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AN INSPECTOR
CALLS

 


 


It’s
been a few months since K, Madeline and I got back from our holiday
in France. It’s coming up to the end of Mads’ contract with me and
at her request I’ve negotiated a good contract for her to serve the
Contessa, at her home in the ski resort we stayed at. Mads is happy
with the contract and arrangements are made for her to fly out to
France, to start her new life. I sell her car for her and arrange
for her belongings to go into storage.

Of
course, I don’t let her go without having one last major sex
session with her. I invite my friend, Pete the video guy, over and
the 4 of us have a wild evening with lots of food, wine, sex and
general debauchery, at the end of which I take Mads to bed and Pete
is allowed by K to sleep with her in her room. (A rare privilege
but she likes and trusts him.)

Then the
next night, which is Mads’ last night with us, I let K take Mads to
bed with her for the night to say goodbye to her. They’ve become
close while Mads served me, and was K’s first slave, she will miss
her, so I let them have this last night together.

Next
day, I give Mads her plane ticket and passport (which I’ve stuffed
with some travelling money) and we take her to the airport to see
her off. K is a bit quiet on the way back and I can tell she is
already missing her.

Over the
next few weeks K is a bit more withdrawn than usual as she adjusts
to the old routine of just the 2 of us living in the house, so I
decide we should play some of the ‘Role Playing Games’ that she has
suggested in the past. (That girl has such an imagination.) K
eagerly agrees and we arrange it.

 



~~~

 


I leave
the house one morning and drive around for half an hour or so then
return home. I ring the doorbell and a few minutes later K answers
the door. As arranged she is wearing her Downton Abbey maid’s
outfit.

‘Hello,’ she says nervously when she sees me. I’ve told her to
play it as ‘Home Girl’ times 10, to act as if she is easily cowed
and obey instructions without too much arguing.

I hold
up the phoney detective ID badge that she bought for me and say,
‘Detective Inspector Gilchrist, Drugs Squad. Is Mr. Jones at
home?’

‘No, he’s left for the office, won’t be back ‘til 5 o’clock.
You’ll have to come back then,’ and she starts to close the door
but I stop her.

I hold
up a piece of paper so she can quite clearly see the word WARRANT
across the top. ‘This is a warrant signed by a magistrate for me to
enter the premises and search it for narcotics.’ I push past her
and she closes the door behind me. ‘Now then, who are
you?’

‘I’m Mary, Mr. Jones’ housekeeper. Like I said, he’s not here,
you’ll have to come back later.’

‘Listen Mary, this warrant entitles me to search every room,
drawer, cupboard and teapot in the place, whether he is here or
not. So I suggest you stop complaining and help out, it will go
better for you if anything is found.’

She
gives a little curtsy and says, ‘Yes sir. Anything you say,
Inspector, how can I help?’

‘Well, I want to look around the ground floor first. Does he
have a study? We’ll start there.’

She
leads me to my office. ‘This is his study but he keeps it locked, I
don’t have a key.’

‘Don’t worry, I have a skeleton key that will open any door.’
I take my keys out and unlock the door. (Well, I can
pretend it’s a skeleton
key, can’t I? It’s only a game.)

We go in
and I search through the drawers. She opens up the globe that holds
the drinks cabinet so I can look in there too. She stands there
nervously wringing her hands. Finding nothing I get her take me
through all the rooms on the ground floor and then we head up the
stairs.

The
first door we come to is the Fun Room. Once again I pretend to
unlock it with my ‘skeleton key’ and enter the room. I look around
the room and make a show of spotting the cameras.

‘What is this place, some sort of sex
dungeon? And those cameras … do you make
porno movies in here? Making and selling porn is illegal in this
country, you know.’

‘It’s the Master’s hobby. But it’s all him, I don’t have
anything to do with it.’

‘Come off it, Mary. Are you telling me that if I search the
rest of the house and find his stash of porn videos you won’t
feature in any of them?’

She can’t look at me and stares at the floor, nervously
twisting her pinafore, almost tearing it. ‘All right, yes, I’m in
some of them but if I don’t do it the Master beats me. He brings
his friends round and lets them use me while he films it. He says
if I tell anyone what he makes me do, he’ll throw me out the house
and I’ll have to become a prostitute, or he’ll frame me for theft
and have me sent to prison.’ Damn! She’s
good at this play-acting.

‘Do any of these friends pay to have sex with you?’

‘Some of them yes, but it’s only a small amount, honestly.
It’s just the Master’s little game you see, he tells me it’s not
for real.’

We hadn’t arranged this dialogue, she is making it up on the
fly. She is really good
at lying, particularly making herself out to be
the ‘innocent’ who has fallen prey to wicked men who take advantage
of her. She reels off these sort of lies when I’m punishing her for
sleeping with other men to excuse her behaviour, and she really
does a good job of it. I suppose it was all those years when she
couldn’t practice these fantasies, or even talk about them to
anyone, it gave her a fertile imagination which she puts to good
use when she plays these games with me.

Anyway,
back to the plot.

‘Pornography AND prostitution. Mary, you are in some serious
trouble here. Come along, let’s see what other felonies you’re
hiding.’ I take her by the arm and after a perfunctory search of
the bathroom and the guest bedroom, we arrive at her
room.

I sit
her on the bed and then search the ensuite bathroom and the chest
of drawers, then I put on latex gloves and start searching the
wardrobe. Unnoticed by ‘Mary’ I slip a large plastic bag of white
powder into the wardrobe and then make a show of ‘finding it’. ‘Oh,
what do we have here?’ I take it out of the wardrobe and throw it
to her.

She
turns it around in her hands, looking at it. ‘I don’t know,’ she
says, genuinely puzzled because she didn’t put it there.

I take
it back off her and opening the bag I wet my fingertip and dip it
into the powder then taste it. ‘As I thought, cocaine,’ I say as I
spit it out. (It’s really only baking flour.) ‘And now it’s got
your fingerprints all over it,’ I tell her smugly, slipping it back
into my pocket.

‘I don’t know anything about cocaine,’ she
exclaims.

‘There’s quite a lot of it too. More than can be claimed it’s
just for personal use, you must be selling it. Oh Mary, first porn,
then prostitution and now cocaine possession with intent to supply.
You’re easily looking at 10 to 15 years inside. The dykes are going
to love a pretty little thing like you. You can expect spend most
of your time in prison on your knees, pleasing them.’

‘Oh God, no,’ she moans.

‘Right, let’s see what else you might be hiding. Time for a
strip search.’

‘You can’t strip search me,’ she protests.

I take the warrant out of my pocket and show it to her. ‘Oh
yes I can. Look at the second paragraph … it clearly states that I
can conduct strip and cavity
searches on all those persons present at
this address. And that means you.’ I know this is what it says as I
typed it myself.

I don’t
know how she does it but she’s managed to conjure up some tears and
is all weepy and compliant now, all sense of resistance gone. ‘What
do you want me to do?’ she sighs.

‘Just stand there and do what I tell you.’ I unbutton her
maid’s uniform at the cuffs and then I undo all the buttons down
her front to her waist and then pull the dress down, leaving her
top exposed. ‘No bra I see.’

‘The Master doesn’t let me wear underwear. Says it gets in the
way when he wants to use me for his pleasure.’

I run my
fingers through her hair and then my hands all over her top half,
taking extra care to play with her tits, teasing the nipples,
making it obvious I’m abusing my authority. ‘Do you have any lube?’
I ask.

‘There’s some in the bedside drawer, Master likes to use my
backside most nights, when he comes to my room.’

I find
the lube and then tell her to turn around and bend over so her
hands are on the bed. I hitch up her skirt so it’s resting on her
back (no knickers again) and then tell her to spread her legs. I
make a show of greasing up my hands and then I start exploring her
‘cavities’. I slide the fingers of one hand into her pussy and have
a good poke around. I withdraw that and then slide the fingers of
my other hand into her arse. I give that a good groping then I
slide my other hand back into her pussy.

I keep
her jigging back and forth while I alternately poke her arse while
feeling around inside her pussy with my hands. Eventually I’ve had
my fun humiliating the girl, and stripping off my latex gloves tell
her to stand up and turn around. With her dress still pulled down
to her waist, and her boobs hanging out, I take out my handcuffs
and fasten her hands behind her back. I sit her on the bed and she
begins to sob.

‘You’re going down for a long time, girl,’ I tell
her.

‘This isn’t fair, Inspector. Okay, I made the dirty movies but
I don’t know anything about cocaine, Mr. Jones must have hidden it
there. Why don’t you arrest him instead?’

‘Oh we will, we just have to wait for the right time. At the
moment he can claim that he knew nothing about it, that as it was
found in your room then you’re the guilty party. Until then, I’ll
have to arrest you and take you in. You’re finished my girl.’ I sit
down next to her on the bed.

She says
between sobs, ‘Isn’t there any way … isn’t there any way you can
make this go away, Inspector? I’ll do anything you want to make it
go away, anything.’

‘What did you have in mind?’

‘Well, I don’t have any money, the Master doesn’t pay me, so I
can’t pay you but …’

‘Yes?’

‘When you search the house you’ll find the videos of me with
those men, sometimes 2 or 3 at a time. The Master makes me do some
really disgusting things with them, so much that I’m often ashamed
of myself. I could do some of those things with you, if you’d like
… but only if you don’t arrest me.’

‘Are you really offering me sex in exchange for not arresting
you? You know that’s bribery I could add it to the
charges.’

‘Please, Inspector?’ she begs. ‘I don’t want to go to
prison.’

‘So what are you prepared to do for me to stay out of
prison?’

‘Anything. You. Want.’

I reach
over and fondle her tits. She gives me a weak smile as if she’s
pretending to enjoy it. ‘That’s a pretty mouth you’ve got there,
nimble tongue too, I’ll bet. Perhaps you’d like to drop to your
knees and show me how appreciative you can be?’

‘Do you want to take these handcuffs off me first?’

‘No. They’ll be fine where they are, just get on your
knees.’

She
drops to the floor between my legs and I unzip my prick. I hold it
out to her and she leans forward and takes it in her mouth, sucking
on it until I’m fully aroused. Unable to use her hands, she bobs
her head back and forth, taking me deeper into her mouth and then
throat as she desperately tries to please me.

She
does, greatly. So much so that it’s not too long before I have to
stop her. I’m not ready to finish yet, there’s other things I want
to do to her. I stand her up, uncuff her and then lay her on her
back, on the bed. I handcuff her hands again, above her head, to
the bedhead. Then I kneel between her legs and enter her
pussy.

I fuck
away with no attempt at finesse or with any thought for her
pleasure until it’s time for me to come. I pull out and then
straddle her, pushing my cock into her mouth. I pump away for a few
moments before shooting my load down her throat. When I’m finished
I don’t withdraw so she takes the hint and keeps sucking on me
until I am drained of all cum. Then I climb off her and sit on the
edge of the bed, leaving her cuffed to the bed still.

‘Is that it? Are we good now, sir? Inspector?’

‘Oh no, Mary, not by a long straw. I haven’t finished with you
yet.’

‘What will happen to the cocaine?’

‘I’ll keep that. I’ll say I’m hanging on to it to build a
case. No need to hand it in.’

‘But the Master will be angry when he finds it’s gone, he’ll
take it out on me.’

‘Not my problem,’ I tell her. ‘But tell him if he makes a fuss
about it, I can easily hand it in as evidence and he’ll get nicked
soon as anything.’

I
release her from the bedhead and refasten the cuffs so her hands
are in front. Dragging her by them I lead her downstairs to the
kitchen and tell her to make me a sandwich as I’m hungry. When
she’s done that I order her to go and get the Master’s whisky and
bring it here.

As I sit there in the kitchen eating my sandwich and drinking
a glass of whisky, Mary looks on at me enviously.
‘What?’ I ask
her. ‘Haven’t you seen anyone eating before?’

‘May I have a sandwich as well, Inspector? Master hasn’t fed
me today. I’m only allowed meals when he is in the
house.’

‘Sure, help yourself.’

She
makes herself a sandwich and at my instructions another one for me.
I give her some of the whisky to drink as well. I figure she’ll be
more compliant if she’s had a drink.

After
we’ve eaten, I take her into the study, I saw a nice leather sofa
in there and I’ve always wanted to fuck on a leather sofa, I tell
her. I order her to strip and then I really abuse my authority. I
make her kiss my feet and then give me rim-job before I fuck her on
the sofa. She comes as well, as I screw her, so although ‘poor old
Mary’ is having a rotten time, ‘K’ is actually loving every minute
of it.

After
I’ve had her and she is licking my cock and balls clean she says to
me, between licks, ‘Perhaps I could help you. I could spy on Mr.
Jones for you, tell you when he has drugs in the house and so on.
And after you’ve arrested him, maybe I could be … I dunno … your
girlfriend? I bet you wouldn’t beat me half as much as he does and
you probably wouldn’t make me sleep with as many men,
either.’

‘He beats you a lot does he?’

‘Yes.’

‘Do you like being beaten?’

‘Sometimes, particularly if he fucks me afterwards. It’s like
a reward.’

I stand
up and tell her to lie face down on the sofa. I slide the belt out
of my trousers and stand over her. THWACK! I bring my belt down
across her upper back. THWACK! Across her buttocks and then again
across her thighs.

‘What makes you think I would have a girl like you as my
girlfriend? You’re nothing but a dirty, stinking, drug pusher, who
fucks men for money on camera.’ THWACK! ‘Let’s be clear, you are
not ever likely to be my girlfriend.’ THWACK! ‘You are my
informant, my grass, my snout. I am only fucking you because I am
too lazy to wank. Do you understand you dirty whore?’
THWACK!

‘Yes, yes, please don’t hit me anymore.’ She is curled up into
a ball, trying to ward off the blows with her hands. I cease
beating her and she lays there sobbing as I get dressed.

‘Does Mr. Jones smoke?’

She
points to the desk where I find a box of cigars. I go to light one
but she begs me not to smoke it in the study. ‘He’ll smell it and
he’ll know someone was in here. He’ll beat me, please don’t do
it.’

‘Where does he smoke then?’

‘Out on the patio.’

‘Right, bring me another glass of whisky, out on the patio.’
She goes to put her dress on but I slap her tits and remind her I
never said she could get dressed yet.

She
brings me my drink out on the patio and I make her light my cigar.
I also make her sit there with me, although it isn’t that warm a
day and she isn’t wearing any clothes. She tries to complain but I
just put the handcuffs on the table, implying that I could be doing
much worse to her, so she shuts up and sits there
shivering.

‘What days is your employer away for the day?’

‘Thursday is the best day if you want him out of the house.
He’s usually gone all day on Thursdays.’


Eventually I finish my cigar and whisky and handcuffing her
hands in front of her again, I take her indoors. I lead her up the
stairs to her room. I get my cock out and make her suck me until
I’m hard again. ‘Kneel on the bed,’ I tell her. Then I apply lube
to my cock and her arse and slip into her back passage. It’s
enjoyable, Mr. Jones has used her frequently enough so that she
stretches easily but is still a tight fit. Mary must have had a
horrible day and I feel a bit sorry for her, so I reach round and
rub her clit until she comes, then I keep fucking her arse until I
have finished as well.

Mary
lays there on the bed, naked, staring at me as I dress. ‘Are we
done? Did I please you? You won’t send me to prison?’ she
asks.

‘We’re done for now, but if you and Mr. Jones want to stay out
of prison then tell him that I will be back next Thursday and I
expect to see £200, a bag of cocaine and YOU waiting for me.
Otherwise …’

She nods
glumly.

I kiss
her on the mouth, just to rub it in and then I leave. A good day’s
work.




 





UNFULFILLED
DESIRES

 


 


I see K
coming out of the kitchen. ‘Hey there, haven’t seen you around much
lately. What you been up to?’

‘I’ve been busy, doing some painting.’

‘Well, keep up the good work.’

She
hesitates as if she wants to say more but then she turns around and
heads off towards the stairs. As she reaches the bottom, she stops,
pauses, and then marches back to me and stares me straight in the
throat, unable to look me in the eye.

‘Can we … can we have a chat about something, Master? I need
to discuss something with you.’

We’ve
already agreed the rule that we will never just surprise the other
one by saying we want to split up without there being a lot of
forewarning, arguing and so on, so I know this isn’t going to be a
“Do or Die” conversation, so I decide to tease her a
little.

‘Is this a Code Red situation? Do I need to get my shotgun and
go and shoot Colin Saxby?’

‘No, not at all.’

‘I’ll just shoot him in the leg, I won’t kill him, I
promise.’

‘No! Nobody needs to be … oh, you’re
just messing with me aren’t you?’

‘Guilty. Look, is it serious? Is someone going to
die?’

‘No.’

‘Is it important?’

‘To me, yes.’

‘Okay then. What’s it about?’

‘Look, I know I’m being impertinent but can you give me half
an hour and then come to join me in the attic? I know it’s cheeky
asking the Master to come to me, but I want to show you something
and it’s up in the attic.’

‘Okay, you’ve got it.’

30
minutes later I go up to the attic. I’m carrying a bottle of wine
and 2 glasses as I kinda figure that it’s the sort of conversation
that goes down better with alcohol to lubricate the
speaker.

K
curtsies and then stands to attention as I enter the attic and I
tell her to relax. She has changed into one of my shirts so she is
obviously about to ask me for something big, as I told her I find
her sexy when she wears men’s shirts, and it’s also a compliment to
me that she wants to wear mine, so she’s wearing it to please
me.

‘Permission to speak frankly, Master?’

‘Granted but have a drink before you start telling me what you
have in mind.’

I fill
our glasses and hand her one. She takes a big swig before she
speaks. I look around the room and see that she has arranged all
her pictures of the ‘hooded woman’ around the walls for me to view.
When we first discussed her becoming my slave, she showed me her
collection of paintings that depicted a woman in a hood being
subjected to all sorts of depraved activities, whippings, torture,
performing forced oral sex on both males and females, gang raped,
suspended on crosses and so on. She explained that they were all
displays of her deepest fantasies but she was too afraid to reveal
them to anyone, so the woman in the pictures was hooded, although
it was obvious that it was really K.

When she
first became my slave, she repainted one of them and sent it to me,
only with her face painted in as the slave and mine as the slave
master. As I stroll round the spacious attic I see that she has put
them all on display, only now more of them are showing her face and
not an anonymous hooded woman.

‘I see you’ve only repainted some of them,’ I say.

‘That’s right, can you guess why only those?’

I study
the paintings again and it suddenly clicks. ‘Ah, I see …all those
with your face are paintings of things you have actually done or
situations you’ve been in for real. The rest are yet to
happen.’

‘You are smart, aren’t you?’

‘I was in the Intelligence Corps. So what is it you want to
discuss?’

‘Master, I’m sorry if what I’m about to say offends you, I
don’t mean to and please feel free to give me a good whipping if
I’m out of line.’

‘K, what is it? You’re starting to worry me.’

She
pauses as if she is searching for the right words, so I give her
time to think by topping up our glasses again and taking a
drink.

Her hand is shaking slightly as she takes a drink, then she
answers me. ‘Ever since Mads left, I’ve had more time to myself to
think about things. And … I have to say … I don’t think you’re
being harsh enough with me. I don’t know if it’s because we became
lovers or just that you’re too kind a person, but I want you to be
more … cruel.’
She pulls a face as if she’s afraid she’s said the wrong thing and
I’m going to be angry.

Interesting, I think, but I’ll see
what she has to say before I form an opinion. ‘Explain.’

‘When you came to my flat that first Saturday night and I had
what you jokingly called my “job interview” I remember you saying
it wouldn’t get too heavy and I asked you what if I wanted it to
get heavier. You never really gave me an answer. Well, the truth is
I want it to get heavier.

‘You’ve taken me from nothing, a Green Tag perhaps and slowly
increased my punishment routines and my pain tolerance levels, and
I’m up to an Amber Tag now. But I want to go further … I want to be
a Red Tag.’

An Amber
Tag, which is what K is now, means that she can handle being beaten
with flexible items such as belts, whips, floggers or even
electrical cables, such as I use on her. A Red Tag though would
mean she’s trained to accept being beaten with things that aren’t
flexible such as canes, riding crops, horse training whips, etc.
which are a lot more painful and can do a lot more damage. It also
means that Red Tag slaves can be subjected to more degrading and
humiliating treatment than would normally be acceptable, being
treated as animals, being loaned out for gang-bangs and the like.
When slaves are loaned out to other Society members for their use,
a slave is either graded by, or made to wear, a coloured tag on
their collar which denotes what level of treatment can be given to
them. Only that and no more.

‘I’m not sure you’re ready for that.’

‘But I am. Every time you give me the chance to set the level
of my punishment, you know I usually select a number higher than
you have chosen, and I take it without complaint. I invent faults
and mistakes that I include in my little black book so you will
punish me more than you would otherwise. I’m ready for a Red Tag …
or at least to be trained for one. I may fail, in which case I’ll
drop back to an Amber and say no more about it, but I want to
try.’

‘Why? Why has this become so important to you?’

She
pulls a face again. ‘I’m not sure to be honest. I just know that I
want to try for it, it’s something I have to do. I understand that
perhaps you might not want to treat me that badly, I know you love
me, but I’m sure you know people in The Society who do that sort of
thing. If necessary you could involve them, under your watchful eye
of course, and we’ll see if I can take it or not.’

I walk
over to the window and stare out of it while I think. I turn to her
and hold my arm out and she comes and fits herself into the space
under my arm.

To be
honest I would love her to be Red Tag qualified, (I’ve always
wanted my own pain slave. From time to time I borrow one from
another Dom and release my baser instincts on her). I know K wants
it, she often begs me to be harsher with her when I’m giving her a
punishment whipping and I’d love to, but I don’t know if she’s
ready for it. It’s a huge jump from time with me in the Fun room,
or playing ‘Lord of the Manor’, to being taken down to some
stranger’s dungeon for an extended ‘sex and torture’
session.

Besides,
I have purely selfish motives for not wanting to stretch her limits
as up until now I have only beaten her with flexible things, which
leave marks that fade by the end of the day, or next day at the
latest. Once you start getting into the non-flexible items such as
canes and riding crops, they can leave stripes that sometimes take
a week or more to fade. Sometimes those marks can be permanent and
I don’t want to see her flesh, which I love to kiss and stroke,
destroyed in that way. And also, being abused to that depth can
permanently ‘scar’ the mind as well as the body, and that’s the
last thing I want to happen to K.

We stand
there in silence for quite a while as I plan this out in my head.
She has sense enough not to disturb me and just quietly sips her
drink.

Finally
I tell her, ‘I still think you’re not ready …’

‘But I am, Master, really I am.’

‘…
But I’m willing to explore the idea. Just tell me
something. Why has this suddenly become an issue? Are you not happy
with the way things are between us?’

‘Actually I am, couldn’t be happier, that’s why it’s come to
the surface I think. Have you ever read Men are from Mars and Women are from
Venus?’

‘Yes, I have, it’s called knowing
your enemy,’ I joke.

‘Well it says in there that if your girlfriend suddenly starts
talking about the bad times she had with an old boyfriend, don’t
get mad or jealous. The reason she’s doing so is that she had to
keep all those feelings bottled up while she was with him. Now that
she is with YOU, and she feels safe and relaxed, those repressed
feelings rise to the surface and she is free to get them off her
chest, so she can forget them and move on.

‘The same sort of thing is happening here, I think. Those
things in the paintings, all the fantasies I’ve had, all
the trouble I’ve wanted to get into
for want of a better expression, are all the
things that have haunted me for years. I’ve longed to try them out
but I’ve never felt safe enough to even express these feelings to
anyone before, let alone let them do those things to me. But now I
do feel safe … with you.

‘I’m not asking to live the rest of our lives like that, I
just want to know how far I can go … to find my limits. I want to
experience it all, everything you can throw at me. You’ve taken me
to the cliff edge and now I need to jump off and see if I can
fly.

‘You’ve already released the sex monster inside of me and now
I will fuck anyone, anywhere, if you tell me to. Now I want to
explore the masochistic side of myself, but I can only do that
because I know you’ll be there to watch out for me. No matter how
serious or painful it gets, I know I only have to reach out my hand
and you will take it and bring me home safely. Please, Master, let
me be the slave I know you want me to be.’

How can
I say no to that?

‘Very well then I’ll allow it, but there are certain things
you must be aware of. I will be stricter with you, taking complete
control of you on a daily basis. Your physical punishment will be
harsher, I’ll increase the severity of your punishment, but no
canes or riding crops, and I will increase their frequency. You can
expect to be beaten daily or when you commit any infraction of the
new rules I will impose. You understand that if we do this then we
do it fully. I will not go easy on you because that would be
failing in my duty to you to give you the experiences you crave. It
will however bring out the “total bastard” in me and I will abuse
you harder than you have ever known me to before, so be
prepared.’

She
stares up at me wide-eyed and scared but I believe, also excited at
what she is hearing.

‘We will no longer be lovers, we are back to Master and slave.
There will be no more loved-up, romantic nights in my bed for a
while, in fact you will not be allowed to sleep in your own bed any
more, unless I send you there. You will spend every night in the
cage in my room or chained to the end of my bed, sleeping on an
inflatable mattress. I will no longer “make love to you” I will
just have sex with you from now on. You will not be
given any orgasms, any
you may have will just happen as a result of being fucked or from
masturbating when I tell you to.’

Her eyes
get a bit moist at this but she just nods acceptance.

‘I may send you on some of those
adventures that you’ve expressed a desire to experience such as
pony girl, a day on the farm, being kidnapped, etc. but as I’ve
told you before, every concession I grant you comes with a price.
If I do allow you to act out your
fantasies, I’ll also put you through some of the
things I want to see such as you being gang-banged on film, blacked,
electro-torture, making porn movies and so on.

‘All this is designed to toughen you up to so you can handle
the next phase if I allow it. If you can manage a few months
of enhanced training, then maybe just maybe,
I will consider the possibility of taking you to the next step, which will
mean handing you over to the professionals that work for The
Society, for further training.’

I
explain to her that many of The Society members acquire new slaves
but don’t have the time or indeed the knowledge and experience to
train them properly. Over the years The Society has recruited to
its ranks a few people of both sexes who are Professional Slave
Trainers. They are paid for out of Society funds and if any Dom
wishes their sub to be trained to the required level, Green, Amber
or Red, they can hand them over to these people for a
pre-determined period, maybe a few weeks, and then they are handed
back, subservient and compliant. Never seen anyone still have an
attitude after a spell with them. There are a couple of Society
owned centres around the country and I understand they are in
regular use.

Of
course there are some Doms who take a newbie and want to go
straight to the Red level with them. This can be done but it
involves ‘breaking’ the slave and conditioning them to obey orders
and accept any punishment without question. I think this is unfair
personally, but there are some Dom/sub relationships that want
that, so who am I to judge. However, it is made perfectly clear
that the sub must be a willing volunteer and they are made to sign
a document and make a short video (such as I did with K when she
first joined me) to prove this and for the slave master’s and The
Society’s legal protection.

‘I warn you though,’ I tell her, ‘when I give you to them I’ll
tell them that you’re there as a punishment and you are to be
treated particularly harshly. If you do this, I’ll make you do it
all the way. You drop out or back off once and it’s all over, I’ll
call your training off and we go back to the way we are
now.

‘I’ll make up a new set rules for you to follow and we’ll
start them soon. In the meantime, make a list or download some
pictures and video clips from the internet of the sort of thing you
want to happen to you. I’ll study them and decide the best, safest,
way to put you through it. I will only countenance using Society
contacts and people though, I know they’ve been checked out and are
safe. I don’t care how much you may want it, I will not hand you
over to “Master Bastard” in his Chelsea dungeon, who you saw
online, for him to ruin you.’

‘And that is why I love you and am glad that I’m
your slave,’ replies
K.

‘Perhaps we have both lost sight of why we came together in
the first place and we both
need a reminder of our respective places in this
relationship. I’ll have to go back to treating you harshly, like
when you first joined me. I will work you hard, increase your daily
activity so that you are physically tired a lot, all to wear you
down and break your spirit.’

K bows
her head and says meekly, ‘I understand, Master. I will be just a
piece of fuck-meat again for you to use and abuse as you wish. But
please, Master, you do what you have to do. Don’t let your feelings
for me make you “spare the rod”.’

‘I think you’re also going to have to be a bit more Outdoor
Girl than Home Girl to survive this.’

K looks
at me and nods. ‘I’m sure I’ll make it through but can I ask … when
I’m down at my lowest, if you could just hold my hand and tell me
you love me once in a while, that will help me get through
it.’

‘Come to my room tonight,’ I tell her, ‘it’s not going to be
much fun for you the next few months so let’s have a few last
nights as lovers, before I turn you into a pain slave.’

When we
make love that night, as I’m deep inside her and she is about to
come, she whispers in my ear, ‘When you give me to those men, tell
them to hurt me … I want them to hurt me …’ the rest of what she
says is lost in her orgasm.
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CALLS

 


 


While
I’m planning K’s future torments, I have time to think about what’s
really going on inside her head. Has she gone completely loopy or
is there a reason behind her desire to be broken down and used
severely … even if she doesn’t know what it is?

I have
my own theory of course but I’m no shrink, just an enthusiastic
amateur when it comes to assessing people and their motives. No,
what is called for is a professional, a head-doctor. And I just
happen to know one.

I ring
his number and get his receptionist. ‘Jessica, lovely to hear your
voice. It’s Roger Gilchrist, how are you? Dr. Whitby keeping you
busy?’

‘I’m fine, Mr. Gilchrist. Yes, Dr. Whitby keeps me at it all
day long. And work is busy too.’ She gives a throaty chuckle which
brings a lump to my trousers. Jessica is not only his receptionist
she also his slave. Dr. Whitby is another member of The Society. I
didn’t know at first, he was just a friend of my father’s, but when
I took over his position in The Society I found out that his old
friend was also a member. Naturally we’ve swapped slaves over the
years and I’ve taken Jessica around the block a few times. That
throaty laugh of hers always get to me.

‘Is Dr. Whitby available?’

‘He’s with a patient at the moment but I can get him to ring
you when he’s finished, if you like?’

‘That would be fine, thank you.’

‘I don’t suppose there’s any chance of seeing you soon is
there, Mr. Gilchrist.’

‘Sorry Jessica, I’m going to be busy for the next few months
but maybe later, in the summer?’

‘That would be nice. I’ll look forward to it. Bye, bye
now.’

As I
hang up I can’t help thinking about the family relationship with
Dr. David Whitby. He’s always been a friend of the family as far as
I can remember. I found out 10 years ago on my parent’s deaths that
my father was a member of The Society but I’ve only recently found
out that my mother was his slave. Being as David was also a member
and they were such good friends, then one might assume that they
shared slaves, perhaps even my mother...

NO! Don’t go there, Roger! I caution
myself. What is in the past is in the past, just focus on the here
and now.

 



