a glass for himself, he goes and sits behind his desk again. I notice that he leaves the bottle on the desk instead of replacing it in the cabinet.

‘So what brings you here today? Not that it’s not a pleasure to see you.’

‘Well, as I said on the phone, our man, Mr. Spencer, from the charity will arrange a date for him and a small team to come over to take a look at the running of the orphanages you represent, check the books, that sort of thing and if they give a good report, then my husband is prepared to proceed, to the next stage.’

‘And what is the next stage, may I ask?’

‘Funding your charities. The next stage requires my approval, though. There is a price to pay for our funding.’

‘Are you asking for a kick-back? I’m afraid I don’t operate that way. If this business venture is going to be based on corruption, then I regret that we can’t do business together.’

Good move, well said, many points earned there.

‘You misunderstand me, Sebastian, there are no kick-backs involved. We don’t operate that way either.’

‘Then what is the price you’re asking? What will it take to get your approval?’

‘The next stage involves my personal assessment of you.’

I swig down the rest of my drink and going to his desk, refill first my glass, then his. Taking a sip I go around to his side of the desk and plonk my arse on the edge of it.

As it’s still June and the weather is fine, I’m wearing a light coloured bolero jacket, that shows off my abdomen, and a flimsy skirt that unbuttons all down the front. No underwear of course.

I unbutton my jacket and pulling it back to reveal my boobs, I tell him, ‘If you want my approval, you have to fuck me. Not just this once, we are to become lovers and have an affair. That is my price. If I approve then we’ll do business with you.’

Most men would be gobsmacked and shaken by my demand, but he seems to understand that we’re not two love-struck, sex mad teenagers ... this is the first move in a ‘game’ we can play to heighten the pleasure. We both want the same things, to make a business deal, but to have some ‘sexy fun’ with each other along the way. Now I wait to see what his next move is.

At first he doesn’t react, taking a slow swig of whisky, as if he’s thinking it over. Then he replies, ‘That depends on what you have under that skirt. If you have a dick, then forget it, I already have one of those.’ He’s a cool one and no mistake. I see now why he got all those medals on his uniform. This only makes me want him more of course.

I unbutton my skirt to show him that I do not have a dick. He says, ‘In that case I think we can make a deal.’

He reaches forward to touch my pussy but I close my skirt and say, ‘Not so fast, Sebastian, there’s some things you need to know first. Then we’ll see if you still want to be involved.’ I stand up and pulling my skirt all the way back, display the brand on my right buttock.

This time when he reaches out, I let him touch my brand and run his fingers over it.

‘First of all, Roger Gilchrist, isn’t just my husband ... he’s my Master ... and I am his slave. He owns me body and soul. He is free to do literally anything he likes to me, or with me. In return I give him complete control over me, and through this control he makes me available to whomever he decides I will have sex with.

‘However, he is a kind and generous Master. As I told you, he allows me to have a vigorous and fulfilling love life with others, we even enjoy watching each other having sex. Over the years he has allowed me to have lovers on the side, and he even allowed me to go through a faux marriage with my lady friend, and we had a child together. So if you and I become lovers, you must understand that he is and will always be, my first priority.’

He rubs my brand scar again. ‘Did he do this to you, did he brand you?’

‘No, I asked for it to be done, as a gesture of how much I love him. Along with these,’ I turn and pull my skirt apart so he can see the tattoos on my lower abdomen. ‘I asked for these and eventually he consented and allowed me to have them.’

‘Master and slave ... does that mean he beats you?’

‘He does, but then again ... he does it because we both enjoy it. He is a sadist and I am a masochist. Along with enjoying the humiliation and control of being his slave, I desire to be beaten and abused, often, in many and various ways. I have needs, Sebastian, and he fulfils those needs, either by himself or he gives me to other men and women for their use, to satisfy those needs.’

Sebastian doesn’t say anything, so I fill up both our glasses and take my seat again, allowing him time to think it over.

Eventually he asks, ‘Did he send you to me and tell you to seduce me?’

‘No, Sebastian. I saw you at the wedding and wanted to fuck you, as you did me. When I told him that, he said he would allow it. He said I needed someone fresh outside our relationship to entertain me. I’m here because I want to be here, believe that.’

‘Does he really own you? Couldn’t you just walk away? What could he do then?’

‘Yes, I can walk away anytime, but I choose not to. This slavery is purely voluntary. His rules ... and I must admit there are others like him who we’re connected to, have a cardinal rule that a slave may walk away at any time or refuse any treatment or punishment. They are free to leave at any time, but if they do so, they can never join the group again. No one is under duress, but if they agree to stay then they must accept any and all treatment or punishment.’

He thinks some more and drinks some more whisky. So do I.

‘This group of friends you mentioned, is it by any chance called, The Society?’

Master wanted to me find out if he knew of The Society and if so, how much. ‘Yes it is, I see you’ve heard of it. Not surprising given that most of the upper classes or top businessmen seem to be members. How much do you know about it?’

‘I’ve heard a few things over the years from people who had drunk too much, or mistakenly assumed that I was a member so were indiscreet in front of me. I always assumed that the duke was a member, given his peccadilloes, but never wanted to invade his privacy by asking him about it.’

‘So you know about his peculiarities?’ I ask.

‘Yes, I have known him for years, so it’s not hard to spot some things. I say, do you and he ...?’

‘One of the overriding rules of The Society is secrecy for its members. I would no more tell you about him, than I would tell anyone about anything that you and I may do. Except my Master of course, I tell him everything.’

‘But I’m not a member of The Society.’

‘But I am,’ I counter.

‘Touché.’

‘Have you never wanted to join The Society?’ I ask him. ‘You’ve heard enough about it to know what it is.’

‘I’m not really into BDSM.’

‘It’s a sex club. Mastery and slavery sure, but the BDSM side is only for those who are into that. We have many members who are just into having their own sex slave, no violence involved. Others just want to serve a generous Master who will look after them financially. It caters for all types.’

‘So can I ask you, what do you actually do for your Master?’

‘Certainly, Sebastian, anything you want to know.’

‘Please, call me Bas, Sebastian seems a bit too formal, given the nature of the conversation.’

‘Okay, Bas it is then. Well, as a slave of not just my Master, but The Society as a whole, Master used to get requests from other members for the use of me. This would include all sorts of things, some men liked to beat and fuck me, some wanted me to dominate them or their wives while they watched, I’m trained in being a submissive and a dominant. Some women just wanted to make love to me or me to them.

‘I have quite a reputation you see. Frankly, I’m a bi-sexual, three hole whore, who can take or give, a good whipping. Master put me into porno movies and due to that I have quite a following. My porn name was Brandy McPhee, I can send you a link to where you can see the sort of films I was in ... if you like any let me know and I’ll send you copies. But I’ve given up the porn movie business now and they want me to star in a real movie.’

‘So anyone could request your company?’

‘When I was just a slave. Then I got inducted into the Society as a full member, so now even though we still get requests, Master Roger lets me pick and choose most of the time. There are those occasions when he tells me I must accept, but those are few and far between these days.’

‘And what do you do for these ... I don’t know what word to use.’

‘I call them clients. I do anything they want. And they can do anything they want to me, within reason. Let’s face it, I’m a dirty filthy whore and like to be treated as one.’

‘So you want me to be a, what did you call it ... a client?’

‘No Bas, I want you to be my lover. I want you to be nice to me, wine and dine me, make love to me. Send me flowers and presents and maybe once a while some nice jewellery. Treat me like a lady ... until you get me in the bedroom or the back seat of your car, or out in the woods, then you can treat me like a whore. You’re a ladies man, you know your way around a woman so there’s nothing to be scared of.

‘Come to Kingswood, which I own. It’s an erotic holiday camp for kinky sex lovers. Fuck me in one of the cabins or watch as the trainers hitch me up to cart and use me as a pony girl. Learn to drive a pony cart with me pulling you along, naked under your whip. Master says you can do whatever you want with me, so why not take advantage of that offer. Only take it as far as you want to go, but I’ll let you take me as far as you want to go. What do you say?’

‘Okay, I’m in. You’ve talked me into it. What do we do to seal the deal? Shake hands?’

I pull my jacket apart so he can see my breasts. ‘I was thinking more like I sit on the edge of your desk, and you eat my pussy until it’s good and wet. Then I suck your cock until it is nice and hard, at which time you bend me over your desk and give me a good fucking. And if I like it, I’ll let you come in my mouth at the end.’

I walk over to him and remove his jacket, waistcoat and tie, unbuttoning his shirt so I can see his chest, covered in grey hair.

‘I’m not really into BDSM though, so don’t ask me to beat you or anything,’ he says.

‘Well ... I was hoping that one time you might spank me with that sword of yours.’

He thinks for a moment then says, ‘Maybe that could be arranged ... probably.’

‘I have one other request ... I was drawn to you as I am turned on by older men, who have an air of authority. It brings out the submissive in me. It makes me go weak at the knees. Something to do with not having a father figure growing up, Master says. So may I call you ... sir?’

‘Call me sir? Yes, I like that, a young Poppet who needs her Daddy. That’ll be fine.’

‘Thank you, sir,’ I say as I pull his head down to suck on my nipple.

I lean back against the desk and pull my skirt apart. When he has sucked on my tits long enough, I push him to his knees and pull his face into my pussy. It is already wet and he has no trouble in sliding his tongue into me.

He has had a lot of experience at this, I can tell. After a while of swapping between licking his tongue up and down my slit, and rubbing on my ‘little man in the canoe’, he makes me gasp as I nearly tip over the edge, when he puts several fingers inside me and concentrates on my clit.

It’s too soon for me to come yet. I want to taste him before I have him inside me, so I gently push him away and seat him in his chair. I kneel before him and unzip him, releasing the bulge in his trousers. And it is a nice sized bulge. Not the biggest I’ve ever had, I’ve been fucked by Bruce remember and many black porn actors, but he’s a fair size like Master Roger, and he certainly fills my mouth and makes my eyes water when I push it too far down the back of my throat.

And yes, in case you were wondering, his pubes are grey as well.

I work away at him for some time, swallowing him whole and then changing to lick his balls. I keep myself ticking over with one hand while I manipulate his manhood with the other. I am so fucking worked up, hot for him since the wedding, and discussing with him in detail just what a lowdown, filthy whore I am and how I have been used by others, and now this sex. I’m on the boil, so I take a condom out of my jacket pocket and taking it out of the foil packet, unroll it on his throbbing cock.

(I don’t usually use a condom but as I want him to come in my mouth at the end, I’d rather not do it if he has been fucking me in the arse. I’ll do Ass To Mouth in the movies but I don’t like it, hence the condom.)

‘Okay, soldier, it’s time.’ I stand up and undoing the last button on my skirt, at the waist, throw it aside. I’m now only wearing my Bolero jacket which is wide open. Once I’ve done that, I bend over the desk and rest on my elbows as he enters me from behind.

My, for an older man he can certainly last for a long while. I thought I’d done such a good job on him that he only last about 10 minutes but I lose track of time as he pounds his cock into me. Not that I’m complaining, I love every minute of it but I also like variety, so I tell him to stick it in my arse.

‘But I don’t have any lube,’ he cries.

‘Never mind, my pussy juice should be enough, if not I’ll just have to suffer.’ And suffer I do, the mixture of pain and pleasure is intense and it is only minutes before I burst through that barrier between pleasure and absolute heaven as I come, heavily, I groan with pleasure and spasm repeatedly, knocking several items off his desk.

When I return to Earth again and the room has stopped spinning, I hear him say, ‘Any time now, girl.’

‘Please, sir, hold on, I want you in my mouth.’ He withdraws and I turn round and drop to my knees. Frantically peeling the rubber off him, I start babbling, ‘Please, sir, put it in my mouth, let me take all you’ve got.’

He doesn’t wait for me to suck him off, perhaps understanding what I was trying to convey to him during our conversation, he grabs my hair and roughly jerks his hips back and forth in my mouth, not really caring if I can breathe or not. Finally he shoots his load, his thick cum filling my mouth and throat. I desperately try to swallow it all down so I don’t lose any of it out of my mouth. I succeed and suck on him until he is dry. Then I lick his cock clean before letting go and sinking back onto my heels, exhausted.

He pulls up his trousers and flops back into his chair, breathing heavily. ‘Sorry if I got a bit rough at the end, but you were such a hot fuck I just wanted to pound you to dust, never mind your pleasure.’

‘And that is how men become Masters, sir. They realise what a joy it is to take a woman and use her purely for their pleasure, and that is why women like me join The Society, to be treated like that.’

‘And you enjoy being treated like that? As just a piece of meat?’

