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Master Roger and I are sitting in my office at Kingswood. He’s helping me go through the correspondence and physical mail that has accumulated while we’ve been away. Him, Chloe, Devon and I have had a few days down at the seaside. Our manager, Mr. Powell, has been taking care of things of course, but there are some things that must be left to me to decide as the owner.

‘Here’s one you might find interesting,’ says Master. ‘Richard Hazeldene and his friends want to take part in the next Fox Hunt.’

For those of you who haven’t read previous books (if you haven’t, why are you reading this one?) Fox Hunts are where we invite slave owners to bring along their slaves and we release them into the woods and the owners hunt them down and get to fuck them once they are caught. Then they are released again and the hunt continues.

‘Who’s Richard Hazeldene when he’s at home?’

‘Delia’s husband ... you remember her, the red-head you spent some time with. Strawberry Shortcake you called her.’

‘Ah yes, the delightful Delia.’ I remember her only too well. She is married to a rich husband. The thing is, when they were at University together, they hung around with two other guys, can’t remember their names but they were close friends of the husband, occasionally things would happen on drunken nights and Delia would end up sleeping with all three of them. This continued throughout the University years, Delia being available to them all, either singly or as a group.

She told me that she became their sex toy, an enjoyable circumstance for all of them. So when they left University, they decided that they would all like to continue to enjoy her “Strawberry Shortcake” as they called her pussy. They decided that the best way would be for Richard (the rich one with an estate in the country) to marry her. That way she would always be kept in a life of luxury, but at the same time at their beck and call, available to all three of them at their whim. So she traded her freedom for a life of sexual submission.

(Not unlike my life, some might say.)

She tells me though that all four of them have “outside interests” but at the end of the day, they always come back to each other. Whatever works for them. Different strokes for different folks as they say.

Anyway, they came to stay at Kingswood one time and Master handed me to them for all four of them to have sex with. We had such a good time that Delia took me pony riding next day and as I pulled her around Kingswood, we naturally stopped for lunch and some great sex. I even talked her into taping a private sex session with me, for Master’s collection. I remember eating her Strawberry Shortcake repeatedly, so I called the sex tape, A Taste of Strawberry. Rather poetic I thought, and I can taste her still, every time I think about her.

We’ve met up a few times since then, with Master Roger’s permission but without her husband’s knowledge. I drive down to her neck of the woods and have a pleasant day in a hotel, with her legs draped over my shoulders.

‘They want to join the hunt?’ I ask.

‘Yes, him and his two friends, Barney and Edward, and they want to submit Delia to be a fox.’

‘Delia a fox? That can’t be right. One, she’s not a slave and two, she’s too refined for that, it’s not her style at all.’

‘Well, I’ve known these people for years, they are all Society members and they know the rules about forcing subs to take part in things they don’t want to. It’s all voluntary. Listen, if you think this sounds a bit dodgy, why don’t you give her a ring and ask what’s going on?’

‘I’ll do that.’ He looks at me. ‘When you’re not around,’ I tell him. ‘Besides, the conversation might get a bit fruity, so you shouldn’t listen to your wife chatting up her lesbian girlfriends.’

‘Spoilsport.’

‘Pervert.’
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Later that day I ring Delia on her private mobile number.

‘Hello?’

‘Delia, it’s me, K. Can you talk?’

‘Wait a minute ...’ she must have held the phone down by her side, as she walks I can hear her heels clacking on a stone floor. I hear a door creak open and then close behind her with a heavy thud. ‘Okay, I’m in the library now, I can talk freely. What can I do for you?’

‘I was just thinking about the Wimbledon tournament this year, and it got me thinking about eating strawberries and cream ... so naturally I thought of you.’

‘Ah, that’s sweet.’

‘Listen, we’ve just had an application from Richard for the next Fox Hunt at Kingswood, him and his friends want to take part as hunters, and apparently he wants to enter you as a fox. Is that right, because it didn’t sound like your sort of thing?’

‘Well it’s not really, but if that’s what Richard wants then I should do it to keep him happy.’

‘Wait up, you’re not a slave, nobody can tell you to do something you don’t want. Kingswood runs on Society rules you know.’

‘I know, and I promise you nobody is forcing me to do anything, but if that’s what the boys want me to do, then I owe it to them to take part, they take such good care of me. Besides it might be an adventure. You’ll be there won’t you? Chasing me perhaps? That would be nice if you caught me.’

‘Yes, it would be nice, but I don’t think you should do this. I can refuse their request you know.’

‘Please, don’t do that. It would only make trouble between Richard and your Roger if you did that. I’ll do it, after all, get chased naked through the woods and then get fucked each time you get caught ... sounds like fun.’

I remain unconvinced however. ‘Is everything all right between you and Richard?’

‘Well, although Edward and Barney still use me regularly, Richard has been a bit distant lately. As you know, we all have lovers outside our group and we all accept it and look the other way, pretending we don’t know. For some time now Richard has been largely ignoring me and I know he has a new mistress, she’s the leader of the local hunt, and he’s been spending a lot of time with her. Probably where he got the idea to enter me in your Fox Hunt. That’s why when he suggested I enter the hunt as a fox, I agreed. I didn’t want to disappoint him and push him further towards her.’

‘I see. So it’s not voluntary, you’re doing it for him.’

‘It’s precisely because I want to do it for him, that makes it voluntary. So don’t cancel this because you think I’m being coerced, I beg you.’

‘So you’re intent on going through with this?’

‘Whether I like it or not.’

I suspected it was something like this, only doing it for Richard’s approval, so I gave this a lot of thought before I picked up the phone to call her. ‘Right then, what about if I could give you a way you could appear to take part in the hunt, but not actually do it?’

‘How exactly?’

‘Well, if you’ll agree to it, if I can come up with a plan, then I’ll go ahead and make arrangements. I don’t want to lay it out before I have all my ducks in a row. The hunt is a couple of months away so we have time to go over it. I might even drop down and explain it in person if you’re lucky.’

‘I’ll look forward to that.’

‘We’ll work this out, trust me.’

‘Speaking to a woman who has had my clitoris on the tip of her tongue, I can only say that I trust you implicitly. Thank you, K, you’re such a good friend.’

‘Thank you for that, Delia. I’ll do my best to show I’m worthy of that trust. Bye now.’

‘Bye.’

My heart gives a twinge as I hang up. The only people in my life that I will ever really, truly love are Master Roger, my beloved Elf and baby Devon. But I must admit that along the way I meet people that I fall for, and develop an intense crush on them. Such people as Bruce, Luiz de Souza, Charity Cross (Brenda) and now Delia. I’m just a big softie I guess.
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The day of the Fox Hunt has arrived. Richard Hazeldene and his mates Barney and Edward have brought Delia along to be a fox for the hunt. Currently she is standing naked except for trainers, amongst all the other foxes, lined up before the hunters as I run over the instructions again, from where I sit on the back of my horse. This hunt I’m dressed as a South American Gaucho. Tight pants, knee length boots, white shirt, black gloves and a round hat like Zorro wears. (Very sexy, if I do say so myself.) The hunters like to see Brandy McPhee presiding over the hunt.

I finish the briefing and I wave to one of the stewards who lets off an air horn, signalling the start of the hunt. Once the slaves have escaped into the woods, in all directions, the stewards bring out a shot of brandy for everyone, and I give the traditional toast. ‘What do we say? We say catch ‘em and fuck ‘em.’

And the hunters reply, ‘Catch ‘em and fuck ‘em,’ and swig their brandy down. Then they head over to the quad bikes that they hunt the foxes on. With loud whooping cries, they head off into the woods after the foxes.

Once they have all disappeared, I tip my hat to Master, who stays behind to ‘schmooze’ those Masters who are too old or tired to take part in the hunt themselves, but bring along their slaves for the exercise, and to take part in the after hunt revels.

I gallop off on my horse down to the stables where I dismount and hand the reins to a waiting stable hand. ‘Where is she?’ I ask.

‘Stable 3,’ he replies.

I go along to stable 3 and enter. Delia is waiting there for me. The stable hand has given her a coat to cover her nakedness. We embrace and she mutters in my ear, ‘I can’t thank you enough for this. But what about the stamps? If I go back without any I’ll get whipped.’

The purpose of the hunt is for the hunters to catch a fox and then have sex with them. To prove that it happened (and to keep track of who did what) after each capture, the hunter gives the fox a stamp somewhere on her body. The stamps are like those you get on your hand when you enter a night club and each hunter has a unique stamp.

At the end of the hunt, each fox is examined and the number of stamps on her body is counted up. To discourage slaves from hiding in the forest and avoiding capture, any fox who has three or less stamps on her body, is whipped as a punishment for hiding from her Masters. After all, the hunt is there for the pleasure of the Masters, not the slaves.

‘Don’t worry about the stamps,’ I tell her. ‘Leave that to me.’

We wait a short while and then I hear the sound of horses arriving at the stables. I go outside and as arranged, the pony trainers, Viktor, Isaac and so on, and stable hands that are taking part in the hunt, have arrived.

I lead them into stable 3 and after Delia removes her coat, one by one they put a stamp on her body until she has five stamps in various places. ‘Okay boys, that will do. Thanks very much for your help, I’ll make it up to you later. Now on your way and have a good hunt.’

They all file out and mount up then take off in pursuit of the ‘real foxes’ out there in the woods. I tell Delia to put her coat on and follow me. I lead her through one of the lesser used tracks, it doesn’t go anywhere near where the hunt is taking place, to a cabin that I have reserved for my use that day.

We enter the cabin and I present it to her. ‘Voila! We can hide here all day and everyone will believe we were both out on the hunt. I had the chef prepare a nice hamper for us, but we’ll have to be canny, mind. You can’t go back smelling of alcohol. We can’t bathe or shower or your stamps will come off, so you’ll have to spend the day as you are and we’ll muddy you up a bit before we go back in.’

‘Geez, K, you’re a marvel. I never thought we’d pull it off. I can’t thank you enough.’

‘I’m sure I’ll think of a way,’ I reply. ‘But we’re not out of the woods yet. At the feast tonight, the winner of the hunt gets first pick of the slaves to be his companion for the night, then as owners and organisers Master Roger and I get to pick the next slave. As long as the winner doesn’t pick you, then I will pick you and you’ll be safe with me and Master.’

‘Does that mean I have to have sex with both of you tonight?’

‘Well, we have the rest of the hunt together, but tonight ... well it might be a nice gesture towards Master to sleep with both of us. I’m sure he’d appreciate it.’

‘I think I’d rather enjoy that. I know how you two like to watch each other having sex. It’s a deal, to say thank you for saving me.’

‘My pleasure ... speaking of which ... take your coat off, I fancy a taste of strawberry.’

~~~
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We have a good day having sex, although we have to be careful not to smudge her stamps. Feeding each other out of the hamper, but at least I can drink some wine, even if Delia can’t. Sadly we can’t shower together, so I take a bath instead and she sponges me down while groping the hell out of me. Fingering every nook and cranny she can find on me.

We have a bit of a snooze in the afternoon until we are suddenly awakened by the sound of the air horn, signalling the end of the hunt, time for all the slaves to return.

I quickly get dressed, Delia puts on her trainers. I take her outside the cabin and give her instructions. ‘Follow along this row of cabins until you reach the end and then enter the wood there. You’ll see a trail. Follow that and it will take you back to the Lodge. I’ll see you back there.’ First I muddy her up a bit before she goes. I rub it on her knees and hands and grope various bits of her to make it looks as if she spent the day in the woods. Then I kiss her and send her off.

I walk back to the Lodge to await her return. When she arrives the stewards count up her phony stamps and go to lead her off to the other slaves, where the stewards get to use them for their fun, then they are washed down ready for the feast tonight. I caution one of the stewards that Delia is not to be touched as I want her for myself tonight.
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At the dinner that night, I sit anxiously as the slaves are led in after the speeches are done with. They are here to be chosen by those who wish to spend the night with them. The winner of today’s hunt, a Master Collins (six stamps, well done that man) to my relief chooses another slave as his ‘compagnon de la nuit’ or companion of the night (that’s yer actual French that is).

Master Roger and I get next choice and of course, we pick Delia. She comes and stands beside us for the rest of the night. She waits on us and because it gives me a kick, she kneels beside me and we feed her by hand. Then we take her to bed later.

She’s as good as her word. As we spent most of the afternoon having sex, she concentrates mainly on Master and when he is deep into fucking her, she looks at me and gives me that, ‘See what I am doing for you,’ look that I normally give to Master.

But I get plenty of her attention too as Master looks on delightedly. He was party to my plan today and as always, he is only too happy to let me have pleasure with another person. But this, when we both share that person, is the best time of all.

We fuck and suck into the early hours and then sleep cuddled into a tight threesome.
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Next morning after we’ve all showered, then had breakfast together, we go down to Reception where Richard and co are waiting. He embraces Delia with uncharacteristic affection (apparently).

‘Delia, you were wonderful yesterday. Hunted through the woods and then handed over to our hosts for their pleasure. Magnificent. I can see the attraction in owning a slave and having her doing your bidding. I’ll be honest Delia, I saw you in a new light this weekend. Maybe we should expand our horizons. Get some new friends to play with. Eh, what do you say?’

‘Well if it means more weekends like this, then I’m all in favour of it. But at the end of the day, I only want what makes you happy, Richard.’

He puts his arm around her. ‘Come on, old girl, let’s go home and talk this over. This could be the start of something new for us.’

They climb into the vehicle where the other two are waiting and as it pulls out of the car park, Delia manages to slip me a sly wink. Maybe things will be for the better now between them. Who knows? We can only hope.



	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

SOME BAD NEWS, SOME GOOD NEWS
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It’s a fine sunny day and we’re all out in the garden, except for Indira who is slaving away in the kitchen preparing lunch. Chloe and Nicky are playing with Devon on the lawn. Suddenly the phone rings. ‘Do the honours, will you, K?’ Master asks me.

I pick up the phone and check the display, it’s Master’s private line, we don’t get many calls on that line. ‘Hello? Oh hi Bruce, how are things? We were hoping to hear from you, we wanted to ask about Naples this year and we ... I’m sorry, of course, yes he’s here, I’ll pass you over to him now.

‘It’s Bruce, he sounds a bit edgy ...’ I tell Master as I hand him the phone.

‘Hello, Bruce, what’s up?’

I watch him as he takes the call and suddenly the blood drains from his face. ‘When? What happened?’ He listens for a moment and then says, ‘Yes of course we’ll come , as soon as we can arrange transport. Yes, that’ll be fine, see you then. And Bruce, I’m so sorry, I know how much she meant to both of us.’ He puts down the phone and stares down the lawn where Devon is playing, without speaking for a moment.

I can see he’s upset so I take his hand and give it a squeeze.

When he does speak there’s a quiver in his voice. ‘The Contessa is dead ... she died in her sleep last night.’

‘Oh no! Master I’m so sorry. What happened?’

‘Heart attack they think, but they won’t know for certain until the aut ... until they examine her properly. But at least she went quietly in her sleep, that’s something to be thankful for I suppose.’

‘We’ll be heading out there straight away of course?’ I ask.

‘Yes. The funeral service will need to be arranged, but Bruce asked if we could go out there now, to the ski resort in France, and give him some support. K, could I ask you to make the arrangements, please? Don’t bother with the airlines, hire a private jet to take us there.’

‘I’ll get right on it. How many are going?’

‘Just you and I, I think. If we take Chloe and Devon and everyone it will just turn into a circus, and that’s the last thing that Bruce needs right now.’

‘Leave it to me, I’ll see to it all. May I use your study to make the calls?’

‘Of course.’

I stand up and looking down at him, for the first time since I’ve known him, he seems so lost and I don’t know how to help him except by being an efficient secretary to him and taking all the burden of the arrangements off him. Just as a gesture, probably a futile one I know, I light a cigar and hand it to him. He takes it without even a glance at me, and strolls off down the garden towards the summerhouse.

I click my fingers loudly and both Nicky and Chloe look at me, as they have been trained to do. They could tell something was up but they were too far away to hear the conversation, and they didn’t want to interrupt us. I beckon them to me.

‘Okay, listen up, family crisis. The Contessa has died, heart attack they think, anyway she went quietly so we should be grateful for that. Naturally Master is broken up about it so we will do what we can to help him out.

‘Nicky, I want you to pack him a suitcase and Chloe pack one for me. He and I will be going to a funeral so lots of dark clothing. I have to make the travel arrangements so I’ll be busy for a while. I’ll tell Indy not to bother him with lunch and would the two of you stay away from him if you can?’

‘Yes, Mistress,’ they both reply and I go off to make some phone calls.

~~~
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We land at the airport at the foot of the mountains where the resort is. As we disembark there is one of those golf cart type ‘buggies’ to take us and our luggage to customs and then once they have established we are heading for the Contessa’s resort, onto a waiting helicopter.

It is normally a long drive up the mountain to get to the resort but if we are expecting a lot of people, I guess this makes more sense. There’s an emergency helipad next to the resort hospital and as the Contessa’s name carries a lot of clout still, we are allowed to land there and a waiting car takes us to her hotel.

Bruce comes to greet us as we check in. They give each other a manly hug and I can see the grief barely concealed on their faces. These two men each had a special bond with the Contessa and consequently with each other. Bruce has lost his lover and Master has lost his surrogate mother, the woman who he possibly cared for even more than me (although he’d never admit it) but that’s okay. I understand what she meant to him and I’m not jealous.

The porters drop our bags off in our room, then we follow Bruce up to the Contessa’s suite.

‘Smart move with the helicopter,’ Master congratulates him.

‘Yes, well I figured that there was going to be a lot of coming and going in the next few weeks so it seemed the best idea, save the long drive up from the airport.’

‘What’s the latest?’ asks Master.

‘Well, the Contessa being who she is and her importance in this town, they rushed everything through and the autopsy results say it was definitely a heart attack. Once that was cleared up, I was able to arrange the funeral service for Thursday. I’ve contacted all of the council members of The Society and invited them to the service. It’s being held here in town at the crematorium.

‘There are a few things that need to be taken care of that involve you, Roger. Can you stay on after the funeral for a few days to attend the reading of the will, and so on. Also ... this is a little awkward ... but until the will is read, I don’t have any official standing regarding the Contessa’s holdings and estate. Some of the council members might be a bit snippy about the bodyguard getting ‘uppity’ and running things. If it comes to that, I may need you to back me up against them. You’re a Society member and your voice carries some weight.’

‘Of course, Bruce, you can rely on me. And you’re forgetting that K is a full member also so I think we can make enough noise between us to keep them off your back until you are officially announced as her heir.’

‘What makes you think I’ll be her heir? I figured she’d leave it all to you.’

‘Well, we’ll just have to wait and see. Any chance of seeing her, to say goodbye?’

‘Certainly, she’s lying in state in the funeral home. It’ll take you there tomorrow and you can see her.’

‘That’ll be good, thanks.’

‘In the meantime, you go and get settled in, unpacked whatever, it was a long trip. I’ll see you up here for dinner later?’