~~~

 


Some
time later the phone rings and it’s David, returning my
call.

‘Roger, it’s David what can I do for you?’

‘Hello David, thanks for getting back to me. I need some
professional advice about my slave, K. She’s acting a bit
strange.’

‘What do you mean, strange? Is she putting her knickers on her
head and saying, “Wibble” a lot?’

‘No, nothing like that. I took this girl from being a
“civilian” and trained her up to be my personal slave. She’s an
Amber level slave now and to be perfectly honest, we’ve fallen for
each other. So she has a happy home with a loving Master but now
she wants to be trained to be a Red Tag. It doesn’t make sense that
when she has everything she ever wanted, she’s willing to risk it
for no obvious reason.’

‘Hmm, I see. Yes it is bit curious, isn’t it? And you want me
to assess her and find out what her real motivations
are.’

‘That’s right. I think I’ve got a good idea of what’s going on
but I’d like a professional opinion. Frankly, I care about the girl
and I don’t want her getting in over her head. It won’t be as easy
as I fear she thinks it will be. I need to discuss it with you. I’d
like you to meet her as well. Is there any chance that you could
come up and stay for a few days? It will give us a chance to talk
and for you to assess K.’

‘I don’t often do house calls but I take it you want to do
this sooner rather than later?’

‘Yes. The poor girl is chomping at the bit to start and it’s
not fair to keep her straining at the leash. I should either put a
stop to it or let her run free.’

‘Well, I did have a round of golf arranged for this weekend
but I can cancel that. How about I come up Friday and stay the
weekend?’

‘That would be great. Listen I don’t want her to know why
you’re here so let’s pretend we’re negotiating a publishing deal
for your memoirs. And I’ll pay you your usual rate for your time,
of course.’

‘Nonsense. The Society pays me a hefty retainer anyway and I
have a lot of very rich clients. Besides, you’re family. No, I’ll
tell you what, if I do this for you then you promise me a
publishing deal if I ever do write my memoirs.’

‘It’s a deal then. And to sweeten the pot, you can have K at
your beck and call over the weekend.’

‘That’ll be nice. I always enjoy your slaves, they’re so well
trained and so … giving. See you Friday.’

‘Until Friday then.’
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Friday
arrives and K and I are waiting in the foyer as David’s car pulls
up. K is in her Downton Abbey outfit as I want her to wait on us
all weekend. I told her not to wear any makeup except for a little
bit of lipstick. I have told her she is to be David’s while he’s
here and to be on her best behaviour, submitting to his sexual
demands. David’s not into S&M.

The
doorbell rings and I send K to answer it. She lets him in and then
returns to stand next to me but a couple of paces behind. ‘Roger,’
he greets me.

‘Hello David, thank you for coming. This is K, she’s my
personal slave and will wait on us.’ K curtsies to him. ‘K, this is
Dr. David Whitby, you are to belong to him this weekend and do
anything he tells you to.’

David’s
a good looking fella even if he is 60 or thereabouts. He keeps in
trim by playing golf regularly so it won’t be too onerous a task
for K to service him for the weekend. And he’s a randy old goat, so
I know K will be getting plenty of use.

‘Yes, Master. Nice to meet you Dr. Whitby.’

‘Please feel free to use her if you wish, she’s very obliging.
I have fastened a beeper to her collar, here’s the remote. Just
press that button there and she will come to you.’

David
tests it out.

‘Thank you that’s very kind. About my bag …?’

‘Give K your car keys and she will fetch it.’ He does so and
off she trots.

‘What’s with the maid’s outfit and the curtsying?’ David
asks.

‘When I don’t have her dressed up for anything special and she
is just doing housework, she likes to wear that outfit, chose it
herself, and I indulge her as it makes her happy. As for the
curtsying, it’s a Downton Abbey thing. Interesting note, whenever
she has the chance to choose a role to play herself, she always
chooses a submissive character, or where she is the innocent victim
who has been forced into sin and depravity by us wicked men. I
suspect that’s so she can absolve herself of any responsibility for
her actions as she’s being made to do
it.’

‘A very astute observation, Roger.’

K
returns with David’s bag. ‘Take it up to the guest bedroom and then
bring us some lunch in the lounge,’ I tell her. ‘David, I’ve put
you in the guest bedroom, next door to K’s room, so if you need
anything just beep her and she’ll come to you.’

We go
into the lounge and I fix us both a drink while we wait for her to
bring lunch. Finally she brings the food in, on trays for both of
us, just sandwiches and finger food like quiche. She’s opened a
couple of bottles of wine and once she’s served us a drink she goes
and stands in the corner in the Stand at Ease pose and quietly
waits to be needed. When she sees our glass getting low she tops it
up without waiting to be told. David drops his napkin (as an
experiment I suspect) and K immediately swoops in and picks it up
for him, then returns to her place in the corner. She is putting on
a good show to impress David as to how well I have trained her, to
“big me up” in his eyes.

When we
have finished eating, K leans over him to take the tray off his lap
and he reaches under her skirt and slides his hand up her leg. She
stands still and allows him to feel her, as she is trained to
do.

‘No underwear I see.’

‘Rules of the house, sir, Master … Doctor?’

‘Yes, call me Doctor, I’d like that.’

‘Master has given me many rules to abide by. I hope I will
have the pleasure of showing you some more during your
stay.’

‘Okay, we’ll be in the study discussing business,’ I tell her.
‘Bring us some coffee and then get on with your housework. Don’t
disturb us unless we beep you.’

‘Yes, Master.’ K curtsies to both of us and then goes about
her duties.

David
and I go to the study. A few of minutes later K brings in a tray
with a couple of cups of coffee from the machine, curtsies and
leave. She’s really laying it on with that curtsying
business.

I hand
David the dossier I keep on K. Some of you may think that’s a
little weird I have a file on her but I need a place to keep all
her personal data such as bank accounts, credit card, passport
number, Date of Birth, car lease etc. I also use it to list her
progress as I train her. I can’t remember everything I’ve put her
through or every milestone she’s achieved like playing Kan-Kan and
the time at the castle where she was made available to the hotel
guests, so I keep a file on her. Also any information I might find
useful about her past and so on.

I drink
my coffee and browse the Internet as David reads through the file,
then when he’s done I tell him her story while he takes notes. I
tell him about the lack of family love, her experiences at the
hands of what she calls ‘the bad men’ that blighted her youth and
made her scared to venture into the BDSM world for real. How we met
and I introduced her into the lifestyle by making her my sub. I
tell him about all the achievements she has accomplished, like
Kan-Kan, being presented as an Amber Tag at the castle, the charity
auction for the Contessa, trips to Paris with Colin Saxby, the
whole nine yards.

‘So she impressed the Contessa, eh? That takes some doing,’ he
remarks.

Then I
tell him about how I’m the only man in her life that she’s ever
felt safe with, the only one she has ever trusted, how in her eyes
I’m her saviour. She has told me many times that as far as she’s
concerned there are no rules, no limits to what I can do to her and
what she will do for me. “What Daddy Wants, Daddy gets” is her
motto. And then I tell him about how we fell in love.

So now she has everything she’s ever wanted and I’m puzzled
why it isn’t enough and she wants me to treat her badly again. I
tell him her idea, which I tend to agree with, about
Men are from Mars and Women are from Venus
and that now she is safe, she feels that she can
face those things she has always been afraid of in the
past.

‘It seems that she is as smart as you are, I can see why you
fell in love with her,’ says David. ‘I’ll need some time to study
her before I make a diagnosis but it seems that you have already
hit on the real reason behind it all. But I’ll say no more for the
moment. Anyway, it was a long drive up from London and I’d like a …
“nap” shall we say, before dinner.’

‘Just beep K and she’ll show you to your room. Just tell her
to stay and she’ll comply.’

David
presses the remote and we wait for K to arrive. ‘Do we dress for
dinner?’

‘We don’t have to but I’ve ordered K to glam up. You’ve seen
her in her dowdy maid’s outfit, I’d like you to see her when she is
at her most beautiful.’

There’s
a knock at the door and when I say come in, K enters. ‘Dr. Whitby
would like to go to his room now, would you show him the way? We’ll
eat at 7 o’clock so you’ll need to put the food in the oven by 6 at
the latest. Now take Dr. Whitby away and see to his needs. See you
at 7, David.’

K
curtsies and bids David to follow her.
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I don’t
hear any complaints from either of them so I assume their first
‘meeting’ went well. I’m not surprised as you’d have to be a right
miserable fellow not to enjoy fucking K.

K comes
down dressed in her kimono, puts the pie and potatoes in the oven
and then goes off to get ready for dinner. David joins me after a
while and we have a pre-dinner drink in the lounge. It’s not ‘the
done thing’ for a Master to ask another man who he has lent his
slave to, how it went, so we confine ourselves to small
talk.

K comes in just before 7 and she looks absolutely fabulous.
On my instructions she is wearing the little, black dress that just
barely covers her nipples, just reaches below her pussy when she is
standing, but reveals it when she sits down if you look up her
skirt, no underwear of course. It exposes her neck and shoulders
beautifully and highlights the black, dangly earrings she is
wearing. Tonight she has taken the rubber collar off but is proudly
wearing the Property of Roger
Gilchrist necklace, which she has clipped
the beeper to. Finally she has done herself up in the ‘classy’
makeup and she is gorgeous. I notice David can’t keep his eyes from
her when she enters and leaves the room.

She has
laid the table and filled the wine glasses in the dining room. I
have told her to sit next to David in case he wants to get all
‘touchy feely’ under the table. I am sitting opposite them instead
of at the head of the table.

K asks
me for help with the pie that Mrs. Scott made for us, as it’s heavy
in its stone crock pot but she manages the potatoes and veg by
herself. (God helps us, I love K to bits but she can’t cook to save
her life, so whenever I have guests I get Mrs. Scott to make
something up and put it in the freezer.)

Once
David and I are settled she tells us to start and then disappears
into the kitchen. She returns a moment later with her dog bowl and
puts it in front of her on the table instead of a plate.

‘You can eat off a plate you know,’ I tell her. ‘We have a
guest so you’re allowed to behave normally.’

‘But Dr. Whitby is a Society member so there is no need to
pretend in front of him. I am a slave and I need this to remind me
of my place,’ she replies calmly.

I look
at David and he just shrugs. He is a Society member and has seen
all this before so he’s not bothered, so I let it go.

When we
are on the main course and passing the gravy boat around K
deliberately makes a splash pouring gravy onto her plate. ‘Oh
dear,’ she says. ‘I’m so clumsy, it would be a shame if I spilt
anything on this nice dress.’

‘Why don’t you take it off then?’ I suggest.

‘Good idea, Master,’ she agrees. Standing up she says,
‘Doctor, would you help me please?’ She turns her back on him so he
can unzip her at the back and her dress drops to the floor,
revealing her nakedness. She drapes it over the back of another
chair, calmly sits down and continues eating. David has trouble
keeping his eyes on his own plate.

Later K
deliberately drops a piece of meat covered in gravy onto her left
boob. ‘Darn it, now look what I’ve done. Perhaps you could clean it
off for me, Doctor?’

David
picks up his napkin and reaches forward to wipe it off. K takes his
arm and gently presses it back to the table. She lifts her boob and
offers it to him. ‘Perhaps you could clean it off for me,
Doctor?’

David gets the message and leaning forward, eats the meat and
then licks her tit clean. K says thank you and then calmly carries
on eating as if nothing has happened. God
damn, that woman knows how to make a man hard.

During
the course of the meal, several times I see K slide down slightly
in her chair and I suspect that she is doing that to open her legs
wider as David is fingering her pussy as he eats his meal. I see K
give his cock the occasional squeeze but generally she just sits
there, slowly eating as she lets herself get played
with.

When it
comes to dessert time K quickly finishes hers as it is a chocolate
mousse and I haven’t let her have chocolate for a while. I just
think she’s being greedy and hoping for seconds but she just wanted
to finish first so she could offer David a special treat. She turns
in her chair and lowers her head towards him. He stops eating and
leans back but she says, ‘No, no, you carry on eating.’ So he does.
Gleefully spooning up his dessert as her head bobs up and down in
his lap. She can be very inventive at times can my K.

When
we’re done, I collect all the dessert dishes and take then into the
kitchen. I go back into the dining room, David has swung his chair
around and K has sunk to her knees before him so she can service
him properly.

‘I’ll be serving coffee and brandy in the lounge when you’re
ready.’ Then I leave them to it.

A while
later they come into the lounge and David sits on the sofa. K curls
up next to him and he serves her coffee. ‘No brandy for me thank
you. I’ve been taught that it might sting your cock when you put it
in my mouth,’ she says politely.

David
gasps at her ‘genteel’ brazenness. ‘I told you she was something
special, didn’t I?’ I tell him.

‘You weren’t wrong, I’ll give you that.’

K knows
her place and sits there quietly as David and I chat. I’m getting
frustrated as I know he will be fucking K later and I’ve got no one
to have sex with. Still, a good host looks after his guests needs
and I promised him K for the weekend so I don’t want to butt in and
start banging her myself. But I come to a decision. ‘K, I’m going
to invite Judith over tomorrow night, so make sure you take the
Lasagne out of the freezer tomorrow morning, will you?’

‘Yes, Master.’

‘Lasagne?’ asks David.

‘You’ll see. I don’t want to ruin the surprise.’

‘Is that Judith from your company, Judith? I know her well. We
won’t be swapping will we? I’ve had Judith many times and K is
something new for me.’

‘No that’s okay. I said you could have K for the weekend, so
I’ll keep my word. It’s just that K and Judith work well together
giving us a little entertainment which I guarantee will get the old
juices flowing.’

‘Sounds good, can’t wait.’

We have
another brandy and then K says, ‘My Master tells me you’re a
psychiatrist. Does that mean you’re also a medical
doctor?’

‘Yes, we have to qualify as doctors so we can prescribe
medicine to our patients and so on. Why do you ask?’

‘Well it’s just that I missed my cervical screening this year
and I was wondering if you could oblige me by examining me.’ As she
says this she slowly runs a finger back and forth along her pussy
slit, then she pops that wet finger into her mouth and sucks it
clean. ‘Do you think you could take a look?’

David
nearly drops his glass. ‘I … I … yes I think I could help you with
that.’ He turns to me. ‘Well, if we’re done … discussing publishing
for the night, I think we have a medical issue that the poor girl
needs help with. A doctor’s first duty is to his patients, you
know.’

‘That’s okay, you go right ahead.’

K stands
up and with a backward glance at me takes David by the hand and
leads him upstairs.

I pour
another drink and ring Judith. ‘Glad you’re at home,’ I tell
her.

‘Where else would I be but sitting at home, waiting
breathlessly for your call,’ she answers sarcastically.

‘Got any plans for tomorrow night?’

‘I was just going to stay at home with a bottle of vodka, a
porn movie and a big dildo.’

‘Good, you won’t mind coming over here tomorrow night then.
I’ve got David Whitby staying. I’m sure you remember him, he’s
fucked you enough times. Anyway, I’ve given K to him for the
weekend so I’ve got no one to slake my evil lusts on. Can I
interest you?’

‘Oh Roger, how can a girl refuse such a tempting offer? Of
course I’ll be there.’

‘Excellent. Don’t eat before you come out, I want you and K to
do the Lasagne eating thing again. And wear black stockings and
suspenders, I’ll dress K the same. Right see you tomorrow then.
Around 7 o’clock.’
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Next
day, K gets up early and makes us all breakfast. A continental
breakfast thank God. (That girl can even screw up bacon and eggs
but she has other talents that make her valuable.)

When
we’re done I tell her to change into street clothes and send her
off on a made up errand to get her out of the house for a few
hours. Then I take David up to look at her paintings.

I show
them all to him and explain the significance of whether the woman
in the painting is hooded or has K’s face. ‘You say that these were
all her darkest fantasies but she was afraid to reveal them to
anyone until she showed them to you?’

‘That’s right, but now she wants to live them out.’

‘It’s a strange but sad fact of life that we are often
attracted to that which we fear. There seems to be something in us
which makes us want to ‘poke the bear’. That’s why so many women
are attracted to men who beat and abuse them.’

I give
him an offended look.

‘I mean of course men given to random acts of violence, not
men like you who offer controlled discipline to females who enjoy
it and seek it out. You do it in a calm, measured way and take care
never to exceed their limits. For people like you and K it’s more
about the control and rules than the actual violence
itself.’

‘You’re not wrong. K lives for the rules and restrictions that
I impose on her, she needs them. She even makes her own up. Every
time I give her a new set of rules she practically squeals with
delight. K was neglected by her family a lot when she was younger,
ignored most of the time, so when someone gives her rules to abide
by it means that they have actually acknowledged her existence. If
they’ve taken the trouble to invent rules for her then it must mean
they care enough to spend the time to do that. The more rules there
are, the more it means they care about her.’

‘Then don’t disappoint her.’

‘I won’t. I’m working on a set of new rules if I let her go
down this path.’

‘Okay, I’ve seen enough,’ David tells me.

He helps
me put the paintings back in order so K won’t notice they’ve been
viewed and we go downstairs.
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K
returns several hours later with the special Venison and Wine
sausages that I sent her to get. There’s only one place I know that
does them and it’s in the next town. A good hour’s drive there even
in good conditions but today is Saturday morning so the roads will
be busy.

I told K
I wanted to let David try them although it meant a long drive in
traffic, K happily went because she loves her Master and will do
anything to please him.

I grill
the sausages and then K serves us lunch on the patio. ‘It’s very
hot today, Master. May I take my dress off?’

I give permission and she disappears into the house. She
comes back a few minutes later dressed only in the
tiniest bikini, there is
barely enough material to cover her nipples and a thin strip of
material covering her pussy. The back of the bikini bottoms is just
a piece of string round her waist and embedded in the crack of her
arse. She is carrying her kneeling cushion and her dog bowl. She
has chopped up the sausages in her bowl and added some torn up
bread. She says to David, ‘Would you like to feed me,
Doctor?’

‘Shouldn’t that be your Master’s job?’

‘Normally Doctor, but my Master gave me to you for the
weekend, so it should be you by rights.’ She places the dog bowl on
the table and kneels down next to David. He hand feeds her a piece
of sausage or bread at a time until the bowl is empty, and then she
sucks his fingers clean.


Afterwards I tell her that as it’s a nice day and she’s been
a good girl getting the sausages, she can have the afternoon off to
sunbathe.

She
thanks me and runs off to get her things. By the time she has come
back I have brought the blow-up double mattress out from the garage
and inflated it on the lawn, just yards in front of us. It’s made
of rubberised canvas, not plastic, is self-inflating and is quite
sturdy. K climbs onto it and spreads her things around her. Then to
David’s delight, she takes off her bikini and proceeds to rub
suntan oil all over her front. She pretends to be oblivious to us
watching her as she smooths oil over her breasts and down her legs,
making sure not to miss her pussy, but she is making a great show
of it for David’s benefit.

‘I always make her sunbathe nude,’ I tell him. ‘Can’t stand
tan lines on a naked woman. Besides, none of the neighbours can see
into the garden. I made sure of that when I planted the
trees.’

K lays
there in the afternoon sun, her body glistening in the sunlight.
David wriggles uncomfortably in his chair and K knows the effect
she is having on him. She’s playing her game.

‘You lend her out to people occasionally, don’t you?’ David
asks me.

‘Yes. If she knows them and has slept with them before and if
she feels comfortable going alone then I let her go off and see
them. She likes being sent on her adventures as she calls
them.’

‘Do you think I might have the loan of her one weekend? I can
just imagine her and Jessica, my receptionist, going at it while I
watch.’

‘Well, I’ll ask her if she’s up for it.’

After a
while K opens up the oil bottle again. ‘Doctor,’ she calls out.
‘Could you help me put suntan oil on my back, please?’

He
eagerly jumps to comply. He rubs the oil across her shoulders and
down her back. As he coats her buttocks he can’t resist slipping a
hand down between her legs. She obligingly opens her legs slightly.
Soon she rolls over onto her back and she offers the bottle again.
He rubs it into her breasts and then works his way down to her
crotch where she spreads her legs, exposing her pussy, rubbing it
gently.

K
reaches for his fly, to unzip him but he stays her hands. ‘Not
here.’

‘No one can see us,’ she re-assures him.

‘But still … it’s too open.’

‘Why don’t you take David down to the summerhouse and show him
the fire pit you helped build?’ I butt in.

She
smiles at my suggestion and leads him to the fire pit. They’re too
far away for me to hear but I see from her hand gestures that she
is describing how she had to lug the cinder blocks down to the
summer house. And then she takes his hand and leads him into the
summer house and that’s the last I see of them that
afternoon.

 



~~~

 


Judith
arrives as arranged. I’ve just taken the Lasagne out of the oven
and left it to cool on the kitchen counter. I show her into the
lounge where David is and they say their hellos. I call K down with
the beeper and she comes down, dressed as instructed in just
suspenders, stockings and high heels. I lead her into the lounge
and tell Judith to strip to the same amount of clothing. I also
tell them to lose the high-heels as they will be spending most of
the night on their knees and kneeling on shoes would be
painful.

‘Tonight we’re going to play the “Feed the slave Lasagne”
game,’ I declare.

I tell
the girls to kneel over by the fireplace where we can see them and
I give them both an open bottle of red wine and encourage them to
drink. I get David and I bowls of Lasagne and we eat them as we
watch the girls drink out of the bottles.

‘Aren’t we going to feed them?’ asks David.

‘Oh we will, we will, just be patient. You’ll love
this.’

When
David and I have eaten, I refill the bowls with Lasagne and hand
one to him. Then I call the girls over. David and I sit at opposite
ends of the sofa and Judith and K kneel on the floor between
us.

K and
Judith are familiar with this game as I’ve made them play it
before. I feed Judith several spoonfuls of Lasagne and then David
follows my lead and does the same to K. Then I make Judith take
swigs of wine between mouthfuls of food. Next I put a spoonful of
Lasagne into Judith’s mouth and tell her to feed it to K. She leans
over and locking mouths with K, transfers the food into K’s mouth.
Then I urge David to do the same to K. He fills her mouth with
Lasagne and she feeds Judith the food by kissing her.

Then I
fill Judith’s mouth with wine and tell her to give it to K which
she does by kissing her again and pouring the wine into K’s mouth.
David has K return the favour to Judith.

As the
girls go on, they start getting tiddly and after the food is
finished, they go on kissing and passing wine into each other’s
mouths, whether told to or not. I hand them fresh bottles of wine
and David and I sit back and enjoy the show.

The
girls know each other intimately as they have fucked each other
many times. Before long they are even kissing without any wine
involved. If there is any and it gets spilt or overflows from a
mouth, onto a naked body, then the other person leaps in and
eagerly licks it up. Soon nipples are being sucked and wandering
hands are stroking pussies as the girls get drunker.


Eventually I take Judith away which gets a groan of
disappointment from K. ‘It’s okay,’ I tell her. ‘We’re just getting
settled comfortably.’ I sit in my chair and pull Judith down so she
is sitting on my lap. I spread her legs and call K over. ‘Help
yourself,’ I tell her. K eagerly suckles on Judith’s fulsome
breasts for a while before kissing her way down to Judith’s mound
and begins “Lunching in the downstairs restaurant” as it is
sometimes called. “Eating pussy” to the layman.

K
gobbles away at Judith while I play with Judith’s boobs. Finally
succumbing to the wine and K’s tender administrations, Judith
comes. Wriggling about and struggling, I have to hold her steady
while K takes her over the cliff edge.

When Judith has come back down to earth, I send K to sit in
David’s lap and then I send Judith over to return the favour. I sit
there with a hard-on as stiff as the Eifel Tower as I watch Judith
eat K into seven kinds of bliss. They know each other well enough
to know what it takes to ‘ring their bell’ so to speak, so they
both come hard. To watch her coming at the hands of someone else is
almost as satisfying as making it happen myself. I find her
so beautiful when she is
in the throes of passion. Just incredible.

Anyway,
lots more kissing and groping and drinking goes on until finally, I
give the nod to K to take David upstairs. She stands up and taking
his hand, leads him away. As she leaves the room I hear her say to
him, ‘You know, Doctor, I think I have a haemorrhoid coming up.
Perhaps you could take a look at it for me?’ Which is K-speak for …
‘Would you fuck me in the arse, please?’

I give
them time to get out of the way then I take Judith up to my room
and let her show me exactly why I keep her on as a company
slave.

 



~~~

 


David
and K are late getting up Sunday morning and I hear the plumbing
gurgling so I assume he is giving her one last fuck in the shower.
Considering he’s 60 or so I don’t know how he does it. I hope I
have as much lead in my pencil when I’m his age. When they come
down we all have breakfast and then David and I retire to my study
for his assessment.

‘So? What did you think of K?’

‘My God, the girl’s insatiable, she kept waking me up and
asking for more sex. What do you feed her on? I must get some for
my receptionist.’

‘I told her to be especially nice to you.’

‘You didn’t tell her why?’