‘Yes, sir. I’m nothing but a piece of fuck meat. I am dirt at your feet, sir.’ And as I’m already kneeling before him, I bow forward and kiss his shoes. Both of them. Then I stay in the kneeling position, eyes down, waiting to see what happens next.

‘I think I’m beginning to understand what this Master slave thing is all about. Having power over someone else, it can be intoxicating. I’ve never explored this side of me in any of my relationships, I know my wife didn’t want to delve into that side of things.’ Then as if he just realised something, ‘Of course I don’t have to beat you ... maybe just tie you up. That would enforce my power over you.’

I subtly change my approach. When I was explaining about Masters and slaves, I was open and straightforward, like two academics discussing the subject. Now that he has had a taste of it, I slowly change my attitude to that of a submissive, kneeling before her superior.

‘Certainly, sir. When I’m tied up with my hands behind my back, and maybe on a leash, that’s when I’m at my most vulnerable, unable to resist anything you wish to do to me.’

‘And you will obey orders?’

‘Without question. Sir’s wish is my desire.’

‘Your Master, he will allow this?’

‘Indeed, sir. Master Roger likes me to be abused by other men. In fact, if you are so inclined, he would like to have it videoed so he can also enjoy my humiliation and sexual exploitation.’

‘Perhaps in the future. For the moment we’ll just keep it between us. Now, fix us both a drink.’

I stand up and pour us both fresh drinks and after handing his to him, unbidden I kneel down next to his chair and sip mine.

(Oh, Master Roger, you certainly trained me well in the art of psychology, or as he puts it, ‘Getting people to do what you want’. I would have accepted Bas and I as equals and truly being treated as just his lover. But I’ve just shown him what possibilities a relationship with me could be like, and if I can get him to treat me in the manner I love the most, that is, kneeling at the feet of a superior male, awaiting his pleasure, then my time will be spent more enjoyably, for me anyway. I’m such a manipulative bitch, Master would be proud of me.)

When he finishes his drink he goes to a side door, which seems to be some kind of private bathroom, returning bearing what looks like the towelling belt off a bath robe. He takes my whisky glass off me and ties my hands behind my back. Then he takes his trousers, shoes and socks off, so he is just in his boxers and a shirt. He loops the belt from his trousers around my neck and uses it as a leash.

To test his rule over me, he leads me around the room, making me sit, stand, kneel on command. He has me carrying out orders like lick his balls, suck his nipples, and so on, just to see how far he can take it. Of course I let him go as far as he likes, egging him on, telling him that I like being talked down to by my superiors (all true by the way) and he should call me names like “common street whore”. In fact I ask him to call my by a nickname, “Filth” because it’s what I am, a dirty low slut. He promises to do so (men are so easy to twist round your finger.)

Bas is lapping it up and I am certainly enjoying it. At his time of life to be handed a lovely, young woman who will do ANYTHING for him she is told to, like a robot sex doll, must be mind-blowing for him. To have such a woman in your hands who you can call and she will come and do whatever you want.

He pours us fresh whisky and has me kneel in front of his chair while he feeds it to me. Then he has me suck him again. When he is fully erect, he tells me he wants to fuck me again but this time he lays me on the thick carpet and takes me from behind.

After he has come in my mouth again, he ties me to his chair and plays with me, pulling on my nipples, fingering me, sucking my tits, he makes me come several times from the play alone, never mind the switches it triggers in my head.

He keeps me all afternoon. He even takes photos of me on his phone, kneeling, hands bound, his belt as a leash from my neck to his desk drawer handle. I ask him to send them to my phone as well, to show Master.

Finally the end of the day is coming so I ask him to let me go. (I was going to go anyway but I wanted to make him feel he had the power to say no.) It has been a while since he last came so I manage to get him hard enough to bend me over the desk again, and do me in the arse one more time. I let him come inside me this time, and when he is finished and he unties me, I slip on a pair of panties I keep in my purse for emergencies, to stop the spunk running out of me.

I get dressed and then phone my security detail to come and pick me up. They’re in a nearby café. When he is dressed he unlocks the door but before he lets me out, he says to me, ‘I have enjoyed today, Filth. I’ve never had the opportunity to dominate a woman before but now I have, I can see why people play those particular games, from both sides. I will take you on as a lover by the rules and methods you told me you love.’

‘Thank you, sir. My Master will be pleased that I have obeyed him and given myself to someone to abuse. Although you may not wish it, he is more than happy for you to treat me badly and be rough with me.’ Then I hit him with the BIG LURE. ‘Perhaps one day he might even invite you to join The Society.

‘I must go now, sir. I will await your call, anytime and if my Master does not have need of me, I will come to serve you.’ I take his hand and I kiss it before leaving.
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When I get home that night and have a bath, Chloe is pleased to see me. She doesn’t want to know what I’ve been up to, it’s enough I’m carrying out Master’s orders. Of course I have to report to him next day and give him a report.

‘So, did you get to know Sebastian?’ he ask.

‘He told me to call him Bas, so I think so. I think I know him better than he knows himself. I offered myself to him, and then told him about myself and you and the porno movies, etc. At first it put him off but then I started showing him what a blast it was to have power over someone else. He lapped the idea up. He fucked me several times and then tied me up and led me around the room. Not bad for an older guy. I hope you’re just as virile when you’re his age. Here, look at the pictures.’

I hand him my phone and he looks at the photos of me kneeling naked and bound besides his desk. ‘Damn girl, you always take a good picture.’ He forwards them to his personal email account so he can download them to his computer. ‘Does he know about The Society?’

‘He does, but not from the duke. He’s heard rumours and gossip over the years, but nothing definite. I wouldn’t confirm that the duke was a member. He does know about the duke’s kink though.’

‘Why don’t you just take him as a normal lover? Why try and turn him into ... well, me? All dominant and that.’

‘You say that outside anything you need me to do, I can be my own person, don’t you?’

‘Of course, I’ve always let you have your head, if it doesn’t interfere with my games.’

‘Well, it was very generous of you, Master, to allow me take a lover, but I realised I didn’t need one. I just wanted a new fuck toy. I have Bruce and Luiz and when we meet they treat me gently and pander to me, which is nice. Then I have you and Viktor to brutalise me and keep me in line, to punish me for what I am, a “common street whore”,’ I say with a laugh, thinking back to yesterday.

‘But I decided I’d like to try something in the middle, I don’t need a lover, but I would like someone who will treat me badly in the bedroom, but will treat me nice outside the room. Someone who knows he has to keep on my good side if he wants me to kneel to him and call him sir, as I suck his cock. Besides, you’ve taught me so much about psychology, between me and you, I wanted to see if I could convert someone to our way of life who had never experienced it before. And I did, I was all subservient and obedient and made him believe that he could Master me in the way that you do. I call him sir and I even persuaded him to give me a nickname, “Filth”, so that’s another one you can add to my list of names.’

‘So where are you going with this?’ asks Master.

‘I want to see how far he will accept his opportunity to have a fuck toy of his own. It’s an experiment, I guess. See how much I can alter his way of thinking about sex.’

‘Don’t let it go too far, I don’t want you damaged in anyway.’

‘Oh don’t worry, Master, I will never let it be as bad as what you and Viktor do to me, and you know I love it. Let me train him to please me.’

‘Very well. Just don’t hurt him emotionally. How is he about the charity stuff?’

‘When I began to offer myself to him, he thought I was suggesting we get kick-backs and he refused to work with us, until I explained his mistake, so yeah, I’d say he’s trustworthy.’

‘Fine, well if Mr. Spencer says he’s okay we’ll help his charities out.’

‘I even suggested, just suggested as a lure, that one day you might even put him forward as a member of The Society.’

‘Good thinking, we could use someone in his position as a friend. No telling when we might need him. Good work, now go and spend some time with Chloe and don’t neglect Kingswood.’
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A few days later, Mr. Spencer takes the opportunity to visit us while he is in England and introduce himself to his new boss. He tells us that Sebastian’s charities check out. They are legitimate, well run but sorely underfunded. So Master decides that they can remain under their present management, with a few of our advisors on hand to help out, and Società da Rusticana will fund them.

He gives me the pleasant task of telling Bas the outcome of the review. I call Bas and tell him we should meet but I want it to be at his place. He invites me over to his apartment the following evening. I take along some goodies from the Fun room – a proper leather collar and leash, several sets of wrist and ankle cuffs, nipple clamps, and assortment of gags, leg spreaders, and a nice flogger, the thick type that will deliver more of a spanking than a whipping.

I strip off and he dresses me in all this finery, just to show him what I look like when I am a slave girl. He is dubious at first and refuses to use the flogger on me. Never mind, I spend a fun evening being penetrated in all my holes.

At my request (subtle insistence) I get him to take photos of me in my slave gear, and then even film me on his phone, blowing him. I borrow his phone and send all of these to Master. Bas is a bit put out at first, but I tell him that it is conditional on Master allowing me to visit him, so he accepts it.

