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TRAINING MADELINE

 


 


K has just
arrived back from her latest trip to Paris with Colin Saxby. (I
think I’m going to have to limit the times he takes her away. He
may be trying to buy her affections and she belongs to me.)

I present
Madeline, the new slave, to her. I decided that as Madeline is too
long (all those syllables!) I shall put ‘Mad Girl’ on her dog tag
and call her ‘Mads’ for short. Mads is strung up in the foyer,
naked except for her collar and leash, cuffs and a pair of ‘strappy
stilettos’, to the bannister of the stairs, arms stretched up above
her head, with a ball gag silencing that pretty mouth of hers.

K looks
Madeline over, inspecting her as I did K when we first got
together, running her hands over her body feeling her boobs and her
pussy, making her turn round to check out her back and butt. Facing
her front again, K grabs her by the leash and stares into
Madeline’s eyes, up close. ‘Master tells me that if I’m not cruel
to you, he will be cruel to me. So I’m going to be very cruel to
you and work you hard, and you will cry a lot. Understand me?’

Madeline
nods.

‘Why don’t you
take Mads up to the Fun room and restrain her? Don’t forget to
remove the gag,’ I suggest. ‘Then you can get settled back in.’ I
release the cuffs from the rope as it’s too high for K to reach.
She takes Madeline’s leash and slowly leads her up the stairs. K
gives me a wink as she goes. Madeline’s head hangs low as she knows
what’s in store for her.

K takes Mads
into the Fun room and I wait for her on the landing. ‘I’m just
going to take a shower,’ she tells me. ‘Want to watch?’

‘Love to.’ I
follow her into her room and she strips off. I grab her and give
her a long kiss. When we come up for air, she says, ‘I’ve missed
you too, Master.’

She runs the
bidet and starts washing her private parts. ‘I thought you were
taking a shower?’ I ask.

‘I will, I
just want to clean Colin’s spunk out of me first. He had me again
on the plane on the way back. I had the last laugh though, this
trip I told him my prices have doubled. It’s now 20 Euros, for a
blowjob or a shag, an extra 10 Euros if he wants anal as well. And
from now on every time he takes me away the price will double on
each trip.’

‘What did he
say to that?’

‘Nothing, just
paid up. He can afford it and I love playing the prostitute so
everyone’s happy. And he throws in a couple of expensive dresses to
say thank you.’

‘You’re not
going to start charging me, I hope.’

She looks up
at me with those incredible, blue eyes and tells me, ‘To be honest,
Master, if it came to it, I would pay you to fuck me if I
had to. It means that much, having you inside me.’

‘I’m
flattered.’

‘You’ve been
having sex with Mads. Is she any good?’ To my delight, K asks this
without any trace of jealousy or malice. It’s one thing for both of
us to have anonymous sex with other people like when we were at The
Society get together at the hotel, but I was afraid that she might
see things differently when the other woman I’m banging is in the
same house as K. She might see her as a rival, but no, so far she
seems perfectly relaxed about it.

‘She’s good,
very experienced, had quite a few Masters … and Mistresses come to
that. But with her it’s just sex, with you there’s a lot of emotion
involved, so for that reason no matter how good she is she’ll never
be better than you.’

K takes my
hand and kisses it and then holds it to her face. I know she needed
to hear me say that, after all I’ve been having my fun with a new
slave while she’s been away on a jolly with Colin Saxby, as I lent
her to him. Besides, it’s a subliminal warning to her about not
getting too close to Colin.

She stands up
and puts a shower cap on before stepping into the shower. I stand
there and admire her as she lathers up and washes herself. The
little minx deliberately takes extra time washing her tits and
pussy, turning around so that her bum is towards me as she slides
her soapy hand up and down the divide between her buttocks. Damn, I
want to nail her there and then but we have work to do, and I
should save my spunk as I might be called upon to spend it
later.

K steps out of
the shower and as I towel her down she asks, ‘Is Mads clean, did
you screw her today and has she showered?’

‘I haven’t
touched her and I made sure she showered, ready for when you came
home. But let me give you some advice as a Dom, if I may. It
doesn’t matter that she’s showered, you shouldn’t go down on
her. Play with her tits and pussy by all means but don’t
lower yourself to giving her oral sex. It’s important in a
punishment session, particularly her first one, that she is made to
perform sex acts on you, the Dom, not the other way around.
It’s a domination thing. Of course in the future you can munch on
each other’s pussies as much as you like, but not this first time.
This is about establishing control, not having sex.’

‘Do you want
me to use a strap-on dildo on her then?’

‘Not this
time, it’s too fiddly and takes too long to put on. Save that for
when you take her to bed to have sex with her, use it then. And I
expect you to have sex with her quite often.’

‘Well, may I
be allowed to use you to fuck her then? It will mean me telling you
what to do, if you’d permit that.’

‘How do you
mean?’

‘Well, as part
of the process I’d like to make her suck your cock and then you
fuck her. Would that be all right, Master?’

‘Certainly.
But only after she has made you come first. Then when you want her
to kneel to me take her over to the mirror and put her side on,
then stand behind us. That way if she looks in the mirror, she will
see you standing over her, watching. A lot of the domination
process is about imagery, it sticks in the slave’s head and can
influence them later. Also put some perfume on. Whenever she smells
it in the future, it will remind her of today’s session.’

‘Okay, perfume
… will do.’ She dabs some perfume at her neck between her breasts
and at my suggestion, on her inner thighs. ‘Anything else I should
know?’

‘She tells me
that she is a ‘Red tag’ even though I only saw her wearing an Amber
one at the hotel. She claims that was because only an owned slave
can be declared a Red tag by her owner. Any floaters that attend
can only declare as up to Amber. So we’ll see if she is.

‘I don’t want
you to warm her up with a belt or a flogger first, just go straight
for the medium whip and lay into her. It’s her first time so she’ll
probably be expecting it to be harsh. Do her hard, front and back
and if she starts crying, carry on just a little bit longer
before you stop.’

‘Carry on if
she cries, right got that.’ She suddenly panics, ‘What am I going
to wear? I haven’t got time to get dressed up in corsets and
suspenders.’

‘Relax, calm
down. She is going to have to suck your tits and eat your pussy, so
just wear your red kimono. That will give her easy access to
you.’

‘Kimono, yes,
kimono, good thinking.’ Her breathing is getting rapid and if I
don’t stop her she’s going to hyper-ventilate. I can see the
thought of having to go into a room and dominate a total stranger
is beginning to overwhelm her.

I grab her and
pull her close to my chest, hugging her tight and gently rubbing
her back. She’s trembling from nervousness and excitement. She
rests her head against my chest, listening to my heartbeat, she’s
told me in the past. She said the steady rhythmic thump calms her
down, like a baby is relaxed by the same noise it is used to
hearing in the womb, the mother’s heartbeat.

After a few
moments the trembling stops and she starts to breathe normally. I
let her go and she says, ‘Sorry about that, I was getting a bit
hyper there. I’m all right now.’ She takes her kimono out of the
wardrobe and puts it on.

‘We don’t have
time for makeup, just put some scarlet lipstick on, that will do.’
She follows my advice and applies the lipstick.

‘Ready? I ask
her.

She nods.
‘Ready.’

I take her
hand and lead her to the Fun room.

As we walk in
the room Mads stands up. K has fastened her wrist cuffs behind her
back and then chained her wrists to the headboard.

I introduce
Mads to K properly. ‘Mads, this is K. Now, as I am the Master of
this house, I will fuck you and whip you whenever the fancy takes
me. Apart from those times however, K here will be in charge of you
and you will obey her. I have given my permission for her to punish
you anytime, anyway she sees fit. You will abide by whatever rules
she sets. As you are a Red, your treatment will be harsh and
punishments swift, but that is the agreement we have made. All
punishment sessions will be filmed for my entertainment. If you’ve
changed your mind, say so now, otherwise your only alternative is
to break the deal later and leave. Do you wish to continue?’

‘Yes, Master,
I’ll continue.’ To K she says, ‘What do I call you, ma’am or
Mistress?’

I butt in.
‘Why not have her call you Milady or Your Ladyship?’

‘Oh no,’ says
K. ‘I’m not worthy of being called those things, it’s above me.
Mistress would be fine though, I like the sound of that. Would that
be all right, Master if I make her call me Mistress?’

‘Whatever you
like, K. She’s your toy, you make the rules.’

‘Mistress it
is then, clear?’

‘Yes,
Mistress,’ replies Mads.

‘Okay then K.
String her up and we’ll get round to whipping her, haven’t got all
day you know.’ While K is doing that I ask Mads, ‘What is your safe
word?’


‘Marigold.’

‘As in the
flower?’

‘As in the
rubber gloves. I had a short term lease with a Master once who
always wore rubber gloves when he put his fingers inside me. He’d
spend ages lubed up, poking and prodding my insides until he needed
to come. I begged him to fuck me but he wouldn’t, I just had to
wank him off wearing rubber gloves. Then he’d start again.’

I write
MARIGOLD on the chalk board hanging on the wall, where we can all
see it.

Mads is spread
out in an X shape, standing up, with her limbs stretched out to the
corners of the bed post, facing out into the room. I give K the nod
and she lays into Mads. Tits, belly and thighs, really hard
strokes. Mads whimpers but doesn’t cry out. I’ve asked K not to gag
her as I want to hear her moan, this first time.

I go to the
rack where all the whips are hanging and bring back a flogger. This
has a handle from which extends a long, flexible rod, with an oval
shaped piece of hard leather on the end. Unlike a strap or a tawse
which delivers a blow along its length, this flogger is designed
for a more targeted approach and is used for breast and pussy
torture. I hand it to K and she hands me the whip. K knows how to
use the new flogger as I have used it on her many times.

She works on
Mads’ breasts one at a time, back and forth, side to side and then
up and down she bats them, before moving onto the other one. Then
she extends her swing and sweeps the flogger backwards and
forwards, hitting the outside of her breasts with each stroke.

Then she
continues to use the flogger on Mads the way I have used it on her
by moving down to her pussy. First she beats the mound over and
around the pubic area, then she moves to the slit, beating the
pussy lips directly.

Mads, to her
credit, is still largely silent, only the occasional moan or, ‘Oh
Jesus!’ escaping her lips. K stops hitting her pussy and moves in
close and reaching down rubs her slit until she is good and wet.
Then she goes across the room and returns with some metal,
weighted, nipple clamps, the butterfly ones which are more painful
than most. Clamping one on each nipple, she kneels down and parting
Mads’ pussy lips, clamps the remaining metal onto the exposed clit,
which produces a strangled moan from Mads. ‘And you’ll keep those
on until we’re finished with you!’ K tells her.

Mads forgets
herself in her pain and calls K a bitch, so K slaps Mads across the
face and then lashes her tits a few more times. Then to my
surprise, she steps up to Mads, grabs her by the hair on the back
of her head and kisses her, a long deep one, with I imagine, a lot
of tongue. There’s nothing sexual about it … that was an ‘I OWN
YOU,’ kiss.

‘Do you want a
break?’ I ask.

Mads replies,
‘No, I’m okay.’

‘I wasn’t
talking to you,’ I tell her. K responds that she’s fine and wants
to carry on.

I give her the
go ahead and she unties Mads and refastens her facing into the bed
so her back is exposed. Then she starts lashing her again. This
time Mads can’t keep quiet and gives a loud moan with each blow. K
whips away at her until her upper back, arse and thighs are covered
in red stripes. Mads is sobbing by this time and begs K for mercy
which she ignores as instructed. (Note Mads hasn’t used her safe
word so I’m quite happy for K to continue whipping her.)

Eventually,
unseen by Mads, I give K the command to cease whipping her and to
untie her, which she does. I’m giving K surreptitious instructions
along the way so that Mads doesn’t see. It’s important that she
believes that K is running the show.

Mads drops to
her knees, so above her head I catch K’s attention and make a show
of licking my lips. K understands I mean that it is time for Mads
to go down on her. She drags Mads to her feet and then K sits on
the edge of the bed, pulling Mads down to her knees in front of
her.

Unfastening
her kimono, K makes it clears what Mads’ next job is to be.
Proffering her tit to Mads, she lets her lick it and suck on the
nipple before forcing it into her mouth with the order to, ‘Suck
it.’ After a while she pulls it out and forces the other one into
her mouth.

I’m seeing a
repeat of how she made Judith sexually satisfy her when we brought
her to the Fun room and whipped her. After a while, she pulls her
boob out of Mads mouth and gently presses her head down to pussy
level and once Mads begins to work, K leans back on the bed and
closes her eyes.

My cock gets
hard watching this and I would love to lay next to K, to kiss her
and stroke her breasts while Mads licks her out, to increase her
pleasure, but I understand this is an act of submission between a
sub and her Dom. Her Mistress has punished her for the first time
and now she must please her sexually for the first time, and I
don’t want to get in the way of that.

Before too
long, K shows signs of coming. She has been through this same
scenario with Judith but this time is subtly different, this time
it is her own slave who is currently working her tongue as hard as
she can to bring K to orgasm, and that seems to put a different,
more arousing spin on things, and she is coming a lot sooner than I
expected.

As she begins
to spasm and her back arches, she opens her eyes and looks around
for me. Once she sees me leaning on the bed end, watching, she
reaches out to me and I hold her hand as she orgasms, never once
taking her eyes off mine except for those points when the intensity
makes her close her eyes. Once that peak is passed though, she
opens her eyes and stares into my eyes again, until the next peak.
Although we aren’t touching, she seems desperate to share her
orgasm with me and gripping my hand is the only way.

It’s been a
while since I saw her come this hard and I relish it. I want to see
my baby enjoying herself, even if it is at the hands (tongue?) of
someone else. Her pleasure is all important to me, not who gives it
to her, which is why I have no qualms about lending her out to
other people for theirs and her fun.

When she has
come back down to earth again and Mads is kneeling patiently
between her open legs, waiting for further instructions, K sits
upright and kisses Mads long and hard on the mouth. This is a habit
of K’s I’ve noticed, when a woman has eaten her out and given her
an orgasm, she often kisses them, as if to say ‘Thank you’, or
maybe she just wants to taste her own pussy juice on someone else’s
lips. When she comes up for air, she gently pushes Mads aside and
coming round the bed, gives me a long kiss, holding me tightly.

I rub her
boobs, not to get her aroused, more of a ‘Hello you’ gesture. She’s
always telling me I’ve got warm hands and she loves to feel them on
her body. She can feel my erect cock rubbing against her crotch and
tells me, ‘Right, now it’s time you were dealt with.’ I tie up her
robe covering her nakedness (I am so going to fuck her
later) and she leads Mads around to the mirror as I suggested
earlier. ‘Undress the Master,’ she orders Mads, who readily
complies.

Mads undresses
me and K pushes her to her knees, takes my erect cock and places it
in Mads open mouth. It reminds me of the way the Contessa held my
cock and placed it in K’s mouth, that weekend we spent at the
hotel. It seems to indicate ‘ownership’ in a way, I suppose. ‘This
cock belongs to me but I will let you play with it for a while.’
Then she stands there, arms folded, watching intently. I catch K’s
eye and nod towards the mirror. Mads can’t help herself but look at
our reflection in the mirror, her on her knees, me standing there
with my prick in her mouth and K standing over her, as if waiting
for her to make a mistake. K sees my point and understands that
this image will be burnt into Mads’ memory for quite a while.

After a few
minutes of Mads deep-throating me, K asks, ‘Would Master like to
fuck the slut now?’

‘Yes,’ I
reply. ‘Master would like to fuck the slut now.’

K pulls Mads
to her feet by her collar and takes her to the bed, where she makes
her lie on her back, legs wide open. Then K bows and gestures
towards her, offering her to me. I nod thank you and climb onto the
bed and into Mads and start humping away.

K stands
patiently by the side of the bed, watching with interest as I
plough Mads’ furrow. Soon she reaches into the drawer of the
bedside cupboard and takes out a tube of lubrication. ‘As this is
her first time with us, Master, I really think that we should give
her the full set when it comes to sex. So far, she has eaten me,
sucked you and you are now fucking her pussy, perhaps you should
finish up by fucking her arse also?’ she holds out the lubrication.
‘I think I would very much like to see that, Master.’

‘Very well
then, lube her up, just be quick about it, I can’t last much
longer.’

I step off the
bed and K rolls Mads onto her belly and proceeds to grease her
arsehole up with lubrication. Then K indicates to me that Mads is
ready for me.

Although this
isn’t the first time I’ve taken Mads anally, she has had a hard day
and she gives a loud moan as I enter her and thrust deep inside
her. K leans down and casually slaps her face with the back of her
hand, ‘Quiet whore, the Master is taking his pleasure.’

Mads gives a
sob and buries her face in the pillow as I violate her back
passage. Eventually the inevitable happens and I have a tremendous
orgasm, shooting my spunk into her anus, leaving me shattered and
breathless. I lay there, still deep inside Mads and K strokes my
hair until I get my breath back.

I pull out of
Mads and sit up to find K standing there with a towelling robe for
me. She helps me put it on and then throws another one onto Mads’
prone body. ‘You, go get cleaned up,’ K tells her. ‘Have a shower
or take a bath to soothe your whip marks if you like. Then come
back to this room and wait for me to come and get you. I presume
you’ll be staying the night?’ She looks at me and I nod.

‘I’m going to
take the Master away and clean your filth off him and then I’ll
come back for you. You can wear the robe tonight to cover your
nakedness. That’s all for now, go and get cleaned up.’

Mads takes the
robe and puts it on as she leaves for the bathroom.

K takes me up
to my room and climbs into the shower with me and washes me down.
‘How was I?’ she asks.

‘Marvellous. I
think you’re a natural at this. And it was so horny watching the
two of you together. I’m afraid I’m going to ask to see a lot of
that. 2 gorgeous women going at each other, fantastic.’

We are out of
the shower now and K is towelling me dry. She seems to be
concentrating on my crotch area and taking me in her hand, starts
gently pulling on me to get me hard.

‘What are you
doing?’ I ask.

‘Well, I was
dirty from Colin earlier and then you were dirty from Mads, but now
we’re both showered and clean. Will you pleeeeeeaassse fuck me,
Master?’

‘I may not be
able to give you my best, it hasn’t been that long since I finished
with Mads.’

‘It doesn’t
matter how good or bad you are, I just need to feel you inside
me.’

I nod, ‘I’ve
missed you too.’ She takes me by my cock and leads me to the
bed.

Later we go
downstairs to the kitchen, collecting Mads on the way. I prepare
meals for the 3 of us but I make both K and Mads eat theirs out of
the dog bowls, while kneeling on the kitchen floor. Although Mads
has been told that K is in charge of her, it is important that she
sees that I am in charge of both of them.

 


~~~

 


K certainly
takes her role as a Dom seriously. That’s K’s way I noticed, she
always does everything to the hilt. I’m there when she presents
Mads to Mrs. Scott for the first time. K has decreed that on work
days (Mads doesn’t come every day but follows a schedule like K
used to) Mads will also wear a Downton Abbey style maid’s outfit.
While she waiting for it to be delivered in Mads’ size, she has
dressed her in her old Roman Slave outfit. On K’s lean body it was
loose and baggy but on Mads’ fuller figure, it is tighter and
bulges in all the right places. I can’t help wondering what it
would look like on a larger woman, like Long Susan. Hmmm, must
think about that some more.

I’m standing
there but I let K relay the new instructions regarding how the both
of them are to be treated, making it clear that the new orders come
from me and not K. I expect Mrs. Scott to concentrate on doing the
cooking and freezing the meals for us. There are 2 of us living
here permanently and a 3rd on some nights, so she must
make sure there is enough to feed us all. K and Mads will do the
housework under her instructions and she will inspect it before she
leaves. K’s indiscretions and mistakes are still to be noted down
in her ‘little black book’ for later punishments, but we won’t
bother doing that with Mads as she is only here temporarily.

Lastly, she is
still free to discipline both the girls as she sees fit, however,
unless K volunteers herself for Mrs. Scott’s attention, she is to
confine herself to using Mads only, for her sexual pleasure. After
the new instructions have been issued, she takes them off to start
the day.

I look in on
them later via the cameras in the rooms. Sure enough, Mrs. Scott
has taken charge. She is sitting on a chair while Mads is stripped
naked and is kneeling between Mrs. Scott’s legs, tonguing her
pussy. K has had her top taken down to her waist and I can see that
both of the girls have whip marks on their backs and their breasts.
Good old Mrs, Scott, I knew I could rely on her to abuse them.

 


~~~

 


I walk up the
stairs to the first floor landing (this is England so the first
floor is the one above the ground floor). K is obviously
angry (or pretending to be angry) with Mads.

‘Don’t give me
excuses you slut, go and do something useful,’ K tells her
angrily.

‘I’ll go and
clean the bathroom.’

K slaps her
face, not very hard but she must be off balance as Mads staggers
back a couple of steps and bumps into the wall.

‘You cleaned
the bathroom earlier this week and nobody has used it since then,
stop trying to find the easy way out, you lazy slattern. Go and
clean my bathroom, that toilet had better be spotless and don’t
touch any of my stuff!’

‘No, Mistress,
I mean yes, right away, Mistress.’ Mads picks up her bucket and
brushes and waits for K to unlock the door to her room and let her
in.

Once the door
has closed behind Mads, K does a fist bump. ‘I finally get it! Now
I understand how easy it is to order someone around and dominate
them. I wasn’t really sure if I could be a sub and still dominate
someone else but now I get it.’

‘Exactly. I’m
proud of you, K,’ I tell her. ‘Think of it like the army. The
corporals have to do what the sergeants tell them to do and yet
they still have to order the lower ranks around. The sergeants
order the corporals around but still have to obey the officers.
It’s all about your position in the pecking order. You can look up
but you can also look down.’

‘Got ya, I
understand. No wonder you like dominating others. It’s intoxicating
isn’t it?’

‘Yes it is.
Just a word of advice though, when Mads has done, before you use
the sink I’d wash it myself first. And for God’s sake don’t use
your toothbrush, get one of the spares from the guest bathroom. One
that’s sealed in the packet.’

‘You don’t
think she’d …?’

‘I’d put money
on it. It’s a good way of getting your own back on someone.’

 


~~~

 


I’ve had my
friend, Pete the video guy, in to fix up the cameras in the summer
house. They stopped working for some reason and as the place didn’t
get much use, I didn’t bother much about it, but now that Sid and
his apprentice, Tom, are making free with K and Mads, I want to
keep an eye on things.

I switch on
the monitor and change the feed to one coming from the summer
house, there are several and I can switch between them to get
different angles on a situation. The weather is cold but I see that
they have a fire going and the doors and windows are closed to keep
the heat in.

I told K that
as with Mrs. Scott, if she wanted to, she could hand Mads over to
Sid and Tom and not have to have sex with them herself. However,
she has confessed to me in the past that one of her long held
fantasies was being captured in the woods by a couple of men, taken
to their farm and held captive where she was made to do all the
heavy work around the place, while being randomly whipped and
fucked at their whim, throughout the day. So I figured that K
wouldn’t voluntarily give up the chance to act out that fantasy
every chance she gets (which is every time that Sid and Tom the
gardeners come round).

Sure enough,
she is laid back on the sofa, with her coat unbuttoned to show that
she has nothing on underneath, she usually wears her dungarees but
she’s removed them. So she’s lying there exposed, with just her
coat and boots on, while the young apprentice, Tom, is humping her,
hard and fast. Next to her on the sofa Ted is sitting there while
Mads kneels before him, giving him a blowjob.

Tom is
approaching his climax as he pulls out and goes to stand up,
presumably so he can come in her mouth but she pushes him back to
his knees, and puts his cock back inside herself and urges him to
carry on. It’s not long before he shoots his load into her. When he
pulls out she licks him clean and takes him in her mouth and makes
sure she has sucked every drop of cum out of him. Then she lays
back with a satisfied smile on her face.

Reaching over
K pushes Mads head away from Sid’s dick and takes it in her hand
and starts rubbing it. I can’t hear what she is saying but she
seems to be inviting him to fuck her as well now that Tom’s
finished. Sid eagerly takes her up on her offer and is soon puffing
and panting away as he nails her.

Mads has
already got Sid fairly well juiced up, so it’s also not that long
before he’s ready to come. As with Tom, K insists that he finish
off inside her, and he is happy to oblige. Once again she eagerly
cleans him up with her mouth. (She’s such a dirty slut, that’s why
I adore her!)

As Sid steps
away, K signals to Tom to bring Mads over and make her kneel
between her legs, which he does. K leans forwards and says
something to Mads which I can’t hear, then she grabs a strand of
Mads’ hair and as K leans back against the sofa, she pulls Mads’
head down until it’s facing her pussy and Mads reluctantly begins
to eat the spunk from Tom and Sid out of K’s cunt. (Good girl! I
did suggest it to her but I was never sure if she’d do it.)

I can see K
begin to get aroused by seeing Mads degrade herself like that, and
she K, is the one that’s making her do it. (Power can be such an
aphrodisiac.) She reaches out to Tom who kneels on the sofa and
starts kissing K, while Sid goes around behind the sofa and leans
over, massaging K’s boobs.

K lasts as
long as she can but there’s no way she can hold out against this 3
pronged attack and soon she begins to wriggle and shift, as if
sitting on something uncomfortable. She closes her legs, trapping
Mads’ head between her thighs, reaching up she grabs Tom by the
hair and sticks her tongue down his throat and grabbing one of
Sid’s hands she squeezes it, thereby making him crush her
breast.

She bucks and
writhes as wave after wave of orgasm crashes over her. Mads has to
grip her thighs to hold her steady, so she can finish. When K has
her breath back she gently pushes Tom and Sid away from her and
leaning forward takes Mads’ head in her hands. Apparently she still
has some spunk on her face and K gently licks it off her before
sliding her tongue into Mads’ mouth and giving her a long, tender
kiss. This is not one of those ‘I OWN YOU’ kisses, this is clearly
a ‘Thank you’ kiss.

When everyone
has calmed down, K stands up and brings Mads to her feet. I see
that Mads is wearing a new Barbour jacket, K is still wearing my
old one. I’d have thought that K would make Mads wear the old one,
while keeping the new one for herself but I guess K is hanging on
to the old one simply because it was mine.

Anyway, she
indicates to Mads to remove her jacket which she does, leaving her
naked except for her Wellington boots. (I’m sorry, I know I’m weird
but there’s definitely something sexy about a naked woman wearing
nothing but boots.) K leads Mads around to the back of the sofa and
bends her over the back of it. Then she finds a whip from somewhere
and hands it to Sid, as he’s the older, more experienced one. She
holds out her hand to Sid indicating he should go ahead and let her
have it.

Sid is not a
Dom but he’s been a sub enough times to know his way around a whip
and lays into Mads. He soon has red stripes on her arse and back as
she takes it without a word of complaint. I’m more interested in
watching K though. She’s walking backwards and forwards,
occasionally with a ‘that should be me’ expression on her face.
Unconsciously her hand slips inside her jacket and starts rubbing
her boob. Eventually, she throws off her jacket and going behind
the sofa bends herself over it, jabbing at her back with her thumb,
meaning ‘hit me as well’. Sid obliges and I’m treated to the
display of 2 gorgeous women, bent over a sofa, being whipped
harshly. A beautiful sight.

The most
interesting thing is the fact that my lovely K volunteered to be
whipped, when she could have just stood there and watched. In fact
from the look of it, she had to volunteer herself as she
needed it. It’s been several days since I’ve whipped her and she
seems to be sorely missing it. Could this be true? Could she be the
pain slave I’ve been looking for? Mads will take a hard whipping
without complaint but she doesn’t seek it out and only seems to
accept it as long as you are paying her bills. K on the other hand
now seems to have reached the stage where harsh treatment is
necessary, like a drug, otherwise she starts to get ‘withdrawal
symptoms’.

Maybe it’s
time to take her to the next stage where she is trained to be ‘Red
tag’ status, where she will accept any and all punishments, no
matter how harsh. In fact some Red tag slaves even accept being
branded by their Masters, but I’d never take K that far.

Next time I
give her a ‘punishment whipping’ I’ll take her to her limits and
then ask her if given the right circumstances she would like to go
further. As much as I’d like to be the one that trained her
to go further, I don’t really have the experience or indeed the
time to take her and really ‘break her’ which is what would be
required.

But The
Society has people who do. Maybe I should hand her over to the
professionals.




 





CRIME AND PUNISHMENT

 


 


K comes into my
study one day, after knocking. She stands in front of my desk at
the Attention position until I tell her to Stand Easy, which means
relaxed with her arms behind her back, legs apart.

‘What can I do
for you, K?’

‘Will you be
requiring Mads or me even, tonight, Master?’

‘I don’t think
so. I have an early start tomorrow, got to go into the office. Why
do you ask?’

‘I was
wondering if you had any objection to Mads sleeping with me
tonight?’

Now this is an
interesting development. I make them have sex with each other
regularly for my entertainment, so they are well acquainted with
each other’s bodies. If I’m not in the mood for sex or I plan to
fuck K afterwards, I tell K to use a strap on dildo on Mads, front
and back and they both eat each other often, but apart from when K
visits Alice, her lesbian lover, I never thought she was
particularly fond of having sex with another woman.

Mind you, I
have noticed K and Mads getting closer to each other, over the
weeks. Sometimes I’ll come across them sitting around chatting or
giggling together when they’re supposed to be cleaning. As soon as
I show up they frantically throw themselves back into the cleaning
as if it never happened. I let it go as it amuses me.

‘Where do you
plan on doing this ‘sleeping?’

‘My room of
course. If it’s okay with you I thought we’d have a take away in
the kitchen, have a few drinks then go on up.’

‘Why not the
Fun room? It has all the equipment you might need.’

‘It’s meant to
be a gentle, sexy encounter, Master, it’s not fitting that it takes
place in the “Chamber of Horrors” as Mads calls it.’

‘But your
room. It’s meant to be your private sanctuary, not part of the
working environment. It’s meant to be a place of your own where you
can have your privacy,’ I protest.

‘That’s why
taking her there will be a special treat for her, like it is for me
when you take me to your room,’ K explains.

I’m genuinely
touched by that remark. ‘You always told me you don’t like eating
pussy but now you seem to be developing a taste for “sipping from
the furry cup”. I hope we’re not losing you to the lesbian
cause.’

‘Well, you
see, Master, you make me go down on so many women, first I got used
to it, and then I decided I might as well start to enjoy it, as
it’ll happen anyway. Besides, I must admit, a beautiful woman has
so many more interesting nooks and crannies than your average male.
You of course are not your average male. No, I love cock too much,
especially yours and I will never give that up.’

‘But you do
seem to be revealing hidden depths. Are you really turning
bi-sexual?’

‘I’m only
revealing them as I’m discovering them myself. You were right about
me when you said that I wasn’t made into a masochistic, sex
junkie in my youth, but rather my early days brought out what was
already there inside me. I think the same might be happening with
my sexuality, Master.

‘With Alice
sex is like … I do it to please her, as my Mummy figure. It’s
physically satisfying but I don’t get any great emotional kick out
of it. I’m just happy being around her and glad that I can please
her that way. But the beautiful women you give me to, some of them
have great bodies and I find myself looking forward to being made
to submit to them for their pleasure, and having to serve them
sexually. Now you have brought Mads into the house and ordered me
to have sex with her regularly, I find myself enjoying it.
Especially when I’m in charge.

‘You’ve given
me the freedom to understand myself and grow in a way that I’ve
never had before, and you’re so supportive of me, instead of just
fitting me into a mold and expecting me to stay like that, as some
men would. Thank you for that, Master.’

I stand up and
walk around the desk to her. I reach under her skirt and slide my
hand up her thigh to her naked pussy. ‘As long as I’m not losing
you to the “Sisterhood”. That would be a terrible loss to Mankind.
You know I’m always willing to let you do what makes you happy.
Sleep with other men, other women, go for it, I’ll allow it. In
fact if you ever find a woman that you could love, I have no
objection to you having a proper relationship with her as long as
she understands that you belong to me, I come first.’

‘You’d do that
for me, Master?’

‘I’d do
anything for you, K. You could even move her into the house, share
your room with her but she would have to accept your slavery to me
and I don’t think she would put up with that if she saw it
happening before her eyes.’ I move behind her and start nibbling
her neck. ‘But until that time, you will always be my little
fuck-puppet won’t you?

‘Always,
Master. How about now?’

I can feel
she’s getting wet and she hitches up her skirt so that her bare
arse is exposed. I unzip my hard cock and rub the length up and
down slowly in the crevice between her buttocks. I take my cock and
slip it between her legs, sliding it backwards and forwards on her
wet slit. I carry on nibbling her neck and chewing gently on her
earlobe. I reach around and grab her breasts outside her clothing
but she hastily unbuttons her dress so I can touch them, skin to
skin.

‘Lean on the
desk,’ I tell her, and as she bends forwards, I slip into her warm,
wet pussy and rock my hips backwards and forwards. I make love to
her gently while leaning over her, whispering sweet nothings in her
ear.

I’m ready to
come and I quietly say, ‘Mouth,’ to her and she drops to her knees
and takes me into her mouth, working on me until I give her my all,
which she swallows down willingly. I zip up and help her to her
feet.

‘I’m sorry I
didn’t make you come but all that talk about you and other women,
well I’m afraid it got to me and I couldn’t hold on.’

‘Don’t worry
about that, Master. It’s just nice you being inside me. Besides,
I’m sure I’ll have lots of orgasms later, with Mads. I’d better be
getting along if that’s okay? I want to get ready.’

‘On your way
then.’

She turns to
me at the door and says, ‘You know it will always be you first,
don’t you, Master?’

I nod, happy
with her answer.

 


