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Today we are having another Fox Hunt at Kingswood Country Club. Not real foxes of course, that’s illegal in Britain, but rather slaves. Masters from around the country bring their slaves to Kingswood, and we set them loose in the woods and the Masters chase them on quad bikes.

Weather permitting, the slaves are usually released naked and the Masters chase after them until they catch them, then they have sex with them. Once they have finished, they give the ‘fox’ a stamp on their body, similar to the ones that you get when entering a night club. Each Master has a unique stamp and at the end of the day, when the foxes are rounded up, each slave has a tally of how many and whose stamps they have on their body. The Master who stamped the most slaves, wins the day.

Of course, there may be a downside to that. As the purpose of the game is to give the Masters pleasure, not hide from them, any fox who has three stamps or less on her is punished. The idea is to give the Masters sport, if they hid too well or were too fast to be caught, then they were cheating the Masters out of that sport, so they get a whipping.

As Mistress of Kingswood, I am sitting astride my horse, outside the Lodge, as the slaves return and are administered to by the stewards. Each fox has her stamps counted and it’s noted whose stamps they are. Then they are taken away to the pen, where the stewards have free use of them, until they are scrubbed up and presented to the crowd at tonight’s feast, where they will wait upon us.

As I have been all through the hunt, I am sitting topless, exposing my breasts to the world, much to the delight of the hunters. However, it was fine as I rode my horse around the site, but now I am sitting still, in the cool autumn air, I’m feeling the chill so I get my leather jacket out of my saddle bag and put it on. I leave it unzipped though so people can still get flashes of my tits.

Just in case you were wondering, no, the foxes are not running naked through the woods on this hunt. As we are into autumn, we allowed them to wear crotchless woollen tights and fleece jackets. Both of which allow easy access to a slaves ‘points of interest’ without having to slow the Master down by having to undress them.

I’ve experienced the hunt as a fox myself, many times. Master tells me that when Brandy McPhee (my porn actress name) is advertised as one of those to be hunted, our applications to join the hunt go up by 25%. Everyone wants to catch and fuck a movie star.

I wait until Nicole (Master’s personal slave) or Nicky as we call her, returns safely and I check her out personally. I’m pleased to see she has five stamps on her, which means she got caught five times so won’t be getting a whipping. ‘This one is not to be touched,’ I tell a steward as he leads her away. ‘She’s up for auction tonight, so I don’t want her overused.’

I head over to sit next to Master Roger at the head of the tables that have been set out in the Lodge car park. Although Nicky is Master’s personal slave (as am I) I’m responsible for her training and discipline, so if she fucks up or disappoints Master in any way, I am the one who gets punished.

He watches me as I approach him and comments, ‘Here she is, Brandy McPhee, the biggest Bitch Queen this side of the Atlantic.’

‘Why thank you, kind sir. It was the impression I wanted to give the punters today, to be sure.’ I have deliberately dressed like some actress from an 80’s dystopian movie where biker gangs rule the world. My hair is wild and hairsprayed to hell so it stands up in spikes. I have thick, black eyeshadow on that meets in a point on my nose, and my lipstick is dark black, which incidentally matches the lipstick I painted my nipples with.

Besides my leather jacket with the sleeves slid up, I have on leather, studded wristbands that match the collar around my throat. Underneath all that, I am wearing a leather skirt, split up the side so I can ride a horse easily, black self-supporting stockings and high-heeled boots, up to my knees. All in all, I look funky, sexy and fucking dangerous. Or at least Master thinks so and that’s good enough for me.

We are sitting at the head of tables laid out in a U shape, covered in table cloths and a buffet meal. Facing us but some distance from our tables, is another one but this is just bare wood as it has a different purpose. We sit and drink and pick at the buffet while we wait for all the Masters to gather, all the foxes to be tallied and the final score brought to us.

I realise something and turn to Master. ‘I don’t see any of our people here, the pony trainers and so on.’

‘No that’s right. We had an abundance of guests registering for the hunt, and I didn’t want to outnumber the foxes with hunters, so I asked our people to drop out. I promised them first go next hunt.’

Eventually a steward brings the clipboard with the results on and hands it to Master Roger. He looks at it and then hands it to me, with a go ahead gesture. I pick up the microphone that is wirelessly attached to the PA system and switch it on. Standing up, I call for everyone’s attention.

‘It gives me great pleasure ... but that’s another story ...’ which gets a laugh. ‘The results are now in and I am pleased to announce that Master Evans is today’s winner with six, yes six stamps to his name. Good God man, what do you eat for breakfast, bull’s testicles? Congratulations Master Evans!’

Master Evans rises to his feet and takes a bow as everyone cheers and applauds and I tell him, ‘As the winner you will have first pick of the slaves to serve you at the feast this evening, then she is yours for the rest of the night. Normally as owners of Kingswood, Roger and I would have the next pick of the slaves but tonight, he has chosen me as his bed companion, and I him. Our slave Nicole will serve us throughout the feast and then she will be auctioned off for charity, so she will be unavailable to any of you perverts ... unless you have thick wallets!’

This prompts another big cheer from the Masters seated around the table. ‘And now,’ I continue. ‘We come to the sad news that some of the girls did not meet the basic minimum of four stamps, so they will be brought out and punished for our entertainment while we have lunch.

‘Stewards! Bring on the slackers!’

Three slaves are brought out to stand before the bare wooden table facing us. ‘You understand why you are to be punished?’

They all look at their feet and mumble a reply, like naughty school girls. ‘Yes, Mistress.’

‘And you will accept this punishment? You can say no but your Master would have to take you away and you would not be allowed back into Kingswood again.’

Shamed on behalf of their Masters, they grudgingly agree to the punishment. I wave to the stewards and the girls are stripped, then bent over the table and their arms fastened, so their bare arses are facing towards us. At a nod from me the stewards lay into them with whips, across their back and down their legs.

I watch fascinated. I’ve been stretched across that table a few times. (Not that I ever had three or less stamps, it’s just that Master Roger likes to see me being whipped ... and I enjoy it.) I can practically feel what they are feeling, the hard wood pressing into your thighs, the sting of the whip on your bare, unprotected skin, the brief respite from pain between blows and the anticipation of the next one. Delicious. What can I say? I’m a masochist. I’m wishing it was me on that table and I can’t take my eyes away from the punishment session. I grab my goblet and hold it out to Master, afraid to look away in case I miss something.

‘Wine, please, Master.’

He dutifully fills it and places it in my hand so I don’t have to look down. ‘Is it making you wet?’ he asks.

‘Very ... I wish it were me out there.’

‘I thought it might, you dirty whore. That’s why I booked you tonight for myself. Tonight after the feast, I’ll take you out into the woods, and you’ll be strung up from a tree branch and whipped until you scream. Then you’ll be fucked, hard and often. It’s time Eve was punished again.’

‘Ooooh,’ I reply. ‘I hope you’ve been eating your bull’s testicles.’

Eve is one of the names Master has for the different sides of my personality or roles. In life I’m ‘K’, when I make porno movies I’m ‘Brandy McPhee’, but sometimes Master lets me pander to my deep, dark fetishes – when I’m being treated like a dog or a pony he calls me by the name ‘Princess’, but then when I’m living life too soft or too comfortably, and I need to be reminded that I’m just a slave, to be degraded and abused, whipped hard and fucked repeatedly, he invented the name ‘Eve’ to characterise that side of my psyche. (To be clear, I look forward to those times when Eve can come out to play.)

Master knows how to talk to me to get me going. Whenever he talks down to me like that, it gets me wet and on top of watching the whipping, it’s getting too much for me. ‘Can we skip the rest of the day and go do that now?’

‘No. Anticipation is part of the fun. I like to make you wait and you may even have to beg me to take you into the woods. We’ll see.’

‘Bastard!’

‘Slut!’

I manage to tear my eyes away from the slave punishment and we stare into each other’s eyes. We are so much in tune with each other, not to mention in love. It’s as if we were able to design the perfect person to be our ‘other half’ and have found that person.

He smiles at me and says, ‘You have tonight to look forward to, now get on with your duties as Mistress of the Hunt.’

~~~
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After lunch is over, the foxes are usually left with the stewards and slave handlers to be prepared for the evening’s feast, once they have had their fun with them. I claim Nicky and take her up to our suite with us.

We have several hours so we clean up and prepare ourselves for the evening. Nicky has a shower and then I have her wash me. It took me bloody ages to get my hair looking the way it does, all spiky and standing up with tons of hairspray, and I don’t want to have to redo it because it got wet in the shower. So I stand in the bath while Nicky sponges me down, then towels me dry.

The evening approaches so I dress Nicky up in panties, with corsets and stockings, no bra. For a different look to the usual I dress her in red, even down to her shoes. Then I do her makeup, giving her bright red lips and paint her nipples the same colour. Then as a finishing touch, I thread the silver bells through her pierced nipples. She’s not wearing Master’s collar today of course, so I replace the thick leather ‘working’ collar that she wore for the hunt.

For myself, Master told me to wear the same outfit I’ve had on all day, so I do (with fresh panties and stockings of course) as Master’s word is law. I retouch my makeup so I look even more scary and ‘gothic bitch’ than I did before.

Eventually it is time so I clip a lead to Nicky’s collar and lead her to the lift and down to the lobby. The timings are 6:30 for drinks in the bar, then the meal at 7:00 pm. Master of course is there early to meet the guests as they arrive. Even so, the room is half full when I enter and I get a round of applause as I cross the room to Master, leading Nicky behind me on her leash.

Master and I meet and greet the hunters as they arrive and then I lead them into the ballroom for dinner. The tables have been set out so there is one long table down the middle of the room, with a ‘top table’ set as a cross-piece at one end, where Master and I sit.

It falls to me as Mistress of Kingswood to make a short speech. ‘Gentlemen ... and I use that term loosely of course ...’ they love it when I’m rude to them. ‘It was a great pleasure for Roger and I to welcome you all to Kingswood today. These Fox Hunts have become a welcome addition to the services that we provide here, and one which with your continued support we will offer as long as disgusting perverts like you want them to continue. Here at Kingswood you have a home for your peculiar persuasions and little peccadillos, where we not only accept them but actively encourage them. If you can think of it ... we can probably provide it. But only within Society rules,’ I caution them, wagging my finger at them as I do so. By which I mean no underage stuff, no bestiality, no forced activities, etc.

‘It only remains for me to give the traditional Kingswood Fox Hunt toast, so stand up, raise your glasses and what do we say? We say, “Catch ‘em and fuck ‘em!”.’

‘Catch ‘em and fuck ‘em!’ comes back the cry from all the hunters, and everyone drinks their glasses dry.

‘Now if everyone will be seated, we’ll get on with the next order of business ... choosing your serving girl for the night. The foxes from today will be paraded for you to view. Each will have a number on their collar and when you see the one you like, write her number on the place card in front of you and hold it up. She will then come and stand by your chair while the selection continues.

‘Once everyone has been chosen, that fox will serve you your meal and wait on you for the rest of the evening, after which you may take her to bed with you.’

‘What about that blonde beauty beside you?’ someone shouts from down the table.

‘Nicky here will wait on Roger and I tonight, then at the end of the meal she will be auctioned off for one of you dirty old gits to purchase for the night. As you will already have a fox waiting on you, then you get to have both of them. Lucky old you.’

I pick up the hand bell that Master has placed in front of me and give it a ring. Immediately the ballroom doors are thrown open and the foxes are led into the room and lined up against one wall. ‘When I call out your number, step forward, give a turn to show yourself off and then step back against the wall,’ I instruct them.

Master Evans as winner of the hunt, gets first pick of course. Normally Master and I would get next pick as organisers, but tonight we have promised ourselves to each other.

I go through the routine and as each one steps forward, invariably one of the hunters claims her as previously stated. Sometimes two or more hunters try to claim the same fox, but that is usually settled by the question, ‘Did you catch her and fuck her today?’ The prize goes to the one who hasn’t had her today.

Once the claiming has been completed and everyone is settled with a fox standing by his chair, I ring the bell again and the food is brought in. You have to remember these are slaves who may not be domestic slaves, and certainly not trained in waitressing, so we keep it simple. The hunters can choose chicken or beef, and the slave brings the appropriate plate. Then our hotel staff who are trained to serve the potatoes and vegetables and so on, come forward with them. Basically the fox just keeps the hunter’s glass topped up.

Master only allows me one glass of wine. Having threatened to whip me later, his house rule comes into effect which is, if there is going to be any discipline during the evening, neither the whipper or the whipped is to take any alcohol or drugs, as that can lead to excessive force some times. Normally that rule applies, but as it is a special night with guests, it would look strange if neither of us drank so he limits us to one glass of wine each.

Having served us our food, Nicky kneels between our chairs and we hand feed her morsels from our plates as we dine. This isn’t the first time that she has been auctioned off, and certainly not the first time that she has been ordered to sleep with strangers, so she eats her food and drinks the wine we give her with little or no concern.

After a while it reaches auction time. It’s around 9:00 pm and I can’t wait to get away with Master, into the woods. Dessert has been served and by now, most of the foxes are sitting on the hunter’s laps, being fed ice cream or having it licked off their boobs. One or two have discreetly disappeared below the table (for what reason I cannot imagine, as I’m just a sweet and innocent girl).

I push back my chair and pulling Nicky to her feet by her leash, step up onto the table followed by her. I ring the hand bell, ‘CLANG ... CLANG.’ The talk dies down and everyone looks at us. Then I reach across and flick Nicky’s silver nipple bells, ‘Tinkle, Tinkle.’ Which gets a laugh.

‘Right, perverts, get your wallets out. It’s time to raise some money for the local Orphan’s home. Bid generously, who knows it may be your kids that need help someday.’ Unlikely though as every guest at this table is stinking rich. You have to be to belong to The Society. We give the money to other people’s orphaned kids.

‘What we have here tonight in this blonde beauty, is some “grade A” pussy, something to which both Roger and I can personally attest to.’ That gets a cheer from the audience. ‘She goes like a jackhammer and is as dirty as a French postcard. She will hump you senseless and suck you dry ... and she even makes a good breakfast! So, as you’re all stinking rich living off your wives inheritances, shall we start at £500?’

‘£500!’ comes a cry from down the table.

‘£600!’ comes another.

And so on. I won’t say how much we raised in the end but it was in the thousands. Still, it’s all for a good cause, and another box ticked on Nicky’s training schedule, namely being sold, lent or given out as property. It’s a lesson that all Master’s slaves had to learn. We are not individuals, we are just property, owned goods. Despite being his lover and his wife, I must never forget that this applies to me also.

Auction over and Nicky handed over to the man who rented her for the night, it’s time to make our excuses and leave. My pussy is getting moist at the prospect of upcoming delights.

‘Gentleman and foxes, it is time for us to leave you. You don’t have to stay down here, please take your sordid antics back to your rooms so it doesn’t frighten the horses. Anything you need, just ask in Reception and our manager Mr. Powell will provide it.

‘As for Roger and I, we will go out into the night. Roger has promised to take me into the woods and show me a surprise ... and it had better be much more than a fucking Teddy bear’s picnic!’

That gets me a round of applause and cheering as we leave the room. We go out to the carpark where one of the golf carts is waiting for us. We hop aboard and Master drives us off.
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INTO THE WOODS
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We head off through the camp, passing the stables and all the cabins and heading out beyond the pony girl race track. It’s starting to get dark as Master turns to me and says, ‘They love you, you know, K.’

‘I know,’ I say bashfully, puzzled. ‘I don’t understand how this happened. First nobody cared if I lived or died. Then you loved me, then Chloe and now ... it seems I have fan base. How, why? I don’t get it.’

‘That’s because when you hid away inside your shell nobody could see the real you. When you came to me I took you on because I saw through the layers of defensive walls you always put up around you. In time you opened up and began to show the real you, and that’s why Chloe saw it, saw you and like me she fell in love with you. And now, as Brandy McPhee, the whole world can see what a beautiful person you are, inside and out.’

‘Thanks. It’s all down to you though, believing in me. I wouldn’t be where I am today if it weren’t for you.’

‘I know, I’m a hero,’ he replies, sarcastically. ‘But let’s not forget that I took you and trained you to be my sex slave, so that I may use you in many and various ways, purely for my own pleasure.’

‘And I will let myself be used purely for your pleasure ... Master.’

‘That we shall see tonight.’

I see lights up ahead. ‘Are we going to the Escape and Evasion HQ site?’

‘We certainly are. I’ve arranged for the generator to be running so the lights are on. I figure why go into the woods and just have a bit of rope to tie you up, when we have a location that is fully equipped for outdoor torture sessions already in place?’

Perhaps I should explain, among the services we offer at Kingswood is the Escape and Evasion experience. A person offers themselves, or a Master sends their slave, to compete against a team of men acting as soldiers. The participant offers up the sum of £5,000, and goes into the woods and hides, while the soldiers try and track them down and capture them. The aim of the game is for the player to evade capture for 48 hours, then they win £5,000 from Kingswood. It’s not as hard as it sounds, after all we have 50 acres to hide in.

If they are caught though, they are then interrogated for another 24 hours to give up a codeword that they have been given to memorise. If they do not crack in that 24 hours they win and Kingswood pays them the £5,000. If they fail and give up the codeword, then they forfeit their stake.

To that end the soldiers have a location in the woods away from all the habitats, where they have tents and living supplies, and the clearing where they are situated has wooden frames, iron cages, suspension frames hanging from trees and so on. The idea is to break the player by the use of torture and hard sex until they (hopefully) break. I myself have been put through the interrogation phase on several occasions and sometimes I win and sometimes they win.

The golf cart pulls up and Master leads me into the camp. As well as the usual light bulbs you see around the place, often the interrogation goes on into the night, so they also have big arc lights so you can see properly, and as the sessions are sometimes filmed the lights help out with the filming. These are all ablaze and there are also a couple of space heaters on stands, heating the place up.

I look around, we are alone. ‘How would you like to abuse me first, Master?’

‘Take your jacket and your panties off.’

I do as instructed until I am standing there wearing just a studded collar and wrist cuffs, self-supporting stockings and my knee-length boots.

‘Come over here,’ he commands and leads me to one of the trees. A rope with two small loops at the end is dangling from a branch. He fits my wrists into the loops and pulls them tight. Then he tells me to stand with my legs apart as he ties each ankle to a metal ring, buried in the ground. Then he pulls on the rope at my wrists until my hands are pulled tight above my head and then he ties it off. The rope is not putting any strain on my wrists themselves, so there is no need for support wrist cuffs, I am merely being stretched upright, tight. ‘I would gag you but I want to hear you scream ... and trust me Eve, you will scream plenty tonight,’ he whispers in my ear.

He runs his hands over my body and nibbles on my shoulder. I am starting to get wet, a fact which he confirms by running his middle finger along my slit. He puts his finger in his mouth to taste my juices, and says, ‘Nice ... very nice.’

He turns and walks into one of the tents. I stand there waiting anxiously to see what he has in store for me. He always makes me wait, saying it adds to the pleasure when it arrives. ‘Delayed gratification,’ he calls it. The cool night air caresses my semi-naked body. Doesn’t bother me though, this is a lady that runs naked in the snow, but I think that later I will appreciate that cool air on my body as it glows and stings from the whipping I’m about to get.

He comes out of the tent and he is carrying a bottle of brandy and a glass. He also has a circular biscuit tin. He places them on the table and sits in a camp chair. Then he pours himself a drink and lights a cigar. We look at each other silently until I am forced to ask, ‘Master, why are you drinking? It’s one of your cardinal rules that no one drinks when discipline is being applied, it might be dangerous.’

‘You’re absolutely right, Eve, but you see ... I’m not the one who is going to be whipping you.’

If you remember, Eve is the name Master gave to that dark side of me that craves ... needs severe pain and humiliation. From time to time he lets her come out into the light, deals with her harshly, then puts her back in her box ... until the next time. On those occasions, such as tonight, he calls me Eve to acknowledge that, and to warn me that tonight will be deliciously unpleasant.

‘It occurred to me that I rarely get to see you at the mercy of the Whip Master. I’m always busy when it happens so I planned tonight’s little surprise so I can get to watch and enjoy it. And that’s not all ...’ He takes one of the little radios that we use to communicate around the camp out of his pocket and speaks into it. ‘Okay, she’s ready, you can come on in now.’

My jaw drops as a group of people walk into the light. There is the Whip Master of course but there are also the pony trainers and the soldiers who run the E & E courses, followed by a couple of the stable hands. In fact all the ones who had been missing from the hunt.

‘It occurred to me that I haven’t seen you being whipped or gang banged much lately unless I’m watching one of your movies. So I set tonight’s little soirée up away from the crowd, so I can enjoy it uninterrupted. As a little reward for your performance in the hunt and running Kingswood in general. This is my way of saying thank you ... you’ve made your Master very proud.’

My heart is swelling up with pride and love for my Master. After what he just said I will let them do whatever they like to me, as often as they like and as long as they like, for my Master’s pleasure. I’m too choked up to speak so I say nothing, just blink quickly to try and clear my eyes.

Master takes a drink of brandy, puffs on his cigar and say, ‘Whip Master, if you please, take your time but I want to hear her scream.’

First of all, the Whip Master (I can never remember his name) pulls down my stockings to dangle loosely over my boots, so my thighs are exposed. Then he takes his whip, I can tell from the style of it that it is the one he uses for spot work, concentrating on specific points on the body, and goes to work on me.

Naturally he will hit me on the usual sensitive spots such as the nipples, the underside of the boob, on the pussy slit at the top where the clit is, the crack in your arse, but he also goes for places such as the inner thighs, and on the joints. Places where the bone is near the skin such as on the elbows, the hips and the kneecaps, little damage but excruciatingly painful.

Each blow is light and delicate but like a bee sting, until your body is covered in little red patches where the whip has landed and your body feels like you’ve been attacked by a swarm of bees.

He takes a break to change whips and asks Master, ‘Stripes, Mr. Gilchrist?’

‘Yes, I think stripes, she’s earned it.’

So he takes a heavier, longer whip, which if artfully applied will leave long red welts every time it lands on my defenceless body, without breaking the skine. This time there is little art or finesse applied. Each blow is evenly spaced but generally he just lays into me with a heavy hand. First he takes his time on my front, covering me all down my tits, belly and thighs with vivid stripes. It’s getting painful now and I’m starting to moan.

Next he unties my ankles and turns me around so my back is to Master. Then he really lays into me and makes my buttocks jump with each blow. He covers me up and down and I hold out as long as I can, so as not to disappoint Master. He trained me to take a whipping silently, but tonight he wants to hear me scream. We have an understanding that with him I have NO “safe word,” whether it is him or someone else punishing me while he watches. I trust him to decide when I have had enough, but I know that if I make too much noise I am obviously suffering and he will probably step in to stop it, so I hold out as long as I can.

Eventually though, I crack, I can’t help it, the Whip Master is too good, and I scream out to the dark forest, first screams and then beg for mercy, from my Master, tears running down my face.

‘Stop!’ he commands and as my tormentor steps away from me, Master comes over to me. He takes his hankie out and dries my tears as he whispers to me, ‘There, there, it’s all over now, Daddy is proud of you, my brave girl.’ He runs his hand down my back which makes me wince at first but then I find his warm hand soothing. ‘I’ll give you a moment to get your breath back and then I’m going to hand you over to these people to have their fun.’

‘Will you fuck me first, please Master?’

‘Of course as always, Master’s prerogative, and then they can play with you until they tire of it. And I shall watch it all.’

‘Very well, Master. I do this for you.’

He turns me round to face the crowd. I see all the pony trainers there, Annika and her girlfriend Kasia, Viktor Toplitz (of course, I knew he wouldn’t miss an opportunity to watch me being punished and then fuck me) Isaac, plus the E & E guys, and as that obviously wasn’t enough for Master’s perverted tastes, he has invited along a couple of the actors from Bluebird Films that I have worked with in porno movies.

‘Annika, I think K deserves something nice before I throw her to the wolves so would you and Kasia like to play with her for a while?’

‘It will be our pleasure, Mr. Gilchrist,’ she says as they advance on me. Master returns to his chair and offers drinks to the rest of the group. Someone has hauled a cooler of beer out of one of the tents and another is handing around bottles of spirits.

The two girls run their hands over my poor, punished body. It’s a mixture of discomfort as they stroke the whip marks, combined with pleasure as they touch my vital points. Kasia stroking my buttocks as she plays with my tits, teasing my nipples and sucking on them. Annika drops to her knees before me and sinks her tongue into my wet ... oh so wet ... pussy.

I have been aroused all day with the hyper sexuality of the hunt then the dinner, along with the promises of Master about this night of sex and punishment. Add to that the harsh whipping which always arouses me, my pussy is gushing like Niagara Falls and I’m surprised that Annika isn’t drowning down there.

They work on me for some time, swapping over, or one of them in front while the other one licks my rear entrance, playing to the crowd as they tease me and prolong the agony of unfulfilled orgasm to the delight of the onlookers, until it all becomes too much for me and once again I scream into the night. Only this time it is a scream of pleasure not pain as I orgasm heavily and repeatedly.

At Master’s urging Annika and Kasia untie the rope holding my arms above my head, and I sink to the ground and sit there, trying to get my breath back. Master comes over and holds a bottle to my lips and I thankfully down a long swig of brandy. ‘Let me know when you’re ready,’ he says, handing me the bottle.

I take about 10 minutes to recover my composure. I’m still not 100% but I’ve had a good go at the brandy and I am desperate more than anything for Master to fuck me. Once that has happened then I don’t care what happens to me for the rest of the night, I’ll just go into automatic mode where my mind and my body become two separate entities.

I give him the nod and he leads me over to one of the cages that they use on the site. It consists of a wooden base, with buckled straps for wrists and ankles. There are two metal rods that rise up and have a circle of metal on top in two parts. The idea is that the subject is placed on the board on hands and knees and strapped in. The circles on the two rods are placed around the neck and waist of the subject and fastened with butterfly nuts. The subject is held helpless in the right position for fucking or at the other end, giving head. He turns it around so it faces his table at an angle, so he can see my face as I’m being fucked, but anyone using my mouth won’t block his view of me sucking cock.

With the help of the pony trainers I am fitted into the device/cage, call it what you will. Then Master kneels behind me and unzipping himself enters me. He is obviously as aroused as I have been all day and he pumps away furiously into my pussy as he claims his rightful place before he lets the others violate me. The crowd watch in anticipation of their turn to fuck me. He makes me come again as it is HIM that is screwing me, that I’ve been waiting all day long for. When he is ready to come he pulls out of me, moves to the front and putting his cock in my willing mouth, pumps away until he shoots his creamy spunk down my throat, which I swallow happily. When he pulls out, I say to him, ‘That was for us. The rest of what happens tonight I do for you.’

He strokes my cheek, ‘And I’ll be watching every minute.’ With that he goes back to his chair and tells the others, ‘She’s all yours boys, have at her.’

Like The Ranch in America, there seems to be some sort of pecking order, Viktor as my pony trainer gets to go next. As usual he is fast and brutal, he doesn’t care whether you enjoy it or not, as long as he gets his end away. He mutters, ‘Du dreckige Hure,’ (you filthy whore) under his breath as he does me. It doesn’t bother me as he always calls me that.

I think the others drew lots for me as there doesn’t seem to be any rhyme or reason to the order, but it doesn’t matter who they are – pony trainer or actor – they all get to fuck me. In my mouth, my pussy, my arsehole, they all get used frequently. Given the position I’m strapped in, open at both ends, I’m in the ideal position for two of them to take me at once, so they ‘spit roast’ me repeatedly. Master sits there sometimes silently watching, other times egging them on as they choke me with their stiff cocks and they shoot their load into me, over me or down my throat.

Once they’ve all been through me while strapped into the cage, they release me and they either tie me to the other frames and fuck me, or have me kneel before them in their chairs and suck them off as they guzzle beer and talk amongst themselves. Either way, I behave as – and am treated as – the absolute whore that Master promised them.

Of course I come several times too during the course of the evening. Apart from the physical stimulation of being fucked, there is the acting out of my ultimate sexual fantasy of being gang banged while my Master watches on.

Eventually he looks at his watch and says, ‘It’s way past 2:00 am now so you’ve been at her for hours. I think she’s had enough so I’m calling it a night. Thank you all for your assistance, I’m sure she appreciated it as much as I did, and there’ll be a little extra in your pay at the end of the month. We’ll be going now, but feel free to carry on the party, there’s plenty of booze left. Can I rely on one of you to turn the generator off? Good. We’ll be taking tomorrow off, so I’ll see you when I see you.’

Master puts me in the golf cart and drives me back to the Lodge where he bathes me before taking me to bed, where he holds me tightly as I rest my head on his chest until I fall asleep, thoroughly exhausted but relaxed, listening to his heartbeat.
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ROOM SERVICE
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Master Roger, Nicky and myself are standing outside room number 23 of the lodge hotel at Kingswood. Tonight the occupants of the room, three men and a woman, are going to be having sex with me while Master watches. Nicky is there to take care of Master when he is aroused by the action, so he doesn’t have to interfere with what is going on with me.

Apparently this group requested a session with me – the famous Brandy McPhee, porn star – when they made a reservation at Kingswood. Some of the more important members of The Society can do that, or alternately, friends of the Master. Ultimately it’s up to him to decide who gets the honour. Tonight these are friends of his, fellow members of The Society.

I don’t want you to get the impression that I am a ‘hooker for hire’. It’s just games that Master and I like to play – I for one love being fucked by strangers. Master, for his part, loves to watch me getting screwed by other people – so we play these games for our mutual amusement. No money changes hands, maybe it earns Master a few favours on the back of it, but I don’t care, I do it because I love the sex and I love Master.

I also love it when Master tells me I am going to have sex with strangers – it’s part of my kink that I enjoy being treated as a ‘fuck toy’, a sex object to be used as such by whoever (whomever? I’m not very good at joined up writing) Master likes to hand me to. I am a slut and enjoy being used as one – it’s why I enjoy making porn movies. Indulging my passion and getting paid for it!

I should also remind you that although I am Master Roger’s slave, I am also a member of The Society in my own right, so in the past a Master could come up to me and demand sex, but not anymore. I am a full member and can refuse. (I still do everything that Master tells me to though, it’s fun!)

Master knocks on the door and calls out, ‘Room service!’ and a moment later it opens and we’re ushered in. We walk in and everyone stares at each other for a moment. Nicky and I are just dressed in bra, panties, garter belt, high heels and both made up to the nines. (Apparently Master Roger asked them how they wanted me to look, three out of four of them said “slutty” and one said “classy”, so slutty won). Nicky’s hands are free but mine are handcuffed behind my back and I am collared and on a leash.

I look at the room occupants, as I said there are three men and one woman, a red-head. The men look familiar, I think I’ve seen them before at Society do’s, but I definitely remember the woman, she’s stunning with a good figure. According to Master they are all good friends, the woman is married to one of them but they are old college buddies or something. I think that the red-head got passed around between the three guys at college before one of them married her, and after matrimony, they saw no reason not to carry on with the arrangement, so they still play with each other regularly in a Ménage a Foursome (or whatever the fuck it’s called in French). Did I mention that The Society is made up of rich, entitled, perverts and sex fiends? And yes, I am including Master and I in that description.

Everyone is dressed casually, this is a camp in the woods after all, and unless there is a grand do in the ballroom, there’s no need to dress up.

‘Enjoy the bubbly, it’s on the house,’ say Master. He’d sent them up a case of good champagne.

‘Good old Roger, generous as ever ... I see you brought two girls along tonight,’ replies one of them. (I’m just going to refer to them as ‘the men’, I didn’t bother learning their names as it’s unimportant to me.

‘No, no, this one’s just for me. I have to have something to do while I’m watching.’

‘And you want to stay and watch?’

‘That’s the deal, you get to play with K but I get to watch.’

‘Sure, not a problem. I can’t believe that we are getting to have group sex with the most famous porn star in The Society.’

‘Well, that’s the joy of owning the perfect slave, my own personal plaything.’

‘But you got lucky with this one.’

‘Yes, she did, didn’t she? What’s the plan then?’ asks Master.

‘We thought that we’d let Delia have first crack at her while we watch and then we’ll dive in when the time seems right. That all right with your girl?’

‘Anything is all right with my girl, the kinkier the better. Have at her. Should I uncuff her?’

‘Erm ... no, just give Delia the key.’

Master gives the key to Delia and taking my leash, she leads me to the bed. Undoing the cuffs, she motions me to lie on the bed and then she cuffs my hands to the metal bedstead above my head. Then she kisses me long and hard on the lips, a very passionate kiss.

I know I have nothing to worry about, not only does Master vouch for them, but should it be necessary, Master had Nicky trained in self-defence, Krav Maga, as I was, so if push came to shove, both he and Nicky would be beside me, swinging hard. And once they released me, there would be three of us there making them sorry they mistreated me.

Delia places the key on the bedside table and then opens the drawer. Taking out a pair of scissors she says to me, ‘I hope this underwear wasn’t too expensive.’ With that she starts to snip through the lacy underwear until I am naked and the clothing is lying in tatters around me. She leaves my high heels on though (which, from one woman to another, I think is a nice touch).

Delia shucks off her dress, no underwear, and climbs on top of me, lying between my spread legs as she kisses me and nibbles around my neck and ears. ‘I usually have to put up with just these hard cocks fucking me all the time, so it’s nice when they throw me a beautiful woman to play with. I promise I’ll do my best to see you enjoy it, if you do the same.’

In answer, I part her lips with my tongue and shove it as far into her mouth as I can. When we come up for air, I say to her, ‘I shall do the same to your pussy and your arse. Good enough?’

‘Good enough ... as long as you bite my tits as well,’ she replies with a smile and then goes to town on me.

Later, as we are both lying on our backs, side by side, legs over the shoulders of the guys who are fucking us, I reach over and taking Delia’s hand, give it a squeeze. Smiling at me, she squeezes back.