‘Yeah, we had an early start so I could so with a nap, see you later.’

~~~
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The funeral went well. All of the Society council members turned up and despite the Contessa having a reputation of being a dragon, with ‘balls of steel’, there were a few genuine tears at her passing. Both Master and Bruce gave a eulogy and wished her on her way. Master told us that in the army, when they lost a comrade they never considered him as dead, he had simply “gone on ahead to reconnoitre the situation”, and they would meet up again later, when they joined him, so that is all she had done.

I shed a few tears myself, naturally, but the hardest part for me was having to watch the two men I cared about most in the world having to suffer the loss of their friend. It broke my heart to watch these two strong men barely able to hold it together, and I like to think that they leant on me for emotional support.

Anyway, we got through it and went back to the reception in the hotel where everyone was staying. As Bruce predicted, there were a few pointed remarks expressing surprise about how come the hired help was suddenly in charge, but Master had a quiet word with them. He happened to mention that if, as expected, Bruce inherited all of the Contessa’s wealth, he would be able to buy and sell a few of the council members, so it might not be a good idea to get on the wrong side of him.

Furthermore, given that he was built like a ‘brick shithouse’, and the Contessa wasn’t around anymore to reign him in, it might be best not to annoy him. That shut them up.

A few of the dirty bastards even tried hitting on me during the reception. The cheek! Imagine trying to get laid at a funeral? However, as I am now a fully paid up member of The Society, I was quite within my rights to tell them to ‘poke off’ ... which I did.

After a decent time, Master Roger, Bruce and I left the wake and went up to the Contessa’s suite (well, Bruce’s suite now I guess) and left the council members to get drunk and argue just like every council meeting, I’m told.
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I mooch around the town for the next couple of days while Master helps Bruce with some of the legal and business matters that need to be attended to straight away. Needless to say, I am available to both men if they need a quick fuck to take their minds of the situation but neither seems to be in the mood.

A few days later, Bruce picks up the Contessa’s ashes from the crematorium. The three of us sit in Bruce’s suite, drinking coffee as we study the polished metal urn containing the last remnants of the Contessa, sitting on the coffee table.

‘Where did the Contessa want to be sprinkled?’ asked Master. ‘Did she ever say?’

‘No, it never came up. I was hoping it would be in the will but the lawyers say she doesn’t mention it.’

‘Perhaps we should just sprinkle her on the slopes? She did love skiing.’

‘May I make a suggestion?’ I ask.

They both nod and say sure. ‘Why not bury the urn or sprinkle her ashes at the villa in Naples. After all, she said many times that was the only place that she could really be herself, when she was no longer the Contessa, but Slave Ella, which is what she was most happiest as.’

They both agree that’s an excellent idea and I’m very pleased with myself at the metaphorical pat on the back.
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Later that afternoon we have to see the lawyers at their offices. At their suggestion they saw all the other people who got bequests in her will, cash payments to the hotel staff, the chalet maids and so on. The bigger part of the inheritance they saved for a private reading of the will with Bruce and Master.

The three of us walk into the room and the lawyer stands up to greet us. ‘Welcome, welcome. I am Signor Luigi Pensetto. Thank you for coming and my condolences on your loss, the Contessa was a fine woman.’ We are in France but this law firm is Italian.

Once the introductions are done, I say to Master, ‘Right, I’ll just wait in the outer office until you’re done.’ I turn to leave but Signor Pensetto stops me.

‘Excuse me Madame but you are Signora Gilchrist are you not?’

‘Yes, I am.’

‘Then please to remain as you are included in the beneficiaries.’

Dumbfounded I sit down on one of the chairs facing his desk. I look at Master and Bruce but they just shrug, as much in the dark as I am.

‘Let me first say that the law firm of Carusi and Sons has been handling the affairs of the family of the late husband of the Contessa for generations, and we would be more than happy to continue in that role, if it pleases you.’

Master has no idea whether it is a good idea or not so he looks at Bruce, who shrugs and says, ‘Please remain in that position for the time being and we can return to the subject when the estate has been settled.’

‘Very good. Now then, to business. If you don’t mind I’ll skip all the legal jargon at the front, you all know who she was.’ He began to read the will.

‘First, I would like my entire jewel collection to go to Kxxxxx Gilchrist, wife of Roger James Gilchrist. I’m sure she is a lady who will appreciate and enjoy them as I have done over the years.’ He hands me a folder and I flip it open and my jaw drops, there are necklaces, bracelets, rings, and they are all encrusted with precious stones.

I show it to Master. He’s as shocked as I am. Bruce however is obviously aware as he doesn’t bat an eyelid. ‘But where did she keep all of these items? She surely wouldn’t be daft enough to keep them in the hotel safe?’ I ask.

‘Oh no,’ said Signor Pensetto. ‘She wisely kept them spread around the world, mostly in our offices throughout the globe. There is a list of each of our offices and what we are holding on her behalf. The Contessa felt that having items in each country where she had houses, would simplify things, not having to bother bringing them through customs each time. She could simply go to her nearest Carusi office and select pieces to wear. If you remain with our law firm we can offer you the same service, if you’d like.’

‘For the time being, yes, I’d be grateful if you would.’ I can’t get over how generous the Contessa was in giving me all her jewels. She was always kind to me, treated me with respect in public, even when I was just a newly-minted slave. But our relationship went deeper than that. I was one of the few people that knew her secret, that she was actually NOT the dominatrix that everyone took her to be, but rather a submissive slave like me, who belonged to her Master Bruce, and many a time we knelt side by side as we serviced our respective Masters.

My mind is dragged back into the room as Signor Pensetto continues. ‘Now then to the main business, the Contessa’s estate. I read again from her will.

‘When my husband died, the entirety of his family’s wealth which had been accumulating over centuries, passed to me as the spouse of the only surviving family member. It became my sacred trust to safeguard that wealth to honour his memory and that of his family.

‘Therefore, it would pain me to see the beneficiaries of my will, split it up based purely on its monetary value. To that end I would like to see Bruce Adam Harper and Roger James Gilchrist, become joint owners of my remaining estate, including all companies, physical properties around the world, and any other assets, cash or otherwise.

‘I hope and trust that they will maintain it in my memory, as I would like it to be. I wish them both luck and good fortune, and maybe I’ll see them again one day.’

(Yes, his name is Bruce Harper, didn’t I tell you that? I didn’t know his middle name was Adam, though.)

Master looks at me and Bruce and then back at Signor Pensetto. ‘What are we talking about here? I mean I know she was a wealthy woman but I never pried too deeply.’

Signor Pensetto hands each of them a file folder. ‘These are lists of all her assets and their current value on the open market. The total estimated value is on the last page.’

I watch Master’s face as he goes through the folder, there are several pages and his eyebrows go further and further up and he reads each new page. Finally he gets to the last page and reads the total. ‘Fuck me,’ he blurts out. Turning to Bruce he asks, ‘Did you know about all of this?’

‘No, I’m just as surprised as you are. I knew about her houses of course, the family villa in Rome, the apartments in Kuala Lumpur, New York, London and so on, we visited them. But all these companies and stock holdings, I never paid much attention to all that.’

Master hands his folder to me and I work my way through it until I get to the last page. ‘Fuck me,’ I blurt out. ‘How much? This can’t be right.’

‘I can assure you, Signora that the assets are all listed correctly. The estimated values might be lower than they could be sold for on the open market though, in actual fact they could be much higher.’

Master turns to me and says, ‘Well, I don’t think we are going to have to pawn those jewels of yours to survive.’

Shocked  by the Contessa’s wealth and humbled by her generosity, we finish up with Signor Pensetto and walk back to the hotel. A thought occurs to me. ‘Are you as wealthy as Luiz now?’

‘I don’t think so,’ Master replies. ‘And no, you can’t ask him. A man’s money affairs are private.’

‘Yes of course, sorry Master.’

It’s all so overwhelming, a council estate girl like me is now married to a man who could probably buy the Isle of Wight! Nerves get the better of me and I actually have to dash to the loo and throw up.

Master makes our excuses to Bruce and he takes me back to our room. Once there he lays on the bed and pulls my head down to his chest, I lay there listening to his heartbeat and as always, the rhythmic thump of his heart soothes me, and I eventually drop off to sleep.
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We stay around for a few more days while Master and Bruce decide the way forward. Naturally they both want to honour the Contessa’s wishes and continue to run the holding company she owned as it was in the past, not break it up. Bruce for the time being will continue to be based at the resort. They both agree that there doesn’t seem to be much point in changing lawyers just for the sake of it, if the Contessa never had any complaint with them, then it is good enough for us, so Carusi and Sons become our official law firm.

They have further appointments with Signor Pensetto as he goes through the folder with them, line by line, explaining exactly what each company does, or what shipping companies handle, until they have a reasonable overview of the single company that Carusi and Sons manage all the other companies through, Società da Rusticana (or Company of Rustic Chivalry, Master explains to me later once he’s looked it up, Very romantic these Italians).

Finally when all immediate matters are settled, Master and I book another jet and the helicopter takes us to the airport.
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A SEAT AT THE TABLE
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‘Right, listen up everyone,’ Master says, referring to Nicky, Indy and myself who are gathered in his study. ‘This weekend Lord Glenreith, President of The Society Council will be staying over on his way to London. Said he’d like to break his trip and catch up with me ... although he probably means you, K.’

‘Do I have to sleep with the old goat? Not that I’m arguing, Master,’ I add, hastily.

‘No, that’s probably what he wants, but we’ll put him off. He can have Nicky instead. Okay, Nicky?’

‘Whatever you say, Master.’

‘But I will expect both of you to have dinner with me and him. Which is where you come in, Indy. I want you to prepare a special meal for us, Friday night, with possibly a repeat on Saturday night, if he hasn’t gone on his way by then. I don’t know how long exactly he’ll be staying.’

‘Any particular menu you would like,’ she asks.

‘Well he lives in a castle in Scotland, so he probably eats venison and grouse and partridges all the time, so stay away from food like that. Give us lighter dishes, chicken and fish and so on.’

‘It shall be done, Sahib.’

‘So Indy will cook and serve us. Nicky and K will dine with us. Once dessert is served, Indy can disappear and the girls can wait on us, top up drinks and so on. At the end of the night, K will sleep with me in my bed, it’ll seem a bit odd if she leaves and goes back to her own place, so you’d better warn Chloe you won’t be home that night. Nicky will accompany Lord Glenreith to the guest bedroom. He is a genuine Lord of the realm, so you will address him as, “My Lord” or “Your Lordship”. All clear?’

‘Should we curtsy when we meet him?’ asks Nicky.

‘Probably yes, it may not be correct protocol but it will please the old geezer.’

‘Is he really an English Milord?’ Indy chips in, with a smile.

‘Yes, but not the type you’re interested in, so keep your panties on.’

‘Any idea what he wants to see you about?’ I ask.

‘I have an idea but I don’t want to say anything, as I could be totally wrong.’

‘You? Wrong? Never,’ I tease.

‘Well, when I say wrong, I have to remind you of the golden rules.

‘Rule One, The Master is always right.

‘Rule Two, if the Master is ever wrong, Rule One applies.’

‘But of course, Master.’
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Lord Glenreith arrives Friday as planned. His limo drops him off and then leaves. The household is waiting to greet him when he enters the house (well he is a Lord, after all). All us girls curtsy as we are introduced, which pleases him. Then we retire to the lounge where Indy serves us drinks.

‘Princess, nice to see you again. I was hoping you’d be around. Perhaps the two of us can get together later.’

I am pleased that he remembers my pony name of Princess, I must have made an impression when Master gave me to him for a few days in Scotland. However, Master says that he doesn’t want me to sleep with him this time round, so I look to Master for help.

‘Sadly no, my Lord. I’ve just had K have some intimate piercings down in her private parts and she’s still healing. You are more than welcome to avail yourself of Nicky though.’

Glenreith looks at tall, attractive, blonde Nicky and says, ‘I think she’ll be a fine substitute, thank you.’

‘It will be my pleasure, your Lordship.’

‘Sorry to miss you, Princess. Some other time perhaps, when you’ve healed.’

‘I look forward to it, my Lord.’ (Phew, that was a close one.)

‘Nicky, why don’t you take his Lordship’s bag up to his room and show him where he’ll be sleeping,’ suggests Master. ‘Perhaps he might like to rest after his long journey. Take your time, there’s no rush,’ by which he means, ‘If the randy old goat tries to fuck you, then let him.’

They disappear for an hour or so and then rejoin us in the lounge. ‘Well that nap was much needed.’ Master hands him a drink. ‘Roger, could we go somewhere private? I need to discuss some business with you.’

‘Certainly my Lord, we can go to my study. Everyone, we’ll meet at 6:30 pm for cocktails and 7 o’clock for dinner. In honour of Lord Glenreith gracing us with his presence, everyone will dress for dinner. Okay? See you then.’

They go off to his study and the rest of us disperse.
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We all turn up at 6:30 dressed to the nines. The gentlemen are wearing tuxedos and Nicky and I are wearing evening dresses. I’ve done both our makeups, so we both look ‘classy’ tonight. Even Indira is wearing her best sari. She has outdone herself with the cooking and the main course is a whole salmon, about two feet long, placed in the middle of the table from which we help ourselves.

Dinner goes well. Glenreith is quite obviously feeling up Nicky under the table but I have trained her well and she acts as if she is enjoying it. By dessert she has the top of her dress down to her waist, and Glenreith is licking drops of ice cream off her naked boobs.

Indira is hiding in the kitchen and Master moves us all into the lounge so she can clear away the plates. We spin it out for a while until Glenreith claims he is tired from his travelling and needs an early night. In reality we can all see that he just wants to stick it to Nicky, so we let him make his excuses and leave with Nicky in tow. Poor Nicky.

A few more drinks and then I’m urging Master to take me to bed. Not to have sex (well, yes that as well) but I want to find out what Lord Glenreith is actually doing here, and what they talked about when they were cloistered in the study for so long.

Master knows what I’m after and so he tries to spin it out as long as he can just to annoy me, but eventually caves and takes me up the stairs to his bedroom.

‘Well?’ I ask, as soon as the bedroom door closes behind us.

‘Well, what?’

‘You know ... Glenreith?’

‘What about Glenreith?’

‘Why is he here? What does he want?’

‘Oh, you know. Just talk some business, Society business.’

Now I know Master is being deliberately obtuse just to annoy me, so I decide to play his game. I casually undo the bow of the halter neck top and let it drop, exposing my breasts. I start playing with my nipples until they become erect. Master can’t take his eyes off them. ‘Unless you tell me what’s going on, I’ll deny you access to these babies,’ I threaten.

‘Huh, that doesn’t bother me, I can do without, or I can sleep with Indy.’

I shuck off my dress completely. It falls to the floor, exposing my complete nudity. I open my legs so he can see my pussy better. ‘Talk or else ...’

‘Okay, okay, I’ll talk. Damn, you drive a hard bargain. He came to see me to offer me a seat at the table.’

‘What table? King Arthur’s Round Table? What are you blathering on about?’ I’m getting quite wound up now.

‘A–seat–on–the–council,’ he explains, deliberately. ‘Apparently the Contessa left the council a letter in her will saying that when her time came, she recommended me as her replacement. Most of the council agreed and I was voted in, lots of them still have fond memories of my father.’

‘Oh, Master!’ I run to him and give him a big hug. ‘I knew it, I knew it was something like this. You said yes of course?’

‘No, I said I’d give him my answer tomorrow. I wanted to ask you first.’

‘Me ...? I’m just your slave, I don’t get any say in the matter.’

‘But this will affect you just as much as it will me. You’ve seen how much your standing has gone up since you became a Society member in your own right. It will be a lot more difficult as the wife of a council member. People will have certain expectations, you’ll have particular responsibilities, arranging Society do’s, hosting council meetings at our mansion and so on.

‘I didn’t want to dump all that in your lap without consulting you first. So ... do you want it or not? I’ll turn it down if you don’t think you’re up to it.’

‘You’d do that for me?’

‘To the death, remember?’

I’m completely naked so I have to steal the handkerchief from his top pocket to wipe my tears away. I so love this man. ‘If there’s one thing you taught me, it’s that things are only impossible until you actually do them. A few years ago I’d have said no, I can’t do it. But now you’ve given me the confidence to say, “Bring it on. I can handle anything as long as I have my Master beside me,”. Your father would be so proud of the man you’ve become. I know I am.’

‘It’s a deal then, I’ll tell him tomorrow. In the meantime, do I still have access to those puppies.’

I hold my tits out to him. ‘You can suck on these babies, until they give milk, if you like. After that, fuck me until they drop off.’

Later as he has me on all fours on the bed and he is doing me hard from behind, I casually say, ‘About those piercings down under you mentioned ...?’

‘NO!’ he says forcefully and I shut up and let him carry on.
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NEW GIRL IN TOWN
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Lord Glenreith leaves next day and continues his journey to London. Master calls me into his study and informs me of some news that Glenreith gave him. ‘It appears that we are going to have another member of the family.’

‘You’re not pregnant are you?’ I ask, acting shocked. ‘I told you that you had to take the condom out of your wallet, carrying it around with you was not enough. Oh the shame you’ll bring on this family.’

‘Oh shut up, you numpty, I’m serious. Glenreith tells me that each council member is allocated a “social secretary” of sorts, or perhaps a better word might be an administrator to handle all the council correspondence and so on pertaining to council business. Makes sense I suppose, most of them ... most of us ... have multi-national companies to run, if not small countries, so dealing with council business, especially “niff-naff and trivia,” can be too much to handle.

‘They allocate a Society slave who is competent in that field, along with accounting, and they take care of business for me.’

‘The Contessa never had one, did she?’

‘Oh yes she did, you just never saw her around. She was always tucked away in an office, or left back at headquarters whenever the Contessa was doing her rounds. They’ve all got them.’

‘What? They just pick some random slave, give them a notebook and a calculator and send them out?’

‘Many of our slaves have established careers in different fields, or if they start  young, then their Masters might spot an aptitude for a particular job, so they get them trained up in that area. More strings to their bow. Where do you think all those Society lawyers that we keep using come from? Look at all the extra stuff I had you learn, chauffeuring, martial arts, dancing, makeup and so on.’

‘So who will we get? Do we have a choice?’

‘The Society will choose whoever they think is the best suited to be my secretary, one who is familiar with Society procedures. Of course if we don’t like her we can always request another.’

‘Do we know who we’re going to get?’

He turns to his computer and presses a button. The printer whirrs and a page is disgorged. I pick it up and take a look at it. “Lola Barnes” is the name of the secretary. She’s black, very pretty, short cropped hair. This will be different, I think. We’ve never had a black slave in the household before.

Country of birth. USA.

Age. 35.

Height 5 feet 8 inches, 5 feet 10 inches in heels. (I’m only 5 feet 3 inches but Master is over 6 feet, so he’ll still be the tallest in the house.)

Green Tag but expresses a desire to advance to Amber.

Sexual orientation. Heterosexual by nature, but bi-sexual by training.

Education. BA Master’s Degree from Harvard University.

Years in Society service. 6.

Skills. Trained accountant, served as PA to her first Master. Computer literate.

(Green Tag. For those of you that haven’t read my earlier books – and if not, why not? – or can’t remember that far back, the traffic light system is how The Society rates its slaves and what level of punishment they are trained to take.

Green Tags are for beginners who have only experienced beating with belts and floggers, mild discipline.

Amber Tags denote that the slave is capable of handling a harsh whipping with anything flexible, whips, cables, strict discipline.

Red Tags are for those who have much experience and willingly volunteer for punishment with canes, riding crops, paddles, studded floggers, brutal discipline.)

‘L–O–L–A, Lola, just like the “Kinks” song,’ Master says.

‘I wonder if she tastes just like Cherry Cola?’ I reply. (You won’t get that unless you know the song.)

He laughs, glad that I got his reference. ‘I’ve already approved her so they’ll be sending her in the next few weeks, once her residency and work permits have been worked out. She can live here with me,’ says Master.

‘So ... she’s just your PA then?’

‘Oh, no. She’s a full on Society slave, so we can do what we like with her, have sex, punish her if she fails us. You know, the usual.’

‘Good. Can’t wait to meet her.’

‘Of course I’ll expect you to take charge of her and teach her our routines, but things like first whipping and time in the Fun room won’t be necessary. Basically she’s here to type and answer the mail, so no extended sessions under the whip. Let the others know would you, and ask Chloe to set her up with access to the computer network. Not all of it though, ask her to set up a separate network with its own mail-server and storage space for Society work. No need for her to see all our family secrets, not until we know her better. Also warn the family not to be too open in front of her.’

‘Got ya. Do you think that The Society would ask her to spy on you?’

‘It’s been known. Some of the council are petty individuals and will take any advantage they can get over anyone they perceive to be a rival. So let’s not take that chance, eh?’

‘Always three steps ahead, aren’t you?’ I say with pride.

‘I try to be. When you’re the only male in a house full of women, you have to be.’
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Several weeks later we get notification that Ms. Barnes is to arrive. I go to the airport to pick her up. This tall, elegant black lady comes through customs, dressed in a business suit, and I greet her. ‘Ms. Barnes? Hello, I’m K. Gilchrist. You’re here to be my husband’s PA I understand.’

‘Mrs. Gilchrist, so kind of you to meet me. Is your husband here?’ She has one of those fairly neutral American accents, there’s no “Lookee here, y’all” or “gosh darn” in her voice.

‘No, he doesn’t bother with minor errands like this, so he sent me,’ I say, just to put her in her place. She doesn’t take offence though or even register it was a slight. (I’m not attacking her, I’m just trying to judge how she sees herself in the pecking order. She may feel that as she is representing The Society, she is pretty important. We’ll see.)

We collect her luggage but I leave it to her to carry her cases to the car, which she does with no complaint. Once they are in the boot, I open the back door for her to climb in but she asks to sit in the front with me.

‘I’m too nervous to sit in the back like someone important, when I’m just an accountant. Especially if it is Brandy McPhee chauffeuring me around.’

‘You know who I am then?’

‘Who in our world doesn’t? You’re famous. At first when they told me who they were sending me to, I didn’t recognise the name Gilchrist, so naturally I read up on Mr. Gilchrist’s file, and you could have knocked me down with a feather when I found out that you were the famous film star. I was so excited to be meeting you.

‘I certainly never thought you would honour me by picking me up in person. I thought you’d send a chauffeur and I’d just get stuck in a room at the back of the house, out of the way.’

I’m starting to warm to this girl. ‘I am the chauffeur,’ I tell her. ‘When I’m not being Brandy, my greatest joy is to serve my husband in any way he likes. He likes me to be the family chauffeur when I’m at home. Which is why I’m here today. You’ll find us a lot less formal than other council members, I imagine. Sit back and relax, it’s a long drive.’

We chat on the way and I ask her how her trip was, where was she last, blah, blah, blah, and so on. She chatters away quite a bit and I can’t tell if she is just nervous, or whether she is always so up and bubbly, probably a bit of both. Eventually we arrive at Chateau Gilchrist. She goes to get her cases but I tell her to leave them, someone will get them later. I show her which house is Master’s and which is mine.