~~~

 


As the weeks go
by I can see K’s treatment of Madeline getting softer. I figured it
would happen, K is a gentle soul really and being cruel to someone
on a sustained basis isn’t in her nature, which is fine, you don’t
have to be a cruel Master/Mistress all the time. Just be harsh at
the beginning and set the limits on their behaviour and teach them
your expectations, and hopefully from then on you only need to
correct them occasionally.

I tend to
think of subs as like children, they need an “older” authoritative
figure to guide them and like children you must also set them
boundaries. K is failing as a Mistress in being too friendly to
Mads and letting her exceed any boundaries that have been set,
therefore K is not living up to the criteria I set for her when I
gave her Mads to play with.

Also their
personal relationship seems to be growing. Apart from the mandatory
sex and torture sessions I order for Mads for my entertainment, K
often takes her to her room overnight. During the day I sometimes
catch them holding hands or stealing a quick kiss when they think
no one is looking.

The last straw
comes one day when I am about to leave the house. It looks like
rain so I go to the cloakroom to get an umbrella. I open the door
and am surprised to see K and Mads in there. They’re both wearing
their maid’s outfits but Mads has been stripped to the waist and
her wrist cuffs have been hung on the coat hooks, with her arms
outstretched, so she can’t escape. K is groping her tits while
kissing her.

They both look
at me, shocked. I take out my phone and snap a picture of them
caught ‘in flagrante delicto’. (Which means “caught in a
sexual act”.)

‘What the fuck
do you think you’re doing?’ I ask K.

‘Hello,
Master, you said it was all right for me and Mads to get
together.’

‘In your own
time. Are you not wearing your maid’s outfit? Does that not mean
you are meant to be working? Not larking about like some public
schoolgirls who have just discovered sex? She’s your slave, not
your girlfriend. You’re free to fuck each other raw in your own
time but right now you’re doing it on my time.’

‘I’m sorry,
Master.’

‘You’ll be
punished for this. I’ll email you this photograph I’ve just taken
and you can print it out and bring it along with you. I expect to
be back around 3 pm. Whether I’m home or not, you will both strip
naked and stand OUTSIDE the Fun room at 3 pm and wait for me until
I arrive, even if I’m late. Is that understood?’

‘Yes, Master,
understood,’ replies K, ‘but I’m the one at fault. You should just
punish me, not Mads.’

‘You will
be the one who is punished, K, as you’re the one who’s at
fault. Mads will just be there to witness it.’

‘Yes,
Master.’

I pick up an
umbrella and K flinches as if I’m going to hit her with it. ‘Relax
K, it’s not 3 pm yet. Now unhook her and get back to your
housework.’

 


~~~

 


I deliberately
leave it until 3:15 pm to arrive home, to keep them waiting and
drag out the suspense. I drop off my things in the study and then
go upstairs where K and Mads are stood to Attention outside the Fun
room. I deliberately stated they must wait outside as if I let them
go in and wait they would sit on the bed and chat, whereas I wanted
them standing uncomfortably outside. Like waiting outside the
Headmaster’s study for a telling off.

I look them
over and then tell them to wait there while I change out of my suit
into T shirt and sweatpants. When I’m back, I unlock the door and
lead them into the Fun room.

‘Show me the
picture,’ I order K. She holds out the picture I took in the
cloakroom, with the caption I added to it before I sent it, “Why
I’m being punished”. ‘When we’re done here, I want you to pin this
up in your room as a reminder of what you did wrong. Let’s
begin.’

I take Mads to
the bed and lay her down on her back with her arms above her head,
and then fasten her wrist cuffs to the chain coming from the bed
head. I leave her like that so she can watch her lover being
punished.

I fit
suspension wrist cuffs on K and take her to the end of the bed and
she stands on the chair while I hook her onto the centre bar that
sticks out of the roof of the bed, facing Mads. I have deliberately
kept the chain between the cuffs short, so that when I take the
chair away, K’s feet are dangling about 6 inches off the floor.

I get the
whip. ‘Now then K, do you understand why you are being punished
today?’

‘Yes, Master.
I was fooling around with Mads when I should have been working. I
let my own desires get in the way of serving you. It was wrong and
I’m very, very sorry and I hope you can forgive me.’

‘You can fuck
each other, I don’t mind but do it in your own time.
Understood?’

They both nod
and agree, ‘Yes, Master.’

I start
swinging K on her chain and spinning her as well. Every time she
swings past me I strike her with the whip, so it is landing
randomly on her body. After a time I let her swing to a stop and
then lay into her back and thighs. From time to time I walk to the
side of the bed where I can reach her front with the whip, and lash
her breasts and belly as well.

I keep working
on her until she starts to cry. The brave girl doesn’t beg for
mercy or use her safe word, she just silently cries to herself and
accepts the punishment. I let up on her and put the whip away but I
leave her suspended there so she has a good view of what happens
next. There’s just one more thing I have to do to make my point
about who is the boss.

I climb onto
the bed, spreading Mads legs wide. I drop my sweatpants and stick
my cock into Mads’ cunt. She is dry and I have to push several
times before her body realises it had better lubricate itself,
otherwise it’s going to be uncomfortable. When she is wet enough to
cope, I force myself all the way in and fuck her, coldly and
mechanically until I spunk into her.

I withdraw,
pull up my sweatpants and then unhook K from the bed and stand her
on the floor. ‘You two sort each other out and then get back to
your duties,’ I tell them and then leave them to it.

I get an email
from K later, apologising for today and agreeing she did deserve to
be punished and hopefully she is forgiven now. Now that Mads has
gone home for the day, K is alone and feeling a bit ‘isolated’ in
her room. Could she possibly be allowed to spend the night in the
cage in my room?

I wasn’t
really mad at her, it was just that a lesson needed to be taught,
that’s all. Once the punishment has been administered, the slate is
wiped clean as far as I’m concerned, so I reply agreeing to let her
do that.

K comes up to
my room when she hears me going up the stairs to my room. She
knocks and I tell her to come in. She enters, carrying a blanket.
She is naked except for her collar and cuffs and her stripes are
still visible from this afternoon. She gestures to the cage. ‘Do
you want me chained up or am I free to move around in there?’

‘You don’t
have to sleep in the cage, you know. You can sleep with me in the
bed.’

‘Beds are for
humans,’ she says. ‘Animals like me should be kept in cages.’ This
woman’s mind and sense of her own worth works on so many different
levels, it’s hard to keep up with her sometimes.

She drops to
her knees and grabs me round the legs. ‘I’m so sorry I’m such a
disappointment to you. You gave me one simple task and I messed it
up because I was horny and couldn’t keep my tongue out of another
woman’s cunt. I’m such a whore!’

‘Well, you are
a sex-slave.’

‘Yes, but
yours, Master, not hers.’

‘Anyway, I’ve
punished you for that, it’s all forgiven.’

‘No, it’s not
over! I haven’t been punished enough, I deserve more, it’s the only
way I can be forgiven.’

‘But I’ve
already forgiven you.’

‘It’s the only
way I can forgive myself for letting you down.’

‘Very well,
what do you suggest I do to you?’

‘Anything you
like, Master, I’ll accept it. I want you to be cruel to me, I think
I need you to be cruel to me.’ K seems to be developing an
even deeper longing for pain and degradation than she has shown up
to now. Perhaps it’s approaching the time for me to have a “certain
conversation” about progressing to a Red tag.

‘Soon maybe,
but not right now. As you transgressed with Mads, I’ll tell her not
to come back here until next week. You will sleep in this cage for
the next 3 nights. During those 3 days and nights you will not be
allowed any sex unless I require a blowjob. That means no touching
yourself either, understood?’

‘Yes,
Master.’

‘On Friday,
Sid and Tom will be back. I will hand you over to them so they can
fuck you all day. Will that be sufficient punishment do you
think?’

‘I think so,
Master. If it isn’t, can I ask for more?’

‘You can
always ask but whether I allow will be up to me. Now go to the
toilet and then get in your cage.’

I change into
my pyjama bottoms and T shirt while she carries out her ablutions.
Then she comes back into the room and without me telling her, she
gets on her knees and shuffles into the cage. The floor of the cage
is a padded foam mattress, so it’s comfortable, and I throw a
pillow in there after her and the blanket she brought with her. I
kneel down beside the cage. ‘Aren’t you going to lock the cage?’
she asks.

‘No need. I
know you won’t try to let yourself out.’

She holds out
her wrists, ‘Would you like to fasten my hands to the cage so I
can’t move around? You can put them behind my back and chain them
to the roof so I’m kneeling all night, if you like.’

‘Nope. Just
lie down and cover yourself with the blanket.’

She rests her
head on the pillow and curls up into the foetal position, dragging
the blanket over herself and we stare at each other for a moment.
She gives me a feeble smile, as if not sure she should be doing
that. I reach through the bars of the cage and she tentatively
reaches out her hand and we entwine our fingers.

We stay like
that for a few moments and then I gently withdraw my hand and say,
‘Goodnight, K.’

‘Goodnight,
Master. Will you watch over me while I sleep?’ It’s like her little
mantra she says each time she sleeps in the same room as me, or if
she knows I’m going to be watching her on the cameras.

‘Always, K.
Always.’

 


~~~

 


It’s the
morning of the 4th day. I wake up to see K kneeling
quietly by the side of my bed, watching me. I never locked the cage
so she could easily have gotten out at any time. Out of a sense of
self-preservation I check her hands to make sure she isn’t holding
a knife or any other sharp object but she’s clean. Still though, I
don’t make any sudden moves and ask her gently, ‘Are you watching
me sleep, K? Don’t you think that’s a little odd?’

She giggles.
‘I wasn’t watching you sleep as you put it. I was just
waiting for you to wake up naturally, I didn’t want to disturb you.
I have something to ask you, Master.’

‘How long have
you been kneeling there?’

She looks at
the clock. ‘About half an hour. Sorry, I hope you don’t mind, I
borrowed a robe.’

Boy, this
woman is dedicated. ‘Okay then, ask away.’

‘It’s about my
punishment. I’ve spent 3 nights in the cage as ordered and without
any sex, and I know you plan to give me to Sid and Tom today and
that’s all good, you have every right to do that, I was wrong and I
deserve to be punished for it. But I was wondering if you
could fuck me first.’

‘You want me
to screw you before sending you out to the gardeners?’

‘Yes, Master.
I would very much like it if you “reclaimed me” before sending me
out to sleep with other men. It’s not right that I have served my
punishment and am a “good girl” again and they get to be the first
ones to use me. It should be you, Master.’

I think about
it for a moment. She’s right, after she has been away and had sex
with someone I’ve loaned her out to, I’ve always punished her on
her return and had sex with her, and then in her eyes that is me
“reclaiming her” so she belongs to me again. Well, she had sex with
Mads, I’ve punished her and now I should reclaim her before giving
her over to other men to be used.

Besides, since
I sent Mads away and put a sex ban on K, I haven’t had any sex
either. Things have been too busy at the office to have any late
nights with Judith, so I’ve done without. Time to change that.

‘I want you to
go downstairs and make us both breakfast and bring it up. If Sid
and Tom turn up while you’re there tell them you’ll be working for
me today. After breakfast we’ll shower and then spend the rest of
the morning in bed.’

‘Right away,
skipper,’ she says brightly, throwing up a smart salute, obviously
pleased, and heads off for the kitchen.

After
breakfast we shower and then spend the rest of the morning having
sex. I take her several times, hard almost brutally, and once at
her insistence in the arse. No matter what position she is in,
whether she is on her back looking up at me, or if I catch her
reflection in the mirrored wardrobe, she has a big, happy smile on
her face, because her Master has reclaimed her.




 





LOSING YOUR SHIRT

 


 


I’m heading up
the stairs to my room when I see K dash across the landing from the
bathroom to her room. ‘STOP!’ I call out and she freezes just
outside her room.

‘What are you
doing?’ I ask.

‘I ran out of
shampoo so I borrowed some from the bathroom. I’ll replace it,
honestly.’

‘I mean, what
are you doing wearing my shirt? I’ve been looking for that, it’s
one of my favourites.’ It’s a pale blue colour.

‘I was, I
just, that is …’ she hangs her head as if ashamed. ‘All right, I
admit it, I stole it from the laundry basket.’

‘Why in God’s
name would you do that? Don’t I buy you enough clothes?’

‘I stole it
because it’s yours. I wear it around the house sometimes
when I know you’re out at the office or occasionally when I’m in
bed at night. Because it belongs to you, when I wear it I feel
closer to you. I’m sorry, I’ll wash it and give it back.’

I tilt her
head up to face me but she looks down at the floor, as she’s
trained to do. ‘Look at me,’ I command. She does and I can see in
her eyes that she means it. Something twists inside my chest. ‘Come
with me,’ I tell her and lead her up to my room.

She stands at
the end of the bed while I go to my wardrobe and rummage around,
looking for something. When I turn back she is unbuttoning the
shirt.

‘What are you
doing?’ I ask.

‘Stripping
off. You’re going to give me a whipping aren’t you?’ she says,
dejectedly.

‘Not at all.
Button yourself up.’ When she has done that, I hold out a little
box to her and she takes it and opens it. She looks up at me,
puzzled.

Inside the box
is a pair of blue, stone cufflinks. ‘These are the cufflinks that
match that shirt you’re wearing. They’re no use to me now that
you’ve got the shirt, so you might as well have them and keep the
set intact.’

‘Thank you,
Master, thank you,’ she gushes. Her hands are trembling so I take
the cufflinks out of the box, thread them through the shirt cuffs
and fasten them for her. She’s immensely pleased and checks out her
reflection in the mirrored wardrobe.

I know it’s
weird, her wanting to wear my clothes but I also realise that it’s
a huge compliment, so on an impulse I say to her, ‘Would you like
to choose another couple of shirts?’

She doesn’t
answer but her eyes light up. I open the wardrobe door and let her
take her pick.

She chooses 2
and then asks, ‘Do these also come with matching cufflinks?’

‘Don’t push
your luck,’ I caution her. ‘Now then, is there any other clothing
of mine you want to have?’ A tie, some socks perhaps?’ She looks
bashful and doesn’t answer. ‘Come on, out with it?’

‘Could I have
some of your boxer shorts to wear under the shirts? Or maybe in bed
at night.’

‘You could
just buy some boxer shorts for yourself, you know.’

‘Yes but they
wouldn’t be yours. The whole point is not that I’m wearing
boxer shorts but the fact that I’m wearing your boxer
shorts.’

‘You do know
that you’re weird, don’t you?’ I ask her for the 100th time.

‘Yes, Master,
so you keep telling me, but … and I mean no offence when I say this
… we are both weird. We both have our quirks but we accept each
other’s little kinks and even encourage them, because we know it
will make the other one happy. That’s why we’re such a good
team.’

I can’t argue
with that logic. ‘Help yourself to the boxers then. But you’ll need
to buy me some more. Okay?’

‘It’ll be my
pleasure. Perhaps if I bought you plenty and some new shirts, you’d
let me have some more things out of your wardrobe?’

‘We’ll see.
And no, you can’t have any of my suits.’

She smiles and
grabs half a dozen pairs of boxers out my underwear drawer. ‘You
did offer me some socks as well, didn’t you? My feet get cold in
bed some nights.’

‘Yes, I’ve
noticed that. Here, have some of these, they’re hiking socks so are
thicker than ordinary socks. They’ll keep your feet warmer.’ She
eagerly grabs the socks I offer her.

‘There’s one
condition though,’ I tell her. ‘From now on, you’re free to wear
the shirt and boxer combination around the house, no need to hide
it. You look sexy in a man’s shirt. In fact I want to see you in it
for dinner tonight, okay?’

She kisses me
on the cheek and leaves the room saying, ‘Yes, Master, anything you
say Master. Thank you so much.’ With her arms full of clothing,
she’s grinning like someone who has just made a killing at the
local jumble sale.

When she’s
gone I just shake my head and think to myself, the things I do
for that strange little woman. Why do I bother buying her
expensive dresses when all she wants are my clothes? She’s right
though, the way we indulge each other’s kinks purely for the sake
of pleasing the other person, does make us a good team. And one I
hope that will last.




 





KAN-KAN

 


 


I invite K to
give me a private showing of the ‘stripper’ routine that the dance
instructor has taught her. She changes into more suitable clothing
and gets her MP3 player, which I plug into my sound system in the
lounge. She goes into her routine, and I must say it is pretty
arousing, plenty of ‘bumping and grinding’ as they call it. Lots of
thrusting her pelvis towards the audience and doing what is now
call ‘twerking’, sticking her bum out and shaking it about.

My, oh my, it
gets me going and once she’s finished I just have to fuck her. If
she can do that to me, think what the reaction will be from a room
full of half-drunk men.

After I get my
breath back and climb off her, she lays there, naked, on the floor,
lying on her back with her legs bent, casually opening her legs
then bringing her knees together, opening her legs, bringing her
knees together, so my eyes are inexorably drawn to her pussy. She
knows what she’s doing, the little bitch.

‘So I take it
Master enjoyed his slave’s little dance, then?’ she says coyly.

‘Yes he did.
And so will all the others who see it when I make you do it for a
room full of men.’

That stops her
in her tracks and she sits up, shocked. ‘What do you mean?’

‘The whole
reason that I had you learn how to strip and do exotic dancing was
so I could have you strip for a group of men and then let them fuck
you. You should enjoy that.’

‘You’re
kidding me?’

‘Nope. I
promised you to Pete, the video guy, to be the entertainment at his
works Christmas party. You’ll strip for them and then I’ll let them
have you.’

‘How many men
are we talking about?’

‘About half a
dozen. See, I promised you a five-a-side football team.’

‘I don’t know
if I can handle that many. Perhaps if Mads was there to help
out?’

‘That’s an
idea. A very good one in fact. Suppose you were the stripper and
she was your assistant? You could do the proper dance while she
jigged around behind you and she could remove your clothing.’

‘And of
course, she’d have to get stripped as well,’ suggested K, getting
into the spirit of things.

‘Yes, then
after the dance you can both deal with the men, because after
seeing you dance they’ll be queuing up to “get their end away” with
either of you. Brilliant idea, K.’ I kiss her and she grabs my limp
cock and starts working it as I talk.

‘You’ll have
to show Mads your dance routine and figure out how she has to move
around you. Then how to strip you each time you give her the nod.
Yes, get to work on that with her, figure out your outfits and so
on. Anything else you can think of to juice it up a bit?’


‘Bananas,’ she whispers in my ear before lowering her head
down into my crotch.

‘Eh?’ I ask
but K can’t answer as she has her mouth full.

 


~~~

 


K has asked if
she can perform her routine in front of several people, not just
me, to test it out and also give her some practice at dancing in
front of an audience. So I have gathered Sid and Tom the gardeners,
Mrs. Scott and myself in the lounge.

It’s not a
full dress rehearsal as they won’t be wearing the outfits they will
wear on the night as she’s saving them up. As requested I brought
her a fresh load of bananas. She won’t tell me why she wants them,
just insisted they must be fresh and firm. All sorts of uses for
them spring to mind.

There comes a
loud knock on the lounge door, which is my signal to start the
music. After a moment the door opens and K dances into the room,
well it’s more of a sexy walk than a dance. One step forward and
then jerking her hip to the audience she makes her way to the
centre of the room and dances there for her crowd. Mads quietly
enters the room, so as not to distract from K’s performance, and
stands near the wall, gently rocking to the beat of the music.

K is wearing a
dress that buttons down the front and as she dances she beckons
Mads to start unbuttoning her, once she’s fully undone K grabs the
two sides of her dress and gives us flashes of what’s underneath as
she dances. Eventually she gives a nod to her assistant and Mads
pulls K’s dress off, from behind, leaving K wearing a bra, pants
and a pair of self-supporting stockings.

Mads unbuttons
her dress as K dances for the audience and K tears her dress of, as
Mads did to her. Mads is wearing the same gear underneath her dress
also. The dance continues, with Mads removing K’s bra, shortly
after which K removes hers. Then a few moments later they remove
each other’s panties until they are left naked except for their
stockings and stilettos.

K dances on
for a few more moments and then Mads hands her a banana. K peels it
and then rubs it on her nipples, which Mads licks off. Next K rubs
it on her pussy and then offers Mads a bite, which she does.

K goes around
the room, rubbing the banana on her pussy then offering the crowd a
bite. Everyone in the room loves to eat K’s pussy, including Mrs.
Scott, so we all eagerly take a bite when it’s offered it to us.
Mads stands back and hands K a fresh banana when required.

Finally the
dance comes to an end and K and Mads take a bow to rapturous
applause. I can see where the room is hoping it’s going to go next,
but that’s not going to happen. I have my own plans.

I stand up
next to K and hold her hand up to the crowd like a victorious
boxer. ‘Lady and gentlemen, I think I speak for all of us when I
say that was absolutely fabulous and thank you to both girls.’
Another round of applause.

‘Mr.
Gilchrist,’ asks Sid. ‘Will the girls be working with us in the
garden today?’

What he is
really asking is, ‘Can we take the girls down the summer house now
and bang the shit out of them?’

‘I’m afraid
not, Sid. K and I have some matters to discuss about the routine,
so she’ll be unavailable for the rest of the day.’ I reach out and
take Mads’ hand and gently lead her towards them. ‘However, the 3
of you can have Mads for the rest of the day. Enjoy her, make her
earn her keep.’

‘Oh we will,
Mr. Gilchrist, we will,’ Mrs. Scott assures me.

I turn to K
and tell her, ‘Grab the bananas and come with me.’

Upstairs I
strip off and we go through the routine again of K rubbing the
banana on her, by now very wet pussy, and feeding it to me. She
even inserts a banana inside herself and I have to eat it without
using my hands. To be honest I can’t quite manage the last few
inches and have to fish them out with my fingers before eating
them. Whoever said eating fruit was good for you was right on the
money.

At K’s
request, I put my hard cock into her for a few strokes and then
withdraw. She takes me in her mouth and swears she can taste the
bananas that have been inside her.

Then we
pretend I’m a banana.

 


~~~

 


At the
Christmas party of the video company, Pete and his 6 workers have
had plenty to drink and stuffed their faces on the cold buffet. All
the men are pretty well lubricated with alcohol and so is Pete. He
and I, K and Mads are in his office and the girls are having a few
stiff brandy’s to loosen them up, ready for their performance.

K and Mads are
dressed in business suits with pencil skirts and high heels and
wearing glasses to make them look more ‘office like’.

‘Ready?’ I ask
the girls.

They both tell
me they are. I want to give K a big kiss to bolster her up but I
don’t want to smudge her lipstick, so I kiss her on the cheek.

‘Got the
bananas and the music?’ K asks me.

‘I’ve got the
bananas and Pete will plug in the music as soon as we go out there.
Give me the nod when you want me to play it.’

K takes a deep
breath, ‘Let’s do it then.’

Pete leads the
way out into the workshop where the party is being held. It’s a
works only do, so there are no wives or girlfriends, the only
female is Debbie from accounts but she was forewarned and she asked
to attend. (Apparently she bats for the other team, so will enjoy
the show anyway.) So there are 5 drunk, randy men and 1 woman that
would just love some titillation.

All employees
of Pete’s company know the type of services they supply to the
customers and what sort of people those customers are. They are
fully aware that some of the places they install video recording
equipment in are ‘torture chambers’ and ‘dungeons’ as well as
private bedrooms and the sort of things that take place there.
Before they can work for Pete they must sign a Non Disclosure
Agreement (NDA) and risk being sued if they talk about the
business.

Also they soon
learn they if they keep the details to themselves, they often get
perks like today.

Pete shuts off
the music and plugs in the MP3 player. Then followed by K and Mads,
walks to the front of the crowd. ‘Gentlemen and Lady, we’ve had
visit from the Internal Revenue and they need to say a few words to
you before we continue.’ He puts a chair next to the table and
using that as a step, helps Mads and K up onto the table where they
can be seen by all.

K holds up a
clipboard and reads off it the little speech which she asked me to
write for her to say to the crowd. ‘Lady and Gentlemen, it has come
to our attention that not all of you are properly claiming your
allowance for working in hazardous conditions, up ladders and so
forth and outdoors.

‘According to
the Health and Safety Hazardous Duties Act of 2002, IR ref 14-72B,
you are entitled to danger money for your employment. Now if I
could just have an hour or so of your time I could explain all the
details to you and help you fill in your updated tax forms.’

A large groan
goes up from the crowd. ‘It’s Christmas!’ someone yells.

‘Well,’ says
K, taking off her glasses, ‘you have 2 options, you can either
spend time with me filling in the forms,’ she throws the clipboard
over her shoulder, ‘or we could just say FUCK THIS AND LETS
PAAAARTEEEEYYY!’ She points at me and I hit the music. As they
realise what’s happening a big roar goes up from the crowd. I grab
the PA microphone and say, ‘Introducing the fabulous Kan-Kan, the
Queen of Sin and her lovely partner, Majestic!’

K goes into
her bump and grind routine but with one difference, instead of
removing an item of clothing, Mads removes it from her and then K
takes the same item off Mads. So first Mads unbuttons K’s jacket
than pulls it off from behind. Then K does the same to Mads and
there’s a few quick kisses on each other’s neck as it happens, to
loud cheers from everyone, including Debbie from accounts.

Next to go are
the skirts, K dances around doing her routine while Mads stands in
the background rocking in time to the music and giving the
occasional hip thrust to the audience.

Both the girls
are wearing blouses with high necked collars, so they don’t see
until Mads unbuttons K’s that she is wearing a leather collar
underneath. Then instead of unbuttoning the rest of the shirt, Mads
rips it open, buttons flying everywhere and strips it off K to
reveal that she is wearing a leather body harness under her shirt
and no knickers.

It’s a full
body harness and it’s designed to leave all the ‘naughty bits’
exposed. It starts at a collar with a strap straight down to a
leather bra, which is composed of 2 triangles made from leather
straps, which fit around the breasts, showing them off. The
triangles have straps reaching around to the back where they are
attached to further straps reaching from the top of the triangles
back over the shoulders.

This leather
bra has a strap dangling down which splits into 2 and is fixed to a
leather belt, fastened around the waist. Attached to the belt are 2
straps which stretch down the front of the legs and are attached to
straps that fasten round the thighs. All leaving the pussy and
boobs exposed and readily available. On her legs she is wearing
black, self-supporting stockings.