‘No. I just said I was trying to get your book deal, that’s
all. So, does she need a straitjacket or what?’

‘Only for bondage purposes. Apart from that she’s fine. She’s
utterly devoted to you, can’t imagine why, with a deeply
fascinating … some might say disturbing, interest in all forms of
sex coupled with a masochistic personality, she’s a sadist’s dream
girl. Which is normal where we come from, isn’t it? But apart from
that she seems okay and the pair of you have a happy, loving
relationship, which by the standards of civilians might seem weird,
but to other Society members would seem perfectly
normal.’

‘But what about her desire to be Red Tagged? Isn’t that moving
from masochism to self-harm?’

‘No. You’re so in love with her that you can’t see that this
is something she needs to do … for herself and possibly for you.
I’ve spent time with her and gently questioned her and I think that
she’s right with all that Men are from
Mars and Women are from Venus pop
psychology. You told me about her past and she has lived in fear of
that all her life. Now she has you to protect her from her worst
nightmares, but they’re still there. Instead of hiding from them,
now she has you to back her up, she actually wants to face those
fears and that’s something you should be thankful for.’

‘How so?’

‘Better mental health. She can’t actually go back and face
those men who hurt her, wouldn’t be wise to even if she could, but
if she can put herself in situations where she can face the same
kind of fears … and overcome
them, then she’ll be Queen of the World in
her eyes!’

‘But how does her being whipped in a dungeon help with
that?’

‘She may not be able to stand up to the sort of treatment she
would get if you give her to the slave trainers, but if she can
stand up to those men who are doing it to her and spit in their
eye, she will have won. In her eyes she will no longer be the
damaged, broken waif that she feels she is. She’ll be able to stand
up proudly and declare that she took everything they threw at her
and she’s still standing, and that will do so much for her
self-esteem.’

‘But supposing she can’t stand up to them? Supposing they
break her? Or what if she does win? Then she might not need me to
protect her anymore.’

‘Those, my boy, are the risks you’ll have to take. As her
Master you could forbid it of course however I would advise against
that, she’d come to resent you for it, but you’re too sensible to
do that. If they break her at least you’ll be there to pick up the
pieces. And if it goes the other way and she no longer needs you,
then so be it. I’ve seen how you treat slaves over the years and
you always allow them to reach their full potential. Either way you
may lose her but I know you, you’ll do what’s best for her, not
what’s best for you.’

‘You’re right. I need to let it happen, for her sake. Come on,
let’s go and see K, you can say goodbye to her. It’s a long drive
back to London.’

K packs
his car and gives him some sandwiches and a flask of coffee she
made for the trip. Then she gives him a long, lingering kiss with
instructions not to leave it too long to make a booking with me for
her to spend the weekend with him. ‘I can’t wait to meet Jessica,
she sounds like we could all have some fun.’

We wave
him off and then we go back into the house.

‘Well?’ she asks. ‘Did I pass my psych evaluation?’

‘What? Wait, no that wasn’t why David
was here.’

‘Come on, Master, I’m not stupid. I tell you I want a Red Tag
and the following weekend a qualified psychiatrist turns up on our
doorstep.’

‘He’s an old family friend,’ I protest.

‘Yeah, yeah and I’ve got a grannie in the Marines. Okay what
did he say, did I pass? Do I get further training?’

‘Okay, yes you win, he was here to assess you. K, I love you,
I needed to know that you’re not just heading down some path of
self-destruction. I just wanted a second opinion, a professional
opinion, before I made my decision.’

‘And what did he say?’

‘He not only agreed that you should do it, he thinks that you
need to do it and it would be good for you.’

‘Really? He said that? Good for
me?’

‘Yes. He was just confirming what we had already figured out,
that you have to face your demons and you’ll never be happy until
you do. That’s why I’m going to let you do it. It will be hard on
you, I need to toughen you up for some of the ordeals I have in
mind for you, so you need to prepare mentally.’

‘When can we start?’

‘Come to me tomorrow and I will issue you a new set of rules
to abide by and we’ll start to implement them the following week.
There are things that need to be discussed, appointments cancelled
and so on first.’

We stare
at each other for a moment and she must see something in my eyes
because she says, ‘I know how much it must hurt you to let me do
this, after all I am your lover as well as your slave. Thank you
for your faith in me. I just need to know that when things get too
much for me, I can reach out my hand and you’ll be there to take
it. That’s all I ask of you.’

‘Always, K, always.’




 





ENHANCED
TRAINING

 


 


I’m
sitting at my computer working, K is kneeling next to me. She has
metal cuffs on her wrists, ankles and forearms and they have been
clipped together so her arms are pinned behind her back and her
wrists attached to her ankles so she is unable to stand. She is
naked except for the thick, leather posture collar I made her wear,
forcing her chin up so she can only look forward and not down or to
the sides.

I reach
down and fondle one of her breasts, teasing her nipple with my
thumb, she winces as it is bruised from where I beat her earlier
with a strap. I gave her a good going over on her front and back
but concentrated on her tits and arse. Then I fucked her and
chained her in that immovable pose she is in now, next to my desk
so I can keep an eye on her, but first I put a cunt plug in her so
she doesn’t leak spunk out onto the carpet.

K’s ‘enhanced training’ as I call it, has begun. Since our
conversation about it I have issued a new set of rules for her to
abide by in the house, on top
of the ones she already lives by. Practically
every action or moment of her day is governed by a rule and I’ve
never seen her so excited. She just loves being controlled, I swear
she even gets wet when I hit her with the tawse if she breaks a
rule.

First of
all I ordered her to get her hair cut. It was way past her
shoulders with an off-centre parting, so I told her to have it cut
shorter so it is off her shoulders. I saw an actress I like in a
few publicity photos for her latest film, she’d had her long hair
cut down to just a ‘bob’. It came down to just below her jawline
and was curled in, with a fringe (or ‘bangs’ as the Americans call
it) covering her forehead. The actress had brown hair so I could
just see K wearing that same hairstyle, so I downloaded a few
pictures, printed them out and then told K to have the exact same
cut. At first she protested but I told her if she carried on
arguing I would make her have a ‘pixie’ cut and if she still kept
talking after that, it would be a crewcut. She wisely shut
up.


Generally speaking, I don’t really care how long her hair is,
but as we are going into a new phase of our relationship, I wanted
a visible sign that things have changed. Every time she looks in
the mirror or catches her reflection in the window she can see that
she looks different because I ordered it, just a reminder of who
controls her. Besides, I figure that over the next few months she
is going to be wearing a lot of collars, head harnesses and the
like, so it will be easier for her if her hair is shorter and her
neck bare.

I remember when she came back from the hairdresser. I made
her stand at Attention in the foyer while I walked round her,
‘inspecting’ her. I was relieved to see that she actually looked
quite good in that style. (See, and you thought I had no taste.) It
suited her face. Which led me to re-evaluate her as well. As I’ve said before, K
is not what you’d call conventionally pretty. Her nose is a bit too
long, her mouth might be a bit too wide (I can’t decide, I keep
going back and forth on that) and she has a slight overbite. But I’ve had many
women, indeed many slaves
like Madeline, who are as ‘pretty as pictures’
but believe it or not, after a while that can get boring. K’s face
has character.
You can plainly see there is intelligence behind those incredible
blue eyes and not just an empty space trying to decide what dress
to wear next.

At first sight you might think she is plain even, but once
you get to know that face you warm to it, then sometimes you’ll
catch her giving one of her big ‘happy’ smiles or she’ll bow her
head and look up at you through her lashes with those deep, blue
eyes and you think to yourself, My God,
this woman is gorgeous! Why didn’t I see that before?
It’s one of the many reasons that I love her. But …
she wants to go for a Red Tag, so for now at least, I have to be
beastly to her.

Next, she had to remove her nice rubber collar with the gold
dog tag on it as well as the ‘Property of
Roger Gilchrist’ necklace. I was going to
take them away from her for the duration of her training but she
cried and threatened to bite me if I tried (she can be scary at
times) so I let her keep them, in her Treasure Box. Now she can
only wear whatever collar I dictate, a posture collar or metal
collar and cuffs at wrists and ankles. Except for the posture
collar, she is to wear the metal collar and cuffs AT ALL TIMES even
in the shower, when she is in the house, even in bed at night. The
restraints are padlocked so if she is going out to the real world
(which I have really limited) she has to report to me to have them
removed. Once she returns I reattach them. She is also forbidden
makeup or jewellery of any kind apart from ear studs and nipple
studs so the holes don’t start healing up.

No more
Downton Abbey costumes, she will either be naked or wear her Roman
Slave outfit, a drab brown dress and accompanying
sandals.

I also
control when she is allowed to use the toilet. She likes me to do
it when we are out together socially, so it’s not a big stretch to
impose it at home as well. I make her come and ask me for
permission to use the ‘throne’, sometimes I say no and make her
wait until later. If I’m out of the house at any time she has to
phone or text me to ask permission.

I have
also increased her daily physical burden to wear her out
physically. She starts each day with a run, followed by a workout
on the gym equipment I have in the garage. If the gardeners have no
work for her to do then I will have her pointlessly moving cinder
blocks and logs back and forth across the garden. I’ve stopped her
from going swimming as her whip marks will show up. She no longer
needs dance classes so I’ve cancelled them and only allow her to
still go the gym as they have some weight and resistance equipment
that I don’t have in my garage. Whether it’s in my garage or the
proper gym, I’ve told her to work harder as I want to see a
six-pack on her.

And she
cannot see Alice, her pseudo-Mummy, for a while.

Lastly,
although I will only continue to use the same things to whip her
with that I have before, she will receive a whipping every day and
more if she has failed in some way, and they will be
harder.

When K
goes out for a run, she has a pre-set route she follows. It’s 5
miles long give or take (I measured it for her in the car) and I
asked her what her best time is for that run. She tells me 45
minutes which isn’t that much faster than walking speed. She’s a
jogger not a proper runner, she apologises.

When I
get up in the morning, she is waiting for me on the landing,
dressed in her running gear and I remove the collar and cuffs. I’ve
allowed her to use the toilet, brush her teeth, comb her hair and
then wait for me on the landing. No point in her having a shower as
she’ll sweat on the run and the gym. She hasn’t had any breakfast
but I let her take an oatmeal bar and an energy drink with
her.

I hand
her a stopwatch and she hangs it around her neck. I have one also
so she doesn’t cheat and stop the watch to make up for lost time. I
hold up both watches and tell her that she has 50 minutes to
complete the run, if she takes any longer than 50 minutes she will
be whipped. I then start both stopwatches and send her
off.

I don’t
know if it’s deliberate but 53 minutes and 30 seconds later the
doorbell rings, (naturally I’ve taken her keys and money off her
for the duration). I stop my watch and let her in. I check both
stopwatches and they are identical. I tell her she will be punished
for taking too long on the run and she just nods without saying
anything.

‘Right, strip off and then go and workout in the garage. 30
minutes in the gym and you can have breakfast.’

‘Can’t I have breakfast now, Master?’

‘Didn’t you eat your oatmeal bar?’

‘Yes but I’m still hungry.’

‘You can either have 30 minutes in the gym and then breakfast
OR breakfast now and then an hour in the gym. Which will it
be?’

‘I’ll go to the gym now, Master.’

‘Good girl.’

Off she
goes and I go back to my study where I can watch her on the garage
cameras. She knows what exercises she must carry out. I picked a
certain routine from all the ones she usually does on all the
different pieces of equipment. Mind you, I chose them as they
display her body off splendidly when she does the routine naked
while I watch, which I often do for my own perverted pleasure. I
couldn’t be bothered inventing a new one so I still make her do
that routine naked. Although I’m not there in person to watch her,
I watch her on the monitor to make sure she doesn’t cop out and try
to rest.

When she
has finished her 30 minutes, she joins me in the kitchen where I
have a bowl with 2 Weetabix and some milk (no sugar or honey on it,
just plain Weetabix) waiting for her on the kitchen floor. I point
at the bowl and she kneels down to eat from it.

‘When you are ready, you can eat,’ I tell her. ‘No hands
though.’

She
looks at the bowl and then at me.

‘I know it’s not much but last time I saw you naked you were
looking a bit chubby,’ I tell her, which is a blatant lie. There’s not an ounce
of fat on the girl but I know how ‘fat’ comments undermine a
women’s confidence. ‘No you’re right, it’s not enough is it?’ Out
of the goodness of my heart I throw another Weetabix biscuit into
the bowl which causes some milk to splash onto the kitchen
floor.

‘Be a good girl and lick that up for me would you?’

She
looks at me coldly. ‘No.’

We stare
at each other for a moment. I’ve explained before about how she
becomes Outdoor Girl tough and feisty, when she leaves the house
and Home Girl all timid and obedient when she is at home, but since
we started the enhanced training I’m beginning to see Outdoor Girl
bare her teeth at me occasionally. So with my foot I gently nudge
her breakfast bowl away from her and I repeat, ‘Be a good girl and
lick that up for me would you?’

‘No, I will not.’

I don’t
flare up at her or respond verbally, I simply pick up the bowl and
walk to the bin. I press the foot pedal and hold the bowl over the
open bin. I start tipping my hand to empty it when she shouts out,
‘WAIT! Stop. I’ll do it. I’m so hungry, I’ll do it.’

I turn
and look at her. With an evil glare at me she lowers her head to
the floor and laps up the milk, sensuously like a cat. It’s so
erotic that I start to get an erection. When she’s done I place the
bowl in front of her and pat her on the head like a pet. ‘There’s a
good girl.’ And I watch her eat the cereal.

When she
is finished, she wipes her face on her arm where the milk is
clinging to her skin and I tell her to go and get showered and
return just wearing the cuffs, I have already picked out a posture
collar for her.

When she
comes back, I take her into the study where I fit the stiff,
leather posture collar around her neck, buckling it tightly so her
head is held immobile. Then I fit the forearm cuffs to her,
clipping them together behind her back, as well as clipping the
wrist cuffs together.

I lay
her on the sofa and give her a good strapping front and back. It’s
longer and harder than I normally give her. Then I drag her to a
kneeling position, bent forward onto the sofa and rub her pussy
just long enough to get her wet and then I give her a hard fucking
from behind.

After
I’ve finished inside her, I shove a cunt plug into her to keep the
spunk inside her instead of oozing out.

I go to
my desk and make her kneel down next to me, I fasten her wrist
cuffs to her ankle cuffs so she can’t get up … and that is where
YOU came in.

 



~~~

 


Later I
hear the gardeners arrive so I release K from her restraints and
remove the posture collar, replacing it with her metal collar and
leash, then dress her in my old Barbour jacket and her outdoor
boots, still naked underneath. I fasten her hands in front of her
and then take her by her leash round to Sid and his
apprentice.

‘Morning Mr. Gilchrist. The girl in trouble is
she?’

‘Not really, I’m giving her more training so here’s what I
want you to do. She’s all yours today. I want you to work her hard,
make her do the mowing or whatever, maybe move some logs around.
Fuck her and take the whip to her as much as you want. If she gives
you any trouble strip her and dangle her from the tree.’

‘Oh thank you, Mr. Gilchrist. Young Tom here will be at her
all day, you know what youngsters are like.’

‘Good lads, now treat her harshly remember. Do her in the arse
as well, she likes that.’

‘That we will, Mr. Gilchrist that we will.’




 





POLE
POSITION

 


 


I’m
sitting at my study desk browsing the porn sites on the Internet
and I’m flicking through the options and I see interracial stuff.
White women (usually) having sex with well-hung black men, often
while their sissy husband watches. Sometimes it’s Hotwifing but
more often cuckolding. After watching this for a while, a germ of
an idea occurs to me.

I lean
forward over the desk and talk to K. Currently I have her kneeling
on the ‘Pole’ as I call it, sitting back on her heels, facing the
desk. The ‘Pole’ is a broad wooden base with a padded cushion on
it, to protect the legs as the sub may spend considerable time 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.

K is
kneeling with her back to the pole and her neck is fixed tightly
into the collar, forcing her head up straight. I’ve fastened her
wrist cuffs behind the pole so she cannot use her hands to free
herself. Nor can she protect herself when I whip her tits, which I
do every so often making the silver bells on her nipples, jingle.
I’ve also fixed a belt reaching around her belly and the pole, just
below her rib-cage to restrain her further.

K has
expressed a liking for tight bondage, being unable to move. It
gives her a feeling of comfort she tells me. I suppose it’s
something to do with how restless babies settle down and relax when
they are wrapped tightly in ‘swaddling clothes’. Something about
being held tightly reminds them of being back in the womb perhaps,
or adults who buy those weighted blankets to help them sleep. Some
people (like me for example) would panic at being held immobile but
K finds it soothing and I often find her snoring gently after I’ve
left her in tight bondage for a while. I check her breathing
regularly of course.

To add
to my fun (not hers by any means) I am using those hooks that go
into the nostrils and are tied with string back across her head, to
the collar. Down at breast level I have brought some ironware in
from the garage. It’s 2 steel tubes, covered in rubber and joined
together by 2 bolts which can be tightened together by wingnuts.
You place this above and below the breasts and tighten the nuts
until the breasts are squeezed from above and below and bulge out.
This leaves them lovely and vulnerable and easy to
torment.

I look
at K and imagine a black lover against that white skin. I can see
her on her back, legs wide as he pounds her pussy with his thick
cock. I determine to fuck her red lipsticked, mouth before I
release her but put that thought aside for the moment.

‘Have you ever been “blacked” K?’

‘Master?’

‘Blacked. Had sex with a black guy? There’s some big boys on
the Internet.’

She
thinks for a moment and then has to admit shamefaced, ‘I don’t
really know, Master.’

‘I’d have thought that having some big, black man humping you
would stick in your memory.’

‘You see, Master, I was often blindfolded when I was being
fucked. I know there were several of them but I never really got to
see who they were, or what race they were. None of them ever spoke
to me, they just fucked me. Some were bigger than others but all
spunk tastes the same to me.’

‘How do you think you’d like it? There’s plenty on here that
are a lot bigger than me and you might enjoy that.’

‘If you say so, Master,’ she says with a resigned tone in her
voice. ‘Perhaps I could watch some movies and get an idea of what
it would be like before you give me to them? So I can prepare
myself,’ she pleaded.

I like
that, she’s already mentally accepted the fact that it’s going to
happen and seems to have no qualms about the idea that I will just
give her to them to play with.

I walk
around the desk and stand in front of K. ‘Of course I wouldn’t
expect you to sleep with just anyone. Tell you what, Todd and Alan
do some interracial movies, I’ve seen them on their website. I’ll
give Todd a call and see if there are any suitable candidates
amongst his porn stars. I’ll ring him now.’ I pick up the cordless
phone. I have him in my contacts and soon his phone is
ringing.

‘Oh hello, Todd. You took me by surprise, I thought I’d get
your answer phone, didn’t expect you to pick up. Roger Gilchrist
here, no it’s not about the movie you did for me. Yes, K was good
in it, wasn’t she? You said you’d like to have her in one of your
shoots. Well, it’s time we did that.

‘Why I’m ringing now is I’m constantly looking for new
adventures for my sub.’ I look down at K who returns my gaze. ‘I’m
always trying to break her but the stubborn bitch won’t give
in.’

K’s eyes
narrow and she glares at me.

‘Just been watching some interracial porn online and I rather
fancy watching her being gang-banged by some of your black actors.
Make a private movie for me, well a couple actually. I fancy seeing
her done by several of your guys, 3 or 4 maybe, perhaps a home
invasion type film and then later we do one of your normal ones
where you just tie women up and give ‘em a good whipping and then
fuck the arse off them.’

Thinking
about K being fucked by several big, black dicks is getting me
quite worked up so I unzip my hard prick and point it at her face
but stop just short of her mouth. She understands and putting out
her tongue, begins licking the head.

‘No there won’t be any BDSM stuff in the home invasion, just
plain old banging the white chick at both ends, see if she can take
it. Probably enjoy it, she is a 3-hole-whore after all. Needs a
good pounding from your boys. We can come down and spend some time
in Oxford. Maybe shoot one, take a few days break and then shoot
the other. So work out the logistics, name your price and then send
me an email when we can do it. That’s great Todd, I look forward to
hearing from you. Speak to you soon, okay, bye.’

I ring
off and put the phone back on the desk. I move closer to K and put
my cock into her mouth. As her lips encircle my shaft I begin
moving my hips gently backwards and forwards.




 





AT THE
VILLA

 


 


I call K
into my study and ask her to take a seat. ‘How do you fancy
spending a week at an Italian Villa?’ I ask her.

‘That sounds lovely, when do we … wait a minute, what’s the
catch?’

I smile,
she’s getting too damned smart for me. That’s why I love her. ‘Who
says there’s a catch?’

‘I know you, Master. Any time you’ve taken me away anywhere,
you’ve asked me if I want to go, then you talk about it with me and
make sure I’m prepared, passport up to date, I pack the right
clothes and so on. You’re meticulous. When you just spring it on me
out of the blue I know you’re up to something. Go on then, I’ll
play your games. Tell me about this holiday.’

‘It’s not really a holiday, you’d have to spend it as
someone’s slave.’

‘Well, of course I’ll go, I’m your slave and I’ll go anywhere
you’ll send me. I know you’d never send me anywhere risky, so yes,
I’ll go if you order it, Master.’

‘This one’s a bit different though. It’s a bit unusual so you
can say no to it, if you want.’

‘You’ve got me intrigued now, who would I be serving? Is it
anyone I know?’

‘It’s Bruce.’

‘The Contessa’s Bruce?’

‘The very same. You’ve slept with him, how does he strike
you?’

‘He was very nice, very patient with me. But I’m confused,
isn’t he a sub to the Contessa? Why would he want me
as a slave? This is
really the Contessa who wants me, isn’t it? But why the subterfuge,
why doesn’t she just ask for me? I’m sure you’d allow
it.’

‘No, it will definitely be Bruce who’ll be dominating you,
punishing you and fucking you.’

She
shrugs. ‘Colour me puzzled then. And where will you be while all
this is going on? I’m not sure I want to go on my own. It’s one
thing to send me over to Pete’s or to Squire Amos’ for the night,
but to fly off to another country by myself, that’s a lot to
ask.’

‘Oh, no worries there, I’ll be at the villa too. I’ll be
joining in when it comes to the pain and pleasure, but it will be
mainly Bruce who you serve, I’ll likely be busy with someone
else.’

‘Tell me all about it then, Master.’

‘First of all, I need to know if you can be trusted to keep a
secret. I know you will keep mine but can you keep someone else’s?
As we’re only invited because they think we can be
discreet.’

‘Being as you’ve told me how important it is, then of course
I’ll keep it to myself.’

‘Good … there will be 4 of us at that villa and no one outside
us 4 must ever know what goes on there.’

‘Why? Are we going to kill someone and frolic naked in their
blood? Or have Satanic rituals where we slaughter goats and err …
frolic naked in their blood?’ she jokes.

‘Sadly no, not this time, although it is preferable to
eating goat’s cheese.
Horrible stuff.’

‘I’m all out of ideas then, guess you’ll have to tell me the
truth.’

‘Well you are right in a fashion, the Contessa is
involved.’

‘Grandma, you mean.’

‘Sorry?’

‘You’re not the only one who gives people and things amusing
nicknames. I call the Contessa, Grandma. It’s like the old vampire
movies. You have the top vampire, say Dracula, and he bites people
and they become his “Children of the Night”. Then
they go on to bite other
people and they become like his grandchildren. The Contessa trained
you in the ways of BDSM and then you trained me, the next
generation, so in effect you are her child and I’m her grandchild.
Hence the Grandma name. Sorry, I’m being silly. I meant no
disrespect, Master, I know she means a lot to you.’

‘No, that’s fine. I’ve just never looked at it that way
before. You’re right, just never
let her hear you call her that. Anyway, we’re
getting off subject. The big secret is that she is in reality a
submissive and Bruce is her Dom. On the night of the charity
auction in France when we auctioned you off to the Mayor of the
town and his wife, well, I slept with the Contessa that night and
she made a confession to me that she herself had been up on that
auction block many a time herself.’

‘Who would have the nerve to put the Contessa up on the
auction block?’ asks K, shocked.

‘Her husband, le Conte. To cut a long story short, she met him
when she was a slave for the Society. He took her on as his
personal slave and over time they fell in love. Sound
familiar?’

I stop
and look at K and she blushes then gives me a coy smile.

‘So eventually they married. Then sadly le Conte died and left
all his worldly goods and fabulous wealth to the Contessa. Of
course you can see the danger there, any unscrupulous Dom knowing
she was only a slave could easily swoop in, take control of her and
le Conte’s wealth. His legacy would be lost and she couldn’t allow
that to happen, so she decided to re-invent herself as a
Dominatrix, not only a Dom but one not to be messed
with.

‘But that meant that to retain everyone’s respect for her she
had to hide the sub side of her personality. I suppose there are
many members of The Society who knew her as a slave but time
passes, memories fade and so on. Then one time she met Bruce on
holiday. As often happens, when you meet someone who you get along
with but don’t expect to see again, you tell them things that you
wouldn’t do normally. Ships that pass in the night and all
that.

‘She told Bruce all about herself and her predicament. Bruce
came back with an offer. If she employed him in some minor
capacity, with a good wage, he would act as her sub in public but
in private he would dominate her to give her the release she
needed. That’s how he became her bodyguard as that role gave him
the excuse to be close to her at all times. And he’s kept his word,
never tried to interfere in her life or business, he’s just there
for when she needs him. In return she allows him to sleep around
with her submissive employees.

‘Anyway, she owns a villa in Italy and several times a year
they go there and she acts as his slave for the week. She told me
all this on the night of the auction and said that now I knew the
truth, I was free to dominate her as well if I wished.

‘They have a few weeks at the villa planned and I’ve been
invited along to help dominate her and it was suggested that I
bring you along, but it won’t be you sleeping with the Contessa as
before. No, this time we will swap slaves and although there will
be times when you serve me as well as him, in the main you will be
his plaything and I’m free to use the Contessa as my
slave.’

‘What will it involve me doing?’

‘Well you and the Contessa will wait on us, prepare our food,
serve us and so on. It’s nice and warm over there at the moment so
you’ll probably be kept naked or in skimpy outfits. We’ll follow
their lead but I imagine you’ll both be kept on leads and cuffed
often. And at any time either of us may decide to whip or fuck
either of you.’

‘What about the Contessa, where will she fit in?’

‘You won’t be serving the Contessa but I imagine that we might
make you have sex with each other for our entertainment. You know
how I like to watch women on women stuff. So what do you think, do
you fancy it?’

‘It’ll be different, being someone else’s slave for a week but
as long as you’re there I know I’ll be safe.’

‘I’ve never seen the Contessa limping around on crutches so I
don’t think Bruce ever punishes her too hard,’ I tell her.
‘Besides, I want you to get nicely tanned as when we get back I’m
going to take you down to Oxford for a week or so and have you star
in some S&M movies I have in mind, with Todd and
Alan.’

‘You’re not going to post them on the Internet, are
you?’

‘No, they’re for my private collection, although … I might
post them on the Society website as that is members only, the
general public won’t be able to see them.’

‘Do I get a choice about that?’

‘Not if you become a Red Tag. That means I don’t have to ask
you that sort of thing anymore.’

‘Oh.’ She looks bothered by that statement.

‘It’s your desire to become Red Tag so you’ll have to put up
with that, it goes with the territory. Once you qualify you will no
longer be allowed to say no to any Society member, no matter what
they want to do to you, once I’ve given my permission for them to
use you. Only I can stop it. So do you agree about the
holiday?’

‘And the movies. If that’s what you want then I’ll do it all.
Even before I was Red Tag you know I lived by the principal, “What
Daddy Wants, Daddy Gets”. And I know you were disappointed at not
getting to see Bruce fuck me. Now you can watch him do me all
week,’ she says with an evil grin.

‘Good, I’ll get back to Bruce and make the arrangements. In
the meantime you should start practising with the big
dildo.’

 