We are now in business with the Lord-Lieutenant. Another notch on my bedpost.

~~~
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During the period before I begin work on the Diamond Girl movie, Master allows me to spend time with Bas. (“Continue his corruption” as Master puts it.) I can meet Bas at his apartment, or we can get together at Kingswood. That way I can keep up my duties to the place as well.

Master even invites him over for dinner on occasion. I think he genuinely likes him and is not just buttering him up for some future scheme. Indira cooks us up a sumptuous meal, Master, Nicky and I dress up and we have an enjoyable evening, while Ramla and Jalilah wait on us.

Master had primed me to raise the subject of the free use of me at the first meal, so after dinner as we were having brandy and cigars on the balcony (Master allowed me to prepare cigars for him, Bas and myself, Nicky doesn’t smoke) I raised the subject.

‘Master Roger, Bas still doesn’t quite believe that you have no objections whatsoever about myself being available to him, to use as he pleases.’

‘That’s true I’m afraid. Let me ask you, Roger, man to man, you really have no problems with K here consorting with me?’

‘Not in the slightest, Bas. The group I belong to, which K tells me you are aware of, believes in sharing our assets, just think of it as a more sophisticated form of “wife swapping”, nothing more.’

‘Yes but ... K assures me that all the slaves are willing participants and everyone volunteers. How does that work, do you post notices on smutty websites, put adverts in the job centres? How does The Society recruit?’

‘Would be slaves and Masters can usually find each other. Members of The Society are always rich, famous or important, sometimes all three. K once joked that I could now buy the Isle of Wight, some of our members could literally buy Madagascar or Tasmania. That alone doesn’t get them admission though. First they have to be recommended by a couple of existing members. Then they are vetted thoroughly by the security section. They must have no criminal records, absolutely no hint of a history of violence, outsides the confines of The Society that is, and are generally just “nice people with a kink”. They can be Dom, sub, sadists, masochists, any persuasion, they don’t have to be Dominant types. Then the council takes a vote on them.

‘Slaves mostly get introduced to the life by their boyfriends, husbands, whatever. In time though the needs of the slave might outgrow their lifestyle. When that happens they are usually passed onto, or gravitate towards the more Masterful type. Or sometimes an experienced Master spots a potential sub and will recruit them to his stable.

‘You understand that at this time I’m talking about people who are outside The Society, what we call civilians. Then if they pass through the hands of several Masters, or are loaned out to other people, if they are lucky they might meet a member of The Society. If they click, then he may take them on as a slave and train them to Society standards. As I’m sure K told you, this is all voluntary on the part of the slaves. They are free to say no to anything and walk away at any time. However, if they say no, then they will never be allowed back into the Society. If they stay, it means full acceptance of their submission and obedience to any order.

‘Once they’re in, people are matched with their equals and opposites. The Society sees to it that people who only want sexual slavery are matched with Doms who want the same. Masochists are matched with sadists, and so on. No one is allowed to force their slaves into anything they are not willing to do, such as forced pony training, heavy BDSM and suchlike.’

‘As all of the members, Dom and sub, are people who think outside the box and want adventures, much is made of swapping slaves and having new sexual partners. It’s what makes life fun, and for K and I it also enriches our experience together, bringing home new ideas, it keeps the relationship fresh. And that is why I am perfectly happy to let you have an affair with K and in the future, I may give you access to the rest of my female slaves.’

‘You mean all these ladies are freely available?’ he waves his hand to indicate Nicky, as well as Ramla and Jalilah who are standing behind us waiting for orders.

‘Absolutely. It’s a necessary condition of their voluntary slavery. They must all be available for use by any person that I decree. Come your birthday I might let you have all four at once.’

‘That’s very generous, but if that were to happen I might have to be carried out on a stretcher afterwards,’ replies Bas.

‘Try Ginseng. Works wonders I’m told.’

‘I’m still having trouble understanding what makes people like K and Nicky tick. What makes them have a slave’s mentality. Why do they submit themselves so easily?’

‘There are many reasons. Some do it for the comfort and safety of a Dominant who will control them, in exchange for a comfortable life. That’s how K and I got together. She was a starving artist and I took her on in exchange for paying all her bills, feeding, clothing her.

‘Others do it purely for the money side of things, I’ve met a few like that. They’ll do anything as long as they are kept in style. Then there are the ones like K and Nicky who have such low self-esteem, and a strong masochistic streak, they would surrender themselves to any civilian Dominant to be beaten and abused, regardless of consequences, because they think they deserve it.

‘In The Society though, they will be allowed to indulge their needs, but in a safe and secure environment. Each slave will only be taken as far as they wish in levels of punishment. The Society has graded levels of what can happen to a slave. Green, Amber and Red “Tags” as we call them. Both K and Nicky are Red Tags because they have received the most intensive harsh, degrading and humiliating discipline without breaking ... at their own request, I might add. As their Master I only allowed it to happen when they asked me to put them through it, and only when I deemed them ready to handle such punishment.

‘So that’s why you are free to abuse K or Nicky, in any way that will please you, as long as it is not permanently damaging to them.’

‘But what makes them want that sort of abuse?’ Bas asked.

‘K ... would you care to explain?’ said Master.

‘Yes, Master. Because I am an lowly piece of dog-shit slut who deserves every piece of abuse I ever get, I grew up as a low-life whore, a slut that could be bought for a bottle of booze. I’m not pretty or clever and believed that I only have worth when I’m being fucked or whipped, for the entertainment of my superiors. Then Master Roger took me on as his slave and he made me believe that if I could interest him, then perhaps I had some worth after all and deserved to live. Until I met him I was rudderless, without any sense of direction in my life, Master gave me structure and a purpose ... and a reason to live.

‘If Master Roger hadn’t found me and trained me properly, I would probably be chained up in some evil bastard’s basement now, where he and his friends abuse me on camera and post it online. And it would be no more than I deserve,’ I say and my voice wobbles and my vision begins to blur with tears.

‘Nicky,’ says Master.

‘Like K, I am worth nothing, just a piece of meat for men to play with. All my life I have enjoyed pain, seeking out more and harsher treatment. At first I’d just let random men slap me around and fuck me, but I knew that wasn’t enough to satisfy me. I’ve had several Masters but they never matched up to my hopes. Then I saw K’s videos of her Red Tag training in the Dungeons where slaves are sent for conditioning. It wasn’t just indiscriminate violence, but the strict, controlled, application of pain and sexual torture, deliberately intended to break the spirit of the slave in the restraints, and make them compliant for their owners. I wanted exactly that.

‘I figured that K hadn’t just walked in off the street, to undergo that she must have been trained and conditioned, by Master Roger. I asked for him to train me as well and eventually I went to the Dungeons as well and earned my Red Tag,’ she fingered the red disc hanging from her collar. ‘And now I have respect for myself and from my peers, and that’s all down to Master Roger.’

‘So they live to serve you?’ asked Bas.

‘No. Outside of serving me I’m pretty easy going and mostly let them have lives of their own. K for example has a wife, my child which the two of them are bringing up as their own, many various lovers of both sexes, and she owns Kingswood which I’m sure she’s told you about by now.

‘As for Nicky, she is having an affair with Pola, the lady security guard who is the baby’s bodyguard.’

Nicky gasps in shock. ‘How did you ...?’

‘What? You thought I didn’t know? Aah, that’s adorable. You should have told me yourself though, I’ll have to punish you for that. Remind me tomorrow.’

‘Yes, Master,’ Nicky replies, sheepishly.

‘So you see, Bas, there are many and various kinds of slavery in The Society, but I think most would agree that here in House Gilchrist, it’s amongst the easiest for the slaves.’

‘Well, I’m certainly convinced. I admit, I was afraid that you ran some sort of slave camp here, but from what you’ve told me it seems more like a holiday camp.’

‘In a way it is, I let them escape from themselves for a while. Anyway, enough talk, it’s getting late and I fancy a blowjob, here under the stars, so why don’t you take K up to bed and do what you like with her?’

‘Yes ... please do that,’ I say.

We both stand. ‘Before we go up, may I show Bas the Fun room?’ I ask.

‘Why not. If he plays his cards right I may let him have use of you in that room. Why not show him what the future may hold for the two of you.’

I kiss Master goodnight and lead Bas to the lift. We descend to the basement and I take him into the Fun room. I show him all the equipment and the torture devices. His eyes open wide but he is not disgusted as I explain how they are used on the likes of Nicky, Indira and I.

‘And you enjoy all this?’ he asks.

‘I live for it.’

‘I bet you look good hanging naked from that hoist.’

‘You can see if you want. All punishments sessions are recorded. We can watch one of them on the TV when we are up in the room. Sessions with both Master and one of the pony girl trainers, Viktor, are the most intense, you should watch one of those to see what I really suffer.’

Yes, I ... I’m beginning to think that I’d like to see that.’

‘Then come with me.’ Taking his hand I lead him to the lift and we go to the second floor and along to my room. When I designed the mansion, Master insisted that I be allocated my own bedroom, despite the fact that I live in another house on the estate with Chloe. But, as he pointed out, there will be nights like this when I want, or he requires me, to sleep with someone else. ‘You don’t want to do it in front of Chloe, under her roof, and upset her, do you?’

Wise Master, always thinking ahead.

We strip off and while I get the TV remote and navigate my way to the mansion server that contains all the home movies, Bas gets a bottle of wine from the wine fridge and opens it. He pours us glasses and I start the movie.

Once it’s running I lean down and take his dick in my mouth, just gently toying with it at first and not yet sucking on him properly. As the movie runs I can feel he is more and more interested. It’s a bruising session with Master and Viktor torturing me, taking it in turns with the whip, it gets pretty intense in places and I try to fast forward through the bits where I’m crying my eyes out, begging for mercy, or when it’s so severe that I lose control and piss myself, but Bas insists on watching it all, so I hide my head under the bedclothes and keep on sucking his dick.

After the movie and the bottle of wine are finished he turns to me and says, ‘That’s the way you would like me to treat you?’

‘No, sir, those guys are experts. If you tried that you’d damage me. However, a spanking, taking your belt to my arse or my tits would be most appreciated. Pull my hair and slap me around a bit if you like, though not in the face. Followed by a rough fucking and I’ll worship at your feet. And don’t forget to feed me your spunk.’

I’ve kept working on him with my hand as we talked and now he is good and ready to fuck me. He throws back the covers and flips me onto my stomach, he nudges my legs apart with his knees and grabbing me by my hips, pulls me up so I am on my knees and elbows. He grabs me by the hair and forces my face into the pillow. Then he enters me and gives me a hard fucking, not stopping or slowing down until he is ready to come. At which point he withdraws and pulling my head around puts his cock in my mouth, and I suck on him until he comes.

After I’ve finished slurping him down, I tell him one of the commands that I have been trained to respond to. ‘Just say “Mouth”,’ I tell him, ‘and I will immediately stop whatever I’m doing and start sucking on your cock, anytime, anyplace. It saves time at the end of a fuck if you say that, instead of having to turn me around and having to tell me what you want.’

‘Mouth,’ he says. ‘Right, got it.’

He rolls over as if to go to sleep. ‘Don’t I get to come, sir?’ I complain.

He looks back over his shoulder. ‘I’ll fucking tell you when you get to come. Now go to sleep,’ he says, facing away again.

My whole body gives a tingle. He’s beginning to get it, I think to myself and cuddle up to him contentedly.
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Bas certainly came out of his shell after that night, exploring this new side of his sexuality that he had discovered, and his attitude towards me changed. After that dinner with Master, he no longer thinks of me as his lover, but rather, just his fuck toy. (Which I am loving, by the way.) Often when he has me as his naked slave in his apartment, running around doing errands for him, like tidying the place, he will just grab me and fuck me without any foreplay. (Those who have read my books will know what a cleanaholic I am, always scrubbing and cleaning. Sometimes he’ll even let me polish his sword for a treat. I mean his real sword, not his cock.)

Obviously due to his position (which Master cautions me not to endanger in any way) we cannot shag in public places, or let me blow him in the back of his official car when he is out and about.

It’s different at Kingswood though, due to the importance of our membership, we have tight security as we have some very famous guests who can indulge their passions in complete privacy. So we are free to openly play the games that I am teaching him to enjoy.

I have taken him pony carting at Kingswood, he got a real kick seeing me as a beast of burden, naked, responding to every crack of the whip. Followed by great sex in the woods. I have a room in the Lodge reserved for him, and when he comes I stay over and let him use me.

I booked myself in for an appointment with the Whip Master and invited Bas along to watch. It helps as I like to have sex after a whipping, but the Whip Master is gay, so it was nice to have Bas there to take me back to his room and fuck me hard, buggering me as well.

It was my last session with the Whip Master, or any pony girl training come to that, until after the Diamond Girl movie is completed. Master and Todd have cautioned me against doing anything that might leave me marked in anyway, or risk any damage to me at all. Can’t afford for me to have a twisted ankle just before filming begins, so the next month is pretty dull, sado/masochism-wise. Still, Master has promised me he’ll put me through all the ‘entertainments’ we have at Kingswood, when I’m free.