~~~
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I won’t bore you with all the sex details (ya dirty perverts) but suffice to say that I did bite her tits repeatedly during our encounter, as she did mine. (She seemed to have a thing about it so I let her do it to please her. After all, I was only there as a sex toy, to be used for someone else’s pleasure.)

We both came a couple of times and after we took a break to drink champagne, I poured it down her chest and drank it off her pussy, the men joined us and fucked me and her six ways from Sunday. They did me in all my holes repeatedly, and I swallowed enough spunk to make your cornflakes soggy.

When they had me in the right position (I would try and angle round so I was facing the chair that Master sat in) I looked over at Master Roger and we would lock eyes as I got pounded from behind, while he sat there smoking his cigar and drinking champagne, as Nicky knelt between his legs and gave him a blow job. We both get some extraordinary thrill watching each other having sex with another person. I know it sounds strange but when we fuck each other, sometimes we are too close and too emotionally involved to fully appreciate the physicality of it. But when each of us takes a step back and concentrates on how the other is enjoying it, how they gasp and moan in pleasure and lastly how they come ... there is something magical about that between us.

Eventually, Master Roger decides it’s time to take Nicky away and give her a good fucking. A blowjob is fine but it doesn’t beat pounding a wet and willing pussy, and you can only watch it being done to another for so long before you want to do it to someone yourself. So he says his farewells and tells them they can have me for the rest of the night.

‘I was hoping I could take her pony riding while we’re here. Any chance of that?’ asks Delia. ‘I’ve seen some of her movies and I’d like to have a crack at that.’

‘Tell you what,’ says Master. ‘You guys keep her tonight and do what you want with her. Then let her go back to her room tomorrow to rest, and the day after you can have her as your pony all day ... just yours though, Delia. She’s only meant to pull one person at a time and I don’t want you lot wearing her out. I know Delia will take it easy with her.’

‘Oh don’t worry, I’ll be kind to her.’

‘No, don’t be kind. You’ve ridden horse and carts before, haven’t you?’

‘Yes, that why I promise I’ll be kind.’

‘Well then, you should know that you have to apply the whip frequently, to control the horse. Make sure you do that with K, she’ll appreciate you for it.’

She and I look at each other and I raise my eyebrows and smile.

‘I’ll arrange for a packed lunch for you to take out into the park and K can ... show you around. I suggest you guys stay away, I’ll arrange for some waitresses to come and entertain you while Delia is out in the woods.’

As Master and Nicky leave for the night, two of the men pick me up and carry me back to the bed for another round, the other one takes Delia, bent over a chair. Although Delia is one of them, it becomes clear that she is just as much a ‘fuck puppet’ as I am, getting banged by all three men, so we play up to it and give the men the best show we can. We both take it in turns to eat the cum out of each other’s pussy after several cum dumps in us.

When everyone is worn out, she and I shower together and go to sleep, cuddled up in each other’s arms.
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STRAWBERRY SHORTCAKE
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When they finally let me go next day, I have a hearty breakfast and then go to bed, but not before I phone Chloe and ask after her and baby Devon. She asks me when I’m coming home and I tell her that I have to spend a few days at Kingswood as I’m doing some work with one of Master Roger’s friends. She sighs as she knows what that means, but she also understands what it is to be a slave and not be in control of your own life, so she tells me she loves me and I go to bed.

Next morning after a light breakfast, Master takes me down to the stables and supervises me being dressed in my finery, by that I mean my pony girl head and body harnesses. He deliberately picks out one with a fancy plume of feathers. He also adds a few modifications to my outfit, along with my silver bells threaded through my pierced nipples. It’s going to be a hot sunny day so he has the stable hand rub me down with suntan oil (oil not lotion) so I shine in the morning sun.

Shortly we are joined by Delia and she is stunned by the sight of me. ‘I never realised you would look so beautiful,’ she exclaims. ‘I’ve seen the movies of course ... I’ve even seen your movies ... but I never expected you to look so good.’

I am so pleased at her reaction, for some reason I wanted to look good for her and it worked. She touches my arm and I can see she wants to do more than that. I can’t speak as I have a horse bit in my mouth, so I jiggle my breasts and make my nipple bells ‘tinkle’. That does it and she runs her hands over them, slick with the oil.

‘And that’s not all,’ says Master. ‘You see that strap that runs between her legs, well that is holding a cunt plug tight inside her, it’ll give her a sensation as she walks. But ... it is also a vibrator, so if you press the button on this remote ...’ he holds up a remote like a car key fob, ‘... it’ll turn on and you can arouse her as she pulls you round the site. Oh, it has variable speeds as well.’ He presses a button on the remote and something vibrates deep inside me, causing me to react, as it takes me by surprise.

He turns off the vibrator and hands her the fob. She experiments with turning it on and going through all the speed settings, so before we’ve even set off my knees are trembling.

‘I’ve packed a blanket and a lunch basket below your seat, K can show you some nice places to picnic. Well, she’s all yours and remember, she responds well to the whip so use it vigorously. She’ll appreciate it.’

‘I will,’ responds Delia. ‘And thank you for this.’

‘Anything for a friend.’

Delia climbs aboard and taking the reins gives them a tug, then with a ‘crack’ I feel the horsewhip sting my buttocks and I set off.
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We wander around Kingswood for a long time, I take her to all the nice places such as down by the lake, and the trails through the woods. She removes the bit in my mouth so I can talk and explain the different sites. I show her the Escape & Evasion camp, it’s empty today, and tell her I’ve been through it several times. Delia tells me she’s like to see that so I promise to send her one of the videos of me being interrogated, she asks for all of them. Fair enough but I’m secretly pleased. She runs me round the race track a couple of laps, and provocatively she activates the vibrating cunt plug from time to time, so it is hard for me to concentrate.

When she suggests it’s time for some lunch, I get the hint and take her deep into the woods where we won’t be disturbed. Master Roger and I deliberately had these places set up, a clearing in the woods, not visible from the trail, with a picnic table. We stop at one of them and she releases me from the cart. She leaves the leather glove on me that binds my arms together behind my back. She keeps me like that during our stay, so I assume she does it to maintain superiority over me. It does mean though that when it comes to sexually satisfying her, I shall have to do it entirely with my mouth. Then holding up the remote for the vibrator, presses the ON button and puts it in her bag, implying it will stay on for some time.

Sitting on the picnic bench, she unbuttons the front of her dress, revealing that she is not wearing a bra, and removes her knickers. Then she feeds me her breasts one at a time, for me to suck and nibble on, even biting them when instructed to. When she is sufficiently aroused, she slowly pushes my head down her body, I kiss my way as I go, until I am faced with her flame-red pubic haired pussy.

I dive in and give her the benefit of my experience of eating and enjoying many, many pussies in my time, relishing the taste and touch of this woman, while the arousal in my own pussy slowly rises.

After she has come, she does that most erotic of things, licks her own pussy juice off my face, before kissing me with her tongue deep in my mouth, almost touching my throat. Once she has got her breath back, she pulls me up to sit on the bench while she stands over me.

I am almost whimpering with sexual desire as the vibrator is cycling through the various modes and is on a regular throbbing in my pussy. Delia takes the silver bells from my tits and sucks on my nipples before biting them. ‘Harder,’ I gasp, caught up in waves of lust. She eagerly complies and bites my boobs all over, leaving circular teeth marks on them.

Delia kneels between my legs and with agonising slowness, unbuckles the strap between my legs, holding the vibrator in place. She doesn’t remove it though, she just pulls the strap down far enough so the top of my slit and the clit are exposed. I nearly have pussy juice leaking out of my ears at this point, I’m so aroused and I beg her to ‘kiss me’ down there. Delia keeps me waiting a moment longer before extending her tongue and licking my clit, as the vibrator continues to do its work.

It only takes a few licks, I’m so worked up, before I explode and I can hear the leather restraints holding me tight, creak and groan as my body contorts and twists as the waves of pleasure run through me. When I have come, I lean back against the table, gasping for breath as my legs continue to tremble. Delia quietly buckles me up again, with the vibrator still inside me before turning it off, so it is obvious that she will be using it again later in the day.

Some time later when we have both recovered, Delia opens the picnic basket and opens the bottle of wine that Master thoughtfully provided along with the food. We take it in turns to swig out of the bottle, although as my hands are fastened behind my back, Delia has to put the bottle in my mouth and tilt it up. The same as when we eat, she takes great delight in me having to sit beside her on the bench as she hand feeds me, making me lick her fingers clean when she gets mayo or sauce on her hands.