~~~

 


Our
plane lands at Naples airport and Bruce is there to meet us.
‘Hello, Bruce,’ I say, shaking his hand.

‘Hello, Roger, hello K,’ he replies. Although he always called
me Mr. Gilchrist in the past, we agreed over the course of the
phone calls and emails setting up this holiday, that it would be
silly to call me that when we are both acting as equals, Masters to
our slaves, during the week.

We get
into the waiting car and he turns the engine on so the air
conditioning can operate. He turns round to K and I in the back and
says, ‘We have to sort out some ground rules before we go, then if
you don’t like them you can always turn around and take the next
plane home.’

‘Go ahead,’ I tell him.

‘First of all, there is no Contessa here at the villa, there
is however “Slave Ella”. That is her name and that’s what both of
you will call her, just “Ella”. If the Contessa comes up in
conversation, then we just pretend that she is actually someone
else who will be referred to in the third person. For example the
villa sits in the grounds of a vineyard. If I tell you about the
vineyard it will be the Contessa’s vineyard and nothing to do with
Ella.

‘Next, although you both know me as the Contessa’s bodyguard
and go-fer, during this week I will be acting the role of a Master
and will be treated as such by you, K, and Ella, and as an equal by
Roger. We have agreed that I will have free access to you, K, and
that I may discipline you and use you for sex, in any way and at
any time of my choosing. I will not have to seek his permission nor
do you need to check with him first. Although I am sure that he
will also use you at some point, basically during this week you
will belong to me to play with as I wish and Roger can have Ella.
This will make a pleasant change for all of us, as although Roger
has had “the Contessa” many times, he has never had “Slave
Ella”.’

‘K, you will be equal to Ella and do not have to defer to her.
Your duties will consist of waiting on us, preparing food and then
serving us, cleaning the house and being sexually available to us
at all hours of the day or night. You will call me Master or refer
to me as Master Bruce. I don’t know what sort of arrangement you
have at home but here you will also call Roger, Master. Do you
understand?’

K is
switched on enough to pick up on it without any further prompting
and immediately replies, ‘Yes, Master.’

‘Good, any questions …?’

K and I
shake our heads so we set off. It’s about an hour’s drive down the
coast road from Naples until we reach the Contessa’s vineyards. We
drive through where the vines are growing until we reach an
isolated house on the cliff edge. I know the place well as I spent
some term breaks from public school here, fucking the Contessa.
Between her and Judith ‘jumping my bones’ regularly, it was a
teenager’s dream come true. I thought I was so sexy and
irresistible to these mature women but I found out later that it
was probably my father’s idea, it certainly happened with his
knowledge and permission.

‘The vineyard workers know not to approach the house without
calling first, and the staff who take care of the place have been
given a few weeks off, we’ve been here a week already, so we can be
perfectly free and easy with what we do.

‘We may as well start as we mean to go on,’ he pulls the lever
that opens the boot of the car. ‘K, bring the bags up to the house
will you?’

‘Yes, Master Bruce.’ She gets out of the car and empties the
boot. I have 2 suitcases but K only has 1 as we were told not to
bring too much clothing for her, but there might be nights out so
she has a few dresses. She easily manages the 3 cases so I let her
get on with it.

Bruce
opens the front door of the villa and we go in. To my surprise,
Slave Ella (the Contessa in other words) is waiting there,
kneeling, naked except for a chain collar, with her hands behind
her back looking down at the floor. She doesn’t speak or look up
and is waiting for instructions.

‘Ella,’ says Bruce. ‘This is Master Roger, say hello.’ He
doesn’t introduce K as she is just an appendage.

‘Welcome to the villa, Master Roger.’

‘Get up now Ella and show Master Roger to his room, then take
K to your room. There are only 3 bedrooms, Roger, so you and I will
have one each and K and Ella will share the third and the bed,’ he
explains. ‘Settle in and then join me on the patio for drinks. You
might want to change into shorts. Fancy beer or wine?’

‘We’re in a vineyard, let’s have wine. White though, I need it
chilled on a day like this.’

‘Good choice. Ella, once you’ve shown Master Roger his room,
take K to yours, strip her and collar her then show her where
everything is in the house and then you can both serve us drinks
out by the pool.’

‘Yes, Master, right away,’ replies Ella and taking one of the
cases leads me and K to my room. It’s a spacious room with a double
bed and an ensuite bathroom. I take in the view from the window, it
overlooks the pool and the patio and then stretches out over the
sea.

‘Would you like me to unpack, Master?’ asks Ella.

‘No that’s all right, I’ll manage. You go about your
business.’ She leaves the room, K picks up her case and follows
her, giving me a wink on the way out.

I change
into shorts and flip-flops and then find my way to the patio. Bruce
is lying on a sun lounger and I walk past him and the pool to the
edge of the patio where a small wall stops you from falling over
the cliff edge. The villa has been built on the edge of the cliff,
not over looked by the surrounding hillside and there is a pathway
leading down to a small, private beach if the pool’s not enough for
you.

I take
my shirt off and join him on the sun loungers and we enjoy the
sunshine while we chat. Shortly Ella and K join us on the patio.
They are both naked now with just a choke collar around their
necks. The wine is already opened and K pours our drinks and then
serves them to us.

I admire
slave Ella’s figure, for a women pushing 60 her body is still tight
and shapely. She does time in the gym to keep her figure I know,
but she’s not a fanatic like K is. While Ella is slim and supple, K
is toned and looking at her body you can see it is hard muscle
under that soft skin. It’s unfair to compare the 2 of them though
as there is nearly 30 years difference between the 2 women. I
decided that I wouldn’t ask how Madeline is getting along as ‘slave
Ella’ wouldn’t know and I have already spoken to the Contessa about
her in the past.

‘You not using collars and cuffs on them?’ I ask.

‘No, don’t want them going back to civilisation with
suspicious white banding around their wrists and ankles. I just use
a choke collar and if I want to restrain them I’ll use handcuffs.
Unless you have some particular reason for K wearing harsher
restraints?’

‘No, no, I’m fine with that. I want to get her nicely tanned,
going to make some movies with her when we get back.’

‘Yes, with regard to that, as they’re naked most of the time,
you need to make sure that they are regularly covered in sun tan
lotion. Ella, catch!’ He throws Ella a bottle of lotion. ‘Grease K
up will you before she starts to burn.’

Ella
stands K in front of us so we can watch and then squirts some
lotion on K’s cheeks and then down her arms. ‘You rub that in while
I do the rest of you,’ Ella instructs her. So K does that while we
are treated to the spectacle of Ella rubbing lotion all down K’s
body, all down her breasts, belly, thighs and then she turns her
round and does her back, buttocks and legs, until she is all shiny
and gleaming in the afternoon sun.

I’m
watching K closely to see how she’s handling all this and she seems
perfectly fine. I knew she wouldn’t be scared as I’m there and
besides, all 3 of us have slept with her, so she knows that we will
all treat her okay. Still, I thought she might be nervous about
this new experience but she’s seems to be well inside her comfort
zone.

‘Display!’ calls Bruce and K, being well trained, immediately
puts her hands behind her head and stands there for Bruce to peruse
her naked body. ‘I didn’t get chance to have a real good look at
you in France,’ he tells her. ‘Turn round slowly and show
me.

‘I like her, I’m going to fuck her a lot you know,’ he tells
me.

‘Be my guest,’ I reply. ‘Tell you what though, when we get
back to England I’m going to be handing her over to Todd and Alan
to make some blue movies for my collection. Gang-banging by several
black guys, big dicks, that sort of thing, and then some harsh
whipping and fucking videos. You know the type they’re famous for,
so I don’t want her marked too much. Wouldn’t look good on film if
she’s got whip marks all over her, so go lightly on her if you
would.’

‘No worries. I’m not into the really heavy stuff like you,
Roger. I just like to give them the occasional strapping with a
belt or suchlike, to keep them in line. Keep ‘em on their
toes.’

‘And another thing,’ I ask him, ‘when you fuck her … give her
plenty of anal if you would, if you’re into that. I need to get her
practised in being used by big guys like yourself.’

‘How do you know I’ve got a big dick?’

‘Because the Contessa keeps you around,’ I respond with a
laugh.

Bruce laughs. He tells K to come and kneel by the side of his
lounger and Ella comes and kneels by the side of mine. Bruce
fondles K as we sip our drinks. He makes her kneel up so he can
reach her pussy and he strokes it. Before too long there is an
obvious bulge in his shorts so he undoes his shorts and slides them
down his legs. I wasn’t wrong about the size of his dick, you might
call it “proportional representation” as he is taller than me and
I’m a 6 footer and he is built like a brick shithouse, and the rest
of his body is built to match. His cock is long and thick and I
pity poor K when she has to take that each session. Still, she’s done
it before and if I know her, she’s looking forward to
it.

Bruce
points at his dick and grasping it firmly, K obediently bows her
head forward and takes him in her mouth, she has to open wide to
get him in, and then proceeds to blow him. Not to be outdone I
slide off my shorts and tell Ella to do the same. Then we Masters
lay back in the sun, sipping our wine, as our slaves suck us off.
It’s a tough job but somebody has to do it.

 



~~~

 


As the
day wanes and the sun goes down, the fresh sea breeze makes it a
bit cool for the girls to walk around naked so Bruce tells them
they can get dressed. Ella comes back in a skirt and blouse but K
returns wearing the Roman Slave outfit I told her to bring along.
Bruce is enchanted with it and so K explains she brought a spare
and can lend it to Ella, if he would like. Ella changes into the
slave outfit and the 2 of them suit the Italian villa perfectly.
One could almost imagine we are back in those days as they flit
around, waiting on us.

When it
comes to their meals, Bruce puts their plates of food on the floor
and they have to kneel beside us and eat with their hands. We dine
off the finest bone china whereas they eat off old, battered, metal
plates, and we drink wine from cut-glass tumblers while they drink
there’s out of cheap, tin mugs. All done to remind them of their
place.

When the
night draws to a close, Bruce takes hold of K’s leash and after
saying ‘goodnight’ takes her off to bed. I grab Ella’s leash and do
the same.

 



~~~

 


After a
couple of days of this Hedonistic drinking, eating and fucking, I
decide to take K into Naples to have a look around. I’ve been many
times, often stayed with the Contessa/Ella during school holidays
but it would be a shame for K to come all this way and not even see
anywhere outside the villa.

I tell
Bruce that she will be with me all day and when we return, all
night too. He offers me the car but you have to be a madman to
drive in Naples. I opt for a lift to the station and then a train
into town.

I show K
around town, we take in the Museum of Contemporary Art and the
National Archaeological Museum, followed by Naples cathedral. She
ogles at the shops so I buy her a scarf. We take lunch at a small
café.

After lunch the heat is getting a bit oppressive so I take
her down to the Naples Sotterranea, a labyrinth of underground
tunnels dating back to the Roman era, where it’s nice and cool.
Afterwards we take a walk up the hillside to the Castel Sant’Elmo,
a 14th Century fortress and former prison which looks out over the
Gulf of Naples and gets a nice sea breeze. I buy us both ice cream
and we find a secluded bench in the shade and sit down.

‘So how are you enjoying your time at the villa?’ I ask
K.

‘If I said I didn’t like it would you take me home,
Master?’

‘Ordinarily I would say yes, we’d be on the next plane out.
But the whole idea of this week is it’s part of your conditioning,
to teach you that as a Red Tag slave you must accept any and all
punishment or ill-treatment that is dealt out to you. This week, if
you said that you were unhappy then I would make you stay and
endure it. You asked for this remember.’

‘It’s a good job I’m not unhappy then,’ she says with a smile.
‘Master, would it upset you if I said I was enjoying being fucked
by another man?’

‘Of course not, don’t be silly. You know I encourage you to
live up to your potential and enjoy life to the full,
emotionally and
sexually. Live while you can. There’s no
point to it if it’s not fun.’

‘Oh good, I was a bit afraid it might bother you. After all,
you’ve seen me have sex with other men, but I’ve never served
another man as Master in your presence before. I thought it might
perhaps get under your skin.’ She squeezes my hand.

I
squeeze back. ‘No worries there, you know I’m not the jealous type
and it’s a rather interesting experience, watching you serve, from
the outside.’

‘That’s good to know. In that case I’ll you the truth …
I’m really enjoying this week. 3 beautiful people to have sex with,
what’s not to like? I’m afraid it’s really brought out the sex mad
slut in me. I’ll admit that sometimes with your doctor friend I had
to pretend a little bit, but this is the real deal.’

‘Why’s this so different?’

‘Well, first and foremost, you’re there to look out for me and
I know you’re no more than a shout away, so I have no fears on that
score and I can let myself go because I know you’re watching my
back. And you love watching me do things, no matter how wild or
crazy it gets, you get a kick out of watching me and I love that
about you.

‘Next, when I’ve been with the other men, Pete, Colin, Squire
Amos, etc. we play at games … I’m a courtesan or a frustrated
housewife who can’t pay her bills and so on. Don’t get me wrong, I
enjoy that, but here I’m an actual, honest to goodness, sex-slave.
No games, no pretense, just me being who I really am. I’m totally
under the control of 2 men who use and abuse me. And you know me, I
was born to serve, that’s what I live for.’

‘And that’s what I love about you,’ I reply.

‘And there’s another thing … we all have our fantasies, one of
mine has always been about me, small helpless girl that I am, being
taken by a big bear of a man and made his plaything. He grabs me
and takes me back to his cave and has his way with me
repeatedly. And it’s happening for
real, although it’s a villa not a cave.
Being pinned down by that brute while he pumps his big, fat cock
into me is just so arousing, it makes me wet just thinking about
it. It’s physically intimidating and can be a little scary and
that’s what makes it so thrilling.’

‘Steady on, you’re making my ice cream melt.’

K raises
an eyebrow, ‘I’ve been told I have that effect on men.’

We both laugh and I lean over and kiss her.
God, I love this woman.

‘So you’re happy to stay for the rest of the week then?
Because I have some ideas about what the 4 of us can do
tomorrow.’

‘Book me in for the rest of the season if you like. Bring it
on, I ain’t scared!’

‘Be careful what you wish for,’ I warn her.

We stay
in Naples and have dinner at one of the restaurants that Ella
recommended, then we take a train and taxi back to the villa. K
sleeps with me that night.
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Next morning Bruce and I are sitting by the pool, sunbathing
when I ask him, ‘Bruce, old chap, I was wondering if I could ask a
favour. I’ve watched you porking my
girlfriend,’ I joke, ‘and I was wondering
if you would let me film it. I have a 4K GoPro camera with me. I’ve
seen her having sex with other men but I don’t often get the chance
to film it. It’s the sort of thing we both like to watch on our
quiet nights at home. Perhaps next time you get the urge, you’d let
me get the camera out? Be a nice little memento of our
holiday.’

Bruce appears to think about it as he sips his beer. ‘Okay,
sport. I’ll agree on condition that you allow me to film
you having sex with
Ella. We don’t often get the chance to slip away and play at Master
and slave. Up ‘til now nobody knew our little secret so we’ve never
had anyone we can trust around to film us. If you did then
we could look at it
during our quiet nights in. Waddya say?’

‘It’s a deal. Call the girls over and tell them the plan. In
fact I’ve some ideas we can incorporate to spice things up a bit,
such as let the girls have a crack at each other first and then we
can get involved with them after.’

He calls
them over and tells them what we have in store for them today. He
instructs them to get on and do the housework, prepare lunch then
get ready for a sex session.

We have
long lunch, with plenty of wine. The girls are allowed to sit up at
the table with us as they are drinking too, instead as kneeling
next to us as they eat off bowls on the floor. As the wine flows we
begin making suggestions about “Scenes we’d like to see” and Bruce
starts taking notes to get them in some sort of order. Obviously
neither of us want to have anal with one of the girls and then
expect the other one to suck their cock, we’re gentlemen after all.
Equally I don’t want to go down on a girl when Bruce has just shot
his load up her, so there has to be an ordered sequence to this.
After a while even the girls start throwing in
suggestions.

We
finish lunch and the girls clear the plates away and everyone gets
showered and then we meet by the pool. Bruce has thrown a blanket
over the wooden table we’ve been eating at and made sure the double
inflatable mattress is fully blown up as we’ll be moving between
the 2.

We start
off with the girls lying on the inflatable and oiling each other
up, concentrating on their breasts, pussy and arses, while I circle
them, filming from every angle. Then they get into the sex. K
stands up and parks her bum on the edge of the table while Ella
kneels between her legs, tonguing her pussy. Then K turns around
and Ella gives her a rim job on that peachy arse of hers. Then they
swap and K returns the favour.

Bruce
and I have quite large erections by this point so he drops his
shorts and I send him into the scene. We decided that neither of us
wanted to eat a fucked pussy so we would both eat the girls before
either of us ‘dipped our wicks’ so we run through a whole gamut of
sex acts before we get round to that.

We’re
getting a bit tiddly and a bit silly and we film all the bits we’d
like to see, both of us taking it in turn to eat both the girls. We
sit them on the table edge and take it in turns eating them both
out while the other man films it. Then we run through all the
blowjob combinations. First one girl then the other, on her knees
sucking both of us, then both girls sucking one of us, first Bruce
then me.

We’re
getting drunker and more perverse as the afternoon drags on. We
start fucking them but as neither of us want ‘sticky seconds’ we
agree we won’t come inside them until we’ve both been filmed
fucking each girl. So we bang away at them, spit roasting them,
doing them from the front, behind, kneeling, standing, Bruce even
stands up at one point with K impaled on his cock as he lifts her
up and down.


Eventually I’m feeling the need to come so we agree that we
will come inside each other’s slave’s pussy, then our own slave
will have to eat the ‘creampie’. Bruce films me as I shoot my load
into Ella’s pussy as she is perched on the edge of the table, then
K has to kneel before her and lick her clean.

Next
Bruce gives K a good fucking and comes inside her. Ella then has to
lick his cum out of her and swallow it. The girls are just as drunk
as we are and eagerly submit to all this sexual abuse and
degradation. In fact K is thriving on it, I know her well and can
tell by the expressions on her face.

We take
a rest and drink some more wine before we start on their arses. For
round 2, Bruce sits on the table and pulls K onto his erect cock.
Ella kneels between their legs and licks his balls and K’s clit as
they fuck. After a while I step up behind K and after greasing her
up, slide into her back passage, so she is being assailed front and
back. Ella takes the camera and covers the action. They stop before
Bruce can come and we swap over. Ella wipes me clean with a soapy
cloth and then I go into K’s pussy while Bruce does her in the
arse.

Then
it’s Ella’s turn. Bruce washes himself and then I take Ella on top
of me as Bruce takes her in the back passage. We pause and clean up
and then Bruce shags Ella’s pussy while I’m taking her from behind.
K is delightedly filming all this.

It may
sound a bit unlikely all this, but we’re filming it like we’re
shooting a proper movie. We don’t just stick it to the girls and
hump away until we’re finished. It would take a dozen orgasms to
get in all the action we want to film. We just do it long enough to
get some good footage then we stop and move onto the next shot. If
you look back you’ll see that we’ve only come once each, I’m not
pretending we’re sexual gymnasts.

Finally,
we’re getting wasted, so we decide to finish off by one at a time,
fucking the other one’s slave in the arse then finish off with the
‘money shot’ of coming in her face. I go first and bend Ella over
the table and give her backside a good seeing to. When I’m ready, I
pull out and she drops to her knees in front of me and K wanks me
off until I shoot my wad into Ella’s face and open mouth. Then K,
being as drunk (and perverted) as the rest of us, leans forward and
licks off the spunk that didn’t make it into Ella’s
mouth.

Then
it’s Bruce’s turn to violate K’s arse. As he’s humping away at her,
bent over the table, while I film it, she looks at me with that
“See what I’m doing for you,” look she’s used on me before, and
stretches out her hand to me which I grasp tightly. I don’t know if
it’s that contact that tips her over the edge but she orgasms
noisily, muttering my name under her breath. Bruce pulls out and
breathlessly K obediently drops to her knees for the final act of
submission as Ella strokes her Master’s cock until he spurts his
‘baby gravy’ into my love’s willing mouth. Not to be outdone, Ella
also licks K’s face clean.

All of
us are pretty shagged out by this time (in all senses of the word)
so I take K’s hand and grabbing another bottle of wine, wish the
other’s good night and take her off to bed so we can sleep it
off.

 



~~~

 


And so
the rest of the week follows the pattern we have established, after
breakfast the girls clear up and then they are allowed to sunbathe
by the pool until they are required to bring us food or drink or
alternately to perform sex acts on us. We make the girls have sex
with each other for our entertainment, which usually arouses us
enough to want to have sex with them ourselves and then we fuck
until it’s lunchtime, often filming it. Then we take siestas in the
afternoons. Ah, the simple life.


Sometimes Bruce and the girls go down the steps to the
private beach if someone wants to swim in the sea instead of the
pool. I can’t be bothered, I just stay up at the villa. One day K
comes back to me and tells me all about it.

‘Guess what? Master Bruce took me into the sea, put me on all
fours and fucked me as the waves crashed over us. How often do you
get the chance to do that at home?’ She smiles wistfully. ‘It was
brilliant, like something out of a movie. Quite romantic
really.’

‘Oh dear, am I going to have to fight Bruce to get you back
from him?’

‘Would you?’ she asks, excitedly, in that way women do when
they think their man is going to fight for them. ‘You’d lose
though, he’s too big.’

‘Not really, I’d sneak into his room when he was sleeping and
hit him with a hammer.’

‘Noble and chivalrous as always, eh Master?’

Cheeky bitch.

As I’ve
just woken up I still have a semi-hard on. K notices it and rubs it
through my shorts, asking, ‘I still have the taste of seawater in
my mouth. I really need something to take the taste away. Any
suggestions?’

‘Yes, you dirty bitch, suck on this,’ I reply, unzipping my
shorts and letting my cock spring out.

‘As you wish, Master, I am yours to command,’ and she leans
forward.

 



~~~

 


Sadly,
all good things must come to an end and our time in the villa is
over. They did invite us to stay longer but I have a few things
lined up for K to undergo, so I have to stick to the schedule, I’m
working to other peoples time scales. Ella is helping me pack my
suitcase. She’s wearing the Roman slave outfit that K let her keep.
‘Where’s K?’ I ask her. ‘I need to check she’s ready to
go.’

‘She’s saying goodbye to Master Bruce. Last time I saw her she
was on her knees with his cock in her mouth.’

‘Well maybe you should be doing the same thing.’ I point to
the floor before me and she obediently kneels down and unzips me.
She mutters something under her breath.

‘What was that? I didn’t quite hear it.’

‘I said next time we meet I will be “the Contessa” again and
it will be a different game then.’

‘I’m just paying you back for all those things you made me do
when you had me under the whip, as your sub. All those months when you had me
as your sub and taught me all about submission and control. What
goes around comes around, eh Contessa?’

She
utters something but as her mouth is full, the reply is garbled so
I concentrate on what she is doing with her tongue
instead.

When I
have finished and she’s licked me clean, I zip up and go looking
for K. She is just coming out of Bruce’s room, wiping her mouth.
‘I’m ready to go, Master.’

‘Fine, Bruce will drive us to the airport so get your bag and
wait in the car.’ She does as instructed. I check I have our
passports and tickets and then tell Bruce we’re ready when he
is.

We walk
out to the car where K is saying goodbye to Ella, who has deposited
my cases in the boot. K and I both give her a hug and a kiss and
then we join Bruce in the car.

After a
pleasant drive in the air-conditioned car, Bruce drops us at the
VIP departure lounge. As the porter takes our luggage away, K takes
Bruce’s hand and gives him a long kiss before joining me in the
departure lounge.

‘Are you developing a thing for Bruce? Pete will be
disappointed. Or is it just the size of his cock? Are you acquiring
a taste for those?’

‘You know, I just might be,’ she says with a smile.

‘Good, because I have some big ones lined up for you when we
get back.’

‘Ooh, Master Roger, you sure know ‘ow to please a girl, an’ no
mistake,’ she jokes in a cockney accent. Then she switches back to
her normal voice and says, ‘But no matter the length or the
thickness, at the end of the day it’s who it’s attached to that’s most
important, and that means that no man will ever measure up to you
on that score.’

‘Thank you, my Princess.’

‘You’re welcome, my Lord.’




 





MOVIE
STAR

 


 


K and I
spend the next week sorting things out, unpacking, washing our
holiday clothes, etc. I have to spend some time at the office,
makes sure everything is running smoothly as I’m going to be away
again for the next week or 10 days. Judith has been missing the
attention so I stay late one night and give her a good tune up with
my belt and then fuck her hard. She misses that while I’m away,
maybe I should think about setting her up with a few guys from the
graphics department who are always trying to get into her
knickers.

For the
first part of the week I’ve been having K masturbate with the big
dildos while watching gang bang movies to condition her to what
it’s like and what will be happening to her. I’ve already discussed
the plot of the film with Todd and we have it all worked out. Then
as we approach the weekend I stop having sex with her and forbid
her to masturbate but I still make her watch the movies so she gets
aroused … I want her good and horny when she makes the ‘fuck’
movie.

 



~~~

 


K and I
drive down to Oxford and book into the posh hotel in the centre of
town, The Randolph Hotel. We’re a few days early for our date with
Todd as I want to show K around Oxford. She’s never been there
before but I spent my time at University in Oxford so I know it
well.

After we’ve settled into our room I take her to the Ashmolean
Museum, it’s directly opposite the hotel so we start there. After
several hours wandering around there I take her further along the
street to a famous pub, The Eagle and
Child (or The
Bird and Baby as it is known locally).
It’s the pub where a group of writers known as The Inklings used to
gather. In case you say you’ve never heard of them, they included
such authors as J. R. R. Tolkien who wrote The Lord of the Rings and C. S.
Lewis who wrote all the Narnia books.

Next day
I take her around all the famous tourist spots that are within
walking distance of the hotel, of which there are many. Such places
that you will have seen time and time again on TV and in the
movies, such as the Sheldonian Theatre, the Radcliffe Camera,
Hertford Bridge commonly known as “the Bridge of Sighs”, the
Bodleian Library and a few of the University grounds that are open
to the public.

When we
go out to dinner that night I only allow her a single glass of wine
and then she has to drink water, as she is going to have a busy day
tomorrow. In bed that night I have her blow me but refrain from
touching her or letting her touch herself. I know she is horny and
frustrated and that is exactly how I want her to be when I hand her
over to Todd tomorrow.

 



~~~

 


We drive
out to Todd and Alan’s place, a small industrial estate several
miles outside Oxford. It’s a large warehouse and has a non-descript
sign outside proclaiming “Bluebird Training Films”. (Not its real
name of course, I promised Todd I wouldn’t reveal the name in this
book.) Which is a good cover for all the cameras and lights that
people might see being taken in and out of the place.

We
introduce ourselves at Reception and we’re taken up to Todd’s
office. ‘Roger,’ he greets me, ‘and K. Nice to meet you properly at
last.’ K says hello back but she’s rather cool towards him as the
last time she saw him he and Alan had tied her to a tree and then
whipped and fucked her. At the time she didn’t know it was a set up
and genuinely believed that I had just handed her over to a couple
of forestry workers to have fun with.

‘Where’s Alan?’ I ask.

‘He’s out doing an outdoor shoot. A lot of our customers like
to see a naked girl being chased through the woods, they’re quite
popular for some reason. We shoot at that place where we met
K.’

‘That’s where I got the idea from,’ I admit to K. ‘From
watching one of their films.’

‘Anyway, about today,’ says Todd. ‘K … you are fully aware of
what is going to happen today and you’re quite happy with the gang
bang that will be carried out on you? Roger specifically asked that
there be 4 of them taking part. There won’t be any whipping or such
but they may tie you down at some points to hold you in
position.’

‘Yes, I’ve had it explained to me.’