Until the pause on beatings began, I was bringing the inner sadist in Bas out, I’d even persuaded him to use the flogger or his belt on me, before sex. It arouses me and it is beginning to have the same effect on him. I’m conditioning him to equate sex with my punishment.

My biggest thrill was getting him to spank me with his sword. It’s only for ceremonial duties so it is blunter than a paper knife. Once I checked that out I talked him into using it on me. He let me set up the GoPro to record it, before handcuffing me to a wall mounted lighting fixture and then proceeding to give me a dozen sturdy whacks on my arse. It hurt less that being caned but it was the thrill of being disciplined with a ceremonial sword that did it for me, and I came just from the beating. Master got a big thrill watching that video when I showed it to him later, and despite me having been fucked rotten by Bas earlier, Master bent me over his desk and screwed me again. (Hey-Ho, such is the life of a poor sex slave.)

Bas is getting into this Master/slave bit as well. I have to give him rim jobs, and sometimes when he’s feeling mean he takes me to the toilet with him. I hold his cock in my hand as he is peeing, then I have to kneel and put it in my mouth, sucking him dry. Or he pees on me when we are showering together. None of these are my favourite pastimes, but as I’ve said before, there are certain acts I hate doing but get a big kick out of being made to do them.

Master Roger says Bas cannot lend me out to other people, but he can share me with them. So we have had several sessions where he let some of his close friends, male and female, have sex with me while he watched, before joining in. A couple of the women have even called me up and asked if they could meet me privately, so I invited them over to Kingswood.

Sebastian thinks he has me but little does he know, I have him.
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Elf and I are at the private hospital that caters for Society members and their families/slaves. She is having an Ultrasound Scan. Last time Chloe was pregnant, we asked not to be told the sex, so we were pleasantly surprised when Devon popped out. This time though, we have an ulterior motive when we ask to be told the sex of the baby growing inside her.

The technician prints a photo of the scan and hands it to her. ‘There you go,’ she says. ‘You can quite clearly see what you’re having.’

We both look, all I can see is a perfectly formed baby, but no indication of the sex, so she has to tell us what it is. I ask for another print for Master as I know Chloe and I will want to keep this one.

When we are done, our security detail whisks us home. Once I get Elf settled in the house with Indy and Pola who is there guarding Devon, I head off to the mansion to report to Master.

I go to his study door, knock and wait to be called in. ‘Come in,’ he yells. I go in, nod to Lola and stand in front of his desk.

‘How did the scan go, Chloe all right?’

‘Yeah, she’s fine, picture of health. Speaking of pictures...’ I lean forward and place the scan photo on the desk.

He picks it up, ‘What’s this?’

‘It’s a scan of your new son. It’ll be a boy, like I promised.’

‘A boy? That’s great news!’

‘Yes ... I’ve discussed it with Chloe and we’d like to name him Robert, in honour of your father ... if that’s all right with you.’

He stares at the scan for a moment without saying anything, then he looks up at me, his eyes are narrowed and his mouth is in an ugly grimace. For one horrible moment I fear I have dropped an enormous bollock, and upset him somehow. I am just about to start apologising, when I realise that he has clamped his mouth shut to stop himself from crying.

He gets up from behind the desk and comes and hugs me. ‘Lola, stop what you’re doing and go,’ I command her.

‘Do you want me to go and ...?’

‘Just leave.’

‘Yes, Mistress.’ She finally gets the message and gathering her things quickly exits the room, without even bothering to curtsy on her way out.

Master and I just stand there for a few moments, silently. I feel him trembling, so I guide him to the sofa, sit him down and put his arm around my shoulders. I can’t remember when I’ve ever seen him this emotional before. Whether it’s the fact he is going to have a son and the family name will live on, or whether it is because we decided to commemorate his father. He’ll tell me one day, but for now it is enough for me just to be there for him.

He’s still holding the scan and after a time when he has regained some control, he waves it in front of me and says, in almost a whisper, ‘Thank you for this. It’s the best gift you could ever give me.’

‘After all you’ve done for Chloe and me, Master, the way you changed our lives, it’s the least we could do.’

‘Will you always be there for me, Princess?’

‘Until my dying day, Master.’

No more needs to be said, and so we just sit there silently for a time.
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I’m so excited. It’s August and finally we are off to Naples to start filming Diamond Girl at the villa. As the Naples scenes require me to sunbathe and swim in the sea, we are going there in the height of summer.

As I’m sure you all know by now, movies are shot out of sequence, so you go to a location, shoot every scene that takes place in that location, even if they are the first and last scenes of the movie, then move on to the next, so I end up filming scenes with Charity Cross even before I actually meet her in the movie.

Bruce is out there already with the film crew, arranging everything, transport accommodation, etc. As it’s the start of my new (legit) film career, Master and Lola are coming too. (Lola has to go wherever he does, to keep him up to speed with Society affairs as well as his normal business interests.) Chloe would have liked to come along as well, but due to her being a tad pregnant, Master and the doctors would like her not to travel, so Nicky has volunteered to stay behind and help out with Devon.

As per Unit Standing Orders (just my little joke about Master’s strict army-style regime) he and I travel separately for reasons of survivability. If one of us goes down then baby Devon will still have a surviving legal guardian.

The crew has taken all the spare rooms in the local village, while Bruce, Master, Lola, Todd and I stay in the guest accommodation at the Vineyard. We want to leave the villa as a film set and not disturb it by living there. When Bruce, Todd, Master and I are gathered at the villa, Bruce takes us aside and shows us where he buried the Contessa’s ashes. Todd promises him that the space won’t be violated.

The shoot goes smoothly. The villa is Diamond Girl’s retreat between jobs. We’ve decided to go with the name Jennifer Diamond for the main character (a pseudonym of course). The villa is situated in a large vineyard (which is actually owned by Master and Bruce) overlooking a private beach. After each heist, Jennifer comes back to the villa and recuperates, recharges her batteries, speaks to her contact – an older man, Isaac Goldman, who helps plan her heists and handles the stolen goods, provides her with info on new targets, and so on.

Basically, as an actress, all I have to do is lay around sunbathing, swim in the sea down on the private beach, laze around and have imaginary conversations with Isaac over the internet. I do some nude shots from the back as I lie on a sun lounger (remembering to cover up my brand and tattoos with makeup) and the occasional topless shot as I flit around the house or go to the beach, most of them with me covered in suntan oil, so the sun reflects off my body, as I tan myself. And oh yes, nearly forgot ... drink wine while I moodily watch the sun go down. (It’s a hard life being an actress. Sigh.)

As ordered by Master I have been working on the cardio exercise but laying off the weights,  and eating Indira’s pastries, so my body is now more filled out but still shapely (boobs coming along nicely and all). I no longer have a six-pack unless I flex, but still a nice flat stomach when I am relaxed. I admit it, I look good in a bikini and happy to stay like this if it is Master’s wish.

Then Charity Cross turns up for a couple of days shooting. This is the scene later in the film where she confesses that she is an Interpol agent, assigned to track me down. She tells me that although she has figured out I’m the jewel thief, she has told no one at Interpol. She’s come to beg me to give up my life of crime, as she has fallen in love with me. (Ah yes, that old chestnut. Probably happens all the time and would explain the low conviction rate of British criminals.)

Charity warns me that the authorities are expecting me to go after the “Blue Rajah” diamond which has just been purchased by a Brazilian billionaire, but it’s a trap, Interpol will be waiting for me in Rio de Janeiro. She pleads with me not to enter the trap, but to Diamond Girl, it seems too tempting, so I refuse her request. We have one last night of sad lovemaking, and when I wake in the morning she has gone.

It takes several days to film this bit. Charity is a natural actor but I need to have several goes and a bit of coaching from Todd before I nail it. Also I was worried about learning all the dialogue, but as is the way of cinema, the conversation takes place as we move through the villa, so as each set up takes place, you only have to learn a few lines for each location.

Thankfully I get it in the end, and we complete filming. To celebrate the successful end of our first location shoot, Bruce arranges for several cases of wine be sent over from the vineyard and everyone gathers in the villa and gets shitfaced. (By that I mean very drunk.)

As Lola wants to become one of Master’s playthings, to be given away to be used by his friends, we surrender her up to Bruce as she’s got to learn what it’s like getting pounded by his monster cock if she intends to stay with House Gilchrist.

I get to spend one night with Charity before she flies back to the US next day.

As for the rest of us, we’re off to Paris.
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The shoots in Paris and Berlin go smoothly. This may be Todd’s first film for the legitimate cinema but he does have plenty of experience in directing movies, particularly in location shooting (As most of the porn movies usually take place in someone’s house instead of on a film set.)

Shooting under natural light can save a ton of time for lighting purposes. Just use the sunlight and have those large, umbrella type reflectors, instead of having to set up large lighting rigs, can save days over a whole shoot.

I meet the actors who play the men I seduce (or I let seduce me) and shooting commences. In Paris (as Jennifer Diamond but she is using a different name on this caper, as she does on all of them) I meet a guy in a posh hotel bar and let him persuade me back to his place. Isaac Goldman has plenty of contacts in the jewellery business and he let me know that the guy who presently has me between the sheets, has recently purchased an expensive necklace for ... who knows, his fiancé maybe. Although if he is faithless enough to bed me, then who knows who else he might have on the side?

Isaac tells me that the ‘mark’, our target, is a bit of a player, so I place myself in his line of sight, and let him spot me, pick me up and seduce me. Back at his place after he has screwed me and is snoring away like a pig, I pull out a drug hidden in my perfume atomiser and spray it in his face, thereby rendering him unconscious for a good hour. Do I always let my marks screw me? Why not? Jennifer deserves some loving as well as anyone, and being a solitary jewel thief doesn’t lead to a great social life.

I get dressed, crack his safe and have it away with all the contents, money, bearer bond certificates, jewellery and of course, the necklace.

The apartment is one belonging to us, we only had to hire the hotel bar for that section.
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Next we go to Berlin. Here the mark is more important. He has purchased a matching set of necklace, earrings, and bracelet, for his wife. Fortunately for us, his wife has gone to Paris for the Fashion Week (ironic, eh?). So while the cat is away, the mouse is determined to get his end away. This is where I come in.

This one is more difficult as he is important enough to have his own security detail. I follow him for a few days to get his routine, then I arrange to collide with him in his favourite restaurant, in such a way that he spills his drink all down my dress.

Naturally he is very apologetic to a beautiful woman and when he promises to buy me a new dress, my gold-digging ears prick up. We have lunch together and he insists on going straight to a famous dress designer to buy me a new dress. Of course I am overwhelmed by his generosity, and in return promise to make it up to him in any way he would like (lick lips, pout, stare him in the eyes).

Of course we end up back at his Schloss (castle) with my legs over his shoulders. He certainly gets his money’s worth from me for the dress. This caper is going to be more tricky, as I have to get past his security team. In Paris I could just waltz out of the guy’s apartment in the middle of the afternoon. I won’t be able to get away with this here.

I have to wait until it is dark, give him a whiff of the old knockout gas. Get dressed, rob the safe which takes me some time to find. Then I ditch the dress and pull out of my bag a roll-neck sweater, lycra stretch pants and a pair of trainers that I brought with me.

Once I’m dressed and ready, I go out on the balcony, climb down the ivy, sneak across the garden and escape by climbing over the wall. That’s the plan anyway, but unfortunately I get into a tussle with one of the guards patrolling the grounds. We have a short fight and I beat him (to show off my Special Forces training) then I escape. Some distance away, I reach the car I stashed there earlier today, and head off. Another successful robbery, literally in the bag.

Next we go to Kuala Lumpur, Malaysia.
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We arrive in Kuala Lumpur (henceforth just referred to as KL). The crew are all booked into the Four Seasons Hotel, which is the big skyscraper next to the famous twin towers that are connected by a bridge. You may have seen it in a Sean Connery film.

We actually own an apartment near the top of the building, but as we are going to use that as the film set, we chose to take one of the hotel rooms along with everyone else. (Money is no object to Luiz, who is something like the 15th richest man in the world.) Master, Lola and I check into our suite to find Mr. Banerjee, Master’s butler, there waiting for us.

Master asked him to come to KL early as he has an encyclopaedic knowledge of KL, and a little black book of useful contacts in the city. He has been helping the location scout pick out nice views to film. There will be lot of scenes of me and the target (played by Bim-Bim Tan, if you remember) together before we do the robbery scene.

Mostly though the shooting will take place in the rooftop bar of the hotel and Master’s flat. They will appear to be in different buildings though. Bim-Bim and I will have our first meeting in the hotel rooftop bar. Todd will make a great deal about this being the famous Four Seasons hotel. As the Contessa, and now Master, were such big contributors to the upkeep of the hotel in resident’s fees and so on, we have permission from the hotel owners to shoot in the bar overnight when it’s empty. Once we hook up, then we appear to hop in a taxi and go across the city to another tower block where the mark has her apartment. In reality we just shoot those scenes several floors down from the bar, in our apartment. Luckily the apartment is on the opposite side of the building to the twin towers, so when you look out of the window, you just see the city of KL.