There was a lull in the conversation so I asked her what had been on my mind. ‘Do you mind if I ask, how did you and the others get together?’

‘Ah, well, we were all at University together in Oxford. I was Richard’s girlfriend but the other two hung around with us all the time, the four of us were inseparable. Then one drunken night, things got a bit sexy and I ended up taking on all three of them.

‘We all agreed it was one of the best things we had ever done and after that, the four of us often had sex together. I gladly became their “love puppet” as they called me. You know how it is at that age, you try anything and everything sexually. Richard didn’t mind sharing me with his best friends. So I became theirs to do with as they will.

‘Of course we all had flings with other people but it was on the strict understanding that I would be available to any of them if they called me. I on the other hand was free to call up any of them if I wanted some company, or all of them if I wanted a good time.

‘Of course all good things come to an end and so did University. So we made our plans as to what we would do afterwards. We decided that I would marry Richard, he was the wealthiest, inherited wealth, country estate and all that, so I would never want for anything, and the other two would get employment in some field near Oxford, and they would all continue to have access to what they dubbed my “Strawberry Shortcake”,’ she said indicating her red-haired pussy. ‘They had all developed a taste for it, and didn’t want to give it up.

‘So now I’m in effect married to all three and at their beck and call when they want to fuck me, singly or all together. In a way I’m just as much a sex slave as you are, K, but also like you I’m extremely well fed and cared for.’

‘Yes, I can understand that,’ I reply. ‘I happen to know someone in a similar situation and she loves it, although she won’t admit it.’ I think about Long Susan, one of Master Roger’s slaves who visits us from time to time to be disciplined and abused by Master and myself.

‘I don’t just confine my sexual activities to those three though, as Lady of the Manor I get to meet various different types from all walks of life, and I make the most of my opportunities, as many a chauffeur and show jumper can testify.

‘Not to mention I can now add a porn star/pony girl to my list. I just wished we lived nearer so I could visit more often.’

‘Have you enjoyed today then?’ I ask.

‘Very much, I wish it didn’t have to end.’

‘How would you like a movie of us the two of us together then?’

‘What? You mean to put on the Internet? I couldn’t do that.’

‘No, I meant just for the two of us, well and Master Roger of course, but who you show it to is your business. The film company based here do plenty of private work for people, they’re very discreet. They do lots of work for The Society. If you want I could get them to film us tomorrow and then we would have something to remind us.’

‘Would they do that, at short notice like that I mean?’

‘I do have some pull with them, I am Mistress of Kingwood, you know.’

‘Is that what they call you?’

‘It’s what Master Roger insists that I am.’ I have a sudden thought. ‘That’s what we should call it, “Strawberry Shortcake and the Mistress of Kingswood.” What do you think?’

‘I love it. Do I get to dominate you?’

‘Whatever turns you on, I can be Dom or sub. If you like you can take the whip to me and then use a strap on with me.’

‘I like the sound of that. I’ll let Richard know I’ll be staying an extra day and he and the others can go home without me.’

‘I’ll set it up then. Now ... what would you like to do for the rest of the afternoon?’

Delia doesn’t reply, she just reaches into her bag and grabbing the remote for the vibrator, hits the ON button again. Placing the remote back in her bag she pulls me onto her lap and starts squeezing my breast, while kissing me.

Well, I guess that answers that question then.

When we get back to the stables, once I am released, I hurriedly make all the arrangements for the following day.
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With Master Roger’s approval Delia stayed in my room that night after her friends departed. I gave Master my plan to make a film and he told me to go ahead. Neither he or Chloe mind me being with someone else. They both understand that I need my ‘adventures’ to satisfy the animal inside me that needs to be catered to. Also they don’t mind because they know that after I’ve had my fling, I’ll always come back to them.

After breakfast Delia and I went up to the film studios and we got ready. We didn’t bother with a plot or anything like that. We had decide that Delia would just dominate me and use me sexually as she wanted, making me do to her whatever she commanded. We didn’t bother shooting “scenes” as such, they just lit us and had several cameras rolling while we just got on with it, so most actions were covered from multiple angles and they would choose the best in the editing suite.

I also encouraged her to boss me around and liberally use the whip on me if she felt like it. She was a bit hesitant at first. She wanted to, and had seen my films so she knew I was up for it, but she had little actual experience herself. I calmly explained to her, ‘How often do you get the chance to do anything you want to a willing slave, and to make the most of it.’

So she did and the way she fucked me repeatedly in every hole with the strap on, convinced me that she had bought into the opportunity.

She slept in my bed with me that night but we didn’t have sex. Too tired.

Next morning as her friends had taken the car back with them, I arrange for transport to drive her back to Oxford. When Reception calls up to say the car is ready, I hand Delia the disc of the movie they made of the two of us. I look at her face, at her freckles, and say to her, ‘They say that red-haired women are soul stealers and that they get a new freckle for every soul they steal. After these past few days I wonder ... do you have one with my name on it?’

‘Not yet ... maybe someday,’ and she hugs me tight. With a passionate farewell kiss, and a promise she will see me again, I take her down to the car and wave her off.
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SNOW TRAILS
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I can honestly say this is one of those times that I live for. I am presently running through the snow, pulling Master Roger along in a cart behind me. We are well into the day now and the sun is at its height, so although the untrodden snow is knee-high except for the trails we run on it is warm enough for me to be running naked except for my boots, as I perform as a pony girl for my Master.

He cracks the whip across my back. ‘Yah, Princess, on, faster, on!’ I pull the cart along as fast as I can until I am forced to put my arm straight out to the side of me, which is the sign that I cannot run any further and need to slow to a walk. He pulls back on the reigns and I slow down but not stop, he hasn’t told me to stop, so I don’t. ‘Whoa, Princess ... take it easy now, just walk.’

This is the joy for me, when he calls me Princess, when I’m in harness or between the shafts of a cart or just in the stables. I don’t stop or go unless I’m told to, I don’t have to think for myself, I can let everything go and just be a well-trained animal, obeying the commands of the person holding the reins. It’s a blissful release from any worries or concerns I may have in my real life. And nothing pleases me more than when it is Master Roger holding the reins.

We had a wonderful time celebrating Devon’s first Christmas and then mid-January we came to the continent. Currently we are in Germany, in Der Schwarzwald – the Black Forest – in Bavaria, the deep south of the country. We are revisiting a pony girl ranch that Master brought me to when we were seeking trainers to staff our new pony girl training school, back at Kingswood. We ended up hiring Viktor Toplitz (who became my personal pony trainer) and he is here with us now.

Why are we here in Germany, you ask? Let me explain. Bluebird Films, who generally feature me in their (ahem) adult movies, have an arrangement with some of the porn movie studios in Germany where they swap stars to appear in each other’s productions. Master Roger has arranged with Bluebird for me to appear in some German movies for a few months.

As the baby is not yet old enough to travel, we decided that I would work in Germany during the week and fly home at weekends or between shoots. That way Chloe won’t feel I’m neglecting her. So Master and I will live in Munich while I’m filming, Master living with me when he can and returning with me each weekend. As his German is not as good as it once was, and mine is limited, he invited Viktor along to be our interpreter for the trip, so the three of us will work together until my contract is up, a few months perhaps.

But first ... Master took me back to the place where we first met Viktor. It’s an excellent pony ranch but even better, it is in the heart of the Bavarian mountains, so the place is near many ski slopes. So Master’s intent is to have days with me on the ranch, or leave me to the use of the trainers and the other guests while he skies, or on some days take me to the slopes so we can ski together.

As we are in Viktor’s old stomping ground, Master has given him permission to take off and catch up with old friends. Master can get by with the German he knows, Viktor is only there for the more complicated stuff. A flat has been arranged for us in Munich by The Society lawyers so that’s all taken care of.

The place is run by an old friend of Justin Moncrieff, owner of the Ranch in America and husband to Judith, Master’s old slave and personal secretary. Justin introduced him to Max Ludendorf, the owner, and he graciously offer Master an open invite to come and visit anytime. So here we are.

Because it’s winter the stables are too cold for ponies to stay in overnight, so I’m sharing Master’s room. When I am taken out for the day to the stables, I wear one of those fur-lined cat-suits that all the pony girls wear. If it’s Master that is using me that day, when it is cold and snowy and overcast, he makes me wear the cat-suit. Only on days like today though, when the sun is shining, does he let me run naked, no matter how much I ask for it on other days. ‘Winters in the Bavarian mountains are much worse than the winters in the Midlands in the UK. I don’t want you catching frostbite and your nipples falling off,’ he tells me.

(Aaaah, he cares about me. How sweet.)

I love being run naked through the snow like this. I don’t have to think about anything important and I just let my mind wander. I even came up with a poem, which I wrote down and will present it to Master when we leave.

Sung to the tune of “Jingle Bells”.

Dashing through the snow, like a one horse open sleigh,

Master cracks the whip, and the pony’s under way.

Slave unto her Master, she pulls with all her heart.

Master drives her off and then, the day of fun will start.

Pony girl, pony girl, the only way to serve,

On her knees or on all fours, that’s all that she deserves.

Make her pull you through the woods, enjoy the pony play,

Then fuck her hard until you come, laughing all the way.

Muscles straining hard, it takes all of her strength,

She just can’t wait until that time that he slips her a length.

Naked on all fours, he’ll take her from behind,

Saying no and acting coy’s the last thing on her mind.

Pony girl, pony girl, the only way to serve,

On her knees or on all fours, that’s all that she deserves.

Make her pull you through the woods, enjoy the pony play,

Then fuck her hard until you come, laughing all the way.

Used as beast of burden, a sex slave and a wife,

Property of Master, K has found the perfect life.

Blissful days in harness, she loves to live this way,

Lots of chains and whippings, and sex the live long day.

Pony girl, pony girl, the only way to serve,

On her knees or on all fours, that’s all that she deserves.

Make her pull you through the woods, enjoy the pony play,

Then fuck her hard until you come, laughing all the waaaaaaaaaaay!

(It’s crap I know but what do you expect? I’m not William frigging Shakespeare.)

Unfortunately, due to the fact I need to keep my skin free from whip marks for the movies, Master doesn’t take me to Die Fabrik (German for factory). This is the part of the pony ranch where you can send your slave for a strict discipline session, even being able to dictate what happens and have it filmed for your later pleasure. We stole that idea and use it at Kingswood.

Skiing, pony girling and fucking my Master. What more could a girl ask for? My idea of heaven.

Eventually we get the call that the movies will start filming shortly, so we need to go to Munich and take possession of the flat. We round up Viktor, say good bye to Max and off we go.
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GERMAN MOVIES
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We get settled into our flat. Master and I share a room and Viktor has his own (both ensuite) and he can come and go and lead his life as he wishes until we need him to accompany me to the film studios. Master comes along too to watch the filming but as he is in Germany, he takes the opportunity to visit his business partners in Berlin. But I always have Viktor along to watch out for me.

We shoot mainly in studios in and around Munich, but I’m also signed up for a company in Stuttgart, which is a couple of hundred kilometres up the road, so that involves a few overnight stops.

Days between shooting films, if there is a long enough pause, Master charters a private jet from Munich airport and we go home and see the family. If there is only a day or two between shoots and we would spend most of that travelling, we go sightseeing instead. There’s lot of lovely architecture and old buildings in Munich and Viktor shows us around.

There’s one place in particular that Master wants to take me to as it is called “Schloss Nymphenburg” (Castle Nymphenburg) as Master says I would feel right at home there being the Nympho that I am. (One of his Dad jokes.)

Anyway, things proceed fine for a few months. I notice a marked difference between the style of German porn movies and English/American movies I appear in. The UK/US movies tend to be longer and have a story, like my Kahli, Warrior Queen film. Germans however seem to prefer shorter, say twenty minute long movies, and are more made up of just scenes, rather than a coherent story.

Such as, the movies I have made so far include the following:

One is set in the future where rich people buy a place, flat, house or whatever, and they all come with slaves attached. (As in the film Soylent Green we are called furniture.) In one film I am the house slave and a prospective buyer is viewing the flat where I reside, accompanied by the estate agent. The agent offers to let the buyer have sex with me to try me out, so a scene develops with me and him. Then the buyer invites the agent to join in so I end up having sex with both of them.

Another one is I am an ordinary woman and I get into a lift with two strangers. The lift breaks down and we are stuck in there for some time. It gets hot in there and the clothing gets loosened – and eventually the morals do as well, and the three of us end up having sex together. At the end of it, the lift is fixed, the doors ping open and the three of us walk off in different directions as if nothing ever happened.

I’m sitting having dinner with my husband (?). he is fully clothed but I am only wearing stockings, suspenders and high heels. As we eat, a car pulls up outside and my husband beckons me to follow him and we go outside. There is a man there. As we are in a private courtyard, he wastes no time in taking his pleasure with me. Running his hands and mouth all over my body, devouring me, while I lean against the car. I drop to my knees, unzip him and take him in my mouth until he is good and hard, at which point he fucks me, first in my pussy and then my arse as I am bent over the car bonnet. A quick money shot as he comes in my face and then it’s home for supper.

My kinky husband likes to bring home strangers I’ve never met (I don’t know if he knows them) and lets them have sex with me while he watches.

Another time, my husband and I are at home when there is a home invasion by three men. They tie my husband up and knock him around a bit and then they have rough sex with me while making him watch. Afterwards we escape but I plead with him not to call the police as the shame would kill me, he begrudgingly agrees. Later I meet one of the invaders in a bar and give him an envelope full of cash to pay him for the invasion, which I’d arranged. I tell him it’s my way of getting my husband back for having an affair with his secretary.

The Germans are more into the Fetish stuff as well I notice, lots of leather and latex work. Sometimes I’m dressed all in one or the other, even hooded, with just my tits and pussy exposed. Then I have a short romp with a couple of guys, it varies whether I am the one being dominated or the one holding the whip, but it doesn’t matter, there’s lots of sucking and fucking going on which is the point of the exercise.

I do question why they are paying so much money for me if they then hood me so they can’t see my face? Master points out that all my fans can see it’s me because of the FUCKING BRAND on my ARSE! That’s why I was hired. Oh yes, there’s that I suppose.

Anyway, I get fucked aplenty and a good time is had by all. (Or to quote the old joke ... I’m the good time that was had by all! Still, I’ve never had any illusions about what a slut I am. I’m just pleased that people get pleasure out of fucking me or watching me being fucked. We do what we can.)
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Things generally go well until one sour incident near the end of my contract. I’m at a studio in Munich, not one of the ones I’ve been to before, so I don’t know any of the cast or crew. Master has had to go to Berlin to sort out some contract issue with his partners in the publishing business, so Viktor has accompanied me to the studio.

I have a chat with the director who, explains the plot (no dialogue just a sucky/fucky session with a guy and another girl) and introduces me to the cast I’ll be working with. I leave and go to wardrobe, get undressed and put a robe on to wait for my turn in front of the cameras.

I sit on a chair and Viktor stands beside me in case I get nervous, when I hear raised voices across the studio. I see an actor (not the one I’m due to work with) holding a girl by the arm, shaking her, and then he slaps her across the face.

I leap to my feet and go over to help her out. I grab his arm and pull him away. He pushes me away and calls me a, ‘Englisch Hure!’ (I take that to mean English Whore.) I can smell alcohol on his breath. I pull my arm back, ready to punch him, when my arm is grabbed, and a fist comes flying in from nowhere and knocks the yob on his arse. I look round and see Viktor standing there, rubbing his fist.

The man lies there for a moment before trying to rise, but Viktor places his foot on the man’s chest and gently pushes him back to the floor. He wags his finger at him and mutters something to him in German, which I take to mean, ‘You’d better stay down if you know what is good for you.’ The man follows his advice.

Viktor turns to me and says, ‘Please to get dressed now, Frau Gilchrist, we are leaving.’

‘But, Viktor-’

‘NOW, Frau Gilchrist.’ I see the director approach and a furious argument breaks out between him and Viktor as I hurry away to get dressed. When I return, Viktor gently takes my arm and then brushing the director aside, leads me out of the studio where we take a taxi back to our flat. Viktor is silent but trembling with anger.

When we reach the flat, Viktor immediately apologises for his behaviour. ‘Frau Gilchrist, I know that when you come to the stables to be a pony I treat you abominably ... but that is because you want me to ... you even pay me extra to treat you like that, so to do any less would be a betrayal of your trust in me.

‘But when we are out in the world and you are Frau Gilchrist, I have nothing but the greatest respect for you and your husband, and to see that filthy Hund treat you like that just made me so angry.’

‘I saw that Viktor and I’m immensely grateful. It does rather complicate things with the studio though.’

‘Have no fear on that score, Frau Gilchrist, The director was mouthing off about contracts and lost money and so on, so I forcefully pointed out to him that on one his sets, on one of his films, he had allowed the world famous Brandy McPhee to be put in danger, and I reminded him you are not only a movie star but you are also a Society member and they don’t take kindly to one of them being endangered. Even though this studio is not Society owned, they have an awful lot of influence in the industry and unless he wanted to end his career making adverts for tampons, he’d better find it in him to apologise. So I think it won’t be long before he comes crawling around to “kiss ass” as the Americans say. Now, I think you’d better ring your husband and tell him what happened.’

I’m gob-smacked, Viktor never gave any indication he saw me in that way, outside of the stables he always treats me with a cool deference, and something melts inside me. I quickly phone Master and fortunately he is between meetings so he can speak to me straight away. I explain what happened, what Viktor did and what he expects to happen next.

“Well it had better happen. I’ll ring one of our people in the area and make sure they have a word with this director.”

‘Oh, I don’t want to cause any trouble.’

‘Doesn’t matter what you want. Nobody treats my wife like that ... besides, they must learn that Society members need to be respected. Leave it with me.’

‘Very well, Master. What do I do about Viktor? He needs to be rewarded and ... I was kinda looking forward to being fucked today.’

‘Put me on speaker.’ I do as he says. ‘Viktor, I would like to thank you for the way you looked after my wife today, protecting her. I am going to be stuck up here in Berlin for another couple of days. K, hand Viktor the phone and then take all your clothes off and kneel before him.’

I do as instructed, I always follow my Master’s orders.

‘Very well Viktor, you seem to have a handle on things so I trust you to sort this all out. In the meantime, to say thank you for looking after her, I will gift you K, until I return to Munich. She would probably like to be treated as you treat her when she is in your stable as the pony named Princess. So please, feel free to treat Princess as you wish. See you in a few days. Love you, K.’

‘You do me an honour, Herr Gilchrist. Trust me I shall treat Princess as she deserves to be treated. Goodbye.’

I manage to shout, ‘Love you, Master,’ before Viktor hangs up the phone. Master Roger is giving me to him as a plaything in his absence. There’s nothing unusual about that really, it happens frequently back at Kingswood when I am a pony girl, it’s just slightly odd it happening in a normal environment, instead of the stables. It makes it more exciting!

He puts the phone down and looks at me where I am kneeling, looking straight ahead, not looking into his eyes. Times like this that is forbidden.

He removes his belt. ‘Hands behind your back, Princess,’ and I do as ordered, leaving my boobs exposed and vulnerable. He takes his belt and gives me a couple of strokes across each breast. ‘Turn around and crawl to my bedroom on your hands and knees. Wait for me kneeling at the foot of my bed ... I shall join you shortly, you English whore.’

I respond in the way he trained me to do, when he has me under the whip, in the stables, ‘Ja, Herr Viktor.’ Then I do as he commands. On the way I can feel that my pussy is already wet with anticipation.
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Viktor tells me that as Herr Gilchrist told him he can treat me anyway he wishes, he is going to act out a fantasy he has had about me since we first employed him. As he is unable to blindfold me when I am a pony (I’d run into trees and so on) he is going to take the opportunity now.

In case I didn’t like the bondage/fetish equipment that they expected me to wear in the films, I brought along a selection of my own from the Fun room. He orders me to produce them and he makes his choices from the array. First of all he selects a collar and leash for me and a set of leather wrist cuffs, so I can be easily restrained without bothering with complicated ropes and knots.

Next he wants to blindfold me so he picks one of the masks I brought with me. It’s kind of a head harness, there’s a wide band of leather that fits around the face, buckling behind the head, and when fitted it covers the eye and nose area, except there is a hole for the nose to peek through so the slave can breathe, even when the gag is fitted. The gag can be buckled onto the harness and keep the slave silent. Not being allowed to speak is another kind of torture and he knows them all. He rarely fits the gag though as I am frequently using my mouth, so Viktor only puts it on when he is relaxing, listening to music for example, and I am seated next to him so he can watch me. He is aware of Master’s rules about never leaving a gagged person on their own.

So I am held like that for the next few days, Viktor keeps me naked and blindfolded with my hands fastened in front or behind me. The only time I am allowed to remove it is when I use the toilet. Of course I cannot see to do anything else but that is part of Viktor’s fantasy.