‘Ah yes, you live there with the mother of Mr. Gilchrist’s child, Miss Chloe. I also read that you are married to her? I thought you were married to Mr. Gilchrist?’

‘I am, Mr. Gilchrist and I are legally married. Miss Chloe and I are only married in a “spiritual sense”. It’s ... it’s complicated. You’ll get the hang of it.’

When I open the front door of Master’s, he, Indira and Nicky are standing there waiting to greet us. He must have seen us drive up and summoned the others. I introduce Ms. Barnes to him and as Master of the House, he does the rest of the introductions. I am Mistress K of course, and the others are Indy and Nicky.

‘And you can call me Master Roger, Ms. Barnes.’

‘Oh no, please, call me Lola, not Ms. Barnes. It sounds so formal and I’m just a slave like everyone else here. In fact I have my contract papers with me, once you sign them I am officially your slave and subject to your authority.’

‘Well, let’s give it a few weeks before making any commitments, to make sure we’re both happy with the deal, before making it official, shall we?’

‘But of course, Master Roger,’ but as she says that I see a flash of uncertainty in her eyes, but it’s gone in a moment and she is bright and bubbly again.

‘Nicky, be a dear and take Lola’s cases up to her room, would you? Lola, are you hungry? I had Indira prepare some food for us in the kitchen. Follow me.’

It’s smart of Master to make her first “interview” in the kitchen, less formal and designed to relax her. We take our places around the island and Indy serves us hot pasties with a potato salad. Master opens several bottles of wine and when Nicky joins us again, he proffers a toast, ‘To Lola, our newest family member, I hope she’ll be as happy here as we all are.’

‘Thank you, thank you all. My last Master gave me up for a younger slave some time back, so I’ve only been a “floater” since then. A slave only for general use and as fodder for the Master’s pleasure, so I was pleased when they told me that there was a new council member who would need someone with my skills.

‘Naturally I was nervous at the thought of starting all over again with a new Master, particularly after I read your file. You are the Master of Brandy McPhee! What sort of household would I be coming to? No doubt very posh, very strict, very regimented, but then Mrs. Gilchrist picked me up personally at the airport, and now here we are, all sitting in the kitchen having lunch together ... I feel that this is more of a family than a Society establishment. I just hope you’ll think I’m worthy of belonging to this family.’

Just for a moment, I can see the same sort of desire to belong somewhere that I had when I met Master Roger, and Chloe had when she met me. It must have been a body blow when her last Master abandoned her for a younger slave. Now she is getting another bite of the apple and I can tell she is desperate not to mess it up. I recognise the need to belong somewhere, or perhaps more accurately, the need to belong to someone. I decide there and then that unless she fucks up big time while she is on probation, she will get my vote on whether she stays or not.

‘Hear, hear,’ says Master. ‘And all who sail in her. Now then, when you finish lunch, K can show you around the house, explain our routines, and then take you across and introduce you to Chloe and Devon. They need to get to know you.’
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After lunch, we leave Nicky and Indira to clear up as Master takes Lola and I across to his study. ‘You’ll be working in here with me, I’ll have one of the couches moved out and a desk brought in. This is a quiet room so I don’t want you playing loud music or watching TV while we work. If you want to listen to music, use earphones.

‘Now then, I should really explain the pecking order so there is no misunderstanding. Obviously, I am the Master of the House. Mistress K is my second in command and only we have the right to order you around, punish you, have sex with you, whatever. Then on the next level are Nicky, Indira and Chloe. They may request assistance from you, they may even want to have sex with you, that is permissible as long as it doesn’t interfere with your duties.

‘Your duties are purely administrative, you do not have to partake in any cleaning or cooking duties. Nicky and Indy usually wear Downton Abbey style maid’s outfits unless I order otherwise. You I will expect to see in smart business attire as if you were working in an office, business suits, pencil skirts and so on. The House Rules state that no underwear is to be worn at any time, except stockings and suspenders, no self-supporting stockings ever.’

‘Master doesn’t like those,’ I tell her.

‘Right, K will now show you the rest of the house. I’ll see you later.’

First I show her around the ground floor. I make sure that as an American she understands this is the ground floor, the first floor is one flight up, above that the second floor, topped off by the attic.

She’s seen the kitchen so I show her the lounge and then the Fun room. I take her in and let her wander round the room, checking out all the equipment, the four poster bed and most of all the electric hoist. In the back is the spare bedroom with the ensuite bathroom.

‘Is this room used very often?’ she asks.

‘Only as much as needed. Master brings myself, Nicky and Indira in when he feels we deserve it, or in my case, when I ask for it. Sometimes Master leaves the disciplining up to me, he’s trained me well, so he trusts me to do the job correctly. Occasionally I bring Chloe in to work on her, but not so much now she has a child to look after.’

‘Can I expect to spend much time in here? My last Master didn’t bother much with this side of things, he was more interested in the sex.’

‘That depends on you. Do you want to spend time in here? You read my file but I read yours also. It said you were a Green Tag but would like to become an Amber Tag. Is that true?’

‘Let’s face it,’ Lola replied. ‘None of us joined The Society to do fucking spreadsheets, did we?’

I smile and my interest is piqued. ‘I see. Well, if your interests lie in that direction I think we can accommodate you.’

‘Will it be you or Master that trains me?’

‘Master would get involved occasionally but he leaves it to me to do the majority of the training. So, yes, it would likely be me.’

‘That would be ... that would be nice.’

‘I thought you were interested mainly in men?’

‘I once was, but I’ve learnt over the years that I’m actually more interested in whoever can dominate me and discipline me harshly. If that’s a woman, then so be it ... Mistress. Please, treat me right and I’ll do anything for you.’

‘I get that, I saw it in you over lunch. You miss the firm hand and strict control, don’t you? Well, I can promise you that at House Gilchrist.’

‘I wish to serve you, but I don’t know how to please you and Master Roger.’

‘You’ll learn, I will teach you how.’ I put my arm around her waist, pulling her to me and kiss her hard and long. She returns my kiss with equal passion and I’m almost tempted to take her there and then on the four-poster bed, but I know that Master will want to be the first one to have her. I can wait ... delayed gratification they call it.

I show her to her room and the bathroom she shares with Nicky. Indira is in my old room, the only one that has a lock on the door. Master has relaxed his rule about a slave’s door must always be open, now the rule is it must never be locked, except for Indy’s. I show her around Master’s bedroom with strict instructions that she is never to go in there unless on an errand or she is summoned.

Next I take her over to my house and introduce her to Chloe and Devon. She’s pleased to see Chloe but seems nervous around Devon. Not all women are natural child carers, but I guess it will come in time.

I then take her back to her room so she can unpack. ‘Dinner is at 7 pm, in the dining room. You will eat with Master, Nicky and Indy. I’ll be having dinner with Chloe and Devon in my house. I’ll see you tomorrow. Before you go to bed tonight, have a shower as Master may want to visit you.’

‘And you?’

‘Master has to have you first ... I’ll be next in line though.’

She actually takes my hand and kisses the back of it. ‘I’ll be waiting, Mistress.’
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After Lola has been with us for a few weeks, I wander over to Master’s study to compare notes with him about her performance so far. Lola is there of course, wearing glasses as she works on the computer and I realise she looks damned sexy in them, as does Chloe. Maybe I’m developing a thing about women in glasses.

Discreetly I catch Master’s eye, nod towards Lola and point my thumb at the door. ‘Lola,’ he says, ‘Could you pop into the kitchen and see if Indira needs a hand with lunch, please?’

‘Certainly, Master.’ She leaves the room and I close the door behind her and wait for Master to tell me to take a seat.

‘How’s she working out?’ I ask him, when I’m seated.

‘Marvellously. She not only takes care of my Society business but she happily looks after all the stuff from my regular life too. It’s amazing how much niff naff and trivia I didn’t realise I had to deal with before. She’s cut all that in half. I’m glad she’s here.’

‘How do you find her in bed?’

‘Very willing, very dedicated, well trained. She seems eager to please ... lots of energy. And you, how do you enjoy sleeping with her?’

‘Fine. We must have a threesome, some time. So, are we going to keep her then?’

‘Are you having doubts about her? Is that why you’re asking?’

‘Quite the opposite, I want to keep her, and train her to be an Amber Tag.’

‘Whoa, steady on there, Tiger. I know it said that on her CV but she might have just said that to impress a future Master. You know the rules of this house, we don’t force anyone to go where they don’t want to go.’

‘I want her to stay and I want to train her,’ I say firmly.

He looks at me for a few moments without saying anything, and I can tell he is trying to read me my mind. (Not literally of course, just fathom out what is going on behind my eyes.)

He finally breaks the silence. ‘Explain.’

‘Because she needs us. Because when I look in her eyes I see me ... and Chloe, how we used to be.’

‘Please elaborate, my psychic powers seem to be on the wane, today,’ he asks.

‘You’ve told me in the past why girls like me allow ourselves to be absorbed into the world of The Society, and Master/slave relationships in general. It’s because there is something missing in our lives. For whatever reason, that strong, protector figure was either not present in our lives, or if it was, it was an abusive one. That is why us slaves seek out a Master ... or Mistress, to fulfil that role.

‘It was missing in my life and I was lost, until you took me under your wing. It was missing in Chloe’s life until she found it in me. And now I believe the same situation applies to Lola. She told me she was happiest with her first Master ... I guess you never forget your first Master, it’s like you never forget your first love I suppose. Anyway, he died and she was passed onto other Masters but never really found a home with any of them, just getting passed around as a Fuck Toy. Then, as you heard, her last Master gave her up for a newer, younger model. She is desperate to find somewhere ... someone to belong to. It looks as if she is hoping that you can be that Master that will take her and keep her. We all need to be valued and wanted. That’s why her face drops each time you refuse to sign her contract. I can see the quiet desperation in her eyes because she thinks you don’t want her.

‘That’s why I want her to stay. And if you don’t want her, I’ll purchase her myself and keep her as my personal slave at Kingswood. But she stays!’

‘And the Amber Tag training? Where does that fit in?’

‘She’s admitted that she has had some experience under the whip, but she would like to go further. None of her past Masters were particular interested but when she heard she was coming here, working for you and me ... with our reputations, she got her hopes up. It would be a shame to disappoint her. I know how I felt unfulfilled until you started to train me.’

‘I see. So, am I to understand that this is important enough to you that you would risk angering me by going against my wishes, doubting my judgement and calling into question my ability to make decisions in my own household ... is that what you’re telling me?’ he says coldly.

I’m suddenly afraid. He doesn’t shout, he rarely shouts, but when he is angry he often goes very cold. I know I’m risking a lot but I discussed it with Chloe and we both feel that we have to save Lola. However, nothing ventured, nothing gained.

‘If that’s how you choose to interpret it, then yes. All of those things that you said.’

He suddenly smiles. ‘Okay then, you can have your way. I just wanted to see how committed you were to your cause. Of course you can keep her and train her.’

Inwardly I give a sigh of relief. Bastard was just messing with me again. But this isn’t finished and I must strike while the iron is hot. ‘Then sign her contract and give it to her, now.’ I take Lola’s contract out of my pocket and slam it on his desk.

He picks up his pen. ‘But before I sign this I have a few conditions of my own to make. Lola is to be our Executive Slave. She operates under the same conditions as Chloe. She is not to be handed out to others on a whim, the way that Nicky is. She is however, allowed to join in on any sex situations that appeal to her, but she is under no obligation, and we keep it within this household. Only you and I can punish her or have sex on demand with her.

‘You are free to train her as far as Amber Tag, but she can drop out of that training at any time she chooses. Lastly, when the time comes, YOU are to present her with her collar with your name tag on, and the Amber Tag if she makes it that far. As long as I can have sex with her and whip her when I feel like it, the rest of the time she will belong to you once she has done her duties for me. Agreed?’

‘Agreed.’

He signs it then phones the kitchen and asks her to rejoin us. Once she is back in the study, he says to her. ‘My wife and I have been discussing your time with us and how well you have performed your duties. I’d like to inform you that we are happy to have you join the family and here is your contract, signed and sealed. Welcome aboard.’

He hands her the contract and she just stares at it for a moment, unable to speak, before bursting into tears. ‘I’m sorry, thank you both ... I must just, if you’ll excuse me ...’ I open the door and wave her out as she heads off, presumably to have a good cry.

‘You did a good thing,’ I say to him.

‘I should say that I was going to keep her anyway. I too could see it in her eyes, I was just waiting to see how long it would be before you made your approach. I had to make sure you’d want to keep her for the right reasons.’

‘Three steps ahead again, eh?’

He shrugs. ‘It’s why you love me.’

I’m very happy and very proud of him. Now I can really get to work on Lola’s training. ‘Actually no, it’s your dick that I love. Speaking of which, I haven’t seen it for a few days, you’ve been sticking it in Lola. I’d better check that it’s still okay. You just sit down there and let me check it out.’

He fights with me as I try to unzip him but I bat his hands away. ‘Owner’s privilege. Now just sit there and be a good boy, while mummy checks you for spots.’
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I’m standing in the Fun room waiting for Indy to bring Lola down to me. I’ve made an arrangement with Master that as long as she has finished her work by lunchtime, I can have her for training in the afternoon. I will put her through her paces here at home or at Kingswood where we have a broader range of facilities.

There is a knock at the door and I yell, ‘Come in.’

The door opens and Indy comes in, leading Lola behind her on a leash. Lola is just dressed in a robe, obviously naked underneath. They both stop and stare at me, Lola gives a gasp. As this is Lola’s first time in my hands, I am wearing full on Dominatrix gear. A leather corset that is cut off to reveal my boobs and my pussy, elbow length leather gloves with the fingers cut off, black, fishnet self-supporting stockings (Master isn’t around so I’m indulging myself) and high-heeled boots that reach up to my knees. On top of all that I’m wearing a studded collar and cuffs.

‘Strip her and chain her to the hoist,’ I order. The hoist is set at the correct height and a leg-spreader bar has been hung from it. Indy takes Lola’s robe off and fastens her wrists to the spreader bar. ‘Cover her with oil,’ I say, so Indy splashes the warm baby oil over Lola and then proceeds to rub it all over her body and then into every nook and cranny. Lola is embarrassed as fuck and hangs her head so I cannot see her face.

‘Okay Indy, you can leave now.’

‘I was hoping I could stay and watch.’

‘No, you know a first time should be just between a Mistress and her slave.’

Indy wipes her hands on a towel and then leaves us together. I raise the hoist so that Lola is stretched out wide, arms above her head. I’m not going to raise her off the floor, so there’s no need for suspension cuffs. The most I will do is raise her on her toes. ‘Don’t worry about Indy seeing you naked. The humiliation of being punished in front of other people is part of your training. Believe me, I and other people will be doing far worse things to you while others watch.’

I walk around her at distance so I can get a good view. Lola is magnificent. Her skin is not jet-black, more of a dark-coffee colour before the milk is added, deep brown rather than black. She has a slim figure, with decent sized breasts, also a nice flat stomach but doesn’t have a muscular well-toned body like Indira, Nicky and I have, because she doesn’t train every day like we do, but Master doesn’t want her like that. She obviously has, and will continue to do so, worked out in the gym regularly, but she won’t be run like we are, or pony trained.

Her oiled body shines under the room lights and I hope the cameras are catching it all. Master will want to see this. Although he and I have slept with her several times since she arrived, this is the first time she will be subjected to physical and psychological torture by me.

I stand in front of her and we look each other up and down. I’m glad to see that as instructed, she has trimmed her pubic hairs to the regulation length, as required by Master. She dares to look me in the eyes, so I slap her face and caution her not to do that unless she is told to. I move in close and start playing with her nipples, sliding my hand up and down her slit. She trembles but I can’t tell if it is from fear or excitement.

She tries to speak but I give her an almighty slap on the arse and tell her, ‘You do not speak unless you are spoken to. You do not make comments, you only answer questions. Is that clear?’

‘Yes, Mistress.’ Her voice is all wobbly.

I lower the hoist until her head is on the same level as mine, and she has to crouch. While I’m still playing with her I move in close to her so I can talk directly into her ear. I gave this a lot of thought and I decided the first thing I would say to her was what she so desperately wanted to hear.

‘Master has signed your contract, so you are now a member of House Gilchrist. But then he said that you were mine to train. Mine. To torture, humiliate and punish you to my heart’s content. You belong to me now, bitch! I own you, you are no longer an individual, you’re property and you’re my property, Cupcake. Serve me well or you’ll suffer for it. Do you understand?’

‘Yes, Mistress, I understand. If you only knew how long I’ve waited for this to happen. Thank you, Mistress.’

I slap her arse again for speaking out of turn. ‘Answers to questions only, bitch.’ She wisely doesn’t answer. I raise the hoist again so her arms are stretched above her.

I go to the cupboard and come back with an assortment of items. First I push a cunt plug into her already wet pussy. Then I put a leather strap between her legs and attach it to another belt round her waist, to hold it in place. Then I reach between her legs and flick the switch to the ‘ON’ position and the plug begins to vibrate.

‘Have you ever been beaten with this?’ I hold up a cat o’ nine tails.

‘Yes.’

I hold up a thin leather belt. ‘Yes,’ she replies.

I slowly work my way through a set of punishment devices. A flogger, a thick leather belt, a wooden slat, as she acknowledges all of them, until we reach the leather whip that will leave stripes if used harshly, which she tells me has never been used on her. 

I go back a step and use the thin leather belt. I reckon that as she has waited for this for a long time, there’s no point in starting her off as if she is a complete amateur. I might as well start several steps down the road. I deliberately leave her ungagged as I want to get accustomed to the noises she makes in different situations. It’ll help me learn whether the moaning she makes is driven by pleasure or pain.

After a time I get the long, thin whip and as Master taught me, I start giving her ‘Wasp Stings’ where you just snap the end of the whip on various parts of the body, like the tits or the buttocks. I’m not as good as Master, he can plant it directly on the nipple or the clit.

My God, she squeals but underneath it all, the cunt plug is buzzing away in the background, slowly doing its job. At one point everything stops, she freezes and her mouth twists into a grimace and I realise she is coming. So I stop what I’m doing and grabbing her nipples, twist hard and hold it until she has finished coming. The idea is that I want her to conflate pleasure with pain. She doesn’t know it but I’m going to teach her that she is only allowed pleasure if she experiences pain or humiliation first.

She finishes her orgasm and I kiss her hard. Instead of releasing her though, I find a couple of heavy nipple weights, clamp them onto her tits and then leave her hanging while I take a seat. Oh, and of course, I leave the vibrating cunt plug turned on.

I take a seat and light a cigar. (No drink or drugs during a torture session, House Rules) but I allow myself the luxury of a cigar. As Lola hangs there, simultaneously being simulated and stressed, I consider my attitude towards her, I’m giving her what she needs.

After spending so long out in the wilderness, so to speak (okay she had sex but wasn’t treated in the way she longed to be, the way I longed to be before I met Master) what she needs now is short, sharp, brutal treatment. Dropped in at the deep end, not in the shallow end and slowly led towards the deep bit. Immersed in the world of pain and torture and submission.

As I’m thinking all this, it suddenly hits me that I am becoming the Contessa. A fact known only to just a few of us, is that she started out as a submissive like me, then the death of her husband caused her to reinvent herself as one “badass bitch” of a Dominatrix, feared by many, inside and outside the boudoir. They say that submissives make the best Dominatrices as they truly understand the hopes and fears of a slave, so they can inflict those on a willing victim.

That’s certainly true in my case and now Lola is getting the benefit of my experience.

I finish my cigar and I can see that Lola is getting worked up again, so it’s time for the next phase. I fetch a strap on dildo from the cupboard and standing in front of her so she can watch and realise what is coming next, I strap it on to myself. Then I remove the clamps and the cunt plug and lowering the hoist, release her. I take her over to the bed and laying her on the bed with her legs open, feast on that, by now, very juicy pussy until she orgasms.

She lays there getting her breath back, her pussy wide open and lubricated with her juices, so without warning I plunge the strap on deep into her. She tries to hug me but I force her hands away and pin them to the bed, above her head. Lola is soon lost into that place they call Sub-space where the slave goes into their own little dream world as a result of the pain or pleasure. I used to do it back in the bad old days, where I disassociated my mind from the things that were happening to my body. Alternatively, if you are in a good situation, then you can use the trick to enhance the pleasure you’re feeling, as you add your own fantasy to what you are experiencing in the real world.

I hear her mutter under her breath, ‘Hurt me, Mistress ... make me come.’ I don’t think she’s even talking to me, but that mythical Mistress that she has fantasised about for so long, who is torturing her inside her mind.

The inevitable happens and she bucks and fights against me as she comes again. It takes all my strength to hold her down, so I can ride her until she finishes. Then she slowly subsides into a damp rag as I slow down to take her through the last few spasms.

I stand up and unbuckle myself from the strap on. She opens her eyes and raises herself on her elbows. ‘I never thought , I never hoped ... I always imagined it could be like that but I never truly believed it could happen to me. Is there anything I can do for you?’

I sit on the bed and open my legs. ‘Make me come,’ I order. Which she does promptly and expertly. Whoever trained her may have neglected her BDSM training but they certainly did well on her sex training.

We lay on the bed and I let her cuddle me. ‘Permission to speak?’ she asks.

‘Go ahead.’

‘You said that I belong to you. If you really meant that then I will gladly surrender myself to you for your pleasure. Is there anything I can do for you as a sign of submission?’

I think for a moment as I stroke my hand back and forth on her cropped hair. Then it strikes me. ‘I want you to shave your head.’

‘What?’

‘Master Roger made me cut my hair in a certain way to show his control over me. Then I made Chloe cut her hair for the same reason. You don’t have any hair to style, so I want you to shave your head. I think bald women are very sexy, especially black women. Will you do it or was it all talk? You’re practically bald anyway.’

‘I was thinking pierced nipples or a tattoo.’

‘Oh there’ll be time for those, but let’s start with something which can be easily undone.’

She doesn’t hesitate. ‘Very well, If my Mistress wants me to be bald, then I’ll be bald. The only hair on my body will be on my pussy ... unless you want me to shave that as well?’

‘No, Master doesn’t like a bald pussy, just your head will be fine.’

‘It shall be done.’

I shrug her off and stand up. She drops to her knees before me and takes my hand. ‘I can’t thank you enough for tonight. And thank you for finding me. I will serve you as you wish.’ Then she kisses the back of my hand.

‘Clear this room up and then you may go and bathe the oil off you. And while you’re in the bath, I want you to think about tonight and masturbate.’

‘I’ll do that, Mistress.’

I walk out the room and leave her to it.