Once K is
naked except for the harness and stockings, she strips Mads to
reveal that she is wearing an identical body harness and stockings.
To cheers from the crowd K dances around Mads, hands roaming over
Mads’ body. K comes to a stop in front of Mads and they kiss a few
times while they tease each other’s nipples and give quick strokes
to each other’s pussies.

On an
instruction from K, Mads climbs down from the table and makes her
way through the crowd, while getting groped along the way, to me.
On the way she carries out an order I gave her earlier and stops to
give Debbie a quick kiss on the lip’s, just to show her that
everyone is welcome at this particular party. I give Mads
the bag of bananas and she makes her way back to K, after having
her bottom pinched by Debbie on the way. Debbie is quite attractive
I note. Not a shaven-headed bull dyke in dungarees and sensible
shoes but rather a nicely dressed young lady in a blouse and pencil
skirt.

Mads climbs up
on the table and hands K a banana. We made sure they were fresh and
still firm and wouldn’t squash when they were used. K shows off the
banana to the crowd, like a magician showing the audience that
there is no rabbit in the hat, and then she peels it, dancing all
the while.

She holds up
the banana and then rubs it on her nipples. After rubbing both of
them, she puts it in her mouth and takes a bite. Then she does it
again. Rub, bite. Next she rubs it on Mads’ nipples and then bites
it. After a couple of times, she rubs it on her own nipples again
and this time Mads licks her nipples. Of course Mads returns the
favour.

The crowd are
loving this, cheering them on but they don’t expect what happens
next. K rubs a fresh banana along the slit of her pussy, as does
Mads. Then K holds out the banana to Mads who takes a bite, and
then she does the same to K who bites and swallows it. They do this
until the bananas they’re holding are finished.

There’s a bit
of kissing between then with plenty of tongue then K gets a fresh
banana and kneels at the edge of the table. Rubbing the banana
along her pussy again, this time she holds it out to the audience
to see if anyone is brave enough to bite it. Without hesitation one
of the men comes forward and bites it. She does it again and
another bites it. Mads kneels down next to her and uses the banana
in the same way as K has been doing. Pretty soon all of the men are
queuing up to eat the girl’s bananas. Even Debbie has muscled her
way into the queue and eagerly eats Mads’ banana. It doesn’t stop
her from also tasting K’s banana though.

We carefully
planned out all these stages, slowly increasing the erotic level
bit by bit until all the genitals in the room were probably either
hard or wet. So the next move is for K to sit on the edge of the
table with her legs dangling over the edge and she rubs a fresh
banana on her pussy but this time instead of offering the banana to
the crowd to be eaten, she opens her legs wide and lays back,
offering her pussy to be eaten. One brave soul comes forward and
takes a lick. ‘It tastes of banana!’ he cries to the amusement of
his workmates, then keeps on licking. After few moments K pushes
him away and after rubbing herself with the banana again, she
calls, ‘NEXT!’ and the next fellow eagerly licks her
fruit-flavoured pussy.

Mads sits next
to K and follows her lead, rubbing herself with the fruit and then
inviting someone to taste her. By this time everyone is fairly
pissed, even the girls as the men have been keeping them supplied
with brandy during their performance, so everyone has lost their
inhibitions and are quite happy sharing spit and pussy juice with
their colleagues, as everyone has a taste of both girls. Even
Debbie indulges and eats out both K and Mads as her colleagues who
aren’t occupied cheer her on.

Finally, one
of the men unzips his cock and tries to put it in K. ‘Not just
yet,’ she tells him. ‘Don’t worry, you’ll get to fuck both of us,
but first your generous boss who invited us here tonight for you
pleasure gets first go at me. Come here boss!’ She hops off the
table and grabs hold of Pete. Backing him towards a chair, K kneels
before him, pulls down his trousers and underwear and then pushes
him down onto the chair.

She takes his
cock deep in her mouth and spends a few minutes working on him to
make him rock hard. When she judges he is ready, she straddles him
and kisses him long and hard. Then placing his hands on her breasts
she slowly slides up and down on his erect dick, while everyone
stands around watching. I notice several hands roaming over Mads’
body as they grope her in anticipation of their turn to shag one of
the entertainment.

I switch music
from K’s dance music to general, soft music, suitable for shagging
to. Then I go over to watch K fucking Pete. She’s very good at what
she does and it doesn’t take long before he says to her, ‘I’m ready
to come, take me in your mouth.’ She slides off him and kneeling
down, deep throats him, until he spurts his cum into her willing
mouth. Then she licks him clean. When she lifts her head up, still
with some spunk around her mouth, she gets a round of applause.

I call K and
Mads to my side and stand there with my arms around them so
everyone can see they’re mine. It’s time to set the rules before I
give the girls to them. ‘Right everyone, listen up. You can now
have the girls to play with. Take as long as you like with them, do
what you want with them except anal. It’s not fair to expect them
to suck a cock after it’s been up the other girls arse. If any of
you really want anal, stick around and I’ll let you do them like
that at the end of the night. Secondly, nobody likes “sticky
seconds”, especially Debbie,’ which gets a laugh. ‘So when you
come, come in their mouths. They’ll happily swallow all you can
pump down their throats. Treat them nicely and if this goes on
late, which I expect, don’t forget to give them some food and keep
them topped up with brandy. Lastly, no rough stuff. Not tonight
anyway. If you want some of that, come speak to me privately and I
might be willing to arrange something with the girls. All right?
Have at them then.’

I give the
girls a push forward and they both go to the tables and sit there
waiting for ‘customers’. K is gently pulled to the floor by a
couple of men who she then unzips and starts blowing them. Debbie
is straight in with Mads, kissing her and playing with her boobs
before laying her on her back and eating her out. Some of the
unoccupied men go over and watch the proceedings and both the girls
encourage them to get their pricks out and they start playing with
them while servicing or being serviced by the ones already
there.

I sit with
Pete watching all this, revelling in K’s sexual submission to the
room. When the men she is blowing have come, somebody else lifts
her to her feet and lays her on the table and begins to fuck her.
She takes another one in her hand, rubbing him as he waits for his
turn. Debbie meanwhile has finished with Mads for the moment and
the next time I see her she is straddling K’s head and making her
eat her pussy.

A couple of
guys have put Mads on all fours and are spit roasting her as one
does her from behind and the other is pumping his cock into her
mouth.

This goes on
for several hours as everyone takes breaks, even K and Mads. When
they want something to eat from the buffet, I make them stay on
their knees and accept being hand fed by the employees, which they
do as they enjoy treating them like pets, in between fucking them,
particularly Debbie. And I make sure they are given plenty of
brandy. My girls turn into whores when they are half-drunk, I’ve
noticed.

Finally after
everyone has had a good go at both of them, even Pete got up and
had a crack at Mads (while Debbie was kissing her and sucking her
tits I noticed) and K again, K gives me a nod and I go over to
her.

‘We’re getting
tired and my jaw aches, I think everyone has had their share of us
by now, so if you want to let the “arse bandits” loose on us then
when they’re done, it might be time to take us home.’

‘You sure you
want to do anal?’

‘I’m a 3 hole
whore, remember. It would be letting the side down if I didn’t do
anal. Besides, you promised them.’

‘Fair enough.’
I turn to the room and say, ‘Listen everyone, the evening is
drawing to a close. You’ve all had your fill of my lovely ladies
tonight and there’s just one final chance to have your wicked way
with them. I said at the beginning of the fun that anyone wanting
to use their arse would have to wait until the end. Well now it’s
the end so if anyone would like to do them anally, please say so
now, this is your last chance.’

At first no
one wants to be seen as a pervert by his workmates but finally one
young man says, ‘I’ll do it, my girlfriend won’t let me do
anal.’

This emboldens
the others and others speak out, ‘Yes, my girlfriend won’t let me
do it either. I’ll stay.’

Eventually
there are 4 guys wanting to do them in the arse, including Pete,
but the others stick around to watch. I get the tube of lubrication
that I have brought along, bend the girls over the table, facing
forwards and liberally grease their arseholes. Then I invite the 4
guys to have them.

While they are
being buggered, one of the people who are just watching, a young
guy, comes up to me and quietly says, ‘Mr. Gilchrist, you said if
we wanted some rough stuff with the girls, we should speak to you
and you might arrange it.’

‘Into that,
are we?’ I reply. ‘Had much experience?’

‘No, very
little, that’s why I like to take you up on your offer.’

‘As you’ve had
no experience then I must insist on being present to make sure she
doesn’t get damaged. The aim is to hurt them, not injure them.
Would that put you off?’

‘No, I don’t
think so.’

‘Good, you’re
learning. Okay which one would you like to get your hands on?’

‘Err … both of
them?’

‘Don’t be
greedy. Pick one.’

‘In that case
I’ll take the small, brunette. The way she danced earlier, man I
would like to have her to myself for a day.’

‘All right.
Give me your phone number and I’ll set it up?’

‘And I get to
whip her as well as fuck her?’

‘If I tell her
you can do it, then yes. Now why don’t you fuck her arse to
introduce yourself? Tell her I sent you.’

‘Yes. I’ll do
that now. Thanks. See you again.’

‘Bye.’

I sit back and
light a cigar, they’re certainly taking their time with the girls
and now I’ve just added another one to K’s queue. Oh well, no sense
in going off half-cocked.

I wait
expectantly for Debbie who has been hanging around at the edges of
the spectators, trying to pretend she is interested in the girls
being sodomised. Even I, who loves seeing that sort of thing, am
getting bored watching it.

Debbie sits
down next to me. ‘Hi, I’m Debbie.’

‘I know. What
can I do for you?’

‘I like that
blonde girl.’

‘That much is
obvious.’

‘What’s her
name?’

‘Her name is
Madeline but we call her Mads for short. What’s your interest?’

‘I’d like to
hire her.’

‘Hire her?
She’s not a prostitute, she doesn’t do it for money. Why don’t you
just ask her for a date?’

‘Because she’s
not gay so she’d probably say no.’

‘After the
things I saw her doing to you tonight, how can you say she’s not
gay?’

‘It takes one
to know one. I know all about you Mr. Gilchrist, Pete told me about
you and your slaves. You see, I don’t want to date her. I don’t
want to have to wine and dine her and romance her. I want this,
what you gave us tonight. I want her to be under my control and
have to do everything I tell her. Have her be my slave to control
for the night, the weekend, whatever.’

‘I could make
that happen. Would you want to discipline her or just use her for
rough sex?’

‘Well, I was
just thinking the sex but it might be fun to take my belt to her if
she fails to please me.’

‘She’d like
that. I happen to know that she enjoys the discipline more than the
lesbian sex. So if you give her one, she’ll give you the
other.’

‘Are you sure
about that?’

‘Pretty sure.
She’s my slave and we have an arrangement, I tell her what to do
and she does everything I tell her or she gets punished. She
usually does it. So … you can have her if you want, but there’s a
price.’

‘I thought you
didn’t charge?’

‘Oh, it’s not
money. First, it takes place at my house. I have a specially
equipped room for such occasions. When you’ve had your fun with
blondie, if I’m happy with the way you’ve handled her, I’ll invite
you to come back another day and do the same to the brunette.
Deal?’

She looks over
to where K is having her back passage violated. ‘She’s pretty, I’d
do her as well. Okay, I’d be happy with that. And I suppose you’ll
be watching and recording on the cameras I know you have, as we
fitted them for you.’

‘Naturally,
but I’ll let you have copies of the sessions.’

‘And I can do
anything I want to them? Take a belt to them, make them lick my
arse, use a strap on?’

‘Pretty much
anything you can imagine. And if you can’t imagine it, I can so I
hope you’re open to suggestions.’

‘So when can
we do this?’

‘Call me next
week, Pete has my private number and we’ll set something up.’

‘Okay, speak
to you next week … and thanks.’

‘My pleasure.’
I could tell from the way she homed in on Mads tonight that Debbie
is a natural Dom, but she may not know it yet and just needs to be
shown that she is. She doesn’t want to date Mads, just use and
abuse her. What she needs is what I’m going to give her, a few open
sessions with my slaves where she can experiment, with the
occasional nudge in the right direction, and then if she measures
up, introduce her into the BDSM world.

Believe it or
not, in the massive population of the world, there are many like
me, K, Mads and Debbie, but still, we are only a very small
percentage of humanity. A tiny clique. So when I come across
someone of a similar persuasion, whether they be Dom or sub, I like
to reach out and help a kindred spirit realise their potential.
After all, as the poet said, “A man’s reach should exceed their
grasp, or what’s a heaven for?”

The girls
finish up and go the toilets to clean themselves up. When they’re
done, I take them home. They’re tired so I’ll leave it until
tomorrow to tell them about the new people I’ve arranged to give
them to.

 


~~~

 


When we get
home they shower and then go to bed. So do I. A short time later
there is a gentle tapping at my door. I turn on my bedside lamp and
yell, ‘Come in,’ and K enters wearing a towelling robe.

‘I’m really
sorry to disturb you, Master … but I didn’t want to be on my
own tonight,’ she says apologetically, head down as if she’s
expecting to be told off.

‘What’s up?’ I
ask, concerned.

‘Oh, nothing’s
wrong … it’s just that … it’s been a long day and I’ve been
treated as a sex object all day, just used as a piece of fuck meat,
and that’s fine,’ she says quickly, in case I get the
impression she’s complaining. ‘But now it’s over, I just wanted to
be treated as a person again, a woman, for a while. I wanted to be
held, I want you to hold me.’ She pauses, shaking her head.
‘I’m sorry, I’ll go, I’m being stupid.’ She turns towards the
door.’

‘No!
Wait. I understand, you’re not being stupid at all. Come back here,
you can sleep with me tonight.’

‘Really?’

‘I’d be
disappointed if you didn’t,’ I tell her, knowing that’s what she
wants to hear. I know her well.

Outside the
house, in the “Real World” she’s a ‘tough old bird’ and I saw that
today, stripping off in front of a room full of strangers and then
taking them all on. But when she enters her home (because that’s
what it is now, not just my house, but her home, her
sanctuary) she seems to deliberately let all her defences down
and become a gentle, vulnerable, little child, who looks to me to
keep her safe. Which I will happily do.

She removes
her robe and climbs into bed next to me. I turn the light off and
we lie there, snuggled up to each other for a while before I hear
knocking on the bedroom door.’

Unless we’ve
got very polite burglars, it has to be Mads. My bedroom is turning
into Euston Street Station. ‘Come in,’ I shout, turning on the
bedside lamp.

Mads open the
door. ‘I’m really sorry to bother you, Master. I didn’t want to be
on my own tonight. I went looking for K but she’s not in her room,
so I thought I might find her here.’

K raises her
head from under the covers and smiles at Mads, with a “Well, you
found me expression”.

‘Come on,’ I
tell Mads. ‘Climb in with us.’ She takes off her robe and climbs
into bed on the opposite side to K. So the 3 of us cuddle up and go
to sleep, me in the middle with a naked woman on either side. It’s
a tough job but somebody’s got to do it!

 


~~~

 


Next day, after
a long lie in, I’ve invite the girls down to my study to discuss
yesterday (a mission debrief, to use army terms).

‘So how was
yesterday for you two girls?’ I ask them.

They both
agree that it went well, in fact they even enjoyed it, especially
K. ‘When I was up on that stage dancing around and I had all those
men staring up at me and practically drooling, I really felt like
the “Queen of Sin”. I was happy to have sex with them all after
that, just to say “thank you”. Can we do it again some time?’ she
asked, coyly.

‘Perhaps, and
what about you, Mads?’

‘It was fine,
great fun. Like K says I’d be up for doing it again.’

‘There was one
chap though who wasn’t particularly nice,’ said K. ‘He came up to
me at the end when they were having anal sex with us. Told me that
he’d arranged with you for him to come round and fuck me for the
day, said that you’d agreed to let him do anything to me that he
wanted. Nasty, horrible things, more than just whipping and
fucking. I mean, I know we were there as their “party favours” but
still, there was no call to talk to me like that.’

‘What sort of
things did he threaten to do?’ I asked.

‘The sort of
things that not even you do to me without asking me
first.’

I laugh at
that. ‘Well, I did have a chat with him and said I might set
something up.’ I search around my desk for the slip of paper with
his number on and pass it to K. ‘That’s his number.’

‘And you want
me to ring him and arrange a date?’ Her face drops and I can see
she is disappointed in me.

‘No. I want
you to lean over and put his number in the shredder. Nobody talks
to my girls like that, especially after they’ve been so nice to
them. I promise you he’ll never lay a hand on you and I’ll ring
Pete and make sure he never sends him on a job over here.’

She brightens
up now that her knight has ridden in to save her and cheerfully
drops his number into the shredder. ‘Thank you, Master.’

‘Speaking of
Pete though, how are you with him?’

‘Oh he’s fine,
I don’t mind him.’

‘So you
wouldn’t mind seeing him again? He’s asked for a private session
with you.’

‘Is he into
bondage and whipping?’

‘Don’t think
so, maybe a little light bondage, but no whipping though. He’s
purely about the sex.’

K thinks for a
moment. ‘Can I set the rules, like I do with Colin?’

‘Okay then,’ I
agree, curious to see what her devious, little mind will come up
with.

‘Okay then,
Master, arrange a meeting with him. That’s your job as my
pimp,’ she says with a smile. ‘But tell him he has to wear his
overalls and work boots. I can play the little housewife and he can
be the man who’s come to fix my telly, but I can’t afford to pay
for it so we have to come to some other arrangement. Then he can
take payment in kind.’

Both Mads and
I look at her, strangely.

‘What?’
asks K. ‘Our lives are all about living out our fantasies. This
just happens to be one of mine.’

I learn
something new about this woman every day. ‘Fair enough, I’ll set it
up. Now what about you Mads? It seems that both of you have
admirers. Debbie from accounts would like to have a private session
with you, also.’

‘She wants to
ask me out on a date, does she?’ replies Mads.

‘No, she’s not
interested in you as a possible girlfriend. She wants to play with
you as a sub. She wants to dominate you and make you do all the
things that you did to her last night.’

‘That figures.
She did come on as bit of a dyke, even though she is a “lipstick
lesbian”. What did you tell her?’

‘I said she
could have you for the day but only in the Fun room, so I can keep
an eye on things. She’s a novice and might get carried away, so I
need to supervise. And if it goes all right, she can come back the
following week and do the same to K as well.’

I watch them
both carefully for their reaction. Mads seems a tad annoyed but
realises it is all part of our deal and if she wants the credit
card and a place to live, she’ll have to put up with it. K seems
surprised but just sits there, accepting the situation without any
complaint, as it is Master’s wish, and therefore she’ll obey
without question, because she knows it’s conditional on how Debbie
treats Mads, before she gets anywhere near K. She knows Master will
always protect her.

‘Very well
then,’ Mads agrees.

K just nods
agreement, entirely unconcerned.

‘Well that’s
all settled then. Anyway, I was really proud of you girls last
night and as a reward I want to buy you something expensive to say
thank you. Any ideas what you’d like?’

Mads
immediately says, ‘Can I have a couple of nice dresses? For me, I
mean, that I can take with me when I go.’

‘All the
clothing and lingerie I buy for you is yours to take with you when
you go. Show me what you want and I’ll order it for you, you have
all your sizes.’ When Mads joined us I had Mrs. Scott take her
every measurement as I did with K. That way whenever I buy
something exotic and expensive for her, I can be sure it’s the
right size.

‘What about
you, K?’

‘You did say
it could be expensive, didn’t you, Master?’

‘Yes.’

‘Well I do
have something in mind. I have a picture of it in my room. I’ll
just go and get it if you’ll excuse me.’

She’s back
moments later and she puts the picture into my hands and watches my
face for my reaction. It’s a picture of a common piece of bondage
equipment. It has a proper name but I shall henceforth refer to it
simply as the ‘Pole’.

The ‘Pole’ is
a broad wooden base with a padded cushion on it, to protect the
legs as the sub may spend considerable time kneeling on it. It’s
quite comfortable though. Rising up from one end of the base is a
wooden pole about waist height which is firmly fixed to the base.
At the top of the pole is fitted a metal collar, with padding
around the edges to protect the neck. The collar is height
adjustable to suit the height of the slave, or whether they are
‘Kneeling’ (sitting back on their heels) or ‘Kneeling Up’ (on their
knees but their body is straight from their knees to their neck).
Once they are kneeling facing the pole or with their back to it,
their neck is fastened in the collar and they are unable to escape.
For longer periods of confinement, it’s best to have them kneel
with their back to the pole, which then allows you to fasten their
hands behind the pole, leaving them helpless.

‘Are you sure
you want one of these? Wouldn’t you rather have some nice
dresses?’

‘And a few new
dollies to play with?’ she responds sarcastically.

‘All right,
all right, don’t get lippy. Very well, The Society has people who
make and sell these things. I’ll check into it and see what’s on
offer. Then I’ll let you choose the one you want. After all, you’re
the one that’s going to spend her time in it, so you might as well
have the one you want.’

‘Thank you,
Master.’

I can see by
the way her eyes light up that she’s really excited by the idea of
having one of those and being confined in it. Strange woman, but
then that’s why I keep her around.




 





TV REPAIR GUY

 


 


K comes to me
for inspection before leaving for Pete’s place. She stands at
Attention while I check her over. No makeup, just a bit of
lipstick. No nail polish. I check and she is wearing a bra so I
tell her to lift her skirt and find she’s wearing panties. ‘Well,
no real wife housewife is going to be pottering around with no
underwear on, is she?’ she asks me.

I see her
point. I tell her she’s passed inspection and may now go.

Later that
day, mid-afternoon, she returns. I’m in the kitchen making myself a
sandwich and ask her if she wants one. She says yes. When she comes
into the kitchen she goes to get her dog bowl out of the cupboard
but I tell her she can eat up at the counter with me, from a
plate.

I push my
plate of untouched sandwiches and a cup of coffee over to her and
make myself another. ‘Had a good day?’ I ask.

‘Yes, very
good thank you. Pete’s a nice bloke, isn’t he?’

‘Of course he
is, otherwise he wouldn’t be a friend of mine. He’s good people. In
fact if you ever need help and I’m not around, go and see him. If
he can’t help, he’ll look after you until I get back. You can trust
him. I’m curious, how did the role playing go?’

‘Very well,
thanks. Pete played his part and we had a good time. After he
pretended to fix my TV I had to confess that I didn’t have enough
money to pay him, so he took payment in kind. You wouldn’t believe
how expensive TV repair is these days.’ (She means they had lots of
sex.) K looks out of the window and seems lost in her thoughts for
a moment, and a smile comes to her lips.

‘You’re not
developing a thing for Pete, are you?’

‘Not for Pete
no, but for that TV repair man in his overalls and work boots.
There’s something sexy about that outfit. He could fiddle with my
antennae any time. I can see now why you make me wear dungarees
sometimes.’

‘Oh good, I’d
hate to lose you to him.’

‘He did ask if
he could see me again next week. Said he would fix my Wi-Fi.’

‘Is there
something wrong with your Wi-Fi?’

‘Nothing that
a good, stiff cock couldn’t fix,’ she says casually and takes a
bite of her sandwich. And I thought I was a cool customer.

‘He sent you
this to say thank you.’ She places a memory stick on the counter
between us.

‘What’s
this?’

‘When I first
became your sub, you said that if you ever sent me off to have sex
with someone else, I should bring back a video of it. Well, most
places I’ve been aren’t rigged for video recording. Squire Amos
doesn’t use it and the doctor can hardly have recording equipment
in his surgery, can he? But Pete’s place is all wired up like this
house, so I made sure that he recorded everything we did, and here
is your copy. We can watch it together later, if you like.’

‘Good girl.
Well done. You know if you ever want to play those role playing
games here, with me, I’d be happy to do that for you. You seem to
like scenarios where you are coerced into having to have sex with
someone. I could be a policeman with a warrant to search the
premises …’

‘Yes!’
she agrees excitedly and runs with the idea. ‘And you could find
some drugs in my bedroom and I have to … persuade you … not
to arrest me. Of course you’d have to handcuff me, so I was
helpless.’

‘Of course,’
and we both laugh.

‘You know,
Master, I’m so lucky to belong to you. You let me live out my
fantasy life, I just have to think of it and if it’s possible you
let me live it. I get to do things many girls, many slaves
only get to dream about. But what about you and your dreams? I’m
getting tons of sex and you only have me, Mads and Judith. It’s not
fair on you.’

‘It’s kind of
you to be concerned about me, K, but I am living out my fantasy.
Having 3 beautiful woman as my slaves, to do my bidding and to bed
anytime I choose. Controlling them, deciding who they have sex with
for my entertainment, and punishing them when I feel like it. And
most of all, having you as my personal slave, to do my every
bidding. That is my fantasy and I’m living it.’

K blushes and
says, ‘You’ve no idea how happy that makes me, that I’m a part of
your fantasy and just by being here I’m helping you fulfil it.’

‘Okay, why
don’t you finish up eating then go and get showered. Of course as
you’ve been with another man, you’ll have to have a punishment
whipping. Would you like it now, or tomorrow?’

‘Oh,
definitely now. The sooner you reclaim me the happier I’ll be.’
After K has been with another man, she feels that I must punish her
to “reclaim her” so she belongs to me again.

‘Run along
then. Come find me when you’re ready. I think we’ll watch the video
of you and Pete first, so we both know why you’re being
punished.’

 


~~~

 


I walk into my
study a few days later and I find a pair of handcuffs from the Fun
room on my desk, and a faux leather wallet. I open the wallet and
inside is a toy detective badge. The card that comes with it has
already been filled in ‘Detective Inspector Gilchrist, CID’. I pick
it up and smile. The game’s afoot!




 





DEALER’S CHOICE

 


 


I took K to the
publishing office Christmas party as my girlfriend, she loved being
introduced as that, and to make it like every other Christmas party
throughout the land, I snogged her behind the photocopier.

At one point K
asked me for permission to go to the toilet. ‘Are we doing that
now?’ I asked her. ‘I never said that was a rule.’

‘No, I only
thought of it tonight,’ she replied. ‘The more rules I have, the
more controlled I feel and the more obedient and compliant I
become. Which, from your point of view, surely can’t be a bad
thing. Controlling my access to the toilet is just one more link in
the leash you keep me on. Of course, I expect you to say NO,
sometimes when I ask.’ K has a lovely turn of phrase sometimes.

‘Very well
then, I’ll play your game but only when we are out like
this. I don’t want to be bothered at home every couple of hours
when you need to pee, or God forbid, when you’re out somewhere and
have to phone me to ask.’

‘So can I go
then? I’ve been holding on to it for a while now.’

‘Is it
bad?’

‘Getting
there.’

‘Okay, wait
another 15 minutes, then you can go. But only on condition that
when you’re in the toilet you remove your panties completely, and
when you come back discreetly slip them into my pocket.’

She did as she
was told and waited 15 minutes. I made her drink a large glass of
water while she was waiting. (Well it’s her game, she started it!)
On her return from the toilet, she tucked her panties into my coat
pocket. They were only a mere slip of lace anyway, so made no bulge
when she put them in there. As she’s wearing a backless dress and
therefore no bra or stockings, it means she is now completely naked
under her dress.

Then she
wanted me to screw her in the Stationery cupboard but I am the boss
and standards must be maintained. So I locked us in my office and
gave her one across my desk instead, which delighted her as I’ve
never fucked her there before. There was no time for extended
foreplay to make her come, K does take a while to get to the top of
the hill but that’s fair enough, I’ve always envied women that,
with men it’s over so quickly. It’s not a problem though, I enjoy
playing with K and eating her out, so when I have the time I really
make a meal of it. (Pun intended.)

Orgasm or not
though, it really excites K as when I pull out of her, I don’t even
have to say ‘MOUTH’ as she drops to her knees and eagerly takes me
in her warm, willing mouth. She grabs me by the buttocks and pulls
me into her again and again even though it chokes her, until I
shoot, at the first sign of which, she pulls me in tightly and
holds me there until I have finished. Then she takes a hanky out of
her sleeve and wipes me dry.

‘Sorry we
don’t have time to see to your pleasure,’ I apologise, ‘but we
can’t spend too long away from the party. Bad manners, you know, I
am the host after all. We’ll see about your fun when we get home. I
owe you an orgasm. How would you like to be made to come?’

She thinks for
a moment. ‘Dealer’s choice,’ she says with a smile.

‘Very well
then.’

However, when
we get home I’ve had time to think and I tell her that I’m not
going to let her come tonight, she can’t even masturbate, which
elicits a groan of disappointment from her. Dealer’s choice I tell
her, but instead I’m going to spend all day tomorrow making her
come.

I’ve been
making her drink more water at the party and not letting her use
the toilet, so once the taxi drops us off at home, she heads for
the toilet but I stop her.

‘But I’m
bursting,’ she protests.

I tell her to
go to her room and hang her dress up then meet me in the shared
bathroom. When she comes back she’s naked except for her stilettos.
I tell her to sit on the toilet and pee while I watch.
‘What?’ she asks.

‘It’s your
game, you invented it, I’m just playing it.’

‘But I can’t
go while you’re watching. We’ve never done that before!’

‘I know but,
as I’ve told you before, every time I grant you a concession there
is a price to be paid. This is it. Every time you want to play this
denial game, the price you have to pay is the humiliation of having
to pee in front of me.’

‘But I can’t,’
she says, hanging her head.

I run the tap
in the sink and it’s not long before the sound of running water
makes nature overcome vanity and she lets go. I stand in front of
her with my hands in pockets, watching her. Her face is flushed red
from embarrassment but I notice her nipples are “standing out like
Chapel hat-pegs” as the saying goes, so she obviously finds this
humiliation intensely arousing. I must remember this
punishment.

When she’s
finished and used the bidet, she asks, ‘I wasn’t expecting that
reaction. May I come now, Master? I’ll do it myself, you don’t need
to bother.’

‘I told you,
no orgasm until tomorrow. In fact, I don’t trust you not to
masturbate so you’ll sleep with me tonight. Come on.’ I take her up
to my bed and handcuff her to a chain from the head of the bed. She
can move her arms down comfortably as far as her chest so she can
sleep normally, but the chain isn’t long enough to reach her pussy,
so she can’t touch herself. She would have to kneel up in bed to
reach it with her hands and I would know about that, so she’s
caught for the night.

 