He leads me around the flat by my leash, I sit/stand/kneel next to him as he carries out whatever he’s doing, cooking, washing up and so on. He feeds me by hand as I’m not allowed to do it myself. He’ll remove the leather mask and after blindfolding me with a scarf, he’ll take me in the shower, wrists still bound behind me, and wash me by hand. Then he puts the leather mask back on.

He cleans my teeth and then applies lipstick. At one point he even trims my pubes with the ‘bush trimmer’ as I call it. He treats me as if I am a little doll, cleans and tidies me, then he takes his belt to me and after a harsh whipping, fucks me hard, repeatedly. When he is watching films on the TV, I am kneeling before him with his cock deep in my mouth. Even after he has come and spunked his load down my throat, I am made to keep his limp prick in my mouth and encourage him to get hard again for another go.

When he’s not whipping me or fucking me he amuses himself by torturing me. Candle wax on my tits and my back as well as all my sensitive spots like my clit or my arsehole. Clamping my nipples and pussy lips with weights. (Damn, I wish I hadn’t packed those.) He indulges his fantasy of having me totally under his control and acting out his perverted fantasy on me. Well, everyone has to have a hobby I suppose.

Sometimes he sits me on the sofa blindfolded and bound, with legs spread and inserts items into my pussy, sometimes it’s hard rubber or plastic items, I’m guessing dildos. Other times it’s fruit or veg, a banana or a cucumber. Once he has inserted it in me, he steps back and I can hear him taking photographs on his phone as he has the ‘clicking’ sound turned on. If it is fruit inside me he will often eat it out of me before sliding his dick in, and when he comes in my mouth, his prick tastes of banana or strawberries or whatever he has used.

I didn’t know that he always wanted to take it further than just giving me pony training, which by its very nature is restrictive in what can be done to a pony. To have me kneel before him and have me call him Master has long been his desire. I must admit, I lap it up. As I’m kneeling and kissing his bare feet and sucking on his toes, I tell him that I might be able to persuade Master Roger to allow me to have sessions with him outside the stables, where we can re-enact the games we are playing here today.

As Mistress of Kingswood, I’m sure I can arrange for us to have a cabin some afternoons, and he can punish me some more while Master Roger watches, or even book a session at Bluebird Films so it can be filmed, which would please Master.

All this talk excites him and he pulls my leash up until I’m facing his cock and balls, which I begin to work on without being told to. I lick his balls and suck on his cock until when I manage to fit both of his balls in my mouth at the same time, he cannot contain himself any longer. Pushing me onto all fours, he takes me in the arse and fucks me hard, all the while muttering, ‘Filthy English whore,’ under his breath.

When he has finished using me for the day, I spend that night once again, sleeping on the floor next to his bed, blindfolded with hands bound behind my back, attached to a rope tied to the leg of the bed. As it’s my last night in his hands, he fucks me twice that night. He doesn’t even bother waking me up. The first thing I know is when he forces himself into me, which in itself it arousing. He uses me like a rubber sex doll and then climbs back into bed without a word to me. Only to have me again a few hours later.

Come the morning I have to suck him off one last time and then he removes my blindfold, unfastens my hands, and then sends me back to my room to shower and get ready for Master Roger who is arriving home today.
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So after several days of blissful pain, humiliation, degradation and sexual torture at the hands of an expert, my real Master returns from Berlin and I go back to sleeping in his bed again, instead of bound and blindfolded, on the floor next to Viktor’s.

Naturally Master is intrigued by how Viktor handled me the last few days, so I tell him as he is balls deep inside me. (Boy does that turn him on.) He is particularly interested in the photos that Viktor took of me and asks him for copies, at breakfast next day. Viktor is reluctant at first as he thinks Master is going to make him delete them but no ... he only asks for copies of all of them.

Privately I float the idea of Viktor being more than just my pony trainer. As Master is so busy these days and has Nicky to contend with as well, it might be a good idea to have a BDSM trainer on site that can ‘tune me up’ from time to time. It’s not just enough to have a Whip Master to give me the lash, or a pony trainer who can just run me around in a cart for an afternoon. Neither of those can give the slow, measured, humiliating, cruel and sadistic treatment that Master Roger is capable of giving, and Viktor has for the past few days. Master says he will consider it, but he would need to see Viktor giving me a workout before he decides, so I am to set something up once we are back in the UK and we’ll take it from there. (Yippee!)

The Society must have had a word with the director as a few days later he came round to the apartment bearing flowers, champagne and chocolates to say sorry.

We’d discussed the situation between the three of us and decided that as this studio was just a subsidiary of the one that Bluebird Films had the contract with, it wouldn’t cause too much trouble if I didn’t go back to work for them, so Master Roger allowed Viktor the honour of telling them to “Go fuck themselves” on my behalf. Well, it was only fair as he was the one who stood up to them in the first place.

We kept the champagne and chocolates though.

As that had been the last scheduled shoot on my itinerary, that concluded Master’s and mine business in Germany, but Master has to fly back early to attend a meeting. He lets me stay in Munich for a few more days to do some shopping, provided Viktor stays with me for protection.

Naturally he hands me back to Viktor for him to use again (he says it’s a reward for both of us) so I’m back to being abused by him and used as his ‘fuck doll’, and sleeping on the floor again while tied to his bed, and I couldn’t be happier.

‘Why?’ you ask. Well ...

A) I’m a masochistic whore – and I love being mistreated by strong, dominant men (or women come to that.)

B) I’m Master Roger’s slave, so I fuck whoever he tells me to.

Simple enough for you?
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INTERLUDE
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Chloe picks us up at the airport while Indira looks after Devon, and we drop Viktor off at Kingswood. Then we head for home (stopping on the way to say “hello” properly as we couldn’t do that at the airport.)

She tells me that Master is working from home today so when we arrive back at Chateau Gilchrist I ask Chloe to take my bags into our house as my first task when arriving home is to always report to my Master. I let myself in by using the key code, and once in the house, Nicky comes to greet me, I give her a hug and we kiss.

‘Is Master at home?’ I ask.

‘Yes, Mistress. He’s working in his study, shall I announce you?’

I look at my watch and it’s nearly time for his elevenses. ‘No, not yet, let’s make his coffee first and I’ll take it into him with some biscuits.’ So I wait as she gets two cups of coffee out of the machine, and I fill a plate with biscuits. ‘You wait here, go find something to do ... and don’t disturb us.’

‘No Mistress. And welcome home, we’ve all missed you.’

It’s kind of her to say that, so I kiss her again and then pick up the tray and head for the study. I knock on the door and wait for him to yell come in.

I go in and without saying a word, lay the tray on his desk and stand to Attention in front of him. Master can be a real cool customer when he wants to be, particularly when he’s joking. He looks up at me and says casually, ‘I see you’re back then. I hope you didn’t put on too much weight while you were away, I know how you love those German Apple Strudels.’

He stands up and comes around in front of the desk where I am standing. He circles me, inspecting me closely, pinching my bum and other parts of my body to see if I have gone soft. ‘Been keeping up your exercising, K? I know how lazy you get where there’s no one around to drive you on.’

Cheeky bastard! I think, then I glance at him and see he has a twinkle in his eye, so I play up to him. ‘Yes Master, you know how addicted I am to German food ... especially German Sausage!’ I say, alluding to the fact that I have spent the past few months getting dicked by German porn stars.

He’s trying to hold back a smile now. ‘Well, we’d better get Viktor to take you out and run some of that fat off you, fuck you slim.’

I smile as being pony trained by Viktor is a reward, not a punishment. ‘Wouldn’t you rather do the fucking yourself, Master?’

‘Yes ... but my coffee will get cold, so it will have to wait.’ Then he opens his arms and I move into him as he gives me a bear hug. ‘Welcome back, Princess, I’ve missed you.’ Once again I experience such a feeling of peace and contentment when he holds me like this, my head resting against his chest, and I can hear his heartbeat. I always feel like I’ve come home. Don’t get me wrong, I love Chloe dearly but it’s different with him, when we are separated I feel like a part of me is missing, and he describes it as having a ‘K-shaped hole’ in his body until I return.

We just stand there silently for a few minutes until with a gentle cough, he says, ‘I meant what I said about the coffee getting cold,’ and he prises my arms from around him, and he returns to his side of the desk.

‘Sit down,’ he says and we pick up our coffees. He sees me eyeing the plate of biscuits and invites me to help myself. ‘Everything go all right in the last few weeks? Sorry I couldn’t be there.’

‘Yes, fine. Viktor looked after me okay, and the rest of the shoot went smoothly. We gave the keys of the flat to the Society stooge they sent along and everything went “tickety boo”.’

‘Good, good. Seen Chloe yet?’

‘Yes, she drove me and Viktor back from the airport. We dropped him off at Kingswood and came straight back here ... well not straight back but you know what I mean.’

‘Right, well that’s all dealt with then. Now, K, we have some things to talk about.’

‘Am I in trouble?’ (My old paranoia kicking in.)

‘No, not at all. Now then, think back to your training ... what is the first duty of a slave?’

I don’t even have to think about that one, it’s written in letters of fire on the front of my brain. ‘To obey her Master without question or hesitation.’

‘Very good ... now what is the first duty of a Master?’

‘To care for the welfare of their slave.’

‘Excellent, I see you remember your lessons well. I thought you’d perhaps forgotten them as you seem to be lacking in those departments.’

‘But how ... when ...?’

‘You’ve been away so much lately and although Chloe understands that as Brandy McPhee you have to work, as others depend on you, she’s feeling a bit neglected of late, and although she is your slave, not really mine, I thought I’d give you some advice. From one Master to another.’

‘Well, I’ll get right onto it, I’ll start devoting more time to her and the baby, I’ll convince her she’s still important to me.’

‘Yes, you will, and here’s how. I’ve spoken to the Contessa and she says you can use her villa in Naples. Take her there for a couple of weeks, just the two of you, and screw the arse off her. Make her know that after me ... she and baby come top of your list.

‘I’ve made all the arrangements, here are your plane tickets, for a couple of weeks’ time, give you chance to catch up at Kingswood first. I’ve made all the arrangements with the estate manager and he’ll pick you up at the airport and deliver fresh food to the villa every couple of days.’

I look at the plane tickets, just Chloe and I are named, there’s no mention of baby Devon. ‘What about Devon, we should take her along. We can’t go without her.’

‘What’s the first duty of a slave?’ he asks again.

‘To obey her Master without question or hesitation,’ I repeat.

‘Exactly and I’m ordering you to go, just the two of you.’

‘But Chloe won’t want to leave her behind,’ I protest.

‘You haven’t seen much of Chloe lately, trust me, she’ll jump at the chance of a break. Two weeks in the sun, nude sunbathing and as much pussy as she can eat. She’ll lap it up, if you’ll excuse the pun. Remember the first duty of a Master.’

‘Yes, I should care for the welfare of my slave. Thank you for the reminder, Master.’

‘That applies to both of us. Now you go and get settled, spend tonight with Chloe, but now that you aren’t filming for a while and it’s weeks until you have to strip to sunbathe ... come back here tomorrow and I’ll take the whip to you. You know you have to be punished for fucking all those German studs. I know you’ve missed it and it’s my duty as your Master to care for the welfare of my slave.’

‘And this slave will obey her Master without question or hesitation. I look forward to tomorrow. And thanks for these,’ I hold up the tickets.
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Elf (my beloved Chloe) is thrilled at the prospect of a holiday for just the two of us. ‘I thought you’d be sad not to take Devon along,’ I tell her.

‘As much as I love her ... and I do ... to spend some time away from the smell of soiled nappies and sterilising fluid will be heaven. Indira is a star and loves being with her, and let’s face it, apart from Master Roger, there is nobody else in the world that I feel would safer leaving our baby with.’

So that’s settled then.

I spend the next couple of weeks checking in on Kingswood, making sure everything is running smoothly but of course, our manager, Simon Powell, has everything under control. As a reward for his diligence, I take him up to the Whip Master’s place and punish him. He’s a masochist and a fan, so part of our deal with him is that every so often I give him a good thrashing. I beat him and then let him masturbate as he kisses my feet. He loves it. (Hey, I don’t judge!)

I also have time to fit in some fun with the Major’s wife (who I call Fuck Toy), and have Victoria Rose to the site for a couple of days to remind her who is the boss. I warn her that when I get back from America, I’ll be putting her through one of our Escape & Evasion courses (or Run and Hide as I call them). I explain in great detail what will happen to her once she is caught. That can be sitting in the back of her mind for the next few months, slowly growing as a larger and larger threat as the time approaches. (Heh, heh, I’m an evil bitch.)

Then Elf and I are off to Naples!
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Elf has never been to the villa before. She is gobsmacked at the place and can’t get over the private beach. We soon strip off and get into our bikini bottoms, we don’t bother with the tops. It’s late spring and though the locals might find it cool, but for us coming from a British spring, it’s lovely and warm. The sea is a bit cold for my liking, I don’t go in unless it’s like bath water, but the pool is fine.

I won’t bore you with details, suffice to say that we have a great time. Elf fortunately does the cooking, with the fresh supplies that are delivered regularly by the vineyard manager.

We went into Naples once just to show her the place, so she could say she’d been there but we both agreed it was too crowded and noisy, so we never went back. We spent our time sunbathing naked, did our best to drink the vineyard dry, and naturally had lots and lots of sex.

I remember one day watching Elf as she flitted about, grilling some fish for our lunch. She looked adorable and sexy and I thanked my Lucky Stars that not only had I found a Master who loved and cared for me in the way I had been craving since childhood, but he was also broadminded and wise enough to let me love and be loved by someone else as well.

She had gotten a light tan by this time, the sun was glinting off her oiled body and her hair had got blonder in the sun, she just reminded me of ‘Tinkerbell’ from Peter Pan. So I made a vow there and then that when we got home again, I would dress her up as such while I dressed as Captain Hook, and then I would spend the night ravaging her. (Tee Hee.)

Eventually ‘All good things ... yaddah, yaddah, yaddah’, so we packed up and went home, refreshed, more in love than ever with each other, and prepared for whatever soiled nappies Devon threw our way. (Not literally, I hoped.)
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TERMS AND CONDITIONS


[image: image]


––––––––
[image: image]


The front doorbell rings. I hear the door open and then men talking for a while. I know who they are, it is Master and Viktor. My legs tremble and my pussy gets slightly wet as I know I’m going to be offered to Viktor today for his use, while Master watches.

Ever since our time in Germany when Master allowed Viktor to have free use of me in his absence, he has repeatedly questioned me about how Viktor ‘used and abused’ me. Also he frequently views the pictures that Viktor took of me in bondage, and I have to explain to him what was going on in each one and how I felt about it. I openly confessed that I enjoyed the experience and since I’d been Master’s slave, no one but him had treated me so harshly, and it was thrilling to be in the hands of another man who really knew how to punish a girl and make her feel so vulnerable and helpless.

(Don’t get me wrong, I loved having sex with the likes of Bruce and Colin Saxby and so on, but none of them are really into the cruel side of BDSM, they’re just into the domination side, not the sadism. So it is a real treat to find someone like Viktor who relishes bringing pain to a woman, but in a sane, measured way.)

As I promised Viktor when he had me kneeling in front of him in submission, I would try and arrange for him to be allowed to have access to me, outside of the pony stables. So Master agreed to set up a meeting and a trial session here in his house where he could supervise.

I’m standing in the Fun room in Master’s house and I’m looking at myself in the full-length wall mirrors. I’m naked and attached to the electric hoist by a leg-spreader bar but it is attached to my wrists not my ankles. The bar is attached to the chain from the hoist, but it has been lowered to the point where it can sit on my shoulders and my arms are raised either side of my head. As a final touch, Master has taken my lipstick and written EVE in large letters across my chest.

The door opens and Master and Viktor walk into the room. Viktor stops in shock at seeing me naked and chained in the middle of the room. ‘Herr Gilchrist, when you said that you and your wife wanted to have a discussion with me ... I certainly wasn’t expecting anything like this.’

They both come over and stand in front of me, viewing my nakedness. ‘Is this not what you and my wife were wanting?’

‘Well, yes ... but this is a bit sudden, I thought Frau Gilchrist would arrange a chalet or something.’

‘There’s no Frau Gilchrist here ... just Eve.’

Viktor looks at him puzzled, not understanding the remark. ‘What is the meaning of this?’ he asks, pointing at the name written on my chest.

‘I’ll come back to that,’ replies Master. ‘In the meantime let me show you the facilities. As you can see we have a variety of spotlights so the subject can always be in a lit area if we are filming the session.’ He points out the cameras around the room. ‘Then there are the various implements of torture hanging on the walls and in that chest of drawers in the corner.

‘Through that door there is another bedroom with an ensuite shower and toilet, so you or your victim can freshen up after a session.

‘But the pièce de résistance in my opinion is the electric hoist.’ He grabs the control hanging from the device and pressing the button lifts me into the air, as I hang onto the spreader bar, until my feet are about a foot off the ground.

He pushes me so I swing from side to side like a pendulum. They both watch me for a moment until Master says, ‘Go and stand down there,’ pointing to the far end of the room. Once Viktor is there, Master gives me a hard push and I slide along the rail, down the room into Viktor’s arms. He in turn pushes me back to Master and they have fun for a few moments sliding me back and forth until they tire of it, and Master stops the hoist and leaves me hanging there like one of those sides of beef you see in a meat locker.

‘What a fascinating place you have here, Herr Gilchrist, I would like to play in here someday, hopefully with your wife.’

Master lowers me to the ground and I stand there, staring straight ahead as he gives me the Stand Easy command. I move my legs apart but as my hands are fastened up at the level of my head, I’m unable to place them behind my back, as the position demands.

‘This has all been fine and very enlightening, Herr Gilchrist, but perhaps you would now explain why you asked me here, and why you are displaying your wife, naked to me?’

Master takes a moment to gather his thoughts (I guess) and he runs his hands gently over my body as he does so. ‘It’s about what happened in Germany and how you treated my wife.’

‘You gave me full access to her and said I could do what I wished with her.’

‘I did yes, and you took full advantage of that offer. She tells me she enjoyed it immensely, and I’m pleased about that. I’m not so arrogant as to think that I’m the only man in the world that can satisfy her needs, of which there are many and some very, very dark ... it requires a particular level of sadism. So that’s why I always encourage her to seek out ... new avenues of entertainment, shall we say?

‘She’s always looking for fresh and unique experiences, which is why I allow her to have sex with other men and women. I don’t get jealous about it, in fact I get a big kick out of watching it whenever possible. It thrills us both for me to watch her in the hands of another, particularly if they’re rough.

‘So, we’ve discussed it and decided that I should make you an offer.’

‘You’re going to give me free access to your wife?’ asked Viktor, incredulously.

‘Err ... not exactly. But first I have to ask you some questions and depending on your answers then we may progress to discussing terms and conditions for the use of my wife. I suggest you be very truthful, you may find your honesty is rewarded. Shall I continue ...?’

‘Please do, I’m intrigued.’

‘My wife tells me that you have had a long standing fantasy about her and the desire to make her your pet and abuse her. Is this true and how is it different from how you get to treat her at the pony stables?’

I absolutely love it when my Master treats me as a piece of meat, just his slave and it’s even better when he talks to other dominants in my presence about how I am to be treated and mistreated. It gets me so worked up, I am practically gushing like Niagara at this point.

‘May I?’ asks Viktor, pointing at me.

‘Go ahead,’ replies Master.

Viktor approaches me and runs his hands over my body, not in a sexual way, almost thoughtfully. ‘Herr Gilchrist, when I see a thing of such beauty as this hard, well-toned body, I have a sadistic desire to violate it, abuse and defile it, leaving my mark on her body as well as her mind. To have such a fabulous woman kneel before me and call me Master ... well, what can I say? You’re a lucky man, Herr Gilchrist.’

‘Yes, I am.’

‘It’s not the same at the stables, sure I get to beat your wife and have sex with her, but there are limits to what can be done with guests at the stables. Even though your wife isn’t a paying guest, anyone seeing me really mistreating her would raise a stink and it would affect business at Kingswood. So I curbed my desires until Germany, and when you gave her to me it was like Weihnachten, sorry, Christmas had come, so I made the most of it.

‘But it’s more than just a sexual thrill, it’s that feeling of having total power over another person. And it’s not because I’ve taken that power ... it’s because they’ve freely given it to me. It must be surrendered voluntarily for it to be of value. The sadist meets the masochist and they dance their dance together for their mutual pleasure.

‘Pushing each other’s limits until they reach their peak, and with the right couple they sometimes dare to go further. A perfect symbiotic relationship. I felt that partly with your wife in Germany, every order I gave she went further, every punishment I administered she wanted it harder, every act of passion she wanted it to last longer.

‘That’s why I had to keep her blindfolded throughout, I knew that if I looked into those fabulous blue eyes while I made love to her, I would lose my soul to her forever.’

I’ve never heard Viktor wax so poetic before, there are hidden depths to this man.

‘I’m sorry, I’m talking scheisse like an idiot. I’m embarrassing myself.’

‘Not at all, Viktor, that’s why we’re here, speaking. If anything it only makes me more convinced that we are doing the right thing by talking. I know now that despite playing the BDSM game, you would never allow any real harm to come to my wife.