~~~
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Next morning we are all breakfasting at my house as usual. We’re all there except for Lola. Master is shooting me funny looks as he knows about last night between me and Lola, and she is late, when thankfully she walks in. ‘Sorry I’m late, Master, Mistress,’ she says. ‘This took longer than I thought it would.’ She runs her hand over her bald head.

Everyone stops in shock and stares at her. Finally Master says, ‘That’s okay. By the way ... love the new look. Very sexy.’

‘Thank you, Master, it was Mistress K’s idea.’ She shoots me a smile and starts on her breakfast.
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EXPANSION PLANS
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Master has invited me over to his house for lunch with him and Lola. Indira serves us a cold buffet lunch in the dining room. Once she has served us, Master says to her, ‘Indy my dear, would you mind taking your lunch over at K’s house with Nicky and Chloe? I have some private business to discuss with K and Lola.’

‘Of course not, Sahib. I shall do that immediately. I’ll stay there until you bleep me,’ she says, indicating the beeper on her collar, by which Master can summon her. ‘If you want extra food, it’s in the fridge along with a couple of extra bottles of wine, chilling for you.’

‘Thank you so much. Say hello to the girls for me.’

‘Certainly, Sahib.’ She makes her exit, leaving us alone.

‘Private business to discuss?’ I ask. ‘Sounds ominous.’

‘Yes, it’s earth moving ... literally, but let’s eat first, business can wait.’

We eat our lunch and I notice it’s all finger food, cold chicken, quiche, Scotch Eggs, vol-a-vents, just the sort of food that Indy can put on a plate and then be sent away so she isn’t fussing around us as we eat. Must have been Master’s idea. I try to draw the reason behind the meeting being private out of him, but he remains annoyingly tight-lipped as he can be when he wants.

We finish the meal and the first bottle of wine and after handing me the second one to open, he produces a cardboard tube from under his side of the table, which is why I didn’t notice it before. It’s a large one with plastic caps on each end. Sort of thing you put plans and maps in.

Master pulls out a sheaf of what look like diagrams and drawings from the tube and spreads them out on the dining room table. As I hand him his glass of wine I ask, ‘Plans for our next heist, Boss? So this is why you didn’t want Indy around, in case she’s a “nark for the fuzz”.’

He looks at me incredulously. ‘Where do you get these expressions from? It’s certainly not from me.’

‘Sorry, when I get bored at Kingswood after lunch and I don’t fancy sex, I watch the afternoon movies on the Crime channel.’

‘When do you never fancy sex? The girls on Reception are demanding extra money for having to surrender to your insatiable lust.’

‘Pay ‘em, they’ve earned it.’

‘First of all, K, let me say how very impressed I am with the way you have trained Lola here. She has rapidly become a valued asset both in and out of bed. The way she rises to the whip, asking for more, she reminds me of you.’

‘May I say, Master, that it has been a pleasure to be trained in the ways of House Gilchrist by Mistress K. I can only hope that I can continue to be of service to you both of you, in the office and the Fun room.’

‘It’s okay, Master. Although I was only doing my duty, it was a pleasure for me to provide you with another willing, trained slave,’ I tell him.

He adds, ‘And may I say, Lola, that you have become a welcome addition to our household. But that’s enough of the self-congratulations, before we start believing our own publicity.’

He gives me a pleased expression and turns to the drawings. ‘Now that we are incredibly wealthy thanks to the Contessa, things are going to change here at the Gilchrist Estate. You’re a Society member and I have a seat on the council, we are on the world stage now, so we’re going to have to up our game and our image. We are no longer just the proprietors of some kinky camp site.

‘Now, we could go and live in any of Contessa’s houses around the world but I like living here, in England, so instead of moving, we are going to enlarge the estate. I’ve been having Lola crunch the numbers and help me make sense of the accounts of the company I’ve inherited, and apparently, we have more money than God, so I’m going to expand the number of buildings onsite, and we’re going to have to make some changes to our lifestyle and living arrangements.’

I sip my wine, intrigued at this new development. ‘Do tell.’ I’m not alarmed at the news as I know that whatever it is, Master will have our best interests at heart.

‘First of all, as you know I ... we, own the field behind our house, we used it as the access road when we took over next door and remodelled it, so we didn’t have to have big lorries rumbling through the village. Well, we’re going to make use of that field. I’m going to build a bigger house, we’ll call it “the mansion” to distinguish it from the other buildings. The mansion will be in that field, facing away from our present housing, and everything will be landscaped to act as the gardens. We’ll build an access road like before and this will lead to what will then be the new front of the estate. We’ll extend the drive between this house and the mansion, so you can connect to us. The present entrance to our current houses will be the back entrance and only used by friends and family. Everyone else will have to take the other road and report to the mansion.’

‘Wow, this is big time stuff. What can I do to help?’ I ask.

‘I’ve sketched out the layout of the house and what rooms I want on each floor. I want you to do more detailed plans and design the outside of the house. I fancy a sort of Georgian/Regency look to the mansion but give me several options, and I want one of those porches that covers the front door so people can get in and out of their cars while remaining dry, if it’s raining.’

‘I’m not really an architect you know.’

‘No, no, that’s okay. I just want you to do a “proof of concept” based on my sketches and the architect will work out the building plans, measurements and so on, and Lola can handle the finances. What I want from you is your “artist’s impression” of what the main layout will look like. For instance, I want a large foyer with staircases on both sides of the walls leading up to a landing that overlooks the foyer, that sort of thing. Maybe a few classic statues or modern sculptures, whatever. You’ve got a good eye and I trust your judgement, make a few suggestions and I’ll pick the ones I like to present to the architect.

‘The mansion will be three storeys high above ground, with the Fun room being in the basement, where all good dungeons should be, next to the wine cellar. Twenty feet of earth should give enough sound proofing. Ground floor will be the usual, my study, the dining room, lounge, kitchen, wet room, toilets and so on, and I want a Games room, big enough for a billiard table and a few games machines like video games or pinball-tables. I want my study at the front of the house so I can look out at the gardens while I’m working, and also see anyone who drives up to the house. Then we’ll have a pool at the back of the house, one of those with a sliding cover like a conservatory, that we can slide back when the sun is shining.

‘First floor will be six bedrooms, all ensuite, with a separate bathroom and a large Jacuzzi bath. Second floor will be my bedroom taking over the whole top floor, and I want a lift from the basement up to each floor, so Indy can just put my food in there and send it up, to save her walking up all those stairs if I’m having breakfast in bed.

‘Nicky and Lola will have their own rooms of course, and one of the bedrooms will be reserved for you.’

‘Aren’t you going to let me live with Chloe anymore?’ I ask, suddenly worried.

‘Of course I am, silly. It’s just that when you’re having private time with your lovers like Bruce or Luiz, although Chloe doesn’t mind, I think she might get annoyed if you actually did it in the house you share together. No, this way you can have your own room in the mansion and take them there when they visit.’

‘Oh I see, that’s very thoughtful of you. Thanks.’

‘We’ll need a new, bigger garage for the mansion. I want to make sure that there is car space for everyone living or staying there.

‘Next, at some point I’ll want you to move all your stuff out of this attic and move it to your house. I figure you can use the building that was going to be a stable, as your new studio to do your painting in. If necessary we’ll fit new glass roof panels so you can have plenty of light to work in.’

‘That’ll be great but what’s happening to this place? You’re not knocking it down are you?’

‘No, I have plans for it.’

‘What’s that then?

‘I’m working on something but be a dear and don’t ask any more, or mention it to the others, it might not come off and I don’t want to disappoint anyone.’

‘Okay, Boss.’ I snap off a salute and go back to studying the plans he drew. I notice a building that he hasn’t mentioned, by the mansion. ‘What about this one, is it another garage?’

‘That’s where our security detail will live.’

‘Our what now?’

‘Security detail. Sit down, K.’ I do as I’m told and he sits down facing me across the dinner table. ‘I said earlier that we would have to make changes to our lifestyle. Now we are seriously wealthy people, we’re at risk of kidnapping or worse. Especially Devon. From now on we’re going to need round-the-clock protection, the same as the Contessa had or the Duke has.’

‘Bruce is free now, can he do it?’

‘Bruce is now the joint owner of a multi-national company. I hardly think that he’ll want to be patrolling the grounds at 2 0’clock in the morning, to keep us safe. He’ll have more important things to occupy him.’

‘Of course, I wasn’t thinking it through. He can certainly put a team together for us though, he knows all the best men in Society Security.’

‘Exactly, I would like you to ring Bruce and get him to arrange a team ASAP. We can spread them between our houses until we get some proper accommodation for them. They can use the summer house as their operations centre until their accommodation is ready.’

‘I’ll get right on that.’

‘Why not ask Victoria Rose?’

‘Yes, she’ll be able to recommend some good men.’

‘I meant, why not ask Victoria Rose to be head of security?’

‘But why would she? I mean she has a good job as the Duke’s head of security, why would she leave that for us?’

‘First, we’ll offer her more money than he pays her. Second, the woman idolises you. She’d jump at the chance to be around you and your family all day. Probably do it for free if you asked her and paid her with sex.’

‘Do you really think ...?’

‘Have you ever known me to be wrong about anyone?’

‘Okay then, I’ll give her a call.’

‘Another thing I want is a female guard to be with Devon at all times. Whoever is looking after Devon at any given time, she stays with them. If Chloe takes her to the shops, the guard goes with her, if Indy or Nicky take her to the park, the guard goes with them. That’s why it must be female so she can follow them into the public toilets or baby changing rooms. If there is a kidnap attempt, her first priority is Devon, even if it means sacrificing Chloe or one of the others ... or even me or you. I’m serious about this ... Devon is the heir to my fortune, Chloe and the others aren’t. You understand the difference?’

At first hearing that feels like I’ve been stabbed in the heart with an icicle, but after a few breaths I understand his reasoning. Devon is the future of House Gilchrist, the heir presumptive, and her life is more important than any of us. I understand, as Chloe would, and both of us would gladly sacrifice ourselves to save her.

‘I understand,’ I tell him. ‘You won’t get any argument from me or Chloe.’

‘Good. I was hoping you would see my logic. Both Bruce and Victoria must approve the final team.’

‘I’ll ring Bruce and lay it all out for him and then ring Victoria.’

‘Good, do that this afternoon, will you?’

‘Got ya, Boss.’
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One day I need to check some detail about the new mansion. I know Master is out of the house today at his publishing company, so I go over to ask Lola if she remembers what he asked for. I let myself in the house and into his study. He lets me use it sometimes when I’m working on Kingswood business, so he has relaxed the rule about having to knock and wait to be called in.

I open the door but the room is empty, I expect Lola has gone to the toilet or to get a cup of coffee, so I head for the kitchen. I spot Indy at the sink so I head straight for her without noticing who else is in the room. 

‘Have you seen Lola?’ I ask.

Indy points at the centre island, where Lola is sitting with Nicky and they are both peeling potatoes. ‘What are you doing?’ I ask her.

‘Sorry, Mistress, I know I’m not supposed to do domestic duties, but when you stare at a spreadsheet too long, the numbers start to dance around the screen and I had to have a break. Do something menial for a while that didn’t involve using my brain.’

‘Indy, do you have a moment?’ I beckon her to follow me out of the kitchen.

‘You know she’s not here to help you in the kitchen,’ I admonish her.

‘I know, Mistress, but she wanted to help out. I think she was trying to bond with us, so I let her. I’m sorry, it won’t happen again.’

‘Bonding, eh? Actually no, I take it back, you did the right thing and if it happens again, let her help you. Good work.’

Indy shrugs, baffled by what I just said. I go back in the kitchen and ask Lola what it was that I needed to know. Then I tell her, ‘It was kind of you to offer to help. As a reward, Nicky, after you’ve finished peeling the potatoes, I want you to take Lola to bed and have sex with her. Carry on.’

And I leave them to it.
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Weeks go by while I draw up my plans for the new building. Finally, Master, Lola and I meet in his dining room, where we have room to spread out the drawings of the new house on the long dining table. ‘You asked me to do a concept drawing of your original idea, a Regency mansion, so I did this.’ I layout the first drawing. ‘One Regency-style mansion as requested.’

Master studies it and nods appreciatively. ‘And next?’

‘What do you mean?’ I ask.

‘I know you, you would never just give me just one option. What have you got up your sleeve?’

‘Well the original command was to give you several options. So I had a think, and I thunked that a Regency mansion was so ... passé. After all, they’ve been doing them for literally hundreds of years. What you need is something more modern ... more stylish!’

‘I’m not living in some sort of Eco-Bubble that runs on solar power and lettuce leaves, thank you very much. If you’ve designed one of those, you’ve wasted your time.’

‘I would never suggest that to a gas-guzzling, meat-eating, old dinosaur like you. No, I thought about what you really like and I remembered how much you love southern German, Bavarian style, wooden architecture, but we have that already at Kingswood, so I didn’t see the point in repeating that.

‘Then I came up with the idea of modern versions of those, so I went online and searched for Luxury Ski Lodges around the world, in the more expensive places like Aspen and the Colorado Rockies and I came up with these.’ I laid down half a dozen pictures that I had downloaded and printed out, of those chalets.

‘I designed a new building taking inspirations from those pictures, nicked a bit here and a bit there, and I came up with this.’ I unrolled my drawings showing the front, side and back of the building, and then stepped back and let him see it properly, my heart in my mouth.

He leans over the drawings and studies them for a while. Occasionally he’ll pick up one of the photographs of the Luxury Lodges and compares it to the drawings to see how they match certain aspects of my plans.

‘Every bedroom has its own balcony ...’ I offer weakly in support of my offering.

‘What about the interior?’ he asks.

I lay down some more downloaded photos. ‘These aren’t actual suggestions, they’re just to give you some idea of what look we should be going for.’

‘What will it be made of? All wood?’

‘I think that the basement and all the interior walls should be stone, brick, concrete or whatever, to give the structure strength. As you can see in the pictures, the central core of the fireplaces and chimneys are made of stone. Then the rooms and the exterior of the building will be made of wood and lots of glass. I dug out a compass and checked, the building will face into the field, which luckily happens to be facing south, so you’ll get plenty of light and sun on the front of the building.

‘The new garage and the building for the security detail will be in ski lodge style as well, to match.’

He studies it for a long time, while I chew through the end of a pencil, nervously. Eventually he straightens up and looks at me. ‘I don’t like this,’ he says, tapping the drawing.

‘I knew it, I knew you wouldn’t like it ... I’m so sorry, it was just an idea, we’ll go with the Regency mansion.’ I start to gather up the photos and drawings of my suggestion, mad at myself for disappointing my Master.

‘Hold on, slow down, let me finish,’ he says. ‘I was saying I don’t like the outside stairs to the first floor balcony, too much of a security risk. Intruders could take advantage of that. Lose that and then it will be perfect ... I love it!’

‘Seriously?’

‘Absolutely. You were right, who wants a centuries old design? This is marvellous. A ski lodge in the middle of England, with no slopes around for miles, who else would have thought of it?’

‘I’m confused now, do you like it or are you taking the piss?’

‘I promise you, I’m not taking the piss. I’m congratulating you on your original idea. Thinking outside the box and all that. It’s why I asked you to do it, you have a good imagination and a good eye for detail. That’s why I love it. That’s why I love you.’

I admit, I get all teary at that statement. He does have faith in me and trusts my judgement. No girl can ask for more than that. He gives me his hanky to wipe my tears away.

‘I’ll get onto the architect and invite him over. He can see the site of the new building and we can go through what is feasible in building terms, and decide on the interiors. He and Lola can work out the pricing. This is going to be great, K. Thanks for all this. There’s a bar of chocolate in the fridge for both of you, go and help yourself.’

A whole bar of chocolate each. A fair day’s work for a fair day’s pay I call it. Naturally I’ll take it home and share it with Chloe. But first – ‘Lola, could you give us the room please, I want to ask Master something.’

After she’s gone he turns to me and asks,’ So what’s on your mind?’

‘Lola’s not getting enough dick.’

‘Excuse me?’

‘You decreed that only members of this family can get into Lola’s panties. Well in case you hadn’t noticed we’re all women except you. So that means that she only gets a good fuck when you can work your way around to her.

‘Well I’m doing my best but I’m not Superman you know.’

‘I’m not suggesting that there’s anything wrong with your fucking ... it’s quantity not quality I’m complaining about.’

‘What do you want me to do, take Viagra?’

‘No, we simply expand the range of men that have access to her. Believe me, lots of hard fucking is necessary to a slave in training. Not to mention nice. It conditions her to be aware that she is just a sex object, for use whenever and wherever her Master chooses.’

‘I just don’t want her becoming another Nicky.’

‘What’s wrong with Nicky?’ I ask.

He checks to make sure the door is closed properly before answering. ‘Let’s face it, Nicky is just a sex toy that we bought so we could have a third for threesomes. Or when we don’t want to give you to someone, so we fob them off with Nicky instead.’

‘I thought you cared about Nicky?’

‘I care about all my slaves, Nicky, Long Susan, Victoria Rose and the others, but none of them are as dear to my heart as you and Indira are.’

‘And Chloe?’

‘Well yes but I didn’t include her as she is your slave, really. Anyway, my point is that I don’t want Lola to become another Nicky. We already have a Nicky, we don’t need another one. And I don’t need her to be pony girl trained. I already have you three girls to do that. Lola has far more potential than that, I feel. I don’t want her to be handed out to all and sundry for their use. You wouldn’t like it if it was Chloe we were talking about, would you?’

‘No, I wouldn’t. But I’m not talking about advertising her online or anything. Let me take her to Kingswood. There we can let only people we know and trust have access to her. The staff, the film studio guys, the pony trainers. They are all trustworthy and we can monitor their activities. Only allow her to be with anyone if one of us is there, if you think that’s necessary.’

‘Why are you so intent on having her get fucked aplenty?’

‘Like I said, it’s an integral part of being trained to be a slave. You must be conditioned to be handed out as property, but there’s also the fact that it’s nice to get a bit of “strange” as they call it, once in a while. And also, it gives a girl a big ego boost to think that her owner will lend her to a friend, trusting that she won’t embarrass him.’

‘It’s really that important to a slave?’

‘Massively important. Besides I can continue her training while she is at Kingswood with me. She has access to phones and computers, so she can still carry on with her Society duties, but I can take her for a naked run through the woods at a moment’s notice.’

‘I must admit, I’d like to see that. Okay, sold. Take her to Kingswood and start introducing her to the life, but only Kingswood people, no handing her over to your bits on the side. No pony training but she can watch you being trained if you like. And you can put her through the Whip Master ... you know, I wish I’d thought of this, it has great potential. It’ll cost you a blowjob though.’

‘Take me to bed tonight and I’ll do much more than suck your cock.’ I hold my hand out. ‘Deal?’

He takes my hand and shakes it, ‘Deal.’
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GREASING THE WHEELS
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Master and I are looking over the plans of the new mansion, spread out on his dining room table. ‘These are the final plans from the architect. He’s included all your designs and the extras we have thrown in at the catch up meetings. These are the actual, final blueprints with all the technical specs. That file there contains all the required requests for planning permissions, requests to build a road up to the estate, and so on.’ He hands me the folder.

‘Don’t lose them, they’re the originals ... but we have copies of course.

‘So far, this is all a paper exercise,’ says Lola. ‘I’ve been looking at the building rules and it looks like we’re breaking most of them. If we can’t get planning permission for this project then we’re stuffed.’

Master and I look at each other. ‘Don’t worry, I think we’ve got that covered.’ He looks at me, ‘It’s your job now to get the plans to Major Philips on the planning committee and use your feminine wiles to get him to push them through.’