‘And you are on board with it all being filmed? I have to ask
for legal reasons. In fact at the end of filming, there will be a
short question and answer filmed to prove that you were here
voluntary and you weren’t harmed at all. Just for our protection
you understand.’

‘I’m ready, do you need me to sign anything?’

‘No that won’t be necessary, just the video interview at the
end will be fine. Roger tells me you’ve had some experience with
gang bangs before but I need to point out a few things first.
Although we try to maintain hygienic rules on set, with so many
cocks being stuck into various bits of your body, it’s not always
possible to uphold the “After it’s been in her arse, you don’t put
it in her mouth,” rule. So that may occur in the general
melee.’

K looks
at me and then blushes, ‘That’s okay, I’ve had that done to me
before. If it happens it happens, as long as they don’t make a
point of doing it.’ It certainly wasn’t me or anyone I’ve ever sent
her to that did that to her, so it must have been some of the “bad
men” she hung around with when she was younger.

‘They won’t be using rubbers and when they come, you’ll be
expected to swallow. Clear?’

‘Understood.’

‘Well, if you have no further questions I’ll take you to meet
the boys you’ll be filming with and show you the set, talk you
through the action and then send you off to wardrobe. You’ll get
you clothes torn off in the film, so we have some old clothes that
can be ripped up instead of those nice clothes you have on
now.’

Todd
takes us into a sort of recreation room, the Green Room I suppose
you’d call it and I see 4 black guys sitting around drinking
coffee. They’re all dressed in hoodie and baggy jeans and trainers.
I get a bit wary at the look of them and start having second
thoughts about letting these thugs loose on K but then Todd
introduces them one by one and they all stand up and politely shake
hands with K and I realise that it’s all a look. They actually seem
to be 4 very nice lads, so I relax.

‘Okay now K, you’ll be sitting in your bedroom, doing your
makeup say, these lads will burst in and you try to escape but they
grab you and take you to the bed. At first you fight them, just
struggling, no kicking or punching, but then after a while you
realise how futile that is, so then you become compliant and do
whatever they tell you. But as this is a home invasion and they’re
taking you against your will, don’t be too eager to blow them or
whatever, just do it when they make you do it. Just remember to act
scared. Understood?’

‘I don’t think that will be a problem,’ K replies.

Todd
take us down to the warehouse floor and shows us the bedroom set.
There’s just the 3 walls of a room. On the back wall there’s a door
by a double bed and a fake screen door supposedly leading out onto
a balcony. There’s a painting of outdoors visible through the slats
on the screen door.

Against
the right hand wall there’s a dressing table and stool. ‘That’s
where you’ll be sitting, touching up your makeup, when the guys
burst through that door. Don’t wait, just run for the screen door
to try and escape but they catch you before you can get away,’ Todd
explains.

‘There’ll be some struggling here on the floor and then onto
the bed, where’ll they’ll hold you down and strip bits of your
clothing off at a time while they play with you. Once you’re naked
then the cocks will start coming out. We don’t have a set routine
about what will happen, we just let them do what they feel
like.

‘Roger has asked that there be double penetration, have a man
in every hole at once, lots of anal and plenty of cum shots in your
mouth or face. He also asked that at one point they tie you
spread-eagled to the bedposts and take you one after the other.
Does all this work for you?’

‘Whatever the Master says, it’s his decision.’

Todd
just nods to that. He’s used to dealing with Masters and slaves
from The Society so he doesn’t bat an eyelid. He beckons over one
of the people milling around the set. ‘Take K to wardrobe will you
and then bring her back her when she’s ready.’

Todd and
I chat about what we have planned for K at the next photoshoot, the
one where she will be tied up in various positions and violated
with dildos and also get fucked in all her holes. We’re just
planning some really nasty business for her when they bring her
back. She’s wearing some dowdy clothes that look like they were
bought in a jumble sale.

‘Okay guys, she’s ready, everyone take their positions,’ Todd
calls out. The 4 young black studs go behind the false door and
wait for their call to enter. Turning to K he tells her, ‘There are
2 cameras focussed on the bed and Mike the cameraman will be moving
around the set with a handheld to cover the action not on the bed.
If I call ‘Cut’ just freeze in whatever position you’re in and we
will go from there when we start up again. Now go and sit by the
dressing table and wait for me to call ‘Action’.’

K does
as she is told and is sitting there supposedly putting on lipstick
when Todd calls ‘Action’ There is a pause to allow the camera to
catch K doing her makeup before the door bursts open and the guys
rush in. K makes a dash for the fake screen door but they jump
across the bed and catch her.

They
drag K to the floor and start stripping her while she puts up a
convincing struggle, telling them to ‘get off’ and ‘leave her
alone’ but they ignore her and she ends up naked, wrestling on the
floor with them. Then they grope her, squeezing her tits and
forcing their fingers into her pussy and her arse.

Soon the
cocks come out (and God they’re big, K’s going to suffer once they
stick those in her) and she is forced to hold them or take them in
her mouth. She pleads with them not to hurt her, promising to do
anything if they let her go unharmed after they’ve finished with
her (nice bit of acting from K there) but it doesn’t make any
difference they still treat her roughly. They pick her up bodily
and carry her to the bed where they begin the serious business of
raping her.

They
fuck every hole in her body, she’s forced to repeatedly suck them
until it’s their turn to enter her. Back and forth they pass her,
never less than 2 of them taking her at a time, front and back.
Then they get round to doing all the things I have requested to see
them do to her.

She is
made to sit on a man’s cock as he lays on his back and then another
one forces himself into her arse. Another man stands at the head of
the bed, raping her mouth, while she has to wank the last man as he
watches. K is made to suck each of them in turn but it’s not a
gentle blowjob, it’s forced deep-throat, shoving their cocks down
her throat until she can’t breathe, only releasing her if she
appears near to passing out.

At one
point they tie her wrists to her ankles so it’s almost impossible
for her to close her legs and they take her again and again in that
exposed position. They take it in turns, with K pleasuring them
with her mouth at one end and then swapping over and taking turns
buggering her.

These
guys are professional studs so they know how to prolong the show by
not coming too soon and extending K’s torment but eventually nature
must take its course and a few of them want to come so they drag K
to her knees beside the bed and as the cameraman moves in for close
ups, K has to service the men standing in a circle around her and
suck and wank them until they come, which they do in her mouth or
face. K has to swallow their cum down or choke on it.

Todd
calls ‘Cut’ and the guys let K get up and they take a break and
grab a drink. K however has no rest as once she’s had a drink, she
is tied to the bed spread-eagled, as per my request. When Todd
calls ‘Action’ again, the 4 guys take it in turns to climb onto K’s
helpless body and hump away at her pussy until they are ready to
shoot their load which they do by pulling out of her, shuffling up
the bed and finish off by fucking her mouth, spurting their load
into her, for her to swallow.

Todd
calls ‘Cut’ again and this time everyone gets a break, even K, they
untie her and let her come to me where I watch the makeup people
clean off the spunk that missed her mouth and has spattered on her
face. I ask her if she has had enough but she’s willing to go on. I
don’t know if she is actually ‘enjoying it’ but I did notice that
along the way she had a few orgasms. I suppose that even if the
mind isn’t aroused the body can’t deny certain physical activity,
and a stimulated clit will eventually betray the mind and produce
an orgasm.

Todd
calls for the next setup which has K kneeling, tied to the bed. In
this position when Todd calls ‘Action’ K has to suck on the guys
while others take her from behind, pounding away at her pussy or
arse or both, it makes no odds to them and she has to take them all
on, as with her mouth stuffed with cock, she can’t even
complain.


Restrained and exhausted, K is helpless as she is raped
multiple times in every hole until each of them has had their final
orgasm in her, they pull back from her and Todd calls ‘Cut’ for the
last time.

K is
untied, they give her a robe to wear and she has to film the
question and answer session to prove she was a willing participant
and whether she enjoyed it or not. Then they lead her off to have a
shower. When she comes back I take her quickly away so she doesn’t
have to see the 4 black guys again.

Todd
tells me that he’ll edit the movie and then send all copies to me
via courier. I take K back to the hotel and run her a bath so she
can have a good soak.

‘So, how did you enjoy that?’ I ask her.

‘Not too bad, I’ve had worse, just that it was never filmed
for posterity before. How was it for you? Did you get to see all
the dirty little things that you wanted them to do to me,
Master?’

‘Indeed I did. It was lovely seeing their black skin against
your tanned, flesh. Quite erotic actually. I’m going to set you up
with a regular black guy with a big cock to come and service you
while I watch.’

‘Will it be a handsome young stud, Master, like those
today.’

‘Oh no, it will be some old, fat guy with his belly hanging
over his belt and man boobs. I’ll make you suck on them and lick
his arse. It’s not for you to enjoy but for me to take pleasure in
your humiliation at having to submit to some old guy like that.
Can’t wait to see you on your knees, sucking on his fat, old dick.
I might even let him bring his mates along.’

She
glares at me wordlessly, but I know the thought of being used and
degraded like that secretly excites her. ‘How come you never let me
have a young stud of my own?’ she asks.

‘It’s because I don’t want you falling in love with him and
the pair of you running away together. That’s why I only let you
have women as lovers. The men I loan you out to don’t count as it’s
only a short term fuck.’

‘Oh, you do love me then, Master, if you’re scared of losing
me.’

‘You know I do so stop fishing for me to say it to you all the
time. In fact, because I love
you, I’ve arranged with Todd to cancel the
other film of you we were going to shoot this week and arranged it
for another time to give you a rest, after the pounding you took
today.’

K leans
back in the bath and muses, ‘I know you’ve videoed me plenty of
times but I’ve never starred in proper film before. I wonder what
they’ll call it … “Porking the Pig” or “The Pig Gets
Porked”?’

I slap
her face, not hard but just enough to stop her in her tracks and
she looks at me startled.

‘I don’t want to hear you talk about yourself like that,
you’re my woman now and if I treat you with respect … I expect you
to do the same.’

‘But Master, look at me, look at my nose, my goofy teeth. I am
plain at best, you must admit.’

‘Okay, we’ve already agreed you wouldn’t win the Miss World
contest, but there are other forms of beauty. Your beauty is on the
inside, in your personality and how you treat others, and it shines
out through those deep blue eyes of yours. Look, K, I’m not
bragging when I tell you I’ve had many women … subs, Doms and
civilians, but to me you’re the most beautiful I’ve ever come
across, that’s why I love you. So I don’t ever want to hear you
putting yourself down like that again.’

Her
tears start to flow. ‘I’m sorry, Master … I love you too,’ she
manages to squeeze out as she covers her face with the
sponge.

‘You stay here until you feel like getting out, have a good
soak. Your tits are starting to bruise up so I’ll rub some Arnica
on them to take the bruising down.’

While
she soaks I call room service and order up a nice meal and a couple
of bottles of wine for both of us. She’s earned it.

After
her bath she tells me that her arse is sore so I obligingly rub
some haemorrhoid cream on for her. If that isn’t true love, I don’t
know what is.




 





LIGHTS,
CAMERA, ACTION!

 


 


A few
weeks later I take K down to Oxford again for her next filming
session. I’ve started fucking her again once her poor pussy had
time to recover from the pounding that the 4 black guys gave her in
the last movie. I’ve even let her visit Alice again but only once,
she is still in training for a Red Tag.

I’ve
refrained from taking the whip to her though as she misses it when
I don’t abuse her like that, so I want her hankering for a good
whipping when the cameras roll.

We
arrive at Bluebird Training Films and they tell her to strip and
wear a robe to give time for the marks from her underwear to fade.
Alan is there as well as Todd this time, I’ve asked both of them to
appear in the film as K is going to be given a hard time and she
knows them, (she has actually been whipped and fucked by them
before) and as it’s her first time at this, making a proper S&M
movie instead of just a ‘fuck movie’, familiar faces might reassure
her she is in safe hands.

We drink
coffee and generally chat about the film, but Todd deliberately
doesn’t go into specifics as it’s more interesting if the subject
don’t know what will happen to them. They show us where the filming
will take place, it’s not a ‘set’ this time, just a corner of the
warehouse that is fitted out with ropes and pulleys fixed to the
walls and ceiling, lights and cameras, and containing some wooden
contraptions that the subject can be strapped to.

When
we’ve all relaxed and Todd and Alan are ready to start filming,
they call for makeup and ask them to oil K up. ‘With that tan, she
will look great under the studio lights, her skin will glisten,’
they tell me and I have to admit once she is greased up, she does
look fantastic, it highlights her toned physique.

First
they gag K and then lay her down on the cold, concrete floor. There
will be no niceties here, she is here to be ‘ravaged’ and made to
suffer, that is the purpose of the film. They place a metal bar
under her neck that stretches past her outstretched arms on either
side, then straps from the bar are buckled tightly around her arms.
Next, ropes are tied from the ends of the bar to each of her ankles
and her legs are pulled wide apart. A chain attached to a pulley
descending from the ceiling is hooked onto the bar and K is winched
into the air. Then the cameras roll and the filming
begins.

Both
Todd and Alan slowly circle K, whipping her as they do. One uses a
cat o’ nine tails and the other uses a thick leather strap with a
handle, a flogger. The cat is used on her whole body whereas the
flogger is used on her vulnerable places, her breast, pussy and
buttocks.

They
swing her around several times so they can film her front and back.
They keep this up for some time as I stand and marvel at this, the
studio lights shining on the oil highlighting the taut muscles of
her body as she struggles against her restraints. As she has a ball
gag in her mouth she can’t swallow properly, so the excess spit
begins to leak out of her mouth and run down her chin, dripping
onto her tits, making her look more vulnerable and
helpless.

This
whipping goes on for some time and I’m wondering if I should step
in and stop it but these guys are experienced professionals and
they know what they are doing, so I leave it up to them. Finally,
when K gets tears in her eyes, they take her down but don’t release
her.

The
cameras stop rolling and they all take a break before they put her
in the next set up. I would like to go to K and comfort her but
Todd advised me against it before filming started. Constantly
dipping in and out of an S&M scenario can be confusing for the
subject (being punished one minute and then having tea with the
camera man the next, and then starting again. Also can interfere
with the subject’s mindset if they have managed to achieve
‘sub-space’) so it’s best if everyone treats it as one, long
session, with occasional breaks for everyone to get their breath
back, but everyone ‘stays in character’ so to speak during those
breaks. So K is left strapped to the bar while they set up the
cameras for the next scene.

This
time she is put on a wooden plinth about knee high and she is
strapped into an all-fours position with a block to support her
stomach and keep her in position. They bring up some large dildos
on the ends of wooden poles and they insert them into her pussy and
arse, sliding them in and out of her, vigorously.

Her gag
is removed and the dildo that was used on her pussy is forced down
her throat, in and out, while Alan takes the flogger to her again.
Then Todd takes one of those vibrators with the bulbous end and
rubs it on her clit to excite K, but not long enough to make her
orgasm. Then they both start fucking her mouth and pussy,
alternating. When they have had enough, they shove the dildo back
in her pussy and leave her there while they set up the lighting for
the next scene.

They
take K to 2 posts, waist height, about a yard apart, and fasten her
wrists to them. They put heavy nipple clamps on her. Next they
strap her ankles to rings on the floor, with her legs apart,
several feet back from the posts so she has to bend over at the
waist and the weights on her tits pull on her nipples. Then one of
them forces his cock in K’s mouth and fucks it, while the other one
takes her from behind. There’s no subtlety to this, they just rape
her mouth and pussy, taking their pleasure and thinking nothing of
K’s. After swapping over several times, they finally each dump a
load of cum into K’s mouth.

After
they have done this, they stop the cameras and K is taken to a
cumbersome wooden piece of equipment, made to kneel and her neck is
fastened to a collar holding her head at crotch height. Then her
hands are fastened behind her to the equipment. She is left there
still wearing the nipple clamps, while Todd and Alan take a break.
K is given water but not released from her bonds.

When the
cameras roll again, they whip K again and then both Todd and Alan
take it in turns to fuck K’s mouth until the spunk and spit is
running down her chin, dripping onto her naked chest. Then they
call cut and move her into position for the next shot.

They
take the nipple clamps off and tie her again to the wooden device
that she was attached to before but this time they lay her on top
of it, on her back. It has a long wooden section for someone to lie
on, beams out to each side to strap their arms to and a T-beam at
the head, going up and out. They strap K to the crossbeams then
ropes to her ankles and then tie the ropes to the T-Beam, which
pulls her legs over her head, leaving her pussy and arse
exposed.

Her arse
gets a good whipping again before they fuck her exposed privates.
Then, as a bonus I guess, they call in another couple of guys from
off camera and they have her as well. Once they have had their fun
and finished the cameraman pans slowly down her oily, sweaty, shiny
body and then zooms into her pussy, showing the spunk dripping out
of her holes.

Todd
calls ‘Cut’ for the final time and K is released and given a robe.
Still covered in oil, sweat and spunk, K gives her video interview
and is taken away for a shower.

After
the day she has had I take her back to the Randolph Hotel where we
are staying and she goes for a bath.

‘I was so proud of you today,’ I tell her as she soaks in the
bath. ‘You looked so beautiful under the spotlights, taking on all
those men.’

‘I’s a good girl and does what Master tells
me,’ she says in a cutesy voice.
‘Was Master pleased with me? Did I do all
the things he wanted to see?’

‘Yes, everything. Master, couldn’t be happier with
you.’

She
smiles at me then sits up and hands me the sponge to wash her back.
That night I order up the finest meals and best wines on the
Randolph’s menu, as she deserves them. I make sure the dessert is a
chocolate one.
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I beep K
on the beeper, since Madeline has left us K has gone back to
wearing the beeper and I have the remote. She arrives at my study
door and gently knocks.

‘You wanted me, Master?’ she asks when I call her
in.

‘Always and forever but that’s not why I called you.’ This
brings a coy smile from her, she loves to hear me say things like
that. ‘Go and get 2 cups of coffee out of the machine and come back
here, I want to discuss a few things with you. And no trying to
sneak some sugar into yours, I’ll be watching you on the monitor
you know.’

When K
asked me to take charge of what she ate and drank, one of the first
things I did was ban her from having sugar in her drinks or on her
cereals, no fizzy drinks except sports energy drinks after a run or
a gym session, and NO chocolate except on special occasions or as a
reward.

She’s
back a couple of minutes later with our drinks. She waits for me to
tell her to sit and then she sips her coffee looking at me
expectantly.

‘What were you doing when I called you? You’re in your Downton
Abbey outfit so I expect you were cleaning something.’

‘Well, the bathroom was looking a bit grubby so I was giving
it a clean. It needed it.’

‘Don’t lie. I know that even without
Mrs. Scott chivvying you along you keep this place spotless, you’d
never allow it to get grubby. And why are you even here? I’ve
checked your schedule and this is one of your free days. Why aren’t
you out seeing Alice or at the gym or something?’

She puts
down her coffee cup and takes out her little black book. I made her
buy one especially so that all her faults could be recorded, and
when she has a session with me in the Fun room, I can make sure
that she is punished for all her transgressions. But as she has to
abide by a schedule that I plan out for her, she also uses it to
keep track of where she is meant to be on any given day. ‘I’m
seeing Alice tomorrow afternoon but just for shopping, you’ve
forbidden me to have sex with her, Friday morning I’m at the gym
but I’ve kept the afternoon clear in case you’ve arranged for that
black man to come round and fuck me. You said you planned to set
that up. I’m free all weekend,’ she says casually, as if she were
talking about getting her haircut.

‘But you really should get out more, being around here all the
time isn’t good for you.’

She puts
the book away and starts to fidget, clasping her hands together.
‘Do I disappoint you, Master? I do all the things you ask of me,
and things like the cleaning even when you don’t ask me. Is that
not good enough?’

‘Don’t get upset, K. This isn’t a telling off, it’s marvellous
all the things you do for me, it’s just that … perhaps you
shouldn’t do so much.’

‘I don’t understand.’

‘Look, since you became my slave I control how you cut your
hair and the clothes you wear, what you wash with, your perfume,
what you eat and when, who you sleep with, I even control when you
go to the toilet. All at your insistence I
might add. And when you’re not carrying
out some task I’ve given you, you clean the house.’

‘But isn’t that what you want from me?’ she asks. ‘I ask you
to make these choices for me so I can be your perfect slave, one
who looks exactly how you want them to look and act. I even cut my
hair for you, to be the ideal woman you want me to be. Am I not
good enough for you?’

‘That’s the point, you are, and you’re the best slave I’ve
ever had. But sometimes I don’t want slave K or Kan-Kan even … I
just want K the artist lady. I’m afraid that if you try too hard to
become my ideal woman you’ll no longer be you, just a puppet made
in the image you think I want. I don’t want you to lose
the real you that I fell
in love with.’

Gladly I
can see in her eyes that she understands my point and I’m not
telling her she’s failed me or is a disappointment to me. ‘But you
do understand why I ask you to control me like that don’t you?
Until I met you I had to struggle by on my own and there was no one
I could turn to when times got hard. I had no money, few friends
and there were times when I went to bed hungry and cried myself to
sleep.

‘And then I met you and that wonderful night when we confessed
our true natures to each other and we agreed to become Dom and sub.
At last I didn’t have to be the “hard one” anymore. In you I found
someone who I could lean on and ask you to look after me. Maybe
some of us are not cut out to handle the world by themselves. I
don’t just mean financially, although God knows that was a
blessing, but someone to whom I could say, “Help me, I don’t know
what I’m doing and I can’t face this crazy world all by myself.”
And you did, you gave me a home and a shoulder to lean on and you
saved me. My spirit was dying and had shrunk to a tiny little flame
and it wouldn’t have lasted much longer, but then you came along
and threw some kindling on the flame. When it had burnt a bit
brighter you put some logs on and now I have a roaring blaze inside
me.

‘That’s why I gave myself over to you completely, body and
soul, let you train me and make me into the slave you want me to
be. But if you want me to retain some of my independence then yes,
I will. You’re right I should be a bit more myself. Maybe that’s
why I need to do this Red Tag training, my subconscious is
asserting itself. I’ll stop being your puppet as long as I can
still be your
fuck-puppet. But you’re not getting your
shirts back.’

I laugh.
‘Fair enough. Now then, to business, have you ever been abroad
before I took you to France? School trips and the like?’

‘Oh yes, Lady Cynthia and I used to pop over to St. Moritz
quite often to do a bit of shopping, when we weren’t skiing of
course.’

‘What?’

‘I went to a comprehensive school, Master, not Roedean.’
(Roedean is a famous English posh school for girls, like Eton is
the top school for boys.) ‘There was one school trip to Switzerland
but my parents wouldn’t cough up for it, so I didn’t get to go on
that.’

‘So you’ve never been to America then?’

‘Are we going there?’ she asks excitedly.

‘Perhaps, depends on the answers to a few questions I’m going
to ask you. In the past you gave me a list of suggestions about
things that could be done to you and along the way I’ve noticed you
take an interest in a few things so, you once expressed a desire to
be used as a “beast of burden” perhaps on a farm, didn’t
you?’

‘Yes but since you’ve had me working in the garden under Sid
and Tom, sometimes literally, I figured that was that one
covered.’

‘And I’ve seen you take an interest in pony girl
movies.’

‘They do look nice when they’re all dressed up and pulling a
cart, but it looks like hard work too, I could manage it though,
I’m sure.’

‘Well, supposing I told you that there are a few places around
England that will work you on a farm, a place in Germany that will
make you into a pony girl, but there was a place in America which
will do both?’

‘It is a Society place?’

‘Not exactly, it’s run by a Society member but it’s open to
others although they have to be recommended by a Society member.
Keeps out the weirdos, well except for us in the Society that is.
It’s situated in Georgia, a part of America that is hot all year
round, so there are no problems about keeping girls running around
naked. I’ve downloaded a brochure, have a read and tell me what you
think. It’s about time we moved onto the next bit of your Red Tag
training. Now run along, I have things to do.’

‘Yes, Master,’ she picks up our coffee cups and heads for the
door. As she opens the door she turns to me and says, ‘Incidentally
… I sneaked some sugar into my coffee.’ Then she gives me a brazen
wink and closes the door behind her.

Cheeky little minx. Good for her though, that’s exactly the
spark of independence I want her to have.
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Our
plane touches down at the local airport in Georgia. We flew into
Atlanta International Airport and there was a private plane waiting
for us. Society members and guests pay big bucks to use this
facility, so expect the best service. From there it’s about an
hour’s drive to what I shall just refer to as “The Ranch”. It’s not
its listed name but I’m deliberately not giving its name or
location, The Society expects its secrets to be kept.

The
Ranch is isolated and several miles remote from any other
habitation. We turn into a drive and there are armed guards on the
gate and we have to be checked in and show our passports. High wire
fences stretch away into the distance, hung with signs warning
about guard dogs. The Ranch is hot on privacy apparently. Well
let’s face it, if you’re keeping a bevy of naked beauties chained
up in stables then you don’t want tourists just wondering in by
mistake. (Although I want to make it clear that they are all there
willingly at the desire of their owners.)

There’s
a long drive through the woods until we arrive at the first
buildings. As we travel we catch glimpses of pony girls through the
trees, some pulling carts with drivers in or just on a long leash
being walked about. K grips my hand and squeezes it tightly. I
think she’s getting nervous but excited at the
prospects.

We
arrive at a wooden cabin type building and there is someone waiting
to meet us, the gate obviously called ahead. ‘This is the
administration building, you have to check in here first. I’ll take
your luggage up to the hotel for you,’ our driver tells us. ‘The
lady will need to take her case with her though, she won’t be going
up to the hotel.’

He gets
out but before he opens my door, I squeeze K’s hand and say,
‘Remember, I love you and you’re going to have to be brave …
Outdoor Girl, okay?’

‘Yes, Master.’

The
driver opens my door leaving K to open hers by herself, she is
slave after all. Then he opens the boot and hands her case to her.
Then he gets back in the car and drives off, to the hotel which we
can see in the distance, on a slight hill overlooking the open
field that we’re looking onto.

I walk
up the few steps to meet the man who is waiting for us.

‘Mr. Gilchrist, good to meet you, my name is Adams, I’m the
administrator. Welcome to The Ranch. Come inside, bring your
slave.’

We go
inside into his office. He offers me a seat but K is left standing.
I cautioned her that once we arrived any notion of her being my
lover or girlfriend with special protections, wouldn’t be an option
here. As far as they would be concerned at The Ranch, she was just
another slave and she would be treated as an object, same as the
rest of the slaves.

‘Now then,’ says Adams, after he has given me a cup of coffee,
while K is left standing beside my chair, ‘I’m sure you’ve read the
brochure and have a general idea of the place but I need to explain
our system in more detail and ask you a few questions regarding her
treatment.’ He points at K. ‘So this is slave K?’

‘That’s right.’

‘Well, for the protection of our guests and their slave’s
privacy, we don’t use real names here. Each new pony is given the
name of a flower and that is used in any interactions with them.
Here is a list, the ones with a cross next to them have been taken.
Please choose the one you would like for her and she will be
referred to as that for the rest of your stay.’

There
are about 20 names on the list and a dozen or so have a cross next
to them. All the obvious ones like ‘Rose’, ‘Daisy’ and ‘Lily’ have
been taken, so from the rest I choose ‘Sweet Pea’ as I’m sure that
will irritate K after a few days. (Okay, so I have an evil sense of
humour.)

I tell
Adams that I would like her to be called ‘Sweet Pea’ and get a
dirty look from K, she knows well enough that I chose it to annoy
her.

He goes
to another room and comes back with a leather collar with a large
dog tag on it and places it on his desk. I can’t read it from here
but I assume it says ‘Sweet Pea’.

‘Let me explain the normal routine here and then you can
decide what happens to your slave. What happens is that for the
first week, Sweet Pea will be under the care of a personal trainer.
If you look out that window,’ he points, ‘you can see the stables
and the dormitories for the ponies, which is how they will be
referred to from now on.