‘But before we go any further let me explain her to you. She has many sides to her character, some light and loving, some dark and scary. I’ve learnt to love these different sides of her and I’ve given names to each of them to make it easy to understand which of them I want her to display and behave as.

‘She is known as K to her friends and lovers, Frau Gilchrist, when she is in charge at Kingswood. Then there is Kan-Kan who will happily strip in front of a room full of men and then challenge them all to take her on. Brandy McPhee to all her movie fans. When she comes to the stables to see you or she is put into a dog kennel and treated as an animal, she is Princess, which you are familiar with.’

Then he rubs my ear, which tells me without words that he loves me and I’m not to be upset about anything he says about me or that happens to me today.

‘But then there is the dark side of her, the one that only I ... and now you know about, the one you see chained before you now. This is the one who is the lowest sort of gutter trash who will suck off a homeless man in an alley if I tell her to. The one who is nothing but a whore and a slut, that has a deep need to be beaten, degraded, humiliated and defiled at the hands of her Masters. I call this one ... Eve, after a character in a film I saw once.

‘The woman you got to play with in Germany was Eve. You mistreated her and it brought out the Eve in her. That is who you see here today hanging on a chain. You touched something inside her that up ‘til now I’ve been the only one that has managed to do so. But I’m not always available when Eve is screaming to be let out, I have business interests that keep me away sometimes. I have other women to fuck and other slaves to command. I want someone to handle Eve when she wants to come out to play if I’m not available.

‘So we thought of you.’

‘I’m flattered naturally, but wouldn’t the Whip Master be a better match to punish her?’

‘Not according to Eve. Besides, he’s gay and for a truly satisfying session there must be lots of rough sex and hard fucking and that rules him out. Are you interested or not?’

‘Certainly I’m interested, who wouldn’t be. But what are these ‘terms and conditions’ you referred to?’

‘First, no one outside this household must know of this arrangement. We will respect your privacy as we expect you to respect ours.’

‘Agreed.’

‘Very well, my conditions are ... I haven’t seen you in action yet, remember, so until I get to know how you work better, all sessions will take place in this house. I will be present for all sessions ... I like to watch ... or I will be watching the play on the monitor as all meetings will be on camera. I have a duty of care for my slaves you understand. In time if all goes well, I’ll allow you two to have private sessions, here or at Kingswood.

‘Next, there will only be occasional get togethers instigated by us. It will only happen because I order it to happen or Eve requests it. You cannot demand a session.

‘Being party to this arrangement does not give you any special privileges over Eve. Outside this room you will treat her as you normally would and obey her orders at Kingswood. If you see her around with other men, you have no right to be jealous or tell her to stop seeing them.

‘Any problems with those conditions?’

‘No, everything’s fine,’ replied Viktor.

‘Next thing is that I have hard and fast rules. You break any of them and you’re out, gone. Understood?’

‘Let’s hear them.’

‘You will use a safe word, no matter how much Eve asks you not to.

‘Neither of you will partake of alcohol or drugs before or during a session. Afterwards when you are just doing the sex part, it’s okay then.

‘There will be no scarring, tattooing, cutting or body modifications to Eve, even if she asks you to, without my specific approval.

‘No breath play, choking or hanging by the neck.

‘No making her bleed.’ Master put his finger out and placed it on Viktor’s chest. ‘If you make her bleed ... I will make you bleed. Is that clear?’

I watch fascinated as Viktor takes his time answering. Master and Viktor stared at each other – Alpha male versus Alpha male, neither willing to give in to the other. Finally though, Viktor realised that the Alpha male with the bigger chequebook would have to win. And if he wanted to get his hands on me he would have to agree.

‘Yes, Herr Gilchrist, perfectly clear.’

Master notices that I am watching them, so he turns round and gives me an almighty slap on the arse. ‘Eyes front, bitch.’

‘Yes, Master.’

‘What do you want her to call you? You can make her say anything, my lord, your highness.’

‘I think Master Viktor would be nice.’

‘Very well, Master Viktor it is.

Master Roger takes the remote for Indira’s bleeper out of his pocket and presses a button. A few minutes later there’s a knock at the door, he opens it and Indy comes in carrying a tray. ‘Just set it on the table there, thank you.’ She puts down the tray and glances in my direction. Neither of us are fazed as we’ve both seen each other naked and strung up, ready for a whipping many times before. 

‘The cold buffet is ready for you in the kitchen and there is more food in the fridge if you need it, Sahib,’ she tells him.

‘Thank you Indira. Now you and Nicky are to go over to Chloe’s and spend the night there, as we agreed, okay?’

She clocks Viktor and says, ‘Sahib, being as there are two of you Masters, if you need another girl to even up the numbers, I’d be happy to stay,’ she says, almost hopefully.

‘No, that’s okay, Indy, but thanks for offering. If I change my mind I’ll phone you at Chloe’s. Now run along.’

‘Yes, Sahib.’ She gives a quick  curtsy and heads out.

Viktor and I look at the tray on the table. There’s some small pastries, Master’s cigars and an ashtray but also a bottle of wine and a glass.

‘I thought you said that there was no drinking before a during a torture session?’ asks Viktor.

‘Oh, it’s okay, I’m not going to be torturing her, you are. I’m just going to watch and enjoy, hence the wine. I’ll probably join in on the fucking later, though. Have at her my man.’

~~~
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Needless to say, the afternoon was hellish, Viktor really puts me through it. I thought it was bad in Germany but he had to be restrained in what he did to me. Here he has been given carte blanche to do what he likes to me. But Master was always there to make sure he didn’t go too far. It’s like dancing with the Devil but there is an Angel with a machine gun watching to make sure I survive.

Still, it’s no worse than I have had done to me before, by Master and the trainers in the Dungeons when I qualified as a Red Tag slave. Let’s face it, I’m only getting the treatment I deserve as a low-life, pain slut, piece of gutter trash, whose only purpose in life is to suffer for the amusement of her betters.

...

(And I love it.)

...

Viktor keeps me chained to the hoist, via the leg spreader my wrists are attached to. He raises and lowers me according to what he is doing to me. Raising my head up to his head height when he wants to kiss me. Dangling me feet from the floor as he uses a variety of whips and floggers on me. Raising me high so my crotch is level with his head as he eats my pussy, with my legs slung over his shoulders. Lowering me to my knees when he wants his cock sucked, or dropping me to all fours or flat on the floor when he wants to fuck me.

The Fun room is used quite often so we keep a fridge in there full of bottles of water and fruit juice. Viktor gets a bottle of water and takes a drink and then mercifully pours some into my mouth. Then he deliberately pours the rest of the ice cold water over my naked body. It’s a shock at first but then I find it soothing on those places where he poured molten wax on me.

When I’m good and wet (and freezing) Master offers him the Violet Wand and Viktor then proceeds to zap me with electrical shocks in all of my sensitive places, nipples, clit, arsehole and so on.

When he needs to take a break, he clamps my nipples and pussy lips with heavy weights and then raises the hoist, so I am left dangling there in pain, until he is ready to start again.

Every time I cry out in pain, I glance over to Master to see how he is enjoying it or if he is concerned, but each time I just see his usual reactions, as he sips his wine and smokes his cigar – a deadpan expression or a slight lift of one side of his mouth in a “half grin” as if he is thinking, ‘I’m going to watch you suffer girly, and I’m going to enjoy it.’

That’s why I love him so deeply, a warm caring man ... with a sadistic streak a mile wide. “The iron fist in the velvet glove.” And that fist is resting on the back of my neck, dominating me, controlling me ... and protecting me.

Master asks Viktor to finish off in my mouth each time as he wants a go at me later and he doesn’t want “sticky seconds”, so Viktor obliges. I don’t mind this (I love the taste of a man’s spunk) and it also means that Master comes over as Viktor is resting and gives me a good fucking too. In fact, after he has finished and I’ve swallowed him down, Viktor is ready for another go at me, so I have the pleasure of both of them doing me at the same time.

They take me one at a time and then they spit roast me as an encore. When they are done, I just lay on the floor, totally spent unable to move. Master calls it a day and they release me from my bonds and they carry me to the bed and cover me with the duvet.

Viktor takes a shower and then Master shows him out. I stay in the bed and wait for him to return. I’ve arranged with Chloe that I won’t be coming home tonight as Master wants me to stay over as it was a harrowing, exhausting experience and he wants to make sure I’m all right.

He spends the rest of the day with me in the Fun room, Indira brings us food and we eat in bed and then he takes me up to sleep in his room with him that night.

I’m used and worn out like an old dish rag but I couldn’t be happier, sleeping in Master’s bed.
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RUN AND HIDE
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I have Nicky and Victoria Rose standing in front on my office desk at Kingswood as I inspect them. They are both in the ‘Stand Easy’ position. It’s practically the same as the ‘Stand at Ease’ position which requires them to stand, feet apart, hands clasped behind their backs, but in a rigid, stiff attitude, almost at Attention. Stand Easy allows them to adopt the same position but in a relaxed stance, useful for when soldiers are on parade for any length of time, it allows them to relax between movements.

Victoria has dropped by to arrange some time when she can come to Kingswood for more training in serving Master Roger and I as our slave. Unlike Nicky who we can take away from Reception any time we like to be our plaything, Victoria has to book leave in advance and arrange cover with the rest of the Duke’s security team, if we require her for more than the odd weekend.

Nicky is dressed in her Receptionist’s outfit but Victoria is in her normal attire, a smart business suit. We’ve arranged dates, she’s available, she wants to come for a whole week, but first I want to explain to her what she will have to do when she comes.

‘Sarge,’ I call her. We call her that to diminish her before us as she only made sergeant when she was in the army, whereas Master Roger made captain, so we play on that humiliate her. (It’s not just being mean, it’s all part of the conditioning, you see.) ‘When you come to us this time I want to play some of the games with you and Nicky that Kingswood is famous for.’

‘What do you mean, Mistress?’

I should explain, the Sarge (Victoria) is a hard-nosed, tough bitch, high up in the Society security world. She even leads a protection team looking after a member of royalty. So the thought that she has to kow-tow to another woman and call her ‘Mistress’ must be particularly galling for her, which is why we do it – and probably why she loves it.

I’ve explained to you before about the fact that some folk of high rank or positions of power sometimes like to be brought down to everyone else’s level, and to be ‘bossed about’ as it gives them a sense of relief from responsibility for a short while. To some like the Duke of XXXXX and Victoria, it actually gives them a sexual thrill being dominated, and if that’s the case, I’m happy to oblige, for I know better than anyone the absolute joy of being owned and controlled by someone else, my Master. Over time he has taught me to play both sides of the field and now I find myself dishing it out to others who are drawn to him or me and seek dominance.

‘I’ll give you a brochure to read, I’ve explained all this before, but as it has been a while I’ll go over the basics again. We do events or situations, whatever you want to call them, where players, young female players that is, get hunted through the woods after they put up a bond. If they’re not caught, then they get their bond back and a pay out from Kingswood.

‘If they get caught, then they are taken to a camp in our woods and interrogated for 24 hours to find out a random codeword we have given them. If they crack then they lose their bond, if they don’t, they get a pay out from us. Officially we call that “Escape and Evasion” but I prefer to call it “Run and Hide” for short. Of course you won’t have to do the E & E bit of the game, we’ll just take you both straight to the interrogation phase.’

‘What happens during the interrogation?’ Victoria asks.

‘The usual ... there are three guards, one of them’s another Sarge, so you’ll have someone you can connect with. The three of them get to whip you, abuse you, fuck you ...whatever takes their fancy. However, this time I shall be there to join in the fun. So the two of you will have the four of us working on you both. Won’t that be fun?’

‘I ... I don’t know Mistress,’ she replied. ‘I’m not sure. I don’t think I’d like it.’

‘Nonsense, it’ll be fun, won’t it Nicky? Nicky’s been through it a couple of times now. You enjoyed it, didn’t you, Nicky?’

‘Well, not really, Mistress, but I understand the necessity of it as part of my slave training.’

I give her a stern look and she blushes and looks away. That is not the answer I want her to give when I’m trying to persuade Victoria to submit to it.

‘What’s the problem, Sarge? I thought you’d be used to hunting or being hunted through the woods. Isn’t that how they train you in the army?’

‘Yes, Mistress, it’s not that ... it’s being handled and abused by those men. You know I prefer women and Captain Roger is the only man that I freely submit to sexually. I’m happy for you or him to treat me that way, but I’m not sure I want to go through it with other men.’

I stand in front of them and give them the “Evil Stare”. Victoria is looking at the floor and Nicky has discovered something interesting to look at on the chandelier.

‘Oh dear oh dear, ladies. I sense some dissension in the ranks. Right, that does it,’ I say harshly. ‘Pull your knickers down to your knees and lift your skirts above your waists, and be quick about it!’ I get a strap out of the desk drawer.

‘Hands in front ... NOW.’ I walk behind them and give both a couple of whacks with the strap across their bare arses. ‘Argue with me will you, well we’ll see about that!’ I give them another couple of whacks. Then I stand in front of them so they can see me.

‘First of all, nobody in House Gilchrist is ever forced to do anything they don’t want to. That’s the Cardinal rule. Nicky, perhaps you would explain the rest of that rule to the Sarge.’

‘Yes, Mistress. If any slave ever reaches a point where they do not wish to participate in whatever is planned for them, then that slave is perfectly free to walk away and no one will stop them. However, they will never be allowed back in the group again. They will be dead to House Gilchrist.

‘If they decide to stay and obey instructions, then it is taken as tacit acceptance of their willingness to accept anything their dominant wants to do to them.’

I tell Victoria, ‘So the short version is you join in or you leave. It’s up to you ... freedom of choice.’ I like playing with Victoria, she’s such a hard-nosed bitch, it gives me great pleasure to dominate her, so I decide to give her a chance. ‘I tell you what, I’ll do you a favour ... I’ll give you a few moments to make your mind up.’

I stand between them, facing across the room whereas they are looking in the opposite direction, towards the desk. I put the strap between Nicky’s teeth and tell her to hold it for me. Of course she has the same choice as Victoria does about how we treat her, say no and leave us, but as Nicky is our house slave and is living very comfortably in Master’s house, it’s extremely unlikely she will refuse to play.

I tell Victoria to open her mouth and I place the index and middle fingers of both my hands in her mouth and tell her to make them wet. Once they are good and covered in her spit, I pull them out and proceed to rub my hands on their pussies, sliding my wet fingers along their waiting slits.

We stand there in silence as I masturbate them. Occasionally one of them will try to speak, but I tell them to be quiet as I want them to have no distractions, and have nothing to concentrate on but their ever wetter slits as I manipulate them.

‘Show me your tits!’ I command they hurriedly unbutton their blouses. Nicky of course isn’t wearing a bra and Victoria isn’t able to reach round and unhook hers so she simply pulls it up over her breasts. ‘Play with them,’ and they pinch and tease their nipples and play with them. I occasionally lean across and give them a helping suck, but I don’t want to lose my rhythm on their pussies.

I’m fingers deep into them by now, alternating between deep probing inside them and taking their clit covering between finger and thumb and rubbing it. Again they try to speak but I ‘Hush’ them, so the only sound in the room is the sound of the grandfather clock ticking and the noise of their laboured breathing as they become more aroused and I feel the occasional tremble run through their bodies.

They both find it arousing I can tell, being made to stand there in silence, semi-naked as they are being molested in front of the other girl. I soon hear the whimpers and groans start to creep unbidden out of their mouths. This is the moment I’ve been waiting for.

‘Have you made your mind up yet?’ I ask Victoria.

‘I’m not pleased with the idea.’

‘Ah well, I guess that’s the end of our relationship then. The captain and I will miss you but it’s your choice. Close the door on your way out, would you, there’s a good girl.’ I take my hand off her pussy and turn to Nicky.

‘No wait,’ she cries, grabbing my wrist. ‘Don’t, don’t stop, don’t make me leave ... I need ... I need this.’

‘Need what exactly?’

‘I need this.’

‘What, just a hand on your pussy? A hand job? You can get that anywhere. I’ll give you the phone numbers of some women that would be happy to do that for you.’ I turn back to Nicky.

‘No, please don’t ... I need ... I need ...’

‘Yes? Say it Sarge.’

‘I NEED YOU AND THE CAPTAIN. My life is incomplete without your hand guiding me, controlling me. Without that I’m nothing!’

And despite the requirement to stay dispassionate and aloof when you are dominating someone, my heart goes out to her. I felt the same in the early days with Master Roger, when my insecurities made me always feel I wasn’t good enough for him and he would get rid of me. I said the same thing to him and God be thanked he came to feel the same about me. Now I am an important part of his life, and I realise that I am now an important part of Victoria’s.

I give her a long passionate kiss on the lips and thank her for being honest. I feel we’ve had some sort of breakthrough, like I’m her therapist or something.

I put my hand back on her pussy and tell her that she will only leave if she wants to, I won’t send her away. ‘I’ll do your Run and Hide if that’s what you want, Mistress, I’ll do anything you want.’

‘Good girl.’ I kiss her again. ‘Now I’m going to get a cup of coffee and take it outside while I smoke a cigar. You two will go up to my suite, strip off and wait for me, but don’t touch each other, and then you can both work on me when I arrive.’ I want to keep them in state of sexual arousal for a while longer. It will make it so much more satisfying for them when I let them come. Delayed gratification they call it.

I grab one of Master’s cigars and light it then head outside, stopping to grab a coffee from the restaurant on the way. I sit on the veranda of the Lodge trying unsuccessfully to blow smoke rings the way Master does, thinking about what just happened. I’m truly feeling Masterful as I have finally broken Sarge. She played along as my slave up to now professing her submission, but I think she was just playing the game as it was the sex and domination sessions that attracted her. Today I finally got her to admit she needed me and Master. I can’t wait to tell him that she is really ours now. Nicole didn’t need training as she was a fully trained slave when she came to us, but Victoria needed her will breaking. Now that is done, we can build her up into the slave we would like her to be.

~~~
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The day has come for Nicky’s and Victoria’s Escape and Evasion training. We have a Sarge on the E & E staff so to avoid confusion I shall refer to Victoria Rose as Victoria and not Sarge. As I said, I won’t bother with the Run and Hide part, I’ll just drop them right into the interrogation phase. Nicky has done it before a couple of time (not as many as me though) but I don’t want Victoria freaking out by being the only one being grilled, so I have Nicky along for moral support.

I meet them in front of the Lodge where I give them their envelopes with their code words in. Nicky’s is OCTAGONAL and Victoria’s is CATHEDRAL. I give them a moment to memorise them then take the envelopes away. Once that is done, I make them walk behind me as I drive the golf cart to the E&E camp site.

I introduce them to the Sarge who is in charge, and his two corporals. They immediately grab the girls and strip them. First order of the day is tie the girls to the trees, each dangling from a sturdy branch and just let them hang, the breeze blowing over them. I can see their nipples go hard but believe me, they will be grateful for that cooling breeze once the fun and games start. I speak from experience.

The four of us have coffee while we walk around the victims, studying them and making disparaging remarks. (The aim is to break them and if we can do it with a few unkind words before we get to the rough stuff, so much the better.) I take a lesson from the Long Susan sessions, and tell Victoria she is tubby and the guys should call her ‘Piggy’. (She’s not, actually she’s quite trim and tight, but not as much as me as I have the opportunity to spend a long time training, whereas she has to work for a living. Still it’s all designed to demoralise them.)

We give them one last chance to give up the code words but they refuse, so we go to work on them. I am the first one to take a whip to Victoria, as it’s important that her Mistress punishes her first. That way it looks as if I am punishing her until I get tired or bored and then I hand her over to someone else to finish her off. And I make a point of starting on her front so she can see me do it. I’m quite harsh with her and she soon starts to moan, but as the camp site is deep in the woods and well away from any of the cabins, there’s no fear of disturbing our guests.

One of the corporals is working on Nicky as I take Victoria to task. Nicky in her style, which I’ve come to understand, takes it all in her stride. She enjoys the discipline, but she’s never dramatic about it, she just plods on with any task she is given, or any punishment she is receiving as if it is just another annoyance in her day, something to be endured but not be too bothered about. I’ve heard her moan but I’ve never heard her scream, maybe today.

I move round to the back of Victoria and whip her until she’s red, nothing serious. I give them the nod and they lower her from the tree until she is kneeling and then she is made to suck cock. Nicky has been lowered until she is on all fours and one of them is now fucking her from behind.

I am wearing a loose, short skirt today precisely so I can do this. I motion the corporal who is fucking Victoria’s mouth away, and I approach her, lifting my skirt and telling her to eat my pussy. After a time, I give the lads a nod and they drag Victoria away and tie her to the tree but this time with her arms pulled up behind her back, so she is bent forward, and to make things difficult for her, tie one leg to the trunk so she is only standing on one leg.

In this position, with her head facing down, she is fixed in position so she cannot move as each of them take it in turn to fuck her mouth. Nicky meanwhile is taken to the hoop, which is a hoop on a pole stuck in the ground in which the victim is placed with their neck in the hoop, as they are in a kneeling position. This allows one after the other to fuck her from behind, doggy fashion.