Liu Tsen and Bim-Bim have already arrived so Master, Todd and me go to greet them. Todd and Liu Tsen discuss Bim-Bim’s part. They have already agreed to bedroom scenes with me and her, but as she has not done any nudity in her Asian films, her audience might not take kindly to her prancing round in the buff. They finally agree that the two of us can be filmed kissing, then in bed together, but although we can show off her slinky body covered by a silk sheet to highlight her curves, only I will flash the flesh, so to speak. There will of course be scenes showing me topless, and even some showing me full frontal, but for those ones I’m at the rear of the set so I am out of focus, that sort of soft porn aesthetic.

Anyway, to the shoot. As Jennifer Diamond (but using a pseudonym as I do on all of my jobs) Isaac Goldman has set me up to rob a certain lady of the lesbian persuasion, called Ayesha Park (a Korean name, apparently). I’m not too fussy about who I sleep with, particularly in the course of a heist. I know she attends the hotel bar in the Four Seasons so I go there one night to try and meet her. I wait until she has gone in and been seated, then served her first drink. I saunter into the bar and as I walk past her table I drop my bag, causing her to notice me and give her a chance to check out my arse as I bend over to pick it up.

I make sure she gets a good look at me and it as I walk to the table I have selected. I’m seated in such a position that I can see her in my peripheral vision. She however has to turn her head to look at me, so I can clock how many times she does look, and it is quite frequent.

After a while a waiter approaches my table with a drink. ‘The lady over in the booth sends you this drink and wonders if you might care to join her.’ I look at her and appear to think about it for a moment, before crossing the room and joining her at her booth.

We talk. She tells me she is in business, I tell her I’m a travel photographer, here to take some nice pictures of Malaysia, for a piece I’m going to write about it. She very kindly offers to show me around and take me to some nice viewing places, BLAH, BLAH, BLAH.

Isaac’s brief on her was very detailed. She’s a ‘lipstick lesbian’ (thankfully) but the aggressive type, she does most of the talking, while I sit there listening, apparently in awe of this powerful woman. I find it’s best to let the mark seduce you as it makes it more convincing if they believe they have won you over.

After a while she says she’s hungry and takes me out to dinner. She checks me out in the taxi by putting her hand on my thigh and I don’t complain. At the restaurant we eat and drink plenty of wine, but as the meal progresses, she gets more touchy feeling, always touching my arm or rubbing her leg against mine under the table.

At one point between courses we go the bathroom together and she grabs me and kisses me forcefully. I don’t resist, thereby setting the tone for the rest of the evening. Eventually we go back to her place and we make love. (Cue soft porn bed scene, with me being the only one showing my tits to the camera.)

She romances me for the next few days as we go out sight-seeing and then one night, I apply the old gas in the face routine as she sleeps, rob the safe (Isaac supplied me with detailed plans on where it was hidden and how to crack it). Then I leg it. Job done.

I quickly change my appearance to that in my fake passport (blonde wig and thick rimmed glasses) pop the jewellery into several jiffy packs, and pop them in a post box on the way to the airport, addressed to several PO Boxes that Isaac owns, then make my escape out of the country.
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Master and Liu Tsen have been watching the filming in the hotel and the apartment, and if I know Master (and I do) they will have been cooking up some sexual escapade for Bim-Bim and I. And I’m proved right.

During the days when the film crew is packing up ready to ship all our stuff to the next location, Master informs Bim-Bim and I that he and Liu Tsen wish to take us to Madam Zhi’s establishment (a high class brothel) and for us both to perform with her customers, as I did on my own, last time we were in KL.

‘Okay,’ I say, secretly pleased. I wanted him to do this but I didn’t want to be forward and suggest it. Bim-Bim just rolls her eyes and says, ‘Very well.’

‘Mr. B. Would you be good enough to look Madam Zhi up in your little black book and give her a ring? Explain to her that the Brandy McPhee look-alike, is back in town and she is willing to perform for your customers again. Also this time she is bringing her friend along who ... as it happens ... is a Bim-Bim Tan look-alike, and she would also like to appear at your establishment.

‘Same deal as last time, the girls get 10% and she keeps the rest. We’re giving her plenty of warning so she can put the word around and drum up lots of business for the night.’

‘Right away, Master,’ agrees Mr. B.

Later when Bim-Bim and I are alone, I ask her, ‘Are you okay with this? I mean I’m fine about it, actually I’m looking forward to it, but if you don’t want to do it, I’ll have a word with Master Roger and he’ll put a stop to it.’

‘No, I’m fine. This isn’t the first time Liu Tsen has taken me to a brothel and made me earn my keep, and he often hands me out to his friends while he watches. It’s okay. As long as he keeps paying my bills and making me a film star then I’ll fuck anyone he wants me to. It’s a small price to pay for the life I’m living now, compared to the one I had.’

‘You’re all good then?’

‘Yes, I’m good. Besides, it’ll be nice to get some real cock up me instead of his tiny sausage.’

We both laugh and I relax then, assured she is not being unduly pressured into it.
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We arrives at Madam Zhi’s. The front is a restaurant and the brothel part is on the upper floors. We’ve made a special arrangement with our security detail and they will take a table in the restaurant and wait for us to emerge. Master has a remote trigger that will set off their beepers if there is trouble.

I grasp Bim-Bim’s hand and tell her, ‘Don’t worry, it’s a classy establishment, very clean.’

Mr. B. heads round the back and the four of us follow him. ‘Mr. Banerjee, nice to see you again, it’s been a while,’ the doormen greet him.

‘Yes, just back in town for a visit. Madam Zhi is expecting us.’

‘Yes, all good, go on up.’ We climb the stairs to where a young female bids us follow her down a corridor and into a large room, Madam Zhi’s chambers, where she is waiting for us.

‘Good evening, Mr. Gilchrist, Mrs. Gilchrist. I’m glad to see that you have maintained your look-alike illusion, my dear. Indeed, the resemblance to Brandy McPhee is incredible.’ She’s bluffing of course. She knows full well that I am the real Brandy McPhee, we established that at the end of my last visit, she’s just playing along. But hey, who is Madam Zhi to complain if some rich tart wants to play at being a hooker for the night? She gets 90% of the takings, so why should she worry?

She turns to Liu Tsen and Bim-Bim. ‘This is Mr. and Mrs. Smith,’ Master introduces them.

Madam Zhi takes a good look at Bim-Bim, who is quite a big film star in Asia so she must surely recognise her, but she plays along, ‘But of course ... and let me say dear, your resemblance to Bim-Bim Tan is amazing. It must take a lot of work to maintain that fantasy.’

‘I do what I can.’

‘First things first, I can only countenance such a thing if you give me your absolute assurance that these are not who they appear to be, but only copies. I cannot afford to fall foul of The Society. If they thought I was using actual famous people in my establishment they would close me down in an instant.’

Master and Liu Tsen look at each other and smile. ‘I can promise you that these girls are fakes and The Society will take no action, towards you or your place.’

‘Very good. Question asked, question answered, I am now protected. Now then, to business. You say the same deal as last time?’

‘Precisely. The girls each get 10% of the take and you keep the other 90%. Mr. Smith and I would like to watch, and if it’s not too much trouble, a couple of your girls and some champagne to keep us company. You can take the costs out of the 90%. Agreed?’

‘As it’s a special night and we have two such lovely look-alikes available for our customers, I’ll agree. I’ve put the word around about the two of them and we are fully booked. The girls can expect a busy night.’ Madam Zhi claps her hands and several of her hostesses arrive. She chatters away at them in Malaysian, among them is the young girl from earlier who has two robes for us girls to change into.

Bim-Bim and I strip naked and put on the robes. ‘This girl will take you to your room. I have put you in a room with two beds so you can watch each other as you entertain your guests. It will also make it easier for your husbands to watch you side by side. That is the intention is it not? Or would you prefer them in separate rooms?’

‘That is okay,’ says Liu Tsen. ‘We’d like them in the same room, so we can watch them both in action ... compare them as it were.’

‘And will Mr. Banerjee be accompanying you?’

Liu Tsen shakes his head.

‘So sorry, you’ll miss the fun, Mr. Banerjee. Never mind.’ She speaks to one of the girls and they lead him away, so it looks as if he might get his end away after all.

More talk in the local language and they lead Master and Liu Tsen away to their voyeur’s platform, and our guide leads us to our room.
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I quickly explain the procedure to Bim-Bim. There will be a knock on the door, we open it and a man will hand us a flower that was given to him when he paid. We keep those flowers as that is how we keep tally as to how many punters we have serviced. Then we deal with them as quickly as we can, one orgasm per customer, and then we hoof then out the door and wait for the next one.

The first one knocks at our door. I take the lead as I’ve done this here before and when I open it the man standing there has a red flower. I go to take it but he pulls it away and says, ‘No, her,’ pointing at Bim-Bim. I bring him in and she leads him to the bed. There is another knock at the door and this time the customer is holding a white flower which he hands to me. I suddenly get it, white flowers for me and red flowers for Bim-Bim. Makes it easier at the end of night tally I suppose.

Well we fuck and suck our way through the evening. We’re not competing but I do notice that she is slowly gaining more flowers than me. Makes sense I suppose. Brandy McPhee is only known to people who watch porn movies, whereas Bim-Bim Tan is known by all those in Asia who go to the cinema, or read newspapers. So the chance to fuck her, even if it’s only in fantasy (if they only knew) is more appealing than fucking me.

The red flower men are nailing her almost continuously, at least I get a break between punters. My customers though are porn addicts, and are more into the kinky stuff, so I get more back door action (meaning they do me in the arse) and facial cumshots, than she does.

I’ve noticed that like casinos, brothels seem not to have clocks in them, so the punters don’t know how much time (and money) they have spent in them. I reckon it’s about an hour or two past midnight when the flower people stop showing up. Bim-Bim has a lot more flowers than me but I can walk properly and have no trouble sitting down, whereas she can’t say the same.

Besides a) I got fucked aplenty, which is always a good thing.

b) Master got to watch me being fucked, probably while getting his knob sucked by one of Madam Zhi’s harlots, so win-win all around.

Objective achieved!

There is a shower in the corner so we drag our sweaty, spunk-stained bodies into it and wash each other down. We dry off and put our robes on again, haven’t worn mine for hours and make our way back to Madam Zhi’s chambers where we find the men waiting for us. There we change back into our street clothes while Master does business with her.

We hand over our flowers and she counts them out solemnly and writes down the number, followed by amount earned. A quick calculation to take away 10%, and then she hands over a bunch of banknotes to Master, as he is obviously in charge of us.

‘These girls have done well. If they ever get tired of their real lives, please feel free to bring them back to work here, we could do with their enthusiasm.’

Master shakes her hand and promises to call again next time we are in KL. We make our way out to where the security detail are waiting for us. Before we mount our vehicles, Master counts out the money and gives us our appropriate share of the takings. The detail drive us home and we go to our beds, tired but very satisfied.
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It’s now December and we are taking a pause. As Diamond Girl is an independent, privately funded movie, we don’t have any studio demands about a pre-ordained release date, so the producers are most insistent that Todd takes his time and does a proper job.

To that end, all the actors are taking the month of December off. The technical people i.e. the camera crew, lighting, sound, stunt people, hair and makeup, costume department and so on, have gone on to Gile sur la Cascade, the ski resort in France which is mostly owned by Bruce and Master Roger (not it’s real name so don’t try to look it up on Google). There they’ll do location shooting, stunt doubles doing skiing scenes, and body doubles doing stuff like walking around town and looking in shops, that sort of thing. They’ll take a break over Christmas and then we’ll all fly out there in January to do my scenes with Charity Cross. This is where we first meet and become lovers (Ooh Err!). Bruce is on hand to give them his advice as he knows the place like the back of his hand. He will however come over to England to join us all for Christmas.

As for me, December is the month when Elf is due to give birth to our new baby, and there is no fucking way I’m not sticking around for that!
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Around the middle of the month is Elf’s due date so she, Nicky and I head off the private Society clinic which is about an hour away from the Gilchrist Estate. We set her up in a private room while Nicky and I bed down in an adjoining room, with a third room for our security detail. Baby Devon is back home being looked after by her adoring ‘Auntie’ Indira. And she also has her own bodyguard, Pola, looking out for her as well.

Nicky and I take it in turns to be with Elf, they make her stay in bed so she gets bored easily, while one of us tries to keep her amused as the other one takes a break or goes to the restaurant. I had the sense to bring along Elf’s laptop so she can at least work to keep her mind off things.

We’re there about week before anything happens ... well this things are unpredictable. Late one evening Nicky rushes into the room where I am snoozing and wakes me up. ‘Quick, it’s happening.’ I rush next door and find Elf groaning while the nurses flap around her.

‘Is it happening?’ I ask.

‘We think so, her water’s burst. We’re going to take her into the delivery suite. Who is going with her?’

‘I am,’ I state firmly. And I follow them as they wheel the bed out of the room and down the corridor. ‘Call Roger,’ I yell back to Nicky.

Of course as in all these cases it doesn’t happen straight away. I hold her hand and mop the sweat from her face as she struggles to pop out our new baby. She is only small after all. It drags on for a while and I hear that Master has turned up.

