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THE CARROT AND THE STICK

 


 


I’m sitting in the kitchen, eating my breakfast and listening
to the local news. I’m wondering why K is late when they announce
on the radio that there has been a traffic incident on the bypass
and traffic is jammed up for miles around. That answers that, I
think.

I’m
planning the day’s activities with K. Ever since I gave her an
official collar, she’s been playing up a bit, getting too full of
herself. She’s not supposed to respond to my orders as, ‘Yes,
Master,’ with a twinkle in her eye, and ‘Shall I fetch Master
another cushion?’ or ‘Would Master like more milk in his coffee?’
as if it’s a game. She seems to think that life will be easier as
slave than a sub but she’s wrong, it gets harder as the
responsibilities become more demanding. No, I think she needs to be
brought down a peg or two and learn her place. I believe in the
carrot and stick approach. I’m about to dangle a pretty damned big
carrot in front of her, so I think she needs a liberal dose of the
stick first.


Eventually I hear her car pull up so I go out, open the front
door and then sit on the stairs, waiting.

She pushes open the door and rushes in all flustered and
carrying shopping bags. ‘I’m sooo sorry
I’m late, Master. There’s been an accident
on the bypass and traffic is snarled up everywhere. No one can get
on or off the bypass. Then when I did get away I had to drive miles
to get those special sausages that you like, and then I remembered
you were low on milk so I had to stop at the supermarket. And it
just all got out of hand, I’m sorry it won’t happen again. I’ll get
up earlier to beat the rush hour, I’ll make sure that-’

‘SHUT UP! Stop gabbling woman. I’m not happy with your lax
timekeeping, K. Put the food in the fridge then meet me in the Fun
room.’ I storm off up the stairs pretending to be angry, while she
stands there pathetically holding up the milk.

When she
comes into the Fun room I point to the sexy outfit I had placed on
the bed for her to wear. ‘I was going to have a fun, sexy day with
you today but you’ve ruined that by being late.’ I sweep the
undergarments onto the floor. ‘Today you’ll just have to wear your
Downton Abbey outfit but first I’m going to punish you. So get
stripped and put your cuffs on.’

She is
quick to obey without giving me any backchat. When she is ready I
tie her to the whipping stool, face down and go at her with the
tawse. I hit her heavily on the back and legs but concentrate on
her backside, I want her arse to be sore every time she sits down
for the rest of the day. She moans and pleads with me to stop,
begging for forgiveness and promising to be a good girl from now
on.

When I
think she’s had enough, I untie her, sit on the bed and shout
‘MOUTH’. She rushes over, unzips me and begins deep throating me,
obviously eager to please. When I’ve finished in her mouth and she
has licked me clean, I stand up and tell her to put today’s outfit
on and then join me in my study. ‘But first, clean up this room.
It’s a bloody mess.’