This goes on for a while and I can see that one of the corporals is about to shoot his load into Victoria’s mouth, so I go over and hold her head so she can’t come off his cock, and consequently has to swallow it down or choke.

We give them a break for a while and then Nicky is strung upside down by her ankles from a branch and swung backwards and forwards, one of the men hitting her with a strap each time she swings past him. Victoria is released from the tree and strapped into position, standing at the edge of a table, but her upper body face down on the table arms outstretched. The Sarge is lightly caning her backside. I bring one of those dildos on a pole out and after greasing it up hand it to the Sarge and he proceeds to start poking it into her pussy and then her arse. He gives her a good going with that and then I urge him to fuck her in both her holes as I wander over to see how Nicky is getting on.

Nicky has been hung at the right height to give blowjobs as she is suspended, and the two corporals have been taking full advantage of that. I send one of them to take over from the Sarge when he gets tired. I tease Nicky by grabbing her nipples and swinging her back and forwards by them. Then I give her pussy a good fingering. ‘What have you got lined up next for her?’ I ask.

‘Though I’d put her on the fucking machine,’ he replies, indicating the device. It’s a simple contraption, it’s just a pole with a greased dildo attached, on a revolving pulley wheel which just goes backwards and forwards. The victim is strapped into position on their hands and knees and moved forward or back until the dildo penetrates them and when the machine is switched on, it just goes IN and OUT of the poor girls holes, pussy or arse. That on its own is not that bad, but when you have someone standing over you, monotonously whipping you with a cat o’ nine tails, demanding you tell him your code word, it can be quite stressful.

‘Do it,’ I say, ‘but make it a double.’ Which means strap another dildo to the pole so Nicky will be penetrated in both holes at the same time. Double trouble.

I go over to the camp table and sit and light a cigar and watch the proceedings. The Sarge looks at me questioningly, pointing at Victoria. I give him the nod and he and the corporal both fuck her to completion, then they pull out, leaving her pussy dripping cum down her legs.

Twenty minutes or so later we take a break. Both girls are asked if they want to give in and surrender the code words but neither do. Nicky just plods on like an old donkey, she’ll stay until I tell her to quit, I know I can take a lot of pain but it excites me and spurs me on to seek more mistreatment, causing frequent orgasms, Nicky however just soaks it up like a sponge and always leaves it to whoever is punishing her to decide when to stop. No wonder she looked at videos of me being tortured in the Dungeons and wanted that for herself.

Victoria I think, wants to quit but at the same time she doesn’t want to disappoint me. If she does quit she’ll lose my respect or some bollocks like that.

‘Okay, put them in the cages and we’ll have some lunch,’ I order. Both girls are released from their restraints and put in cages where they have to kneel as there is not enough room to stand. After the guys and I have eaten, we feed the girls by hand through the bars of the cage. I feed Victoria but I don’t hand her the food, I make her open her mouth and I either place the morsel of food in her mouth or let her bite it off. Same as with the water, she opens her mouth and I put the bottle in her mouth and let her suck on it. Which gives me an idea.

I unbutton my shirt (no bra of course) and poke my boobs one at a time through the bars and let her suck on them for a time, switching backwards and forwards. I order the men to release the girls and strap Victoria to a table bent backwards, her legs dangling. I suspect she hasn’t orgasmed yet from being man-fucked, she doesn’t like it (which is why I make her do it from time to time, especially with Bruce. I just love seeing his big cock sliding in and out of her) and I play with her spunk soaked pussy until she comes. I kiss her long and hard as she screams her orgasm into my mouth. Once she has come down to earth again, I beckon one of the guys to fuck her again, telling them to do her in the arse.

Nicky meanwhile is being ridden by the other two guys. One in each end of her. On her hands and knees in the mud and filth as she gets spit roasted. It’s fun to watch.

Victoria is untied from the table and spunk still running down her legs, is tied hands and feet together and hung from the tree branch like a Mexican Piñata, and they swing her back and forth, laughing. I let this go on for a time and then I walk over to her.’

‘Do you want to carry on? All you have to do is give the code word and it will stop,’ I remind her.

‘Do you want me to carry on? If you want me to I will.’

‘No code word then?’

‘If I give in then you might no longer consider me worthy of you, and that’s the last thing I want to happen.’

‘My opinion of you means that much to you?’

‘Yes, Mistress.’

‘And you will do as you are told from now on? Obey me and the captain?’

‘You’re my Mistress ... and I’ll never argue with you again. I will obey.’

Something stirs in my chest when she says that. I kiss her long and hard on the lips, then I call the guys over to let her down. ‘Very well then, let’s get you home. Right everyone, she gave me the code word and the game is over. I’m calling a halt. Bring me a long leash will you?’

I turn to Victoria and say, ‘I’m going to lead you back to the Lodge, naked and on a leash to show everyone ... especially you ... that you now belong to me and I am your Mistress. Understand?’

Victoria meekly replies, ‘Whatever you say, Mistress. I will obey.’

They fit her with the leash then handcuff her hands behind her back. I take the leash in hand and say to the men, ‘Well done, guys, you can expect a bonus in your pay packets this month. In the meantime, can one of you drive Nicky back to the Lodge for me?’

Nicky clears her throat and coyly asks, ‘Do you mind if I stay for a bit, Mistress? I don’t think the guys have quite finished with me yet.’

‘Dirty whore,’ I call her, while privately thinking, “That’s my girl”. ‘Well I suppose I’d better, you’ll only moan if I take you back now. No sense going off half-cocked as the old joke goes. See to her lads.’

‘Thank you, Mistress,’ she replies.

I set off with Victoria tailing behind me. I take the long way back that takes me past most of the cabins. It’s not that unusual a sight at Kingswood, pony girls ride past frequently, nude slaves are often paraded around the site by their Masters. Some people ignore us, others stare out of curiosity, not shock. It must be humiliating for her to be seen and shamed like this (I can almost feel the heat of her shame radiating off her) but that is the point of the exercise, to once again establish my supremacy over her.

I lead her into the Lodge and she has to stand there, naked, sweaty and covered in mud while I get my key from Reception. Somebody even walks into the lift with us and she turns to face the wall but I turn her round so they can see her face and know that she is my slave.

Once we get to my room however, I drop the Mistress act and I run a bath for her and bathe her scratches and scrapes, as I sponge her down in the warm, soapy water. Then I put her in my bed, climb in next to her and let her fall asleep, cuddled in my arms. Just as she is about to drop off, she mutters, ‘Cathedral ... I surrender.’ Then she’s gone.

Carrot and stick, Master taught me, carrot and stick.
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LINE OF SUCCESSION
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Master Roger, Todd from Bluebird Films and I are sitting in my office at Kingswood. Out of deference I let Master sit behind my desk when he is on site. Todd is filling us in on the latest plans he’s heard from Luiz de Souza, the Brazilian billionaire who is funding the American porn studio merging with Bluebird Films.

He simply looked around for a successful ‘Adult’ movie studio (that wasn’t run by the Mob) and bought them out for a large sum of money (“made them an offer they couldn’t refuse,” you might say). To stamp his mark on it, he renamed the American studio to Kestrel Films and the entire company “Dovecote Enterprises”, in keeping with the Avian theme.

‘Luiz has been busy lining up the right people, the stars, the directors, the crews ... and of course he wants to launch the new company with some headliners starring Brandy McPhee and other well-known faces ... well, not actually faces but you know what I mean.’ Which make us laugh. ‘And ... for the first film, he’s managed to do a deal with another studio to borrow one of their stars, Charity Cross ... I believe you know her.’

‘We’ve met,’ I respond coyly. (By met, I mean I had a threesome with her and Luiz. Master was jealous because he wanted to, but I sent him photos of the two of us ‘lezzing it up’ to compensate.)

‘These are the dates he has lined up for the first films and if you both approve, he’ll send his jet for you and take you over there. You can stay at his house in Beverly Hills while you’re there, except for those days when we’re location shooting. He’ll be there when you first arrive but he can’t be there for the whole of your stay, so you will have the run of the place in his absence. He says he trusts you not to steal the cutlery.’

‘What about you?’ asks Master. ‘You said you’d be out there too, directing the first few movies.’

‘That’s right, as it’s the first time shooting in America for K, Luiz thought it would be best if she had a director she knew and trusted. I drew the short straw and Alan will stay behind and keep Bluebird ticking over. Me and the missus will fly out earlier as I want to go over the shooting script, locations and so on, so I can hit the ground running when we start filming.’

‘Do you think he’ll mind if I bring Chloe and Devon along?’ I ask.

‘You are Brandy McPhee and he may be your biggest fan, so I think it’s safe to assume that he’d let you bring your granny along if you wanted to,’ Master assures me.

‘Fair enough but I’d better let him know, that’s all.’

‘Call him tonight,’ Master says.

‘So when shall I ask him to send his jet for you?’ asks Todd.

‘I’ll check your dates and let you know,’ replied Master. ‘Besides, I think it will just be K, Chloe and Devon, Nicky and I will probably fly civil airline.’

I look at him and Todd asks, ‘Why?’

‘I have my reasons. I need to discuss them with K, so if we’re done can you give us some privacy so we can go over them?’

‘Sure,’ says Todd, laying the folder with the details, on the desk. ‘Give me a call at Bluebird when you have your plans laid out and I’ll order the jet.’ He goes off, back to the studios.

‘Are you not coming to America, Master? You know it won’t be the same without you there.’

‘Oh, I’m coming, I’ll just be arriving separately.’

I say nothing but my gut tightens in apprehension.

‘K ... as you know, I love you more than anyone in the entire world ... except baby Devon. I’m going to say some things that might offend you at first but just understand I am talking about Devon’s future and the future of “House Gilchrist”, as you so charmingly call it. So please, hear me out before you get upset. Trust me.’

I nod and my gut relaxes slightly, as if he is going to talk about Devon, then maybe it doesn’t mean anything bad for me and my relationship with him.

‘First of all, did you know that back in the day when Queen Elizabeth had four small children, she and the heir, Prince Charles, never travelled together, even if they were going to the same place. They always took different vehicles in case of an accident occurring, so they wouldn’t lose the ruler and the heir in one go.

‘Prince Philip would travel separately with Prince Charles in his care. The other kids could travel with the Philip or the queen, as they weren’t so important to the line of succession. Lots of important families do the same.

‘I’ve been thinking about that a lot lately with regards to our household and I’ve reached some conclusions. The facts are ... I am Devon’s biological father. Chloe is her biological mother. You however, have no legal claim over her, so technically you’re an outsider. Despite the fact that you are “married” to Chloe, that is only a sham marriage which all of your family and friends choose to accept as real, when it has no legal basis.

‘If Chloe and I were to die tomorrow, despite Devon being my heir after you, there is no legal way that you would have a claim of guardianship over her unless you took it to the courts and fought. Worst case scenario is she is made a ward of court.

‘So ...  the decision I’ve arrived at is that Devon and I must travel separately on any journey from now on. She can travel with Chloe for obvious reasons but circumstances might dictate that she accompany you on occasion. That way if Chloe dies then I will still be around to take care of Devon, however if I die, you can then legally marry Chloe and adopt Devon.

‘So on this upcoming trip ... Chloe and Devon will take the jet, accompanied by you. Nicky and I will take civil airlines to America. Is that all clear and do you understand my reasoning?’

‘You really do think three steps ahead all the time don’t you? Boy am I glad you’re my Master.’ He smiles and gives me a wink. ‘But I think you should take the jet, Chloe and I will take civil planes.’

‘Nonsense. Taking a baby on a jet with all those other passengers getting pissed off with her crying, and you having to take all those baby bottles and nappies and so on. Forget it. The jet is coming for Brandy McPhee, not her manager. Seriously, take the jet. You will have it all to yourselves, the stewardesses with be there to assist you, and Devon can cry her head off and no one will complain.’

‘I don’t know how to thank you, that’s so kind of you.’ I can feel myself starting to get teary.

He comes around the desk and kneels next to me. ‘Hey, she’s my kid too, I want what’s best for her.’ He hands me his handkerchief.

‘You ... you are what’s best for her,’ I manage to gasp before blowing snot into his hankie.
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ANOTHER DAY IN PARADISE
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It’s several weeks later and we’re all settled in at Luiz’s mansion in Beverly Hills. As we came by private jet, one hop across the Atlantic, a quick refuel and crew change in New York, and then another flight across the country, Chloe, Devon and I got there a few days before Master and Nicky. (I think he deliberately delayed his flights so I could have a couple of days with Luiz before he arrived.) Luiz made the most of his time and banged the shit out of me for those days.

Unfortunately he has affairs to attend back in Brazil, so after draining him of all his bodily fluids to say, ‘Thank you for your generosity,’ I let him go, but not before he told his staff that we can treat the place as if it were our own and they are to serve us as if it was. The keys to the kingdom! Unfortunately for Master, Luiz took his slaves Collette and Estelle back to Brazil with him, so Master only has Nicky or I to diddle of a night time until we get out and about and he makes a few contacts.

Master, Nicky, Chloe and I all have separate bedrooms, in case we want privacy for Devon so she doesn’t disturb the house when she cries, or Master or I want to have some private nookie with anyone (which Luiz took full advantage of while he was here).

Presently, us three grown up girls (not Devon) are nude sunbathing by the pool. I have been asked to get an all-over tan for my movie roles. I like to see Chloe in the sun, she tans easily and her hair goes blonder and it makes my mouth water looking at her, (well ... not just my mouth, to be honest.) Nicky is sunbathing because Master likes to fuck tanned blondes.

Devon is at the stage where she can crawl and raise herself to a standing position if she has something to hold onto, so Chloe is keeping her within arm’s reach, but also teaching her to splash about in the pool, while she supports her. Master is sitting under an umbrella, typing his latest masterpiece on his laptop, while the house staff keep his drinks topped up.

Todd stops by. Chloe covers up as she only appears nude to family members or if she (occasionally) gets a bit drunk and ends up joining in on my sexperiences. She can be all prim and proper until she’s had a bottle or two of wine, and then she willingly does things that would make a girl guide blush. (Sigh, that’s why I love her.)

‘So, K, what do you think of the script?’ Todd asks.

I get Todd to explain when this story is supposed to taking place. I can’t tell if it is ‘way back when’ pre-historic times, or post-apocalyptic, nobody has guns, it’s all swords and bow and arrows, but as he points out, it could be either ... does it really matter and I have to agree with him.

‘There’s quite a few battles, where will we shoot those?’ I ask.

‘There are many places around LA with lush vegetation so we’ll film the outdoors non-violent scenes there, but the battle scenes will be further out where it’s more desert-like. That’s why they wanted you for the part ... one of the reasons, anyway ... you can handle a sword and fight from the back of a horse. And you can do the rough and tumble with the stunt folks.’

‘Who’s the fight arranger?’ I ask.

‘Well, that’s a stroke of luck ... Lottie! Since she’s been out here making her own way, she’s forged quite a good career, worked her way up to stunt arranger on a few films, appeared in a few too. Of course it helped being the fuck toy of Delora Shah.’

‘Who?’

‘Delora Shah ... sorry, you might know her better as the “Nubian Queen”, that big black woman, you saw her with last time we were here. When Lottie came to Hollywood she shacked up with Delora and she got her fixed up with a few gigs. To be fair, Lottie is a hard worker and she soon made her own name in the business. She was available for this film and she jumped at the chance to work with you again. It’ll be easy, you know each other and how you work, good for the film too, less training time.’

I look over at Master and he looks back at me.

Todd notices the exchange of looks. ‘Is there a problem?’ he asks. ‘I can bin her and get a replacement if you want ... after all, you’re the star.’

‘No, it’s fine, forget it, it’ll be okay,’ I tell him.

‘Okay, if you’re sure. Right, to business, we’ll be location shooting for a couple of weeks and it’s some distance so you’ll have to stay on site. Believe me it’s no place for a baby so I suggest Chloe stays here with the child.’

‘Okay then, Nicky can stay here to keep her company,’ says Master. ‘I’ll accompany K on the film shoot. And what about when we come back?’

Todd stands up and looks out over the LA landscape. ‘Err ... there it is, see that water tower out towards the airport. That’s the studio, so you can be home in time for tea each day when we finish shooting.’

‘Sounds great, when do we start?’ I don’t want to be away from Chloe and Devon longer than I have to.

‘In about a week, that should give you plenty of time to top off your tan, I’d like you nicely bronzed for all the desert scenes on horseback. Speaking of which, Nicky here is looking nice and tanned as well. Do you think I could borrow her as an extra when we’re back in the studios? She can be one of the palace guards, and even join in on the scenes where we show the royal court having an orgy. It’ll mean having sex on camera, if that’s okay with you?’ He directs the question to Master not Nicky, as he knows he will decide and she will do whatever she’s told to do.

‘Yes, why not? It might be fun and if she enjoys it who knows? We might have a another porn star in the family.’

Nicky is well trained in our ways by now, and it’s ingrained into her that she is the property of Master, so she casually looks up and says, ‘Whatever you decide, Master,’ as if he were asking her what takeaway she would like for dinner.

‘When do we get to see Charity Cross?’ asks Master. She is playing the queen in this movie and I get to play some sex scenes with her, and he has a crush on her. (And he is madly jealous that I have already had sex with her on our last visit to LA and he hasn’t.)

‘She’s not joining us on location so she won’t be filming until we’re back in the studios, but here’s her number.’ He scribbles it down on a piece of paper. ‘Give her a ring and invite her over one night, give you all a chance to get acquainted again.

‘Okay then, I should make a move, I have an appointment with the lighting cameraman this afternoon. K, could I ask you to spend the next week working out on Luiz’s gym equipment. I’d like you nice and buff for the movie, you’re a warrior who lives in the wastelands and it’s tough, so I want you all lithe and muscled.’

‘Okay, Todd. I’ll bring some weights out here and kill two birds with one stone, tan while I bulk up. That do you?’

‘K, you are a goddamned professional, that’s why I love working with you. Gotta go now, see ya!’

After he’s gone I look over at Master who is eyeing me and I can practically see what he is thinking ‘writ large’ across his forehead. ‘Nicky, as one of the palace guards you should be buff and tanned like I am. Get down there and give me some press-ups.’

She obediently does as she is told without complaint, and I drop down next to her and start doing my own press-ups – just the way Master likes me to do them – naked and sweaty, the oil on my body glistening in the sun. I guess Nicky will be keeping Chloe company tonight.
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REBEL CHIEF
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Master and I drive out to the location where we are filming. In accordance with normal film practice, we’re going to shoot all the battle and fight scenes where someone is most likely to come to harm, first. There’s no point shooting all the dialogue scenes and then have someone fall off their horse and break something on the first day of shooting the action. The whole film is ruined then – but if you shoot the risky scenes first, you can always get a replacement for the film if one of your stars is injured.

We find the spot out in the desert and the place is already established, Todd has brought his own team out to LA and they know how to run a location shoot. Air conditioned trailers for everyone and plenty of tent cover for everyone to stay in the shade unless necessary. Luiz’s film company is sparing no expense.

I say hello to all the people I know from Bluebird back in the UK, and then Todd introduces me to the local crew members, horse-wranglers, hair and makeup, costume department, and of course, the stunt team – led by Lottie!

We hug and kiss and for a moment it’s just like the old days. ‘How are you getting on out here?’ I ask her.

‘Fine, just fine ... I got back in touch with Delora, remember her from the award show after-party? And she introduced me to a few people and I eventually got some gigs as a stunt girl, then worked my way up to stunt arranger, so it all worked out for the best. I couldn’t have got this far if I’d have stayed with Bluebird.’

‘And us ... we’re good?’ I ask referring to the way we parted the last time we were in LA.

‘Yeah, we’re good. I’m shacked up with Delora and you have your Roger, so I think we both ended up where we belong.’

‘And she’s good to you, is she?’

‘Yep, she’s crazy about me and I adore her. We make a good pair.’

‘I wish you both the best for the future. It’ll be good to work with you again, at least I know I’ll be in safe hands.’

‘Todd wants us to have some sex scenes together. You okay with that?’

‘Okay and up for it. That’s what I meant by “being in safe hands”.’