Finally, with a rush of unmentionables, the baby comes out of her. The midwives cut the umbilical cord, make sure the baby is breathing okay, and after a quick wipe, place it on Elf’s chest so she can bond with it. I lift up the little darling’s leg just to make sure ... yep, it’s a boy! Master will be pleased.

While the baby is taken away to be cleaned up properly and weighed, they do the necessary for Elf to make her presentable (I don’t know what they do, I deliberately don’t watch) I go outside to see Master.

‘Is it a boy?’ is his first question.

‘It’s a boy,’ I confirm, handing him a cigar. ‘Here, it’s traditional.’

‘These are mine, you stole them.’

‘So sue me,’ I respond. Instead of which, he gives me a big hug. We talk about the birth and whether it was difficult and so on, until we are allowed back into Elf’s room where she is proudly holding the baby.

Master approaches the bed and Elf holds up the new born. ‘Allow me to present Robert James Gilchrist.’ (His father’s name and his own middle name.) She hands him his son and he takes him gently and stares down at him. He doesn’t cry but I see him swallow a couple of times.

‘It’s a boy, just like you promised. How did you make that happen?’

‘We witches must have our secrets, you know.’

He looks at me and then at Elf. ‘Thank you, thank you both. I couldn’t wish for a better Christmas present.’

‘It’s our pleasure,’ I reply for both of us. Elf nods in agreement, as the tears gently roll down her face. ‘Can I hold him now?’ I ask

Master hands him to me and the three of us look at him, our son, the product of our love. And if there is only one thing I can guarantee in this world, is that he will be loved and cared for, as long as the three of us live.
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Christmas over, we leave in January for the ski resort at Gile sur la Cascade. Sadly Chloe can’t accompany us for obvious baby related reasons. We are shooting the scenes where Charity Cross’ character and mine first meet up and get to know each other. The second unit have done all the skiing shots and walking around town. Now it is time for Charity and I to do the close up filming. (It’s yer actual acting and stuff, innit?)

We shoot all the restaurant and swimming bath/hotel/chalet scenes first before going up on the slopes to film. The scene is written so that Charity’s character (named Marie) and I first meet when she crashes into me as I stop at the top of a run. (Although I come here every year for the season, I still use a false name, so I tell her my name is Ella – a tribute to the Contessa if you’ve read my earlier books). I’m not hurt by the collision but she has hurt her knee, so I help her to the nearby café and then as she is still hurting, I shepherd her down the mountain and back to the hotel.

On a side note: whenever film stars tell you they do their own stunts, don’t believe them. (Except for Tom Cruise ... he’s a madman.) Imagine if Charity and I had filmed that scene instead of Lottie and her stunt team, and one of us had got injured. There’s a multi-million dollar film gone on hold until we recover. Too much of a risk. That’s why we’re not even allowed to go skiing in our spare time in case one of us gets injured.

Fortunately as both Charity and I can ski for real, as the long distance shots of our characters skiing have already been done by the stunt team, Todd is able to film lots of footage of his stars skiing past the camera over short distances, so the audience can see it is actually us up there on the slopes.

To say thank you, Charity’s character invites me out to dinner, and I show her around the town as it is my regular haunt and I know it well. I show her where all the best restaurants and shops are. I have a chalet rented for the season and we eventually become lovers. We lie to each other that I am on my winter break from being an insurance investigator, and she is a freelance photographer so is not tied to any schedule. In reality of course, she is an Interpol agent and I am the jewel thief that she is trying to capture, but my character doesn’t know that yet.

My favourite scene is the one I enjoyed in real life too, when Master took us to the swimming baths and we swam outside under the stars. In the film, as an extra bonus for its guests, the hotel takes over the baths one night a week and allows its guest to swim topless.

Charity and I take advantage of that and you get lots of topless bikini shots as we swim outdoors in the heated pool, and of us both getting out, rolling in the snow and jumping back in again.

As I’m there for so long, Bruce had arranged a chalet for me for the length of the shoot and that is the one that we film in as my chalet in the movie. In real life, Charity and I renew our relationship and we spend many a night in my chalet, making love, or if it has been a long day’s filming, just sleeping.

It’s nice to see Brenda again (Charity’s real name and she likes me to call her that when we are alone). I know Bruce would have liked me to spend time with him instead, but we can get together any time whereas Brenda and I only see each other when we are in the same location, so we make the most of it.

Victoria Rose is the head of security for House Gilchrist. She also happens to be a personal slave to Master Roger and I. (She’s got a bit of ‘pash’ for me.) Master dictated that for the duration of this whole film business, he wanted her to be my personal bodyguard. As well as being a trusted guard, she is also a sex slave to me and Master, so I take the opportunity to include her in some of my sex sessions with Brenda.

Luckily, Brenda is in the next section with me, so she joins us as we all pack up and head off to Sydney.
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Charity and I travel with the crew (it’s handy having Luiz’s big jet to ferry us and our equipment around the world) whereas Master and Lola go ahead to help Bruce sort out locations and stuff as co-producer. Bruce has arranged accommodation for the all the crew. Master, Lola, Charity and I are staying in Bruce’s apartment overlooking Sydney Harbour. Magnificent views with Sydney Opera House the most eye-catching. The rest of the crew have to live in Sydney’s suburbs unfortunately, as Sydney is packed with race goers, here for the Grand Prix.

That’s why we’re filming in Sydney now as the Australian Grand Prix Formula 1 racing is on, which works to our advantage, as it will give us some fantastic backdrops for our filming. Since Bruce has now become a multi-millionaire (and a member of The Society) he has a lot more clout now than he used to have as the Contessa’s bodyguard. Consequently he has arranged permission for us to film me walking around in the pits, the main concourse and ... in the VIP section.

But as always, there’s a price to pay for everything. ‘The fella who issued the permits for us to film here is a big fan of Brandy McPhee, he wouldn’t budge until I told him you were starring in this film. You’ve gotta meet him that’s all.’

‘I don’t have to shag him do I?’ I ask.

‘No, just say hello, an autograph and a few selfies, that’s all,’ he replies.

‘Good, I’ll have my hands full just dealing with you, dear Brucie. Well, not my hands exactly, but you know what I mean.’

‘You’re such a slut. I don’t know why I married you,’ jokes Master.

‘Because I’m such a slut?’

‘Oh yeah, I remember now, that’s why I married you. Knew there was a reason.’

Not only has Bruce got us access to the Grand Prix, but he’s managed to arrange for a lot of celebrities to appear in the VIP stands with us, many of them Society members, where I am filmed shadowing the actor playing the billionaire that is due to be my next target, in various disguises. As I say there are a lot of celebrities there appearing in cameos, and one especially, a native Australian who is famous for appearing in action movies.

I get to meet him thanks to Bruce and I say to Master afterwards, ‘I had no idea he was in The Society.’

‘He’s not,’ replies Master. ‘It’s his wife that’s a member ... he’s just her slave.’ Colour me gobsmacked at hearing that. Having seen him on the silver screen throttling a bad guy with one  hand while machine gunning a dozen henchmen with his other hand, it’s hard to reconcile that with the mental image of him on his knees, kissing the feet of his Mistress.

Anyway, after a lot of my following the mark around in disguise, to various places, restaurants, yacht clubs and so on, I take a break and lie on the beach for a few days while I figure out the best way of pulling off the heist. He’s living on his yacht so if I can get invited aboard then I can do the usual routine, have sex, drug him, crack the safe and make my escape. Alternately, I can swim to his yacht in the dead of night and do it then.

Then suddenly all my planning goes to shit!

I’m lazing on the beach when who should come strolling along the sand but Charity Cross’ character, Marie. Fuck! I try to hide but she spots me and approaches. ‘Ella,’ she calls out. ‘What are you doing here? What a small world.’

I was going to ignore her and hope that she would think she was mistaken, but with her shouting my name out like that I have to respond. I quickly drag her down beside me and tell her to be quiet.

‘Hush,’ I say. ‘I’m undercover and I’m not using that name, don’t call me Ella or you’ll blow my cover. I’m here on an insurance fraud case and I’m following a suspect. That’s why I have to remain incognito.’

‘Gosh,’ she says. ‘It sounds exciting. What should I call you then?’

‘Dawn Frobisher, that’s the name I’m using, Dawn ... remember that.’

‘Will do.’ Then she starts gushing about how great it is to see me once more. After the ski resort she never thought she’d see me again, but here we are, ‘A small world,’ she repeats.

‘Why are you here?’ I ask her.

‘I’m taking photos at the Grand Prix, freelance photo journalist remember? I’m covering the racing, well ... not the racing exactly, but the wives and girlfriends of the drivers and the rich and famous, fashion aspect you know. Thought I’d take a break and catch some rays.’

‘Well, spread your towel out here and join me.’ What else can I do, if I was legitimately who I said I was, I wouldn’t try to drive her away, so we spend the day together. My suspicions are aroused though, it’s NOT that small a world. However, she IS a photo journalist so it’s not unreasonable to expect her to turn up to an event like the Grand Prix.

During the day, she keeps fiddling with her camera, brushing the sand off, polishing the lens and so on, and I start thinking she is trying to take photos of me without me knowing. (This is a clever bit in the movie that I like.) I offer to buy us ice cream and as I approach the beachfront shop, I catch the reflection of Marie in the glass front of the shop and she is definitely taking pictures of me as I walk away.

I go in the shop and order two ice creams and they have a large refrigerator this side of the counter. ‘Drinks?’ I ask and the server points to the fridge. I open it, grab a couple of bottles and sneakily swipe one of the fridge magnets on the door and slip it into my bikini bottoms.

Later, Marie suggests going in the sea, but I tell her to go ahead, I’ll stay and look after our gear. While she is splashing around in the sea, I pick up her camera, take the memory card out and apply the fridge magnet. Hopefully that will erase all the images she has of me. I leave it there as long as I can, then slip the card back into the camera when I see her returning.

I’m convinced now that neither of us are who we say we are, and I am definitely being set up for something. This blows the chance of robbing the billionaire though, so I abort the heist. Isaac will be annoyed after all the trouble he went to, but it can’t be helped.

So our characters spend the next few days, wining, dining and making love, as they try to find out what they can about each other. At the end of which, I’m deciding this is becoming too dangerous and slip away quietly one night, returning to Naples.

Now, in the movie, this section in Sydney is followed by the scene we’ve already filmed where I am back in Naples planning my next job, when Christy’s character turns up on my doorstep

She confesses that she works for Interpol and has been charged with tracking and capturing the jewel thief that Interpol is interested in. But ... she knows it is me and she pleads with me give myself up. She cannot arrest me as she has no proof, but if I won’t surrender will I at least give up my life of crime and retire? She has fallen for me and doesn’t want me to spend the rest of my life in jail when I could be spending it with her. It’s sad really, because my character is quite fond of her as well, but not enough to surrender.

She warns me that Interpol are onto me and if I go to Rio next, they will be waiting for me and they will spring the trap and catch me. Jennifer Diamond though is a risk taker and prepared to accept the challenge, to outwit the authorities and get her hands on the fabled “Blue Rajah” diamond.
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After all that there is only one section left to shoot in Australia. In the next segment we’re filming, we are going to Rio de Janeiro, to film at Luiz’s ranch. In the film, the next man I am going to rob lives on an island, so escape might be tricky afterwards. Luiz doesn’t have an island but some of his property stretches down to the seafront, so with clever camera work, it can be made to look like it is an island. I will escape from that island underwater, and when I get to the mainland, Charity’s character is waiting for me. Not to arrest me but to help me get away.

We can film that bit in Australia so Charity is then free to leave, so Bruce takes us to a deserted beach further down the coast and Charity and I, along with Lottie and her stunt team, shoot all the swimming ashore scenes and the close ups of Charity and I on the beach, and running into the undergrowth as we are chased. It turns out the Brazilian police are waiting for us and they are a bit trigger happy. At one point I get shot in the arm and Charity has to help me to a waiting car, to escape the police.

Once that is filmed, Charity is free from filming, but she chooses to stay until we all leave after a few days R&R in Sydney. Needless to say we take the chance during the shoot to play around a bit. She and I, a threesome with Master, and I even manage to fit in a night of passion with Bruce.

Finally, we pack all our stuff into Luiz’s jet and as Master and I aren’t allowed to travel together, he goes to Rio (they give Charity a lift, then the jet can carry on and take her back to LA) while I take a plane back to England with my security detail, to check up on Chloe and the kids.
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My beloved Elf is fine and so are the two kids, Robert is coming along nicely and Devon is now a toddler, so keeps her, Indy and Pola on their toes running after her. Obviously we have to be extra careful now as we have a pool in the mansion. It has a retractable cover like a green house built over it, so it’s only open to the garden on sunny days. Whenever it is open, we have a security guard sitting by the pool at all times. (Hey, we’re rich and we can pay them to do what we want.) The rest of the time, you need to have access to the mansion to get in the pool, and we make sure that is only accessible by a numbered keypad.

What is more, Pola, Devon’s bodyguard, has insisted on having an RFID tracker built into the bracelet Devon wears, and she tracks her with it at all times. (Pola and Nicky are getting along fine as well. Imagine, they thought that they could carry on an affair without anyone noticing, silly girls.)