 



~~~

 


Some
time later there’s a knock at the study door and I call, ‘Come
in.’

K enters
in her Downton Abbey outfit and closing the door behind her, stands
at Attention, waiting for instructions. I notice she is limping
slightly and I feel a twinge of guilt. Just a twinge though. I tell
her to sit down in the chair facing me across the desk. She winces
as she sits down as her arse is still sore but sits there quietly,
hands folded in her lap, looking down at the floor.

‘I’m not happy about your being late today, K.’

‘I’m so sorry, Master. I promise to set my alarm earlier so I
can get out before the rush hour. Of course it means I’ll get here
earlier so you’d have to give me a key or … or I could just wait
outside in the car until you’re up and about,’ she says earnestly,
trying to win back my approval.

‘It’s just not good enough and I’m afraid that I can only see
one solution.’ She looks up at me fearfully. ‘You’ll have to move
into the house with me.’

‘But Master, if you’d just give me another chance, I promise
that I’ll … wait, what?’ she says as the penny drops. ‘What did you just
say?’

‘That’s right, I want you to move in.’

She’s
stunned for a moment, then I can see the wheels turning in her head
while she thinks through the logistics. ‘Where would I sleep? In
your bed?’

‘You know that unless it’s after a session, I like to sleep
alone.’

K
grimaces. ‘Not the Fun room, surely? I don’t mind staying there
overnight after a torture session but I wouldn’t want to live in
there.’

‘No, not the Fun room. You’ll have your own bedroom, the one
with the ensuite bathroom. No bath I’m afraid, only a shower but
I’m sure you can cope. If you need to soak in a bath then use the
main bathroom.’

‘Would I be able to keep stuff in there? Personal
stuff?’

‘Of course, it’ll be your own room. I’ll put in a bookcase for
your books, it already has a TV with access to Netflix, Amazon
Prime Video and so on. You can move some of your personal stuff in
there, including your sexy outfits. And here’s the best part, I’ll
even have a lock fitted to the door. At the moment you can only
lock it from the inside but I’ll have a mortice lock fitted so you
can lock it when you’re not there. Even Mrs. Scott won’t be allowed
in.’

‘But you will I assume?’

‘Well, I’ll have a key, naturally, but I won’t use it unless I
have to. You might have a fall or there might be fire or something
and we need to gain access to the room. But for the most part you
can lock the door and keep the world out. Even me. It will be the
one place in the house where the “no privacy” rule doesn’t apply.
So you can lock it when we have guests or there are workmen in the
house or whatever.’

‘But why would I want to keep you out?’

‘I’ve lived with someone before and at first it’s fine but
after a while it gets a bit tiring being in each other’s face all
the time. So it will be nice for both of us if we can go to our own
separate hidey-holes and have a bit of alone time. I have my study
and you’ll have your bedroom. And if you get naughty, I can send
you to your room without any supper!’

‘What about the cameras? Will they still be turned
on?’

‘I’ll let you decide that. I’ll have them rigged so that
barring emergencies when I can override it, you’ll be able to
switch them on or off.’

‘Good.’ She blushes and looks down. ‘I know it sounds daft but
I must admit, when I’m staying in the Fun room, I like the fact
that you can watch me on the night vision camera. I sleep much
better because I feel safe, knowing that you’re there watching over
me.’

‘Always,’ I reassure her. My God, this girl really knows how to
tug at the old heart strings.

‘What would we do about the flat?’ she asked ‘And where would I
paint?’

‘I suggest that you keep the flat for the time being and paint
there. During the summer you might want to work in the summer
house, perhaps. We’ll discuss that.

‘I’ll set up standing orders to pay the rent and utilities on
the flat, so you don’t need to worry about them. I’d also suggest
that you leave some of your clothes there. You can go there
whenever you need to paint and if you work late you can stay over.
Besides, if we really have a falling out one day, it will be nice
for both of us if you have somewhere away from this house to go to,
to give us both time to cool down.’

K gets
all excited and leans forward, wincing as her arse stings which
seems to bring her back down to earth. Her face drops. ‘Please tell
me this isn’t one of your games, Master. You’re not going to change
your mind, are you?’

I lean
across the desk and grasp the gold dog tag of her collar. ‘I swear
on this and all it signifies, that everything I’m saying is
true.’

She sits
back, wincing again and gives me a satisfied smile.

‘Now then, there will have to be some rules for you to
follow.’

‘Of course, Master. I wouldn’t have it any other way.’ K has
confessed to me that the more rules for her to abide by and the
more detailed instructions there are for her, the better she loves
it. Some people need to have stability and order in their lives,
even if it is imposed on them by someone else, and are never
happier than when someone lays out a game plan for them to follow.
I saw a lot of that in the army, and not always just with the
junior ranks.

K has
never had that stability before and for the first time in her life
it gives her a clear path to follow and she finds it reassuring.
Also in K’s case there is that thing in her psyche that tells her
that if someone is controlling her, then they are actually paying
attention to her and care about her enough to spend time managing
her.

‘First of all, no loud music. Sometimes I work from home and
can’t afford the distractions. I don’t want to hear Adele blasting
out at all hours. I will buy you an expensive pair of headphones
and a good Walkman, so you can listen in the privacy of your own
head without disturbing me. I’ll get a new laptop for you to use,
at the same time.

‘Second, no drugs in the house except prescription drugs. In
fact I don’t want you using drugs at all but I know what you ‘arty’
types are like. Obviously I can’t control what happens when you’re
not in the house but if you get busted for smoking dope in your
flat then don’t look to me for help.

‘Next, you will keep your room tidy at all times. I’ve been to
your place and your idea of tidying up is to push everything to the
edges of the room so as to leave a clear space in the middle.
That’s not acceptable here. This is my home and I don’t want you
turning part of it into a “Bohemian squat”. To that end, I will
inspect your room once a month. This will be a full, army style
inspection, where you stand to attention at the end of your bed
while I check the room. I’ll give you a few days warning and I will
expect the toilet, sink and shower to be spotless and your bed
neatly made. Any failures will be noted down in your punishment
book for later action. Any questions, so far?’

‘No, Master, that’s all quite clear,’ she says, smiling. The
introduction of more rules and inspections seems to please
her.

‘Now, about your schedule, forgive me if I use army terminology
here but you’ll understand what I mean. At present you come here 3
or 4 times a week and when you’re here you are “on duty” if I may
call it that. When you’re not here you’re “off duty”. Understand
what I’m saying?’

She
nods.

‘Now then, when you move in, you will be in the house 7 days a
week, but I don’t think it’s fair for you to be on duty for 7 days.
So, we will draw up a schedule when you are on duty, my sexy slave,
Dogface, and have to carry out whatever tasks I set you that day,
or simply be around the house for me to use and abuse as I wish.
Maybe strung up on that wall, or whatever.

‘Then when you’re off duty, even though you’re in the house,
you are K, the beautiful artist, free to come and go as you wish
and use all the facilities of the house, you don’t have to stay in
your room. So you can sunbathe in the garden, nude of course, I
don’t like to see white bits on a tanned girl. Or you can use the
hot tub, whatever you like.’

‘Err, Master … I’m happy to be a 24/7 slave if you’d like.’
That statement is music to a Dom’s ears.

‘I appreciate that K, I really do but you need some down time,
we all do. Time to just think and recharge your batteries, or paint
in your case. Also you need to get out in the community and see
people, go to the writing group, go the gym, cultivate friends.
Otherwise you just turn into a zombie slave and lose everything
about you that makes you interesting. So let’s say that you’re on
duty 3 days per week and off duty for 4.’

‘If I can’t be 24/7 can we make it 5 days on duty then and 2
off?’

‘No, for the reasons I just mentioned. Let’s say we compromise
and settle on 4 days on duty and 3 days off?’

‘Why so much, Master?’

‘Don’t forget when you’re out of the house you’ll be meeting
other people. Can’t have you turning up at the writing group or the
gym covered in whip marks. We’ll need to let time go by for them to
fade. So obviously those days will be included in your off duty
days. Then Sunday perhaps.

‘There are a few provisos to these rules. Whenever you are
here, you’ll still bring me breakfast in bed. If I have to change
the schedule at a moment’s notice I will, but I’ll only do that if
it’s necessary. And furthermore, this is after all only a game we
play and takes second place to real life, so should you ever need
time off from your duties to carry out a painting commission for
example, then you will certainly have it.’

‘That’s very good of you, Master.’

I’ve
previously jotted down some notes, so I read them out to her. ‘How
does this sound then?

‘Monday, off duty, gym day.

‘Tuesday, on duty.

‘Wednesday, off duty, dance class, writing group.

‘Thursday, on duty. Assisting Mrs. Scott.

‘Friday, on duty.

‘Saturday, on duty. Punishment whipping.

‘Sunday, off duty, recover from Saturday.’

She
hesitates to answer so I say to her, ‘Does that not meet with your
approval?’

‘There are only 2 days scheduled where I get
punished.’

‘Is that not enough for you?’

She deliberately wriggles in the chair, causing her pain and
she winces. Then she looks me directly in the eye. ‘Master, I am
a very bad girl and need to be kept in line with harsh discipline.’

‘Oh, don’t worry, those are only the scheduled ones, there will
be plenty of ad hoc ones along the way, don’t you
worry.’

K
silently dips her head in acknowledgement.

‘So you do you accept my offer about moving in
then?’

‘Without having to think about it twice,’ she
agrees.

‘Good. I’ll type up this list of schedules and rules and you
will fix them to the back of your door, for you to refer to easily.
Now go about your duties and I’ll start the ball rolling with the
paperwork on your flat and so on.’

She
stands up, limps to the door then turns back to face me.

‘Do you really think I’m beautiful, Master?’

I stare
her straight in the eyes and say, ‘Yes.’

Without
another word she breaks protocol, comes to me and kisses my cheek.
Then she lets herself out of the study. Later in the day I catch
her humming and smiling to herself as she dusts the
lounge.

Carrot
and stick, carrot and stick.




 





REQUESTS AND SUGGESTIONS

 


 


I’m
sitting in my study one morning checking over the dull, dull,
company reports when the phone rings. I welcome the distraction and
pick it up eagerly. I check the display and it’s the intercom not
an outside call. Bedroom No 3, K’s room.

‘Hello.’

‘Morning, Master, I hope I’m not interrupting you, I can call
back later.’

‘That’s all right, K. What can I do for you?’

‘You know you said that if I ever wanted for anything, I could
ask you and you would consider it?’

‘Yeeesss,’ I say cautiously, not sure where this is
going.

‘Well now that I’ve settled in to the house and we’ve
established a routine, I’ve thought of a few things that I would
like to ask you to agree to, for me.’

‘How much is this going to cost me?’

‘Oh there’s very little cost involved, well, a few pounds
maybe, but everything is mainly suggestions about how I’m treated.
Could we discuss this sometime? I’m sat at my computer and with
your permission I could press ‘Print’ and then the list would
appear on your printer and give you time to view them, before we
meet to discuss them.’

Since K
moved in and I bought her a new laptop, there didn’t seem much
point in buying her another printer when I have a perfectly good
colour, laser printer in my office. So I configured her laptop to
print to that when she needs a printout. I relaxed the rule about
her never entering when I’m not there, I just insist that she knock
first. After all, I might be ‘diddling’ Mrs. Scott in
there.

‘Okay, press print and we’ll meet at say 2 o’clock?’

‘2 o’clock will be fine, Master. I’ll be there
then.’

I take
her list off the printer and study it. Before we got together
officially, I asked her to send me list of her fantasies, so as to
give me an idea of the things she dreamed about in private. Perhaps
I might be able to fulfil some of them for her but it let me know
what she really wanted, deep down. But they were just fantasies,
this is actually a list of suggestions she would like to put into
practice. I read it with interest.

 



~~~

 


At 10 minutes to 2 o’clock there is a knock at the door. K
knows I hate tardiness, a habit I picked up at army briefings. If a
meeting is scheduled for 2 o’clock, and you turn up at 2
o’clock, you’re late! You should turn up at least 10 minutes early, with pen and
paper, ready to start the meeting.

This was
something that drove me mad when I first took over the publishing
company. The staff were used to the ‘civvy’ way of doing things. If
the meeting was at 2 o’clock, they would look at their watch, see
it’s 2 o’clock, get a cup of coffee, go to the toilet maybe, bimble
along to the meeting. If I was lucky the meeting finally got
started around 2:15. I soon put a stop to that. I would lock the
door to the meeting room at 2 pm sharp and if you were late you
would have to wait outside until the meeting had finished and then
explain to me why you weren’t there on time. Soon sorted out the
slackers. Anyway I digress.

I let K
in and motion her to a seat. ‘Permission to speak freely,
Master?’

‘Permission granted. Now then perhaps you’d like to explain the
things on this list to me?’

‘First of all, I’d like to thank you for giving me a hearing.
You could easily have said no and that would have been an end to
it, but you’re smarter than that, Master. I’m constantly learning
things off you, and one of them is that phrase you use
often, Quid Pro Quo, or in English, “Give a little, get a little”. So I’m hoping
that we can maybe barter a little?’

‘What makes you think I have to barter with you to get what I
want?’