~~~

 


Next morning I
don’t let her use the toilet. I make her stand in the shower and
pee, while I watch. She is embarrassed and turns her head away,
unable to look me in the eyes but once again, her face flushes and
her nipples are erect. I don’t think it’s the peeing itself that is
arousing her but the fact that she is being made to do it while
being watched. That she finds humiliating but also exciting. I’ve
made her watch other women do it, so she knows how demeaning it can
be, and I once made her do it in front of Judith.

I wash her
down, plenty of touching and stroking of her body, pinching and
teasing her nipples as I do. I’m going to work on her orgasms
today, so I want her juiced up before we start. I take her down to
the Fun room, fit her with vibrating cunt and butt plugs and then
tie her to the bed. After fitting her with vibrating nipple clamps,
I switch them all on and then read the paper while she lays there,
buzzing.

From time to
time as the morning progresses I work her over with the hand-held
vibrator. It’s not one of those pointed or shaped vibrators like a
‘Jack Rabbit’ but looks like a microphone with a bulb the size of
an apple at one end. It’s meant for vibrating the outside skin, not
for inserting.

Each time she
comes I make a mark on the chalk board. I’m fair so I give her a
short break between orgasms, let her have a drink, before starting
on her again. I use every trick I know to arouse her, licking her
all over, rubbing her feet, nibbling her neck, eating her pussy,
oiling her up and massaging her. You name it, I do it.

Each one seems
to be more intense than the last. After orgasm number 4 she begs me
to fuck her so I remove the cunt plug and lay into her, which also
makes her come. Funny that. Eventually, after about orgasm number
6, when she calms down she doesn’t open her eyes, I swear she has
passed out, and I have to grab her by the chin and shake her head
before she looks up at me. The poor thing’s tired out so I decide
she’s had enough fun for one day. I untie her, wrap her in a robe
and she sits on the bed while I run her a bath. Then I take her
into the bathroom and let her soak before washing her.

‘When you pay
your debts, you really pay your debts, don’t you?’ she says. Apart
from that she doesn’t say much, just lays there, smiling at me.
That little thing in my chest twists again and I have to busy
myself washing her legs.




 





CHRISTMAS PRESENTS

 


 


K and I spend
Christmas alone. Madeline asked for time off to go home and see her
family for the Christmas period, so I said yes. I had a threesome
with her and K the night before she left, just in case she decided
not to come back. Judith usually stays over but she wanted to go
and see family as well while the company shuts down, so it’s just
me and K. As it’s our first Christmas together, I’m glad it’s just
the 2 of us.

We agreed that
we would wear ordinary clothes on Christmas morning while we open
presents and have breakfast, then dress up for Christmas dinner. I
give her the usual presents that women like, perfume, scarfs,
jewellery etc. ‘silver bells’ earrings to wear in her pierced
nipples, so she’s got something to open under the tree (go on, call
me a sexist pig, I don’t care) but the big present I’ve already
given her, which was to have the attic made into a workroom for
her, so she has somewhere to paint. It was already floor boarded
with big, windows jutting out from the roof, but I put in more
lighting and heating and replaced the ladder with an extending
staircase, for easier access.

In return K
bought me a nice, Solar-powered watch. (I’m always cursing when the
batteries run down in my watches.) Not too expensive which is fine
as I don’t want her wasting her money on me.

Although K
volunteered to cook Christmas dinner, I’ve tried her cuisine before
so I politely decline. I got Mrs. Scott to cook a turkey earlier in
December, carve it up and then freeze it in portions. Can’t be
doing with too much hassle on the day, so I don’t want to have to
worry about the turkey. Take some out of the freezer and let it
defrost overnight. Then I only have to worry about the roast
potatoes and veg, which come out of a bag anyway, so they only need
30 minutes in the oven.

While
everything is cooking, we go and get changed. When K comes down for
dinner, she is absolutely gorgeous, well made up and wearing that
LBD that barely covers her nipples and her crotch. Her hair is up
revealing her neck, so her rubber collar with the gold dog tag is
shown off. I want to grab her and kiss her but it would only ruin
her makeup and I know she wants to look good for me, so I refrain,
there’s always later.

I knew she’d
make herself up to look stunning so I return the compliment and put
my best Armani suit on. She’s carrying a large purse with her,
which is unusual around the house, but she doesn’t mention it, so
neither do I.

‘You look
amazing,’ I tell her.

‘Thank you, I
wanted to dress up to impress you.’

‘You don’t
have to dress up to impress me, you just have to turn
up.’

She blushes
and goes all coy on me, squeezing my hand, then I lead her in to
the kitchen.

We finish off
the cooking. Nuke the turkey in the microwave, I get the potatoes
and veg while K makes the gravy and then we sit down to dine in the
dining room. After a Christmas toast we tuck in.

At the end of
the meal when the plates have been dumped in the sink, we sit there
drinking coffee. K reaches into her purse which is down by her feet
and taking out a parcel, lays it on the table beside her, without
saying anything. It’s about 10 inches by 8 inches, wrapped in
Christmas paper, bound with a ribbon.

Not to be
outdone, I take out a jewellery box from my inside pocket, the type
that necklaces come in, wrapped in Christmas paper and without
saying anything lay it on the table beside me.

We both sit
there for a moment, sipping our coffee, looking at each other with
the occasional glance at the present lying on the table by the
other person’s side, like 2 gunfighters, waiting for the other one
to make the first move. I have the advantage though in that I’ve
played poker before and I doubt if K has, so I know how to keep a
poker face. Eventually K blinks (figuratively) and asks, ‘I hope
you liked the watch I brought you, Master?’

I hitch up my
sleeve and display it, it probably only cost a couple of hundred
pounds, I have watches upstairs that cost ten times that, but this
one is special as it came from her. ‘I do, I love it, love the idea
that it’s Solar powered. Brilliant, saves the damned batteries
running down on me at the most inconvenient times. Thank you, very
thoughtful.’

‘It didn’t
cost that much though, I must admit. I don’t have a lot of
money.’

‘But what
about the allowance I give you? Do you need more? And you could
always use the credit card. Besides, it’s the thought that counts
not the cost of something.’

‘The point I’m
trying to make, Master, is that I don’t have much money,
you have a lot of money, some of which you give to me, for
which I’m grateful. But truthfully, everything I’m wearing,
everything hanging in my wardrobe, the place I live, the car I
drive … they were all paid for with your money, so even if I bought
you something really expensive, it would still be your money I
bought it with, so it seems a bit pointless to do that.’

‘Where are you
going with this?’ I ask, puzzled.

‘I thought
about it and I realised that I don’t have much at all, in fact the
only things I have that are truly mine, that nobody owns but me,
are just my body and my heart. So I painted you this.’ She slides
the parcel across the table.

I unwrap it
and it reveals a painting in a frame, covered in glass, of what I
cannot say at first glance and then suddenly the penny drops. ‘This
is a picture of … your pussy? Surrounded by a pink
heart?’

‘That’s right.
I’m glad you recognise it.’ (To be fair, the only other women I
sleep with are blondes and these are definitely brown pubes in the
picture, but I don’t tell her that.)

‘You painted
this yourself, I hope? You didn’t pose for someone else?’

‘Of course
not. I took a photograph of myself, printed it out in colour on
your laser printer and then painted that picture from it.’

‘It’s not one
of those Scratch ‘n Sniff pictures, is it?’

‘No, I’m
afraid not. The idea behind giving you this painting is that the
only things I possess that are truly my own to give, are my body,
symbolised by the picture of my pussy, and my heart, which explains
the big, pink heart. I freely give those as a sign of my devotion
to you. You are my Master, I am your slave and I give myself to
you, body and soul. I’ll always be your Dogface.’ The
nickname she went by when she first came to me.

I’m genuinely
touched by this gesture. I don’t know what to say and I choke up a
little, but I cover this by staring silently at the picture for a
few moments.

‘Where do you
think I should hang it?’

‘In your
bedroom would be best, but as you take other women there, I
wouldn’t like everyone to see it, it’s for your eyes alone, so
perhaps inside your wardrobe door where you can see it every day
but no one else can.’

‘Good
thinking.’

After a while
I kiss the pussy in the picture and tell her, ‘I cannot thank you
enough for this gift. It means more than anything you could have
bought me, no matter how much you spent. I accept this gift and all
it symbolises, gratefully.

‘Now then,
being a mere crude male as I am, not given to symbolism, sometimes
we just have to spell things out so there is no misunderstanding.
Despite all the other things I have given you today, this is my
real present to you.’ I slide her parcel across the table to
her.

She is
trembling from nervousness and has trouble undoing the wrapping and
then opening the case. She actually gives a little squeal of
delight when she sees what’s inside. She takes it out and holds it
up. It’s a silver necklace with a rectangular silver plate, the
sort you have on an identity bracelet, and as she turns it in the
light she can read the inscription:

 


Property of
Roger Gilchrist

 


A shiver of
excitement runs through her, she loves being told she’s my property
and this will be a public declaration. ‘Turn it over and read the
back,’ I tell her and she reads that too:

 


Safe and
Protected

 


Her eyes get
all moist and she has to dab at them to stop the tears. ‘Will you
put it on me, Master?’ she says, tearfully.

I walk round
the table and while she is still sitting, fasten it around her
neck. ‘I want you to wear this always. Even on occasions when you
have to take the rubber collar off like if we’re on a beach or
whatever, or when you sunbathe, you can keep this on.
Understood?’

She nods,
apparently too overcome to speak, so she just takes my hand and
kisses the back of it. That’s not enough for me so I haul her to
her feet and kiss her on the lips, long and hard.

I realise that
coincidentally, our presents have proclaimed the same thing, hers
said, ‘I give you my all’ and mine said, ‘You belong to me now’.
And both are true.




 





SKI HOLIDAY

 


 


It’s early
January, Madeline has returned from her Christmas break. I call
both the girls to the study. I tell K that I want to have a private
word with Madeline first so ask her to make us all a pot to tea.
‘I’ll beep you when we’re ready.’ She gives me a suspicious look
but heads off to the kitchen. Poor old K, no matter how many times
I reassure her, she always afraid that I’m going to send her away
or replace her with Mads.

‘Now then,
Mads, we’re coming to the end of your contract with me. How are you
getting on here?’

‘It’s fine,
Master. I get along with K all right, I don’t mind being whipped by
her and having sex with her, it’s what you want to see and it’s
what our deal was. Besides, apart from those times when we have sex
for your entertainment and you tell her to do certain things to me,
those nights when she takes me to her room are quite nice,
actually. She’s very gentle and tender when we make love, makes a
nice change from some of the women I have had to submit to.
Financially my debts are mostly cleared up as you promised, the car
loan’s paid off and I’m starting to build up some savings in the
bank, thanks to your generous allowance.’

‘So you’re
happy to be here then. How about staying a while longer?’

‘I could stay
a while longer if you’d like. Same terms, another 3 months?’

‘Yes, you live
in the flat, rent free and all bills paid, a generous monthly
allowance and new clothes when needed. Deal?’

‘Yes, okay
then, deal.’

I check the
camera for the kitchen and I see that K is standing by the tea tray
on the counter, waiting patiently for instructions to bring it
through. I beep her and she picks up the tray and heads for the
study. I still make her wear a beeper around the house and gave
Madeline a beeper to wear on her collar as well, but K has the
remote for that one as she’s in charge of Mads.

K knocks on
the study door and Mads opens it. K puts the tray on the coffee
table by the sofa and we all take our places on the sofa. K pours
the tea and then sits there anxiously, waiting to hear why they’ve
been summoned. I quickly put her mind at rest.

‘Mads and I
were just discussing her slave contract with me, so I thought it
was best to do that in private, after all it’s between me and her.’
K visibly relaxes. ‘Mads has agreed to stay another few months with
us.’ K smiles and reaching over, squeezes Mads’ hand.

‘Now then,
down to business and the real reason why I’ve called you here.
Either of you ever been skiing?’

K shakes her
head and Mads says, ‘A couple of times, I wasn’t very good.’

‘K, do you
remember the Contessa from the hotel? And Mads, you must have seen
her there?’

Mads replies,
‘Yes, she was pointed out to me as someone I should be particularly
attentive to if she asked for anything, as she’s some big-wig in
The Society.’

‘That’s right,
she’s the Secretary. Anyway, she’s an old family friend of mine and
she owns practically half of an exclusive ski resort in the French
Alps. Many of the chalets, a hotel and several bars and restaurants
around the town. Every winter if I’m free she invites me over there
for a free skiing holiday. At the weekend of the Society get
together at the hotel, I arranged a 3 week visit for the last 2
weeks of January and the first week of Feb. So the 3 of us are
going skiing!’

The girls look
at each other and are visibly excited at the prospect. ‘But I can’t
ski,’ says K.

‘No matter.
She also owns a ski school, so she will provide both of you with
your own, personal, ski instructor. And you can fuck them if you
like!’

The girls are
stunned. ‘What?’ Mads manages to gasp.

‘Let me
explain, over the years the Contessa, through her Society contacts,
has managed to arrange that all the staff, at ALL of her
establishments, are submissives or slaves. Waiters, chalet maids …
ski instructors, you name it, they all belong to her or various
Doms that manage her properties for her. And they are available to
Society members or other friends that she deems suitable. Therefore
she’s in a position to make sure that a couple of nice, sub ski
instructors will be available to teach you how to ski. And if they
take your fancy, which I’m sure they will, you’re free to sleep
with them if you want to, if they come on to you. After all, ski
instructors are notorious for trying to bang anything with a pulse
and what woman doesn’t fantasise about screwing her hunky, bronzed,
ski instructor?’

‘Why are you
giving us away to other men?’ asks K. ‘Don’t you want us
around?’

‘K … it’s a
holiday, a break from our normal routine,’ I explain. ‘So rather
than just having to follow me around and obey me as you do here,
here’s a chance to act like normal, healthy women away on holiday
and a chance to follow your baser desires. Spend the day skiing
with them and then go out for drinks and meals in the evenings, if
you want. If you end up in bed at the end of the night, then so be
it. You have my permission, live a little and expand your
horizons.’

‘Do we have to
sleep with them?’ asks K.

‘Not at all, I
just figured that you would want to bang a couple of hunky,
well-hung studs for a while, but it’s not an order.’

‘How do you
know they’ll be well-hung?’ Mads asks.

‘Well, if I
know the Contessa, she’ll make sure they are.’

‘So we won’t
see you for 3 weeks? That’s not right,’ says K, disturbed. ‘That’s
not what I want.’

‘Nonsense.
We’ll all be living together in a 3 bedroom chalet but we’ll all
have our own rooms. We’ll have breakfast together then go our
separate ways for the day. I like to ski on the more advanced
slopes whereas you’ll be messing around on the nursery slopes.

‘Then, unless
you’re eating out that night, we’ll all have an evening meal
together before you hit the hot spots with your instructors. We’ll
have a chalet maid there to cook our meals and tidy up after us.
Some nights I’ll take you out for a meal but I’m not interested in
seeing the nightlife, whereas I imagine you will want to.

‘Besides, the
instructors need a break as well so will probably take the weekends
off, so we can be together then. You girls will want time to go
shopping or just sit around in the winter sunshine, drinking
Glühwein, won’t you? Incidentally, you’ll both be issued with a
credit card when you arrive. Use that in ANY bar or restaurant and
the bill will be charged to the Contessa’s account, so you can wine
and dine for free.’

‘But what will
you do for sex if we’re not available?’ K asks me. Good old K,
concerned about my welfare.

‘I’m sure that
the Contessa will sort me out with a chalet maid or two. Don’t
worry, I’ll be taken care of.’

‘Will there be
any kinky stuff?’ asks Madeline.

‘Glad you
asked. The ski boys won’t be tying you up or whipping you or
anything like that. However, I’ve asked the Contessa to put us in
one of the “special” chalets. They come rigged with concealed
points for restraints, so if either of you are missing the lash, I
can string you up and give you a “tune up”. Also the bedrooms are
fitted with cameras, so if you happen to bring your studs back to
our chalet, I can watch the proceedings if I want to. You’ll have
your own rooms but I expect that on some nights you might want to
have foursomes or even swap partners, while I watch. You are my
slaves after all, you don’t have complete freedom.’

Mads just nods
as she’ll do anything she’s told as long as the price is right. I
don’t begrudge her attitude, I learnt a long time ago that
different people have different ways of making their way through
life. “Different strokes for different folks” as the saying goes.
The army taught me that “You’ve gotta do what you gotta do, to
survive”.

K however just
says, ‘As Master wishes.’

‘As you both
know, there’s no such thing as a free lunch. We are being given a
free holiday at an expensive resort, all food and drink thrown in,
so it’s incumbent on us to offer something in return.

‘The Contessa
has already expressed an interest in spending a night with K, she
said so at the hotel, so I think it’s only fair that I give her the
pair of you to play with, one night. Also, every month or so, she
likes to throw a party for the local dignitaries. Well, I say
party, it’s more of an orgy really. Any Society members in the area
are free to attend but she also invites the local dignitaries and
their wives. Now these people haven’t been vetted in the same way
as the Society members have, but rest assured that if the Contessa
has invited them then they can be trusted not to talk outside the
party, and also not to be twisted psychopaths.

‘The reason
I’m telling you this is that as well as her own subs, any Society
member that attends is also expected to offer their subs to wait on
the guests at the party, serve drinks and whatnot. That means you
pair. The rules are pretty much the same as at the hotel except
there’s no bondage or whipping, but like the hotel you will be
expected to be sexually available during the evening. If it’s
mutually agreeable then guests are allowed to take you home for the
night, but you can refuse. Do either of you have a problem with
these conditions?’

K repeats, ‘As
Master wishes.’ Madeline just says, ‘We’ll need to buy the proper
ski clothing of course.’

‘Of course.
Tomorrow dress in normal clothing and I’ll take you shopping. I
know what you’ll need and we can get it tomorrow. Mads you can take
the rest of the day off. K I want you to stay awhile.’

Mads stands
up, kisses K goodbye on the mouth and then curtsies to me before
leaving. When she’s gone I ask K, ‘What’s up, K? You don’t seem too
happy.’

‘No, I’m fine,
Master. Everything’s okay.’

‘Come on, K, I
know you better than you know yourself. What’s bothering you?’

‘Okay then …’
she looks down at her lap, unable to meet my eye. ‘It’s just that
if we’re away sleeping with other men, possibly at their place, and
you’re off with your chalet maids, you won’t be there to watch over
me while I sleep. You know how reassuring I find that.’

K is like a
little child at times, but one that it’s my duty to take care of.
‘Okay, I have to ask, what is it with you and having me watch over
you at night?’

She’s still
looking down at her lap, fiddling with her fingers. ‘The bad men
used to come and get me at night. It was bad enough during the day
but often I’d be kipping on someone’s couch, not wanting to go
home, and then the bad men would come back from the pub and wake me
up and take turns with me. It was worse at night because they were
drunk and it got rougher and more violent.

‘I’ve never
been able to sleep at night properly since those days and it’s why
I’m scared of the dark … until I came here. Even before I moved
into your house, you would make me sleep over some nights and
although it was in the Fun room, which isn’t the nicest place to
spend the night, I knew that you had the night vision camera turned
on, watching me. As I said before, that gave me a real sense of
security because I knew you were there to protect me. And now I can
sleep every night when you’re watching.’

‘How do you
manage when you go to Paris with Colin, or spend the night with
Squire Amos? I’m not there to watch over you then.’

‘No but they
are, they’re watching over me on your behalf, so to speak, so it’s
like you’re there. I pretend you’ve sent them to watch over me in
your absence, so I know I’ll be safe.’

‘Can’t you do
the same with the ski boys?’

‘No. Colin and
Pete and Squire Amos are all friends of yours, trusted allies if
you will, so I can kid myself they are there to look after me,
which is true in a way. I can’t do that with some anonymous ski
jock that I’ve just met.’

I think for a
moment and then the solution hits me. Rather obvious really. ‘Okay
then, the only answer is that you must insist that you can only
sleep with the ski boys back at the chalet. Have sex anywhere you
like during the day but overnighters must be in the chalet. Tell
them it’s Master’s orders. They’re subs, they’ll understand that
rules are rules.’

‘Yes, that’ll
do,’ she agrees, brightly, relieved we’ve found a solution. ‘Then
you can watch us on the cameras. Brilliant. I knew there was a good
reason why I chose you as my Master.’ She looks at me with a coy
smile. ‘Far be it from me to initiate a sexual encounter which is
forbidden, but I really think you deserve some sex for coming up
with that solution.’

‘So do I.’ I
pull K over to me and say, ‘Mouth.’ She dutifully unzips me and
takes my cock in her mouth. Once I’m good and hard I invite her to
climb aboard. She hitches up her skirt, no underwear as per the
rules, and impales herself on my erect cock.

As she slides
up and down on me, I say to her, ‘You were worried earlier that I
was making some private arrangement with Mads to replace you,
weren’t you?’

She looks at
me for a long moment and then nods. ‘Are you sure you wouldn’t
rather have her than me as your personal slave?’

‘No way. Mads
is just a toy that I purchased for you and me to play with.
You on the other hand are my companion, my partner. Why won’t you
ever believe me when I say I’ll never send you away?’

‘Because men
say pretty words when they want something from you, but it all goes
out the window once they’ve had their fun. I’ve been lied to before
and then let down.’

‘What does
that necklace you’re wearing say?’

‘Property
of Roger Gilchrist, but do you really mean that or are you just
telling me what I want to hear? It would break my heart if it
wasn’t true and you did send me away, one day. I need you,
Master. I need you to be in charge of me, to control me, to
punish me, to love me, to take care of me, to own me forever.’ She
stops moving and rests her head on my shoulder.

I lift her off
me and lay her on her back on the sofa. As I enter her again, I
tell her, ‘And I need you too, K. I need you. I’ll never let you
go.’

Eventually I
come inside her but carry on until she comes as well. When we’re
both finished I go to pull out of her but she hugs me tight and
wraps her legs around my waist and won’t let me withdraw. ‘Tell
me again, Master,’ she whispers in my ear.

‘I need you
too, K and I’ll never let you go.’ Our cheeks are pressed together
and I suddenly feel mine get wet as her tears run down it.

 


~~~

 


I take the
girls shopping for ski gear. I already have mine as I hit the
slopes most years. I let them choose their outfits and then I tell
them why they’re wrong. Both have picked one-piece suits and one is
them is white. Rookie mistakes. I explain that it’s difficult in a
one-piece suit to go to the toilet, you have to strip the whole
thing off and lower it to the floor, which is usually wet from
melted snow. So they’re better off with separate padded,
waterproof, ski trousers, ‘salopettes’ they are called, and buying
a winter-proof jacket with fleece. It also means they can use the
jacket for their everyday use while they are off the slopes.

Secondly,
unless you’re on winter manoeuvres, if someone is racing down the
hill towards you at 30 miles an hour, you want to stand out and be
visible, not blend in with the snowy background.

I send them
back to the racks and tell them to pick different colour coats so I
can tell them apart on the piste. Mads picks a bright red one, and
K’s is blue. I also get them to buy thermal underwear, wraparound
sunglasses and backpacks, so they can carry food and energy drinks
around with them, along with a spare jumper and goggles. On the
slopes you’re not always near a café when you need a break.
Besides, a backpack keeps your back warm. I also have them buy
swimming costumes, as we’ll be going swimming in the open air,
heated pool.

We then spend
the next hour getting them fitted for ski boots and waterproof snow
boots for everyday walking around in the snow. I don’t bother
buying skis, it’s a dreadful faff having to wax them and lug them
around airports and so on, so I always rent them when I’m at the
resort.

When the smoke
starts to rise from my credit card I take the girls home, and once
they’ve unwrapped everything, I make them both strip off and walk
around naked in just their snow boots for the rest of the day, for
my amusement.

 


~~~

 


The private jet
lands at the Alpine airport and we disembark. I’ve hired the jet to
take us to the nearest airport to the Contessa’s resort. It sounds
a bit flash but the truth is that if we take a commercial flight,
the nearest airport that can take large passenger jets is Geneva,
over the border, which leaves a long drive up into the French Alps.
There is a smaller airport nearer to the resort that can handle
private jets and that’s only a 2 hour drive away.

While I wait
for the luggage, I tell the girls to go and freshen up. Nobody
likes using the tiny toilets on a small jet, so I warn them we have
a longish drive ahead so to go and deal with things now, while they
can do it in comfort.

When we get
through customs, Bruce is waiting there for us. Bruce is the
Contessa’s head of security, chauffeur, go-fer, bodyguard, you name
it. He’s taller than me and built like a brick-shithouse. He’s been
the Contessa’s devoted personal slave for decades, I’ve known him
since I was a teenager, he’s ex-army and used to teach me some
martial arts tricks and take me skiing, when I came to visit over
the years.

The Contessa
takes him everywhere with her. He handles all the trivial things
for her like airport runs, ferrying people around the resort and so
on. Nice chap, very helpful. I try and give him a hefty tip every
time I’m there but he always refuses, so I generally show my
appreciation for his services by letting him spend some time with
whichever female I’ve brought on holiday with me. I’ve no idea
whether the Contessa restricts his access to the female slaves but
he always seems grateful for the gesture.

‘Bruce,’ I
shake his hand.’ Good to see you.’

‘And you too,
Mr. Gilchrist. Welcome back, the Contessa was saying how much she
was looking forward to your visit.’ I can see him eyeing up the
girls, probably wondering if he’ll be allowed access to either of
them.

We load up the
people carrier with the luggage and then pile into it for the trip.
Limousines are okay in town but they’re a bit short on luggage
space, so a people carrier makes a lot more sense. It’s comfortably
outfitted and the trip passes in no time.

Eventually we
arrive in town and Bruce pulls up outside our chalet. I help him
take the luggage inside. 2 pretty blonde girls come forward to
greet us.

‘Welcome
Maître Roger.’ They both have the cutest French accents, I love a
girl with an accent, especially when they are talking dirty in the
bedroom. ‘This is Monique and I am Giselle, we’re your chalet
maids. Monique will do the morning shifts while I do the evenings
and then we’ll swap the following week. Are these your …
companions?’ I introduce K and Madeline.

Giselle chips
in, ‘Just to be clear, Maître, we are slaves of the Contessa and
she told us that as well as our usual chalet duties, we are to be
available to yourself and your companions at all times. I hope you
find us acceptable. The Contessa will find you replacements if
we’re not suitable.’

‘No, I’m sure
you’ll be fine. The Contessa knows my tastes so I’m sure she chose
you both accordingly.’

Monique hands
me an envelope. ‘These are your ski passes and credit cards. The
cards can be used in any establishment, even ones that don’t belong
to the Contessa. I understand you’ve stayed in this chalet
before?’

‘A few times.’
I turn to Bruce, ‘Have there been any changes?’

‘The cameras
have been updated to 4K ones, full colour, but the system works the
same as before. Full video access to all rooms but no recording
facility.’

I show Mads
and K their rooms. ‘What does Maître mean?’ asks K.

‘It’s French
for Master,’ I explain.

‘I shall have
to call you that when I’m wearing a French Maid’s outfit,’ she says
with a cheeky grin.

I’m in the
Master ensuite bedroom of course and the girls have a room each
with a shared bathroom. ‘There are no night vision cameras so at
night you’ll have to sleep with a table lamp on so I can see you
all right.’

When we return
to the main lounge Bruce asks me, ‘If you’re ready Mr. Gilchrist
I’ll take you down to rent your skis.’

We grab our
ski boots and he drives us down to the ski shop and we all get
fitted out with skis. They help us choose the right size and then
adjust the bindings to fit our boots. We load them all into the
vehicle and as we drive back to our chalet, Bruce tells me, ‘The
Contessa wants you to settle in today after your long trip and then
come and see her tomorrow, say around 10 o’clock. Do you want me to
pick you up?’

‘No, that’s
okay, I’ll walk.’

‘She wants you
to bring your girls along. Said she’d like to meet them.’

‘Really?
That’s unusual.’

Bruce just
shrugs and drops us off at our chalet. The girls go to their rooms
and start unpacking while the chalet maids fix us coffee and cakes.
‘Dinner will be at 7 o’clock each night if that’s all right,
Maître? That’ll give you plenty of time to go out on the town later
if you wish.’

‘And what do
you do afterwards?’

‘With normal
holiday-makers, you know, “civilians”, once we’ve cleared up after
dinner, then we leave for the night. However, we can stay if you
wish us to. Just say the word and we’re yours for the night. The
other one will come in next morning and do breakfast, make the
beds, any laundry you might have and so forth.’

‘Well, that’s
good of you but tonight, I think we’ll have a quiet night in. Might
take a walk round town but I plan an early night, it’s been a long
day.’

Giselle makes
her farewell, leaving Monique to prepare and cook the evening meal.
I show the girls around the place. The bedrooms and kitchen are all
on one mezzanine level that runs around the chalet. Then in the
centre there are stairs down to where the dinner table is and also
the easy chairs and sofa around an open log fire, with a funnel
chimney suspended above it. On the mezzanine level there are
sliding, glass doors out onto a large balcony. We’re built on the
side of the hill, so the balcony faces out over the town and the
valley beyond. It’s quite a spectacular view, especially at night,
when the town is all lit up.

I show Mads
and K the concealed fixing points should anyone want to indulge in
a bit of BDSM. You couldn’t spot them unless you knew what you were
looking for. They’re either concealed or simply an innocent looking
ring bolt in the wall, that no one would think to question.

The hidden
cameras are more sophisticated. I show them where the hidden
catches are that will cause a small panel to slide back and reveal
the cameras. I make sure that all the cameras are uncovered and
tell them both that when the red light in on, the camera is live,
and I can select the feed on TV in my room. If they are having sex
in there, then I expect them to turn the main lights on. However,
when they settle down for the night, they must leave a table lamp
on. I can see this pleases K as she is all smiles during my
lecture.