‘You want me to fuck him?’

‘Certainly. Him and if necessary his wife too, to get her to persuade him to play along.

‘You know I’m fucking her already, don’t you? We get together about once a month.’

‘Of course I do, you told me remember? It’s fine by me, especially if it helps us along in our endeavours. It’s satisfying when you can combine business with pleasure.’

‘You’re a great Master.’

He then hands me a fat envelope that has been laying on the table beside the blueprints. ‘Give him this money to help “grease the wheels”, tell him there’s more to come as the project develops.’

‘Cash and me, lucky fella.’

‘You’re right, maybe I should withhold the cash, you’re more than enough reward.’

‘No don’t do that, I’ll get him to spend it on his wife. That should please her. I’ll let her know that we’ve given him a substantial “bung” and she can demand some of it.’

‘Poor old Major Philips, caught between you and his wife, I almost feel sorry for the old fella.’

‘Really?’

‘I said almost. Now run along and get ready, I’ve booked an appointment with him at 2 pm, so go and freshen up.’

~~~
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I arrive at the Major’s office promptly at 1:45 pm. I’m wearing a plain white Bolero top that shows my midriff off, and a short skirt that unbuttons down the front (no underwear of course). His secretary, Sandra, shows me in. ‘Thank you Sandra, that’ll be all. You can take the rest of the afternoon off,’ he tells her.

‘Thank you, Major.’ As she leaves the office I lock the door behind her, so we’re not disturbed.

‘Mrs. Gilchrist, nice to see you again. What can I do for you?’ he asks nervously. (Well, we did blackmail him last time we wanted some work done at the Gilchrist estate, so it’s perfectly understandable.)

I place the cardboard tube with the blueprints and the folder with permit requests on the large table, then I go to his drinks cabinet and pour us both a whiskey. ‘Didn’t my husband tell you when he made the appointment?’ I ask as I hand him his whiskey.

‘Well he said that you wanted some building work done on your estate, but he didn’t go too much into detail.’

‘Then come and look at these.’ I draw the plans out of the cardboard tube and unroll them on the table.

He comes to stand beside me. ‘Good Lord,’ he exclaims. ‘I thought he wanted another garage or something, this is a large ...’

‘We’re calling it a mansion.’

‘This is a large mansion and several outhouses from the look of it. Plus a new access road to be built. I’ll never get this through the planning committee.’

I grab him by his tie and lead him back to his desk. I sit him down in his chair and then I park my arse on his desk, sitting facing him. ‘You may say that now, but I sure that with the right incentive you could be able to get it past the committee.’ As I speak I slowly unbutton the front of my Bolero top, then pull it open so my tits are clearly visible.

‘But they will take a lot of persuading. I’ll need a lot more incentive.’

This time I unbutton my skirt and spread my legs to show him my naked pussy. ‘I seem to remember that you were always partial to the taste of this. Why not refresh your memory?’ I pull him forward and bury his face in my crotch. I soon feel his tongue lapping away at my private parts.

I let him indulge himself for a while and then pull him to his feet by his tie, and unzip his cock and fondle it for a while before dropping to my knees and taking him in my mouth. To be fair, the major keeps himself in trim by playing a lot of golf, and his cock is a decent size, so it’s not too unpleasant when Master tells me that I have to sleep with him.

I get him good and hard and well on the way to an orgasm, so I stand up, plonk myself on the desk again and pull him close so he can enter me. I let him pump away inside me, all the while urging him on by saying such things as, ‘Fuck me big boy, make me come,’ and ‘I’ve missed you inside me, let me feel it all again,’ or ‘I want to taste you, shoot your load into my mouth.’ I’m quite good at this sort of thing, it’s pure drivel but some men like it.

Soon I can tell he is reaching the peak of the hill, so I push him away and kneel down to take him in my mouth again ... well, it’s less messy than having him come in my pussy. When he has done, he collapses into his chair while I wipe my mouth on the hanky he proffers.

I button myself back up then I take out the envelope stuffed with cash from my purse and drop it in his lap. ‘That was a nice fuck, Major. Here’s a tip. So are we good for the planning permission then?’

‘I’ll do what I can, but I may need some more persuading along the way.’

‘Don’t worry, as long as you deliver, there’ll be more of this,’ I point to the cash-filled envelope, ‘and more of this,’ I hitch my skirt up and pat my bare pussy.

I unlock the door and with a breezy, ‘Ta, ta,’ head off.
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I’m lying in bed with Marge Philips, wife of the previously mentioned Major Philips, after a long and strenuous bout of lesbian sex on our monthly meet up. I hope to have more later but we both needed to take a break.

I call Marge “Fuck Toy” as that is what I made her into. I knew her around the village of course as the major’s wife, but we didn’t actually connect until she blackmailed me into having sex with her. Her marriage to the major is just in name only these days, she discovered her interests lie “on the other side of the aisle” as they say. (Which means she prefers women as sexual partners.)

She found out the major was fucking me on the sly, and figured out that I was only sleeping with him as some sort of scam, which she was willing to ignore as long as we didn’t ruin him financially (half of it was hers). She enjoyed taking the dominant role and especially having the famous Brandy McPhee under her control. She knew who I was, she’d seen some of my movies. But after that first time, I decided that I would take the lead (Master trained me to play on both sides of the fence) and she was shocked to find out that she enjoyed that. She’d always been the one in control and now to find out how delicious and exciting it was to surrender that control to someone else – she quickly became my plaything, which is why I christened her my “Fuck Toy”.

Enough history.

We’re lying in bed in one of the Kingswood cabins, I regularly book one and we meet here. Marge is smoking a cigarette and we’re both drinking wine. ‘So you’ve fucked my husband to get him to push your demands through the planning committee, and now you’re fucking me to make sure he does?’

‘No, Marge. I fucked him to get my plans through the planning committee ... I’m fucking you because I like it.’ (She is really rather good in bed.) ‘And I gave him a healthy bribe, so make sure that he spends some of that on you.’

‘If you really liked me, Mistress, you wouldn’t be so mean to me.’

‘I never said I liked you, I said I liked fucking you. Don’t make me take my belt to you again.’ (Treat ‘em mean, keep ‘em keen. Isn’t that what men say?)

‘No Mistress, I won’t.’

(I’m only being so mean to her because after many sessions together, it became obvious that she really wanted me to be, so I play up to it.)

Marge finishes her cigarette, then I pull back the bedclothes, revealing the strap on dildo that I’m wearing. She sighs, ‘Again, Mistress? You’ve already used that on me once.’

‘Suck on it,’ I tell her and she dutifully bends forwards and takes it in her mouth. ‘When I finish my wine, I’m going to gag you, handcuff you to the bed head and then stick this cock in your arse.’

‘Why, Mistress? You know I don’t like that.’

‘And that is precisely why I do it,’ I tell her. ‘You’re my plaything, Fuck Toy, and I will use you how I wish for my amusement. Then you will go home to your husband and make sure that he does what we want ... or I’ll stop seeing you. Is that clear?’

Her head stops bobbing up and down for a moment, and I hear the words, ‘Yes, Mistress,’ before her head goes up and down again.

Tee Hee, I can be such a bitch sometimes.
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MALAYSIAN ADVENTURE
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Master and I are in his study, on the phone to Bruce. ‘Hello Bruce, thanks for taking my call. K is here with me and I’ve got you on speakerphone.’

‘Hello, K. Are you missing me?’

‘Terribly. I only have Master Roger for sex and he’s not very good, frankly. You’re the better shag.’

‘Don’t believe her, she says the same thing to Luiz de Souza,’ says Master.

‘Yes, we men are just playthings to her, aren’t we? Slaves to her perverted lusts.’

‘None of you have ever complained,’ I insist.

‘Well, we know what side our bread is buttered on. Anyway, what can I do for you?’

‘You’ve met my house slave, Indira, haven’t you?’ asks Master.

‘Yes, pretty little thing, wouldn’t mind a romp with her some time, if you’re amenable. What about her?’

‘Well she does perfectly well running my household, she’s a great cook, and very loyal, especially to Chloe and the baby, everyone’s happy with her. The truth is though, she’s only looking after two households, six people. Now that we are moving up in the world, and building a new mansion, I fear it may be beyond her abilities, Society dinner parties and so forth.

‘So I was wondering if amongst all of the Contessa’s homes, she had some staff that you could recommend, that would be willing to relocate to England and take care of our new home.

‘Basically, we’d need a head butler, sort of Major Domo type person. Indira can still be the housekeeper/cook, but we’d need some maids and kitchen staff to help out also. Any ideas?’

‘They’ll all be willing to relocate because they’re slaves Roger ... the Contessa only employed slaves, so they will go where they are told. Now let me see, I’m just looking through the folder of all her properties to see if any ring a bell. Give me a minute.’

I fill the dead moments by pouring us both fresh cups of coffee.

‘Ah, yes, thought I knew a place. The Four Seasons hotel in Kuala Lumpur, Malaysia.’

‘Is that the place with twin towers joined together by a bridge?’

‘No, that the Petronus tower, it’s next door to that.’

‘I never knew she had a place in Kuala Lumpur. Why there?’

‘Her late husband’s family had business interests there.’

‘I must have missed that in the folder. Where’s that then?’

‘Page 7 about half way down.’

Master flicks through the folder until her finds it. ‘Oh yeah, I see. You’re not going to tell me that she owns the building, are you?’

‘No, but she has an apartment there. It’s run by Abhijit Banerjee, but he prefers to be called simply, Mr. Banerjee. He and his staff were the Contessa’s private slaves and they keep the place going in her absence. He’s very good, I recommend him if you want someone to run your house.’

‘So that means they are our slaves now, mine and yours, or are they just taken back into The Society stable?’

‘Well, you’d know Society rules better than I. Maybe we have to give them a choice. Besides, I’m not actually in The Society, remember, I just attended functions as the Contessa’s bodyguard. So I can’t really own slaves.’

‘Hmm, good point. Well now that I’m on the council I’ll see about getting you into The Society. You’re certainly rich enough now to qualify for membership, and you have history with us. I’ll nominate you and get a couple of others to back me up. It will make it easier if you belong as well, then we can attend Society functions together.

‘Okay, I guess this means a trip to Kuala Lumpur to check Mr. Banerjee out. Never been to Malaysia, it’ll be a new experience. Can you email me his contact details and notify him that I’ll be in touch to arrange a date?’

‘Certainly. By the way ... will you be taking K with you?’

‘Maybe, it depends if she behaves herself between now and then.’ I pull a face and throw a biscuit at him. ‘Yeah, I’ll probably take her. Why, are you expecting to meet her there?’

‘No. Mr. Banerjee has a little black book and he knows people, so he can get you anything you want. As you know, the Contessa was a woman of unusual tastes, she used to ask Mr. Banerjee to arrange some “Afternoon Delight” for her. He has contacts among the local gyms and martial arts places, so he could always rustle up a few fighters/bodybuilders, male or female, to entertain the Contessa. As his new employer, you might mention that you and K would like some Afternoon Delight while you’re there, and he will certainly arrange it for you both.’

‘Sounds interesting, I’ll give it a try while we’re there.’

‘Okay, Leave it with me, Roger, I’ll get in touch with him and give him a “heads up” that you’ll be going out there. By now, love you K.’

‘Love you too, Bruce,’ I manage to shout before Master hangs up.

Master and I just look at each other across his desk. ‘Malaysia,’ he says. ‘We’re going on an adventure.’

‘Afternoon Delight,’ I reply, and we both just smile.
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Our flight touches down in Kuala Lumpur (Okay, it’s gonna get tedious typing that out, I’ll just call it KL from now on.) I did make the case before we left that perhaps we shouldn’t be travelling together in case of accident, but as he put it, Devon is next in line as his heir in his will if I die also. So she would inherit everything, and Chloe as her mother would be her legal guardian, so everyone is looked after. Me and him are irrelevant in that scenario, so I agree.

There is a car waiting to whisk us off to the Four Seasons hotel (good old Mr. Banerjee). As we are on one of my ‘adventures’ Chloe and the others are remaining at home, even Lola, as she can hold the fort and only call us if it’s important.

We take the elevator up to the 60th floor (there’s something like 70 but I’m not sure if that includes the roof garden) while the chauffeur brings up our luggage in the service elevator. And as we approach the apartment, the door opens and a smiling Mr. Banerjee is waiting to greet us. We’ve both read his file, 40 something, single, Indian descent.

‘Mr. and Mrs. Gilchrist ... how pleasant it is to meet my new employers. Please come in, come in.’ He is a small Indian gentleman, immaculately dressed in a sharply pressed trousers and well-polished shoes. He is wearing a spotless white shirt, topped off with a black bowtie, underneath a grey waistcoat. (It’s too hot to wear a jacket indoors I imagine.) He takes our coats and a pretty little Asian girl is waiting with a tray with two glasses of champagne.

He shows us around the apartment while he explains the facilities that are available in the building. There is a massive lounge, a large coffee table surrounded on four sides by sofas, a bar in the corner of the room, huge TV above the fireplace, the large glass windows of course, and fortunately we’re on the opposite side of the building, facing away from the Petronus Tower, so it doesn’t spoil our view. It looks like a set from a Bond movie.

Two large bedrooms, both ensuite. The usual kitchen, laundry room, servant’s quarters, and a private office for the owner to have privacy if required.

The building itself has a rooftop sky lounge, a swimming pool, a spa, a fitness centre and so on, and even a shopping mall on the ground floor, all of which we have access to as permanent residents. Master confirms with Mr. Banerjee that we do actually own the apartment and are not just renting it.

We meet the staff. ‘Girls, come and meet our new owners. Mr. and Mrs. Gilchrist, although to you they are Master Roger and Mistress K.’ Besides Mr. Banerjee there are two Asian girls, they appear to be local girls, named Ramla and Jalilah. They are both dressed in colourful wraparound dresses, and I can tell from the fit that they are wearing nothing underneath. They both have long black hair, coiled up on top of their heads. He confirms that they all, including him, were slaves of the Contessa and if we wish it, they will continue to serve us.

‘Does that mean the girls are sexually available?’ I ask.

‘Oh yes, when the Contessa had no need of them, her bodyguard, Mr. Bruce, used to use them frequently.’

‘Very well, I’ll officially take you all on in my service, in fact I may have further use for you,’ says Master.

‘Well in that case, welcome to KL Master, Mistress.’ He and the girls bow to us.

‘Fine, well we’d like some sandwiches and coffee now, and then we’ll get some rest, it was a long flight.’

‘Certainly, Master.’ Mr. Banerjee claps his hands and the girls hurry off to make our sandwiches.

While we wait for the food, we gaze at the view, as we sip champagne. ‘Remember that night when you invited me to your flat for that lousy Spaghetti Bolognese?’ Master asks.

‘I did my best, I’m sorry, I just can’t cook. But that was a special night in my life because that was the beginning of our relationship.’

‘Look at us now, we’ve come a long way since then.’

‘I have, I’m from a council estate but your family always had money.’

‘Yes, but not this kind of money. Dad could maybe have bought a small village. Now we’re rubbing shoulders with people who could buy small countries.’

‘Still though, you never had to trade blowjobs for cigarettes and booze, like I did.’

‘True but as someone once said, “Everything works out fine in the end. If it hasn’t worked out yet, then it’s not the end.” I think it’s worked out fine for you. Look on it as you were being trained in how to please me. If you hadn’t had the life you did before you met me, then you wouldn’t have been the loose-morals, easy-lay, fuck queen that you are, and I’d have probably not been interested in you. Every cloud has a silver lining.’

‘As does my pussy,’ I say, cheekily.

‘I wondered what that funny taste was.’

I’m about to be rude back to him when the girls bring the sandwiches and coffee. Once that is done, they discreetly disappear and after we have eaten, Master and I go to the Master bedroom and catch up on our jet lag.
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We spend a couple of days getting used to KL time, wondering around the town doing a bit of sightseeing. Before we ask Mr. Banerjee about his contacts, particularly the “Afternoon Delight” part, I put my foot down and insist on him fucking me first. I want to be his first shag in KL, it’s my right as his wife. He duly obliges.

We also get to know Mr. Banerjee better as well (or Mr. B. as I call him). We hear him on the phone speaking Malaysian(?) to someone and when he finished, Master says to him, ‘Just how many languages do you speak Mr. Banerjee?’

‘Four, five if you count my native Hindu.’

‘Your English is excellent.’

‘Thank you, I was schooled in Oxford, not at the University sadly, just the secondary school, and then back to India for University.’

‘Mr. B.’ Master has got into the habit of calling him that as well. ‘Sit down, tell us all about the Contessa and the things you used to arrange for her with your little black book.’

‘Forgive me, Master, but it would be indiscreet of me to tell anyone about my late Mistress’s ... habits.’

‘That is very admirable of you, and I hope that you will come to provide me with the same level of confidentiality. But look, I knew her all my life, and slept with her often. In fact it was she that introduced me to the BDSM lifestyle, so while she kept no secrets from me, she never took the time to sit me down and relate her whole life to me. I’m sure she wouldn’t mind.’

Realising that this may affect his chances of employment with us, he replies, ‘As my new Master, of course I am unable to refuse you anything. Yes I will tell you.’

‘That’s the spirit, Mr. B.’

‘Did Mr. Bruce tell you about my little black book?’

‘Indeed he did.’

‘Well, if you knew the Contessa as well as you say, then you’ll know that she had a healthy appetite when it came to sex. She regularly took Ramla and Jalilah to bed but she would soon tire of that.’

‘She never took you?’ I ask.

‘Oh no, Mistress, that was never the arrangement she had with me. We had a special deal, although I longed to submit to her sexually, she always denied me that pleasure. She knew how it tortured me to have to watch her with Mr. Bruce and the other men I arranged for her, when I so desperately wanted to have her myself. Instead, she would take the whip to me and then let me masturbate while she watched. There are many ways to torture a man and she seemed to know them all.’

‘Did this make you bitter?’ Master asks.

‘No Master. It was a delicious torture for me and I couldn’t have wished for a crueller Mistress.’

‘That’s like when you deny me sex if I’ve annoyed you, and you have Nicky instead and make me watch,’ I tell Master. ‘It hurts, but a delicious kind of hurt.’

‘Exactly. Mistress understands,’ exclaims Mr. B.

‘But you fucked the servants, surely?’ Master asks.

‘Oh yes, but they would never have matched up to the Contessa. I’ll never know now.’

‘She was indeed a force of nature in bed. So what have you done for your ... relief, since she’s been gone?’

‘Well, I did try to get the girls to do it but they are not really interested. Besides, I feel it’s not a good idea to give them power over their superior, even if only for a short while.’

‘Well, don’t worry, my wife will be able to take care of you in that department from now on. She’s very experienced.’

‘Oh I know sir, the Contessa and Mr. Bruce used to watch her movies quite often when having nights of fun. It would be an honour to be punished by the likes of Brandy McPhee.’

‘So you know who I am?’

‘As soon as you arrived at the front door.’

‘Very well then, you know how mean I can be. If that is your wish we will carry on as the Contessa did. I will beat you, allow you to come in my presence, but you will never be allowed to touch me, only look at me. I might even let you watch while Master fucks me, but you never will. Is that understood?’

Even under his brown skin I see the blood rise to his face as he flushes. ‘I will serve the Mistress faithfully as you strip me of my dignity and humble me.’

Master chips in. ‘However, moving onto new arrangements. What exactly did you do for the Contessa?’

‘I have many contacts within the martial arts community. Very few fighters make a living at it, so they are more than willing to earn a bit of money on the side. The Contessa liked them young and hungry, so I would ring a gym and arrange for two or three of them to come here and ... “entertain her”.’

‘Just men?’ I ask, as I knew that she liked women too, as she had her way with me frequently.

‘Oh no, there are many female fighters too, and like her many of them also admire the female figure, and would happily visit.

‘She also liked to visit certain places ... places where she was unknown but always welcome. She and Mr. Bruce would visit some low-life brothels and she would indulge herself. Mr. Bruce would always be in the background so she was quite safe. Besides, I only sent her to places that I knew were relatively safe.’

Master sits back and thinks for a moment. ‘I’d like you to arrange some Afternoon Delight for my wife. Shall we say a couple of men and a female. She’ll be readily available to all of them. Isn’t that so, dear?’

‘Yes, Master.’ You notice he doesn’t ask whether I want to or not. As his slave, I don’t have a choice. But it shows to Mr. B., who is in charge in our relationship and that he is the top dog, the big cheese, the big Kahuna (whatever that means).

‘Very well, Master, I shall arrange it. When would you like it to happen?’

‘Late tomorrow afternoon will be fine, thank you.’
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Ramla is serving Master and I champagne at the bar while we wait for our ‘guests’. Everyone is dressed normally, except me, on Master’s instructions I am wearing just a light white robe and sandals ... oh yes, nearly forgot, and a collar and leash. Although the robe is almost floor length, it covers nothing as it is virtually see-through.

‘So, we’re about to dive into the world of Malaysian depravity?’ I ask.

‘Oh no, my dear, this is just dipping our toes in the water, the deep dives will come later. You’ve no idea of the things I have planned for you,’ he replies.

The doorbell goes and Mr. B, and Jalilah go to answer it. We can see the door from the bar, and there is much bowing and shaking hands. Mr. B. takes the time to explain the situation again in Malaysian to them so there is no misunderstanding. I see them nodding understanding.

He brings them forward to introduce them. I notice that they don’t look around in awe at the opulence, they are obviously used to being here. Mr. B. did explain that he would use some of the Contessa’s regulars, so they would know the ropes and not exceed the boundaries.

Mr. B. introduces them to Master and they bow, then he shakes their hands. As instructed I stand back slightly and say nothing. ‘Care for a drink first?’ he asks them and they survey the bottles behind the bar. The two men opt for a local brandy each, but the woman asks for champagne like we are drinking. After they’ve been served, he tells Ramla to take the rest of the bottle to the guest bedroom. (That will be Master’s and I playroom, we’ll save the Master bedroom for ourselves.) I am quite small, 5 foot 3 inches or thereabouts and all three of our guests are about my height, which is unusual for me. I’m used to the men being taller than me.

He turns to me and says, ‘Take your robe off dear, let the dogs see the rabbit.’ I take off my robe and place it on the bar. ‘Display,’ he commands. I dutifully put my hands and my head and spread my legs slightly. ‘Spin around slowly, so they can see what is on the menu.’ I spin around slowly a couple of times and then stand perfectly still with my hands by my sides.

‘As you can see Gentlemen ... and Lady, my wife is a cheap whore who is only good for one thing. I want you to take her into the guest bedroom and give her a good fucking ... or a bad fucking, I don’t care which.’

He quietly issues the command, ‘Kneel, hands behind back, mouth open.’ I do as ordered.

‘You see she is an obedient whore and I’ve trained her to obey, so she will do whatever you tell her to, and in turn you can do whatever you want to her. I want you to treat her rough, she prefers it that way. Or rather, I prefer to watch it when she’s treated rough. I shall be watching the session.’

‘Stand,’ he says to me. I get to my feet. He takes my leash and hands it to the woman. ‘Here, she’s all yours, do what you want with her.’

The woman smiles and champagne glass in one hand and my leash in the other, leads me away. Master tells Ramla to open a fresh bottle of champagne and then join him.

The woman takes me into the bedroom and lays me on the bed. I watch as she takes her own clothes off. She’s a fighter, so she is well figured, slightly stocky for one of her height, but it is muscle not flab. She runs her hands over my body, appreciating the fact that I am well-toned also. To be fair, if the last time they were here was to service the Contessa, then I am obviously an upgrade. No offence to the Contessa but she was pushing 60 and even though she kept in trim, she didn’t work out every day like I do, and this woman soon learns to appreciate that.

Master sits on the sofa, conveniently placed facing the bed, so the occupants can see everything that is going on. Ramla sits beside him and tops up his glass. The two men, sit on the arms of the sofa, letting the woman have first crack at me (while I’m still clean and fresh presumably). This is probably a well-established routine between them, Let the person who will be using their mouth and tongue on me go first, before they get round to fucking me and splattering me with cum.

She starts off gently by kissing my neck and nibbling my ear. I soon warm up to that and respond in kind, stroking her belly. Although I am playing the role of Fuck Toy, I’m not just a sex doll and nobody in the room (least of all me and Master) want me to just lie there as they jump my bones. I intend to be a willing participant.

As she works her way to my mouth, giving me long, passionate kisses, with plenty of tongue (my favourite) my hand strays to her pussy and I run my finger along her slit. When she moves onto sucking and nibbling my boobs, I can no longer reach her pussy, so I roll her towards me more and raise my knee between her legs, which puts her body weight on her pussy. I can feel her getting wet and she begins to rub herself up and down my thigh, making it damp with her juices.

Suddenly she breaks off and rolls me on my stomach, and she has one hand under me fondling my boob and another squeezing my buttocks, as she kisses up and down my back. Constantly stroking my body with one hand, she kisses her way down to my arse and nibbles on my bum, her quick tongue dipping in and out of my bum crack. I’m getting quite worked up by now, so when she parts my legs and slips her fingers into my pussy, she finds no resistance, it is wet, waiting and willing.

The woman lays between my open legs as I lay there face down, and her expert fingers work on me as she alternates between probing deeply into me, and then playing with my clit and lips, as she tongues my puckered arsehole. She grabs one of my wrists and pulls it down to my pussy and tells me to carry on masturbating, which I do, gladly. She searches amongst her clothes and produces a bottle of scented oil which she rubs on my back and arse. As I continue to frig myself, she rubs her breasts backwards and forwards on my buttocks and back.

Oh God I’m enjoying this! I’m unable to resist the muttered plea escaping my lips, ‘Please, Please let me come.’

I know it won’t be long before I come, at this rate, when she rolls me on my back again and pulls my hand away from my pussy. I try to put it back as it feel so good but she slaps it away. Then she rubs her oily breasts against mine, back and forward and round and round. It’s so sensuous and arousing. My God, this woman is a street fighter and is all hard muscle, but she can be so tender and knows her way around a woman’s body and what makes her come.

We go back to kissing, deep tongue penetration, until she shuffles up the bed and straddles my head. No words are needed, the unspoken command is given, so I readily poke my tongue into her waiting pussy. Gently at first and then more decisively.

She is certainly enjoying my work as my cheeks and nose are soon wet from her juices, so I continue until she reaches that peak and falls off the edge of the cliff. She collapses next to me, both satisfied in our own ways ... her sexually, and me because I made her come first.

I think that’s it and expect to get a fucking next, but she obviously wants to reward me for my good work, so she lays me on my back again and goes ‘muff diving’ as they call it, on me. It’s a short distance to the cliff edge and I soon fall off it.

I lay there next to her, gasping for breath but before I can recover fully, the two men take over. Master told them to be rough with me, so they don’t bother with any gentle foreplay, they go straight for the sex. They take it in turn to make me suck them until they’re hard, then one fucks my pussy while the other forces his cock deep down my throat, only allowing me up to breath when I’m turning red in the face. Then they swap over.