‘We actually have real horses here in the stables so in the
mornings the human ponies are made to muck out the stables, feed
and groom the horses, lay down fresh straw and so on. Unless they
are wearing harnesses they will be kept naked and collared. In the
afternoons they will be trained as pony girls. They’ll be taught
how to walk, do dressage, how to respond to non-verbal commands and
finally how to pull carriages.

‘They will all sleep in the dormitories. During that first
week they will be disciplined by and be sexually available to their
trainers. You won’t see much of Sweet Pea during that week, we
encourage the isolation from the owner, it makes them more willing
to accept instruction if they feel they are here on their own.
However, you are her owner, so no one will complain if you want to
drop in and check on her, she is your property after
all.

‘During the second week when they’ve been trained, they will
still be used in the stables of a morning but after lunch they are
cleaned up and presented to the guests, who are free to choose one
to take them on carriage rides in the afternoon. The normal rules
are that the guests may discipline them and use them for sex if
they so wish, but once again you can say no to that and they will
just be used as ponies pulling the carts.’

‘That all seems fine,’ I tell him.

‘Fine. We have to do some formalities first and then you can
go the hotel and book in.’ He takes a clipboard and after asking me
a few questions, he ticks off the options I agree to.

‘Are you happy for the pony to be disciplined by the trainer
and to submit to him sexually?’

‘Yes, certainly. She’s a feisty one so she needs to have the
whip taken to her often. Do what’s necessary to make her obedient.
Is it just her trainer who screws her or do his fellow trainers get
their hands on her as well?’

‘That’s up to you. It’s quite common for them to swap of an
evening.’

‘That’s fine by me. I don’t mind her being passed around
amongst the trainers, the more the merrier. She likes a bit of
cock.’

‘Just men or women too? The trainers often make the ponies
play with each other for entertainment.’

‘She’s well versed in pleasing women so that’s
okay.’

‘And do these rules apply to the guests as well, free access,
discipline and unrestricted sex? Some owners prefer to keep their
ponies to themselves once they’ve been trained.’

‘No, I want her be freely available to all during her stay.
Work her hard, whip her often and let whoever wants her, have her.’
I can feel K’s eyes burning into me but I ignore her.

‘Very good, that makes things much simpler.’ He puts down the
clipboard and opening a drawer he takes out a couple of dog tags.
Once he has attached them to the collar he shows it to me. As I
guessed the large tag at the front says Sweet Pea and the other tags have a
large ‘D’ on one and a large ‘S’ on the other.

I look
at Adams and he explains, ‘D for discipline and S for sex. Some
ponies only have one or none depending on their Master’s wishes. It
just lets everyone know of any restrictions on her treatment but
that won’t be a problem with her as she doesn’t have
any.’

K must feel totally degraded and humiliated as we men sit
there and calmly discuss her punishment and sexual abuse without
even considering her feelings by discussing it in front of her. I
happen to know though that K loves
being treated as property and the thought of
being handed over to strangers to be used harshly at their whim is
probably making her pussy ‘wet’.

‘Okay then,’ says Adams. ‘In the past we have had some people
claim that we have damaged their slaves when they were actually in
that state when they arrived, so for our protection we have started
photographing the ponies naked, when they arrive. So if you could
strip her off and stand her against that wall, we’ll get that taken
care of. Did you bring her own trainers or running shoes along?
She’ll have to do a fair bit of running so it’s best if they do it
in shoes that they have broken in, a pony’s no use if she can’t
walk properly due to blisters.’

I take K
to the wall he indicated and tell her to strip. Once she has taken
her clothes off, neatly folded them and handed them to me, I give
her the trainers that she runs in back home, and she puts them on.
Adams puts the collar on her and makes sure the name and D and S
tags are clearly visible. Then he puts her in Display mode with
hands behind her head and photographs her all over, front, back and
sides.

‘Can I get copies of those photos?’ I ask. I want to have one
blown up and framed showing K with the name tag Sweet Pea. I’ll hang it above my
desk and she’ll cringe every time she looks at it.

‘Certainly, I’ll have the memory card copied and sent up to
your room.’

I pack
her clothes in her bag as she won’t be needing them again for a
while. She is left standing there naked as Adams gets onto a
walkie-talkie that is on his desk and calls someone to the
office.

Minutes
later a man enters the office. Yes, he looks like a cowboy with a
cowboy hat and leather waistcoat and denim jeans. He is older than
I expected, not a young stud but more like a 50 year old, tall,
slim, with a grey, droopy moustache. Adams introduces him as Kurt
and we shake hands.

‘Kurt is one of our most experienced trainers. He’ll take care
of your girl,’ say Adams.

Kurt
reads the clipboard, walks over and checks the tags on K’s collar.
Then he exams her. He doesn’t ask her to turn round, he just takes
her by the shoulder and turns her around. His hands slide over her
body, squeezing her arse, feeling her breasts, thighs and her
biceps and stomach, like he’s examining a horse. For the next few
weeks that’s how she’ll be treated, as an animal. ‘Good muscle
tone. She’ll run for miles this one.’ K says nothing and keeps her
eyes on the floor.

‘She runs regularly and I make her work out in the gym,’ I
reply. ‘She can be wilful though so don’t be afraid to lay the whip
on her, if you need to.’

He nods,
I hold her case out to him but he asks, ‘What’s in the
case?’

‘Fresh clothes, toiletries.’

‘Just give me her toothbrush and toothpaste. She won’t need
anything else, we wash them every day, so she doesn’t need to bring
any soap.’ I do as he asks.

Kurt
takes out a pair of handcuffs and fastens K’s hands behind her
back. Then he produces a leash and clips it to her collar. ‘Any
last words?’ he asks me.

I put my
hand on K’s shoulder and tell her, ‘Be a good girl dear, and do
what the man tells you. I’ll see you when you’ve finished your
training.’ K looks at me and then back at the floor. Kurt grabs the
leash and leads her out of the door. I step out onto the veranda
and watch as he leads her to the stables. K looks so small and
vulnerable next to him as she is led away, and I want to call out,
‘Stop! Bring her back. I don’t want her to do this,’ but I hold my
tongue as I must respect her wishes. She wants to do this and I
promised I’d help her on her journey down this path, so I can only
look on helplessly.

‘Let me call a carriage to take you to the hotel,’ says Adams.
He calls someone on the walkie-talkie and within minutes a carriage
pulls up with someone sitting in the seat and being pulled by a
pair of identical, blonde beauties.

I look
at Adams and he tells me, ‘Yes, they’re twins. They belong to The
Ranch, so they’re here permanently. A lot of our guests get a kick
out of them. You should take them out one afternoon. It’s worth
it.’

I shake his hand and climb aboard. They take me up to the
hotel, it’s one of those grand, Southern houses, all painted white,
like you see in the movies such as Gone
with the Wind, where there is a wide
veranda on the ground floor and a balcony on the floor above, that
circles the building and is supported by those Roman looking
columns.

As I’m
booking in a tall, distinguished looking gentleman comes across the
foyer to greet me. I’ve seen him before at Society dos but never
spoke to him. His name is Justin Moncrieff and The Ranch belongs to
him. He’s in his 60’s and has brilliant white hair and a large
moustache. He’s wearing a grey suit but if he had a white suit on
and hair on his chin he’d be the spitting image of Colonel Sanders.
(You Generation Z types will have to Google that name.)

‘Mr. Gilchrist, how are you? Thank you for choosing my
establishment, I hope you’ll have a good time here. Your girl
settled in all right?’ (I won’t attempt to write his dialogue in a
Southern accent, I couldn’t do it justice. It would be all full of
‘Howdy, stranger’ and ‘Well, I do declare’.) It would sound like
Foghorn Leghorn … Google is your friend, look him up.

I shake
his outstretched hand. ‘Thank you, Mr. Moncrieff, yes she’s off to
the stables with … Kurt?’

‘Yes, Kurt. She’ll be fine with him, he comes off as a bit
mean to start off with but he has a soft spot for a pretty girl.
One of our top trainers, been with us for years. Why don’t you join
me in my office for a drink?’

When we
get to his office he pours me a drink and I say, ‘You’re really
going out of my way to make me feel welcome, Mr.
Moncrieff.’

‘Oh please, call me Justin. We’re fellow Society members after
all.’

‘Well in that case, please call me Roger.’

‘Roger it is then. I understand that you’re a good friend of
the Contessa? A formidable woman indeed, a force to be reckoned
with. I find her a little scary at times to be honest, wouldn’t you
say?’

I think
back to a short while ago when I had her on her knees before me,
sucking my cock after I’d taken my belt to her. ‘Yes, she can be a
handful I must admit. Lovely place you have here. Been here
long?’

‘Since before the Civil War. The Moncrieff’s have lived on
this estate for generations. Family legends say they’ve always been
into the darker side of sex as I understand it, Hellfire clubs and
so on, so when the Society started up some of the family joined.
Then when they could no longer make money through horse trading
they turned it into a private Society establishment.’

‘Profitable?’

‘Oh very. We don’t confine ourselves to just the Society, not
enough of the members are into pony play but we accept other guests
as long as they come with a reference. With the weather as it here
we can run all year round, whereas some other rivals in Germany and
England have to close during winter.’

‘How many of your guests here now are Society
members?’

‘Oh it’s about 50/50. Tell you what, why don’t you join me for
dinner?’ 7 o’clock okay with you?’

‘Yes, that sounds okay.’

‘Fine. I’ll have someone take you up to your room, it’s one of
our best. Your cases are already there.’ He phones Reception and
asks them to send someone in and they show me to my
room.

Justin
Moncrieff must really be wanting to stay on the good side of the
Contessa if he’s sucking up to me like this. Oh well, I won’t say
no to special treatment.
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I come down for dinner before 7 o’clock, you know what I’m
like about punctuality, if you’re on time then you’re late! I look around the
dining room but I don’t see Moncrieff anywhere. I speak to the
Maître D’. ‘I had an invitation to join Mr. Moncrieff for dinner
but I don’t see him anywhere.’

‘Are you Mr. Gilchrist?’

‘Yes I am.’

‘Mr. Moncrieff is waiting for you in his private dining room,
if you’d like to follow me.’ He leads me across the dining room and
opens a set of doors. Moncrieff is seated at a circular table. I
thank the Maître D’ and he exits, closing the doors behind
him.

‘Roger,’ he greets me. ‘A glass of wine?’

‘Yes, thank you.’

He hands
me a menu to peruse while he pours the drinks. ‘We can put our
order in while we have an aperitif.’

‘Tell you what, Justin, I’ll leave it up to you to choose,
it’s your hotel you know what’s good.’

‘Fine. Do you eat shellfish?’

‘Most things except oysters. I don’t like them.’

‘Good, we’ll have King Prawns to start with and then
Chateaubriand. They know what wines to bring with it.’

‘Chateaubriand? Doesn’t that take something like 90 minutes to
cook?’

‘True but I ordered it about an hour ago as I planned on
having it anyway. I told them to make sure that there was enough
for 2 just in case you wanted it as well.’ He presses a buzzer and
a waiter comes in and takes our order.

‘Lovely place you have here. Was this the family home or did
you rebuild?’ I ask him.

‘The main part is the original family house but when they
decided to turn it into a hotel, they built the extensions on the
east and west wings to give sufficient new rooms. The stables
already existed of course, but when we went into the human pony
training business we built the admin block and the dormitories on
the stables.’

‘How many ponies can you accommodate?’

‘We can take about 20 guests and their ponies but we also have
some ponies of our own that live and work here full time. The twins
for example. Incidentally, I highly recommend you take them out for
a spin one day, you won’t regret it. They’re delicious.’

It’s not
long before our food arrives and we tuck in. By the time we’ve
finished the King Prawns, after a short pause, the Chateaubriand
arrives and we begin.

The
conversation tails off a bit as we eat and then Justin says, ‘I
knew your father quite well, it was a sad loss to the Society, no
the world, when he passed. He came here quite often you
know.’

‘I didn’t know that. In fact I didn’t know anything about the
world of The Society until he died and certain documents were
passed onto me.’

‘Oh yes, he came at least once a year. Used to bring a cute
little filly along with him, great ass and magnificent breasts. He
always let me have a go on her when they were here.’

I stop with my fork halfway to my mouth. ‘Steady on, that’s my mother you’re
talking about!’

‘Relax son, it wasn’t your mother, I’ve met your mother at
Slave Auctions and the like. This was someone else. Now who was
she? Pretty young thing, great body, name started with ‘J’ I seem
to remember.’

‘Judith? He brought Judith
here?’

‘Judith, yes that was it. Yes the pair of them were regulars,
apparently your mother wasn’t into pony play so he brought his
secretary along instead. Wonder what happened to her?’

‘She belongs to me now, I own her. Father made her a company
asset and she came to me when I inherited the firm. She’s still my
Personal Assistant. She’s never mentioned anything about being pony
trained though.’

‘So, do you still … you know … with her?’

‘Regularly. She’s still “a worthy endeavour” shall we
say.’

‘Judith, eh? I wouldn’t mind seeing her again. Do you think
she’d like to come out here for a few weeks? All expenses paid of
course.’

‘Well she’s still an incredible looking woman but she’s 50
now, she wouldn’t be able to cope with being a pony, not at her
age.’

‘Oh no, I wouldn’t use her as a pony. She’d be here purely as
my personal sex-slave. First class air travel and she’d have her
own private suite here at the hotel.’

‘You seem quite keen on seeing her again.’

‘When you get to my age you start looking back over your life
and there’s some places and people you want to revisit while you
still have time. Judith is one of those people, I always envied
your father having Judith. After my wife died I never found a
Judith of my own and I regret it. I’d like to see her again, just
for old times’ sake. Do you think you could send her out to see
me?’

‘I could order it I suppose but our relationship has developed
to the stage where I ask her
nowadays if she wants to do anything. I can put
it to her if you like and if she says yes then fine, I’ve no
objections, but I won’t make her do it.’

‘That’s fair enough, I understand. I’d be grateful if you’d
put it to her though, I’d like to see her again.’

‘You’ve got it.’

‘In that case my young friend, whatever you paid for your stay
here will be refunded in full and for the rest of your stay
everything is on the house.’

‘That’s not necessary,’ I protest.

‘But I insist, you’re doing me a big favour and from now on
you are my guest here and not a paying customer.’

What can
I say to that? These Southern gentlemen are noted for their
hospitality and it’s reaching the point where to carry on refusing
his generous offer would be seen as churlish and bad mannered, so I
gracefully accept.




 





ANIMAL
FARM

 


 


Next day
I decide to take a mid-morning stroll down to the stables to see
how Sweet Pea’s first night in the ‘dorm’ with the other ponies
went. I see many of the pony girls mucking out the stables with
pitchforks and brooms and putting fresh straw down. Others are
struggling with the bales of hay, some of the girls carry a bale
between them, while some of the better built ones are being made to
carry one on their own, on their shoulders. Occasionally a trainer
chivvies them along with a whip. The idea is to work them hard,
tire them out and get them used to hard labour. Frankly some of
them look as if they have led a pampered life up until now, unlike
K, who I make run and workout regularly.

I’m glad
to see that although mostly naked the girls are wearing work boots
with thick soles. The most important part of a pony girl is her
feet, I imagine. If something happens to those then she cannot
walk, let alone run, so she simple ceases to be any use as a pony
girl, whereas a ‘lame’ sex-slave can still function on her back or
her knees.

I see 3
girls who have their arms tied above their heads to the overhead
roof that fronts the stables. I ask one of the trainers, ‘What’s
with those 3?’

‘They’re going to be whipped later.’

‘What have they done wrong?’

He
shrugs, ‘Nothing, it’s just their turn.’

Ouch, tough management style. I look
around for K but don’t see her anywhere so I enter a couple of the
stables until I find her. She is on her knees, with Kurt’s cock in
her mouth. Her hands are fastened behind her back as he holds her
head and pumps his dick back and forth into her throat, forcing her
to choke on each stroke. Beside them another trainer is fucking a
pretty blonde girl, who is on all fours, as he takes her from
behind.

Both the
trainers look at me and I tell them, ‘Don’t mind me, please carry
on. Just send Sweet Pea out to me when you’re finished, would you?
I’d like a word with her.’ They both agree and go back their
business.

I go
back outside and I’m leaning on a post supporting the overhanging
roof when I hear a voice say, ‘It can be annoying, having to wait
while they play with our ponies when we want to talk to them, isn’t
it?’ I turn round and see a tall, blonde beauty looking at me. I’ve
been to lots of Society functions but I’ve never seen her
before.

‘Indeed it can, but as it’s her first day, I don’t want to
interfere and start insisting that they stop and let me talk to
her. It kind of defeats the whole object of bringing them here to
be trained if I’m constantly going to interrupt it.’

‘And being fucked by their trainers is part of the training,
is it?’

‘Well, yes. For the next few weeks if they haven’t been taught
this before, they are to be treated as lowly farm animals, at the
beck and call and free use of any of us that are staying at that
hotel up there. Being sexually available to anyone who has the
money to come here shows them just what lowly pieces of meat they
are, nothing more. Or so it says in the brochure.’

She
laughs at my little joke. I fancy a smoke and take out my cigars.
If they were cigarettes then I’d have no compunction about offering
her one but as they’re not, I hesitate. ‘Mind if I have one of
those?’ she asks.

I give
her a cigar and as I offer a light, she says, ‘We’d better take it
over there, they get kind of nervous about smoking around that much
straw.’ She leads me off some way and then I light our cigars. ‘My
name is Carlotta van Beek,’ she tells me. ‘But you can call me
Lottie.’

‘Roger … Roger Gilchrist,’ I reply.

‘I know, I asked about you at Reception.’

‘And why would you do that?’

‘Well I’ve been coming here for some years, a lot of the faces
are familiar to me, but when a new one shows up I get curious about
them … especially when they’re as handsome you.’


Occasionally part of my job when I worked in Intelligence was
interrogating prisoners, (interviewing them, not torturing them) so
I know when someone is bullshitting me. ‘I’m flattered,’ I tell
her. ‘And may I return the compliment, you’re an exceptionally
attractive woman.’

‘Just a combination of good genes, my father could afford the
finest looking wives, a smidgen of plastic surgery here and there
and cunningly applied cosmetics. Amazing what you can achieve when
you have lots of money.’

‘And every penny well spent.’ (See, I can bullshit with the
best of them.) ‘You say you’ve been coming here for years and yet
your girl is undergoing basic
pony training. Hasn’t she got the hang of it
yet?’

‘New girl, never been here before. I change girls quite often,
someone once accused me of changing them more often than I change
my shoes, but that’s just me, I like variety.’

‘But not that much it would seem, Lottie, if you always have
pony girls and
always bring them here.’

‘A girl can look so pretty when she’s all dolled up in her
pony girl outfit, but it’s never the same with a man. They just
look … odd. I keep my men slaves for other business.’

‘Lucky men.’

At that
moment Kurt catches our attention as he is bringing K and the
blonde girl over to us. ‘We prefer it if we don’t have casual
droppers-by to interrupt the pony training but as you’re their
owners it’s quite all right. Just release them when you’re done and
they’ll find their way back to the stables.’ He hands us their
leashes and turns away.

‘Oh, so the blonde pony is yours? Very pretty,’ I
say.

‘That’s right, she has the name Bluebell while she’s here. And
you have a fine specimen there too, Roger, well-toned, you must
exercise her a lot.’

‘Running and gym training at least every other day. I’ve told
her I want to see a six-pack on her by the end of
summer.’

‘And if she doesn’t achieve that?’

‘She’ll regret it,’ I reply, calmly. This gets a shocked look
from K but a little smile from our Miss van Beek, which tells me a
lot about her. I don’t really mean it, I just wanted to see
Lottie’s reaction.

‘May I take a closer look?’ Lottie asks.

‘By all means, go ahead.’ K, being well trained, simply stands
there without flinching as Lottie runs her hands over her body. I
figured that Lottie, who appears to have lesbian tendencies, would
just feel up K’s breasts and pussy, but as well as that she checks
out her entire body in just the same way that Kurt did yesterday,
when we arrived. Lottie runs her hands over K’s shoulders, stomach,
buttocks and thighs, even her biceps. She’s not just ‘copping a
feel’ as we say, she seems to be judging her like horseflesh, in
the manner Kurt did.

Lottie
clicks her fingers to attract Bluebell’s attention. ‘This is how
you’re going to look when I’ve finished with you.’ Which makes me
rather sad for Bluebell as she is a very attractive girl with a
good body, nice figure just not gym-honed like K’s is. To turn her
into a clone of K will take a lot of hard work and she will suffer
greatly achieving it.

‘Perhaps when they’re trained we should swap ponies at the 12
o’clock parade,’ says Lottie. ‘I’d like to see how this one runs,’
and she puts a hand possessively on K’s shoulder.

‘Sorry, the what?’ I ask.

‘Of course, your first time isn’t it? When the ponies have
passed their first week of training they still do the farm work in
the mornings but at 12 o’clock every day, all the trained ponies
are taken up the hotel and the guests get to choose the pony they
would like to carry them around that afternoon. What time they
would like them to be readied for them and if they have any costume
requirements. Some people like them dressed in leather or latex for
example, dressed in corsets or run naked, whatever the guest’s
preference. Then the trainers take them away, scrub them clean,
dress them up and bring them back at the designated
time.

‘So when these 2 are ready, I can take Sweet Pea out for a run
and you can take Bluebell. We can meet up out on the course and
have a spot of lunch and sex with them … or anyone else we fancy
having sex with.’ She gives me a suggestive look.

‘That sounds like a plan. I want to be the first one to ride
Sweet Pea but after that she’ll be open season for anyone so we can
certainly do a swap, if you’d like.’

‘Agreed,’ replies Lottie. ‘Anyway, you wanted to speak to your
pony, so I’ll just take Bluebell over there and we can all talk
privately.’ She leads Bluebell away by her leash.

K asks
me matter-of-factly, ‘Are you fucking her, Master?’

‘No … not yet anyways, but I’ve got a feeling that’s what she
has planned. Something odd there though. I’ll ask Moncrieff what he
knows about her.’

‘Moncrieff?’

‘He’s the man that owns The Ranch. The place has been in his
family for generations and it got turned into this human pony
training establishment. Do you know he even knows Judith? My father
used to bring her here for pony training apparently? Moncrieff had
the hots for her and used to ride her often.’

‘Well I never,’ replies K, as shocked by it as I
was.

‘So, how was your first night in the dorm?’

K pulls
a face. ‘Well, apparently it’s traditional that new girls are given
a welcome gang bang on their first night, the personal trainer gets
first crack at the pony and then all the trainers get to use her.
It’s done in the dorm and the other ponies have to watch, so
Bluebell and I spent most of the night on our knees or on our backs
with our legs in the air.’

‘Well you knew that sort of thing was going to
happen.’

‘Oh I’m not complaining, I expected it as being “par for the
course”. At least they have the decency to just fuck you one at a
time instead of just all piling in on you and filling every hole.
After all that’s why I’m here, to be used and punished harshly,
isn’t it?’

‘At your request,’ I remind her.

‘I have to do this, Master. If I can survive everything that
everyone throws at me, then I will never be afraid
again.’

‘I thought being with me meant you didn’t have to be
afraid?’

‘I know that you’d protect me with your life if it came to it
… but the fear is always there that one day I’ll lose your
protection and be at the mercy of “bad men” again. This journey I’m
on means that if I can cope with everything that comes my way, I
never have to be afraid of anything
again.’

‘I’d never leave you,’ I insist for the millionth
time.

‘But you might not have a choice. You might get sick and die
or be hit by a bus … oh, I don’t want to think about that, it
upsets me, just accept that I need to do this. Support me in this,
please?’

I reach
behind her and squeeze her naked buttock. I whisper in her ear. ‘Of
course I’ll support you, I love you, K.’

‘Good, then tell the trainers you want them to be harsher with
me, use the whip more and pass me around every night.’

‘Okay, if that’s what you want. I’ll tell them that and then
leave you alone for the rest of the week. I won’t see you again
until they present you to me next week, fully trained when I take
you for your first run.’

‘I’ll make you so proud of me, Master. I promise I
will.’

‘I know you will, K. You always do.’ I lead her back to the
stables and issue instructions to Kurt on how she is to be treated.
They are used to such instructions regarding the kind of treatment
to be given to the ponies, after all some ponies are sent to The
Ranch as a punishment, and he just accepts it and promises to
spread the word around.

I pat K
on the shoulder and then make my way back to the hotel.




 





TAKEN FOR A
RIDE

 


 


I’m
sitting in my hotel room reading the guest information pack that is
provided in each room, room service, laundry, how to book pony
girls, the courses laid out around The Ranch etc. Apparently there
are various courses of different lengths, depending on how fit your
pony girl is. There is the 3 miler around the lake, then there is a
large U-bend shaped one that has roads intersecting the route, so
you can cut the trip short by turning into one of the short cuts
that will take you from one side of the U-bend to the other.
Finally there is a route that runs right round the perimeter of The
Ranch and that is about 10 miles long.


Fortunately all the routes have been covered in asphalt, so
even in rainy weather you could still take your pony out and not
have to worry about getting stuck in the mud.

I look
at my watch and see that it’s nearly time for the 12 o’clock parade
and I’m just about to pack up and go down to view it and make my
selection when the phone rings.

‘Hello, Mr. Gilchrist here.’

‘Good, you’re in, I was afraid I might not catch you in time,’
breathes the sexy voice of Carlotta van Beek down the phone at me.
‘I’ve booked the twins for this afternoon at 2 o’clock, care to
join me on the ride? I thought it’ll give us time to have lunch
first then we can take them for a spin, in more ways than one,’ she
gives a throaty chuckle.

‘Sounds fun,’ I reply.

‘Fine, get your shit together and meet me in the restaurant.’
CLICK.

‘To what do I owe this pleasure?’ I ask Lottie as I take my
seat at her table.

‘I don’t like to … eat alone,’ she replies, handing me a menu.
There is already a bottle of wine opened on the table and 2 glasses
have been poured.

I make
my choice and she waves the waiter over and gives our
order.

‘So, the twins eh? They come heartily recommended.’

‘Oh they deserve that recommendation, believe me,’ Lottie
assures me. ‘They’re quite willing to indulge in any sexual
perversion that their riders might request. They live to serve. I
thought we’d take them down by the lake and we could both have
them.’

‘Sounds like a plan,’ I agree, as the waiter brings our food
and we tuck in.

After
lunch we retire to the bar and have a few drinks while we wait for
2 o’clock. Reception notifies us when the twins arrive and on the
way out, Lottie collects a picnic hamper from them.

We walk
down the stairs and Lottie talks to the handler while I admire our
ponies. They truly are magnificent, Swedish I’m told, identical
stunning looking blonde women, totally naked except for their
running boots and the horse harnesses on their heads. I’m glad to
see that their breasts are large enough that they will bounce up
and down as they run.

Lottie
stows the hamper in the under seat compartment and invites me to
climb aboard. Taking the reins she issues the command, ‘Walk on,’
and the twin ponies set off. The twins are well-practised as
ponies, as they start off on the same foot, and stay in step all
the way, military style. I watch how Lottie handles the reins and
controls the girls, using the whip sparingly but using it
nevertheless, and by the time we reach the lake I reckon I could
handle a carriage and pony myself.

We
circle around to the other side of the lake before pulling over by
one of the picnic benches. Lottie releases the twins from between
the shafts and takes them over to the bench. I see she likes being
the one in charge, controlling the girls. I remove the hamper and
bring it over to the table.

Throwing
a blanket on the ground, Lottie has the twins kneel before her and
removes their head harnesses. Then she opens the picnic hamper,
takes some food out and starts to feed the girls. ‘I told the
stables not to feed them before delivering them. I like to make
them dependent on me for food. I get a kick out of being in control
of them and they are more obedient if they are hungry, I’ve
found.’

I look
at her dubiously but she responds, ‘Don’t pretend to be “holier
than thou”. You own slaves, remember. We’re all here because we
like to dominate other people.’