After dinner,
when Monique has cleared up, I send her on her way. Later the girls
and I go out and I buy them a drink in one of the bars and then I
notice them starting to wilt, we were up really early this morning
to catch the plane, so we go back to the chalet and go to bed in
our separate rooms.

 


~~~

 


Bruce lets us
into the Contessa’s chalet and takes our coats. ‘She’ll be with you
in a moment. Make yourselves comfortable.’

I decide that
we won’t take a seat but I position the girls, ready to meet the
Contessa. I have them ‘Stand Easy’, legs apart, hands clasped
behind their backs. I caution them that when the Contessa
approaches them they are to look at the floor unless she says
otherwise. I want them to show that they’ve been well trained, to
make a good impression.

After a few
moments during which I wander around the room looking at the
paintings, the Contessa appears and makes a grand entrance down the
staircase. She’s in her late 50’s but still beautiful with a good,
tight, slim figure. Shoulder length dyed black hair, immaculate
makeup and nails and an expensive dress. If it wasn’t for the fact
that she never had any children, she would fit very nicely into the
MILF category on the Internet. She was one of my sexual tutors when
I was a young man and I think this might be where I got a taste for
a lean, hard-bodied woman, from getting to grips with hers. It’s
why I’m attracted to women like K.

‘Roger,
darling,’ she coos, ‘lovely to see you again. We don’t get together
often enough.’ She kisses me full on the mouth, once again I
imagine, to show my girls that she was there first and if anything,
I am only on loan to them. ‘I see you’ve brought your slaves with
you. Good … good.’

‘Yes, Bruce
said you wanted to see them. Unusual for you to take an interest in
my slaves.’

‘Rubbish. I’m
always interested in any woman that Roger Gilchrist brings to my
town. It takes a special sort to capture your interest. I’m just
curious.’

She wanders
back and forth, in front and behind Madeline and K, examining them.
‘Excuse their outfits,’ I tell her, ‘they’re in their ski gear
because I’m going to take them down to meet their ski instructors
when we’re done here.’

‘Ah yes, I
found you a pair of well-hung studs to occupy the girls, as you
requested. Never had them myself but they seem quite popular
amongst the female staff. They should keep them occupied. It’ll
give us some time together. I also arranged a couple of chalet
maids for you to play with.

‘The usual
arrangement is that one of them will make breakfast, clean up, make
the beds, do the laundry etc. and then they are free to go and
enjoy the skiing in the afternoon, unless you want them to stay and
entertain you. The other will come in around 3 ish, serve whoever
is back from the slopes by then, coffee and cake to keep you going
until dinner. She will cook and serve dinner, clean up afterwards
and then you can release them for the night, unless you want her to
sleep with you and then she will stay overnight. They are slaves,
so feel free to use them how you wish.’

‘That’s very
kind of you, Contessa, thank you.’

‘Chalet maids
and ski instructors get the weekends off from their duties, so you
will have to fend for yourself, all day Saturday and Sunday, but
there are plenty of restaurants or takeaway places you can eat at.
However, if your girls still want to see the men for other
reasons over the weekend then that’s up to them to
arrange.’

The Contessa
stops in front of Madeline, inspecting her. She looks questioningly
at me. ‘Her name’s Madeline, we call her Mads for short.’

‘A pretty
little thing, I bet she gets a lot of attention from Doms at
Society functions. Is she any good?’

‘She’s very
experienced. Well trained, and she claims to be a Red tag, although
I haven’t really tested that out yet.’ Although The Society is
mainly about the Domination of slaves, there is a heavy of amount
of physical discipline involved, so it became necessary to grade
slaves on the level of harsh treatment they find acceptable, so
they invented the Traffic Light system, as a kind of short hand.
Their entries on the slave database carries all their information
and what grade they are. They also wear a tag of the appropriate
colour when at Society functions, where they might be subjected to
discipline from a stranger.

It works on
the same colours as Traffic Lights:

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

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

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

Which means
that Mads claims to be able to take any amount of punishment,
whereas I restrict K to only an Amber Tag, as I feel there should
be limits to what she is subjected to. I know she wants more but
she isn’t ready for it yet.

‘I’ll have to
give you the number of my favourite Whip Master in the UK. Perhaps
you’d like him to test Madeline, see if she is as hardy as she
claims to be.’

‘There’s a
thought. I’ll consider it and let you know.’

‘Is Madeline a
full time slave?’

‘No, she’s
only a “floater” on a temporary contract. She was in a bit of
trouble financially so I took her on to help her out.’

‘Ah, Roger,
you and your lost sheep. You’re too kind-hearted, people take
advantage of you. So she might be available at some point in the
future?’

‘Yes, we’ve
just agreed another 3 months service to me but after that, she’s
all yours if you make her the right offer.’

‘3 months, eh?
That’s about the time I lose a lot of my staff as it’s the end of
the season and they move off to other Doms who have summer resorts
that need staff. I could do with another slave around here. I
promised Bruce he could have someone new to play with. Does she
taste nice?’

‘Lovely, it’s
a pleasure to dine there.’

‘Good … good.
Do you think you’d like to serve me, young Madeleine?’

‘I think it
would be a pleasure, Mistress,’ replies Mads, never one to pass up
an opportunity for advancement.

‘I’ll speak to
Roger nearer the time and we’ll sort something out. That okay with
you, Roger? You know how I hate arguing terms with the staff.
You’ll deal with that for me, won’t you?’

‘Of course,
Contessa.’

She moves to
K. ‘Ah, yes, I remember you from that weekend at the castle.’ She
reads K’s name tag on her collar. ‘Kxxxxxx, what a lovely name. I’m
interested in this one, I must admit, Roger. Perhaps I might tempt
her away from you. Is she also a “floater” or is she a permanent
fixture?’

‘This one’s “a
keeper”,’ I tell her. ‘It would take 12 strong men and a crowbar to
get her away from me. She’ll be around ‘til the end.’ K’s eyes are
still looking down at the floor but I see a smile creep onto her
face.

The Contessa
takes K by the chin and lifts her face up but K, as per her
training, averts her eyes. ‘Look at me, girl,’ orders the Contessa,
so K meets her eye.

‘Look at those
beautiful, blue eyes,’ she comments. ‘Careful with this one, Roger.
With those eyes she could look into a man and see his soul. Once
they’ve done that, then they’ve got you by the balls. Are you sure
I can’t lure her away from you?’

Before I can
answer, K states, ‘Not a chance, Mistress. I belong to Master
Roger.’

The Contessa
lets go of K’s chin. ‘And how does this one taste?’


‘Delicious.’

‘Well, I hope
you’ll give me a chance to sample their wares.’

‘Certainly. I
told them before we came out here that they would have the honour
of spending a night or two in your company. Let me know when you
would like them and they’ll be all yours.’

‘Are they
experienced in pleasing a woman?’

‘Very. I made
it an important part of K’s training and Mads has already served a
few Mistresses, so you should find them both satisfactory and
enjoyable.’

‘Splendid. I
look forward to it. Shall we say Friday night? Call me after you’ve
dined and Bruce can pick them up. I’ll let you all get settled in
for a few days first.’

‘Hear that
girls, Friday night it is then.’ Then a thought occurs to me. ‘Can
you get hold of fresh bananas, up here in the Alps? Must be fresh
and not going soft.’

‘I suppose so,
why?’

I explain
about K and Mads doing a strip and exotic dance for Pete and his
staff and then becoming the night’s ‘other’ entertainment. I offer
to get them to do the dance for the Contessa when they come to
spend the night, for her entertainment. She’s delighted by the
idea.

That’s all
settled and I tell her we must take our leave as I want to
introduce them to the ski guys.

‘Why don’t you
stay? I can get Bruce to drive them down there?’

‘No, that’s
very kind of you but I want to meet these guys myself. Also I can
show the girls the town on our way down there. Show them the lay of
the land and how to get home again.’

We make our
farewells and stop off at our chalet on the way, it’s only a few
streets away, and pick up the girl’s skis and boots. I get them to
change into their boots at the chalet, but teach them not to fasten
them until we reach the school. The boots fasten with clips on the
foot and the ankles but if you undo the ankle clips, then it’s
still a tight enough fit on the foot to stay on when you walk
around. So when you are ambling about from one place to another,
it’s much more comfortable to undo the clips and walk
unhindered.

We make our
way through the town, as I point out the various shops, restaurants
and bars along the way. Then down the hill to the ski school on the
nursery slopes, where there are a couple of ski jocks waiting
outside for us. ‘Bonjour, M’sieur Gilchrist. I am Jean-Paul and
this is Claude, the Contessa has asked us to take care of the girls
skiing lessons.’

I introduce
the girls to them and Claude says, ‘I presume the slaves have been
told they belong to us for the next few weeks?’

I think it’s
time to remind our new friends who exactly are the Masters and who
are the slaves. ‘First of all Claude, we’re on holiday so these are
not slaves but my companions and they have not been provided
solely for your pleasure. If either of them want to sleep with you
or anyone else, I have given my permission for them to do so … but
it’s their choice. They’re not expected to do anything they don’t
want to.

‘Second, you
will treat my girls with respect or I will ask the Contessa to have
you whipped. I may even volunteer to do it myself, and believe me
that won’t be pleasant. Have I made myself clear?’

His face is
pale beneath his winter tan. ‘Oui, Maître. Forgive me, it is my
English, he is not good, I misspoke, said the wrong thing. Please,
accept my apologies, to you and your companions.’

‘Accepted. Now
look after my girls and make sure they come to no harm. Jean-Paul,
I’d prefer it if you instructed K, Claude you can teach Madeline.
I’ll see you girls back at the chalet at tea-time.’ I look at the
girls, Mads appears embarrassed but K is standing tall with her
chin up. If I had to guess I would say she is proud of the way I
stood up for them, and laid down the law on how they are to be
treated. I kiss the girls goodbye and head off back to the chalet.
I think I’ll fuck one of the chalet maids then take her skiing.
It’s never a good idea to go skiing on your own, or have sex on
your own for that matter.

 


~~~

 


So the week
goes pretty much as I expected. After a few days of ski practice
the ski guys are asking my girls out to the clubs and bars in the
evenings, then bedding them later. I’m glad to see that K is with
Jean-Paul as he seems the nicest of the pair and Mads is with
Claude, they seem to suit each other. As we agreed, K brings her
partner back to her room in the chalet to sleep overnight, on the
pretext that I’ve ordered it. Sometimes Madeline brings her fella
home and sometimes they go to his place. This is good as I can
watch K getting fucked by Jean-Paul each night. I notice that
sometimes K deliberately positions herself so that I get a clear
view on the camera. She knows I like to watch her in action.

K, bless her
little cotton socks, is concerned that I’m being left on my own of
an evening but I reassure her that I’m well taken care of by the 2
chalets maids, Monique and Giselle. The only problem is that I
can’t remember which is which, so I just think of them both as
‘Blondie’ and try and avoid having to say their names in
conversation.

One night
after I’ve finished screwing Blondie and she’s rolled over and gone
to sleep, I’m lying there unable to sleep, so I decide to turn K’s
camera back on so I can see how she’s doing. I’d turned it off
earlier as I was fucking Blondie because I kept getting distracted
by watching K getting shagged, my second favourite past-time, only
beaten by actually shagging her myself. Eventually Blondie
complained so I turned the camera off.

I turn the
camera back on and I see K sitting up in bed, in the light from her
bedside lamp, her arms wrapped around her knees, looking bored.
Jean-Paul is fast asleep next to her. She perks up as she sees the
red light on the camera come back on and she gives me a little
wave. I turn the camera Off, On, Off, On to make the red light
blink off and on, to show her I’m watching.

She throws
back the duvet so I can see her properly and carries out an
elaborate mime. First she points at the camera (You), then with her
index and middle fingers she points at her eyes, then at the camera
and back at her eyes (Watch), she points at herself (Me) then
putting her palms together, she puts her hands to the side of her
head and rests her head on them (Sleep).

I smile as I
understand her meaning. I’ll translate it for you … You, Watch, Me,
Sleep.

I turn the
camera off and on again a few times to show her I saw it and
understood.

She blows me a
kiss and then, seemingly able to relax at last, pulls the duvet
over her and judging by her face is asleep within minutes.




 





SNOW BUNNY

 


 


Friday night
comes around and I send the girls off to spend the night with the
Contessa. I took them out and bought them some nice dresses and
fancy underwear for the occasion, as they hadn’t packed anything
like that for a skiing holiday. It’s only a small resort but packed
with plenty of high-class boutiques. It didn’t matter if I had to
buy them some more luggage to take their new clothes home in as
we’d be going back by private jet, so luggage allowance wasn’t an
issue.

As the chalet
maids are having the weekend off, I ask both of them to stay the
night and as we have the place to ourselves, we have sex in the
shower, on the sofa, down by the fireplace, all over, and when I
need to stop and take a rest, the maids carry on without me, so
they don’t get bored. Eventually we end up in my bed and cuddle up
together as we settle down for the night.

Bruce brings
my girls back Saturday lunchtime. Apparently the Contessa loved
their dance and asked if they would be prepared to perform it at
one of her parties. Naturally K told her that the Contessa would
have to discuss it with me.

‘So, how was
it with her?’

‘Fine,’
replied K. ‘She loved us. Once we’d finished dancing for her and
she’d eaten half the bananas, she was practically drooling over us.
Couldn’t wait to get us into bed. Then today we had breakfast in
bed and she started another session. That’s why we didn’t get back
until now. The woman’s insatiable. Did you know she likes to
have strawberries eaten out of her pussy?’

I nod, ‘Yes, I
remember having to do that. I hope you satisfied her.’

K gives me a
knowing, “Ah, that explains a lot” look. ‘Don’t worry, Alice has
taught me well how to please an older woman. And Mads knows her way
around a pussy. Believe me, we gave as good as we got, she’s got no
cause to complain.’

‘Good. I’m
pleased with you both.’

Madeline pipes
up. ‘So what are we doing tonight? The boys want to take us to a
disco. You up for it, K?’

‘No, not
tonight. I think I’d like to stay at home with the Master, if
that’s okay with you?’

‘Fine,’ I
reply. ‘The maids are off for the weekend so I could do with some
company.’

‘So that’s
agreed then,’ says K. ‘You go with them to the disco … and you can
screw both of them later, if you want, I don’t mind.’

‘Are you
sure?’ asks Mads.

‘Yeah, you can
have ‘em both. I fancy a quiet night in.’

I’ve already
explained to the girls why we won’t go skiing at the weekends on
our holiday. During the week, the only people who use the slopes
are those who are there on holiday, everyone else has to work. But
come the weekend, every man and his dog from the local area heads
straight for the slopes, so they become clogged. So I tend to avoid
the slopes at weekends unless it is to sit outside a bar and watch
everyone else skiing. Which is what we do for the rest of the day.
Once the girls have showered we all change into our skiing clothes
as they are the warmest gear we have, and we spend a relaxing
afternoon sitting in the sun, watching the other skiers.

As the
afternoon sun goes down and it starts to get cold, we go inside the
restaurant and have a meal. Then we head back to the chalet where
Mads goes and gets ready for her date. I tell K to keep her
salopettes on as we’ll be spending some time sitting out on the
balcony.

After Madeline
has gone off to shag the ski instructors, sorry I mean, gone to the
disco with them, K and I heat up some Glühwein, that wine drink
fused with herbs and spices, on the stove and then we wrap up warm
and go out on the balcony. The sun has gone down and the lights of
the town twinkle below us.

We sit there
quietly for a long time, just enjoying the view and each other’s
company. Finally K says, ‘You didn’t have to set us up with ski
instructors to bed us at night. I’d have been perfectly happy just
serving you for the holiday.’

‘I know you
would, K, and I appreciate that, but we need to see other people
from time to time. If it was just you and me, eventually we’d fall
into a routine and it would become stale after a while. Every time
you sleep with a new man and then come back to me, you’ve
experienced more, learnt more, maybe got some new tricks, and it
keeps our sex fresh and exciting.’

‘I suppose
you’re right,’ she agrees.

‘Of course I’m
right … I’m the Master.’

She knows I’m
only joking so she replies, ‘Oui, Maître.’

After a while
K asks, ‘Did I ever tell you my fantasy about getting fucked,
naked, in the snow?’

‘No, I can’t
say you did. What’s it about?’

‘I get fucked
… naked … in the snow. Do I need to explain any more than
that?’

‘It’s way too
cold to roll around in the snow,’ I tell her. ‘By the time you
reach orgasm you’d be an icicle.’

‘I reckon we
could do it if we fooled around inside for a time and reached the
point where we were both on the edge. Then we nip outside, I get on
my hands and knees and you do me from behind.’

‘Hmmm, that
might work. Would I have to be naked as well?’

‘Not
necessarily, it’s my fantasy after all, no reason why you should
suffer. Just pull down your salopettes, or if you want, strip down
to your thermal underwear.’

I look around
the balcony. It stretches across the width of the chalet and is
quite deep, deep enough to accommodate a table and 4 chairs. Off to
my right is a large area of untouched snow, maybe a foot or so
deep. ‘Is that deep enough for you?’ I ask.

K looks at it
and says, ‘That should do, as long as my pussy isn’t buried in
it.’

‘Let’s go
inside then and fool around.’ We go back inside, top up our
Glühwein and get naked. As we pet heavily, much oral sex going on,
we set out the conditions for when we go outside. She’s the one
that wants to experience the extreme cold on her naked skin while
indulging in sexual activity, so she states that she will just wear
her snow boots while we’re out on the balcony. I’m just along for
the ride (so to speak) but I don’t think it wise for me to be
wrapped up in ski clothing. I won’t be able to judge the
temperature and its effect on her, if I’m all warm and cosy. I
don’t want her catching hypothermia while I’m happily ‘getting my
end away’. So I insist on stripping to my thermals.

Finally, after
much kissing, sucking and licking, we agree that we need to go out
soon or it will be too late. K puts her snow boots on. At my
insistence she also puts on her furry hat. One of those that has
long, droopy earpieces that flop down beside your head and make you
look like ‘Deputy Dawg’. She poses for me and looks very silly and
goofy, and yet incredibly sexy at the same time.

I’ve stripped
to my thermals and snow boots and we go outside. The cold is biting
and her nipples instantly spring to attention. She makes her way to
the untouched snow and drops to her knees. She’s quite small
actually and the snow comes up to her pussy and she has to scrape
some snow away so it is exposed. She grabs handfuls of snow and
rubs them on her tits and belly a couple of times. She leans
forward onto her hands and calls for me to enter her.

I kneel behind
her and pull out my man-bits from the gap in my thermals and put my
cock into her. It was starting to go limp in the cold so I push it
in and out of her slowly and once it feels the slick, warmth of her
cunt, it starts to harden up to its old self. Once I’m back to a
full hard-on, I grab her hips and start humping her.

This girl
seems determined to suffer the cold and as I’m pumping away she
tells me, ‘Rub snow on my back.’ I do so and she tells me to do it
again. I’m concentrating on fucking her and coming as quickly as I
can, for both of our sakes, so I just pile a load of snow on her
back and go back to grabbing her by the hips and holding her steady
as I push into her. She also grabs a handful of snow in one hand
and rubs it on her chest again.

Due to the
cold it’s taking me a lot longer than I’d hoped it would and I’m
near to calling it off for her sake when she starts to tremble. I
think it’s from the cold but it soon turns into shivering and I can
tell she’s coming. She starts making those guttural animal noises
from the back of her throat, like I’ve only heard her make a few
times before. Grunting and panting like a wild dog. This spurs me
on and very soon I can’t contain myself any longer and I shoot my
load of hot spunk into her, and the sudden influx of warmth deep
inside her while surrounded by cold, just pushes her over the cliff
edge.


‘Aaarrrggghhh … aaarrrggghh … ROGER!’ she screams and it
echoes across the valley. She slumps forward, head first into the
snow. I pull out of her and rapidly brush all the snow off her and
take her inside. She stands there, arms around herself shivering
wildly while I get her hat and boots off. ‘Quick, run and get in my
shower,’ I order and she does so. I strip off my boots and thermals
and follow her.

I allow her a
few uninterrupted moments access to the hot water until she stops
shivering and then I join her and rub her down to get the
circulation going again. Once she is back to normal body
temperature she hugs me and thanks me for a wonderful
experience.

‘I’ve always
wanted to do that,’ she tells me.

‘Well, why
didn’t you ask Jean-Paul to do it with you?’

‘Oh no, let’s
be clear, he’s just a fuck-toy that you arranged for me, to keep me
amused on this holiday. A special fantasy like this, I reserve for
my Master … my Maître. I don’t waste it on the hired help.’

‘Ah, that’s
touching, thank you.’

When we’re all
cleaned up and warm again, I dry her off and put a towelling robe
on her. Then I lead her into the bedroom and put her in my bed. I
get us fresh glasses of Glühwein and we scrunch down in bed and
talk about the holiday so far.

We make love
again later, slowly, not the urgent ‘bang’ that we had earlier, and
afterwards I turn out the lights and we settle down for the night.
She rolls on her side facing away from me and backs into me so we
are ‘spooning’, her bum fitting comfortably into my lap. She
reaches back and takes my hand, intertwining her fingers with mine,
and pulls it over her and cups it around her breast, leaving my arm
wrapped around her.

She’s had an
exhausting night and she soon falls asleep and as I lay there
listening to her breathe, I suddenly realise something. You
remember I said earlier that my favourite thing in the whole world
was screwing K? I was wrong … this is. Holding her in my arms,
protecting her, while she sleeps.




 





UNDER THE STARS

 


 


On Sunday, I
tell the girls not to make any plans for that evening as I’m taking
them swimming. ‘But I’m seeing the boys,’ complains Madeline.

‘Well, just
arrange to see them later, 9 o’clock instead of 7 o’clock. It won’t
take the whole night then you can get spit-roasted to your heart’s
content. I presume it’s just you?’ I look across at K to see what
she wants to do.

‘No, I’m quite
happy spending the night with you, Master.’

‘Good. Go and
dig out your swimming cozzies then. You can get screwed any time
but this is a special treat, I promise you.’ They get their
swimming costumes and towels ready and then we go out and mooch
around the town for the day, window shopping, eating and drinking,
watching the action on the slopes, just generally relaxing and
having a lazy day.

That evening I
take them to the swimming baths. Once we’re changed I meet them at
the swimming pool. It’s an Olympic sized one that you can do
lengths in and K does a few while Mads sits and grumps at the
poolside. I do a few lengths myself just to limber up and then I
take them both to what we have really come for.

I take them
through to the back of the building where there is another smaller
pool but this one is heated, like a bath. We climb in and it only
comes up to your waist, shallow enough to walk around but deep
enough to swim in. There are recessed places where you can sit down
and the water will come up to your chin.

We sit there
for a while and even Mads is loosening up and relaxing but she
still says, ‘So it’s nice warm water, I could have taken a bath
back at the chalet and got the same effect.’

‘But you
wouldn’t have been able to do this back at the chalet.’ I lead off
and they follow me around the corner and there before us are
hanging those clear plastic strips that they use at the open
doorways of warehouses to keep the heat in, while vehicles drive in
and out. Through them you can see the night sky.

I swim up to
the strips and then dive underneath, the girls follow me. When we
surface we are still in the heated pool but now we are outdoors.
The clear, open sky is above us and the stars twinkle as the
poolside lights glisten, as they reflect on the snow.

There are only
about half a dozen other people there and we make our way to the
side of the pool and hang onto the rail to keep us afloat. The
girls are speechless looking at the stars. ‘I told you it was
special, didn’t I?’ They both agree, even Mads seems impressed.

It’s magical
floating there, watching the night sky and when your head gets
cold, you just dunk it under the water again for a moment, and
you’re all right again. A few of the more brave (or idiotic
depending on your point of view) souls decide to challenge each
other to get out, roll in the snow and then jump back in the pool
to warm up.

As they are
doing that, I can see K watching them eagerly and then looking at
me. ‘Go on then,’ I tell her and she almost leaps out of the pool
and throws herself into the nearest snowdrift, rolls around then
jumps back in the pool. A few minutes later she does it again.
Honestly, she’s like a puppy that has just seen snow for the first
time.

After a few
more goes she finally comes back to me in the pool. ‘Enjoy
yourself?’ I ask.

‘It was
brilliant! I just wish you could have been there with me though,’
she says, harking back to last night, she gives my cock a squeeze
under cover of the water. ‘Perhaps later …?’

‘Oh no you
don’t. My balls nearly snapped off from the cold and your nipples
almost fell off. We’re not doing that again for a while.’

She pulls a
glum, pouty face and then kisses me on the cheek to show she’s only
joking.

After about
half an hour I decide we’ve had enough, I’m getting all wrinkly. As
we head for the changing rooms I tell Mads she can ring the ski
guys and they can pick her up from the pool. Once we’re all
dressed, we wait outside with Mads until the guys arrive and take
her away. ‘Right,’ I tell K. ‘Let’s go and get something to
eat.’

‘Why didn’t
you invite Mads? The guys could have picked her up later.’

‘Sod ‘em. If
they want to fuck her, they can feed her as well. Besides, I want
to take my best girl out to dinner.’

She preens at
that and I can see she is pleased by the comment.

I take her to
one of the more intimate restaurants that I know is usually only
half full on a Sunday night, as the locals have to work next day. I
order for both of us as K requested that I always do, and as we
wait for our meals and drink our wine, she asks me, ‘Why do I get
this special treatment when you send Mads off to where she’ll only
get a burger and a beer if she’s lucky, and then have to let
herself be fucked by 2 jocks?’

‘I’ve told you
before, I’m training you to be my companion. Mads is just there for
you to boss around and get fucked when the mood takes me. You’re
my lady … she’s just hired help.’

‘Oh, I see.
Thank you.’

‘But even as
my lady I still expect you to make yourself available to be used by
other men, when I order it.’

‘Certainly,
Master. You know I’m always happy to carry out those orders. Slut
that I am.’

I fear she’s
going off into one of her self-deprecating rants about what a
worthless tramp she is, but I look up at her and she’s smiling. I
realise that after that ‘You’re my lady’ comment I could
call her all sorts of names, all night, and she’d just sit there
with that grin on her face. She loves being told how much I value
her and what she means to me.

‘Well, I’m
glad to hear that, because I want you to sleep with those 2 jocks
one night. Both of them at the same time. I want to watch on the
cameras as you get serviced by them, one after the other, both at
the same time, whatever. Think you can do that for me?’

‘If that’s
what you want, sure.’

‘Good. I’ll
leave it to you to sort it out with Mads, tell her it’s on my
instructions and then the 2 of you can sort it out with the guys.
Arrange a night, let me know and I’ll stand the chalet girls down
that night.’

‘And where
will Mads be while I’m screwing for England? She might not
be happy being left out.’

‘Don’t worry
about her. I’ll take her to bed that night and we can watch the
entertainment in between screwing each other. But if she complains
when you tell her … ask her where she plans on living when we get
back to the UK. That’ll shut her up.’

‘And I suppose
you want me to go back to screwing Jean-Paul during the week?’

‘Why not? I
don’t have the stamina to ski all day and screw all night, but
maybe you youngsters have.’

We enjoy our
meal and plenty of wine and as we walk back to our chalet, arm in
arm, K asks me, ‘If I’m going to have to shag those jocks for the
rest of the week, can I break the rules and ask if you’ll fuck me
again tonight? In the warm though, I promise.’

‘Nothing would
give me greater pleasure, my dear.’




 





INVITATION TO THE DANCE

 


 


Blondie is
laying out the coffee and cakes when the girls arrive back at the
chalet. I let them dig into the food and they tell me about the
days skiing. ‘It was great,’ says K. ‘They took us up to the top of
the mountain in the cable car and we skied all the way down. It’s
all Green and Blue slopes so we could manage them.’ She grabs my
arm excitedly. ‘I skied down a fucking mountain!
Brilliant.’

I’m glad to
see the girls were coming along nicely as it was only their second
week of skiing. I had stopped by the nursery slopes at the end of
last week to see how they were getting on. I wanted to make sure
the ski guys were actually instructing them properly and not just
goofing around and flirting with them but no, they were doing their
jobs properly. I’d parked myself at the side-lines where they
couldn’t see me, and had a look at their progress.

Madeline
wasn’t too bad, after all she had skied before. K though seemed to
have a natural flair for it. After all, she ran and swam and took
dance classes so she had strong legs, stamina and the dancing gave
her a good sense of balance, so she took to it like a duck to
water.

‘It’s a great
feeling that first time, isn’t it?’ I ask her.

‘Yes, it felt
pretty good,’ Mads replies.

‘Well, I’m
glad you’re pleased with yourselves and feel you’ve had a good day
as I have something I need to discuss with you.’

Blondie brings
more coffee and then retires to the kitchen as I’d previously
warned her I wanted to be alone with the girls.

‘The Contessa
was on the phone today, she’s had a few ideas regarding you 2. You
remember I told you that she has parties where the local
dignitaries are invited, and all her slaves wait on them as
servants, but like the weekends at the hotel are expected to
provide sexual services to the guests?’

K and Mads
agree that they remember. ‘So you want us to help out at the
party?’ asks K.

‘Possibly, if
that’s what you’d like to do … but being as the guests are familiar
with the Contessa’s regular slaves, she had an idea that 2 new
faces might be put to better use than just dishing out vol-au-vents
and blowjobs all evening.’

They look at
each other. ‘We’re listening,’ says K.

‘Okay but I
want to make it clear that everything I tell you about now, you can
say NO to. It’s a little different from what I’ve asked of you
before, so if you don’t feel comfortable agreeing to it, then you
can refuse. No one will hold it against you and you just go along
and waitress and provide sexual favours. Understood?’

The both agree
they understand the terms.

‘The Contessa
was very impressed with your dance for her the other night, and she
wondered if you might consider performing it at her next party,
which is this coming Saturday night, by the way. Probably about 20
or 30 guests.’