I study them as they violate me. Like the woman they are hard bodied and it’s a different experience to be fucked by physically perfect bodies like theirs. They match my own and at times when I catch myself in the wall mirror (yes, the Contessa had a mirror covering the wall next to the bed) we almost look like Roman or Greek statues, muscles flexing or sweat glistening on our bodies. I will say that as I understand with Asian men, their cocks are generally smaller. These are both smaller than Master’s but after they’ve stuck them in you for the hundredth time, you no longer notice things like that.

It’s like that for the next few hours, the two men take it in turns fucking and deep throating me. They spit roast me, and at one point one man is fucking me in the Missionary position, while his colleague is pumping his cock into my mouth. They even take my arsehole frequently as well. Sodomising me, as they take me roughly, one after the other. Master said to treat me roughly, they don’t beat me but when they want me to suck them they pull me by my hair until I am in position, pull me around by my leash, slap my arse as they fuck me, throw me around on the bed, and so on, but this is child’s play compared to the things I have had to endure during my long and varied sex life.

Every so often, after orgasms, they take a break and the woman takes over again. My pussy is full of cum by then, so she concentrates on my boobs or making me eat her out.

I look at Master to see how he is getting along. Ramla has her top off and sucking on his dick. But after the first couple of hours he decides to take her to bed, so they leave the room after telling them to keep going at me for as long as they like.

Eventually they tire of me and get dressed to leave. Mr. B. is waiting in the lounge and I watch as he pays them and they leave happily, plenty of bowing and smiles from all concerned. I check the clock and it’s around 9 pm and we started at 5 pm, but despite being fucked for hours, I am still pumped up from all the adrenalin and endorphins.

I’m standing in the doorway of the guest bedroom, naked and covered in lipstick, sweat, spunk and the occasional bite mark, where I made the woman too excited. I decide ‘What the Hell,’ and decide to break Mr. B. in.

‘Come here,’ I call. He approaches me, slightly cowed by my nakedness I suspect. I stand there with my hands on my hips, displaying all I’ve got. ‘Do you like what you see?’ I ask.

‘Very much, Mistress,’ he says nervously.

‘It’s about time I gave you your first experience of your Mistress beating you, as we agreed, but not tonight, I’m too tired to whip you tonight, It will have to be in the next few days ... but as I’m covered in all sorts of filth already, I’ll let you add some more if you like. You can masturbate and then come over me before I shower ... would you like that?’

‘Please, yes Mistress, I would like that very much.’

I lead him into the bedroom and ask, ‘Did you see any of what went on in here tonight. What they were doing to me?’

‘I brought fresh drinks for the Master and your guests occasionally and the Master let me stay and watch until I had to go and get fresh drinks.’

‘Did you like watching when they held me down and the two men fucked me in turn?’ I’m trying to see how big I can get the bulge in his trousers. ‘Fucked my mouth and then my arse?’

‘Yes, Mistress. You are indeed very lovely when you are having sex. I often believe that a women is at her most beautiful when she is being used like that.’

I step closer to him and start playing with my nipples. ‘Don’t you wish that you could touch these? Don’t you wish that you had me under you as you pound my pussy until we both come?’

His eyelids flutter and I guess that is answer enough. ‘You may take your clothes off now,’ I say. As he strips I tell him to leave his socks on as he will look silly like that. I’ve heard that traditionally Indian men are supposed to have smaller dicks than western men, but Mr. B. has a normal sized one.

I sit on the bed and reach out and take his balls in my hand, giving them a gentle squeeze. ‘I know I said that I would work by the same rules as the Contessa, but what say we introduce a few new wrinkles? I said that you would never be allowed to touch me, but what if, under certain conditions I let you eat my pussy?’

His breathing becomes heavier. ‘And what might those conditions be?’

‘Do you know what “eating a cream pie” is?’

‘Yes, Mistress, it is licking a woman’s pussy after she has had sex and is full of cum. This is what you want me to do? Will you still let me masturbate afterwards?’

‘I’ll go one better, if you eat my cream pie every time I ask you to ... I’ll even wank you off myself.’

‘Really, you promise?’

All this talk has caused his prick to stiffen and stick out in front of him. A drop of pre-cum is dangling at the end of it. I reach forward, pick it up with my finger and put my finger in my mouth and suck on it. ‘I guarantee it.’

‘The girls will lose all respect for me, I would lose authority over them.’

‘They need never know, it’ll be our little secret. Only the Master will know.’ I put my hand around his cock and give it a few tugs.

‘I’ll do it,’ he exclaims.

‘Just bear in mind, it will usually be Master’s cum but it may well be any man’s. Are you sure you still want to do it?’

‘Yes, Mistress.’ I pull him to his knees by his cock and spread my legs. He shuffles forward until his face is inches away from my cum soaked pussy and I pull his head forward until I feel his tongue digging into me.

Despite being worn out and having come several times during the sex session, the thrill of having broken a man to my will is too much, and it’s not long before I come again. The sheer thrill of dominating someone is very arousing. I let him continue until it feels he has cleaned me out, and I push him away.

I tell him to stay there on his knees while I get my breath back. So he waits patiently, staring at the pussy he has just eaten, probably hoping that one day he may be allowed to fuck it.

‘Stand up,’ I order and he gets to his feet, his boner poking out in front of him. I put one hand on his balls, and with the other give his cock a regular smooth stroking, until I feel his balls tighten, as a prelude to orgasm.

I point his cock at my tits but just as he reaches what some call “the vinegar stroke” that split second before a man ejaculates, I get a sudden burst of generosity now that I’ve fully broken him, so I change direction and point it at my face, so the first spurt of cum takes me full in the face, before letting the second and third spurts splash across my tits.

He is seriously aroused as there seems like gallons of spunk dripping down my face onto my tits and I hold out my hand, and demand a cloth. He frantically digs amongst his clothes to find his handkerchief, which he hands to me. I wipe my face and then head for the shower, telling him to follow me.

‘I’m going to shower now, you can stay and watch me if you like, but you must remain naked and you can masturbate if you like.’

‘Yes, Mistress, I would like that very much, thank you.’

I watch him as I let the hot water flow over me, washing away all the traces of the people who have had sex with me in the past hours. I take particular care to soap my boobs and pussy to arouse him. I can see him getting hard again, so I tell him he can pull himself off if he likes.

He does, thankfully, and when he is about to come, I open the door and let him come on the shower floor where it is quickly washed away without trace. As a final treat I let him towel me dry before sending him away and snuggling down in the site of my first Malaysian gang bang, and it’s not long before I fall asleep. Dog tired but very happy.
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We spend the next few days just lounging around the apartment, Master says he’s wants me rested for the next adventure. It doesn’t stop us playing around with the housemaids Ramla and Jalilah, though. Master wants me to assess them, see how good they are with a woman. (Of course he makes his own assessment of how good they are with a man.)

I told Master about Mr. B. and what happened between us, and the deal we made, and he’s delighted. At his urging I move my relationship with Mr. B. onto the next stage. Master says that the more I have him under my thumb, the more likely he is to accept our offer to come to work for us in England.

I made good on my promise to Mr. B. to give him a whipping. I have taken to wearing that flimsy see-through robe around the apartment. Why not, it’s cool to wear in the KL heat, and let’s be honest, anyone that sees my body has already tasted it, so what is the point of being coy?

I tell Mr. B. to bring his favourite article along that he likes to be beaten with and to meet me in the guest bedroom. He arrives and hands me a cat o’  nine tails and a thin leather belt. ‘The Contessa liked to warm me up with the cat before punishing me properly with the belt. Of course you may have your own routine.’

‘No, no, this will be fine for now. In time I might devise a more ... strenuous and painful regime, but that’s in the future. So the only time that you were punished was when the Contessa was staying here?’

‘Not exactly, she only stayed here three or four times a year and for a man of my needs that was not enough. So, although I thought it was disloyal to the Contessa, occasionally I would go to one of the professional Dominatrices in town, and pay to have it done. It was never as good as the real thing though, there is something special about being beaten by your own Mistress.’

‘Exactly. Now strip,’ I command. Once he is naked, all his clothes neatly folded and placed on a chair, with his shoes underneath the chairs, toes pointing outwards, it suddenly occurs to me that that is what Master makes me and other slaves do, when we are stripping in front of him. He told me that it is because of his army training but I see that possibly he was taught that by the Contessa, who taught Mr. B. to do the same. Well, well, well.

I tell him to bend over the back of a chair and then I go to work on him with the cat. Once I judge that he is nicely warmed up and ready for some heavier treatment, I take the belt to him. I hit him with regular, evenly spaced strokes down his back and legs, but specifically concentrating on his buttocks, until it has that nice reddish-brown colour that Indy gets when I thrash her. “Burnt Umber” I think it is called.

When I’m done, I throw the belt aside and tell him to stand up, facing me, with his hands behind his back. He has a stiff boner point up towards the ceiling. I pull my flimsy robe open so he can see my nakedness. I swear his cock twitches at the sight of me. I put my hand around it and gently work it up and down a few times. Then I step up close to him so my tit is touching his chest and letting go of his cock, grab his ball bag in my right hand.

I speak gently but clearly into his ear, close enough so he can feel my breath. ‘Listen to me carefully, Mr. B. I have a talent for being cruel to men and women under my control. I’m not naturally that way you understand, but I’ve been trained to be so by an expert ... my Master in fact.

‘Normally those people that come to me seeking punishment and humiliation, generally only visit occasionally, or I visit them, but only when it’s convenient for both of us. Recently I acquired a new female slave that I can mistreat whenever I want to, she lives with us. What I would like now is a male slave also close to hand that I can be cruel to, whenever I feel the need, just to balance things up. Whenever I am in a bad mood, had a bad day at Kingswood or simply have PMS, I want you and her nearby at all times so I can just click my fingers and take you to our punishment room, then take my anger out on either of you. Do you understand?’ I give his ball bag a squeeze.

‘I understand perfectly what you are saying, Mistress ... but what are you asking?’ (Smart man that Mr. B.)

‘I’m asking if you would like to be that someone, my personal pain toy, to abuse, humiliate and degrade at my pleasure? To tease ... torment ... torture. I promise I would be very cruel and there would be no safe word. I would even let each of you watch the other one being punished, if that’s what appeals to you. What would you say to that?’ I give his balls another squeeze, harder this time.

A shiver runs through his body. ‘I would say you are possibly the woman I have been searching for all my life, Mistress.’

‘So if my husband were to offer you the job of Major Domo at our new home, would you accept?’

‘If the deal we made still stands, then yes, I would jump at the chance to serve you ... with the added benefits.’

‘Excellent, we understand each other then.’ I squeeze his balls a little harder. ‘You belong to me now.’

‘Yes, Mistress.’

‘Now, today’s reward, come here.’ I lead him to the bed and pulling my robe apart so everything is visible, I sit down, legs apart. ‘Kneel down ... you may begin,’ I command.

I sit there watch him dispassionately as he pulls on his cock as he works himself to orgasm. He stares at my naked body to arouse himself further, looking at my pussy as if it is the gold statue that Indiana Jones steals at the beginning of Raiders of the Lost Ark.

Eventually we are reaching the end of his pleasuring himself, so I kick my sandals off, cross my legs and stick one foot out. ‘Come on that,’ I instruct him. He does so without question. It must be quite exciting for him, his first beating by his new Mistress, and that is shown by the copious amounts of cum that he dumps on my foot and splatters up my leg. When he has milked every last drop out of his cock, he looks up at me to see my reaction.

I stare coolly back at him then tell him, ‘Lick it up ... every last drop.’ Which he does, willingly. I think he might have a foot fetish as well as he seems to take an inordinate amount of time sucking on my toes and licking between them. Whatever.

I make a mental note, he’ll gladly swallow cum, his and other’s men’s. When we’re back in England I’ll have to see if I can get him to suck the cock of one of the gay guys that work at Kingswood. See just how far he wants to be broken. (I’m not actually being as mean as I sound. I’m just trying to learn, and teach him, what his limits are.)

I make him fetch a wet towel to wash my feet, then and only then, do I allow him to dress and go about his business. He picks up the cat and the belt to take with him, but I tell him to put them in the bedside drawer for next time.



	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

A MANUAL IN MALAYSIA
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Another lazy afternoon in the apartment. We do our site-seeing and shopping in the mornings, and then retire to the apartment and its air-conditioning when the mid-day heat gets too oppressive. Master and I are lying face down on couches on opposite sides of the coffee table, both topless with towels wrapped around our lower bodies. The two maids are sitting on our backs as they massage us, Ramla on Master and Jalilah on me. Mr. B. is sitting on the couch that is near our heads, so we can see him as Master grills him about what the Contessa got up to, whenever she stayed in KL.

‘She used to get Mr. Bruce to take her to one of the high class brothels in KL. Very classy, run by a Madam Zhi.’ (He pronounced it Shee).

‘Was it a Society place?’ asked Master.

‘No, but it was accredited by them, so it operates on their rules.’ (Society rules meant the girls were well paid and their welfare was looked after.)

‘I don’t get it,’ I say. ‘She could have had anyone she liked brought to this apartment, why would she go to a brothel to pay to get laid?’

‘I’m afraid you misunderstand, Mistress, she didn’t go the brothel as a customer, but rather as one of the employees.’

There is a shocked silence before Master manages to blurt out. ‘Excuse me?’

‘Yes, it is true,’ confirms Mr. B. ‘She enjoyed the thrill of being the ... handmaiden to the upper classes of KL. Only the rich and powerful are allowed entrance to this establishment and she enjoyed the deception of being a servant to them, while she was in a position to make or break them, buy them out with her loose change, she used to say to Mr. Bruce.’

‘Did she make much money at it?’ I ask.

‘Oh no, she never took any money for it, even though the brothel still charged the customers. They’ll pay a high price for white women here in the Far East.’

I look at Master but he is staring out the window as the gears tick over in his head. I know what’s coming.

Finally he looks at me and says, ‘This is your next mission should you choose to accept it. We’ll take you to the brothel and you can see what it is like to be a real paid whore.’

I know what he is referring to. I love to role play when having sexual adventures outside the home with other men. I often pretend to play a hooker or a courtesan (depending on my companion) and make them pay me a nominal sum to have sex with me. Only a few pounds, it’s all about the symbolism, not the money. And now Master is going to make me do it for real ... fucking great!!

‘When do you think you could set it up?’

‘Give me a couple of days to sound Madam Zhi out.’

‘Don’t tell her who I am,’ I caution him. ‘She might panic at having a famous movie star in the house. Just tell her I’m a bored housewife and my husband wants to pimp me out while he watches.’

‘It will be just so, Mistress.’

Master looks at me as I beam back at him. ‘Do you remember those Emmanuel movies I made you watch?’ (A series of sex movies originally starring Sylvia Kristel, back in the 70’s.)

‘Course I do, Emmanuel in Thailand, Emmanuel in Africa and so on.’

‘Well by the time we’ve finished in KL, you’ll know enough to be able to write a manual about having sex in KL. You could call it, A Manual in Malaysia, it’ll be a best seller.’

I groan at his ‘Dad’ joke. ‘Oi, watch it,’ he warns me. ‘I’ll dump you and get a slave that laughs at my jokes ... Nicky laughs at my jokes.’

‘That’s because you pay her. I don’t have to laugh at them, I’m your wife.’

‘Mr. B. do you have any professional hitmen in your little black book.’

‘Alas no, Master. But I could find a good divorce lawyer?’

‘Make a note of them, I might be needing one later.’

‘As you wish, Master.’

‘Ramla, Jalilah, could you give us the room, please? I’d like to have a private chat with Mr. B.’ The girls slide off us and leave the room. ‘Mr. B. How would you feel about moving to England and serving Mistress K and myself.’

‘In what role do you see me serving you?’

‘At present we have an estate with two houses on it, two separate households. I live in one, Mistress K and the mother of my child live in the other. As we speak I’m having a large mansion built on the estate. I have a domestic slave, Indira, that works for us. She is a marvellous cook and does all the management of the buying and preparing food for the two households, and we love her as part of the family.

‘However, once I move into the mansion, I think it will be too big for her to manage by herself. So the way I see it is that someone like yourself will run the mansion, aided by whatever staff you need. Indira, who will live in my old house, will continue to do all the cooking and management of the food at all three houses. You will manage the mansion and be in charge of the other staff. You will be the Butler/Major Domo, and Indira will be the Cook/Housekeeper.’

‘Oh, you mean like in Downton Abbey?’

‘Oh God, not another one,’ Master groans. ‘You’ll get along well with my wife and all the other females on the estate. They’re big fans.’

Mr. B. flashes a smile at me, probably glad to have found another shared interest with his new Mistress, besides flagellation. ‘I have long wanted to return to England, alas the Contessa’s place in London was only a small town-house and didn’t really need much staff. A move to England sounds appealing. Especially with the fringe benefits that the Mistress has offered me.’

‘So you’ll take the job then?’ asked Master.

‘I’m afraid I could only countenance that if Ramla and Jalilah were to accompany me. I have spent many years training them up to my standards and it would be a shame if I had to start all over again with new slaves.’

‘Would they go with you if you asked them?’

‘Certainly, we have discussed it in the past, but we weren’t sure that you would want all three of us.’

‘My wife and I have compared notes and we are more than happy with their performance, both in the bedroom and around the apartment. Please assure them if they decide to accompany you they will be more than welcome. They’ll continue to work under you in the mansion.’

‘Thank you, they will be most glad to hear that. But what about this place? Who will look after it?’

‘I’ve spoken to Mr. Bruce and he says that he would hardly use the place, so he is perfectly happy to mothball the apartment until we want to use it again. If either of us want to come back here, we’ll send a team out to open it up again, ready for use.’

‘Well this all seems most satisfactory,’ says Mr. B. ‘If you’ll excuse me, I’ll let the girls know what is happening. I know they are on tenterhooks to find out their future.’ He leaves the room.

A few minutes later the girls rush into the room and start jabbering away excitedly at Master.

‘Whoa, whoa, calm down. What are you trying to say?’

Ramla answers for both of them. ‘We are most grateful for the opportunity to come and work for you and the Mistress back in England. We would be honoured to serve you. It would please us greatly if you would be letting us have the sex with you both, to say thank you.’

‘I think we can agree to that.’ Master looks at me and holds his hand out in a, ‘You choose,’ gesture. I do an ‘Eeny, Meeny, Miny, Mo’ and end up on Jalilah. I stand up and taking her hand, lead her off into the spare bedroom, as he pulls Ramla down next to him on the couch.
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We pull up at the building, it’s a big Pagoda looking place. The neon sign outside loudly proclaims “Madam Zhi’s”. Master, Mr. B. and I get out of the car which drives away. ‘Are you sure this is the place?’ asks Master. ‘It looks like a restaurant.’

‘The restaurant is on the ground floor, it’s just a cover, but it is a very good restaurant though,’ Mr. B. assures us. ‘Many people eat there and then if they like, they can order the special and they get taken upstairs. But for those who prefer more discretion there is an entrance around the back, which will take us straight upstairs.’

We follow him round the back until we reach a set of stairs, guarded by two well-dressed men, you can see the bulge under the armpit and the earpiece dangling out. ‘Evening Mr. Banerjee. Madam Zhi is expecting you, go right up.’

‘Thanks.’ We follow him up the stairs. A young female is waiting to usher us inside. We go down a short corridor into a large room. Hardly what I would call an office. There is a desk in the corner but the room is more laid out like a boudoir, silk drapes, padded chairs around a low coffee table.

A middle aged lady in local dress, is waiting for us. She rises to greet us with a bow. ‘Good evening, I am Madam Zhi, welcome to my establishment. Please have a seat.’ She claps her hands and calls out something in Malaysian. The girl who showed us in hurries to fetch us some tea.

Mr. B. introduces us as Mr. Gilchrist and wife. We sip our tea as Madam Zhi discreetly studies me as she questions Master. ‘Mr. Banerjee tells me that you are interested in your wife filling in as one of our hostesses for the evening. You are aware that we offer all a full service to our customers? Oral, anal and vaginal to completion. Once they pay their money they are allowed to penetrate our girls in any way they please.’

‘My wife is experienced in all manner of giving pleasure.’

‘Good. You are not the first couple we have had here with a similar request, but sometimes when it came down to it the lady was not prepared for the lengths that my girls have to go to. We only allow sex though, maybe a little light bondage, we don’t do heavy BDSM. If you want that I can give you the address of a place that can accommodate you.’

‘That won’t be necessary, I’m quite capable of doing that myself, thank you.’

‘My terms are we split the proceeds 50/50 and I’ll even throw in a free meal in the restaurant.’

‘Agreed.’

‘You’ll be wanting her to be in one of our rooms where you can watch everything?’

‘That’s the whole point of the evening.’

‘Then I think we have a deal ... depending of course on the lady. Please stand up and disrobe, I wish to examine you.’

I stand up and quickly remove the light dress I’m wearing and stand there proudly, naked in front of her. She slowly circles me, commenting on how trim I look until she reaches my rear.

‘Gods protect us,’ she exclaims. ‘It’s Brandy McPhee, I thought you looked familiar. Mr. Banerjee, what have you done?’

Mr. B. and Master stand up. ‘What is it, Madam Zhi? What’s wrong?’ asks Mr. B.

‘This is the famous movie star, Brandy McPhee, I recognise her from her movies. I recognise the brand on her behind. Why did you bring her here? If The Society found out I was pimping out a famous star, a member of The Society, they would bar me, close down my place. They would ruin me. I cannot let this happen. You must leave ... now.’

Master interjects. ‘Easy now, Madam Zhi, easy. There’s no need to act like this.’

‘But she’s a star ... she’s Brandy McPhee.’

‘No, no, this is all a mistake,’ Master assures her. ‘It’s not Brandy McPhee, she’s ... she’s just a look-alike. She’s a big fan of Brandy and that’s why she styles herself after her. Even insisted on being branded like she is, that’s all. Her name is Kan-Kan.’

I have to smile. Kan-Kan is the name I go by when I’m acting as the outrageous whore, madam sex, Queen of sin, who will fuck anybody, and any number of them. In that personae I have danced naked, been auctioned, gang banged, a party favour at certain gatherings, you name it, I did it. So Kan-Kan is the perfect name for me for what we are planning for tonight.

‘A look-alike you say, and her name is Kan-Kan?’ asks Madam Zhi, calming down but still dubious.

‘That’s right, she loves to model herself after Brandy. Think how much more you can charge for a Brandy McPhee look-alike,’ Master persuades her.

‘Well, I’m still not sure.’

‘Look, my wife and I are only here for the experience. What do you say to keeping all the money you get for her tonight? Except for a small token amount just so she can say she has been paid for the night’s work.’

‘How much of a token?’

‘Say ... 10%, you keep the rest.’

‘And everybody swears on their lives that she is not Brandy McPhee, just a look-alike?’

‘On my honour,’ agrees Master. Then so does Mr. B.

‘Very well then.’ She gives another shout out and then the girl brings out a robe for K to wear. ‘This girl can take you and Mr. Banerjee to a room where you can see into her chambers. I’ll have refreshment sent along. I will take Kan-Kan for a walk around the restaurant so that my punters can see that she looks like Miss McPhee and generate some interest.

‘Once they start arriving, then she will have to take on all-comers and they may do what they want with her, that’s what they paid for. Understood?’

‘Understood,’ agrees Master.

‘10% only you say?’

‘10% only, I promise.’

‘Are you sure you also want me there watching, Mr. Gilchrist?’ asks Mr. B.

Master looks at me for conformation and I give him a nod. We discussed this before leaving the apartment. As I told Mr. B. before, he may never be allowed to touch me, let alone fuck me (except for certain situations which we’ve already covered) but I want him to love and desire me, to increase his unrequited lust for me. As I told him, I want him to watch me fucking other men, knowing that he can never have me. There are many ways to torture a soul besides the physical, and I intend to apply them all to Mr. B. because that’s what he needs.

We go our separate ways and as she said, Madam Zhi walks me around the restaurant downstairs, telling everyone there’s a “special” on tonight. For all those who have ever fantasised about fucking Brandy McPhee, here’s a chance to live out their fantasy with the closest thing they’ll ever get to it. Then she takes me upstairs again to a room, to await my first customer.

The room is the usual large bed, all the walls are covered in silk hangings, there’s an ensuite bathroom with bidet, to clean up between punters. On the wall behind the bed is a huge mirror, presumably where Master and Mr. B. are sat, watching me through a two-way mirror. If I know Master he is also filming me in action, on the Go Pro camera he always carries on our adventures.

There’s knock on the door and I open it to some middle-aged Asian guy. He hands me a flower, which Madam Zhi told me is how the girls keep count of how many lovers they have had that night. Once the customer pays, they hand him a flower to give the girl. That way she knows how many men she has had to handle and can demand fair payment. (I told you, it’s run by Society rules, so all the girls are treated and paid fairly.)

I don’t intend to waste time, I’m not in the slightest bit nervous, done this before plenty of times, so I pour him a glass of champagne from the bottle on the dressing table, and start to undress him. Once he is nude I drop to my knees and start gobbling him to get him going.

Once he is good and hard, I take him to the bed and let him play with me for a while, until I climb on board and ride him to a climax. The rule is they can only stay for one orgasm. Then I give him a quick wipe down with a damp cloth and let him dress, before sending him on his way.

There’s always a short pause between punters to give the girls time to clean up, so it is ten or fifteen minutes before the next knock on the door and the next flower.

And that is how it is for the rest of the night. Some let me lead, others want to play with me, some want blowjobs, or to fuck my arse or my pussy. Many of them like to come in my mouth, but they all like to check my brand, and I have to lie and tell them I’m NOT the real Brandy McPhee. (Suckers.) I let them do whatever they like, because I’m the whore they have paid to use so I damned well give them their money’s worth.

I know Master is keeping an eye on me, as I’m drinking the champagne too, and whenever we finish a bottle, he sends a fresh one along. Good old Master.

At the end of the night I have a good handful of flowers. I don’t bother counting how many, that’s not important to me, it’s being used as a whore that counts, not how many men did it.

Madam Zhi however counts them and then gives me a small amount of money. I offer it to Master as my pimp (?) but he tells me to keep it as I’ve earned it. ‘You’re not going to make me declare it to Lola are you?’

‘No, that’s okay, consider it a tip. Madam Zhi,’ he says to her. ‘We’ll be in KL for another week, so we’d like to come back again in a few days, if that’s okay with you.’

She looks at the flowers that I collected and says, ‘That would be acceptable. Let me know in advance and I can drum up some more business by putting the word around to my customers. Tonight was only the ones that were already here. If they know she will be available on a certain night, I can promise that the queue for her services will be much longer.’

‘Give us a couple of days. Mr. Banerjee will let you know when we’ll be back.’