‘Excuse me, Master, and if you think I’m talking out of turn
then take me upstairs, strip me naked and whip me until I’m raw and
I won’t moan about it, but it’s like this … you’ve had slaves
before and I guess that maybe they were just property, items to be
used and discarded. I was hoping that in time you might consider me
more of a partner than just an appendage. You’ve told me in the
past that you’re looking for a companion and I hope I could be that
companion. I could see us as a team, working together to
achieve your aims.
We would fit together like this …’

Instead
of meshing her fingers together like most people would, she makes a
circle with her index finger and thumb and pokes the index finger
of her other hand in and out of the circle, repeatedly. She gives
me a broad smile and I have to laugh.

‘Go on, tell me what you want,’ I say, intrigued.

‘Basically, I’d like to ask for a few favours and in return I
will make some suggestions about things that are done to me and how
I am treated, that I think will be mutually satisfying to us both.
I’ve done as you suggested and visited the BDSM websites you
recommended and seen a few punishments that I’m interested in
having done to me. I made notes of them. I don’t know if I’ll like
them but I am interested in trying them and perhaps it will please
you, Master, to inflict them on me.’

I pick
up the paper and study it. ‘Okay, I’m listening, talk me through
your requests.’

She
clears her throat and sits upright in her chair. ‘First of all, I’d
like a monthly allowance. It doesn’t have to be much, £50 or £100.
It’s just that I would like my own money to spend how I wish
without having to justify it to you. If I see some lipstick I like,
or a nice bra or something.’

‘But those things come under “beautifying yourself” so are
allowed spending on the credit card.’

‘Yes but what if I want to lend a friend £10 to put some petrol
in her car or something? I would like to be able to do that without
having to consult you first, that’s all.’

I put a
tick next to that on the list. ‘Okay, that’s fair enough. Shall we
say £200 to start with and then we can discuss increasing it if
necessary. Give me your bank details and I’ll set up a standing
order. Next?’

Shocked
at how easy it was I can see that K becomes emboldened and gives me
her next request before I can change my attitude.

‘I’d like to get my nipples pierced.’

‘But I like sucking on your titties and I don’t want a mouthful
of scrap metal when I do.’

‘But, Master, you won’t have to. I can take them out when you
want to do that. But think what you can do in the meantime. I saw
one woman who was fastened to a wall by hoop rings through her
pierced nipples, couldn’t break free without tearing them. Think of
the exquisite torture.

‘And there was this pony girl site where they made the ponies
wear silver bells in their nipples and they looked ever so pretty.
Wouldn’t you like to see me wearing them around the house when I’m
naked or topless?’

Silver bells, I think.
I’ll give you silver bells. I’ll make you wear
them all the time, and larger ones each time, until you’re sick of
‘fucking silver bells’.

‘Very well, you can have you’re nipples pierced
but nowhere else. No clit
rings or suchlike. You’ll have pierced ears and nipples and that’s
enough.’ I tick the piercing and ask, ‘Next?’

‘I’d like to get a tattoo. A nice little tramp stamp above my
bum crack so you can see it when I’m wearing knickers or a
bikini.’

‘And what would this tattoo be of?’

‘Your initials. A red ring with your initials inside, in
red.’

‘Well I’m flattered but let’s be realistic. Supposing down the
line we split up and you take up with another Master? He’s not
going to be happy at you bearing the mark of another man, is he?
He’ll want you to remove it.’

‘I will be wearing the mark of the first man that broke me in
and made me his slave. I shall always keep that memory.’

I look
at her and she stares me back in the eyes without flinching or
looking away. It obviously means a lot to her, carrying my mark, so
I’ll allow it. With conditions.

‘I’ll tell you what. I’ll agree to my initials above your bum
if you have a tattoo as well on the front, on the right hand side
of your lower abdomen, near the right hip. The coat of arms of The
Society. It will denote that you are the property of The Society.
No one but Society members will know it for what it is. And if
anyone else asks you what it is, you’ll never tell of
course.’

‘What does it look like?’

I turn
to my computer, browse to The Society website and log in. It’s a
secure site and you need a password to get in. The first screen you
see once you’re logged in is the Society crest with links to the
other pages. I turn the computer screen around and show it to
K.

‘It looks all right. How big would it have to be?’

‘Say 2 inches by 2 inches.’

‘Okay then, I accept.’

‘Good. I’ll set you up with an appointment with our specialist.
He does all the body mods for members of The Society and their
slaves. He can do your piercing, he knows how to do the Society
tattoo and if you give him the design you want of my initials he
can do that as well. He’s very good, that’s why we use
him.’

‘Okay then, yes. Go ahead and set it all up please. Will he do
them all on the same day, do you think?’

‘Probably your back one day and then your front another. Do you
think you can handle a tattoo and nipple piercing on the same
day?’

‘If you tell me to I will.’

‘Without any anaesthetic?’

‘If that would please you.’

‘Yes it would. Good girl. Now were they any more requests
before we move on to your suggestions?’

She
looks embarrassed. ‘Yes there is one more. You know how in my mind
the more you control me, the more you care about me? I know it’s
not really like that but my subconscious seems to believe that so I
don’t argue with her. Well, I’d like you to control me even
more.’

‘How so? Put a bridle on you?’

‘At the moment you dictate what clothes I wear when I am “on
duty” as you put it. I’d like you to also tell me what you want me
to wear when I’m “off duty”. Days when I’m out of the house
even.’

‘Oh … K. I appreciate the sentiment and the trust you have in
me but I’m not really all that up on ladies fashions and what scarf
goes with what jumper and all that sort of thing. It’s one thing
dressing you up in leather outfits or bra and knickers to please my
eye, but I’m not sure I could send you out on the street with my
clothing choices.’

‘Do you think I don’t know that? You’re a man after all, no
fashion sense. No what I’ll do is I’ll pick some complete outfits,
I’ll decide which blouse goes with which jumper and which skirt
goes with those boots, etc. and you just pick a complete outfit. A,
B or C. Simple as that.’

‘And this all means something to you, does it?’

She
nods. ‘Yes, when I look down and see my sleeve or my skirt, or
catch my reflection in a shop window it’ll give me a warm feeling
inside thinking, “I’m wearing this outfit because my Master wants
me to wear this outfit.” I know it’s strange but it’s important to
me, so please humour me.’

‘Seems fair enough, okay then, if that’s what you want.
Anything else?’

‘Yes, please could you control my eating habits, my mealtimes
and what I eat? You already choose my meals when we are dining out
together, I’d like you to do it during a normal day as
well.’

‘How do you mean?’

‘Things like, whether we are at home or if I’m out and about
for the day on my own, I must eat at 1 o’clock and I can only eat
chicken, in a sandwich or a salad, and it must be brown bread, that
sort of thing. I’m only allowed pasta twice a week, perhaps. I can
only eat a takeaway if you have one. Minor details like that but it
means that you are in control of me even more than you are
now.’

‘Are you’re sure about all this?’

She
closes her eyes and her voice has a certain edginess to it, ‘It’s
rules, I must have rules. It’s the only way I know you care about
me.’

It
sounds daft to me but it obviously means so much to her, so I give
in. ‘Okay then,’ I reply, ‘if that’s what you want. I’ll look into
it and get the doctor to draw up a healthy diet for you. I don’t
want to be picking things at random and make you lose out on some
essential vitamins or whatever.’

‘Thank you, Master. It may not be true but I feel that the more
you control my life the more I’m cared about. Silly I know but
…’

‘By the way, did I tell you I think you’re fucking weird?’

‘Many times, but I give good head, that’s why you keep me
around.’

‘True enough. Okay, if we’re finished with your requests, let’s
take a look at your suggestions for how I should mistreat
you.’

‘Yes, Master. I don’t know if I will like any of these but I’m
willing to give them a try as they seem to interest
you.’

We both
study the list K created. I’ve never seen such an organised slave.
If I was to tell her that I was going to whip her and she had to
count the strokes, I wouldn’t be surprised if she turned up with
one of those clickers that they use at events to count the number
of people there. Or maybe an app on a Fitbit watch.