K answers
first. ‘That’s … well that’s flattering but in front of all those
people. I don’t know if I could do it. What do you think,
Mads?’

‘Well, I
suppose we could, I mean we’ve already done it for Pete and his
boys. We’d need to spice the act up a bit for her guests though,
this isn’t some guy’s office party after all. Waddya think? Could
we do it?’

‘I think we
could, yes.’ The idea of performing to a room full of people seems
to excite the girls and they eventually agree to give it a go.

They chatter
away amongst themselves while I pour us all more coffee. Eventually
the talk fades away and K stares at me. ‘There’s more isn’t there?
Doing the dance is what we’ve done before, just for more people.
What else do you want from us?’

‘You’re right,
there’s more, but I repeat, you’re free to say NO. I won’t order
you to do it, you have free choice.’

K and Mads
look at each other and then back at me. ‘Go on,’ says Mads.

‘Part of the
evening’s entertainment is usually a sex show. A girl is brought on
stage and then she is used by some of the Contessa’s other slaves,
some male, and some female. The Contessa would like Mads to be the
girl that is the centre piece. You’ll have a woman working you over
first and she’ll make you do things to her in return and then a
couple of guys will come on and fuck you, you have to blow them,
etc. etc. From what you’ve told me it’ll be nothing worse than some
of the things you’ve had to do in the past.’

‘That’s true,’
agrees Mads. ‘I presume that the Contessa will be suitably
grateful?’

‘Oh yes, she
always rewards the people she puts up on stage, for their
efforts.’

‘Then I’ll do
it,’ confirms Mads.

‘Mads!’
say K, shocked.

‘Oh it’s all
right, K. I don’t want to go into details but this isn’t my first
time. I’ve done it before.’

‘Are you sure
about this?’

Mads reaches
over the table and squeezes K’s hand. ‘Don’t worry about me, I’ll
be fine. Sounds like fun, actually.’

‘Well, if
you’re okay with it then I’m happy for you. Enjoy yourself.’

K looks at me.
‘And what do you want me to do after the dance, just help out with
the waitressing? I can do that.’

‘No … the
Contessa has something more in mind for you. To end up the evening
they usually have a charity auction. They raise a lot of money for
local charities.’

‘What do they
auction?’ asks K, suspicious.

‘One of the
Contessa’s slaves usually. The lucky winner gets to take them home
for the night and have sex with them.’

‘Just sex, no
whipping or bondage?’

‘Like I said,
the guests are usually local dignitaries, not Society members. As
far as they are concerned the Contessa’s parties are just sex
romps, orgies. They’re not involved in any of the darker games that
we play.’

‘So where do I
come in?’ asks K.

‘After your
dance, every red-blooded male, and a few red-blooded females I’ll
be bound, would pay a high price to take Kan-Kan, the “Queen of
Sin” home for the night. The Contessa would like to auction
you off.’

‘And I’d have
to go home with them and have sex, no matter who they are or what
they look like?’

‘That’s the
name of the game,’ I tell her.

K sips her
coffee as she thinks it over. ‘So you’re saying that people will
bid on me and the winner will pay a lot of money to have sex with
me? I’ll actually be doing it for money, real money, like a proper
courtesan? Not just pretending, like I do with Colin Saxby?’

‘Kan-Kan
charges a hefty price for her services. But you don’t get the money
though.’

‘That doesn’t
matter,’ replies K, ‘it’s the symbolism that counts. Men will pay
lots of money for my body.’

Mads chips in,
‘It’s no worse than what you did at the hotel that weekend. And
this time it goes to a good cause. Try it, you’ll enjoy it.’

‘But supposing
nobody bids on me?’

‘Oh they will,
I assure you … but just in case, if no one bids on you then I will.
You won’t leave the stage penniless, so to speak.’

‘Can I do it,
though?’ says K, doubting herself as usual.

‘You just
skied down a fucking mountain didn’t you? After that, you
can do anything.’

K looks at me
with a big beaming smile on her face, as I obviously said the right
thing. ‘Yes, I did. I can do it … I will do it. Call the Contessa
and tell her it’s on.’ She grabs Mads by the hand, ‘Come on. We’ve
got to work on our act, it will have to be better than anything
we’ve done before. Phone the boys and tell ‘em we won’t be
available tonight, or tomorrow. Tomorrow we’re going shopping.’ And
with that she drags her off to her bedroom.

Later than
evening after we’ve all settled down for the night, there’s a knock
on my door and K enters. She comes to me and sits on the edge of my
bed. ‘Are you sure you want me to go through with this, Master? You
won’t be jealous or look at me differently afterwards? I don’t want
to lose your respect.’

I take her
hand. ‘Remember I explained to you once about Hotwifing,
where a man takes pleasure in the fact that others find his woman
attractive and sexy and want to have her? And he lets other men
have her so she can enjoy herself and he can take pride in her
doing so? That’s why I let Colin and the Squire borrow you.

‘This auction
has got to be the ultimate Hotwifing experience, to have
my K stand up on stage and have men falling over themselves
just to purchase some time with her. I’m delighted that you would
do this to please me, because I know that’s why you’re really doing
it, and I promise you it will only make you look better in my eyes,
not worse.’

‘Thank you,
that’s all I needed to know. I’ll do my best to make you proud of
me. Err … if you want us to be ready for Saturday, I’ll have to
postpone that threesome with the ski jocks until next week, if
that’s okay? We’ll be here for that whole week, won’t we?’

‘Yeah, that’ll
be fine, concentrate on the dance routine. If nothing else comes
up, schedule it for early in the week. I may have other things for
you to do the latter part of the week. By the way, how’s the dance
practice going?’

‘Fine. Mads
had some good ideas about how we dress and a few extra wrinkles to
liven the routine up a bit.’

‘Perhaps we
should practice the bit that comes later,’ I tell her.

‘Later?’

‘The sex
part.’ I throw back the duvet, inviting her in.

She slips off
her robe revealing she is naked underneath, so I guess she knew
what would happen, then she slips into bed next to me. As I hold
her to me, she whispers in my ear, ‘Practice makes perfect.’

 


~~~

 


It’s Saturday
night and I’m sitting in the audience next to the Contessa. Her
place is basically the same layout as our chalet but on a much
grander scale. There is the mezzanine level running around the room
that all the bedrooms, bathrooms, kitchen, utility rooms, etc. are
situated on. Down on the lower level is a large open space that
usually contains sofas and armchairs. Tonight they have been pushed
to the sides and many dining chairs have been placed there, all
looking at the stage.

Yes, the
Contessa has a stage in her lounge! At one end of the room is a
raised platform about a 3 feet off the floor, surrounded by
spotlights and in the centre is a solitary dining chair. The sound
system has been playing soft, background music until the butler of
the house, acting as the Master of Ceremonies (MC), speaks into the
microphone, requesting the patrons to take their seats.

‘I hope these
girls can carry off the performance. What’s their new act like?’
asks the Contessa.

‘I’ve no idea.
They wouldn’t show me anything, they’ve been practising in private.
I haven’t even seen their outfits. They said they want it to be a
surprise to everyone, including me.’ I haven’t seen the girls since
we arrived earlier. Two of the house slaves took the girls away to
prepare them for their performance. That was several hours ago and
since then I’ve been with the Contessa or mingling with the other
guests.

Everyone who
is anyone is there, it seems. M’sieur le Mayor, the police chief,
members of the town council, and so on … and their wives, which I
find surprising.

Once everyone
is seated and settled down, the lights in the room dim to total
darkness. The voice of the MC comes over the speakers. ‘Tonight
Ladies and Gentlemen, we have a special treat for you. 2 lovely
ladies from England, the English Girls … La Femme Anglaise,
to entertain you. Allow me to present to you the fabulous
Kan-Kan, the Queen of Sin, and her assistant, Majestic!’

K’s music
starts over the speakers. Suddenly the spotlights come on,
highlighting the stage. Sitting on the dining chair, with Mads to
the side of her is K. They are both dressed in trilby hats,
wraparound sunglasses and lastly a tan-coloured trench coat, the
sort you see private detectives wearing in those old ‘B’ movies. I
realise that the sun glasses are a brilliant idea, they look part
of the outfit but they also protect their eyes against the dazzling
glare of the spotlights. They can also be used to block out the
audience if you get nervous.

K sits there,
legs crossed, just wagging her foot in time to the music, while
Mads just rocks her hips from side to side to the same rhythm. Then
after a moment K puts both feet on the floor, slides her legs wide
open (you can’t see anything in the shadow of the trench coat) and
then closing her legs, crosses her other leg over and goes back to
wagging her foot. She does this several times to drag out the
tension before finally standing up.

She goes into
her dance, circling the chair and Mads, giving hip jerks out to the
audience as she does. As they move close together each time they
exchange kisses. After circling the chair a couple of times she
stands in front of Mads, gyrating her hips while Mads undoes the
belt and unbuttons K’s coat. K grabs the lapels of her coat and
instead of removing it, momentarily pulls one side back, giving a
flash of her underwear beneath, and then closing the flap, only to
reveal the other side for a quick flash.

K dances
around awhile before undoing Mads’ coat who then starts flashing,
as K has been doing. They dance around, flashing each other and the
audience, kissing each other teasingly from time to time. Mads
hasn’t had dance training like K has, so she tends to just rock her
hips, moving her weight from one foot to the other, while K circles
the stage, exposing herself to the audience. As Mads doesn’t have
the skill to follow K’s routine, K occasionally copies Mads’
dancing so they are in sync, and it looks like part of the
choreography.

Shortly they
face each other and K turns her back and Mads whips K’s trench coat
off and throws it aside, followed by K doing the same to Mads. This
gets an appreciative murmur from the crowd.

Fuck
me! is all I can think. The 2 of them stand there gyrating on
the stage in bra, pants, suspenders and stockings, hats and
sunglasses and someone has lightly oiled them so they
glisten under the spotlights. I can’t remember the last time I saw
anything so sexy. I’ve been fucking K for something like a year now
and I had her only last night, but when I see her like this my cock
immediately begins to stiffen. Queen of Sin indeed. The
Contessa notices the expanding bulge in my trousers, so she reaches
over, rubs it gently then gives it a squeeze.

‘Down boy,’
she says. ‘I’ll take care of that later for you.’

I give her a
nod but can’t take my eyes off the stage. They are starting the
part of the routine where they undress each other. Facing each
other they both reach up, grab the other one’s hat and whips it off
their head, then remove whatever was holding their hair back, so it
drops onto their shoulders and they shake it out. Then they turn
around and spin the hats out into the audience, who scrabble over
each other to get them.

Next, K turns
her back to the audience and Mads stands behind her and takes off
K’s bra. They suddenly turn round to face the audience and Mads has
her hands over K’s tits. She squeezes them in time to the music as
they both rock to the beat, and then opening her hands begins
teasing the nipples.

Letting go of
K’s boobs, they stand side on to the audience and Mads first licks
and then sucks on K’s nipples for a while. Then she straightens up
and turns her back on K, who removes her bra. K returns the favour
on her breasts, licking and sucking them much to the audience’s
delight. Next to go are the panties. Mads kneels before K and
slowly slides K’s panties to the floor while K rocks from side to
side. Once she has stepped out of them, Madeline stretches the
elastic between her hands and then ‘pings’ them into the audience.
Mads runs her tongue up K’s thigh, from the top of her stocking to
her crotch on each leg, then kisses her on the pussy.

K turns round
and this time Mads runs her tongue up from the stocking top to the
crease below her buttocks and then plants a smacker on her buttock.
She does this on both sides of her bum. The noise from the crowd
increases.

Mads gets to
her feet and then K goes through the same routine on her, except
that as the Queen of Sin she has to take it further, it’s expected,
so once she has run her tongue up the front of Mads’ thighs, she
then licks her pussy from the slit all the way up to her belly
button. When she is doing Mads’ rear, after planting a kiss on her
buttocks, she runs her tongue up the crack in Mads’ arse.

After a bit of
a dance around the stage, K sits in the chair, side on and after
undoing her suspender belt, leans back and raises one leg so Mads
can remove her stocking and shoe. Once that is done she raises the
other leg and Mads removes that as well. Then she bends over and
kisses K on the mouth while fondling her breasts. K encourages her
and holds them up for Mads to suck on them. Mads does this for a
few moments and then drops to her knees before K and starts to kiss
and lick her pussy. Just for a moment or two. It’s a strip show,
not a sex show.

Now it’s K’s
turn and after removing Mads’ stockings and shoes, she kisses Mads
and plays with her tits, before kneeling before her and also
licking her pussy. Not to be outdone though, she inserts 2 fingers
inside Mads and after getting them good and wet, holds them up the
audience and puts them in her mouth, sucking Mads’ pussy juice off
them. This gets an appreciative gasp from the crowd. I’ve got a
feeling that this isn’t part of the act, just the 2 of them trying
to outdo each other.

K pulls Mads
to her feet and turning her around gives her a slap on the arse and
points off stage, where Mads obediently heads off to. K is naked
now except for the sunglasses and she dances around the stage,
hands behind her head, thrusting out her breasts and occasionally,
pauses, lowering her hips to spread her legs and thrusting her
pussy out for the audience to view. I want to go to the stage and
‘claim her’ then and there but common sense and the Contessa’s firm
grip on my cock, keeps me in my place.

Mads returns
with a LARGE bowl of bananas. She kneels before K, offering her the
bowl like a supplicant and K chooses one. Mads puts the bowl down
and picks one herself and then stands next to K.

Both naked
except for the glasses, they go into the familiar routine, well
familiar to me and the Contessa anyway, of peeling the banana, deep
throating it a couple of times, and then rubbing it on their
nipples and pussy. They rub them on their own parts, then offer it
to the other one to take a bite from the banana.

After going
through several bananas, they start offering the bananas to the
audience for a bite, after wetting them on their respective
pussies. The men, and a few women, from the audience are queuing up
to get a taste of Kan-Kan and Majestic, sex queens from
Angleterre.

Before too
long, Mads starts throwing bananas into the audience and K lays on
her back at the edge of the stage, legs apart and Mads invites the
audience members to freshen up their own bananas at the ‘Kan-Kan
dip’. They’re only supposed to rub the banana up and down her pussy
lips but one or two of them try to insert it into her, which earns
them a gentle slap on the head and a wagging finger.

When all of
those who wish to have had a go, K gets up and sits in the chair,
legs spread wide. Mads kisses her pussy and then as a final tease
to the audience, takes a fresh banana and inserts it into K’s
pussy, several inches deep. Then she withdraws it and eats the
damned thing, to loud applause and cheers from the watching crowd.
Then with a final look at the audience, the 2 of them kiss as the
lights go out and the music stops.

Everyone
whistles, cheers and stamps their feet. The background music starts
playing again and after a moment the lights come back on to reveal
the stage, empty except for the dining chair.

‘That was
bloody brilliant,’ I tell the Contessa. ‘Should I go and
congratulate her?’

‘No. I think
she’ll need time to come back down to earth after that. Besides,
they’ll probably both want to mentally prepare themselves for
later.’

The MC comes
over the speakers, Ladies and Gentlemen, that was Kan-Kan and
Majestic, La Femme Anglaise. There will be a short break
now. Please feel free to refresh yourselves and the entertainment
will continue in approximately half an hour.’

‘What would
you like to do until show time?’ I ask the Contessa.

‘Suck your
cock. Come with me.’ She grabs me by the hand and leads me off to
her private bedchamber. As we get through the door she practically
rips my trousers off as she drops to her knees and starts to suck
me. I know that she can have sex anytime she likes with the slaves
she has on hand but for some reason she’s always had a particular
liking for me, ever since I was a teenager. She even told me that
she regrets the fact that Judith took my virginity and not her.

I’m that
aroused from K’s performance that it isn’t long before I shoot my
load down the back of the Contessa’s throat and she keeps my cock
deep in her throat until I’ve finished. Then she licks me clean
afterwards. ‘God, I needed that, I was about to explode,’ I tell
her.

‘I know,
that’s why I brought you in here so you could explode inside me.’
She pauses. ‘You will stay the night, after the evenings over,
won’t you? Your K will be off with another man and you’ll be by
yourself.’

‘Well, I’m not
sure …’

‘Please. I
need you to stay with me.’ She goes over to the mirror to redo her
lipstick.

‘What’s
up?’

‘Look at me,
Roger. I’m getting old. Nobody wants an old bag like me
anymore.’

‘Nonsense.
You’ve got loads of people around who’ll sleep with you, you’re a
beautiful woman.’

‘Huh! They
only pleasure me because I own them and can have them punished if
they don’t. No one sleeps with me because they want to … no one
except you and Bruce. That’s why I look forward so to your visits.
When you’re inside me I feel young and beautiful again.’

‘Okay,’ I
agree. ‘When the auction’s over we’ll come back here and I’ll fuck
you so hard your teeth will rattle. Deal?’

‘Deal. Now,
let’s go back, they’re probably waiting on us to start the sex
show.’

 


~~~

 


The truth is
that I find Madeline’s sex show rather mundane as I’ve seen
everything she is made to do on stage before, just with other
people.

First she is
led onto the stage, completely naked except for the collar and
leash, with her hands cuffed behind her, by another female wearing
just a corset that reveals her pussy and tits. The other woman sits
Mads on the dining chair and handcuffs her hands to the back of the
chair, all the while kissing her. Then she starts working on Mads,
beginning on her boobs, licking and sucking them and then working
down to her pussy where she gives her a deep tonguing. I’ve seen K
do this to her many times so my attention wanders to the other
people who are having sex in the room.

After a time
the woman stands up and straddles the seated Madeline who is forced
to return the favour, re pussy eating. Soon they are joined on
stage by 2 VERY well-hung young men, who start off by kneeling
either side of Mads and sucking on a tit each, while the woman goes
back to licking Mads’ pussy.

Then they
stand up and Mads has to suck on them alternately as they push
their cocks into her mouth. She gorges herself on them while
downstairs the woman eats her for all she is worth.

After a while,
one the men grabs the kneeling woman by her hair and drags her away
dramatically (and theatrically, it’s all play-acting) and she
leaves the stage. The other man meanwhile is releasing Mads from
the chair but then he turns her around and bends her over the
chair, handcuffing her to the legs so she is bent forward in the
‘all fours’ pose.

The next bit
is mildly interesting as they ‘spit roast’ her by shagging her
pussy while also violating her mouth. I’ve seen all this on the
cameras in her room back at the chalet with her ski mates, so my
attention wanders again. I amuse myself by fingering the Contessa
and talking dirty into her ear. I make her remove her panties,
hitch her skirt up at the back and then lower herself onto my
upraised fingers.

She is
wriggling and squirming while Madeline gets a good fucking on the
stage until the men are due to come and give Madeline a face full
of spunk in turn. As they release Madeline from the handcuffs and
lead her off stage I withdraw my hand from underneath the Contessa
and make her suck my fingers clean.




 





CHARITY AUCTION

 


 


The Contessa
and I sit there waiting for the auction to start. She waves over
one of the waitresses and she brings over a bottle of champagne and
fills our glasses. ‘Leave the bottle,’ the Contessa instructs her.
She looks like she wants to get pissed tonight. Great, she gets
really dirty in bed when she’s drunk. She lets me do anything I
want to her.

The MC takes
the stage and announces via his radio microphone that the auction
is about to start if everyone will take their seats. When everyone
is seated he announces, ‘Ladies and Gentlemen, we have deliberately
kept the subject of tonight’s auction a secret as we wanted it to
be a surprise. But now we can reveal that the person you’ll be
bidding on tonight is none other than “The Fruit Flavoured Fancy
from Angleterre”, Kan-Kan! You’ve seen her, some of you have
tasted her, and now one lucky member of the audience can buy her
for the night. I present to you … Kan-Kan!’

He waves and
one of the bedroom doors opens and one of the waitresses leads K
out by a leash attached to a collar around her neck. K is draped in
a long, black cloak and nothing can be seen of her except her head
and her shoes. She is led down the stairs and onto the stage, under
the spotlights. The rest of the room is still lit as the MC must be
able to see the bidders.

The maid hands
K’s leash to the MC and then departs the stage. ‘Ladies and
Gentlemen … I present Kan-Kan to you in all her glory.’ He draws
back the cloak so it dangles down behind her revealing her. There
is an audible gasp from the audience.

K stands
there, hands behind her back, legs slightly apart, so she’s not
covering any part of herself, completely naked except for her
collar and her shoes and the cloak, hanging behind her. Her hair
has been scraped back into a ponytail. She has been made up by the
Contessa’s servants, her scarlet lipstick has been duplicated on
her nipples, and on her pussy lips. She has been freshly oiled so
she glistens. And as added decorations, someone has hung long,
dangly earrings on her ears and silver bells on her nipples,
threading them through her piercings. At an instruction from the MC
she shakes her torso and the jingle echoes across the room. She
looks beautiful and sexy and I want to bid for her myself, but I
know that would be a disappointment for her, as she wants to be
bought by someone else, to boost her ego.

‘So, you know
who it is, what she looks like and how she tastes … now let us see
if your wallet is as big as your erection. Who’ll start the bidding
at 250 euros?’

Several hands
shoot up. ‘250 there, do I hear 500? 500 thank you, sir.’

‘A 1000
Euros,’ comes a shout from the crowd. The bidding goes on as the
Contessa points out the bidders and tells me who they are. Most are
men and a few are women and not all single women either, 1 or 2 are
wives, there with their husbands. I look at the Contessa in
surprise and she says, ‘Oh yes, we’re very cosmopolitan here.’ Most
of the bidding seems to be coming from the Mayor and his wife, who
keeps urging him to raise the bid. There is some hefty competition
though, they are all wealthy so can afford to splurge and the price
slowly creeps up to the high 4,000 Euros.

The Contessa
takes my hand and slides it up her inner thigh until it reaches her
wet, naked pussy. I look at her in surprise. ‘Memories, dear boy.
I’m remembering all the times my husband put me up on that block,
and all the men that bought me and took me away for the night.
Those were the days.’

‘Wait, are you
telling me you were a slave?’

‘Yes, my
husband’s but I’ll tell you about all that later … in bed.’

I’m shocked by
this revelation. Once I found out about The Society, I always knew
her as a Dominatrix. I never knew she’d been ‘under the whip’ as
they call it. That had not been my experience with her. Quite the
opposite in fact.

She slides my
hand further up to her and I push a couple of fingers inside her. I
look around the room to see if anyone is watching but most of them
are glued to the auction and K. A couple of men and yes, a woman
are getting oral sex as they watch, and someone over by the kitchen
has lost interest as he is balls deep in one of the servants.

It looks like
the Mayor is going to win the auction as he keeps topping every
bid, so I ask the Contessa about him and his wife. ‘They’re a
couple of swingers, like to get a girl and they both work on her. K
will be quite safe with them, they’re just into sex, nothing else.
I lend them my girls all the time, a boy occasionally and they
always come back happy and satisfied with a fistful of gold,
figuratively speaking. She’ll be fine with them, I guarantee
it.’

I hope for K’s
sake they win the auction as they’re a fine looking pair. The man
is middle-aged with distinguished grey hair. The woman is slim and
attractive. ‘Your word’s good enough for me. What’s the score with
your other guests taking the staff home?’

‘Everyone that
wants to borrow a slave after one of my do’s, has to get their
permission, they can say no, then they and the slave have to check
out with the butler before leaving the chalet and he makes a note
of who goes home with who. That way all my people are accounted for
at all times and there’s no cases of, “I think she left with so and
so, but I’m not sure,” if anyone goes missing. Anyone tries to get
around that rule and arrange to meet them outside doesn’t get
invited to my parties anymore.’

The bidding
stops at 5,000 Euros and the Mayor and his wife are the winners.
‘Congratulations M’sieur le Mayor,’ says the MC. ‘Once we have your
cheque for 5,000 Euros then she will be delivered to you as you
leave. Merci, Ladies and Gentlemen and goodnight.’ He closes down
the mike and leads K away to the bedroom where she was prepared
earlier.

I give her a
while to settle and tell the Contessa I want to go and have a word
with her. ‘Okay then but no sneaky touching, she belongs to another
man tonight, so no fair. I’ll go and mingle, the guests will start
to leave soon now that the highlight of the evening is over.’

I go to the
bedroom where K is. Bruce stands guard at the door to keep out
unwanted visitors but he lets me in. K practically jumps into my
arms when I walk in the room. ‘Did you see me tonight, Master? Did
you enjoy the show? Was it good? Please tell me it was good.’

I gently push
her away so I can see her face and tell her truthfully, ‘It was
fucking magnificent. The times I wanted to leap on that stage
and say, “Stop, Stop, she’s mine, you can’t have her”. But I
promised you adventures so it wouldn’t be fair of me. I am so proud
of you.’

‘Thank you,
Master, you don’t know how much that means to me. What do you know
about that couple who bought me? Do I have anything to worry about?
Do they both want me?’

‘Afraid so, I
guess you’re in for a busy night. I checked them out with the
Contessa and you have nothing to worry about, that’s actually the
town Mayor and his wife, you know. So I reckon you’ll be well
looked after.’

‘5,000 Euros,
was it really 5,000 Euros? I can’t believe it.’

‘I’d have paid
twice that for you.’

‘Ah, you say
the sweetest things. Anyway, I’d better get dressed, they might
want to leave at any time.’

I ignore the
no touching rule and give her a long kiss. ‘I’ll look forward to
seeing you tomorrow. What is Mads doing tonight?’

‘Apparently
one of the guys who played with her on stage asked her back to his
place and she accepted, they’ve already left. And you, what will
you do tonight, Master?’

‘I’ll be all
right, I’m staying here with the Contessa, so I’ll see you tomorrow
when they bring you home. Have a good night, have fun.’

I go back out
to the main lounge and get another drink while the Contessa mingles
with her guests as they start to drift away. I can see a few having
private words with some of the staff and then they get their coats
and leave with them, after speaking to the butler.

After all the
guests have left the Contessa claps her hands and tells everyone,
‘Clear away the bottles and plates and the rest can wait until
tomorrow.’ Then she grabs me by the hand and leads me to her
bedroom again, leaving the butler and Bruce to lock up the
place.

She’s
staggering slightly as we enter her room as she is quite drunk but
still capable of knowing what is going on. I’m not taking advantage
of a drunk woman. She tears her own clothes off while I undress
more sedately. She kneels, naked, before me and almost pleadingly,
says, ‘Fuck me, Roger. Fuck me hard, treat me like a whore.’

I take my
semi-erect cock in my hand and say, ‘Open your mouth.’ She takes me
willingly into her warm, wet mouth and quickly brings me to full
erection. I grab a handful of her hair and bring her to her feet.
(It only hurts if they resist, if they go along with it then the
hair doesn’t even get pulled.)

I throw her on
the bed and enter her. I don’t bother with foreplay as I know she
is already sopping wet. I take her forcefully, even brutally, while
she mutters in my ear, ‘Fuck me, Roger. Fuck me hard.’ She doesn’t
often ask me to treat her like this but when she does, I know she
really wants to be treated roughly. When I’m near to coming I pull
out of her pussy and straddle her, holding onto the bed rail. She
moves into position so her mouth is level with my cock and takes me
in it. I pump away, fucking her mouth until I come, hard, after
tonight’s excitements.

She swallows
it all down and then I make her lick me clean. She’s my plaything
tonight, so I don’t have to treat her kindly.

I get us both
fresh glasses of champagne and I sit on the edge of the bed
drinking mine. She takes a swig of hers then I take it away from
her and tell her to masturbate, as she hasn’t come yet. I want her
to stay horny and distracted so she’ll answers my questions.

‘What did you
mean when you said you were your husband’s slave and he used to
auction you off, like I did to K tonight?’

‘I wasn’t
always the Contessa, you know. I started out life as a submissive.
I got used and passed around by a few men as I was learning my
position in life, and then I got introduced into The Society as a
sub. I met this Italian Conte who liked how I served him. He
borrowed me a couple of times and he took a shine to me. So
eventually I became his personal slave. He and your father used to
have a fine old time with me and your mother down in his
dungeon.’

‘My
mother? My mother was father’s slave?’

‘You don’t
think your father could have got away with a lifestyle like that
without your mother’s complicity. The Conte and your father were
good friends and they used to swap us regularly or have foursomes,
your mother was all up for it. But as these things happen the Conte
and I fell in love and got married. So did your father and mother
but then she had you and once you became old enough to perhaps see
what was going on, she gave up the Society lifestyle to raise you.
Your father didn’t mind, he had plenty of other subs like Judith to
cater to his whims. May I come now, please?’

‘Not yet, I
haven’t finished questioning you. Drink some more champagne. You
and my mother were both slaves?’

‘Yes. Many’s
the time that both she and I were up on that auction block. Sold
for the night to strangers for their pleasure. That’s why I got
excited tonight as the old memories came flooding back.’

I’m still
having trouble believing all this. ‘But you’re the Contessa,
possibly the best known Dominatrix in The Society. You’re famous
for being the hard-nosed bitch. You even trained me to be a
sub. You put me “under the whip” for 3 months while you trained me
how to serve a Dom, so I could understand them, to be a better
Master.’

‘Well you see,
my husband died and left me all his money and estates. To be a
wealthy slave just invites greedy Masters to take you over and
possess you and your wealth. I knew I’d never survive if I left
myself vulnerable like that, I could lose everything my husband had
worked for. So I had to re-invent myself as a Dominatrix, a
Mistress. No one fucks with you then. I knew how to do it, it had
been done to me enough times and on many occasions the Conte had
had me dominate other slaves, so I had plenty of experience in that
field. That’s how I made my name. Please touch me, Roger, I want to
feel your hands on my body.’

I stroke her
tits as she continues to rub herself. She’s starting to squirm and
is losing concentration so I take a shot and see if she’ll answer
something that I’ve always been curious about. ‘Why have you always
taken such an interest in me? You try and fuck me every chance you
can.’

‘Please fuck
me,’ her voice is beginning to get wobbly so I know she’s not far
off.

‘Not until you
tell me.’