~~~
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We arrive back at the apartment. I tell Mr. B. to run me a bath, while the girls serve us drinks. ‘Why did you want me to do tonight, and the other nights?’ I ask Master.

‘Well up until now, you’ve only played at being a hooker, getting paid for sex. I know you make Colin Saxby buy you nice things and actually pay you for sex, but that’s only a game between you. Tonight, for the first time since you’ve been my slave, tonight you whored yourself out for real, strangers paid money to fuck you, and you took on everyone without complaint. I was proud of you, but more importantly, it was another item ticked off your bucket list.’

‘I love you,’ I tell him. ‘Now if you love me, you’ll let me have my bath and some quiet time with Mr. B. We had a deal that if he eats my cream pies, I’ll give him a hand job. Then after my bath I’ll join you in bed.’

‘Okay, see you later.’

He heads off just as Mr. B. is returning. ‘Your bath is ready, Mistress.’

‘Good.’ I hand him my empty glass and tell him. ‘Refresh this and bring it to me in the bathroom ... naked.’

A few moments later he enters the bathroom, naked, glass in hand. I am also naked, sitting on the edge of the bath. ‘You remember our little deal?’

‘Yes, Mistress. In exchange for eating your pussy, after you have been fucked by so many men, you will masturbate me.’

I take the glass and tell him, ‘Get to it then.’

He drops to his knees and begins lapping away. I have had far too many cocks up me, and too many orgasms I must admit, to get aroused by his actions but it is nice to have a gentle touch on my well-worn pussy. When he has cleaned me out, I tell him to stand up. His cock is sticking up like a flag-pole. Hardly surprising after he spend the night watching me getting gang banged by a bunch of strangers.

‘You know Mr. B. I’m going to enjoy having you as my pet ... my little dancing monkey. I tell you what, in the future I will devise more exquisite punishments for you, some physical, some mental, for my amusement. However, in return the rewards will be greater.’ I see a drop of pre-cum glistening on the end of his penis. Last time I picked it up on my finger and put it in my mouth. This time I lean forward and actually lick it off the end of his dick.

He groans in frustration, so I take pity on him and I want my bath, so I give him a fast, hard hand job until he spurts his cum over my boobs. Then I send him on his way and climb into my bath to relax.
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Master takes me back to Madam Zhi’s twice more while we are in KL, without Mr. B. along. A few days rest between each session and then back for another night. As she predicted, once word got around about a Brandy McPhee look-alike, the queue got longer and I had to deal with more men. (Didn’t bother me though, I’m used to getting gang banged by all the trainers on a pony ranch.) Needless to say I earned plenty of flowers and a small amount of cash those nights.

After what we tell her is our last night, Madam Zhi gives me a DVD cover of one of my films, and a felt tipped pen and asks me to sign it for her. I sign it ‘Brandy McPhee’ and as I hand it back to her, I say, ‘It’ll be our little secret, eh?’

She nods and we say goodbye, with a promise to visit if we are ever in town again.

At the end of the week, Master tells Mr. B. that it is time for us to leave and asks him to make the travel arrangements.

‘I will contact you when the mansion has been completed and the three of you can join us in England then. For the moment we don’t have the room for you, so you might as well remain here. Do you have enough money to keep this place going?’

‘Yes, Master. The Contessa’s company ... sorry, your company pays all the rent and utilities. We have an account with the local food stores and if anything else crops up, we have the company credit card.’

‘Good. Keep hold of that, it will come in useful in England.’

‘Certainly, Master.’

Once the travel arrangements have been made, we have one last night with the girls and as it may be a few months before we see them again, I give Mr. B. a beating and a wank, before we leave.
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The majority of the security team has been selected, all recommended and approved by Bruce and Victoria Rose, who will lead the team. Just one important member left to choose. Devon’s bodyguard.

Victoria brings in the applicant. Master and I are waiting in his study to interview her. Victoria gave us several options and we went through their files until we all agreed on this one person, Pola Nevski.

There is a knock on the study door and I open it. Victoria and a women enter the room. Like Victoria, the woman is dressed in a dark business suit with trousers, white shirt and comfortable shoes, I notice, which seems to be the uniform for all the security people. They look like a convention of ‘Men in Black’. She’s quite attractive, blonde with shoulder length hair. I can’t help wondering if she and Victoria have ever got it on together.

I notice her checking out the room as the introductions are made, where are the windows? Is there another entrance? Force of habit I guess. I pour coffee for everyone and we chat everyday stuff, how was her journey and so on? It gives everyone a chance to relax before we start the interview.

Master starts off, ‘No offence but forgive me for asking ... you are Polish, from Poland and your name is Pola?’

‘What can I say, my parents were very patriotic, they named me after my country,’ she replies in well-spoken but slightly accented English.

‘We have access to your file of course, I see that you were Polish Special Forces before you joined The Society Security Force. JWK or GROM?’

‘GROM. You’re unusually well informed, Mr. Gilchrist.’

‘I was British Army Intelligence before I left the army.’

‘Ah, I see. Ever see any combat?’

‘I was in a couple of convoys in Afghanistan that got ambushed and we had a fire fight, but I was never a front line soldier if that’s what you mean.’

She looks at him as she takes a sip of coffee, as if reassessing him.

‘Tell me, why did you leave the Polish army?’

‘You’ve been to Afghanistan ... after my second tour there I got tired of never being able to wash the sand out of all my crevices. I figured I’d done my bit, proved my worth, and was entitled to a simpler life.’

‘So you’re looking for an easier life?’

‘No, just simpler. Afghanistan was too political for my liking. That’s why I moved into protection, I’d rather save people’s lives than take them.’

Never having been military myself, this goes way over my head but Master nods, as he seems to understand her.

‘Ms. Rose here explained our set up and what your role would be, I understand.’

‘Yes, I would be responsible for guarding your baby daughter, Devon, and her mother,’ she looks at me, ‘Miss Chloe, who isn’t here at the moment. You have a very progressive household if I may say.’

‘Is that a problem for you?’ I ask.

‘Not at all, Mrs. Gilchrist. It’s nice to see such a friendly relationship between all parties. I’ve seen situations where it was not so. Very sad.’

‘And how do you feel about The Society’s ... shall we say, lax moral code?’

‘I have been with The Society Security team long enough to have seen some unusual situations, but I understand that the rules are very strict about voluntary service, and as long as everybody is a willing participant ... each to his own, I say.’

‘That’s good to hear, wouldn’t want any prudes on the team. Now, down to business,’ says Master. ‘Your prime responsibility will be baby Devon. You will protect her above all others, even if it means you have to sacrifice anyone else, including us.’ He points to him and me.

‘I see ... I understand.’

‘You will of course only have to protect her, you’re not expected to be a nursemaid or change nappies, or anything like that.’

‘Thank goodness, I was afraid I’d have to breast-feed the child.’ Which gets a laugh from all of us. Good, she has a sense of humour.

‘And does the salary meet your expectations?’

‘Yes, it’s very generous.’

‘We expect the best and we’re prepared to pay for it.’

‘Where would I be living? Close to the child I imagine.’

‘We have two separate houses here. Currently we are housing the security team in these houses while accommodation is being built for them. You will take a room in Mrs. Gilchrist’s house so you are close to baby Devon. You’ll stay there even after everyone else moves out.

‘Ms. Rose will take a room in this house until the mansion is completed, then she will move to there. I hope you both find that satisfactory.’

They both agree that is perfectly fine with them, although I suspect it means that Victoria is hoping for more ‘alone’ time with Master.

‘Any questions?’ he asks.

Both of them say no so he tells them, ‘Fine. So we’ll take you to meet Miss Chloe and Devon and see if they like you.’ He stands up and they do the same and I’m first out of the door.

When they are all in the foyer, I make my move. Master wanted me to attack without any warning but I think that’s unfair, so I give her a split-second warning by saying to Pola, ‘Oh, just one more thing ... take this you Polish Bitch!’ and I take swing at her. She doesn’t delay or stand in shock, she blocks my blow.

I throw a punch with my other hand and she blocks that too. Next I take a kick at her shins and she blocks that with her foot, painfully. I throw another left at her and she blocks that and responds with a sharp jab to my bicep that deadens my whole arm. I try to counter with another right hook, but she grabs my wrist and turns it and I have to go with it, as it’s agony if I resist. She’s got me bent over at the waist when she swings her hand down to my face ... but stops a few inches away, then slaps me lightly on the face.

She lets me go and I straighten up, massaging my dead arm. ‘She’ll do, I like her. I’m sorry about that but we wanted to be sure you were up to the task.’ I keep rubbing my arm and she steps forward and rubs my bicep with her two thumbs. The pain dies away and she tells me that all feeling will return in a few moments. ‘Sorry about the Polish Bitch remark,’ I apologise.

‘That’s okay, I realise it was done for shock value, to put me off guard. Did I pass the test?’

‘With flying colours. You’re very good,’ I tell her.

‘So are you, we must spar together sometime.’

I’m not sure if she actually means spar or whether it’s a euphemism for sex, but either way I’m up for it. ‘It’d be a pleasure,’ I agree.

We cross to the house where Chloe, Devon, Nicky and Indira are waiting for us. It’s important they all meet Pola and ALL get along with her. Indira has prepared a good lunch and we all sit around the kitchen island and partake. We take a couple of hours over it, so we can get to know her and she us. During the lunch, Devon gets passed to her several times and both of them seem perfectly happy with each other, so while Chloe shows her the room she will be living in if she takes the job, the rest of us have a quick conference in the kitchen, and agree we like her. By the time Chloe brings her back, we are ready to offer her the job.