I can’t
really argue with her so I pour us both some wine as she feeds our
‘ponies for the day’. She kisses and talks to them as she feeds
them, calling them her ‘pets’ and her ‘darlings’. I don’t mind,
whatever gets her wet, I suppose.

After they’ve finished eating, Lottie says to me, ‘It takes
men some time to recover after sex whereas a woman just needs a
minute to get her breath back. So why don’t you have one of
these pretty ponies now and then I can play with both of them until you’re up for
it again. Then you can have the other one.’

‘Does it matter in which order I have them? Is there a
roster?’ I ask, sarcastically.

‘They’re both identical, silly. Just take the nearest
one.’

So I do.
I lie down and pull one over to me. She responds by unbuttoning my
shirt and licking my chest. Working her way down my body, she
undoes my trousers and pulls them down. Then she pulls back my
boxers and takes my erect cock in her mouth. I lay back and sigh.
Rolling my head to the side I see that the other twin is undressing
Lottie and kissing all the bits of her exposed flesh as they become
visible.

Soon the sight of 2 gorgeous women going down on each other
while being sucked off by a 3rd gorgeous woman is making it
hard to just lie there and take it. I gently disengage the pony
from my dick and rolling her onto her back, enter her. My body
needs to move and move it does, fast and hard until we arrive at
the inevitable and I pull out of her pussy and shuffle up to her
mouth and finish off in there.

As I
roll off and lie there gasping, I see my sex partner make her way
over to join her sister in pleasuring Lottie. The 2 of them work on
her to bring her to a frenzy until with loud moans she ‘pops her
cork’. Unlike men though (a fact for which we are eternally
jealous) she hasn’t had her fill and they carry on, licking,
sucking, stroking each other until they take her to the top of the
hill again and push her off.

After a
break where Lottie and I drink some wine, one of the twins takes me
in hand (I’ve no idea which one it is) and rubs me until I’m erect.
Lottie has been kissing the other girl and stroking her pussy until
she is wet. ‘She’s ready for you now,’ she says to me. ‘Go to him,
there’s a good girl.’

That
twin (which may be the one I’ve already had, I don’t know) takes me
in her mouth for a time to get me good and hard, then taking me by
the cock, pulls me down on top of her for me to have my
fun.

After
finishing in her mouth as well (I don’t want to leave her with
spunk running down her thighs, I’m considerate like that) we dress,
pack up and Lottie attaches the twins to the carriage again. Then
we complete our circuit of the lake and back to the
stables.

Lottie
and I walk back up the hill together and we agree that we will do a
pony swap next week when our girls become available. She’ll take K
out and I will take her girl, Bluebell. Perhaps a double
date.

We do
however arrange to meet for dinner that night after which, to my
surprise, she invites me back to her room, where we fuck. As she
puts it, ‘If someone gives you a box of chocolates, why would you
only eat chocolates from the top layer when there is another layer
below with just as many tasty and exciting flavours?’




 





PONY
GIRL

 


 


I’m
relaxing in my room, waiting for Reception to call me. It’s the
first day of the second week. K has finished her training and will
be presented to me today. The past week has gone pretty much as
expected. While we waited for our girls to finish their training,
Lottie and I have taken different ponies out every day, presumably
had sex with them (I know I did) and then we met up for dinner,
followed by sex in her room or mine.

Suddenly
the phone rings.

‘Hello, Mr. Gilchrist speaking.’

‘Reception here, sir. Your pony has arrived and is awaiting
your inspection.’

‘Thank you, I’ll be right down.’

I throw
on my lightweight jacket and a panama hat, but before I leave the
room I take a couple of items out of my suitcase and slip them into
my coat pocket. Then I grab my 4K GoPro camera, as I want some
pictures of this.

I walk
out onto the veranda of the hotel carrying the wicker hamper
containing lunch for K and myself, which I ordered. There before me
is K (or should I say Sweet Pea) decked out in pony girl regalia
and tethered between the shafts of a single person carriage. I
descend the steps and Kurt comes forward. ‘Your pony is all ready
and fully trained for you to enjoy, Mr. Gilchrist. Take her for a
run and if you’re satisfied then I understand you wish for her to
be added to the daily roster and be available for any of the guests
to book.’

‘That’s right, she is to be available to everyone. I’m not
selfish, anyone can have a go on her, I don’t mind.’ I say it loud
enough for K to hear and she shakes her head and shuffles her feet
to show she heard me. She likes it when I tell others she is to be
treated as an object.

I look
the trap over, it’s made of lightweight steel with a padded seat
for one person with 2 shafts stretching out ahead, to which the
pony is attached to pull the contraption. Underneath the seat is a
compartment with mesh sides big enough to take the picnic hampers
that they hand out for luncheon. The wheels are large with rubber
tyres, like bicycle wheels.

Kurt and
I are standing by the carriage and K can’t see us as she’s staring
straight ahead. She’s been trained and knows better than to turn
around and look at us. Kurt explains how to attach/detach K from
the shafts, the few simple commands it takes to make K behave as
you wish and how to control her with the reins. Lastly he hands me
the horse whip. It’s long and stiff with a flexible lash on the
end, so you can reach the pony to gee them up with a quick flick,
it’s not designed to punish just chivvy them along. I have one at
home and used it on K when I took her out running naked in the
snow, in the field behind my house.

I slip
Kurt a few hundred bucks as a tip and send him on his way, as I
want my first encounter with my ‘new pony girl’ to be private, just
between me and her. I put the horse whip in the hole on the
carriage and approach K.

I stand
in front of her, ‘Hello Sweet Pea.’ She has a metal bit between her
teeth and can’t talk properly so she just dips her head to
acknowledge me. Her eyes are sparkling as she looks at me, so
excited to be here, dressed like that, before me. I take my time
and circle her, examining her outfit. She is naked except for the
various harnesses and the boots she is wearing.

She has
on her head a harness with kind of a leather tiara across her
forehead, which buckles at the back of her head. From the top of
the ‘tiara’ a burst of brightly coloured feathers stick up into the
sky. Straps come down from each side of the tiara to large metal
rings and between the rings is a metal ‘horses bit’ which is
tightly fixed in her mouth. Also from the rings straps run around
to the back of her head, where they buckle together, pulling the
bit tight in her mouth. Below that she is wearing a wide, stiff
leather collar from which the reins are attached to either side,
stretching back to the driver’s seat. To control the pony’s
direction you simply pull on the left rein to turn left and pull on
the right one to turn right.

On her
body she wears a leather harness made of straps which have
connecting rings and buckles so the straps come down from her neck
then split to go between, above and below her breasts, around her
waist, down between her legs and up again to her waist. As it comes
up between her buttocks it has a hole in it, through which
protrudes a pony tail, which is the end of a butt plug they have
inserted in her.

All the
straps covering the front of her body lead round to her back where
they all buckle together and her forearms are fastened tightly
across her lower back by straps, so she is unable to use her hands.
Over all this, around her waist, is another wide leather belt that
connects her by its D rings to the shafts of the carriage, or trap
I should call it really. From the belt straps go up, under her
armpits, over her shoulder and back down to her waist, so that she
is pulling the trap with her shoulders and not just her
waist.

I’m glad
to see that on her legs she is wearing knee length boots but
instead of high-heels they have sensible, sturdy soles, made for
walking distances. High-heels might look fine in a 5 minute video
where the pony girl is tottering about in someone’s back garden,
but on a proper outing on The Ranch’s roads, where some of the
routes are 10 miles long, they would be totally useless, if not
dangerous to the pony.

I take
my time examining K while she waits nervously for my verdict. She
has never presented herself like this before to me and she is
anxious to see how I like it. She’s worn body harnesses before but
never the full ‘pony girl outfit’. I stand there in front of her,
looking her up and down, shaking my head.

‘Something’s not right,’ I tell her. Her mouth drops, as much
as it can with a bit forced into it, and her head goes down, afraid
that I find her disappointing. I reach up to her tits where she is
still wearing nipple studs, the barbell type. I unscrew the heads
of each of them and remove them. Then I take some things out of my
coat pocket. ‘You should be wearing your silver bells,’ I tell her,
as I thread the hooks through her pierced nipples.

Silver Bells. The things that started this whole journey off.
When K first came to me and asked to have her nipples pierced, one
of the reasons she gave was that she saw some pony girls online
wearing silver bells through their nipples and, as she put it,
‘They looked so pretty,’ that she wanted some too. From there it
slowly morphed into wanting to be
(or at least trying it out) a pony girl herself.
And now, just to complete the circle, she is one and she’s wearing
silver bells also. It seemed only fitting, so I brought them
along.

‘There, now you look pretty,’ I tell her. I give her tits a light slap to
make them jiggle and the bells tinkle musically.

We look at each other and I can see she is beaming with
pleasure at my thoughtfulness and that fact that I approve of her.
I lean close to her and say into her ear, ‘You look fabulous. I am
so proud of you … my
Princess.’

She manages to force a reply out through her bit,
‘I lugg you, Magster.’ Her eyes fill with tears and despite her blinking rapidly,
some escape and roll down her cheeks. I take out my handkerchief
and dry her tears. Fortunately she isn’t wearing any eye makeup so
it doesn’t get smeared (animals are not allowed makeup).

‘I want to take some pictures of you before we set off. A few
pictures of you in your outfit and then some video of you walking
up and down pulling the cart while I film it. Then we’ll go for a
spin and I’ll take some video along the way. Okay?’

K nods
her agreement, so I walk around her taking dozens of photos of her
as a pony girl and her attached to the cart, then I get her to take
the cart down the road a ways and then come back to me while I film
her in action. She obediently does as instructed.

I pack
the hamper in the storage area at the back of the trap and tell her
that we’ll go on the 5 mile route and I promise her that we’ll walk
and I won’t make her run. After all, we’re going to have lunch and
then hopefully fuck, so I don’t want her worn out. She nods her
understanding, she knows the routes well enough now, as the
trainers will have taken her through all of them.

I climb
aboard and after clipping the GoPro camera to the side of the trap
so I can film her from behind as we go, I take the horse whip and
give her a crack across her back (she’d be disappointed if I didn’t
use it on her, it’s all part of the role she’s playing) and we set
off.

We set
out on the 5 mile U shaped route, which is a long straight road to
begin with and cross routes connecting it with the returning leg.
When I judge we are about the half way spot, I turn K off into the
next through road to find one of the picnic spots. We come to a
halt and I unclip K from the shafts and the reins attached to her
collar. Then I remove the bit from her mouth and give her a drink
of water. I kiss her long and hard with plenty of tongue as her
mouth is now free.

She’s
probably expecting me to completely release her from her restraints
while we have lunch, but she’s in for a surprise if she believes
that. She wants to be a pony girl so I will treat her as such. Each
picnic area has a wooden table with benches fixed to it on either
side. I make K kneel by the bench with her hands still fastened
behind her back, and I put the picnic hamper on the table. I intend
to feed her by hand. I sit down on the bench by her and she rests
her head against my leg.

‘Oh God Master, I’ve missed you. I’ve seen you go by, riding
other ponies, but I’ve not had the chance to simply
be with you, like
this.’

‘I’ve missed you too, K.’ I start rubbing her nipples with my
thumbs.

‘Aren’t you going to untie my hands?’ she asks.

‘No. You want to play pony girl, we’ll play pony girl.’ I
carry on fondling her breasts. After a few moments I tell her to
get up. I help her to her feet and unbuckle the strap between her
legs. I remove the butt plug and then sit her on the bench beside
me.

I kiss
her while I rub her pussy until it’s nice and wet, then I tell her
to kneel again and I unzip my cock and put it in her mouth. I
position the GoPro camera so I can film our intimate moments. Her
experienced mouth soon brings me to full erection before long and I
lean back and enjoy the pleasure she brings me.

I don’t
want to enjoy that mouth too much though and miss out on all the
other pleasures her body can bring me, so I help her to her feet
and after positioning the camera at the head of the table, I bend
her over, face down, at the other end and enter her. She gives a
sigh of pleasure. At first I just ease myself into her and hold
there for a moment. It has always seemed to me that K’s pussy is
the exact fit to the size of my cock. Fanciful I know, I realise
that it just expands to accommodate whatever size cock is thrust in
there, take Bruce for example, but whenever I enter her my cock
seems to fit exactly. It feels at home.

So I
slide in and out of her, slowly at first but as the heat rises in
me I push harder and faster and K urges me on as she is taken by
the moment as well. We have missed each other and can’t wait to
consummate our passion. Eventually the inevitable happens and as I
bend over and grab her by the shoulders and ram into her, K is also
gasping and moaning as she comes. When I’m spent, I collapse onto
her back and it’s a few moments before we can uncouple ourselves
and stand upright again.

We sit
down on the bench and get our breath back. I open the hamper and we
eat, I have to feed K as her arms are still fastened behind her
back but it’s no problem as I specifically ordered sandwiches,
chicken drumsticks and fruit, easily able to be hand fed to another
person. I also feed her sips of wine from my metal
goblet.

As we
eat she asks me about Lottie van Beek. ‘Are you fucking her yet?’
she asks without any trace of jealousy, but fully convinced that it
was only a matter of time before I nailed Lottie. (Such confidence
is ego-boosting.) K understands that the Master is free to screw
whoever he likes and she can’t be upset about it, and should he
choose to point his cock in her direction then she should consider
herself lucky.

‘Every night, but during other times she likes to devour
young, female ponies like yourself. So watch yourself.’

I tell
her that Lottie suggested that we take out each other’s ponies or
even double dating with her riding K and me riding Bluebell. K
thinks it’s a good idea as we could go down to the lake and she
would like to watch me fuck Bluebell, even though it meant she
would have to eat Lottie’s pussy.

‘I’ll set it up then,’ I tell her.

‘Apart from that will you take me out again?’ she
asks.

‘Well the idea behind this trip, like all our trips, is that
you’re not just here for me. I want you to experience what it means
to be a pony girl to all sorts of other men … or women. True
experience is not just having sex with your Master all the
time.’

‘Very well, Master, I understand,’ she agrees but I can see
that after the couple of hours that we’ve just spent together she
wishes that I wasn’t so determined for her to get that experience.
‘We could have run this course you know, you didn’t have to make me
walk. Kurt has made me run all the courses except the 10 miler, we
only walked that one.’

‘Really?’

‘Yes, we did the 3 miler around the lake and this U-bend 5
miler. In fact I saw your friend Lottie talking to Kurt before he
took me on the 5 mile run, and she was hanging around when we got
back. If I didn’t know better, I’d say she had a stop-watch on me,
but I’m probably just imagining that.’

‘That’s interesting, why is she interested in you I
wonder?’

‘I’ve got a great body?’ asks K,
fishing for compliments.

‘Of course you have, the best … but I suspect there is more to
it than that. If she just wants your body, why is she interested in
how fast you can run?’

‘There are a few of us that can run the courses and I’ve seen
her watching all of us. You don’t think they’re going to hunt us
for sport, do you?’

‘Well, this deserves further investigation on my part. As you
heard me say to Kurt, you won’t be seeing much of me in the next
week except when I drop by the stables to check up on you, as you
will now be available to all the other hotel guests for their use.
There’s a good possibility that Lottie will book you out and
probably make you run a course. I want you to keep your eyes and
ears open and let me know if you see anything
suspicious.’

‘Of course, Master, anything you say. Master, can I ask that
you use the whip more on me on the way back?’

‘Don’t you get whipped enough by the trainers? I’ve seen the
marks.’

‘Yes but when they whip me it hurts, when you do it it’s like
a kiss, because I know you love me.’ (I think the sex has gone to
her head and she’s going off into flights of fancy but she does
have a lovely turn of phrase. I like to think that she picked it up
from me.)

‘How long are we staying?’ she asks.

‘At least another week but I may stretch it out longer if
we’re both having fun. You good with that?’

‘Whatever pleases you, Master.’

Although
I have had sex with the other pony girls, I have missed fucking K,
so I bend her over the table again and give her what for. It’s not
so desperate and earth-shattering this time but still
great.

‘Right, time for us to finish the course,’ I tell
her.

‘Will you kiss me again before you put the bit back in my
mouth?’

Which I
do, gladly. Then I replace her butt plug, do up the strap that
holds it in and then put her back in the shafts of the carriage. As
requested I give her several hard strokes with the horse whip and
then give the command to ‘Walk on’ and she pulls the carriage the
several miles back to the stables with generous applications of the
whip on the way there.

Just
before I hand K over to the stable staff, I take her hand and
whisper in her ear, ‘You’re my woman, Princess and I love
you.’




 





A DAY AT THE
RACES

 


 


I’m
taking tea on the hotel veranda after my afternoon ride. Today I
took out the little Indian girl because she had nice tits and I
fancied banging her. A pretty little thing, a bit on the chubby
side perhaps, but she’s still young and a few years pulling
carriages around for her owner will wear off that puppy fat, and
she’ll have a body worth mentioning.

I think
she hankered for the days of the British Raj as once she knew I was
English she kept calling me Sahib instead of Master. She’s not the
first Indian slave I’ve come across that wants to belong to an
‘English Sahib’ and serve him. Sadly for her, her owner is from
Venezuela. I took it as a compliment and made sure she came twice
when we screwed, before I shared my lunch with her.

The
waiter was just pouring my first cup of tea when Justin walked
past. ‘Hello, Roger. Mind if I join you?’

‘Not at all,’ I ask the waiter to bring another cup. ‘Have a
sandwich,’ I offer the plate to Justin.

He takes
one gratefully. ‘Just been down the stables checking on the details
for Friday’s pony races.’

‘Pony races? I didn’t know you did that.’

‘Didn’t you read the brochure? It’s in there.’

‘I missed that, I must have turned over 2 pages at once,’ I
bluff.

‘Every Friday we have races between the girls around our
various courses. It’s entirely voluntary, down to the owners
whether they enter them or not.’

‘I’ve ridden around all the courses but I didn’t see a race
track anywhere.’

‘No we don’t have an actual track for them to race round and
round like Ben-Hur, so they race over the routes we have laid out.
Of course the roads aren’t wide enough for them to properly race
against each other, someone would get hurt, so we have time trials.
We send the girls off at 10 minute intervals and each one has their
own stop-watch and so they only race against themselves
really.’

‘What routes do they run?’

‘Once again, that’s up to the owner. They can do the 3 miler
around the lake or the 5 miler as they can be run. No point doing
the 10 miler as they’d have to walk most of it anyway. So the owner
chooses the course and whether they will ride it themselves or give
the pony’s trainer a large tip to race her. The winner in each
group gets a trophy, you know how women like shiny things to put on
the mantelpiece. And of course there’s all the side betting that
goes on between the owners.’

‘I think I’ll put Sweet Pea up for that. She’s a good runner,
she’ll be in with a chance.’

‘Excellent, the more the merrier. You can get an entry form
from Reception.’

‘Fine I’ll do that.’ We sit there quietly drinking our tea,
eating the sandwiches and taking in the view. After a while Justin
offers me a cigar. As we take our first puffs, Justin clears his
throat and says, hesitantly, ‘I hope you don’t think I’m intruding
on your privacy, Roger, but I can’t help but notice you’ve been
getting friendly with Miss van Beek.’

‘That’s right, we took the twins out together one day and then
we did a sort of double date with our ponies. She rode my Sweet Pea
and I took her Bluebell out. We met up down by the lake and “a good
time was had by all” as the saying goes. Then there have been times
we’ve dined together and she’s invited me to her room for a
nightcap. Why … is this a problem?’

‘Roger, far be it from me to interfere in your love-life but I
feel I owe it to your father and to the Contessa to look out for
you, while you’re under my roof. Let me issue you a word of caution
about our Miss van Beek.’

I’m old
enough and smart enough to have learnt that if someone tries to
tell you something or give you advice, listen to it. You can always
ignore it afterwards but until you hear it you don’t know how
important it may be. Besides, I can see that the older man is
genuinely discomforted by having to involve himself in my affairs
like this, so I realise he wouldn’t do it unless he felt he had
to.

‘Go on, I’m listening,’ I tell him.

‘Lottie van Beek surfaces here at The Ranch a couple of times
a year. Each time with a new girl, never seen her bring the same
one twice. Now I like variety as much as the next man … or woman,
in this case, but a new pony every six months or so? And each one a
newbie, never been trained before? Made me suspicious so I made a
few enquiries about her.

‘Apparently she also frequents other pony training
establishments in England and Europe, so throughout a year she may
end up having up to 6 girls trained as ponies. Call me paranoid but
I find that suspicious. None of these girls end up being passed on
or sold to any of the usual suspects in The Society though I can’t
check into the non-Society places, but one has to ask where do
these girls go to? They don’t appear on any of our pony racing
circuits.

‘Of course my contacts only reach where The Society reaches,
which is throughout the western world. We have no insight into what
happens in the Far East or the Arab countries. As you know, The
Society has a policy, we may play at having slaves but we won’t set
up in a country that actually has
slaves and it’s condoned by their
governments.’

‘So you think she’s “white-slaving” these girls off to the
dusky Arabs for their stables?’ I ask with a grin.

He
laughs. ‘Well, when you put it like that it does sound rather
fanciful, I’m sure there’s a more reasonable explanation. Pony
racing is a major underground sport in certain parts of the world
and the girls get paid handsomely, so if that’s the case who am I
to query it. There’s just something about Miss van Beek that makes
me suspicious but she’s innocent until proven guilty, so as long as
she pays her fees and doesn’t cause any trouble, then I’ll let her
come to The Ranch.’

‘Thanks for the warning,’ I tell him. ‘I’ve had a few doubts
about her myself, I must admit, so I’ll take your warning on board,
because now I know it’s not my imagination, someone else feels it
about her too. Don’t worry, I won’t let my guard down around
her.’

 



~~~

 


I won’t
bore you with all the details of the time trials that Friday. I
entered K for the 5 mile run. All the owners and officials gather
outside the front of the hotel which is the Start and Finish
line.

To keep
the place from being too crowded, the individual ponies are only
brought up from the stables 15 minutes before they’re due to race.
To keep things equal, all the girls are naked except for their
collars and their preferred running shoes. It’s not fair to race a
nude pony against one who is all bound up in latex body suits and
leather corsets. They are bound into the carriage by their waist
belts but their hands are free to grip the shafts, to pull the
cart.

When
it’s K’s turn Kurt rides her up from the stable. I’ve asked him to
ride her (for a handsome tip) and he agreed. The 2 of them have
ridden this course together many times so he’s the best chance they
have. It’s the 5 mile course, around the U-bend and back. K runs 5
miles at home, her best time is 45 minutes although she averages 50
minutes. During her enhanced training if she took longer than 55
minutes she was whipped for it. Pulling a cart with a person on
board, I estimate that she should take between 60 to 75
minutes.

While K
is waiting to be called forward to the Start, I rub her ear and
tell her that I have complete confidence in her, her only rivals
are a slim Chinese girl who looks like a runner and a tall, Nordic
type blonde. She looks slightly overweight until you get up close
and you can see it is all muscle. K promises me she’ll do her best
and I know she will.

She is
called forward and Kurt drives her into position. The steward
counts down to zero and then starts the stop-watch. With a crack of
the whip across K’s back, they set off. The Start line is on the
top of the slight rise and so every contestant gets off to a flying
start but many of them will find that slope a ‘mountain’ when they
approach the Finish line. As they disappear out of sight, I wander
off into the hotel bar to get a drink.

 



~~~

 



Precisely 67 minutes later, according to my expensive watch,
K crosses the Finish line. I’m there to greet her. The stewards
tell Kurt the time but they won’t announce it publicly until all
the contestants have finished their time trials and the results
have been collated.

Kurt
rides K back to the stable, releases her from the harness, washes
the sweat off her and brings her back to me where I am sitting at a
table being served wine and cake. She is on a leash and has her
hands cuffed behind her back as ponies are discouraged from using
their hands, so I leave her like that, it’s a good look. Like most
of the owners, I am keeping my ‘filly’ with me until the results
are announced and the prizes given out. I pour some wine into a
bowl for K and she kneels beside my table and laps it up, in
between eating mouthfuls of cake that I feed her. She is blissfully
happy, having had a good run, and now being fed by her Master.
She’s a woman of simple tastes.

Finally
the results are announced by Justin and we have to sit through the
winner of the 3 miler first and wait while they receive their cups.
Then it’s the turn of the 5 mile ponies.

‘In 3rd
place we have Lavender with a time of 74 minutes
and 12 seconds,’ announces Justin. To much applause from fellow
owners, Lavender’s owner (who was the Nordic blonde) leads her to
the veranda steps where Justin is standing at the top with the
microphone, ascends the steps and takes the cup.

‘Next we have Tulip in 2nd place, with a time of 72
minutes dead.’ More applause as the Chinese girl’s owner collects
his cup.

‘Finally, in 1st
place of The Ranch 5 Mile Run we have the winner
… with a time of 67 minutes and 9 seconds … Sweet Pea.’ I lead K to
the bottom of the stairs and ascend to pick up the winner’s cup. I
hold it over my head and shake it at the crowd, to rapturous
applause. I look down at K and she is beaming with pride, with
perhaps a slight tear in the corner of her eye. Unable to wave her
arms or clap her hands, she runs on the spot, stamping her feet
down.

I go
down to her and lead her away to a quiet corner and tell her to
wait a moment while I go and speak to some of the other owners.
When I come back I say casually, ‘You did it girl. You
won.’

‘Isn’t that great?’ she asks.

‘No. You cost me 50 bucks, I was betting on
Lavender.’

She looks at me with a hurt expression. ‘I’m only kidding, of
course I bet on you, look.’ I take out a wad of money and wave it
in her face. ‘You just made me 450 dollars, I’ll buy you something
nice with it. I’m so proud of
you.’ I show her the cup, it’s made of
brass, on a wooden base. Naturally it has a neutral inscription on
it and it’s not dated, they probably have a cupboard full of them.
It says:

 


Winner of The Ranch 5 Mile Run

 


‘I’ll keep that safe for you and you can put it in your room
when we get back.’ I hug her to me and, as her hands are restrained
behind her back, she leans her head forward and bites my
shoulder.

I can
see she’s getting horny, biting is one of her “tells”. When she
gets ‘bitey’ it means she is either very upset with you or she
wants to fuck your brains out (and it’s not always easy to know
which one it is). She asks, ‘What would you have done to me if I
hadn’t won?’

‘I’d have had you whipped in front of the whole crowd and then
sold you off to one of the other owners,’ I lie.

‘But would you have had the trainers fuck me first while the
crowd watched?’

I think the wine I gave her is going to her head after that
long run and she’s starting to fantasise, so I play along. ‘Yeah,
every one of them, but there’s so many of them I’d have to put you
on all-fours so they could do you 2 at a time … but only after the
other owners had finished with you, you
dirty slut.’

‘I am, Master, I’m a dirty slut. I need to be punished, punish
me then use me. Fuck me hard, I deserve it.’

I’m
getting as aroused as she is, so I take her by her leash and lead
her to the back stairs and take her up to my room. Where I punish
her and then fuck her hard. (Just in case you were
wondering.)