Lottie laughs and slaps me lightly on the bum. ‘I’ll see you later, Todd wants to have a round table on the action scenes.’ She walks away still laughing. I’m glad we’ll be cool about things, given the way we parted.

~~~
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The location shoot goes smoothly, every day I’m dressed in my animal skin bikini briefs and boots, and the makeup girls spray-paint some body tattoos on me, then smother me in sun tan oil so I shine in the sun, as I ride around (topless of course) along with my band of warriors, male and female, all stripped to the waist.

It’s a simple plot. Queen Mariana (played by Charity Cross) leads a town of several thousand people in the wastelands. Every week she trades with other towns for food and goods, which are supplied on caravans of wagons. I am the Rebel Chief, Arkaya, who leads a band of brigands that attack these caravans, and steal the food and trade goods. To some we are just outlaws, but to others we are rebels against the oppressive rule of Queen Mariana. (Potayto – potahto.)

We kill all the traders, steal the goods and take the warriors guarding them prisoners, so there are plenty of battles on horseback, followed by hand-to-hand fighting. Then we take the prisoners back to our hide-out in the hills, where we have sex with them before we kill them all. (Well, you’ve got to do something on a Saturday night, haven’t you?) Cue lots of scenes with me and others having sex with tied up prisoners. Well it is a porn movie! These are filmed at another location where there is lush vegetation around a waterfall and lake. It’s at this location that our rebel camp is situated.

There are lots of scenes where the female members of the rebels and I bathe naked in the lake. If we don’t have any prisoners to fuck, we laze around having sex with each other. Apparently I’m very popular with the Lesbian community, so they like to have a lot of me ‘rug munching’ in my movies.

If we have caught ourselves some prisoners, male or female, we tie them naked to the trees and have our way with them. Then we keep them as sex slaves until it’s time for our next raid, at which point we kill them as we will get ‘fresh meat’ on our upcoming raid.

Infuriated by all the raiding, Queen Mariana orders the chief of her guards (Lottie) to hunt me down and capture me alive. Many fights take place but we always manage to win or escape them. Eventually they find our hide-out and most of my band of thieves are raped and slaughtered, although some get away. But not me, I am captured. Lottie has me brought to her tent and tied up, where she roughly interrogates me to find the others by giving me a good whipping. Along the way, she takes her sexual pleasure with me.

This is one of the reasons why Bluebird films, and especially MY films are so popular. Very little is faked, except fight scenes, heavy torture and murders obviously, but when I get whipped in a movie, I get whipped for real, when I get fucked and then have to swallow down the contents of some guy’s balls, it’s for real, any sounds I make or orgasms I have ... are for real.

So Lottie really takes a whip to me and makes me suffer, before she eats my pussy and then I have to eat hers. She keeps me chained up in her tent for days, while she searches for the rest of my band of outlaws, each night having her fun with me. Some nights that consists of letting her men use me, while she drinks wine and watches. I am tied down and gang banged, roughly.

Unable to find the rest of my outlaws, she eventually gives up and returns to the queen. I have to walk behind her horse, naked and on a leash, hands bound behind my back, as she returns to the town, triumphant. Her foe captured and humiliated, and the rebellion broken.

Master is there to comfort me every night and rub soothing cream on my tanned body. There is something deliciously, exquisitely painful about being whipped on a sun-burnt back. It almost makes me come on its own, without any sexual involvement, and I say to Master he must add it to the list of bad things I’d like him to do to me. (I’m still trying to get him to whip me with nettles, but he refuses as he’s afraid of getting stung.)

So the shoot ends successfully and we all pack up and head back to LA.
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SLAVE OF THE QUEEN
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Back in LA, the cast and crew are given a week off to rest and recover, while we wait for the finishing touches to be put to the sets in the studios. So I take the opportunity to ring Charity Cross on the phone. ‘Could you tell Charity Cross that Brandy McPhee would like to speak to her, please?’

There’s a long pause and then the someone comes back on the phone. ‘Brandy?’

‘Hi Brenda, it’s K.’ (Charity Cross is just her porn actress name as Brandy McPhee is mine. Last time I was here we had a sexual encounter and she revealed to me that she was really Brenda Maloney, from the ‘old country’. So I told her mine was really K.)

‘Oh, K, lovely to hear from you. I’m so glad that we’ll be working together.’

‘Me too. I guess Luiz came through like he promised and found a film for both of us to work on. Listen, if you’re free before we start filming, why don’t you come over to Luiz’s place and we can get ... reacquainted ... if you know what I mean?’

‘That sounds really nice. I kept my week free as I was hoping you’d ask. I’ll come over later tonight ... and I’ll bring a toothbrush.’

‘That’s great, but look, I’d like to ask you for a favour. My husband is such a big fan of yours. Ever since you and I slept together, he watches your movies all the time. I reckon he’s jealous that I’ve had you and he hasn’t, we’re quite competitive you know. So I was wondering if you could see your way free to sleeping with him as well ... I know you prefer women but after all you sleep with men in your movies. And I’ll be there of course.’

‘And I thought that you wanted me, instead you want to give me to your husband?’

‘No, quite the opposite. I’m not giving you to him, I’m giving him to you. If you thought Luiz was good, wait until Roger has bedded you. He can not only make your toes curl, he makes my hair curl as well, costs me a fortune in straighteners. Why do you think I became his slave? I promise you won’t regret it.’

‘But we’ll still have some private time together, won’t we?’

‘I guarantee it, we all have separate bedrooms so it won’t be an issue. We’ll just fade away while everyone is sunbathing or watching TV and have our fun. You can stay if you like, so bring some spare panties.’

‘I’ll definitely bring my toothbrush then. And maybe a few other things that buzz when you turn them on?’

‘Bring what you like. My pussy is yours and you can put whatever you fancy in it.’

I hear her catch her breath and then she responds in a throaty voice, ‘Exactly how kinky are you, you dirty little minx?’

‘Come and find out,’ I say and hang up the phone before she can answer.
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Brenda comes over to Luiz’s later that day, and for appearances sake we fit her up with a bedroom but to be honest, she spends each night in mine. She meets all the family and is enchanted with Chloe and baby Devon. She insists that everyone call her Brenda and not Charity. She can’t quite believe that Chloe will calmly go to bed in her own room, while her wife (yes, I explained about our complicated arrangement) takes another woman to bed and fucks her, while her real husband, joins in.

I try to explain that Chloe is not the jealous type and the fact that we “married” and had a baby together proves how much I love her, she is just happy being part of my life, and that I will always come back to her after I’ve had one of my ‘adventures’, such as Brenda, but I don’t think she quite understands it. I’m not sure that I do some days, but Hey Ho, it is what it is.

True to her word, Brenda joins Master and I in bed and lets him fuck her repeatedly, something which she enjoys immensely, she admits later. As a treat for me I guess, she even asks him for anal sex, which he is fond of (I can vouch for that personally). I do my best to please them both, such as when he has shot his load into her, I go down on her and eat it out, and then finish her off with my tongue. Master loves to see me do that and she just loves my lapping at her clitoris, so everybody’s happy.

The first night the three of us spend the night and next morning having fun, but on subsequent nights, he slips away after ‘doing the business’, leaving us alone together. Brenda gets such a kick out of just the two of us waking up, curled up together, and then breakfasting and showering with me before we join the others and start our day. I guess it can be a pretty lonely life in Hollywood, where everyone only seems to relate to you on what they can get out of you. Poor girl doesn’t have my support system, but what can I do about it?

At the end of the week, I gushingly thank Brenda for playing along with Master and I, but she confesses that she has gotten into some Prime Hollywood pussy by sleeping with their husbands first, in the past, so it’s really no big deal. It is to Master though and he makes a point of buying her an expensive diamond necklace to show his appreciation.

Still, fun is one thing but now it’s time to go to work.
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Master, Nicky and I commute to the studios in a limo every day. It’s quite safe leaving Chloe alone with the baby, as she has Luiz’s entire household staff to support her and believe me, they dote on Devon even more than Chloe does. So no worries there. Besides, we’re only an hour away so a quick phone call and we’ll shoot home.

Nicky is coming along to be an extra in some of the orgy scenes and also as a palace guard, so sometimes she’ll be standing in the back ground holding a spear. Of course after the training and experience she has had with Master and I, she’s not in the slightest bit bothered by standing around skimpily clad or naked, and having sex with strangers in public, the same way as I’m not.

Today is my first day in a scene with Charity (I’ll call her that now as we are working and that’s her porn name. Brenda is her private name that she shares with me and my family when we’re away from the public eye.)

Lottie drags me, Arkaya, into the throne room, all dusty and battered and beaten from the trip, and throws me to the floor before Queen Mariana. Nicky is standing in the background with another couple of girls dressed in skimpy armour, as palace guards. Queen Mariana is wearing this sexy silver gown that leaves her stomach bare and her boobs barely covered, only the nipples are not on show. (I can’t help thinking that I spent the most of the week before sucking on those nipples. Still, I digress.)

‘So this is the rebel chief, Arkaya? I heard she was a mighty warrior and yet here she grovels before me like a whipped dog. Well, dog, what have you to say for yourself?’

‘Don’t count your victories too soon, Mariana. The tide can so easily turn.’

(Tide? We’re in a desert! Who writes this dialogue?)

‘That’s Queen Mariana, to you, dog.’ She squats down to look me in the face. ‘I could have you killed but I think a better ... more amusing ... torture for you would be to serve as my slave, to constantly have to do my bidding, to serve me sexually.’

‘Never, I would rather fuck the bulls in the field than have sex with you, you old hag.’ (She isn’t by the way, Charity is extremely beautiful.)

‘We shall see. Once the palace torturers have finished with you, you will gladly eat my pussy to save yourself from further torment.’ She turns to Lottie and says, ‘Take her away and break her. Bring her back to me when she is submissive and compliant.’

‘Yes, my queen,’ and Lottie drags me away to be broken in the dungeons.

Todd the director, yells, ‘CUT!’ and the action stops. We reshoot the scene from several different angles before he declares it a print, and we move onto the next scene.
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Now, as you know, movies are always shot out of sequence, all the outdoor location shots are done together, the scenes in the throne room with Charity as the queen are shot together, as are my scenes in the dungeon. So all of Charity’s scenes were shot over a period of days and then she was released from the film, while I carried on to shoot my dungeon scenes and any fight scenes in the palace that had still to be shot. But to give you a full picture of what the story of the movie actually is, I’ll tell you as it happens scene by scene, NOT in the order in which it was shot. Okay?

After my first meeting with Queen Mariana, Lottie drags me off to the dungeon and hands me over to the dungeon master to be brutally tortured. Now then, I know I may have said earlier that all my movies are real and when I get whipped in the story or fucked, I actually get whipped or fucked, and that is true. So, when they put nipple clamps on me or hang weights from my pussy lips, that actually happens. (Master claims I actually pay them extra to do things like that to me – it’s true but only occasionally.) However, when it comes to people sticking knives into me or ramming red hot pokers up my ‘jacksie’, then that is obviously faked.

So over the course of many scenes of me being mistreated, I am variously hung by my wrists or ankles from the ceiling, stretched out on the rack or strapped to a table. My brand is displayed prominently in many of the close-ups, as that is part of the attraction for my fans. In each scenario, I am whipped, suffer tit and pussy torture and then am fucked and sodomized, first by the dungeon crew, and then Lottie and the various palace guards (male and female) who have been watching my torture and are invited to take their pleasure with me. After playing with me, some of the female guards take a strap on to me. (Poor old me.) The queen often comes down to check on my progress, French kissing me and telling me how wonderful life will be as her slave.

This goes on for many days (in real life that is, not sure how many days it is in the film) until finally I break and plead for mercy, promising to serve the queen faithfully. They give me a few more days of torture just make sure I mean it, and then after washing me clean, Lottie dresses me in a skimpy outfit, just a loincloth basically, puts a collar and leash around my neck and then presents me to the queen.

I’m taken to see the queen who just happens to be indulging in an orgy in the throne room. Various nobles, soldiers and palace guards are writhing naked on the silk covered sofas around the room, Nicky is among them. Todd has already filmed all the close ups and wide shots of the fucking and sucking long before I’m brought into the scene.

Queen Mariana is sitting on her throne, kissing a beautiful girl sitting on her lap, while simultaneously pulling on the ‘todger’ of a soldier standing next to her. Lottie brings me to her and orders me to kneel before the queen.

Mariana sends the two away and asks me, ‘So dog, have you been taught you lesson? Have you been house-broken?’

To which I reply, ‘Yes, my queen. Please don’t send me back to the dungeons, I have become a good dog. I will obey you and serve you faithfully as long as you live.’

‘Very well then dog, come to me on your knees and prove it.’ With that, she pulls back her robes and opens her legs. Lottie lets go of my leash and I crawl to the queen on my hands and knees and start tonguing her pussy. After a while, she beckons to the soldier to who she was giving a hand job, to take me from behind and so he does. I, Arkaya the rebel chief, suffer the final humiliation of being fucked in front of the whole royal court, while eating the queen’s pussy. When she has orgasmed, and the soldier has finished inside me, she offers me to the court and many of them take it in turns with me, until the queen tires of the amusement and calls it a night.

My defeat and humiliation is final.
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Days go by with me serving the queen as her sex slave. I have to spend nights in her bed pleasing her, and during the day I have to follow her as she leads me round by my leash. I have to witness her having sex with many men, or she has them fuck me while she watches. She has a habit of having them come on her tits and making me lick it off, or letting them shoot their load in her and having me eat it out of her afterwards.

(I have a feeling that Todd is doing these shots at Charity’s request, as we are still in the early stages of a relationship, where we have an intense ‘crush’ on each other, and she is getting playful. I don’t mind, I like her a lot and don’t mind playing the ‘dirty whore’ for her if that what she wants, and the punters will love it.)

We have a few more orgies at the palace and then one day as Lottie is taking me to the dungeon for my weekly whipping (just to keep me in line) we hear the sound of the temple bells ringing. Lottie and the guards go the window and we can see the town is on fire. This is the sign I’ve been waiting for. My band have come to rescue me!

I grab the poker from the fire and kill Lottie, then taking her sword I kill the dungeon masters. I fight my way to the throne room where everyone is panicking. Mariana sees me with the sword and realises I’ve come to kill her.

‘You promised you would serve me!’ she screams.

‘I promised that I would serve and obey you faithfully as long as you live,’ I point out. ‘That time is up,’ before running her through with my sword.

My gang burst into the throne room. We had a standing plan that if I was ever taken prisoner, they would regroup, take time to replenish weapons and supplies, and then come and rescue me.

I cut off Mariana’s head and going out onto the balcony, half naked and splattered in her blood, I hold her head up to the crowds below and inform them that I am their new queen.

CUT! PRINT” End of movie.
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Sadly that is the only movie I make with Brenda, although she visits regularly for the rest of my stay when she or I are not busy on other movies. I’m signed up for a few more, but as I have my family here in LA with me, it’s not a strain to remain here in the sunshine.

She and I have a fling but I have to explain to her that although I think a lot of her, really the only people I can truly love are Master Roger, Chloe and Devon. She accepts that and tells me that she is lucky that she got to share my life for even a small part.

Chloe doesn’t mind me being with Brenda, she knows it’s just one of my ‘adventures’ and it won’t last. The greatest adventure for her is caring for Devon. (In fact she keeps hinting about having another one, so I should maybe ask Master to start saving up his tadpoles.)

Just for my own piece of mind though, before I invited Brenda over, I had a private chat with Chloe to see if it would bother her. I mean my adventures usually take place far away but this time it will be happening right under her nose. And what she said surprised me.

‘I’ll tell you the truth. Before I met you I was a shy, Bi-girl, too scared to go out and meet the kind of people like you, that I wanted to get to know. That’s why I’m a computer nerd, you don’t have to meet many people like that and can stay in your own little world to do your job.

‘And then one day I saw you at the gym and I was fascinated by you, so strong, so confident and so gorgeous, that I actually stepped outside my comfort zone to speak to you because I had to meet you and get to know you better. And look what we have together now, what you’ve given me. I have a “wife” who loves me, a baby that I dote on, and I’m part of a bigger family, the Gilchrist family, all the things that I thought I would never have but you gave me.

‘I don’t need the spotlight, I’m quite happy being the “stay at home mum” to Devon. I know that your adventures are just that, short breaks from your normal life, nothing more, and I get that so I don’t get jealous because they’re things that I can’t offer you but that’s okay. I know that what I do bring to the relationship is far more precious to you than any night in the sack with some Hollywood star. So go, get down and dirty with some other woman with my blessing, and then come back to where you belong ... home with me and Devon.’

Isn’t that just the greatest thing to say to someone? I’m so blessed to know her and Master.

Chloe even joins Brenda and I on some nights and the three of us have great sex, as do Master Roger and Brenda and I on other nights. It’s a great setup and it lasts until we go back to England.

But in the meantime, I make a few other movies and I’ll tell you all about them in the next chapter.
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SEX ROBOT
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As I said, I’m signed up for a few other movies besides the one with Brenda. First off is a sex comedy about a Sex Robot. A lonely inventor creates a perfect android replica of a sexy woman ... ME (Thank you, thank you, you’re too kind) to be his companion. He programs her to have sex with anyone who asks for it. I’m voice activated, and the first part of the movie is him checking out all my nooks and crannies with his fingers and various implements e.g. a speculum (well, look it up if you don’t know what one is) vibrators, love balls, nipple clamps that vibrate and so on. Testing the tensile strength of my nipples with weights, the fluidity of my pussy when stimulated, checking my conductivity by zapping me with an electric probe, and recording my responses on his monitoring equipment. Once he’s satisfied that I’m fully functional, he tests me out by ordering me to perform sex acts on him, blowjobs, etc. He dresses me up in sexy outfits and naturally, we get down to fucking.

A couple of thieves break into his laboratory one night, and I end up fucking them as I am programmed to do. Once they realise what I am, they steal me and take me back to their place, which then results in us having threesomes over the next few days. One day they leave the apartment, and inadvertently fail to close the door properly, so I wander off, looking to fulfil my programming.

I wander up and down the street, asking people if they want sex with me. Of course most send me away but a few take me up on it, so I end up in various alleys or backseats of cars blowing guys or being screwed by them. As well as eating the pussy of one very horny female.

One of the guys that I service recognises my value and sells me to a brothel. I make them so much money as I can keep going night and day, 24 hours shifts. During one particularly rumbustious threesome, I bang my head and I shut down, but at the same time it sets off my locator beacon and the scientist comes to find me. The brothel keeper thinks I am unconscious, so he takes me to hospital and dumps me at the entrance.

The doctor examining me finds my reset switch and brings me back to life. When the scientist finds me, I’m on my knees blowing the doctor. The scientist drags me out of the hospital and back to his lab. He locks me away in a cupboard after deactivating me, but after he closes the door on me, my eyes flick open and a smile comes to my face.

(Once again ... this isn’t Shakespeare you know.)

Then there are a few more realistic films. In one I’m a jewel thief but unlike my previous jewel thief movie, I’m not a cat burglar. This time I seduce my victims and then rob them. I get friendly with a man and seduce him, then wait for his wife to leave town and once I’ve fucked him at his home, I drug him, crack the safe and then skedaddle with the loot. Sometimes I don’t bother with the husband and go straight to seducing the wife. Once again, once the spouse has left town, I fuck them, drug them and rob the safe. Simple.

Another has me as a cop on the trail of an international crime boss, who has me kidnapped, then raped and tortured to find out how much I know about him. I don’t talk as I know he is going to kill me anyway, but I end up as his sex slave, in the basement of his villa. (They don’t all have happy endings you know.)

Then to keep my lipstick lesbian fans satisfied, I do a movie where a bunch of us high class wives, “ladies who lunch”, have a dinner club but it’s really a secret sex group for lesbians. So there’s plenty of ‘lunching in the downstairs restaurant’, and mucho strap on fun ensues.
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Eventually all the filming and fun in the sun comes to an end. We’re all getting a bit homesick and it’s time to go, so we all say a tearful farewell to Brenda (even Chloe has fallen for her) with promises to welcome her at Chateau Gilchrist if she ever comes to visit.

While we’re packing up shop, I have a private word with Master. Although I was whipped and tortured during some of these movies, so as not to ruin my skin for later scenes, they never really got into the ‘hard stuff’. And I admit, I’ve been missing that, it’s been a while since I had a severe session and lately ‘Eve’ has been invading my dreams and reminding me that I need to be punished and taught ‘what a filthy piece of shit, whore I really am’. I have got way too BIG here in LA, where everyone panders to me because I’m a movie star. I confess this to Master and he promises that after my return, he and Viktor will take the time to teach me that lesson, once I have settled back in again.

Master and Nicky jet off back to Britain by themselves (him and Devon mustn’t travel together, remember) but I haven’t been abandoned. We decided that Todd and his crew would come back on Luiz’s jet with us, so it only needed to make one trip, which means there is plenty of support for Chloe and I to deal with the luggage and so on. Shame if they don’t like crying babies.