‘All right,
all right … I was jealous of your mother. I couldn’t have children
and then she had you. I wished you’d been born to me, and bedding
you was the nearest I could get to being a part of your life. If I
couldn’t have you as a son, then I’d have you as a lover.’

Wow! I’d
learnt a lot tonight that would make me go away and reconsider what
I thought I knew about my world.

‘Please let me
come.’

‘Very well.’ I
slap her hand away and pour the rest of my champagne onto her
exposed clit. The fizzy, bubbling drink drives her crazy and I put
my hand on her pussy and finish her off. She grabs my arm with one
hand and then grabs the corner of the pillow with the other and
pulls it down to her mouth to bite into it.

When she has
finished nearly breaking my arm and chewing the pillow to pieces,
she strokes my face and asks, ‘Well, I’ve confessed everything, how
do you feel about things now?’

‘Well, I’m
shocked by all the things I’ve learnt tonight, that’s for sure. I
also feel sorry for you.’

‘Why?’

‘You’ve had to
live a lie all these years, playing at being a Dom when in your
heart you’re really a sub. Must have been difficult. How do you
cope?’

‘That’s where
Bruce comes in. I met him on one of my solo holidays. He knew
straight away what I was, he has an uncanny knack of seeing into a
person and knowing them. For some reason I trusted him and told him
the whole story not expecting to see him again, ships that pass in
the night, that sort of thing.

‘Then he made
me an offer. If I would hire him as a chauffeur, go-fer, bodyguard,
whatever, he would protect my secret by being the one who would
dominate me in private. Every so often when I can’t stand it any
longer, I go on a “business trip” with him. He takes me to a summer
house I have in Italy and I spend a week or so, being his slave and
subject to harsh discipline. It’s completely isolated and no one is
ever the wiser. You know Bruce, he dotes on me, he would never
breathe a word of it to anyone.’

‘And now that
I know?’

‘Well … as the
only other person in the world that knows what I really am, I think
you should be the only other person in the world who I will allow
to dominate me.’

‘Really? Then
perhaps you should invite me along the next time you go on a
business trip. Bruce and I could give you such a hard time.’

‘Mmmmm, that
would be nice. Perhaps you should bring K along too, if you think
she can be trusted. It would be nice to kneel before another woman
again.’

‘I trust her
absolutely.’

‘Good, she
worships the ground you walk on you know. Do you ever throw her a
scrap of comfort? Tell her how you feel about her? Even slaves need
to hear that from time to time.’

‘What do you
mean, how I feel about her? She’s my slave.’

‘So was I, so
was your mother, it didn’t stop us falling in love with our
Masters, or them with us.’

I’m getting
uncomfortable with the way this conversation is going. I don’t want
to sit here naked with another woman while we talk about my
feelings for K. ‘She’s a very talented, well trained slave and I’m
fond of her. That’s all there is to it.’

‘I’m not going
to say your lying, Roger … but you’re lying. If you don’t show that
girl some genuine affection you stand to lose her.’

‘She’d never
leave me.’

‘Oh no? Are
you sure? Never mind a slave, a woman can only take so long of
someone being ‘very fond of her’ without wanting more. She wants to
be loved and if she doesn’t get that from you she’ll look for it
elsewhere.’

‘Like
where?’

‘Like Colin
Saxby for example.’

‘You heard
about him and K and their trips to Paris?’

‘Roger … I’m
the Society Secretary, I hear about everything. Tell her you love
her for, God’s sake.’

‘Is it that
obvious?’

‘To everyone
but you.’

‘But remember
what happened last time I told someone I loved her?’

‘You mean
Clara?’

‘Yes, Clara.
She thought, “I love you,” meant, “Here are the keys to my house
and my safe and you can run everything from now on.” I’m afraid
that if I tell K I love her then the same thing will happen and
I’ll have to send her away as well.’

‘I doubt she’d
do that. I’ve spent some time with her, remember. I swear that if
it came to it that girl would take a bullet for you.’

‘Maybe … but I
don’t want to risk ruining what we have now for what may be just a
pipe dream.’

‘Okay, I’ve
said my piece, can we go back to fucking now?’

‘All right
then.’

 


~~~

 


Next day, about
mid-morning, as I’m having a late breakfast, K arrives back at the
chalet. She is carrying a bottle of champagne and a big bunch of
flowers, looking pleased with herself.

‘Morning,
Master. Is there any of that coffee going spare?’

‘Sure,’ I pour
her a cup. ‘I thought you’d be back earlier.’

‘Sorry, those
2 really gave me a good workout. They work well as a team, they’ve
got their routine down pat. When one of them was taking a rest, the
other one would start in on me. They kept me at it most of the
night. At one point they called the maid in and I thought I’d have
to take her on as well! It was only to order some food though. They
kept me up pretty late and when we woke up this morning, they
wanted another go. Well they did pay a lot of money for me, so I
went along with it, and after all, I was sleeping with the Mayor
and his wife! That was okay wasn’t it, Master?’

‘Of course it
was. We don’t want people saying that the Queen of Sin doesn’t give
value for money, do we?’

K laughed.
‘No, I suppose not. I have my reputation as a courtesan to think
of. When I left, the mayor’s wife gave me this lovely silk scarf as
well as the flowers and the bubbly. Nice, isn’t it?’

‘And expensive
too.’

K looks around
the room. ‘Where’s Mads?’ she asks.

‘She rang me
earlier and asked if she could spend the day with her new fella, so
she seemed all right. Just to be on the safe side though, I rang
Bruce and he vouched for the guy but said he’d check it out anyway
and ring me if there was a problem.’

‘You do look
after your slaves, don’t you, Master?’

‘They’re the
only things I have that mean a damn to me.’

She catches my
eye and I see that hers are getting just a teeny bit moist
so I change the subject. ‘What are you planning on doing
today?’

‘Absolutely
nothing, I’m knackered. All that nervous energy performing that
dance and then the auction, followed by sex all night. I need a
rest. Kan-Kan will go back in her box until the next time she’s
needed. Today I’m just K or even Dogface, and I’m going to laze
around and do nothing. Err … unless you have any duties for me of
course, Master.’

‘No, you’ve
got a free day. But tell me, I thought you liked not being called
Dogface any more, graduating from that to K?’

‘Well yes, I
did like the “promotion” as it were but … that nickname, Dogface,
had a special meaning between the 2 of us, and I miss that intimacy
sometimes. I still have the dog tag with that name on it. I keep it
in my “Treasure Box” along with those cufflinks you gave me.’

‘What else do
you have in your Treasure Box?’

‘Just
mementos. My original collar, a menu from the first time you took
me to Condolini’s, the first nipple rings you bought me, one of
your old cigar stubs. You know, just stuff.’

This time I
have to change the subject to stop me getting teary. ‘What
would you like to do first, today?’

She pours
herself another cup of coffee. ‘Well, I had a shower at the Mayor’s
but I’d like a long soak in the bath. And if you would come and
scrub my back and just happen to bring along some of those
croissants, covered in butter and jam, that would be rather super,
thank you, Jeeves.’

‘I’ll heat
them up while you run the bath, madam.’

Later, after
I’ve hand fed her the croissants – she can’t hold them because,
‘Her hands are all wet,’ she pleads, cheeky little minx –
she tells me, ‘I’m very lucky to have you as a Master. I know that
some men would just keep me locked up at home, or at least
completely under their control if they took me out, but you send me
on these wonderful adventures, and that’s what they are,
adventures. I’m so lucky … and so grateful.

‘You give me
the opportunity to grow, to advance as a person. I never thought
life could be this good.’ She takes my hand, kisses it then cups it
around her breast and lies back, eyes closed, contented.

‘Well it’s
Quid Pro Quo isn’t it? Fortunately I chose a sub who
understands that concept and realises that by us both being free to
branch out in different directions, we bring so much back to the
fold, which benefits both of us and our relationship.’

‘Oui, Maître,’
she replies with a smile. After a while she says, ‘What a weekend.
I wasn’t sure I could make it through, I was so nervous.’

‘I had
complete faith in you. I knew “Outdoor Girl” would pull it
off.’

She looks at
me with a puzzled frown. ‘Outdoor Girl? What are you talking
about?’

‘Oh that’s
just one of my nick-names for you. I’ve got several depending on
who you are that day.’

‘Really? Tell
me more.’

‘Well, we’ve
discussed in the past about how you are one person when you’re out
in the real world … ballsy, stand up for yourself, take no
prisoners, kinda gal but when you’re at home with me you’re all
obedient and submissive, like a little girl that needs looking
after. Your personality seems to change when you cross the
threshold to my property and which way it changes depends on
whether you heading in or out.

‘Yes, but I
explained all that. At home with you I can relax and be the real
me.’

‘I know, it’s
just that you know me, I have a habit of giving things nicknames
for my amusement or to help me remember them. Like “Long Susan” for
example.’

‘You said
you’ve got several nicknames for me?’

‘Apart from
“Crazy, Mad Bitch” you mean? Yes, there’s “Outdoor Girl”. She’s the
one that goes out there and takes the world by the scruff of the
neck and doesn’t let anyone push her around. She’s the one that
skied down a mountain, did a sexy strip for the elite of this town
and then lets herself get auctioned off to the highest bidder. I
knew she could handle this weekend.

‘Then there’s
the other one, “Home Girl” I call her. She’s the one that cleans my
house, caters for my sexual needs, no matter how bizarre. Brings me
breakfast in bed, worries that the creases in my sleeves aren’t
sharp enough when she irons my shirts. The one that would sleep in
the cage in my bedroom every night, if I let her. The one that
comes to me when she’s worried or frightened because she trusts me
to take care of her. And, as I’ve found out today … the one that
keeps a Treasure Box of items that remind her of me.’

She pulls a
face. ‘I stole a tie-clip from you as well,’ she confesses.

‘I forgive
you,’ I say automatically.

‘Thanks … why
Outdoor Girl?’

‘There was a
sitcom on TV and the main character worked in a store called
“Outdoor Man”. Sold all sorts of hunting and fishing gear, tents
and so on. And as it was the part of you that gets activated when
you go outside my property, Outdoor Girl just suggested
itself.’

After a few
moments where we are both quiet, enjoying the silence between us,
she speaks. ‘Master, can I ask you a very, very personal question?
You can say no or even punish me if you think I’m being
impudent.’

‘What do you
want to ask me?’

‘You told me
that when you first learnt about The Society and had the chance to
become a Dom, you first went to an experienced Dominatrix who made
you her sub for several months, to learn all about the lifestyle
from a sub’s point of view, to help you understand them
better.’

‘I did, yes.
What’s your question?’

‘It was the
Contessa, wasn’t it? And that’s why she’s so possessive of you now.
She’s always showing that she had you first, when I’m present.’

I don’t see
any point in lying, it’s nothing to be ashamed of. ‘Bingo! Got it
in one. You’re not daft you, are you?’

‘Well, that’s
why you lo-, … err, like me, because I’m smart.’

‘And because
you’re a good fuck too.’

‘And because
I’m a good fuck too,’ she agrees.

We spend the
day mooching around, reading magazines, drinking Glühwein and what
have you. Mads come home later and goes straight to bed, must have
had a hard day but after seeing the size of the dick of the guy she
spent the day with, I’m not surprised she’s worn out.

At bedtime I
ask K if she wants to come to my bed.

‘Oh no,
Master. I really couldn’t do any sex tonight, I’m not fully
recovered yet.’

‘No, no sex, I
had a strenuous night last night as well. We’ll just cuddle, I
promise.’

She holds her
hand out to me and I lead her to my bed. We strip and then climb
into bed and she snuggles up to me tight, just neatly fitting into
that K shaped hole in my chest.

 


~~~

 


When the girls
get up for breakfast next morning, there is a little package
waiting for each of them at their table, courtesy of the Contessa,
which Blondie delivered. They open them and inside there are
engraved, solid-silver identity bracelets for each of them. K’s
say’s ‘Kan-Kan’ and Madeline’s says ‘Majestic’.

Naturally the
girls are delighted and chatter away excitedly. As they eat their
breakfast I tell them what I want from them for the coming
week.

‘I want to go
skiing with my girls this week. Now that you’re trained up enough
to ski on the blue slopes I want your instructors to take us on to
some of the other runs, higher up. They can lead, they know this
place better than I do, but I just want the 3 of us to spend some
time on the slopes together. Don’t worry, I won’t insist that we go
anywhere difficult.

‘Next, this is
meant to be a sex and ski holiday, so as you are my sex slaves I’ve
dreamed up some scenarios I’d like you to carry out. K, I want you
to set up that threesome with the ski boys while Mads and I watch
it on the cameras. Tuesday night all right for you?’

‘I’ll arrange
it with them today,’ says K.

‘Good. Then
Thursday night, the Contessa has invited us all to dine with her at
the hotel she owns. It’ll be “posh frocks” and then she wants both
K and me to sleep with her that night. Mads, you’ll have to make
your own after dinner arrangements. You can come back here if you
want with your ski jocks, or the other fella you’ve been screwing …
or all 3 if you like, I don’t mind. Just don’t start up with anyone
new, I don’t want things to get complicated in our last week.’

‘Thursday you
say? I’ll set something up,’ replies Mads.

‘Now then, as
you know, Bruce, the Contessa’s bodyguard and I have something of a
mutual respect thing going on. When I used to come here as a
teenager, he would take me skiing and hunting and taught me lots of
useful stuff.

‘Every year
when I came here, I tried to give him a big cash tip, which he’d
never accept. So when I became a Dom, I used to let him sleep with
the slaves that I brought along. Just a way of thanking him for
looking after me all those years. I was going to let him have Mads
this year, but as she’s nailed practically everything male in the
resort, I figured that K should “take one for the team”, so K, I’d
like you to keep Friday afternoon free. I’m going to give you to
Bruce.

‘Think of it
as part of your training, taking on someone that big. When we get
back to the UK I’m planning on having you “Blacked”. Todd and Alan
also do interracial movies so I want them to make a couple of films
of you getting screwed by some of their well-hung actors. And some
of those guys are “big boys” believe me, so you’ll need to practice
with the big dildos when we get home.

‘Saturday I’ll
take you shopping and a last look around town and Sunday we fly
home.’

As usual, when
I tell K who I want her to sleep with, she doesn’t argue. After
all, she is mine to command. She nods her understanding but I
notice she blushes slightly and crosses her legs and if I had to
guess I’d say she just got a little bit ‘wet’ at her forthcoming
prospects.

‘What about
the other nights?’ asks Mads.

‘Up to you 2.
You can have a night off or take one of the chalet maids to bed and
then the next free night, take the other one. If I feel like it
I’ll come to your rooms and join in.’

I wave Blondie
over to the table and tell her that her she and her friend might be
needed tonight, so to make themselves available to us.

‘Oui, Maître,
we are here for your pleasure,’ she confirms her understanding.

‘Right then,
let’s go ski.’

As Blondie and
Mads leave the table, K stands up but hangs back, as if she has
something on her mind.

‘May I speak
frankly, Master?’

‘Of course, K.
What’s up?’

‘I was
thinking about our conversation yesterday in the bathroom. You also
have 2 sides to your personality, and I have names for both of
them. There is the one who whips me, treats me as furniture, makes
me sleep with strangers, sometimes drags me round on a leash and
who can calmly sit there and tell me that I am going to be fucked
by big, black men with large cocks, while it is filmed for his
amusement. I call him “Master”.

‘And then
there is the one who bathes me when I’m dirty, encourages me when I
feel I’m failing, soothes me when I can’t rest, holds me when I’m
frightened, protects me against the evils of the world. I call him
“Roger”. And I’m glad that your 2 sides match my 2 sides and I
wouldn’t have it any other way. Outdoor Girl will always stand
shoulder to shoulder with Master and fight by his side if needed,
while Home Girl will always be there to welcome Roger home.’ She
leans down and kisses me on the cheek.

 


~~~

 


Tuesday evening
goes well. K takes the 2 ski jocks to bed while I and Mads watch it
from my bed. I don’t think I’ve fucked Mads on this holiday yet …
hard to remember, I’ve had a lot of sex with the Blondies and K and
the Contessa, maybe Mads was in there somewhere too.

I’ve had a
quiet word with K and she knows which scenes or poses I want to see
her in. There are certain ones that I particularly like seeing her
perform, so during the evening she subtly directs the action to
include all the things I want to see happening, while being
perfectly positioned for the best camera views. (That girl will do
anything for me, but to be fair she’s getting a good shagging out
of it as well, so it’s not all one sided.)

After they’ve
spent time kissing and licking K, she knows I like to see her on
her knees sucking cock, and she kneels between the pair of them and
gives them due service. Next she positions herself side on to the
camera and gets them to spit-roast her. I love seeing that, K being
used at both ends at once.

They take it
in turns with her and then as I requested from K, something I’ve
never seen her do before, one of them lies on his back and she
mounts him. Then the other one kneels behind her and enters her
back passage. Of course this doesn’t allow for much movement
without breaking the connection, so it is the guy at the back who
does the moving back and forth while K ever so slowly moves up and
down on the other guys cock. I course I’ve seen K doing anal before
but never her pussy and arse being fucked at the same time.

Mads and I
watch the screen avidly, drinking wine and eating popcorn. Well I
do, I think it annoys Mads that K is getting all the attention and
not her. I don’t want to get distracted though and miss anything so
I just have Mads blow me while we watch and don’t screw her until
after the show’s over.

After the guys
have finished with her (or maybe the other way round) K sends them
away so after I finished humping Mads, I tell her to go and ask K
to join us after using the bidet. A short while later she comes and
climbs into bed with us. Of course I’m not going to screw her after
she’s just been with 2 other guys but we all cuddle up together and
settle down for the night.




 





DINNER WITH THE CONTESSA

 


 


As requested,
the 3 of us have dinner with the Contessa on Thursday night. I make
sure the girls are all dressed up in their slinkiest, sexiest
outfits. Bruce picks us up and takes us to the 5 star ‘Grand Hotel’
which the Contessa owns, and we dine in the private dining room.
The Contessa tells us that after dinner, K and I can join her in
her private suite at the hotel, to save a trip back to her place in
the cold.

She is making
Goo-Goo eyes at K during the whole meal and has her sit next to her
so she can stroke her leg under the table. (I think that although
she has bedded K once, she has since seen her perform as Kan-Kan
and that is who she can’t wait to get her hands on.) At one
point during desert I can see from the expression on K’s face that
the Contessa is playing with K’s pussy.

After dinner
when we’re drinking coffee and brandy, Mads’ friend turns up, (it’s
the one she’s been seeing since he screwed her on stage) and the
Contessa warns him to treat Mads kindly as she may work for her one
day. Bruce claps him on the shoulder and says the same thing but
with just a look. Suitably chastened, he takes Mads and they say
their goodnights.

When we are
finished dining, the Contessa leads us to the elevator and as it
goes up to her suite on the top floor, she grabs both K and I and
kisses both of us in turn.

We go into her
suite which consists of a large lounge and dining area with a
bedroom leading off it, she turns to me and says, ‘If it’s all
right with you, Roger, I’d like to run things tonight.’

‘We are here
to serve, Contessa,’ I reply gallantly. This will be interesting,
I’ve just found out that she is a sub at heart and if it were just
the 2 of us she would like me to take charge of her and treat her
harshly. But to the world at large she still presents as a Dom and
therefore I will respect her secret and pretend to be in awe of her
and do what I’m told.

‘Very well
then. Just wait here a moment will you both.’ She goes into one of
the bedrooms and returns to us carrying some clothes. She stands in
front of K and says, ‘Strip.’

K is wearing a
long, blue, backless dress with a thigh-high split on each side. It
is only held up by 2 straps, tied at her shoulders. She unties them
and lets the dress drop to the floor. Of course she’s not wearing
any underwear so she stands there proudly, naked except for her
rubber collar with my tag on it. The Contessa hands her the
clothing. It’s a tan trench coat, a hat and sunglasses, her Kan-Kan
outfit.

K asks, ‘Do
you wish me to do the dance for you, Mistress?’

‘No, that
won’t be necessary, just wear the outfit, that’ll do.’

K puts on the
outfit, including the glasses and joins us at the coffee table
where the Contessa is pouring us all more brandy. I sit on one sofa
and the Contessa sits on the other, facing me. When K arrives the
Contessa pats the seat next to her and K dutifully sits down by her
side. She hasn’t buttoned up the coat and when she sits down and
crosses her legs she does it in such a way that the coat slides
back, exposing her outer thigh and one of her breasts. For a girl
who was brought up on a council estate, she has now mastered the
art of being a sexual temptress, like a high-class hooker. (That’s
a compliment by the way.)

The Contessa
lifts up a snifter of brandy and holds it to K’s mouth for her to
take a sip, then puts the glass back on the table. She does it
again a few times as we talk, the implication being that K can only
drink when the Contessa permits it. There is a fruit bowl on the
table and she picks a few grapes and feeds them to K. This is all
to make it obvious that she belongs to the Contessa tonight and
will be her plaything. K has learnt from her time with me how to
play the game and she accepts the fruit and what it signifies, with
a smile. But I know the Contessa’s affection for me and I know
before long she’ll be after my cock, too.

The Contessa
takes a grape, bites it in half and then rubs the exposed flesh on
K’s nipple. Then she leans down and licks the nipple before taking
it in her mouth and sucking on it. K leans back with a sigh and
pulls back the other half of her coat so she is completely exposed.
The Contessa briefly squeezes the other breast and then runs her
hand down K’s lean, tight body to cup her pussy. K places her hand
on top of the Contessa’s and gives it a squeeze. ‘Would you like to
taste me?’ she asks the Contessa. (Dirty slut! Where does she get
these things from? I can’t imagine.)

‘Should we
adjourn to the bedroom?’ I ask.

‘Why not?’
replies the Contessa.

‘I’m just
going to get rid of some of that wine, I’ll join you in a moment,’
I say and make my way to the ensuite bathroom.

When I return,
the Contessa has got K pinned against the wardrobe door. She’s lost
her trench coat but is still wearing the hat and sunglasses. She
looks damned sexy there, almost naked, with the Contessa who is
also naked by now, kneeling before her and tonguing her pussy. I
strip off and lie on the bed, picking casually at the bowl of
strawberries on the bedside table. (Yes, those strawberries.)

The Contessa
stands up and leads K to the bed, and then lies down next to me. K
lays down next to her so the Contessa is sandwiched between us. K
removes her hat so she can get in close but keeps the sunglasses
on. Then we both go to work on the Contessa. Kissing her, licking
her, feeling her, all over her body, front and back. We’ve never
played together this closely before, but K follows my moves so we
seem like a practised team.

At my
instruction we stand the Contessa up and I kneel and lick her pussy
while K licks her backside, rimming her. This drives the Contessa
wild and after a while K sits her on the edge of the bed and opens
her legs while I push a strawberry into her pussy, which K then
removes with her tongue and eats. We repeat this move again and
again while I kiss and fondle the Contessa’s upper half, then we
swap over. K inserts the berries and I eat them.

We’ve
deliberately not allowed the Contessa to come, always backing off
when she neared the threshold, but the inevitable approaches and
she starts to mutter, ‘Cock! I need some cock!’

K takes me in
her mouth and sucks me from semi-hard to full boner and I roll the
Contessa onto her back and enter her. Like I said before, she likes
a hard fucking so I don’t hold back and give her a good ‘Rogering’.
(Ha, Ha.) When I’m ready to shoot my load, I signal K and she takes
it in her mouth instead of the Contessa’s pussy. We’ll be needing
to be eating that later, I imagine.

When we’ve all
got our breath back, the Contessa asks me, ‘Roger, would you be a
dear and go and open a bottle of champagne, please? This is going
to be a long night. Take your time.’

‘Certainly,’ I
reply and as I leave the room I glance back and she has rolled over
and is kissing K. It’s obvious that tonight the Contessa wants to
fuck Kan-Kan and I am a secondary consideration.

When I return
the 2 of them are hard at it and it’s like that for the rest of the
night, the 2 of them making love to each other, while I look on.
They take it in turns stuffing strawberries up each other and then
eating them. K looks at me occasionally as I think she’s worried
I’m being ignored but I encourage her to carry on. Tonight is for
the Contessa.

So basically
I’m used as a human dildo for the rest of the night. When either of
them wants to be fucked, they bring my cock to life and I climb
aboard and do my duty. I’m fine with this as I get to watch an
extended lesbian show with 2 beautiful women, and I get to fuck
both of them. What have I got to complain about?

I fuck the
Contessa for the last time and we both flop back, exhausted. K
finally removes her sunglasses signifying that she is done for the
night also. We cuddle up together with the Contessa in the middle,
K’s fingers intertwined with mine, and it’s not long before we are
all fast asleep.




 





BRUCE ALMIGHTY

 


 


It’s Friday
lunch time, Mads is off skiing with the fellow with the big dick
and K is with me, only wearing her robe as she’s just got out of
the shower. She’s got a bit of makeup on but hasn’t overdone it,
the ‘classy’ look not the ‘trashy’ look. I’ve poured coffee for us
both and we’re sitting on the sofa, drinking it while we wait for
Bruce to arrive. I’m giving K to him this afternoon as my way of
saying thank you for his service this holiday.

She seems a
bit nervous. ‘Are you okay with this?’ I ask.

‘I’m not
nervous about sleeping with Bruce as a person, it’s just that he’s
so big … so tall and wide. If the rest of him is built to the same
scale, I don’t know if I can handle that.’

‘The trick is
plenty of foreplay,’ I tell her. ‘As you get more excited your
pussy doesn’t just get wetter, it also expands so that you can take
a larger prick. So keep him at it for a while before you attempt to
screw. Then lay him on his back and climb onto him, that way you
can control the depth to which he sinks into you. Once you find out
how much you can take, then you can do it normally, on your back,
your knees whatever.’

‘How do you
know all this? You’re a man, how did you find all this
out?’

‘Judith told
me. She’s slept with Bruce before when I brought her here on
holidays if I didn’t have a regular slave of my own. She told me
all about it. She’s had a lot more experience of men over the years
than you have. She’s also a little more flexible than
you.’

‘Oh. You had
me worried there for a moment, I thought you were talking from
personal experience.’

I give her the
steely-eyed glare and she laughs. ‘You will stay here though won’t
you? And watch on the cameras?’

‘I won’t have
the cameras on, I won’t be watching. It’s a little concession for a
friend. But I will be here in the lounge all the time, I promise.
But I give you my word, Bruce is one of the hardest men I’ve ever
met but he’s a “Gentle Giant” with the ladies. You have no need to
be afraid of him. I give you my oath on that.’

‘But you’ll be
here, that’s good to know. Not that given his size you could do
much I suppose, even if I did call for help.’

‘Oh you’d be
surprised what a solid oak dining chair across the back of the head
will do. But it won’t come to that, I promise.’

‘What will he
do to me?’

‘Anything he
likes, that’s the deal but just sex, no kinky stuff and NO anal.
You’re not ready for that with him. I need to start you on bigger
butt plugs so you can take bigger guys but that’s for when we get
back home.’

‘How should I
treat him?’

‘Pretend
you’re a hooker and he’s a client who has paid for you for the
night. Give him his money’s worth.’ I can see that she’s still a
bit nervous so I rub her back to calm her down. ‘I want you to use
my bed, there are clean sheets on it. Take him in there and then
you can use the ensuite shower if you want to. Maybe you should do
that first, get to know each other’s bodies before you get down to
it. Help relax you.’

‘Thank you.
That’s a good idea.’

Eventually
there’s a knock at the door and I go to answer it. Bruce is there
with a big bunch of flowers. ‘Afternoon, Mr. Gilchrist. Is K
in?’

‘Sure thing,
Bruce, follow me.’ I take him in and present him to K. She is
immensely flattered with the fact he brought her flowers and she
relaxes slightly as it shows that he sees her as a lady and not
just a piece of fuck-meat. She finds a vase and puts them in water.
As she’s doing that I get him a bottle of champagne out of the
fridge and give him 2 glasses. I also slip him a 100 Euro note.
‘Give that to her when you get to the bedroom.’

‘When did your
girls start charging for sex?’ he asks, puzzled.

‘It’s just a
game she likes to play. Do it, it’ll please her.’

‘Anything you
say, Mr. Gilchrist.’

K comes up to
us and says to Bruce, ‘Thank you for the flowers, that was very
thoughtful.’ She puts her arm through his, ‘Why don’t we start off
with a shower together first? Get to know each other.’ She leads
him off to my bedroom and looking back at me gives me a wink, so I
know she’s going to be okay.

 


~~~

 


Many hours
later, they leave the bedroom. I’ve amused myself reading and
watching a bit of TV, resisting the urge to go and listen at the
bedroom door. Bruce’s hair is wet so they obviously had a shower at
some point. K is back in her robe.

Bruce comes
down to where I am sitting and I stand up to meet him. He shakes my
hand and thanks me for a perfectly wonderful afternoon. ‘Take care
of that one, sir, she’s special.’ He gives K a farewell kiss on the
cheek and then he leaves.

I pour K a
glass of wine and ask, ‘So, how did it go?’

‘It was fine,
great in fact. I did as you suggested, we showered together first
which stopped me being so nervous, then we got down to it. I ran it
exactly as you told me, lots of foreplay and then I got on top of
him. I found that I could take him quite well, so we switched to
him on top and we did it the normal ways. He’s sensible enough to
know not to just put it in and bang away, he knows he has to be
more careful than that. All in all quite pleasurable. And I made
100 Euros. Did you put him up to that?’

‘Yeah, I
thought it might help you relax if you were playing a role. Do I
get that back, by the way?’

‘Certainly
not. I earned it, I’m keeping it.’

She drinks her
wine and looks out of the window. After a few moments she says in
an offhand manner, as if it’s just an innocent enquiry, ‘Do you
think we might come skiing here again next year?’

‘You just want
to come back here so you can bang him again,’ I accuse her. ‘You
dirty slut.’

She gives me a
“Yeah. So what?” look. ‘I am what you made me,’ she’s says
snootily.

‘Dirty
trollop,’ I call her and we both laugh.