I shower everyone with gifts and tales of our adventures. Mr. B. is looking after the mansion and Pete is living on the estate with Indy, in case any problems crop up. Indira is doing a marvellous job of managing the supplies budget of the estate as well as being in charge of the cooking. Looks like they don’t need me and Master any more. It’s like Master says it’s how they run things in the army. You don’t have to do everything yourself, you pick good, reliable people under you (or train them to be that) and then trust them to get on with the job. You just maintain an oversight. (Maybe now is our chance to run off to that tropical island with Chloe and the kids, that we talk about from time to time.)

I love being in a domestic situation with Chloe and the kids but eventually the call comes through from Master, the crew is all set up, the 2nd unit and the stunt teams have done all they can by way of preparation, and it’s time for me to go back to being a ‘film star’ again.

I leave all the travel arrangements to Victoria Rose and she calls in a helicopter to take me and my security team to Heathrow, then first class to Brazil, via North America.
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Luiz is glad to see me. I arrive at the airport in Rio de Janeiro, and it is a short drive to his apartment overlooking the bay and Sugarloaf Mountain, and a ranch on the coast where we will be filming later.

After a day to settle in (I spend the night with Luiz) we start filming with the actor who is basically playing Luiz but with a different name (Raoul Sifuentes) and I, at different scenic locations around Rio. Famous restaurants, down on the coast and above all, the cable car up to the top of Sugarloaf Mountain.

Luiz insisted on filming around Rio to show off his country (fair enough, he is stumping up half the cash for the movie) and I was positively demanding that we go up to the top of Sugarloaf Mountain. For those who aren’t familiar with the name, that is the mountain that James Bond (Roger Moore) went up in a cable car, and then had to fight Jaws on the cable car roof, on the way down. Not that we’re doing any of that! I had to go there though, it was too good an opportunity to miss, it’s like being in a Bond movie, and it gave us some fantastic shots of the beautiful countryside.
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Then we shoot some scenes in a hotel bar where I first meet Raoul Sifuentes. I catch his eye as he is a bit of playboy, and let him chat me up. While we are ‘schmoozing’ each other, I am well aware that this may well be (almost probably is) a trap! But Jennifer Diamond is a girl who never backs away from a challenge. She lives the life she does for the danger and the excitement, not the money.

So we date for a while (a few weeks) and I get him to bed me in his Rio apartment, all the while promising to take me to his island. (Which is where I know all the really pricey loot is stored.)

As I don’t see Raoul every day, it allows me to progress with my preparations for the heist. I go to airport customs and pick up a crate that Isaac has sent me. I take it to the storage unit I’ve hired and unpack it. Inside there are various bits of diving equipment, including two Oxygen Rebreathers. If I’m going to have to make my escape from the island (I can’t just smuggle the jewels out in my knickers) I’m going to have to make my escape unseen. That means probably underwater, possibly during daylight hours. If I was to use conventional SCUBA tanks, I would be visible from above, as my oxygen bubbles rise to the surface. Can’t be helped, it’s how it’s designed and can’t be masked.

However, those clever people in underwater combat forces came up with a handy alternative, what they call a CCUBA device, a Closed Circuit Underwater Breathing Apparatus, or an Oxygen Rebreather. What this does is recycles the gases that you are breathing in and out, and releases NO BUBBLES, to be seen. Clever eh? I’ve used them before when I was in the military.

So I tasked Isaac with acquiring a couple of these devices and he sends them to me, along with wetsuit, flippers and so on. On one of the days I’m not seeing Raoul, I go to the shore on the mainland opposite his island, and scout out the best spot to swim to and from. First I bury a bag in the dunes containing dry clothes and some money, a false passport and spare keys to my hire car.

Next, I put on an oxygen rebreather and swim to the island, it’s only a couple of miles, dragging a bag behind me with a wetsuit, flippers, mask and so on, and the second oxygen rebreather. When I reach the island, I secure the waterproof bag underwater, at a recognisable spot amongst the rocks. I choose the location by the shape of the rocks so I can find it even if it’s only dimly lit. Once that is secured, I swim back to the mainland.

I say I do all the things in the paragraphs above but it is the character of Jennifer Diamond that does these things, played by Lottie and her stunt team. As Lottie always played my double in the porn movies, she is doubling me in this movie as she always was a good match.

It’s really exciting watching the scenes where she doubles as me, once my close ups are edited in. Makes me look like a real ‘Action Woman’.

Then we relocate to Luiz’s ranch and film those scenes where my mark takes me to romance me and we get to look at Luiz’s home. It is literally a ranch with horses and stables, along with old 19th century Portuguese buildings. And as I said, part of it stretches down to the sea, so he has some fantastic private beaches, which the whole crew makes the most of when shooting is over for the day. We do lots of bikini shots of me lounging around by the pool.

Luiz sets up long tables on the patio of the main house and the cast and crew have long, drunken dinners outside, under the stars, each evening. This is the way everyone should live their lives, and I promise Master that we will do the same once we are back in England. During the summer we’ll eat outside more, with the rest of House Gilchrist.
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Finally the shoot comes to an end. Todd is happy with the footage he has shot, and if he needs reshoots he can fake the locations back in England, with me or Lottie.

The whole crew packs up into Luiz’s jet and return home via LA to drop off Lottie and her team, while Master, Lola and I along with our security, stay for another week or so at Luiz’s ranch. Naturally now we are alone, we can be ourselves and I openly become Luiz’s woman for the rest of our stay, even involving Victoria Rose some nights, while Master contents himself with Lola. He’s very generous with my affections, but that’s our philosophy of life.

All good things must come to an end however, and soon we have to return to England. Master and I take different planes back the UK.
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I’m in Master’s suite in the Summit Hotel, putting the final touches to my makeup. I’ve done Elf’s makeup and she is sitting there patiently waiting for us to finish getting ready (looking so gorgeous I want to eat her ... maybe I shall later). Master is finishing tying his bow-tie. He also looks gorgeous in his tuxedo, very ‘James Bond’.

Tonight is the premiere of our little film, Diamond Girl, they finally went with that name as everyone on the crew used it and it was printed all over the production paperwork. Everyone who is anyone came to London for the premiere, Todd, Luiz, Bruce, Charity Cross, Bim-Bim and Liu Tsen, Lottie and her girlfriend the Nubian Queen. Also all of the crew. We expected that we would be the only people that turned up to the premiere but then Luiz went and hired Leicester Square cinema where all the big films premiere in the UK. Because of that, we now have lots of celebrities and paparazzi who will be turning up, and we’re getting the full red carpet treatment.

‘How did Luiz get all those celebrities to turn up tonight?’ asks Chloe.

‘When Luiz de Souza invites someone to an event, they damned well turn up if they want to stay in his good books,’ replies Master.

‘I guess that explains why he was able to get the Leicester Square cinema in the first place. He has the money and clout to book it for a showing of our Indie film,’ I chip in. ‘Listen, Master, there are going to be a lot of newspaper men out there tonight who know who I am ... Brandy McPhee I mean. What do I do when they start taking the mickey at me pretending to be a proper film star?’

‘Look ‘em in the eye and brazen it out ... Outdoor Girl, remember? She needs to come out tonight, big time. You packed the tissues I gave you in your purse?’

‘Yep.’

‘Just say what I told you. You’re not the first actress to transit from porn to straight movies. If they get snotty, throw it back at them.’

‘If you say so.’

‘Elf, I’m sorry but it would look weird if K doesn’t walk down the carpet with her husband, people will expect that. You’ll have to follow on behind.’

She comically hangs her head. ‘That’s okay, Master, I’m used to being second in line for everything. If only I had a loving, caring Mistress to look after me, life wouldn’t be such a disappointment.’

I give her an evil look and wag my finger at her in a ‘Just you wait ‘til I get you home’ gesture. In reply she pokes her tongue out at me. God I love that girl, almost as much as Master and his children.

The phone goes and she answers it. She listens for a moment. ‘Right,’ she says and looks at Master. ‘They’re all ready and waiting in the lobby.’

‘Tell ‘em we’ll be right down. Okay girls, pull your knickers up,’ (We’re allowed underwear on this trip.) ‘It’s Showtime!’

He kisses each of us on our cheeks so as not to smudge our lipstick, and leads us to the lift.

Down in the lobby Luiz, Bruce etc. and our respective security details are waiting for us. Once we’ve done our greetings we climb aboard the limousines and we head off to Leicester Square.

Apparently (or so I’m told) there is a pecking order for arrival at premieres beginning with the technical crews, stunt team and so on, the actors who played the men I robbed, leading onto the producers. Bruce and Luiz are in a limo with Luiz’s personal slaves, Collette and Estelle. It will look as if they are two couples.

Next is the director of the film along with Bim-Bim and Liu Tsen, and I turn up last, as the star, with my husband and my PA in tow (well we have to explain Chloe some way). Charity Cross is sharing the limo with us as she doesn’t have a plus one.

The crowds are already there and the cheering increases as we walk down the red carpet and into the cinema. I can’t believe that people are cheering me and taking photos. I haven’t been involved in anything like this since I went to the Porno Movie awards in LA. I even get asked for autographs! I have to stop and think for a moment to remember who I am tonight. ‘Vanessa Slade,’ Master mutters under his breath to remind me.

When we get inside everyone is milling around waiting for their turn to walk past the journalists who interview us. Master sees how nervous I am and starts cracking ‘Dad’ jokes to relax me a bit. ‘Do they still come round in the intermission and sell ice cream? I just fancy a Raspberry Ripple.’

And ‘While you’re here ask the manager if there are any vacancies for usherettes, in case the film flops tonight.’

Followed by, ‘Shall we sit in the back row and fool around? Everyone will be busy watching the film.’ God bless ‘im.

Finally we stop in the gauntlet of journalists and after loads of photos are taken, the journalists move in for the kill. After a few mundane questions, the first attack comes. ‘Tell me, Brandy, what made you move over to straight films?’

Before I can answer. ‘Why did you change your name from Brandy McPhee?’

Then in what was obviously a planned strategy, another journo asks, ‘Is it much different making a movie where you keep your clothes on ... at least most of the time?’

Here we go, I think, they’re trying to antagonise me to get a reaction they can use as a headline. Time to nip this in the bud. I glance at Master and he gives me an encouraging smile.

‘Okay boys, you’ve found me out. The fact that you recognise me proves that you watched some of my films. I am Brandy McPhee and I did make some adult films in the past, but I’ve moved on now. Sorry to disappoint you wankers if you enjoyed pulling your pudding to my movies, but if you bought the DVD’s you can always watch them over and over.

‘I bet there’s plenty amongst you that have masturbated while watching me perform. Probably cost you a fortune in tissues and hand cream. Tell you what, here’s some tissues to help you out.’ I open my purse and pull out many packets of those pocket tissues that come in handy packets of ten.

‘Here you go lads, crack one out on me,’ as I throw them to the crowd. Obviously some of them were not in on the attack plan and appreciate the joke, laughing as they call out, ‘Good on yer, Brandy.’

‘Have a good premiere, Brandy,’ and so on. I give the journos a wave and taking Master’s arm, breeze into the cinema, having won most of them over to my side.

I don’t expect the film to be a hit but the audience seemed to enjoy it, they cheered at the action scenes and clapped at the end. All I can say is I did my best.
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I wake up next morning with a sore head. We held the after movie party back at the Summit hotel, that way we didn’t have far to go home to bed. We all ate and drank plenty and danced a lot. At the end of the night, Master, Chloe and I went to bed but we were too knackered to have sex, so the three of us just slept, wrapped together in one sinuous love knot. We three feel we are practically one person anyway, so it’s appropriate.

I sit up slowly, trying not to shake my head. Chloe is still asleep beside me but Master is sitting at the dining table, reading the papers as he eats his breakfast. ‘Oh, how can you eat food?’ I ask him.

‘Morning sleepy head. I was beginning to think that I’d have to hold a séance to get through to you. A cooked breakfast is the best way of dealing with a hangover, I learnt that in the army.’

‘Tea?’ I beg him, weakly.

He fills two cups, brings me mine then places one for Chloe on the bedside table.

‘I’ve been reading the reviews of the movie,’ he informs me.

‘Oh God. I don’t suppose the papers say that an asteroid is about to hit the earth, or maybe nuclear war is about to break out, do they? Anything to avoid having to suffer the humiliation of facing the press and the public. Well, I can always go to the Far East and make porn out there, I suppose. I’m sorry that I cost you, Bruce and Luiz so much money. Todd must be devastated, that’s his career as a director flushed down the toilet.’ I sip my tea, depressed.

‘Au contraire, ma chéri, it appears that you did the trick charming those journos last night. They’ve given you some very good reviews. “New star dazzles in erotic thriller”, “After all those soulless mega block-busters it’s nice to watch a movie where you can invest in the characters”, “Jet-setting heist movie is fun ride” and so on. Here, read them for yourself.’

I take the paper and read the reviews incredulously. They even compare Diamond Girl to sexy thrillers like Basic Instinct and Fatal Attraction. This is unbelievable ... I mean I thought it was a pretty good film (despite me starring in it) but I didn’t expect such a positive reaction from the film critics.

‘Did Luiz buy these reviews?’ I ask Master.

‘I don’t think so, I made him promise that apart from the usual sweeteners that are expected in this business, good seats at the premiere, invited to the after party, he wouldn’t go overboard and splash the cash around. I wanted to see an authentic reaction. So I guess they are genuine.’