Once we’re back home and all settled in for a couple of days, and I’ve checked in with Kingswood, I get a phone call from Master summoning ‘Eve’ to the Fun room at his house, where he and Viktor are going to punish me and then treat me like a Sex Robot (nice touch that). I say goodbye to Chloe and tell her not to expect to see me for the next 24 hours.



	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

THE MASTER’S BALL
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I’m in my office at Kingswood going over my schedule. I never know exactly what I’m going to do until I read the spreadsheet that Master Roger makes out for me. As he is my business manager as well as my Master, he makes all the decisions about when I am due to make movies for Bluebird Films or indeed anyone else who wants to borrow me.

And then there is anyone that Master wants to lend me out to, such as his friends or important members of The Society who have requested the pleasure of my company. I’m still looking forward to a rematch with Strawberry Shortcake. (I love it when he does that, being handed over to a complete stranger who will use me sexually – maybe harshly – always gets me wet, I find it so exciting. Yes, I know I’m a slut but so what?)

It’s been a while since I made a movie so I’m able to come to work at Kingswood in the day and go home to Chloe and the baby each night. Fortunately she doesn’t mind being a ‘stay at home mum’ and as she has lots of support from me, Indira and Nicky, it’s not like she bears all the responsibility of raising a child alone. So there’s plenty of time for us to be together – I’m lucky that she’s not the jealous type and doesn’t complain when I’m out shagging it around with others, as long as whenever it’s over I come back to her and Master Roger.

Having got the week ahead planned out in my head, as there are no outstanding issues that the manager can’t handle, I’m just trying to decide whether to take one of the waitresses up to my room for sex, or whether to go down to the stables, and let them take me for run in the woods. Of course that will involve the standard stop at a picnic site to give me a good fucking.

It’s great being the boss.

The phone rings and when I answer it, it’s Master calling. ‘Hey there, it’s Roger, do you have a minute?’

‘For you, Master, always. Please tell me that you miss me dreadfully and you want to come here and shag me ‘til my tits drop off.’

‘Sorry ... as tempting an offer as that sounds, that’s not why I rang.’

‘Spoilsport.’

‘I’ve just been sent tickets for the Master’s Ball, next month.’

‘What’s that ... a raffle?’

‘Eww, gross. No it’s a ball where the members of The Society have a dance and a bit of dinner, but they bring their slaves along and show them off, sometimes they do a bit of a swap and not everyone goes home with the slave they came with. Just a temporary swap you understand, it’s not permanent.’

‘And you want to take me as your slave?’

‘No, I want to take Nicky as my slave.’

I’m taken aback. ‘Pig,’ I say, slightly hurt.

‘Listen you silly tart, you’re a Mistress now, I thought I’d take Nicky as my slave and you could take Chloe as yours. She deserves a night out.’

‘Oh, I see,’ I say, somewhat relieved. ‘That’s very thoughtful of you, but I don’t want to swap her for anyone else.’

‘You don’t have to, it’s not compulsory. Just show her around, you’ll make a lot of people jealous showing Chloe off when they see you own her. Besides, as a fairly new mum, she probably needs convincing that she’s still beautiful. It’ll be good for her ego.’

I sigh. ‘Yes, she is beautiful isn’t she. Why does she waste her life on an old whore like me?’

‘Probably because like me, she knows that you are as beautiful on the inside as you are on the outside, you are caring, compassionate, loyal, sexy and would give your life for her and the baby. She got the better deal when she teamed up with you ... as did I.’

‘Aaahhh, thank you. You’re forgiven.’

‘For what?’

‘Everything ... everything you’ve ever done or ever will do, I love you, Master.’

‘And I love you ... dogface.’

I suddenly get a lump in my throat, he called me dogface. When we first got together as Master and Slave, I confessed to him that I was considered so ugly that one person in my past had even called me dogface. So Master played on that to unsettle me and make me feel insecure about myself, even going so far as to make me wear a dog tag on my collar with that name on it, and answer to it.

(I understood later that it was all part of him breaking down a new slave so they become self-doubting and end up depending on their Master. A common practice in slave training.)

But now, when things are so different – I’m his wife, while also being married to Chloe, with a new baby (long story) – sometimes I still hark back to those days when it was just him and me, he was still training me as his slave and called me dogface, I wasn’t a famous porn star, I didn’t have my own personal slaves, and I didn’t run a BDSM holiday resort. When I hear the name dogface it takes me back to those days and from the fact that he uses it occasionally, I think it does for him too. I love him.

We both fall silent for a moment and I think he is feeling the same things I am. Then he clears his throat and changes the subject, ‘What are you up to?’

‘I was thinking about having lunch, then sex with one of the waitresses.’ (I should remind you that all the staff are slaves at Kingswood so therefore sexually available to us and the guests at all times.)

‘Oooh, which one?’

‘I don’t know, can’t make up my mind.’

‘Why don’t you do what I do? I ring Reception and ask them to send someone in with my lunch, then I let them decide who brings it ... and if it’s the girl from Reception then you know she’s really up for it.’

‘Sounds like a plan,’ I agree. ‘I’ll do that.’

‘Will you be home tonight?’

‘Yes, I’ve not got any extra-curricular activities planned. Besides, I promised Chloe.’ Then I have a cheeky thought. ‘Tell me, how long has it been since you had your testicles checked for lumps? You can’t be too careful and speaking as your doctor, I think it’s time you had your regular check-up. Drop by my house after dinner.’

‘Well, you’re the doctor and know best I suppose. I’ll bring my testicles over later. Bye now.’

‘Bye.’

I sit there for a few moments, basking in the glow that talking with my Master always induces in me, then I move on with my day. I pick up the phone and ring Reception. ‘Can you have someone bring me a Coronation Chicken sandwich please, with some side salad and a pot of coffee? Thanks.’

Then I sit back and wait to see who delivers lunch.
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It’s the night of the Master’s Ball. It’s being held at a secluded hotel near the coast. That way the guests or their slaves can dress in the weirdest, sexiest, revealing outfits or fetish clothing they wish and not have to run the gauntlet of the public or even worse the press. There will be some very famous people – politicians, media moguls, showbiz personalities – and the last thing they want is to be seen attending this kind of gathering. Here, the security is tight and no one gets by the guards unless they pass the security checks. We are okay, as many members of the Council are in attendance, including the Contessa, which means that Bruce is here also. I hope we get to spend some time together.

Chloe is excited to be brought along to this do as she doesn’t get out much to parties and so on, even though Indira will look after the baby any time she asked, as she is doing tonight. Of course to keep her happy, as we will be away for a few days Master asked Pete the video guy to stay over at our house to “protect her” if that is the right euphemism for giving her a good shagging. The two of them have fallen for each other and Pete has even tried to buy Indy from us but Master is reluctant to let her go. Quite right too, she was an expensive present from a good friend of ours so it would be wrong to give her away, besides she is now part of the family and the only other person that Chloe and I trust to care for baby Devon outside of the four of us here at the hotel.

I meet Master in the corridor outside our adjoining rooms. I have Chloe collared and on a leash, he has Nicky the same. Although the Masters can wear whatever they like (it’s that sort of party) Master has told me that usually the Masters dress properly, suits, ball gowns, and it is only the slaves that are dressed in their ‘finery’. Semi nudity (genitalia are always covered) topless, body harnesses, leather or latex ‘Gimp’ outfits, metal restrictive/chastity devices, if that’s what turns their owners on. Slaves may be hooded, blindfolded, gagged, whatever.

I have dressed Chloe all in black as it sets off her blonde hair nicely. Black lipstick, nail varnish, eye shadow, all very punky. A tiny bra that reveals her painted nipples and a Ra-Ra skirt that is too short to cover her pussy or her arse cheeks, but she has a thong covering her most important bits. To finish it off, laddered fishnet stockings and Doctor Marten boots. She looks like she’d fuck you, then knife you and steal your wallet. She doesn’t get out much so I decided to have some fun and push her out of her comfort zone. (Which reminds me, I must get that Tinkerbell outfit for her.)

Master has gone the more ‘butch’ look for Nicky. She’s wearing a full body harness, straps around her body, joined in the centre. Then he’s augmented it with leather bands round her upper arms, wrist cuffs and knee-length boots. Under all that she is wearing briefs but her breasts are exposed so I painted her nipples with red lipstick, matching her lips. I made her up with a ‘classy’ look as a counterpoint to the slightly ‘Mad Max/Dominatrix’ costume she’s wearing.

The four of us go downstairs to the ballroom and the Maître de shows us to the table that is reserved for us. There is a bottle of champagne in an ice bucket waiting for us and one of the waiters opens it, pours Master and I a glass each, then on his instructions pours ones for Chloe and Nicky as well. This is all second nature to Master, and he has taken me to lots of these Society get togethers before, so I’m not fazed by all the celebrities around us, but Nicky and Chloe stare wide-eyed as each new film/pop star or politician goes past us. I have to slap Chloe on the leg to make her stop gawping before she shows us up.

‘Take the girls up and get us some food from the buffet would you, K?’

Although I’m here as a Mistress tonight, I still enjoy it when he treats me as his slave. I miss that sometimes as his attitude towards me has changed slightly since I became a full member of The Society. That’s why I appreciate it when he orders me around, like he used to.

I tell the girls to pick up a tray each and put two plates on it, then we go along the line and I instruct them what to put on each plate. Like me, they are on restricted diets so I tell them what to put on every plate. Master’s of course is piled with things we are not usually allowed to eat, mini quiches, vol-au-vents and so on, but tonight he has decreed we can stuff ourselves on the foods we are allowed, chicken, fish, lobster, etc. and not so much of the pastries or potatoes. I sneak an extra beef pasty onto each of our plates though.

Before we can eat though, the Contessa comes over to our table. Master has briefed us about how we behave when meeting a Master, and how I now have to respond differently from before. Slaves normally stand up when a Master approaches the table. They remain standing until they are told to sit, or until the visitor leaves the table. As I’m now a society Mistress, I however, remain seated unless it is someone like the Contessa, who deserves respect, so I would stand for her and her like. Master Roger stands up because he’s a gentleman, and so do I.

The Contessa, a life-long friend of Master Roger and a ranking member of the Council of The Society, always comes to greet us when we are at the same gathering. ‘Roger ... K, how lovely to see you both, I heard you were coming ... and so did Bruce,’ she says with a smirk at me. ‘He’s running security tonight so you’ll probably see him around, no doubt.’ She’s not being mean. She knows that Bruce and I have a history and to be honest, sometimes the four of us get together at her villa outside Naples and live a life of debauchery for a couple of weeks, so we’re all good ... not to say intimate, friends.

‘I look forward to that, Contessa.’

She leaves us to enjoy our meal so we eat, and then I order Chloe to clear the plates and order another bottle of champagne for our table. (They’re on the house, it’s all paid for by our subscriptions.) A waiter brings the fresh bottle and tops us all up. I get a big thrill when Master slides his cigar case over to me and asks me to light up a cigar for us both.

Eagerly I get the cigar cutter and matches out of my bag. I always carry them around with me in case he asks for this. It’s a big honour for me when he trusts me to prepare a cigar for him, and an even bigger honour when he offers me one too, treating me as an equal.

I light one and pass it to him, then I light one for myself. I sit back contentedly, blowing smoke up in the air and I see Chloe is smiling at me, pleased for me that I was given the task, knowing how much it means to me. ‘Wipe that smile off your face slave, or I’ll have you whipped,’ I say coldly but we all know I’m only joking.

‘Anytime, Mistress,’ she replies cheekily.

After we’ve smoked our cigars and finished the bottle of champagne, we take our slaves by their leashes and ‘go walkabout’ as Master calls it. We meet and chat with Society members that Master knows, some people who know me from my films stop and chat. They would normally ask for ‘selfies’ I suppose, but tonight phones are banned and photography strictly forbidden. Too high a risk of scandals and ruined careers if tonight’s little shindig got into the public eye.

We get a few offers for Chloe and Nicky to be swapped but we turn them down. I get a few business cards with people’s numbers on (male and female) asking me to call them. I pass them all to Master as he has the final say about who I sleep with. People are up on the dance floor by this time, and we make our way through them back to our table (grabbing a fresh bottle of champers along the way). Chloe is getting a bit worried about being swapped but I assure her that there is no way on God’s earth that I will swap her out to someone else.

A few people approach Master Roger and ask if they can perhaps book some time with me in the future. If he doesn’t like them he tells them I’m already booked. If he thinks they are possibles, he takes their number and says he’ll get back to them.

Colin Saxby comes to us, Chloe and Nicky stand up and from force of habit, I go to do the same but Master puts his hand on my arm and holds me down. ‘You’re a Mistress now,’ he reminds me, so I remain seated as he joins us.

‘Roger ... K, lovely to see you both. Wow, who are these two beauties?’ he asks, indicating Chloe and Nicky.

‘Chloe and Nicole,’ Master replies, pointing each one out as he says their name. ‘Chloe belongs to K, so she’s not for hire. As for Nicole, you can maybe take her along with you one day, but you’ll have to return K without a mark on her first.’

‘I can certainly do that. In fact I have a trip coming up next month, so, K, do you still have to wait for permission from the old man, now you’re a Mistress?’

‘He’s still my owner and can say no ... but I could do with some new dresses, so I would like to come with you. Usual deal?’

‘But of course.’ Colin is always generous on our trips abroad and delights in buying me all the latest Paris fashions in expensive boutiques.

I look expectantly at Master and he smiles and says yes to Colin. ‘You know I’d never stop her having fun. Just make sure you spend plenty of money on her, okay?’

‘Absolutely.’

‘Are you flexible on dates?’

‘I can move things either way a few days.’

‘Right, I’ll check her schedule when we get home and let you know when she’s free. I’m curious, why don’t you just get your own slave?’ Master asks him.

‘Be with one woman all the time? No way, too much like being married.’

‘And what’s wrong with being married?’ I ask.

‘Tried it once ... didn’t like the hours. I much prefer hopping from woman to woman, and if they’re slaves then there are no emotional complications.’

‘You don’t know what you’re missing,’ says Master.

Colin shrugs. ‘It is what it is, anyway thanks, Rog. Enjoy the night. I’m off to get laid.’ He takes my hand and kisses the back before departing.

It’s a strange night, we get a few attempts to hire me, from women strangely enough. One wants to hire me as a birthday present for her husband. (When I say hire me, I’m just using that as short hand, no money actually changes hands, no payment is made, I do it for the fun of it.) Another woman says she’d like me to play the Dominatrix and whip and sexually dominate someone. When Master asks who, she calmly says, ‘Me.’ I like the look of her so I tap Master’s ankle with my foot to let him know I’m up for this one. Contact details are exchanged and he promises to let her know the dates I’m free.

We’ve had several more bottles of champagne by now and we’re all getting a bit ‘squiffy’, when Lucinda and Zara approach our table. Lucinda is the owner and has Zara on a leash following behind. Lucinda sticks mainly to females for her sexual activities, partly because she finds it uncomfortable to be penetrated (apparently). Tight pussy or something. However, she has no objection to letting a man play with her as long as he can be trusted not to try and stick his dick in her. Master Roger is one of those few men that she trusts not to, so he, her and Zara have had many encounters together.

So have I. He has lent me to her on several occasions in the past, so I am well acquainted with how their pussies taste. As usual Lucinda has dressed Zara with matching hair/makeup (silver hair slicked straight back, silver lipstick and eyeshadow) and only the clothing is different. Lucinda is wearing a Chinese jacket with a high-neck collar (kind of like Dr. No wore). Zara is naked above her skirt except for a metal waistband that reaches up between her breast and forms a collar around her neck, making it impossible to bend in any direction. Her exposed nipples are also painted silver.

They approach the table and Chloe and Nicky stand up, I don’t. Lucinda looks at them and then at me, pointedly. ‘K.’

‘Luci,’ I reply.

Then the penny drops and she gushes, ‘Of course, I’d forgotten, you’re a Mistress now, congratulations. And Roger, I hear you’re a father too, who’s the lucky girl?’

He points at Chloe and Luci claps her on the shoulder and says, ‘Well done, child. If the baby is as beautiful as you then she’ll grow up to be a stunner.’

‘Thank you, Mistress,’ Chloe utters, shocked.

‘Roger, I thought it was getting late and I don’t fancy any of that lot out there. Hardly the top crop out tonight. I was wondering if you fancy doing a swap ... K for Zara. Zara is missing you. I have the gardener and the chauffeur do her regularly, but there’s something about your magic dick that she seems to miss.’

‘I’m afraid that as you said, K is a Mistress now so the choice is hers.’

Lucinda looks at me expectantly but I tell her, ‘Sorry, I hope to be busy later with my own slave,’ indicating Chloe.

‘You can have Nicole though,’ offers Master. ‘You’ve never had her before.’

‘Hmm, she is lovely, and if she’s been trained by you, she’ll know how to please a woman. Okay, it’s a deal. How long can I have her for?’

‘You can take her home if you like, spend a few days with her. That’s fine by me.’

‘That’s very generous of you.’

‘It’ll give Zara and I chance to get reacquainted.’

‘Splendid.’

‘Now Nicky, you’re going to home with this nice lady. She can do what she wants with you, and you will obey her instructions without question, because if you don’t I’ll get to hear about it and you’ll be punished. Is that clear?’

‘Master ...? When have I ever disappointed you?’

I jump in. ‘I can personally vouch for Nicky ... I trained her myself.’

Lucinda’s eyebrows raise, ‘In that case I have no doubt she’ll be excellent company.’

‘Master Roger, Mistress K, I am happy to be this woman’s slave until she is finished with me and I will give her my best service.’

Master took Nicky’s leash and handed it to Lucinda, in return she handed Zara’s leash to him. ‘Stop by my room tomorrow and I’ll give you her things to take with you,’ he told Lucinda. After she had left with Nicky in tow, he turned to me and said, ‘Right, I’m gonna take Zara to bed. You have my permission to bed Bruce tonight if you can find him. Do you want me to take Chloe off your hands?’

‘No that’s okay. If he’s free, he can see to both of us. I’d like to watch him doing Chloe again. See you in the morning.’

‘Night then,’ he said and leads Zara off to his room. She has a big smile on her face, so she’s obviously glad to be back with Master Roger.

Chloe and I grab a fresh bottle of champagne and go and find Bruce.
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MISTRESS OF KINGWOOD
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Master Roger has called me over to his house for ‘some boring business stuff’ as he puts it. I let myself in with the keypad then knock on his study door and wait for him to call me in. Once I sit down, he passes over some paperwork, looks like legal documents, and asks me to sign them where there are little Day-Glo stickers. Of course I do without question or hesitation, after all, this man owns me body and soul, if he gives me an order I obey instantly. I trust him completely and accept that whatever he decides is the best for me.

I hand them back. He checks the signatures and then passes one of the copies to me. The ‘nosy woman’ inside me gets the better of me and I ask what I’ve just signed.

‘Divorce papers,’ he replies, stone faced. ‘Chloe and the kid can stay but I want you out by Friday.’

I know he’s joking as we are bonded for life, so I reply, ‘Divorce me? I’ll take you to the fekking cleaners if you try. I have too much on you, white slavery, sex trafficking, bribery and corruption of local officials, parking on double yellow lines ... and err ... leaving the toilet seat up when you’re finished. The police will have a field day.’ I clutch my hands together in front of my chest, and speak in a funny voice, ‘Oh officer, I was just a poor victim of his cruel and unusual lusts. Is it really illegal to do that with marmalade? You won’t stand a chance!’

‘Damn it woman, am I never going to rid myself of you?’

‘Never! The last voice you ever hear will be mine ... whether it is “Goodbye, my love,” or “Take that, you bastard,” is up to you.’

We glare at each other, each desperately trying not to be the first one to laugh. As usual, I lose as Master has a much better poker face than mine. When we stop laughing, I ask, ‘So what did I sign?’

‘Property deeds.’

‘But I don’t own anything.’

‘You do now ... these documents transfer all property rights in Kingswood over to you. You now own it completely. It’s all yours.’

My jaw drops, this can’t be happening! ‘But why ... I never asked for this ... what’s going on?’

‘Don’t be offended when I say this, but apart from your movie earnings, everything you have comes from me. Okay, that was part of our deal, you come to me as my slave and I will take care of you financially, but I figured that it was time that you had something valuable of your very own. That’s why I’ve been insisting that you run Kingswood and I’ve been keeping a “hands off” approach. Now I can see that you can run the place competently, it’s time for you to own it. But don’t you dare start charging me to stay there.’

My heart is in my mouth at this unexpected generosity and I find it hard to talk. I manage to squeeze out a few words though past the lump in my throat, ‘Everything I have ... everything I am, is freely available to you, from now until the day I die.’

‘Thank you, and that means so much more to me than any piece of property ever could. If I may make a suggestion though, a man will work much harder if he gets to share in the fruits of his labour. Consider making the manager of Kingswood a junior partner. Sign a percentage of the property over to him 25% or even as much as 40%, just as long as you keep the controlling interest, and he will work to make it a success as it means more money in his pocket.’

‘I’ll do that. Thank you for the advice.’

He can see that I still have tears in my eyes, although I’m trying hard not to cry. ‘Why don’t you take a moment to think about it? I’ll go and get us both a cup of coffee.’ He heads out of the room.

I clasp the property deeds to me and my heart is overwhelmed with love for Master. There I was, nothing but a dirty slut from a council estate, gutter trash who had no future. Ready to be a whore for any man that would deign to soil his hands with me. Then Master Roger took me in, built me up, gave me confidence, and made me feel that I actually had some worth, that maybe ... just maybe, I was worthy of being loved someday. And that came to pass, not only with him but with Chloe as well.

And now from nothing, he has made me into a wealthy woman, a woman of property, a woman of standing. He told me all along that I could be so much more than just a sex slave to rich and powerful people. That I could become one of those rich and powerful people and he has just made me one. He told me that I was, and now I have the paperwork to prove it ...

I am truly ... MISTRESS OF KINGSWOOD!!

The future is bright. Now if you’ll excuse me I have to take all my clothes off. I am going to give Master such a fucking when he gets back from the kitchen, he’ll end up having to call for an ambulance when I’ve finished with him.

Bye for now.

Love from me, Master Roger, Chloe, Devon, Indira. Take care now and be kind to each other.
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THE END
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