 


~~~

 


Sadly all good
things must come to an end, so on Sunday we pack up the people
carrier with our luggage. I say goodbye to the Blondies and give
them both a nice watch and a bunch of flowers to say thank you. We
stop off at the Contessa’s chalet and say goodbye to her, then
we’re off to the airport.

Once we’ve
cleared customs and passport control, Bruce drives us out to the
plane and I help him load the luggage. I shake his hand and he
returns to the vehicle.

‘Just a
moment,’ says K and runs back to Bruce. She gives his hand a
squeeze, kisses him on the cheek and then joins us back on the
plane.

I look at her
curiously.

‘Well it would
be rude to leave without saying goodbye,’ she says, blushing.

I look at her
dubiously but inside I’m pleased. K likes me to give her adventures
and she’s just had an awfully BIG adventure and she obviously
enjoyed it, so job done on my part.




 


 


SNOW JOB




 


We’ve been back
a few days from our French holiday when I wake up early one
morning, just as it’s getting light. I go for a pee and then glance
out of the window and I noticed it has snowed. Not unusual, it’s
still early February. I check the outside temperature and it is
just below freezing, not as bad as in France when we screwed in the
snow. An evil thought occurs to me so I get dressed in warm
clothing and go downstairs to K’s room after stopping at the Fun
room to pick up a few things.

Mads is back
in K’s flat so there is just K and I in the house. I knock on her
door until she opens it. ‘Right, get up, go for a pee, don’t bother
with the bidet or brushing your teeth or hair.’

She’s still
only half awake so without arguing she does as ordered. When she
comes back in the room I tell her to take her nighty off. I hand
her a thick leather collar to put on, which she does without
arguing. It’s what I call a ‘working collar’. There are collars
that are like the one K normally wears that can be worn in public
and no one outside the life recognises it for what it is. Then
there are the ornamental ones, covered in sparkles or fake diamonds
that one would wear at a Society do, for example or posing in BDSM
photoshoots. Then there are the working collars. Thick leather, no
ornaments, just a big, single hoop at the front for attaching
chains or leashes to. As I said before there can be no pretense
with this collar that it is for decoration, this is designed to
restrict a slave and control them.

Naked except
for her collar, I lead her downstairs to the cloakroom and tell her
to put her snow boots and her Barbour jacket on. ‘Why?’ she asks.
‘Where are we going?’

I tell her to
be quiet, as it’s a surprise and I put my own boots on. Then I lead
her through the kitchen and out into the back garden. I stop at the
hot tub and turn it on. ‘That’s for when we get back,’ I tell
her.

Then I lead
her down the garden and through the gate in the wall surrounding my
grounds. I live at the edge of the village and behind my property
are some trees, maybe 50 feet deep and then beyond them are open
fields.

I lead her out
into the centre of the field. The snow reaches up to our calves.
It’s only starting to get light so hopefully it’s too early for
dog-walkers and there will be nobody about. I open her coat and
clip the long rope I am carrying to her collar. In my other hand I
am carrying one of those long carriage whips, like you use to
control horses at the front of a carriage or during training.

She’s wide
awake now so I tell her, ‘One of your fantasies is to run naked
through the snow. Now’s your chance, take your coat off. You are
going to run round in circles like a horse being trained.’ She
drops her coat and I tell her to go out from me until she is
stopped by the rope.

She does this
and then I order her to run and give her a crack across the
buttocks with the whip. She runs round and round in circles and I
occasionally encourage her with a slash of the whip across her back
or her buttocks. From time to time I pull on the rope which causes
her to fall into the snow. She doesn’t seem to mind this as she
rolls in it before getting up, each time.

Eventually I
call a halt and she comes back to me where I unclip the rope. She
reaches for her coat but I tell her we haven’t finished yet. I give
her a minute to get her breath back. As she stands there she starts
to shiver as the cold sets in, so I take a bright orange ball out
of my pocket and throw it across the field. ‘Fetch!’ I tell her and
she gallops away to retrieve it. Luckily she can find it in the
snow (hence the colour) and she brings it back and hands it to
me.

I throw it
again and again, further each time but then I get meaner. Before
she runs to retrieve the ball I make her stand still while I give
her a crack across her back or her legs before allowing her to
run.

When she is
worn out, cold and sore, I stop the game but I still don’t let her
put her coat back on. I make her walk back to my house, giving her
the occasional crack across the rear of her body with the whip.

Once we are
back in my garden I take her to the patio where the hot tub is and
I tie her to one of the posts that support the trellis. I fasten
her hands around the post behind her back, so she can’t escape and
I fasten her collar to the post so she can’t bend forward to
protect herself. Then I throw snowballs at her. I make sure I hit
her in all the worst places, face, tits, pussy … but only with snow
I hasten to add, no ice. Then to finish the job I grab handfuls of
snow and rub them on her tits and pussy.

Finally, I
release her and let her jump in the hot tub.

Once she’s
warmed up and feeling human again, I make her kneel in the tub and
give me my morning blowjob, then I go and get towels for her to
wrap herself in when she feels like coming out.




 





HARSH WORDS

 


 


K and I are
having a quiet night in together. Things have been a bit busy since
we came back from France what with a few work things I had to catch
up on, and attending the writing group for example. Yes we still go
there. They know we are a couple but what I don’t tell them is that
the only writing I’ve been doing lately is these books you are
reading about mine and K’s life together.

Madeline isn’t
here tonight, so for the first time in a while, there’s just the 2
of us. K is dressed in that LBD that barely covers her nipples and
also shows her pussy when she sits down and spreads her legs, if
she is sans underwear, as she is tonight. As slaves are not
allowed to initiate sexual activity with their Doms, I take this as
a subtle hint that says, ‘Please fuck me later.’

We eat the
meal that Mrs. Scott has left for us and drink copious amounts of
red wine. Then we move into the lounge and watch a video of ‘Debbie
from accounts’, who works at Pete the video guy’s company, having a
whipping and sex session with K.

At Pete’s
Christmas party Debbie had asked me if she could get to play with
Madeline sometime. I could spot another Dom in the making and I
like to encourage new people to ‘find themselves’ so I allowed her
to come to my place and put Madeline through her paces with a
flogger and a belt. All under my watchful eye of course, I have a
duty of care to my slaves.

The deal was
that if she behaved herself, followed my instructions and didn’t
abuse our hospitality, she could come back another time and have a
session with K as well. She did that and it was videoed, so as K
knows I like to see her with other women, she specifically put that
on the player to please me.

I notice K’s
put the washable cover on the sofa, so she is obviously expecting
some action tonight. I hope that’s all she has in mind, I don’t
want her getting any romantic notions about us. As I told the
Contessa, once you let your sub move from slave to beloved partner,
then the dynamics of the relationship changes, and not always for
the better. Since France I keep getting flashbacks to the nightmare
that my relationship with Clara turned into once I told her I loved
her. From slave to ‘Mistress of the House’ in the blink of an eye.
At least that’s the way she saw it.

We’re lying on
the sofa, K – while strictly not initiating sexual contact – has
her arm draped loosely across my belly and between my legs, all
very casual of course, but I can feel the pressure of her arm on my
cock and it starts to come awake. She’s close enough for me to
smell her perfume, it’s one I chose for her as I like it, so she
always wears it for me now. That was another of her requests, that
I choose everything she washes with and shampoos her hair with,
even her perfume, so that she smells just how I like her to.
I didn’t really care but I went through with the game just to
please her. I let her keep her shampoo as women are particular
about that but I chose some other soaps and shower gel that I like
the smell of, just to show interest.

I lick her
shoulder up to her ear. She turns her head and kisses me and one
thing leads to another and we end up on the floor, naked. She has
her rump pressed into my lap and I enter her from behind and make
love to her slowly, while she gently rubs herself. She tries to
gauge it so we come together, but these things are unpredictable
and I come first, but we carry on until she joins me in ‘Happy
Land’.

We stay like
that until I shrink and slip out of her. I go to move away and she
reaches round and pulls me back to her. ‘Don’t go,’ she tells me.
‘I want to say something to you but I can’t do it if we’re face to
face.’

A cold shiver
runs down my spine as I fear I know what she’s going to say.
Don’t say it, please don’t say it, I silently plead,
you’ll ruin what we have now.

After a long
pause, she takes a deep breath and says, ‘I’m in love with you,
Roger Gilchrist, and I have been for a long time.’

Damn it!
Why did you have to ruin everything? my mind shouts.

I hug her
tightly while I drastically try to think of something to say. I’m
seeking to ‘deflect’ the issue, so eventually I come up with, ‘Of
course, it’s quite common for a sub to fall in love with her Dom.
It’s quite normal, after all he is the major figure in her life so
it’s only natural for her to look up to him, worship him even. I
guess it’s a bit like Stockholm Syndrome.’

She freezes.
After a moment she wriggles out of my grasp and rolls over so she’s
facing me. ‘Stockholm Syndrome?’

‘Yes,
Stockholm Syndrome, it’s when–’

‘I know what
Stockholm Syndrome is, I’m not stupid.’

‘No, I didn’t
say you were. It’s just … all I meant was …’ Oh God, it’s all
going wrong.

She gives me a
cold stare and then rubs her forehead. ‘I’m sorry, Master, I seem
to be getting a headache. Must be too much red wine. Would you
excuse me? I think I need to go and lie down.’ She gets up and
gathering her clothes, heads off up the stairs.

‘K, wait …,’ I
call but she ignores me and goes into her room. Ominously, I
clearly hear the door lock. Shit!

I drink some
more wine that night and when I go to bed I check the video feed
from her room to see if she’s all right, but she’s turned the
cameras off.

 


~~~

 


Next day K does
her best to avoid me for most of the day, but eventually I phone
her on the intercom and ask her to bring me a cup of tea. She opens
the study door without knocking and comes into the room. Then she
bangs my mug of tea down onto my desk, spilling some of it.
Wordlessly she pulls out her hanky and mops it up.

‘What’s up
with you?’ I ask.

‘Nothing,’ she
replies in a steely voice.

‘Come on, out
with it.’

She stands
there for a moment, looking at me. I can see she’s angry. ‘When
someone opens their heart to you and tells you they love you,
you’re supposed to respond with a decent answer, not just give them
some psycho-babble about Stockholm Syndrome. I laid my heart out on
the floor before you and you trod all over it. I was
humiliated.’

Dear God,
this woman’s high maintenance. ‘Well maybe you should have kept
it to yourself, then,’ I tell her. I don’t like the way she barged
in here today and is now telling me off. If she’d given me the
chance to explain yesterday things would have been different, but
when I didn’t immediately declare undying love for her in return,
she got in a strop and went off to bed, alone.

‘I think I’ll
do just that from now on. You’re obviously not interested in
my feelings, maybe Colin Saxby would be.’

‘Be careful
what you say, I don’t like being threatened or given ultimatums,’ I
warn her, as I’m starting to get angry now.

‘Oh, I
got a reaction from you! A threat seems to be the only way to get
through to you.’

I stand up so
she has to look up to me. ‘You’d better remember who you’re talking
to, I’m your Master, I own you! If you carry on cheeking me,
you’ll find yourself in a lot of trouble.’

‘Is that all
you can do, threaten and bully me? Some Master you are.’

That does it,
I snap. ‘You cheeky bitch. After all I’ve done for you. Just
watch your fucking mouth, Dogface, or I’ll shave your head,
whip you ‘til you bleed and then chain you naked in the summer
house, with only a blanket for comfort.’

‘You
wouldn’t dare!’

‘Do you really
want to find out? Keep pushing me girly and I’ll give you cause to
regret it.’

For the first
time since she came in the room, common sense overrides her anger
and she realises what she is talking herself into. The blood drains
from her face and she takes a couple of steps back. ‘But I … I only
meant …’

‘Now get
out,’ I tell her angrily. ‘I don’t want to see your face for
the next couple of days.’

‘But what
should I do? Where shall I go?’

I’m really
pissed off by this time and without thinking I stupidly say the
most hurtful thing that I could possibly say to K, ‘I DON’T
CARE.’

There’s a
deathly silence in the room as K looks at me aghast and starts to
cry.

‘Now send Mads
to me, I fancy some sex. And tell her she’ll be sleeping in my bed
tonight,’ I add, just to stick the knife in further and twist
it.

K just nods as
the tears pour down her face, and wordlessly she opens the door and
leaves the room. A few minutes later Mads knocks on the study door
and I tell her to come in. She starts to unbutton her outfit and
asks me, ‘Where would you like me, Master, on the sofa?’

‘What are you
doing?’

‘K said you
wanted me for sex.’

‘Oh forget
about that. How was she?’

‘Bawling her
eyes out. Has she done something wrong?’

‘Yes, got
involved with a stupid man like me, that’s what she’s done
wrong.’

‘Do you still
want to have sex, Master?’

‘No. That was
just something I said to annoy K. Look we’ve had a bit of an
argument and I upset K, it was my fault. Do you think you could
stay over for a couple of days? I need you to keep an eye on K for
me.’

‘I’m not sure
I want to get involved, Master. It’s between you and K.’

‘Please, I
doubt if she would even answer me if I knocked on her door, let
alone talk to me. I need you to watch over her, take her food and
talk with her if she wants it. I want you to make sure she doesn’t
do anything stupid.’

‘You don’t
think she’d do anything like that … not K, surely?’

‘No, I don’t
mean she’d kill herself, but she thinks she’s done something wrong
so she might starve herself as punishment.’

‘Would I have
to sleep in the Fun room?’ she asks with a grimace.’

‘No, you can
sleep in the guest bedroom. Just be there for her when she needs
it.’

‘Okay, I’ll
stay and look out for her.’

 


~~~

 


I dry off after
my morning shower and get dressed. It’s been 2 days now and I’m
getting really worried about K. Madeline has been taking her food
on a tray but sometimes K doesn’t open the door to take it in, if
she does when she puts it back outside again the food has hardly
been touched. I’ve knocked on her door several times and tried to
get her to talk to me, but all she does is shout at me to go
away and then I hear a door slam, so I assume she has gone into
the ensuite bathroom and shut the door, so she can’t hear me. Well,
at least I know she’s still alive.

I’ve even
tried using the ‘emergency override’ to turn the cameras on to
check on her but it doesn’t work, so I figure she must have
physically disconnected them. If she won’t open the door to me
today though, I’m going to get Tom and his apprentice round to help
me to break it open.

I hear a
gentle tapping on the bedroom door. I call, ‘Come in.’ I expect it
to be Madeline but K enters the room. She’s stark naked except for
her collar. She’s not wearing any makeup and her hair is a mess.
She kneels before me and head bowed, holds out a pair of scissors
in one hand and a whip in the other. ‘I’m really very, very
sorry I behaved the way I did, Master, talking back to you like
that. I stayed away for 2 days like you told me to, and now I’ve
come here to be punished. You can cut all my hair off and then whip
me senseless, I deserve that, but please don’t chain me in the
summer house. It’s too cold out there, I’ll freeze to death.’

I take the
scissors and the whip from her and put them on a chair. ‘Nobody’s
going to cut your hair or whip you. I only said those things in
anger. I’m the one who should be apologising … especially for
saying, “I don’t care”. You know that’s not true, I care about you
more than anyone else in this world. Now stand up.’

She looks up
at me. ‘You mean that, Master? I’m not in your bad books and you
aren’t going to do the things to me you threatened to?’ I shake my
head.

K struggles
getting to her feet and I have to help her. Once she’s up she
staggers and I have to catch her before she falls. ‘Whoah, sorry,
went dizzy there for a moment. Got a bit of a headache.’

I take her to
the bed and sit her down. ‘When was the last time you had something
to eat?’

‘I don’t know.
Yesterday, day before, not sure.’

‘When was the
last time you had a pee?’

‘Yesterday, I
think. Is that important?’

‘Yes, you’re
dehydrated, that’s why you’re dizzy and have a headache. You
haven’t eaten or drunk anything for 2 days and I bet you haven’t
slept either.’

‘Not much.
I’ve been “Crying for England” the past couple of days.’

‘Get into the
bed,’ I tell her.

She climbs in
and pulls the duvet up around her. She sniffs it, ‘It’s nice, it
smells of you.’

I pour her a
glass of water from my bedside jug and make her drink it all down.
‘Now then, I’m going to get you some breakfast and make you eat it.
Wait here.’

I go down to
the kitchen and get her a bowl of Weetabix and milk with a big
dollop of honey on the top, because it’s easy to digest. I also
take her up one of her energy drinks. Although I forbade K from
drinking fizzy, sugary drinks like Cola, as she runs and works out
a lot I do allow her to drink those sports energy drinks after a
run, as they replenish her electrolytes and whatnots, and I think
she needs one of those now.

When I get
back upstairs K’s sitting up in bed, gazing around the room
wide-eyed, looking just like a sick child and my heart goes out to
her. I hold the bowl out to her but she pulls the duvet up around
her chin and says with a sigh, ‘Now my arms have stopped working as
well,’ and opens her mouth. Cheeky little minx.

But I play
along and act out ‘the loving parent caring for the sick child’
routine, because in a way, after the past couple of days, I think
we both need it to re-establish our bond, and I spoon-feed her
until the bowl is empty. I fill up the water jug, pour her another
glass and make her drink it. I put the energy drink on the bedside
table. ‘This is for later, if you get thirsty. You need to get some
sleep now but if you drink this the sugar burst will keep you
awake, so drink the water for now and you can drink the other when
you wake up.’

‘Will you stay
with me?’ she asks plaintively.

‘I have work
stuff to do down in my study today I’m afraid, but I’ll tell you
what, I’ll stay with you until you fall asleep and then when I’m
downstairs I’ll turn on the bedroom camera so I can watch over you
while you sleep. How does that sound?’

‘That’ll do.
Thank you, I’ll sleep better knowing you’re watching.’

I climb on the
bed and put my arm around her.

‘Are we good
then, Master?’ she asks as she snuggles into me.

‘I was going
to ask you the same question. I was in the wrong, I didn’t show
enough respect for your feelings. It’s not easy to admit to loving
someone and I just trampled all over it. I’m sorry. Am I
forgiven?’

‘Always.’

‘And you’re
not going to run off to Colin Saxby? I must admit I was a bit
afraid that you might do that.’

‘Colin
Saxby? Pah! He’s not half the man you are. Fuck ‘im, he can
kiss my arse.’

‘That’s my
job,’ I tell her. ‘Were you really going to let me chop off all
your hair and then beat you senseless?’

‘I’d have done
anything, taken any punishment, to get back in your good graces. I
was so scared you were going to send me away if I didn’t and that
would kill me, so I talked myself into surrendering to your
punishment. It was the only way I could think of making things
right between us.’

‘Is that why
you didn’t comb it?’

‘There didn’t
seem much point if you were going to cut it all off.’

I say
something that I’ve been meaning to say for some time. ‘Talking
about Colin Saxby, you do realise that I can take you to Paris
anytime you want? It won’t be on a private jet but we’ll still
travel first class.’

‘You still
don’t get it, do you?’ she replies. ‘For me, when I’m here … with
you … this is Paris.’

I’m too choked
up to say anything so I just hug her tighter.

Eventually I
feel I have to say something to clear the air about our argument.
‘Look, I know I’ve said this before but it bears repeating. We’ve
both been through Hell the past couple of days because we thought
the other one might not want us anymore. Let’s make a pact … I will
never send you away and you will never leave me, over
a single argument or silly upset. If we do ever decide to split it
will be after weeks, if not months, of arguing or being unhappy
with each other. From now on if I get angry with you, or you get
angry with me, we’ll just accept it as part of our relationship and
deal with it. We’ll apologise or do what it takes to make it
better. It doesn’t have to end the relationship. We’ll still stay
together until we’ve sorted the problem. So if what just happened
between us were to happen again tomorrow, then we both know that
it’s not the end, it’s just a temporary blip along the road.
Agreed?’

‘Oh Master, it
does my heart good to hear you say that. I get so worried sometimes
that I disappoint you and you’ll get shot of me and replace me with
someone like Madeline. Sometimes I feel I’m just hanging on by the
skin of my teeth.’

‘Well that’s
nonsense. You can be happy then that’s never the case and you are
far from hanging on, you’re right up there in first place.’

‘Thank you. I
feel much safer now.’

We sit there
quietly for a while. As K has calmed down from the wild emotions
she’s been under the past couple of days, as I hold her I can
slowly feel the tension drain out of her body, she’s able to relax
finally and begins to nod off. Just before she finally drifts off
she asks, ‘Promise you’ll watch me sleep?’

‘I promise,’ I
tell her and I mean it.

 


~~~

 


A couple of
days later, when K is back to eating properly and all rested up,
she and I have lunch together in my study as I’ve got some work on.
Even though I have Judith and the manager to run the company, there
are still things that as the owner I have to look over and approve.
I’ve given Madeline a couple of days off and told her to go and buy
herself some new dresses, to say ‘thank you’ for looking out for K
for me. So we are in the house alone.

K is wearing
her maid’s outfit again. My original plan when she became my sub
was for her to swan around mostly naked all the time, for my
titillation, but naked gets boring after a while. (You don’t
believe me? Spend a day on a nudist beach some time.) And also,
given the choice, K will always opt for her Downton Abbey maid’s
outfit. Personally I think she does it to spur me into more sex
sessions where I thrash her then fuck her as she wears her maid’s
outfit, while I play “Lord of the Manor”. I allow it because I
like to thrash her then fuck her, as she wears her maid’s
outfit and I play “Lord of the Manor”.

She bought us
lunch on a tray and I sit on the sofa while I eat it. K insists on
kneeling next to me on the floor and eating out of her dog bowl,
but using her fingers this time. I tell her she can sit next to me
on the sofa but she wants to stay down there. She says it’s her
place. I think she is going all out to show me (and herself,
possibly) how loyal she is and obedient to the rules. “Mad as a box
of frogs” if you ask me, but I’d miss her dreadfully if she wasn’t
around.

I go back to
my desk and open up the computer again but I can’t help watching
her as she tidy’s up after me. ‘Why do you always dress like that
and play at being a house maid every chance you get?’ I ask her.
‘You could play at being one of the posh people, who live in the
big house.’

‘I could never
be Lady Mary at Downton Abbey, I’m not good enough for that, I’m
council estate born and bred, but I could be a maid and a damned
good one at that. And I can be your maid and take care of
your house. I like to serve you and wait on you, it’s my way
of saying thank you for all the things you’ve done for me
and besides, it makes me happy. And when I’m happy, I go that extra
mile to make sure that you’re happy.’

‘I know you
do, that’s why I love you,’ I reply.

The room goes
deathly quiet for a moment. I put my hand across my eyes and
mutter, ‘Oh bollocks!’ under my breath because I didn’t mean
to say that out loud, and I realise that I’ve just ‘let the cat out
of the bag’ or ‘put the cat amongst the pigeons’, or whatever the
appropriate metaphor is. There is a CRASH! as K drops the tea tray
and I look up and see her staring at me with her mouth open.

I stand up and
go over to her. She’s still got her mouth open but finally she
manages to ask, ‘What did you say? Did you just say …?’

‘I did. I said
I love you. I’m sorry, I didn’t mean for it to come out like
this.’

‘You weren’t
going to tell me?’

‘Of course I
was, but I meant to do it at a more appropriate … a more romantic,
time and place. I was going to take you away for a few days to the
coast and then I’d tell you at the right moment. I didn’t mean to
just blurt it out like that. Yes, I’m madly in love with you and
have been for some time.’

She sits down
on the sofa and stares up at me, her face white. ‘Don’t make fun of
me like this, Master. It’s not fair.’ The tears start to flow and
she takes her hanky out and wipes her eyes. ‘All I’ve ever hoped
for is that one day somebody could actually love me, even though
I’m just dirty, gutter trash … damaged goods, but when I tell you
that I love you, you tease me by pretending that you love me
back, just for a laugh. Another one of your mind fucks. It’s
not right to mock me like this, it’s not fair. I deserve better
than that.’

‘Listen, I
promised you I wouldn’t play any more tricks on you. This is not a
game, I love you, K, that’s the truth.’


‘Really?’ she asks, desperate to believe.

I reach down
and grab the golden tag on her collar. ‘My oath on it.’

She stands up
and presses herself against me, hugging me tightly, sobbing into my
chest for several minutes. Like all women she can’t just take
things at face value but has to find out all the details, so after
a while when the crying has subsided a little and she can talk
again, she asks me in a wobbly voice, ‘So how long have you known
you were in love with me, then?’

‘When we came
back from that time you had to run naked through the woods with
those men chasing you. My heart really went out to you when I
brought you home, all bedraggled and covered in mud, like a wounded
kitten. But it wasn’t until that weekend at the castle that I fully
realised how deeply I cared about you. From there it was just one
small step to admitting to myself that I was in love with you. What
about you? When did you realise?’

‘That first
night you took me to Condolini’s restaurant, when we met Squire
Amos. I felt so proud that you’d dressed me up like a model, and
were showing me off as your woman. It’s like the Contessa
said when she first saw me at the hotel, and I told her I was your
slave … “Any woman that can make him want her as his personal
slave, is worthy of the title.” You made me feel so special that
night.

‘I really felt
that I’d found a home with you, someone who didn’t just care about
me but understood me as well. I really thought that was the
best day of my life … until today of course.’

She says
nothing for a while and then asks, ‘Can we still go the coast for a
few days?’

I laugh to
myself as K rarely asks for anything, just waits patiently
to be given things and is grateful when it happens. ‘Of course we
can.’

She steps back
so she can see my face and says, ‘Take me upstairs to my
room and make love to me, please, Master.’

‘Wouldn’t we
be more comfortable in my room?’

‘No, I want it
to be in mine. This is the first time we’ll do it as lovers and I
want it to be in my room, and I want you to record it, as a memory
for me to keep.’

I can see what
she’s getting at. We’ve had sex in that room before but not since
it became ‘her room’. Now, on this special occasion, she wants to
invite me back to ‘her place’ as it will be the first time we made
love since we both confessed our feelings for each other.

‘As you wish,
Mistress. I am yours to command.’ As per her wishes I switch on the
cameras in her room and set to record. Then she takes me by the
hand and leads me upstairs.

 


 


THE END
OF

The
Temptations of ‘K’

 


The story continues in The Torments
of ‘K’

 


 


Other books in
the series ‘The Transformation of ‘K’

 


The Taming of
‘K’

 


The Training of
‘K’

 


The Trials of
‘K’

 




cover.jpg
The &SN}
ngmptatlons ~






js/kobo.js
var gPosition = 0;
var gProgress = 0;
var gCurrentPage = 0;
var gPageCount = 0;
var gClientHeight = null;

const kMaxFont = 0;

function getPosition()
{
	return gPosition;
}

function getProgress()
{
	return gProgress;
}

function getPageCount()
{
	return gPageCount;
}

function getCurrentPage()
{
	return gCurrentPage;
}

/**
 * Setup the columns and calculate the total page count;
 */

function setupBookColumns()
{
	var body = document.getElementsByTagName('body')[0].style;
	body.marginLeft = 0;
	body.marginRight = 0;
	body.marginTop = 0;
	body.marginBottom = 0;
	
    var bc = document.getElementById('book-columns').style;
    bc.width = (window.innerWidth * 2) + 'px !important';
	bc.height = (window.innerHeight-kMaxFont) + 'px !important';
    bc.marginTop = '0px !important';
    bc.webkitColumnWidth = window.innerWidth + 'px !important';
    bc.webkitColumnGap = '0px';
	bc.overflow = 'visible';

	gCurrentPage = 1;
	gProgress = gPosition = 0;
	
	var bi = document.getElementById('book-inner').style;
	bi.marginLeft = '0px';
	bi.marginRight = '0px';
	bi.padding = '0';

	gPageCount = document.body.scrollWidth / window.innerWidth;

	// Adjust the page count to 1 in case the initial bool-columns.clientHeight is less than the height of the screen. We only do this once.2

	if (gClientHeight < (window.innerHeight-kMaxFont)) {
		gPageCount = 1;
	}
}

/**
 * Columnize the document and move to the first page. The position and progress are reset/initialized
 * to 0. This should be the initial pagination request when the document is initially shown.
 */

function paginate()
{	
	// Get the height of the page. We do this only once. In setupBookColumns we compare this
	// value to the height of the window and then decide wether to force the page count to one.
	
	if (gClientHeight == undefined) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	
	setupBookColumns();
}

/**
 * Paginate the document again and maintain the current progress. This needs to be used when
 * the content view changes size. For example because of orientation changes. The page count
 * and current page are recalculated based on the current progress.
 */

function paginateAndMaintainProgress()
{
	var savedProgress = gProgress;
	setupBookColumns();
	goProgress(savedProgress);
}

/**
 * Update the progress based on the current page and page count. The progress is calculated
 * based on the top left position of the page. So the first page is 0% and the last page is
 * always below 1.0.
 */

function updateProgress()
{
	gProgress = (gCurrentPage - 1.0) / gPageCount;
}

/**
 * Move a page back if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goBack()
{
	if (gCurrentPage > 1)
	{
		gCurrentPage--;
		gPosition -= window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move a page forward if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goForward()
{
	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage++;
		gPosition += window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move directly to a page. Remember that there are no real page numbers in a reflowed
 * EPUB document. Use this only in the context of the current document.
 */

function goPage(pageNumber)
{
	if (pageNumber > 0 && pageNumber <= gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;
		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Go the the page with respect to progress. Assume everything has been setup.
 */

function goProgress(progress)
{
	progress += 0.0001;
	
	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;
	var newPage = 0;
	
	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {
		var low = page * progressPerPage;
		var high = low + progressPerPage;
		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {
			newPage = page;
			break;
		}
	}
		
	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;
	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
	updateProgress();		
}

//Set font family
function setFontFamily(newFont) {
	document.body.style.fontFamily = newFont + " !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets font size to a relative size
function setFontSize(toSize) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.fontSize = toSize + "em !important";
	//To prevent 1 page chapters from not reflowing to additional pages when increasing the font size:
	if (toSize > 1) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets line height relative to font size
function setLineHeight(toHeight) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.lineHeight = toHeight + "em !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}