 


SUGGESTIONS

 



	
The use of
vibrating eggs and butt plugs randomly turned on during the day,
while I am serving at the house.



	
Being
watched/filmed while I masturbate.



	
Strung up,
upside down on the hoist in garage and whipped.



	
Total immobility
bondage and sensory deprivation. Tight corset, neck and shoulder
brace, arms bound, legs thighs and ankles bound with straps, body
strapped to a pole so I can’t bend my body. Blindfolded and with
noise cancelling headphones on.



	
Being used as
furniture.



	
Staked out in
the garden in the midday sun.



	
Made to toil in
the garden, naked. Used as a beast of burden.



	
Run around in
the snow, naked.



	
Occasionally
sleep in the cage in Master’s bedroom, so he can watch me while I
sleep.





 


‘This seems pretty comprehensive, I’ll see about implementing
them,’ I tell her. ‘I will of course allow you to add to this list
as time goes on.’

‘Thank you, Master. You’ve been so understanding today. I only
hope I can live up to your hopes for us.’

I give
her a few moments to enjoy the little victory I gave her today as
I’m going to lay some bad news on her that she might not
like.

‘Right now then K, I’m glad we had this chat today but to be
honest I would have called you down for one anyway as there are
some things I have to inform you of.

‘I’ve given you a lot of concessions here. It’s now time to
tell you of your increased obligations since you transformed from
my sub to my slave. These aren’t parts of our negotiations, I would
have informed you of these even if today’s conversation hadn’t
taken place.

‘It’s time for you to be made available to more people who
would like to have the chance to fuck you.’

‘Like who?’ she asked.

‘It’s time for you to have your 3 monthly check up with the
doctor. He will test you for STD’s but also check you over
generally for any problems, low blood sugar or whatever. He has
expressed an interest in you now you are a full slave and
available, so has requested to have “extra-curricular activities”
with you each time you have your regular check-ups.

‘What does that mean?’

‘It means that if he takes his time examining you and his hands
wander then so be it, you will allow it. If he wants to use his
prick as a thermometer and insert it into you to take your
temperature, you will allow it. When you attend your regular
check-ups you will stay there until he has had his way with you to
his satisfaction, and if he then wants to share you with his nurse
you will actively comply and pretend to enjoy it.
Clear?’

‘Yes, Master, very clear.’

‘Next, in the coming days you will be introduced to Sid the
gardener. You will work under him in the way you do Mrs. Scott. He
will put you to work in the garden and that will comply with one of
your “suggestions”. He will also have full access to your body in
the same way that Mrs. Scott does. Which means he can beat you if
he wants and fuck you as many times during the day as he can
manage.’

‘Is he a young man?’

‘No, he’s 50 and he has a beer belly, so sadly you won’t get to
fuck some young stud. If you did it wouldn’t be humiliating for
you, which is the point of the exercise.’

‘I understand, Master. I must be kept low in case I get ideas
above my station. Isn’t that the way you put it?’

‘Exactly. Good girl. Now then, have you had an orgasm
today?’

‘No, Master, you haven’t given me permission to have
one.’

‘Neither have I.’

‘Would you like me to blow you?’

All this
talk about handing her over to other men has got me aroused. ‘Let’s
go to my room, get naked and fuck like rabbits.’

With a
smile on her face she tells me, ‘As you wish, Master. I am yours to
command.’