I stare at him. I don’t believe this so I just hold out my cup in shock and say, ‘More tea, please.’
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Well ... the world goes crazy after that. Instead of just showing in a few backstreet cinemas or going straight to DVD, it’s a hit and as the months go by it gets shown in all the major theatre chains. It’s one of those rare occasions when an independent film holds its own against the might of Hollywood, like Pulp Fiction and The Blair Witch Project. Master, Bruce and Luiz doubled their money, so they were pleased.

Of course the distributors wanted a sequel, which Todd was hoping for and has a story standing by. Several movie studios offered him directing jobs. He and I have to do a lot of interviews to publicise the film, and somehow my past life as a porno star gets forgotten about except by a few scandal rags. Instead of taking the approach, “Porn queen tries to become movie star”, the mainstream media adopted the “Council estate girl makes good”.

Just like that (snaps fingers) I became a movie star.
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KNIGHT AND DAY
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I get a call on our house phone from Lola. ‘Mistress K, you must come up to the mansion at once, Master needs you. Please be quick as he is waiting on an important call and he wants to speak to you first.’

‘Err, okay, I’ll be right there. Chloe? Got to go see Master, back in a bit.’ I head off and arrive at the mansion. Mr. B. directed me up to Master’s study. I knock and he calls me in. ‘Have you heard from the duke lately?’ he asks.

‘No, ‘fraid not. Do you want me to call him?’

‘No, it’s just that I had a strange call from him earlier. He said that later today I’ll be getting a call from someone at 10 Downing Street. It won’t be a hoax or a practical joke, I’m to treat it seriously and listen to what they say. Any idea what he meant?’

‘Not a Scooby.’ (Scooby-Doo = clue.) ‘Didn’t he elaborate?’

‘No, he said he wanted it to be a surprise.’

‘What do you think it means?’ I ask.

He just shrugs. ‘I was hoping he might have made a few hints to you when you last met. Did he say anything?’

‘Only, “Ow, ow, hit me harder”.’

‘Well that may work for him but it doesn’t help me any. Order up some coffee and stick around, and wait with me for the call. I might need your assistance.’

‘Yes, Master.’ I get on the phone to the kitchen and soon Ramla brings us up some coffee and biscuits.
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Coffee drunk, I sit quietly on the sofa while he and Lola get on with whatever they’re doing. I’m slowly nodding off, when the phone rings. Master and I pop up, looking like Meerkats. Lola looks at both of us before answering the call. ‘Hello, Roger Gilchrist’s line, can I help you?’ There’s a pause as she listens and then, ‘Certainly, I’ll put you through to him.’ She looks at Master and he nods.

Picking up the phone, he lifts the handset to his ear, instead of putting it on speakerphone.

‘Yes, this is Roger Gilchrist speaking. Who’s calling? ... I see. And how can I help you?’ He listens for a moment and then he says, ‘Could you repeat that? I’m not sure I heard you correctly.’ He listens again and his jaw drops. ‘Is this real? Certainly I accept. You will be confirming this in writing, won’t you?

‘No, of course I’ll keep it to myself. I won’t tell anyone outside my home. Thank you for this honour. Goodbye now.’

He hangs up the phone and says, ‘Fuck me! That’s a turn up for the books.’

‘What? What is?’ I ask.

His only reply is, ‘Lola, phone the kitchen and ask Mr. B. to bring up a bottle of champagne and three glasses, would you?’

‘What’s going on?’ I ask again.

He looks at me and smiles. ‘Be patient. While we’re waiting, be a dear and fix a cigar for both of us. Lola, pour the champagne when it comes and bring it out would you?’ He opens the veranda door and we go outside, on the balcony. Each floor has a balcony that runs right round the building and every room has access to the balcony.

As we puff on our cigars, and Master annoyingly refuses to speak, Mr. B. brings in the champagne and opening the bottle, pours three glasses out. Lola picks up the tray and brings the glasses to us.

We don’t drink yet, waiting for orders from Master. ‘K, lift up your skirt would you?’

I do as ordered. Of course I’m not wearing any knickers, so my pussy is on display.

Master puts out a hand and rubs it. ‘We owe a lot to this, I reckon. Everybody raise their glasses and toast K’s pussy.’

Lola and I look at each other, baffled, but we obey instructions anyway.

‘All right ... are you going to tell us what is going on?’ I demand.

He pats my pussy again and pulls my skirt down. ‘Very well ... but what I’m about to tell you mustn’t go outside this ...’ he looks around, ‘err, balcony. You two are forbidden to mention it to anyone. And that means Chloe as well, understood?’

‘Yes, Master,’ we both agree.

‘Well, it appears that the Prime Minister is going to give me a knighthood in his New Year’s Honours list. I’m going to be Sir Roger in honour of my charity work.’

Lola gasps and puts her hand over her mouth ... I actually scream before Master puts his fingers on my lips. I pull away and ask, ‘But how, why?’

‘Like everything in life, it’s not what you know, it’s who you know. So who do you think proposed me for a knighthood? My guess would be the Duke of XXXXX and the Lord-Lieutenant of the county. They’re the only people we know that have the clout to whisper in someone’s ear and get me a nomination. And what do these fellows have in common?’

‘I dunno.’

‘They are both slaves to your pussy, so I expect that it was that, not my services to charity, that got me the knighthood.’

‘Do you really think that?’ I ask.

‘I’m certain of it.’

‘Do I get a raise then?’ I joke, as he doesn’t actually pay me anything anyway.

‘No, but you can have an extra whipping if you like.’

‘That will have to do, I suppose.’

He looks at me for a moment. I stare back not realising what he is waiting for. ‘What?’

‘You’re missing the main point here ... you’re my wife.’

‘And ...?’

‘If I get a knighthood, and become a Sir, then that makes you a Lady, officially. You will be Lady K.’

‘My God!’ I stagger back and sit on one of the balcony chairs, swigging down the rest of my champagne. I’m stunned. Me, a Lady, I don’t believe it. ‘Please let me tell everyone.’

‘I forbid you to speak about it. Now, Lola, more champagne,’ Master orders and she refills all our glasses.

‘To Sir Roger Gilchrist,’ I toast.

Then he retorts, ‘To Lady K Gilchrist.’ We drink again.

‘Do you think we should acknowledge that we know it was the Duke and Bas that got you the knighthood?’

‘Perhaps we should return the favour and nominate Bas for Society membership. Sound him out, see if he’d be interested. I mean it’s not as if he can have you forever, so he should join up and have his pick of other slaves.’

‘I’ll get on it, Master, I’m seeing him next week. I’ll broach the subject then.’
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HIS MAJESTY’S PLEASURE
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No, that doesn’t mean that Master Roger is going to prison. (In the UK when they jail you they usually say, ‘You will be detained at His Majesty’s Pleasure for...’) Instead it means that today is the day that we are going to Buckingham Palace, or Buck House as it is known colloquially, because the time has come for Master to be knighted!

He has decided that only I will accompany him to the palace as his wife, it wouldn’t be right to turn up with an entourage, we can only pass so many people off as his personal assistant. So Elf, Nicky and Lola will have to wait at the hotel until we return. We leave the Summit hotel and are driven to the palace. There we are greeted by some uniformed chap, who takes us into an ante-room to wait with all the other celebrities who are getting gongs (medals) just for being famous, to be honest. The room and the experience is every bit as awe inspiring and frightening as you can imagine. Bas and the duke have come along to give moral support to Master. (Both of them have the clout to request to be there.)

I won’t go through all the pomp and circumstance and waiting around, but finally, Master Roger is ushered into the main room where he is to meet the king and I am allowed to stand at the back of the room and watch the investiture.

My heart swells with pride as he kneels and is tapped on the shoulders with a ceremonial sword (my mind goes back to when Bas spanks me with his sword) but they don’t say, ‘Arise Sir...’ Instead they hang a medal of some description around his neck on a ribbon.

He stands up, bows to the king and I follow Sir Roger Gilchrist KBE (Knight of the British Empire) out and back into the ante-room.

We are told to hang around until all the investitures have been done, as there is an informal buffet lunch for all the recipients, which the king will attend.

He does and wanders around the room talking with everyone. He speaks to Master but as he is a trained army officer from Sandhurst, he knows how to comport himself with superior officers. I’m too afraid to open my mouth except to greet him. I’m worried that if I open my mouth he will spot my background and look down on me, so I stay tight-lipped, for Master’s sake, but the duke and Bas converse easily with him.

Finally we are released and after stopping for a few photos for the press waiting outside, we return to the hotel where we celebrate. Naturally both the duke and Bas vie for my attention but they can forget it, I’m spoken for. I let Bas have Lola for the night as she wanted to get into being handed out as a “fuck toy”, and I tell Nicky to give the duke a hard time (I have trained her well as a Dominatrix – all part of being Red Tag qualified) to say thank you to both of them.

Tonight Master will take Chloe and I to bed and anoint us with his “pork sword”.

In your face, council estate ... I am now Lady fucking K!
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ART FOR ART’S SAKE
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Today is the big day. The workmen have finished installing the new fountain in front of the mansion. This will be the final piece finishing off the mansion project, the “pièce de résistance” Master calls it. None of the House Gilchrist family have been allowed to see it, Master designed it and the workmen installing it worked behind wooden screens and tarpaulins, so we couldn’t even get a peek. I’ve seen all the plaster statues of me in the mansion but Master has kept this statue on the fountain a secret. I know a bronze statue of me will be the centrepiece, it had better be otherwise I went through that plaster process for no reason.

The whole family and staff including the security detail, are in attendance, except for Indira who is looking after Devon and Robert, standing in a semi-circle in front of the mansion. Ramla and Jalilah have handed out glasses of champagne to everyone and then taken their place alongside us.

Master stands in front of the hidden fountain and makes a short speech.

‘Ladies and gentlemen ... friends and family, we’ve travelled a long road since the days when there was just K and I, in the one house. Along the way the family increased, we bought another house, marriages have been made, children born and what was once just a loving couple has turned into House Gilchrist. Now we have a new mansion on the estate, designed I might add by my lovely wife, K. And none of this would have been possible without her love and support. So raise your glasses to her.’ Everyone calls out my name and takes a sip from their glasses.

‘Finally after a lot of work the mansion is built, the grounds have been laid and it seems an appropriate time to bring the project to a close by revealing the final feature, the fountain. It is a monument to House Gilchrist but most of all to she who it is modelled on ... The Lady K!’

With a wave of his hand to the workmen, they remove the wooden barriers around the fountain and pull off the tarpaulin. Everyone gasps and Chloe grasps my hand tightly, it even takes my breath away as I’ve not seen the finished product.

Surrounded by paving, there is the normal small circular wall around the centrepiece to contain the water, then a low circular plinth in the middle. It’s what’s on the plinth that made everyone react though. When they were ‘plastering me up’ at the sculpture’s studio they had me pose in several positions, so I didn’t know which one would be chosen for the final statue.

It’s a full length body cast of me, naked, arms spread wide behind me, I’m standing on one leg, the other bent with my knee up to my waist, and I’m leaning slightly forward as if I’m about to take off, like Supergirl. It’s an incredible likeness of me, every muscle and sinew captured in bronze.

Master gives another wave of his hand and the water starts to flow. Concealed jets in the surrounding paving spring to life and streams of water shoot into the air, passing over the head of the statue, to fall into the fountain, on the other side.

‘Lady K,’ calls Master and raises his glass, followed by all the spectators.

I’m just overwhelmed. I lead Chloe over to him and take his hand as well, as the crowd applaud and cheer.

Master announces to the crowd, ‘Now, if everyone would like to go to the dining room, Indira has laid on a magnificent spread for everyone to enjoy.’

They all start moving towards the house and I go to follow them but Master holds Chloe and I back. ‘Come here, I want to show you something,’ he says. He gives a wave and the water stops flowing, then leads us to the fountain. He points out a plaque that is at the base of the plinth holding my statue:

Lady Kxxxxx Gilchrist (Princess)

(Of course it doesn’t actually say, ‘Kxxxxx’, that’s just disguising my name in this book. The actual plaque has my real name.)

‘That plaque will reserve your place in history. Long after we’re gone and Devon and Robert have taken over the place, you’ll be remembered in this family forever.’

This is too much for me, I bury my head in his chest and start sobbing. I feel Chloe’s arm come around me and the three of us lovers stand there, hugging each other. I started out as a council estate whore who could be had for a carton of cigarettes or a bottle of Vodka ... and look at me now! Mrs. Gilchrist, wife to Chloe, mother of two children, movie star, Mistress of Kingswood, and now since Master’s knighthood ... literally Lady K! And it’s all down to Master Roger’s love and guidance, and his belief in me. Without him I’d probably be dead now instead of the glorified heights I’ve reached.

Listening to his heartbeat soothes me and I eventually stop crying. ‘Come on, Princess, let’s go join the others, I fancy a sausage roll.’ So we head off towards the house, me in the middle with my arms around Master on one side and Chloe on the other. He gives another wave and the water starts flowing again.

I realise I am where I wanted to be all my life, both physically and spiritually. Between the man that I love body and soul, and the woman who has my heart forever.

Life doesn’t get any better than this.
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Well that’s all for now. Life goes on and I have another movie to make ...

As for you, dear reader, I only hope that you can find your Master Roger or your Chloe, or whoever it is that will make you happy. Like all of us, you deserve it. So enjoy life and be kind to each other, we’re all we’ve got.

Bye for now.

Lady K.
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THE END
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