 



~~~

 


I take K
back to the dorm that night. I fed her up and let her drink some
wine but it’s time for her to go back to the stables, that’s why
she’s here after all. Besides, the luscious Lottie has requested I
dine with her again tonight.

After
the meal, once again she invites me up to her room for a ‘brandy’
and after we’ve fucked she makes me an offer to purchase
K.

‘I’ll give you 20,000 dollars for her.’

‘You’re mad, I wouldn’t sell her, not for any amount of money.
Anyway, why do you want her?’

‘I saw her winning the race today. She’s fit and fast. I’d
just like to have her in my stable that’s all, nothing sinister. I
have a stable of pony girls back in the Netherlands and I’d like to
add Sweet Pea to it, that’s all. What’s her real name by the
way?’

‘She’s called Kxxxxxx but she belongs to me and she will stay
mine.’

‘I usually get what I want, Roger.’ She reaches out and grabs
my cock. ‘And right now I want this.’




 





HORSE
TRADING

 


 


A few
days later Justin Moncrieff invites Lottie and me for dinner in his
private dining room and after we have eaten and drank our fill, he
offers me a cigar. ‘I’ll take one of those as well, if I may,’
chips in Lottie.

‘But of course, my dear, no offence meant, I just didn’t
realise you were a cigar smoker.’

‘What’s that saying?’ she asked. ‘About women and
cigars?’

‘A woman is just a woman but a good cigar is
a smoke?’ I
offer.

‘That’s the one,’ replied Lottie. ‘And I take my pleasure
in both whenever
I get the chance.’

Justin
looks at me and raises an eyebrow. ‘So, Miss van Beek, Roger here
tells me you’ve been trying buy his pony girl ever since she won
the time trials. What’s your interest in her?’

‘I could make a fortune with that girl. I’ll be honest, I’m a
talent scout for a group of Arab pony girl enthusiasts. I provide
the girls and they contract to a year’s service as a pony girl to
one of the oil-rich Sheikhs, and they get a terrific amount of
money after their contract is up. They can have a holiday in the
middle, all expenses paid to go first class to anywhere in the
world.’

‘And what are they called upon to do for this “terrific amount
of money”?’ asked Justin.

‘Nothing worse than what they do here … the Sheikhs like to
hold races between themselves, pitting their girls against
another’s. With your Sweet Pea, Roger, I could make a fortune. Put
her in a few races as a ringer, fool the others and raise the odds,
then when she became known I could sell her off to the highest
bidder. As long as she keeps winning races she would be worth
millions.’

‘And what about when she no longer wins races, what happens to
her then?’ I ask.

‘Well, the Sheikhs have other ways of getting their money’s
worth out of the ponies, besides racing.’

‘And I’ve heard some of them can be quite brutal,’ Justin
chipped in. ‘I hear that the Arabs like to get their hands on white
women and abuse and defile them, more so than their own
countrywomen. I also hear some of the girls never make it back home
again.’

‘Nonsense. They have a holiday during their contract, if
things were that bad they would never return to their
stables.’

‘Yes but, I bet they don’t get paid until the end of the
contract, so they have to complete the year to get the money they
were promised,’ I challenge her.

‘That’s just a simple contract condition, it doesn’t mean
anything. Besides, how is it any different from what’s going on
here? You own a slave training establishment, Mr. Moncrieff and
you, Roger, have brought your slave here to be trained as a pony. I
detect a bit of hypocrisy here, gentlemen.’

‘The difference is that Roger’s girl is here voluntarily, and
if any of the slaves are unhappy with their treatment then they are
free to walk away at any time, no one will stop them. I bet you
can’t say the same about your desert ponies.’

‘Ooh, things haven’t changed much in your family business,
have they? Did he tell you that they used to trade horses, Roger?
Well trade they did but it was in human slaves, so switching this
place to training human ponies wasn’t much of a jump was
it?’

I look
at Justin and he colours, I figured as much but that was all
ancient history and what happened in the past, decades before
Justin was even born, doesn’t mean he should be held responsible
for it.

‘So Roger, now we’ve established that I’m no dirtier than
either of you, I’ll repeat my offer … 20,000 dollars for Sweet
Pea.’

‘No way am I selling her,’ I reply.

‘Okay, 50,000 dollars for her. I’ll pay you by wire transfer
and once it’s cleared I drive away with her.’

‘For the last time, there is no way I would sell Sweet Pea … K
… under any
circumstances. Is that clear?’

‘Well, why don’t we ask her
what she thinks of my offer?’

‘What are you talking about?’ I ask her.

‘You both claim that you are more modern and sophisticated
than our predecessors, so you must accept the idea that these
ponies don’t really belong to us. We pretend they do and they pretend they do,
but it’s all a game really, isn’t it? Oh, you may make them sign
slave contracts and so on but we all know that none of that would
stand up in a court of law, so it’s all just an illusion, isn’t it?
In reality you tell me, they are free to pack up and leave anytime
they like. So why don’t we put that to the test? I demand the right
to offer your girl the same deal I offered you and see if she’ll
accept it. Justin can mediate.’

‘Okay, I’ll take that gamble.’ She doesn’t know that pretend
or not, K has sworn to stay with me to the end. ‘Go ahead Justin,
call the dormitory and have her brought here.’

Justin
picks up the phone and talks to someone. ‘Moncrieff here, bring the
pony named Sweet Pea up to me at my private dining room. I don’t
want her going through the lobby and dining room naked, so put a
dress on the girl and bring her in the back way. Okay?’ he pours us
all more drinks while Lottie tries to justify her living to
us.

About 15
minutes later there’s a knock at the dining room door and Justin
calls for them to come in. One of the trainers comes in with K on a
leash. She has a drab, brown dress on that buttons down the front
and is several sizes too big for her. Her hands are handcuffed
behind her back. ‘Lose the cuffs,’ orders Justin. The trainer
uncuffs her and then Justin waves him out of the room.

I go to
her and sit her down in a chair next to mine and pour her a glass
of wine. She looks at me and Lottie and then Justin. ‘Am I in
trouble, sir?’ she asks him, nervously. ‘I do everything the
trainers tell me to and I work hard in the stables, and I let the
guests use me every day, I …’

‘It’s okay my dear, you haven’t done anything wrong,’ says
Justin. ‘We’re just here to discuss your Master selling you to this
lady here.’

K turns to me slowly and her face is white and her lower lip
is trembling. ‘You’re going to sell
me?’

‘No of course I’m not,’ I reassure her. ‘I’ve already told her
that I won’t sell you under any circumstances, so now she is
demanding the right to offer the deal to you directly. If you
accept her offer, you’re free to go with her.’

K
visibly relaxes and the colour comes back to her face. I reach out
and squeeze her hand. ‘Trust me.’

‘Very well,’ says Lottie, ‘Your Master here has declined my
generous offer so I’m making it directly to you. I scout pony girls
for wealthy Arab Sheikhs. I’ve seen you running and I think you
could make a fortune on the race circuit. Most of the girls I find
have to go through heavy training to be able to race competitively,
but you’re already fit and lean and ready to go. You could soon be
the top pony in the region. A year’s contract with an all-expenses
paid holiday in the middle. And to induce you to join me, if you
agree to go to the Gulf States with me, I will immediately pay you
50,000 dollars. What do you say?’

K simply
says, ‘I’m flattered by your offer, Mistress, but no thank you, I’m
happy where I am.’

‘But between us we could make millions. Why does that not
interest you? What’s wrong with you?’

K looks
at me and then takes a drink of the wine I poured her. ‘It’s quite
simple really. I said I’m happy where I am. All my life all I ever
wanted was to be happy but I never thought that could happen but
now … I feel happy … and safe … loved even, and it’s all down to
this man here,’ she says, pointing at me. ‘And no amount of money
would ever entice me to give him up. He’s my Master and I love
him.’ She takes another swig of wine and then sits quietly with her
hands in her lap, eyes down, having said her piece.

Justin
bangs the table with his hand a couple of times in applause. ‘Well
said my dear, well said. So, Miss van Beek, it seems you have your
answer. Now, I think it’s time you left my Ranch. I’ve long held
suspicions about your activities but now I’m sure, and I find them
distasteful. Tomorrow you can collect your girl and leave this
place. Your money will be refunded to you but you will not be
welcome here again, or indeed at any other Society
establishment.’

‘You can’t do that!’ exclaims
Lottie.

‘And if you make a fuss, the word will be passed around to all
the other pony girl ranches that don’t belong to The Society and
we’ll see how they react to you. The Society carries quite a bit of
weight throughout the whole of the BDSM world, you know, so it
wouldn’t be wise to kick up a stink.’

In a
childish fit of pique, Lottie tips over her half-full glass of wine
and storms out of the room. K is unable to sit there and watch the
wine flow and grabbing some napkins, mops up the wine before it
spreads too far. Then she sits down and quietly sips her wine
again.

‘You didn’t have to do that on my account, you know,’ I tell
Justin.

‘No, she had it coming. I told you I was suspicious of her but
not knowing anything for certain I held off taking any action.
Rumours and gossip can ruin a person and until I knew for certain I
didn’t want to take any action, but when she ups and confesses to
it all, then it was a good excuse to give her the old “bum’s rush”
out the door.

‘Incidentally, I hope those revelations about my family’s past
haven’t put you off staying here. You’re free to stay as long as
you like.’

‘Don’t worry about your family history, you’re not responsible
for what your ancestors did years ago. Besides, family legend has
it that one of mine was a pirate, so I’m not really in a position
to judge.’

‘So you’ll stay then?’

‘Okay yes, that’s very generous of you, I can stay for a while
longer, I have a business to run but Judith manages it quite well
while I’m away. But to respond to your generosity, I’d like to have
her with me for a couple of days but after that, how would you like
to have Sweet Pea as your personal pony girl for the rest of our
stay? You can have her brought here in the afternoons after she has
done her bit with the farm work, use her for the rest of the day
and then have her taken back to the dorm in the evenings for the
trainers to use. Unless you want to keep her overnight of
course.’

‘Interesting offer. What level is she, what
colour?’

‘She’s Amber Tag at the moment but this time on The Ranch is
part of her training to be Red Tagged, so feel free to use her
harshly, just no canes or riding crops please. I haven’t taken her
onto that yet and I feel that when it happens it should be me that
introduces her.’

‘What do you say to that, Sweet Pea? How would you like to be
my personal pony slave for the next week or so?’

K says solemnly, ‘It would be my honour, Mr. Moncrieff … or
should I call you Master Justin?’ She’s
such a dirty bitch and she really knows how to work a guy up once I
have sic’d her onto him.

‘Master Justin sounds fine, little lady, just
fine.’

‘Well, Justin, if you’ll excuse me, I’ll take my
little lady up to my
room now, if that’s okay. Thanks for your support
tonight.’

‘My pleasure, Roger, glad to help the son of an old friend,’
he replies. I realise that I misjudged him, he wasn’t sucking up to
me to score ‘brownie points’ with the Contessa, instead he was just
looking out for an old friend’s son.

I tell K
we’re leaving and she stands up and gives a deep curtsy and wishes
‘Master Justin’ good night, then follows me out of the
room.

 



~~~

 


Back in
the room, after K has showered, she asks, ‘Did you really turn down
50,000 dollars for me?’

‘Sure I did, I wouldn’t trade you for all the gold in Fort
Knox. And what about you, you turned down 50,000 dollars to become
a top pony of the racing circuit in the Arab world.’

‘Until I broke my leg or something and ended up buried in the
desert somewhere. No thank you. Could I get something to eat,
Master? I’m starving.’

‘Haven’t they fed you?’

‘They don’t feed us until after they’ve fucked all the girls
they want that night. Hunger breeds compliance and obedience, they
tell us. But if 2 or 3 of them want a go on the same girl then it
can take a while before we get to eat. There was a new girl in
today so we had to wait while they all went through her. It was
nearly my turn at the trough when I got called up here to the big
house.’

‘The trough?’

‘Yes, trough. We eat out of a big trough that runs down the
centre of the dorm. They throw the scraps in there and we have to
eat with our hands. We get fed the leftovers from the hotel guest’s
meals hotel plus any vegetables that the horses haven’t eaten.
Waste not want not they tell us.’

‘That’s terrible,’ I exclaim.

‘That’s what the training is all about isn’t it? Break us down
and make animals of us?’ Besides, the girls quickly learn how to
be nice to the
trainers to get extra food.’

‘How much nicer can you be? They already whip you and fuck you
anyway.’

‘Look at it this way, let’s say a trainer takes you down by
the lake to a private place and offers you a Big Burger and Fries
in exchange for letting them do anything they want, and take a few
private photos for his personal collection without you complaining
to your owner, would you take the deal?’

‘I suppose so. What sort of things?’

‘Anal, piss-play, whatever turns them on.’

‘Do the management know about this?’

‘It’s all part of the conditioning I’m told. Didn’t you read
the brochure?’

‘You’re the second person that’s asked me that.’

‘It makes sense I suppose. Many of the ponies will leave here
understanding their positions, in their new lives, they are just
ponies. We are just animals to our Masters.’

‘Wait a minute …’

‘Oh, it’s all right, Master, we both know that I consider
myself to be an animal and this is part of my training,
experiencing being treated as the animal I see myself to be. Being
used as a carriage pony and a beast of burden. That’s why I asked
to come here and why you brought me.’

I ring
down and order a couple of meals and several bottles of wine from
room service (well, I want a drink as well). I’ve already eaten but
with 2 meals K can pick and choose what she wants to
eat.

When it
arrives, I smoke a cigar on the balcony while she stuffs her face
and swigs down the wine. When I come back in she’s sitting back in
her chair letting her dinner go down and I can see she’s finished
the first bottle of wine.

‘What you were saying before,’ I ask her, ‘I know you’ve said
it to me in the past and I’ve glossed over it, but now I’m asking …
you don’t really believe that you’re just an animal do you?’ I ask
her when I judge that she’s drunk enough wine.

After
not eating properly for the past week and suddenly having access to
rich food and plenty of wine is going to her head and making her
talkative, and she’s revealing parts of her psyche that we haven’t
explored too deeply before. I pour more wine into her glass as I
want to get her drunk and loose-tongued so I can hear as much she’s
prepared to reveal. As her owner … and lover … I want to understand
her so I can help her and protect her. If she’s determined to go
down a dark path then I want to be beside her to hold her
hand.

She
swivels her head towards me and I see that she has to take a second
to focus. She’s got a dribble of steak sauce on her chin so I lean
forward and wipe it off with a napkin.

‘Back when I was a teenager and those people treated me like I
was the group sex toy, I realised that I wasn’t human to them,
that’s why they didn’t treat me as human. I was just an animal.
Some animals you ride, some you cut up and eat, others you use for
sex. And as they didn’t see me as human, I didn’t see myself as one
either.’

She puts
her elbow on the table and rests her chin in her hand. She carries
on talking matter-of-factly as if she’s telling me about a boring
dance she went to once.

‘When they used me for sex, we didn’t make love or anything
like that, they just used me as if I was a blow up sex doll. I was
probably cheaper than a sex doll, a bottle of Vodka and 20
cigarettes and they could do what they wanted with me. And when
they were short of money for drugs or drink, they would rent me out
to strangers. And I let them!
Because I’d learned the lesson they taught me. I
don’t know how much they charged the punters, but to them I would
give myself for a bottle of Vodka … and 20 cigarettes. That’s when
I realised what they had known all along, I was just an
animal.’

She
tries to fill up her glass again but her hand wobbles and she
spills a bit so I help her. She picks it up and nods her thanks.
She getting quite pissed (drunk that is, not angry) and this whole
time at The Ranch and getting drunk tonight seems to be messing
with her mind and she seems to want to unburden herself to clear
her head. It doesn’t matter how drunk she gets, I’ll be there to
keep an eye on her and she won’t have to go back to the stables in
the morning, she can sleep it off.

‘After one particularly nasty gang bang by a group of bikers,
I knew I had to get away from the people who were controlling me,
otherwise I was going to die or be killed. So I went home one
night, said goodbye to my mum, packed some clothes and took the
next train out of town going anywhere. And I never looked back. I
drifted around for a while, city to city, I had learned enough to
look after myself on the streets. No
fucker dared mess with me. And then I
ended up in your town, I found a place in a hostel and then worked
my way up from there. I knew how to play the system and get help
from the council, then get art lessons at the local college and so
on.

‘But the hunger was still there. You were right, what they did
to me didn’t make me what I am today, it just awakened something
inside of me and eventually I began to miss the abuse and the rough
sex and I finally realised why I let them do those things to me,
because I was an animal
… and I missed being treated like one. I was a
dirty, low-life whore, piece of shit and that was all I was good
for … to be used by others.’

She
stares at a flower which is part of the pattern of the table cloth
and traces the flower with her finger. I think she’s drifted off
into her own mind and I see a tear running down her cheek. I lean
forward to wipe it away with the napkin but she bats my hand away.
‘Maybe it’s time for bed,’ I say gently.

‘Lemme finish,’ she insists. ‘So there I was, just an animal,
in my mind I should be out in the fields with the sheep and the
cows, sinking into my own filth. Then you
found me. And we went through all …’ She
waves her hand around, vaguely. ‘Whatever it was we went through …
and even though I felt like an animal inside, I kept it hidden, in
case I disgusted you and you sent me away. I know I let it slip
occasionally but you were good enough to ignore it.

‘But then one day you told me I was beautiful. I know I’m not
and you were just being kind, but no one had ever said that to me
before and it made an impression. And then you told me you loved me
and by then I knew you well enough to know that you wouldn’t lie to
me. So I thought … if someone like him, can actually love
me … then maybe I’m not
so bad after all. Maybe I can be human after all.

‘But then you bring me here and I’m expected to behave like an
animal, a pony girl and be treated as one. And at last I can let
myself go and say yes, I am an
animal. It’s liberating in a way. I can
reveal my inner self simply by doing what I’m told and playing by
the rules, I don’t have to pretend. Let your Dr. Whitby figure that
one out!’

With my
help she pours us both a fresh drink.

‘My heart went out to you tonight,’ she continues. ‘When
Moncrieff said we were all there to disgust … dis …
discuss me being sold to
that woman, I must admit it felt like I had been stabbed in the
heart with an icicle … but when you said that you wouldn’t sell me
under any circumstances I relaxed, ‘cus once you said it I knew you
meant it. I trusted you.’

I tell
her truthfully, ‘To sell you to her would have been like cutting
out my heart, putting it in a box and sliding it across the table
to her. I could never do that. We’re together ‘til the
end.’

She
reaches out her hand and I take it. ‘Can I sleep in your bed, with
you tonight?’ she asks.

‘Yes but no nookie, I think you’re a bit too drunk for us to
have sex.’

‘I don’t want sex, I just want you to hold me while I lay my
head on your chest and listen to your heartbeat. You know it
soothes me.’

‘I think we can do that, K.’




 






ELEVENSES

 


 


Later in
the week I’m sitting in my hotel room by myself. I let K sleep off
her hangover the next day and then gave her another day to fully
recover before giving her to Justin to be his personal pony girl,
as I had promised him. He’s had her a few days now and I’ve seen
him setting out for carriage trips, with her as his pony, several
times.

The
phone rings. ‘Hello, Mr. Gilchrist speaking.’

‘Roger, my boy,’ I hear Justin greeting me down the phone
line. ‘If you’re not busy why don’t you join me in my office for
“Elevenses”? It’s an old southern tradition you know,’ he says with
a laugh, as he knows full well that we British invented it.
Elevenses usually consists of tea and biscuits at 11 o’clock and as
the Brits spread tea around the world due to our trading tea with
China and then creating our own plantations in India, we claim
credit for that particular tradition.

K is
there just wearing a hotel robe and her collar. The kitchens have
delivered a tea-tray and K is busy pouring tea for us all. I take a
seat and as she hands me my cup she kisses me on the cheek. Then
she hands Justin his cup and offers us both biscuits from a plate,
which she then places on the arm of Justin’s chair. Finally she
pours herself a cup and then kneels down next to Justin’s chair and
sits there quietly, sipping it. Justin occasionally feeds her a
biscuit as we talk. He doesn’t give it to her, he holds it out and
she has to take a bite from it or open her mouth while he places it
inside.

‘Is he treating you well?’ I ask her.

‘Oh yes, very well. Master Justin lets me sleep at the foot of
his bed each night instead of sending me back to the dorm. And he
feeds me well.’

‘Not too well I hope,’ I say to Justin. ‘I don’t want her to
get fat. I want her to keep her fitness regime up.’

‘Don’t worry on that score, I make sure she runs those
calories off when I take her out. I must say I’m enjoying Sweet Pea
here, she’s a good pony and a pleasure in the sack too. She bucks
and jives like a wild bronco. And boy does she take to the whip,
encourages her to greater heights of passion. Fair wears me out, a
man of my age.’

‘She holding up as a good runner?’ I ask.

‘Oh indeed. I ran her around the lake a couple of times and
then through the 5 mile course. Ran all the way, never stopped for
breath. I plan on taking her on the 10 mile course this afternoon,
I won’t make her run it all the way though. Run for a bit, walk for
a bit, that sort of thing. Doesn’t do to wear your pony
out.’

‘I’m sure with your experience you’ll treat her right. Just do
what you think is best.’

‘Thank you for your trust.’

‘We’ll be leaving at the end of the week. If you want to keep
Sweet Pea until then, that’s fine by me,’ I tell Justin.

K gives me one of her ‘looks’ which roughly translate as,
‘Lock your door when you sleep at night … I know where you keep the
hammers.’ But deep down I know she’s loving it, me calmly
discussing handing her over to someone else as if she’s an object.
She absolutely loves being treated as property and when those in charge of her
openly plan her fate in front of her, without any consideration for
her feelings, it touches something deep inside her. It’s her old
mental quirk that if you take the trouble to control her, then you
must care about her.

‘Waddya think of that, Sweet Pea? You okay with a few more
days with the old man?’ Justin asks her.

She
looks at us both and says, ‘Whatever you Masters plan for me will
be fine, I’m sure. I’m just a slave and here to serve
you.’

We both
nod appreciatively. Justin says to me, ‘I was just about to bend
Sweet Pea over my desk and have my morning exercise. She tells me
you like to watch, care to stay … or even join in?’

K’s eyes light up and she nods her head, encouraging me to
say yes. Her favourite thing, she has told me in the past, next
to me fucking
her, is being fucked by another man while I watch.

I check
my watch, I still have time before the parade, so I
agree.

K stands
up and without being asked, disrobes so she is naked, walks to
Justin’s desk and leaning forward so she is resting on her elbows,
says, ‘I’m ready, Masters.’

So we
take her, from each end, me in her mouth and Justin in her pussy.
We swap at half time and fuck her ‘til I’m nearly done and we swap
back. I finish in her mouth and she swallows me down. I dry myself
off with a handkerchief. I wish Justin a good day, pat K
affectionately on her naked back and let myself out, leaving Justin
still pumping away at her.

I walk
outside just in time to see the ponies being led up the hill. They
haven’t bothered washing the girls and they’re still covered in
farm muck. No point in washing them if they aren’t going to be
chosen, I assume. The ponies, all naked except for their boots and
collars, have their hands cuffed behind their backs and then their
collars are leashed together by 3 foot long chains. So by taking
the leash of the first girl in the chain, you can lead the whole
train of a dozen or so ponies wherever you want.

The
trainer leads them to the front of the hotel and lines them up. He
goes down the line, making sure it is straight and they hold their
heads up. Any corrections that are needed are reinforced with a
flick of the riding crop he is holding. I get a big kick out of
watching them being paraded before us like this, it reaffirms that
I am a Dom and they are merely animals, here for our pleasure.
(Look … if you’ve got this far in the book and only just realised
that I’m not a charity worker, then you haven’t been paying
attention.)

I walk up and down the line and then finally settle on the
pretty Chinese girl who came 2nd in the time trials, as she
has a slim figure which I find appealing, although she has small
boobs. I also choose her because she is wearing D and S tags on her
collar, which means I can whip her AND fuck her. ‘Do you speak
English?’ I ask her.

‘Of course I do, I’m from Ohio.’

‘Sorry, I was making assumptions, that was wrong of me. No
offence meant.’

She
gives me a coy smile as if she is pleased at being chosen. ‘That’s
okay, Master. No offence taken.’ She probably thinks that as I’m
English and have already apologised to her once, she will have an
easy time with me. Oh is she is for a shock, I’ll show her that she
is wearing those D and S tags for a reason.

Adams is
there with a clipboard, taking orders. I tell him who I’ve chosen,
what time I want her delivered and I want her to wear a corset and
head-harness. He writes all this on a sticky note, peels it off and
sticks it to her right boob.

I stick
around smoking a cigar, watching as the others make their
selection. There’s the fat, sweaty German who has taken K out a
couple of times, the young couple where (it appears to me) the
husband is trying to convince his wife (?) that she should become a
pony girl herself. Then there’s tall, black man who (according to
K) is so well hung that he should probably be servicing the actual
mares, and not inflicting himself on poor innocent, pretend horses,
and there’s the Indian religious leader who seems to be here on
some sort of spiritual journey of his own, that his followers would
be shocked by if they only knew. Some I recognise from Society
functions and some are not members but I recognise them from the
papers. But above all else the Society is renowned for its
discretion, so they can freely indulge their passions and
perversions in complete privacy.

Finally
after everyone has made their choice, the trainer leads the chain
of ponies off back to the dorm where those selected will be washed
and dressed for their riders, and the others who haven’t been
chosen will be put back to work in the stables, or given to the
trainers to play with, I imagine.




 





ALL GOOD
THINGS

 


 


Well,
it’s time to leave The Ranch. I took K out yesterday for a final
carriage ride and screw, down by the lake. (There’s always
something different about fucking outdoors and I don’t get the
opportunity much back home.) Today, K has been booked out of the
administration block. Photos were taken of her to show that she was
in as good a condition when she left as when she arrived. She’s
been brought to my room where she showers before getting dressed in
her own clothes.

As she
is drying herself I walk up to her and holding her arms out so she
is exposed, tell her, ‘When we get home, I’m going to let you have
another tattoo.’

‘Really? What of and where?’ She doesn’t argue just accepts
that if I want her tattooed she will be tattooed.

I poke
my finger on the small shield she has tattooed on the right side of
her lower abdomen, which is the coat of arms of The Society, then I
poke a spot on the other side of her abdomen to match the first.
‘Just here and it will be a rampant pony. It will identify you to
Society members as having been pony trained. I just feel that you
should have something showing you were a pony girl. You’ve earned
it.’

‘Oh thank you, Master. I love it, I will wear it with
pride.’

‘Get dressed now.’ Once she is clothed and has applied her
make up, I give her the present I bought for her from the hotel
gift shop. She opens the box which is lying on the bed and gives a
squeal of delight. It is a full pony girl outfit, a body harness
that matches the one she wore when I took her out for her first run
for me, complete with feathers.

‘I figured you could maybe wear it around the house for me,
sometimes. Or I could run you around the back garden.’

‘I would love to, Master. Anytime you want.’ She gives me a
bone-crushing hug.

I call
down for someone to take the luggage down to the car, which is
waiting for us. As we leave the hotel, Justin comes out of his
office to see us off.

‘Thank you for all you’ve done for us and your generosity,’ I
tell him, shaking his hand. K gives him a deep curtsy and then
kisses him on the cheek. ‘Thank you, Master Justin,’ she
says.

‘Thank you, Sweet Pea. Now you won’t
forget to talk to Judith, will you?’ he reminds me.

‘No of course not.’

‘You come back again, you hear?’

We wave
goodbye and get in the car. As it pulls away, K turns and stares
out the back window until we have entered the woods and the hotel
can no longer be seen. She turns round again and her face drops.
‘Can we come back here again sometime? For a holiday perhaps. Do I
get holidays? Technically I’m your employee so I should get
benefits like holidays. Can I come here on my holidays?’

‘Yes, yes and yes. Of course we can come back if you want to,
Princess.’

She
looks at me curiously. ‘There … you did it again … you called me
Princess. You’ve called me that several times, ever since
Italy.’

I check the privacy partition is up between us and the
driver. ‘I’m sorry yes, I call you Princess in my mind. You told me
once that I made you feel like a princess, well that’s how I see
you now, as my Princess. That thing you said about never really
being happy until you met me, it works both ways you know. You
really are everything I’ve ever wanted, not just in a slave but in
a woman. You’ve become my
princess. When we get home I want you to
wear this on your collar.’ I hand her the solid silver disc I had
them engrave for me at the hotel gift shop. It says simply …
Princess.

Unable
to speak, she grips it tightly in her hand and holds it to her
chest, and I hug her as she cries tears of happiness, all the way
back to the airport.
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 * 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";
	}
}