 



~~~

 


K
returns from her run just as I cross the foyer, heading for the
kitchen. She doesn’t notice me at first as she leans forward and
puts her hands on her knees, while she gets her breath back. After
a moment she straightens up and notices me for the first
time.

She sees me watching her silently and she knows
why I’m watching her.
She’s wearing a hooded top and leggings that come down to just
below her knees. It’s a hot day and her face and neck are covered
in sweat. She stares back at me without saying a word and slowly
unzips her top and removes it, then just stands there with her
hands on her hips. The sweat is running down her chest and the
sports bra she is wearing is soaked in it. Of course now I can see
her bare abdomen and that is shiny from her sweat too. I lick my
lips (I can’t help it, I’m a dog) and she sees this.

‘Of course what I need now after that run is a good, hard,
naked, sweaty workout in the garage gym. Perhaps with some hard
fucking after that. Followed by a soak in the hot tub, don’t you
think, Master?’

‘I, err … yes, I suppose so. Err … I’ll fire up the hot tub,
should be ready by the time you’ve finished your workout. I’ll meet
you in the gym,’ I manage to squeeze out.

I go to
the patio and set the thermostat on the hot tub, then I head for
the garage. K is just removing her knickers as I arrive. She’s
still got her trainers on because of the cold garage floor. She’s
tanned from nude sunbathing and with the sweat covering her body
she looks as if she’s been oiled. Just to make sure she sweats some
more though, I turn on the air blowers to keep the place
hot.

‘Ready, Master?’ she asks.

I pull
over a collapsible chair that I keep in there for such occasions
and make myself comfortable. ‘Ready.’

She
begins the workout I have drawn up for her. I watched her doing her
own workouts for a while, then I chose the different routines that
showed her naked body off to the best advantage for me, as a
spectator, to watch. K was so delighted I’d taken the trouble to
regulate her life even more. It also appeals to her vanity, as the
sole purpose of the routine I have chosen is to display her body to
me, for my viewing pleasure.

Press
ups, followed by a session on one of those step machines, then
dumbbell lifts in various positions to exercise different muscles.
Then lying on a sloping sit-up bench, head down doing uphill
sit-ups or turning around and doing leg raises over her head. Each
one showing off her musculature properly as well as showcasing her
intimate parts.

(Just
for the record, I’m not into muscly, weight-lifter type, women.
Rather, I like women who are athletic and supple, who show their
underlying muscle tone when exercising but who look perfectly nice
and slim when not tensed. Also women who work out too much, tend to
lose their breasts as they seem to sink into their expanding
pectoral muscles. I don’t want K to suffer from that as she has
perfectly lovely boobs and I don’t want her to lose
them.)

Occasionally she stops and asks me to spray her with water as
‘she’s getting too hot and sweaty’ she says, knowing what it does
to me when she says that. I spray her with a mist of water and she
goes back to working out as the rivulets of water and sweat run
down from her neck, between her breasts and into her crotch.
(Damn! I am so going to fuck her
when she’s finishing exercising!)


Eventually, as my stiff cock is beginning to throb painfully,
she finishes her routine. She’s lying on the sit-up bench facing
me, with her feet on the ground either side to stop herself sliding
down. Which means her legs are apart and that tight, little pussy
is staring directly at me. She puts one hand down to it and begins
to slowly rub up and down it with her middle finger.

‘I know it’s forbidden for a sub to initiate sexual contact
with a Dom,’ she tells me, ‘but I was just thinking what an
opportune moment this might be for any randy Dom who happened to be
in the neighbourhood, to take advantage of a horny …
sweaty … slave like me.
It’d be shame to miss out really. Not that I’m suggesting anything
of course, it’s just that I’m so wet, inside and out.’

‘Okay, that’s it. Shut the fuck up or I’m going to come before
I’m even inside you.’ I strip my clothes off as quickly as I can
and approach the bench. She grips the top of the bench to stop her
sliding down and raises her legs until they are on my shoulders. I
enter her, that position allowing me to sink deeply into her. I rub
my hands over her wet body, and she moans as I massage her breasts.
But I don’t have too long and don’t want to waste it on foreplay.
So I slide into her again and again until I reach my
peak.

With a cross between a groan and a cry, I begin emptying
myself inside her (the vinegar
stroke as it is known). As I’m still
pounding away at her, she slides her legs off my shoulders and
wraps them around my body, locking her ankles behind my back. She
puts her arms around me and pulls me close. As I go through my
orgasm, I hear her muttering in my ear softly, as if it’s more for
her benefit than mine, ‘Yes, that’s it, Master. Come for me, come
in my cunt. Give me your cum, give me all you’ve got.’

I don’t
know what magic is contained in those words but I keep going,
pounding away at her willing body while I kiss her long and hard,
only breaking off when we need to breathe. It’s getting a bit
precarious on the sit-up bench so I stand up and turn her around,
kneeling her down so she can lean on the bench, while I kneel
behind and enter her again.

Slowly
and methodically I plunge into her body until I feel my blood
rising again. To delay that I sit back on my heels, pulling her
with me, so we’re still connected. She sits there in my lap,
impaled on my cock while I kiss and bite her neck, as my hands roam
over her body. She grabs my hands and putting them on her breasts,
squeezes them hard so I crush her boobs. After a few moments I pull
one free from her grasp and slide it down her sweat-slick body to
rub her clit.

Whatever
magic worked on me is working its spell on her too. It’s not long
before she is approaching her climax and with her free hand, she
pulls my head forward until my mouth is on her shoulder and
commands, ‘BITE ME!’ as she goes into the throes of her orgasm. I
bite her hard as she lets out a strangled yelp followed by a
lengthy moan. I keep the pressure on her clit and shoulder until
the moaning subsides. She leans back against me, gasping for
breath.

Even
though we’ve stopped moving, my erection hasn’t subsided and I’m
still rock hard, but I do the decent thing and say, ‘Do you want to
stop now?’

She
leans forward so her elbows are resting on the bench again and
looking back over her shoulder gives me a strange look. (She scares
me sometimes.) ‘Finish!’ she commands. ‘I want your cum inside
me.’

So I
oblige her. I put my cock inside her again, grab her hips and fuck
away until I’ve finished. Unlikely as it seems, it feels as if I’m
pumping even more spunk into her than I did the first time! After
I’m done, I reach up to her shoulders, push as deep inside her as I
can reach and then lay my head on her back, my arms around her
waist. It’s ungentlemanly I know, but I’m spent and I just want a
bit more closeness with her before we separate. K just waits
patiently for me to recover, without saying anything, but stretches
her arm around to what she can reach of my torso and gently rubs
it.

When my dick has subsided enough to fall out of K, I get to my
feet and help her to hers. ‘You’ve got to stop doing those runs,
they’re wearing me out,’ I joke.

K says
nothing, just obediently follows me when I take her hand and lead
her outside to the hot tub. Once we have climbed inside, she scoots
over to me and puts my arm around her shoulders. I hug her close.
‘Please don’t ever send me away, Master,’ she asks. ‘I love …’ she
pauses as if she’s saying too much. ‘I love it here with you and
the games we play. It would break my heart if I had to
leave.’

‘Then don’t ever leave,’ I tell her.




 





LESSONS MUST BE TAUGHT

 


 


I’ve stopped having breakfast in bed. It’s a treat 3 or 4
times a week but having breakfast and a blowjob every morning gets repetitive after a
while, so I only have it when I’m in the mood. Normally I’m up and
about before breakfasting.

As K is
here full time now, I no longer have the opportunity to lay out her
clothing for the day, before she arrives, as all her ‘exotic’
clothing is hanging in the wardrobe in her bedroom, which I don’t
have access to. So I’ve got it in the habit of emailing her every
day detailing what clothing I want her to wear and any tasks I may
have for her, the next day. So she emerges from her room, into the
house already clothed in what the navy call, ‘Rig of the
Day’.

Today is
different however. Today I have decided to fuck K about as there is
a certain lesson I want to teach her, so I tell her to wear
stockings, suspenders and high-heeled stilettos, and the usual
collar and cuffs. When she reports to me, I take her to the Fun
room and pick up a leg spreader bar. As well as fastenings at each
end, they have a ring fixed in the middle, usually so you can
stretch a chain or a rope from there up to the sub’s genitals.
Today I fasten the ring to one of the D rings at the back of her
collar. Then I fasten her wrist cuffs to either end of the spreader
bar. This means that to pick anything up she will have to bend over
to lower her hand. And today she’ll be doing housework. That’s
going to be difficult.

Along
with this I fasten a chain between her ankle cuffs. Not too long,
short enough so it restricts her ability to walk, to a shuffle.
Then I put a ball gag in her mouth and heavy weights clamped onto
her nipples. I take her downstairs to wait for Mrs. Scott. Due to
the shortness of the chain K has to walk down the stairs sideways,
one step at a time. This is made doubly difficult when tottering
about on high-heels. And it’s amusing to watch her struggle, mind
you I stay close in case she stumbles and falls. I just want to
fuck her about, not have her hurt herself.

Mrs.
Scott comes in and stands there wordlessly looking K up and down.
‘Been naughty again has she, Mr. Gilchrist?’

‘Yes. She kept trying to talk to me when I was watching TV last
night, instead of waiting for the adverts, as she knows she’s supposed to.’ K
blushes and looks away. ‘So today, I want you to keep her chained
up like this all day. Ungag her when she needs to feed, take the
clamps off and put them back on from time to time. She has asked if
she can have her nipples pierced so I want her to have sore nipples
by the end of the day so she can see how much it will hurt having
them pierced.

‘As usual, if she gives you any problems, beat her, but use
this instead.’ In place of the usual tawse that she generally beats
K with, I hand her one of the medium length whips that we have
worked up to in K’s punishment routine.

Mrs.
Scott takes the whip and says, ‘D’ye no think you’re being a bit
hard on the wee lassie?’

I look
at her. ‘Mrs. Scott, I believe the terms of my contract with you
allows for me to beat you if I feel like it. Unless you wish to end
up naked, bent over the same counter next to K, while I whip the
pair of you, I suggest you carry out my instructions.’ I’m doing
this for a reason and I don’t want Mrs. Scott ruining the lesson by
being kind to K.

Mrs.
Scott can’t meet my eye and looking down at the floor says, ‘As you
say, Mr. Gilchrist.’

‘I’ll have breakfast in the study, make her serve it.’

 



~~~

 


Some
time later there’s a knock at my study door and I call, ‘Come in.’
I hear the door open and K walks in carrying a tray. (Ah! I hear
you say. How can she carry a tray if she has her hands shackled
level with her head? Well the answer is, this isn’t my first rodeo,
I’ve bound slaves like this before and there’s a simple solution to
the problem. If you’ve travelled anywhere in the middle east, as I
did in the army, you will know that the waiters in coffee houses
serve you from a round tray, with three or four wires rising up
from the rim of the tray that meet up and connect to a handle. So
the tray can be carried with one hand. K is carrying one of those.
See, simple.)

She puts the tray on the coffee table. I ignore her and she
leaves the room. Moments later she is back with teapot in one hand
and cup and saucer in the other. ‘Pour me a cup,’ I tell her and it
is fun to watch her struggle with pouring it very carefully, so as not to spill a
drop. She manages to do it and very pleased with herself turns to
me, eyes wide, as if expecting congratulations. ‘Get out,’ I order
her, curtly.

Her face
drops and she leaves the room, closing the door behind her with
some difficulty.

 



~~~

 


I keep
an eye on the pair of them during the day. Luckily for K, Mrs.
Scott only makes her flit around with a feather duster and not do
anything difficult like making the beds. Mrs. Scott still demands
her due though and poor old K has to kneel before her and eat her
pussy. Because of the spreader bar getting in the way, K can’t
easily get close enough to Mrs. Scott’s pussy to do it justice as
the bar presses against her thighs. After a few minutes struggle
with the logistics of “muff diving” Mrs. Scott lays K on the bed
and straddles her head with her legs open.

Later in
the day as our paths cross, I can see that my instructions have
been carried out and K has some fresh, red weals across her body,
back and front. Obviously in a choice between K being whipped or
herself, Mrs. Scott has chosen to lay into K and she has some
particularly nasty looking stripes across her breasts and
buttocks.

 



~~~

 


Later
that day Mrs. Scott comes to my study. ‘I’ve left yon lassie
kneeling in the kitchen, awaiting further instructions. I’ve
removed her gag so she can be safely left for a while, and I’ve
just replaced the clamps on her nipples so they’re good for about
15 minutes before they’ll need removing.’