Master, Victoria, Pola and I go into the lounge and Master offers her the position, which she accepts. He tells her she can move in whenever she likes and in the meantime he’ll arrange for a car for her.
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The next couple of weeks are busy as the security team move in and take control of our lives. Victoria is living in Master’s house, with Nicky and Indira, Pola has moved in with Chloe and I. The security bods have taken spare rooms in mine and Master’s house, and the rest have set up shop in the summer house, while their purpose-built accommodation is finished. Master instructed the builders to set that up first.

Security is tightened and Victoria informs us that we will each have a call sign, a codeword to identify us on the radios or documentation without actually revealing who we are to outsiders. She briefs us all one day about what names we will be known as. She explains that she and I will keep the codenames that we had at the Duke’s residence, as some of the team came from his people, so it’s best not to change them as the guards know us as that. So the list she compiled is as follows:

K = Ladybird

Victoria = Valkyrie

Devon = Acorn (as in, ‘Great oaks from little acorns grow.’)

Chloe = Tinkerbell (That was my suggestion and everyone likes it, except Chloe of course.)

Roger = Overlord

Indy = Spice girl

Lola = Abacus (it’s better than “Bean-counter” which was the original suggestion.)

Pola = Sitter 1

‘Sitter 1? Why does she have a number?’ I ask.

‘There will be times when Pola is on holiday or sick and someone has to cover for her. That person will be “Sitter 2” so there’s no confusion,’ Victoria explains.

‘Ah, I see ... makes sense.’

Basically life goes on the same though. Even times when Master wants me to chauffeur for him, I still get to do that (I’ve already done a defensive driving course) and the guard sits in the front with me, while Master sits in the back. It makes him look even more important.
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It’s Sunday morning and Master Roger is taking breakfast on the patio behind his house. When he is going to work at the publishing house or accompanying me to Kingswood, he takes breakfast with the rest of us in my house, so Indy only has to make one set of breakfasts at the same time. (He’s considerate like that.)

Weekends though, he likes to have a quiet breakfast, usually by himself, away from all the, ‘Screaming brats and smelly nappies’ so he can eat breakfast and read the papers ‘in peace’. (Harsh but true.)

After we’ve eaten at my house, I leave Indy and Chloe to clean up and I wander over and ask if I can join him. Nicole is standing discreetly and obediently several feet away from the table, having served him and awaiting further orders. I notice she is dressed in a sexy French maids outfit, so Master is probably planning on having some fun with her later (lucky girl).

‘Sure you can. Nicky, pour K a cup of tea would you, there’s a dear.’ I take my seat as Nicky pours me a cup.

I check her out as she performs her duties as I am responsible for her. Is she wearing the outfit correctly, does she have ladders in her stockings, is she reacting to orders promptly? All these things and more are what I have trained her to do and how to look. If she fails in any department it will be my fault and I will be punished for it. (And you can be damned certain that if I am ... she will be!)

I see that she is wearing the rubber collar with the gold tag, denoting Master Roger’s ownership of her, showing the date that she became his slave. Indira wears hers but Chloe no longer has to wear one since we got married. Chloe’s collar has MY gold tag on it showing that she belongs to me, but since we got married I no longer make her wear it, except on date nights, which sadly are few and far between since baby Devon was born.

Once I became Mrs. Gilchrist, Mistress of Kingwood and also internationally famous as the porn star “Brandy McPhee”, Master said I no longer had to wear my collar in public as it raised too many questions from outsiders, who weren’t party to The Society practices. So I only wear it at home, sometimes. The one piece of jewellery I absolutely refuse to stop wearing though is the silver necklace that says, Property of Roger Gilchrist. I only take that off for filming movies or when I’m wearing hard collars, such as posture collars or pony harnesses and the like.

‘Would you like an orange to go with your cereals?’ I ask him. Indira is always trying to wean him off bacon and eggs and similar foods, and get him to eat more healthily. He in return keeps threatening to sell her off to passing gypsies. He’s nearing 50 now and though he’s still active and works out on the home gym equipment, he no longer runs as it hurts his knees, he says.

He looks at me suspiciously then says, ‘Go on then, why not.’

I peel him an orange as he chews on his cereals and then pop the segments into his bowl. I love doing little intimate things like that for him, like lighting his cigars, straightening his tie, brushing him down with a clothes brush before we leave the house, and so on. They mean so much more than grand gestures and expensive presents. He taught me that. God I love that man.

‘I hope you washed your hands first.’

‘No, I was too busy putting ointment on Chloe’s haemorrhoids and didn’t have time before I left the house.’

He looks at me, down at his bowl, shrugs and then carries on eating anyway, as he knows I’m only joking. ‘What did you want to talk to me about?’

‘Who says I wanted to talk about anything?’ I reply.

‘I’m your Master, I know you better than you know yourself. Don’t try and bluff me.’

‘Okay, Inspector, you got me, it’s a fair cop. Could we talk in private?’ I ask, looking meaningfully at Nicky.

‘Nicky, be a love and go and see if Indy needs a hand clearing up after breakfast, would you?’

‘Yes, Master ... Mistress K.’ She gives a little curtsy, a ‘bob’ as I call it and leaves us. Master used to laugh at me when I started doing that after I picked up the habit from watching Downton Abbey, and made the other slaves do it as well, but I see that he has kept it, even though I’m no longer living in the house with him.

He pushes his empty bowl aside and sips his tea. ‘Go on ... I’m all ears.’

All of a sudden my nerve goes and I start back-pedalling. ‘Well, Master, it’s just an idea I had and of course you can say no and we won’t ever discuss it again ... and I now realise it was bad idea and I’m sorry I interrupted your Sunday morning breakfast ... I’ll be going now ... sorry.’

‘K, will you stop babbling and tell me what’s on your mind?’

‘Well, only because you insist, Master. Err ... it’s like this ... now that we are rich and famous, and your new mansion is nearly finished, and we have become important people ... I was wondering if we could perhaps ... retire Brandy McPhee?’

‘How do you mean, retire?’

‘Well, I’ll still be Brandy McPhee for Fox Hunts and the like at Kingswood, I know how the punters love her. And at movie premieres and Society functions and suchlike. But I want to stop making movies ... well sleazy porn ones anyway. If Master Mitsumi ever wanted me to pose for him again, I’d be up for that like a shot, but your everyday run of the mill pornos I’d rather leave behind me from now on.’

‘You want to give up the movies?’

‘Just the movies, I’ll still sleep with your friends or whoever you tell me to ... I’ll still be K, and you know what a slut she can be.’

I hide behind my tea cup and watch him over the rim as I take a sip. I know that he got a kick and lots of street cred by being the husband/owner/Master of Brandy McPhee, one of the most famous porn actresses in the business.

He looks at me without saying anything for a time. Finally he speaks, ‘Well, if we are going to lose Brandy then we’ll have to have someone else take her place. How about Chloe? We’ll have to have her branded of course, only this time they will have to be your initials, it wouldn’t make sense to have mine burnt into her. What about Chloe McTush for a name? Or better still, she looks like a young deer, we’ll call her Bambi ... no need for a last name. Why, we could even–’

My blood begins to boil. ‘Nobody is making Chloe into a porn star and there is no way on God’s earth that I am going to let you brand...’ Then the penny drops. ‘Oh ... you’re just fucking with me, aren’t you?’

His mouth stretches into a big grin, ‘Yeah, ‘fraid so. God woman, you are so easy to wind up.’

‘I know, it’s because I’m stupid.’

‘Not at all, it’s because you have a good heart, you always think the best of people and never suspect they might be lying to you. You should be proud of that, not ashamed of it.’

‘If you say so. So what do you think then?’

‘About Brandy McPhee retiring? Sure ... if that’s what you want you have my permission. People are probably tired of looking at your saggy, old, wrinkled arse anyway.’

‘Well if that’s what you think you can damned well kiss my saggy, old, wrinkled arse,’ and I poke my tongue out at him. In reply he sticks his tongue out at me and crosses his eyes, and we both burst into a fit of giggles.

‘Seriously though, when have I ever not let you have your own way?’

‘Apart from piercings, never. I owe you a lot, Master. I could never repay you.’

‘Chloe may have your heart but does your soul still belong to me?’

‘Always and forever,’ I reply honestly.

‘Then that’s repayment enough.’
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INDIRA’S DELIGHT
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Indira, Master and I are in his study. Indy has brought in a pot of coffee and some pastries as we have to ‘have a chat’, he has told her. I know what it’s about but I have to put on a serious face and pretend that it’s all a surprise to me as well. Indy is nervous so she’s not drinking her coffee. I’m dying to have one of her delicious pastries but I’d better wait until the ‘interview’ is over.

‘Indy, let me first start by saying that during your time with us you have become a well-loved member of this family. Hard working, faithful, invaluable, trustworthy, and I think K would agree with me, there’s nobody in the world we would trust more with baby Devon than you. K and I couldn’t be more pleased with the contribution you make to this household.’

‘Thank you, Sahib. It was a long held wish of mine to become a slave to an English Milord such as yourself, to serve him and his house to the best of my ability, and to be harshly punished when I don’t,’ she says with a nervous giggle.

‘In that case I think it is safe to say that we have fulfilled each other’s wishes admirably.’

‘Indeed, Sahib.’

‘However ... there is a long running problem that we must sort out.’

‘Problem, Sahib?’ She glances nervously at me.

‘Yes, you and my friend, Pete. We all know that you and he have developed feelings for each other, as he has told me so on occasion. He even tried to buy you from me, so you can be together. Sadly, I cannot let that happen for the following reasons ...

‘First, Luiz de Souza purchased you at the auction in Mexico for a very high price, then he gave you to me as a mark of our friendship. To then sell or give you to another person would be a slap in the face for Luiz’s generosity. And may I point out, as you got a percentage of the auction price, you now have a reasonably healthy nest-egg tucked away in your bank account.

‘Second, K and I took you into our household and made you part of the family, and frankly and probably most important, we don’t want to lose you. You yourself, and the services you provide to the household are invaluable, and we would sorely miss them and you, if you were to leave us for another household.

‘And lastly, you swore an oath on your gold tag that you would assist Chloe in raising baby Devon, and you would defend her with your life if necessary. Have you changed your mind about that and are you willing to break your oath?’

‘No, Sahib, I would never! I consider an oath on my gold tag to be sacred.’

‘Very well then. I will however remind you that all slaves of The Society are slaves by choice, purely voluntarily, and are free to leave or be auctioned off if they request it. You have that choice, do you choose to exercise that option?’

I can see her eyes are slightly wild as if she is offended, so her reply is curt and to the point. She grabs the gold tag on her collar and snaps out, ‘I gave my word.’

‘Very well then ... I hope I didn’t offend you but I had to ask the question.’

‘I understand, Sahib.’

‘Well, now that we’ve settled that ... onto business. The mansion is nearly ready, construction is finished, everything like the plumbing and the heating has been exhaustively tested and Pete and his boys are just putting the final touches to the electronics, cameras, phones, computer network and so on. Soon all the furniture will be delivered and once that is done, Nicky, Lola and I can start moving in. The landscaping will take a while longer of course but that needn’t bother anyone, you can just go on using what is now the back entrance, to the estate.’

There’s a long pause while Indy thinks this over, which I cover by topping up everyone’s coffee cup. Eventually the penny drops and she asks the important question.

‘Excuse me, Sahib, may I ask a question?’

‘Of course you can, ask away.’

‘You say that Nicky, Lola and you will be moving into the mansion. Will Mistress K and Chloe be moving in with you?’

‘No, they will remain in their house. Is there a problem?’

‘Nobody has told me where I am to live. Will it be in the mansion with you?’

‘I’m afraid there won’t be room in the mansion for you ... you’ll have to stay here.’

‘You’re giving me this house?’

‘Well, not actually giving it to you, it will still be my name on the deeds, and I’ll pay all the bills, but you’ll be the main occupant. And as the main occupant you might as well take over the Master bedroom.’

‘Oh, I couldn’t do that, it wouldn’t be right.’

‘That’s an order.’

‘I’ll do it,’ she says quickly in case he changes his mind.

‘The only stipulation is that as a council member, I’ll be expected to host Society affairs from time to time. When that happens I might need to put the extra guests up here for the night, but if you can live with that, then fine.

‘The way I see it ...’ Master explains, ‘... is that you will live here and cook and clean for K’s house and this place, and every couple of days you can walk up to the mansion and cook and clean there. We used to have a woman called Mrs. Scott who came in weekly and cooked enough food to last the week and we’d freeze it. You can do the same, and Nicky can take care of me on a day-to-day basis. While K will still manage the outgoings of the whole estate, paying the bills and so on, you will actually be in charge of the buying and arranging delivery of the food. I’ll get you some help in of course, to assist with the cleaning. There are always unattached slaves who are looking for full-time positions.’

She fidgets in her chair. Despite the glad tidings and Master’s generosity, she’s still bothered about something. ‘I’m not sure how I’ll manage living here by myself.’

‘Nobody said you have to live here by yourself. Feel free to invite someone to live with you. I will need to approve them of course but if it were someone we all knew and liked ... say Pete for example, then I would have no objection.’

Indy’s jaw drops. ‘You would let me live here with Master Pete? The two of us living together? You would approve of that?’

‘That all depends on whether Pete would be willing to leave his house and live here. It’s about the same distance to his factory, so it shouldn’t make a difference. You will still be my slave though and subject to my commands. Pete is not your Master, I am.’

‘But of course, Sahib. I serve you and House Gilchrist above all others.’ There’s a long pause before she asks, ‘Do you think Master Pete will go for it?’

‘He’d be a damned fool not to. Why don’t you go to your room, phone him now and ask him?’

‘I’ll do that.’ She stands up to leave but turns back when she reaches the door. ‘Will the English Milord still come to visit me?’ she asks coyly.

‘Pete’s not really into the punishment side of things, so I’ll tell you what. As long as it doesn’t make Pete jealous, the English Milord will be sure to visit ... and he’ll even bring the English Milady along,’ he says pointing at me, ‘and you know what a bitch she can be.’

Indy looks at both of us and then rubs her gold tag. ‘You are a man of much kindness and I hope it brings you all the love and good fortune that you both deserve. I thank you, Sahib, Memsahib.’ With that she gives a little curtsy and leaves the room.

‘Do you think Pete will go for it?’ I ask.

‘Well, when I made the offer to him the other day on the phone, he thought it was a great idea. He’s probably packing his bags as we speak.’

‘You’re always three steps ahead of everyone else, aren’t you?’

‘Yes, K, and you can have a pastry now, I can see the way you’ve been eyeing them.’

I grab one but before I bite into it, I tell him. ‘She’s right you know, it was kind of you to do this, who knew you had such a romantic streak?’

‘Duty of care for my slaves, that’s all. I knew she wanted to be with Pete but at the same time I didn’t want to lose her, she’s too important to the household. This is the best solution I could come up with.’

‘What do you want to do now?’ I ask.

By way of a reply he pours us both a fresh cup of coffee each and says, ‘Why don’t you take off all your clothes and sit naked on my lap, feeding me pastries?’

I stand up and undoing a few buttons, my dress drops to the floor. I’m naked underneath of course (House Rules) and I say obediently, ‘Yes, Sahib.’

THE END

Well that’s it for now, Kiddies, I hope you enjoyed it. Thank you for following along with us on our journey. Master Roger, myself, Chloe, Indira, Nicky and now Lola, do enjoy your company. I hope you come back and see us again in our bonus story, Christmas at Kingswood, where I’ll tell you all about the naughtiness we’ll get up to at Kingswood, when we send all the guests home and we and the staff have the place to ourselves over Christmas.

And they say Christmas only comes once a year!

Here’s a sneak peek ...

‘What are we doing for Christmas?’ I ask Master Roger as we sit in my office at Kingswood Country Club. Master has shown in subtle ways that he no longer considers himself to be in charge here, since he signed the Club over to me. For instance he never sits behind the desk unless he has gone around there to use the computer or the phone. He always lets me answer the phone when it rings, and so on.

‘In general or here at Kingswood?’

‘Both, I suppose.’

‘Well I haven’t made any plans, I wanted to see if you had anything you particularly wanted to do.’

‘Well ... as it’s my first Christmas in charge, I’d like to do something special for “the troops” but I’m not sure what. Most of them live here onsite so don’t have anywhere else to go at Christmas. Any suggestions?’

‘What are bookings like at that time of year?’

‘Practically nil, for the Christmas weekend, booming over the New Year though. I guess rich old perverts are the sentimental sort who like to spend Christmas with their friends and family ... and then go “Batshit crazy” over the New Year.’

‘Yep, sounds like us ... and I’m including you in that group.’

‘Thanks, it’s nice to be remembered. Seriously though, I’d appreciate a little help, you’ve got such a good imagination when it comes to planning surprises and so on.’

He looks at me for a moment and then asks, ‘Fancy a cigar?’

‘You betcha.’ I may be the Mistress of Kingswood but I’m still Master’s personal slave, so I get a kick out of doing menial tasks for him. It’s a way of showing my affection. I love it when he asks me to light a cigar for him, it means he trusts me to do it for him, trimming the end with a cigar cutter, warming the end before lighting it with a match (never a lighter) and then puffing on it until I’m sure it is lit evenly, and not just on one side. Even more thrilling is when he invites me to have one as well, it makes me feel like an equal as we sit there puffing away on our cigars.

After I’ve prepared one for each of us, he tells me to hold off lighting them, we’ll smoke them out on the veranda, as we discuss Christmas. On the way out of the hotel he asks me to tell Reception to bring us out a bottle of wine and two glasses.

‘Red or white?’ I ask.

‘Fuck it, we’re rich, ask them to send out some champagne from our private stock.’ With a grin I hurry off to carry out his orders.

Once we’re settled outside on the veranda, happily puffing on our cigars, and the waiter has delivered the ice bucket with the champagne, he tells me his ideas. ‘As you know I was in the army ...’

‘Oh God, here we go again, “During the war,” ’ I say in an old, croaky voice.

‘Shut up or I’ll come over there and punch you.’

‘I know Krav Maga ... and I’m a fast runner.’

‘Are you done? Do you want to hear my idea or not?’

‘Sorry, Master, go ahead.’

‘As I was saying ... in the military there is a tradition that on Christmas day, those soldiers that have to stay behind on camp over that period, have their Christmas day meal served to them by the Officers and SNCOs. We should do something like that, only moreso.’ He took his phone out and called up the calendar for the month of December.

‘My suggestion would be ... and it’s only a suggestion, you’re in charge, is this. Close the camp in December on Friday 20th, boot out all the guests and close the place to customers until Sunday the 29th. Then let those who live on camp have access to the cabins and the hotel rooms for the holiday period, so they don’t have to spend Christmas in the barracks in one man rooms. They can split into groups of their choosing and have an appropriate cabin allocated to them. Christmas day we’ll have a big dinner in the restaurant and me and you, Nicky and Indira, plus everyone on the senior staff such as the manager and the pony trainers who are still on site, can serve them dinner. Then we let them have a free bar for the rest of the day.’

‘What about the Family Gilchrist during Christmas?’

‘Well, we’ll all live here over the holiday period, Nicky, Indy, Chloe and Devon. Once we’ve served everyone and they are hitting the bar, all of us who served them, Simon Powell and so on, will have our Christmas dinner in the private dining room.’

‘Wait a minute, who’s going to do all the cooking and so on?’ I ask.

‘Hmmm ... well, explain to everyone that they need to work out some sort of rota amongst themselves to man the kitchens and the restaurant. Everyone that works on any of those days, Christmas day or not, gets triple pay for the time they work.

‘And then maybe have a dance on one of the other nights, a Masked Ball perhaps. Give them all a chance to put their posh frocks on and strut their stuff. They’ll love you for it. But everyone must be back in harness ready for the 29th when the New Year guests will start to arrive.’

I think this over and it all sounds a great idea to me. There’s just one extra item I’d like to add to the list, that has been on my mind since the need to plan for Christmas first popped into my head. ‘I’d like to invite Bruce over to stay for Christmas as well.’

‘Damn woman, don’t you get enough sex from me and Viktor Toplitz? Do you have to have extra studs flown in to service you as well?’

‘Well ... a woman has needs you know. Seriously though, this will be his first Christmas without the Contessa and he might find it a bit hard without her. I just thought if we surrounded him with friendly faces, he wouldn’t feel so alone.’

‘He’s a big man, with lots of money now, so I don’t think he’ll find himself short of female companionship, but I get your point and it’s very thoughtful of you to consider him. Of course you should invite him, and if he should happen to find you under the Christmas tree one night, I’ll just look the other way. Fair enough?’

I look at him and all I can think of to say is, ‘God, I love you, if you weren’t my Master you’d still be a fantastic bloke to be married to.’

‘But of course,’ he says smugly. ‘Now be a love and pour me some more champagne while I figure out other ways to make you appreciate me.’

The story continues in Christmas at Kingswood.
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