‘You can go,’ I tell her and deliberately wait until she has
opened the study door and is halfway through before I call her
back. ‘Mrs. Scott.’

‘Sir?’

‘Another thing, don’t ever question my orders
again.’

‘No, sir. Sorry, sir. Won’t happen again.’

I
dismiss her with a wave of my hand.

I wait
10 minutes or so and then go to the kitchen and stand before K. She
is quietly crying and the tears are running down her face. I feel
sorry for her but the lesson isn’t over yet. I unzip my fly and
take my cock out. ‘MOUTH,’ I command and she gamely rises up to
take my prick in her mouth. Have you ever been sucked off by a
crying woman? A very odd feeling. A cross between pleasure and
guilt.

After a
few minutes when I’m rock hard, I bring her to her feet and bend
her over on the counter, the clamps crushing her nipples as her
tits are squashed against the cold, hard, marble top.

I stroke
her pussy, rubbing her clit but she stubbornly remains dry. It
isn’t a very erotic situation after all, so I reach for the butter
dish, smear some on my fingers and lubricate her with it. Then I
enter her and start pumping away.

The
situation isn’t sexually arousing for either of us as it’s a
‘punishment fuck’, not a pleasure one, so it takes me longer to
come than I was expecting but I have to reach climax. Finally,
after what seems like an age, I’m nearly there, so I pull out of
her, drag her to her knees again and force my cock into her mouth.
Still crying, she dutifully bobs her head back and forth until I
grab the back of her head and shoot my load down her throat. After
making sure I’m empty, I release her and she drops back to her
knees, gasping for air.

When she
is breathing normally again, I turn my attention to her nipples.
They have gone white from lack of blood supply so I remove the
clamps, causing a cry of pain as each one is removed and the blood
flows back. Her nipples look sore and bruised. I stroke each one
gently with the back of my hand and she groans in
anguish.

Then I
unfasten the spreader bar from her collar and cuffs and she groans
again as she is able to lower her arms for the first time that day.
The poor girl’s exhausted and she slumps against the cupboard door
of the island, still crying.

‘Why?’ she sobs. ‘What did I do wrong? I know you have the right to treat me
like this but I’ve tried to please you. If you tell me what I did
wrong I won’t do it again, I promise.’

I pull up one of the stools and looking down on her, say,
‘It’s not about what you have
done, today’s lesson is about what
you might do in the
future. You’re not the first woman that
I’ve made my slave. You’re not even the first slave who I invited
to live with me. My last slave was called Clara. She was like you,
always eager to please me, doing whatever Master wanted and I
thought I had found my ideal companion. So I moved her
in.

‘We were happy for a short while but then being my live-in
slave went to her head. Like you she came to me at first with a
list of requests. Like yours, some fairly reasonable requests that
I was happy to grant. But then they got bigger and more demanding.
She began to believe that she was “Mistress of the House” and
wanted to order new curtains and new furniture and so on. She even
began to order Mrs. Scott about! Well, I couldn’t let that stand,
so we parted company. I sent her away.

‘Today has been about teaching you not to be like her. Accept
what I give you and be grateful. It’s okay to ask for more
occasionally but ask, don’t demand. As someone once told me, “It’s okay to ask for
the Moon, it’s when you try and steal it, that people get
annoyed”.

‘If you ever get the urge to become like her, think back to
today and remind yourself what the consequences could be. Spending
your life like this or leave my service.’

She
bravely nods and loyally says, ‘I understand, Master. Thank you for
the lesson.’

‘Now I’ll just take you up to the Fun room-’

‘No, Master, not the Fun room, please? I can’t take any
more-’ but then she realises what she is
saying, takes a deep breath and changes it to, ‘As you wish,
Master. I am yours to command.’

‘It’s all right. I’m not taking you up there to punish you some
more. I’m going to rub Aloe Vera on all your wounds. It could get
messy so I thought it better to do it in the Fun room and keep your
own bedsheets clean. Have a rest and then have a long soak in the
bath. I won’t be needing you for the rest of the day, so take it
easy.’

I unclip
the chain holding her ankles together and help her to her feet. She
is tired and leans against me so I put my arm around her to support
her. Then I lead her upstairs.




 





GARDEN TIME

 


 


Sid the
gardener only comes around every few weeks and so far it has never
coincided with when K has been around, so I find out his next
scheduled visit and order her to be available that day.

I’ve
established a routine with K and Mrs. Scott and I tell her to do
the same with Sid, where she automatically picks up the ‘medium’
whip from the Fun room on her way to present herself to either of
them and asks them to use that on her. I’ve decided that K’s
punishment levels will be taken up a level, so now I don’t use the
cat o’ nine tails or things like belts on her so often except to
warm her up for a session, so neither will Mrs. Scott or
Sid.

When
used on a slave who’s become accustomed to them, cats and belts can
be rather comforting to some when given steady, rhythmic strokes
and continued for some time. They can actually relax some of
them.

On the
other hand, you can’t go straight in with the ‘Oh My God That Hurts
So Much’ leather whips. So I find that if I’m going to give K a
lengthy punishment session I start with the cat and the floggers to
warm her up, get up to the painful whip levels where I really
punish her, and then bring her down to earth again with the cat. A
bit like stretching before a run to warm up and after to cool down,
I suppose.

I should
point out that although I am a sadistic bastard and love to punish
K, I’m not a totally psychotic personality. K is a masochist and
enjoys being hurt, remember. I’m just her dealer who feeds her the
‘pain’ drug. Before each session when we both know I am going to be
really hard on her in a scheduled ‘punishment whipping’, I write a
number between 1 and 5 on the chalk board that holds her safe word.
That is the level of pain I intend to take her to. Then I offer her
the chalk. Depending on her mood, she sometimes just puts the chalk
down, but quite often she rubs out the number and rewrites it 1
point higher than the number I wrote.

So we
are now on the level where we keep the medium length whips for her
everyday ‘corrections’ and have introduced the full length whips
and electrical cables for her ‘pain days’. (The electrical cables
were her idea after watching an electrician working in the house
one day. She nicked a length of cut-off cable and asked me to try
it on her. Next thing I knew she was down the electrical shop with
the credit card and I have a roll of electrical cable in the
garage.) We haven’t graduated to canes and riding crops yet. I’ll
let her tell me when she is ready to take that next step. Knowing
K, it’ll come, it’ll come.

Back to Sid and the garden. I take her out to introduce him to
her. It’s still summertime so she is naked except for waterproof,
zip-up gardening boots, gardening gloves and a tool belt around her
waist. (She looks so cute in that tool
belt.)

Like
Mrs. Scott, Sid is an ex-slave of The Society and was once the
pride and joy sub of some Master or Mistress. When he no longer
interested them, he was discarded by them but as I said earlier,
The Society will find people like him and Mrs. Scott work and try
to take care of them. A little thank you for their
service.

Sid may
have been somebody’s darling once but now he has gone to seed. His
belly hangs over his trousers and stretches the buttons on his
shirt. But he’s an excellent gardener.

I stand
K in front of him and make her hand him the whip. Then she has to
give him one of my little speeches. ‘Good morning, sir. My name is
K and my Master has given me to you for the day to assist you. I am
to be made to work hard and used as a beast of burden. If you find
me slacking at all you are to use this whip on me and then later
you may use me for your sexual pleasure. Anything and everything I
will submit to at your hands. Please use me well.’

‘Mrs. Scott told me you had a new slave, Mr. Gilchrist. So I’m
to work her hard am I?’

‘That’s right, Sid. Make her work then fuck her, she’s all
yours.’

‘That’s very kind of you, Mr. Gilchrist, I surely will. Pretty
little thing ain’t she? She’ll come in useful as well. I have some
cinder blocks to move down to the summer house to build the fire
pit with and next week I’m expecting a load of new firewood to put
in the store to dry out, for next year’s fires. Of course the old
stuff will have to be cleared out first and then replaced on top of
the new. She can do all that, save my old back.’

‘And that’s not all, feel that body,’ I tell him. I do this
deliberately as having shook hands with Sid many times, I know that
his palms are calloused and scarred from years of gardening work.
‘Just feel those tits and rub that belly.’

He does
so and K doesn’t actually recoil as his rough hands roam over her
body but she definitely stiffens up.

‘Squeeze that arse, rock solid, and just feel that pussy,’ I
encourage him. K just stands there stony-faced as she suffers the
indignity of being groped by a ‘horny handed son of the
soil’.

‘So I’m allowed to fuck her as often as I want then, Mr.
Gilchrist?’

‘As often as you like but only on days when she’s working for
you. Oh and you have an apprentice working for you now don’t
you?’

‘Aye, part-timer, young lad named Tom. He’s a novitiate with
The Society. One of the Mistresses is training him up to be a
slave, so she started him with me so he can earn his own keep until
she takes possession of him.’

‘Well if you bring him along any day, he can have her too.’ (I
lied about the young stud.) ‘He’s young and full of spunk, he can
fuck her hard. I’m training her to realise that her body isn’t her
own, it’s not there for her pleasure but mine and she has to fuck
anyone I tell her to without question.’

‘Oh, he’ll do that all right. His prospective Mistress won’t
let him have sex with her so he’s grateful to get it anywhere he
can. And of course, you being a Master, he must obey you if you
tell him to fuck her, so he won’t be in trouble with the
Mistress.’

‘That’s good, Sid. Now take her away and put her to good
use.’

 



~~~

 


Later that day I look out of my study window and I see K
struggling down the garden with a couple of cinder blocks held
against her chest. She places them carefully outside the summer
house, so as not to break them and then returns for some more. This
goes on for some time and I’m glad to see that she has several whip
marks across her body. I’ve told Sid privately that
she will be whipped as
she works and if he doesn’t do it, I surely will, so he might as
well get some fun out of it.

After a
while she puts down a pair of cinder blocks and drops to her knees,
out of breath. Sid, who is sitting in a chair on the porch of the
summer house, puffing on his pipe, beckons her over. Once she is
before him, he takes her by her collar and leads her into the
summer house.

I reckon
I know what’s happening so I give it 10 minutes or so and walk down
to the summer house. I enter quietly so I can watch them for a
while unseen. K is on all fours and Sid is kneeling behind her, his
trousers round his knees and with his cock buried deep inside her,
giving her what for. His fat, flabby belly wobbles each time it
hits her tight arse and it’s exactly what I had in mind for her.
Not a life of sexual submission to a host of well-muscled,
big-cocked studs but being given to the lowest common denominator
for their pleasure and her humiliation.

A
lightbulb goes off in my brain. I’ve been watching some interracial
stuff on the Internet. (Like I said, I’m always looking for new
things to subject K to.) I decided to have K blacked (serviced by a
couple of young, black studs with large cocks). It’ll look great on
film, and she might even enjoy it. But watching Sid banging K
reminds me that the most interesting Black on White films I’ve seen
are not the ones set in a posh LA apartment with the right lighting
and a black guy or 2, with big dicks, shagging a beautiful model
type. No, the ones I found more interesting were the ones that seem
to be home movies where a guy has convinced his
wife/girlfriend/slave to have sex with a friend or a neighbour (?)
and though the wife might be young and attractive, the black guy
she submits too is often an older, fat, black guy, not a stud at
all. And I decide that is what I’ll make K do. Sure I’ll have her
blacked for a film by young cock-masters but I want to see her
being fucked and having to suck on an old, fat black guy. It’ll be
more degrading for her. (And I reckon she’ll love it.)

K
notices I’m there and looks directly at me. Her expression is not
that one where she drifts off into her own mind, disassociating her
mind from what is actually happening to her body, instead she is
fully there and staring at me as if to say, ‘Is this all you got?
You’ll have to do better than this if you want me to cry for mercy.
I gave myself to you completely, now use me to the fullest
extent.’

Right, I
can accept a challenge. ‘Sid,’ I tell him, once he’s finished
banging K. ‘I want you to fuck her again before you leave today.
Tie her to the tree …’ he knows which one, we’ve used it before for
subs, ‘… whip her and then turn the lawn sprinklers on. I’ll come
out and turn them off when I think she’s had enough.’

‘Will do, Mr. Gilchrist.’ He slaps K on the arse, ‘Well, back
to work. Those cinder blocks won’t move themselves.’ K gets up and
without a word walks out of the summer house, spunk dripping out of
her pussy and gives me a hard look as she passes me.




 





STATE OF THE UNION

 


 


‘Now then K, I’ve invited you down here for a chat about things
in general. You can speak freely.’

K adopts
her defensive mode when she is sitting down, knees together and
hands balled into fists in her lap. She does this when she thinks
she’s in trouble.

‘Relax K, it isn’t a telling off or anything like that. I just
want to see how you’re doing generally and discuss a few things
with you. How are you and Alice getting along?’

K
unballs her fists and relaxes her knees. ‘Fine, we meet up every
couple of weeks or so. Did you know she has a flat in town where
she meets her girlfriends? I think Bob would be very surprised if
he knew some of the women she meets there. The wives of some of his
friends. Quite the little seductress is Alice.’

‘She doesn’t make you have sex with any of them, does she? That
wasn’t part of the arrangement. I’m the only one that decides who
you sleep with.’

‘No, nothing like that. It’s just our paths have crossed a few
times as they are arriving or leaving. Alice wouldn’t give me to
someone else even if she was allowed to. She’s quite taken with me
and doesn’t want to share. That’s why we meet at her flat. If Bob
came home when I was there, he would want to get in on the action
and Alice wouldn’t want that.’

‘From time to time though he will ask to borrow you for a night
or weekend and I will give you to him,’ I warn her.

‘That’s okay, if he has booked me first then she can’t
complain. She can watch or join in.’

‘How are things generally with her? Do you have
sex?’

‘Yes, we have sex. I’m not fussed about it, I do it for Alice’s
benefit really, she can’t keep her hands off me, but I must admit I
do like it when we curl up naked afterwards and just cuddle.
Personally I’m happiest when we go shopping together or just sit
around and chat. You were right on the money when you said I needed
a Mother figure in my life, and Alice fits that bill perfectly.
Clever old Master. Thank you for allowing me to see
her.’

‘Less of the old. And how about the other men I make you sleep
with?’

‘Well, after a lengthy sex session with the doctor and his
nurse, he finally gave me a clean bill of health. As for the
gardeners, that young lad Tom has me several times a day when
they’re here, what with him and Tom screwing me and lugging lumps
of firewood around it’s quite exhausting.’

‘You asked to be used as “a beast of burden”, I seem to
remember.’

‘Oh I wasn’t complaining, Master, I quite enjoy the hardship. I
was just reporting the state of affairs. May I make a request
though, Master?’

‘Go ahead.’

‘The days are getting cooler. It’s all right being naked in the
house but out in the garden it is starting to get a bit cold. My
nipples are permanently erect. May I be allowed to wear clothes
when I’m working in the garden?’

‘No. I want to see your erect nipples.’ Her face drops. ‘Just
kidding, how about you wear your dungarees and I have an old
Barbour jacket you can wear. That be okay?’

‘Your old jacket? That’s sounds lovely, it’ll remind me of you
while I’m wearing it. Thank you, Master.’

‘So I take it you’re generally happy with the state of affairs
and have no reservations about me handing you out to other
men?’

‘No, Master. You explained to me about showing off your
Hotwife and it makes me
proud to know you think of me that way.’

‘So you’d be perfectly happy if I brought a five-a-side team in
here and let them fuck you, one at a time, then?’

She
seems to think about it for a moment and then gives me a
“flirtatious” look and asks softly, ‘Is that liable to happen then,
Master?’

‘Would you like it to?’

‘If it would please you, Master.’

I notice
she isn’t shocked at this suggestion and I file this away in the
back of my mind as it feeds into something I have planned for her
much further down the line.

‘So if I were to tell you that I have had another invitation
from Squire Amos for dinner at his Manor and I’m thinking of not
going myself, but just sending you along on your own, you’d be
happy with that, would you?’

‘Indeed I would. Having spent a night in his company I feel
safe enough with him that I could go on my own. If that is your
wish, Master.’

‘Excellent. I’m glad you’ve come so far and learned to trust
that I would never send you into a dangerous situation.’

‘I know that, Master. I trust you implicitly.’

‘Good, that’s settled then. I’ll arrange the night. So we are
both fully agreed on the fact that I have the right and the
authority to order you to have sex with anyone of my
choosing?’

‘Absolutely,’ she agrees.

‘Having said that however, there are certain things that I feel
the sub should still have the right to say ‘NO’ to. For example on
The Society website there is a contacts database where the Masters
and Mistresses can post entries about their subs. Pictures, height,
weight, sexual orientation, what levels of punishment they have
been trained up to and so on.’

‘So what’s the purpose of this database? You haven’t put me on
there, have you?’ asks K, slightly alarmed.

‘No you’re not on it. The purpose of the database is that the
subs owner has decided to make them available to the rest of The
Society, for their use. Any Dom who fancies a change for a while
can book the sub for a preordained period, anything up to a week,
and the sub is sent to them for the time requested. Both the Dom
and the sub get a change of pace and everyone’s happy. Think of it
like Wife Swapping.

‘But given that the sub is sent away to a complete stranger,
although it is a Society member and therefore completely vetted and
trustworthy, it can be a bit daunting for the sub.’

‘And you want to put me on that database?’ she
asked.

‘No. This is precisely the sort of thing that shouldn’t be done
without the subs agreement, in my opinion. I don’t think you’re
ready for that yet. But I’m telling you about it as it leads into
another thing that I believe should also not be done without
agreement, but perhaps you are ready for this one.’

I can
see K is intrigued by this and she leans forward slightly and says,
‘I’m listening.’

The bait
has been cast and now the fish is watching the fly dancing around
on the end on the fishing line, tried to decide whether to eat that
tasty morsel.

‘The Society was founded by a lot of wealthy men and has been
running for decades. Over the years they have either acquired or
been given many properties. One of those is a hotel in the Lake
District, on the shores of a lake. It is managed by Society members
and the hotel staff are all subs. Normally it is run as a normal
‘civilian’ hotel with normal guests. But twice a year it shuts its
doors and The Society has a big get together over one weekend or
longer if there is a Bank Holiday the following day.

‘The Society invites all its UK based members but the condition
being that they must bring their subs along, when they arrive their
subs are handed over to the general pool of staff. Which means you
don’t get to be with your own sub over the weekend. They are taken
away, given some sort of maids outfit to wear, the women subs are
kept topless naturally, and you have to serve the food at all the
meals.’

‘Doesn’t sound very daring,’ said K.

‘I haven’t finished. Along with the uniforms you’ll be made to
wear a collar with a coloured tag, Green, Amber, and Red, to denote
what punishment level you are at. Green a relative newcomer who
will take a belt or a cat, Amber, someone at your level, K, who can
take a whipping and Red for those who are total pain freaks who
will take anything you do to them.

‘During the day, you are to be sexually available to anyone
that wants to use you, male or female. This means if you pass them
in the corridor, they might stop you and demand a blowjob or a
quick fuck. You MUST comply. Same as after dinner, when the ladies
have retired and the men are drinking port and smoking cigars, many
of them like to have their cocks sucked, again you must comply.
Needless to say, the ladies are being equally satisfied in the
drawing room.

‘Now then, during the day or the evening if any Dom takes a
shine to a particular sub, then he or she has a dog tag with their
room number on. They can clip that dog tag to the subs collar and
it shows everyone else that the sub has been booked for the night.
They can still be called on for impromptu sex during the rest of
the day by others, but after all the domestic duties have been
done, the sub must report to the Doms room as shown on the dog tag,
and they belong to the Dom for the night. Not just for sex but for
physical punishment as well, if the Dom so desires. The only
proviso is that they must be released early to help serve
breakfast. Before they leave, they return the room number tag which
means they are free to be booked by someone else on the following
night.’

‘It all sounds very well organised,’ agreed K. ‘What happens to
the subs who don’t get tagged during the day?’

‘They are free to be used by the hotel staff, whose orders they
are under at all times.’

‘And you want me to go to this get together with
you?’

‘There’s a get together coming up in a month or two and I want
you to consider it, but as I said, it’s one of those things that I
think the sub should be allowed to agree to and not just ordered to
do it.’

‘Very well, Master, I’ll think about it. And thank you for
offering me the choice.’

‘I care what happens to you, K, and I’m not going to force you
into any situation that you can’t handle.’

‘But hopefully, Master, with your guidance, one day I’ll be
able to handle anything you send my way,’ K responds.

Maybe K
will become the companion I’m looking for. ‘Quite so, K quite so.
Now run along.’ She curtsies and leaves the room.

 



~~~

 


A week
or so later I look out of the study window and I see K plodding up
from the summer house, shoulders drooping. I know the gardeners
have already left so they must have left her to tidy up. I head for
the kitchen to meet her.

She
walks up to the sliding doors in the kitchen and has a bit of
trouble sliding the heavy door open. She sees me and gives me a
smile and a curtsy (her and that damned curtsy thing). She
struggles to get her boots off and I give her a hand. I can see she
is bone-tired and I vow to tell the guys not to work her so hard.
(But she did ask for it.)

‘Well, all the wood has been stacked and the cinder blocks are
down at the summer house, ready for the fire-pit to be built,
Master,’ she says wearily. ‘Maybe I won’t have to work so hard next
week.’

‘Come on upstairs and I’ll run you a bath.’ I put my arm around
her and walk her up to the bathroom on the first floor. As I run
the bath she removes her coat and takes her dungarees
off.

I can
see she has scratches and bruises on her body and arms where the
wood and cinder blocks have scraped her. Also she has whip marks up
and down her back and legs. I see these and say to her, ‘I’m sorry
what they’ve done to you. I won’t let them touch you again or work
you so hard.’

K groans
as she leans back into the bath and the hot water stings her whip
marks. ‘Oh no, Master, don’t misunderstand. This is exactly how my
fantasy was and why I put it on my list. Now I’ve had chance to
actually live it.’

‘So tell me the whole fantasy then.’

‘It’s back in the olden days when there’s no law, you know
Hansel and Gretel times. I’m captured walking through the woods by
a couple of ruffians who take me to their farm. They make me work
hard doing farm work and tending the house, and when I’m not
working they fuck me roughly again and again throughout the day.
This week has been playing out that fantasy, so I don’t mind any of
the scratches or marks from the whip. I’ve been living out my
dream.

‘And also I don’t mind being tired out. Being worn out doing a
job for my Master gives me a great feeling of satisfaction. I hope
I’ve pleased you.’

‘You have, K, you really have. I can’t tell you how proud I am
of you. Tell you what, after you’ve had a soak and cleaned up, why
don’t you go up to my room and climb into bed?’

‘Oh no, Master, forgive me but I really don’t have the energy
for a sex session tonight, unless you want me to just lie there and
do nothing. I can do that if you want. I’ll just lie there and you
use my pussy to wank yourself off.’

‘Who said anything about sex? You just go to sleep and I’ll try
not to disturb you when I come up.’

She
takes my hand and squeezes it. ‘You know, Master, I’ve been
thinking about that Society get together at the hotel. If you think
I’m ready to go there and be a general slave then I’ll do it. I
won’t fail you and will make you proud of me. But please, don’t put
me on the database, I’m not ready for that yet.’

‘I promise you I won’t do that until you tell me you’re ready
and want to go on it. I’ll make the arrangements about the hotel,
it’s not for a while yet. But for now, you just lie here and soak
and give me a shout if you need your back scrubbing.’




 





SWITCH

 


 


I’m
sitting in the lounge watching TV and K is kneeling beside me with
her head resting on my leg. ‘K, do you mind if I ask you a personal
question?’

‘As my Master there’s nothing about me that’s too personal for
you to know. What’s the question?’

‘Well, when I make you eat another woman’s pussy, do you get
any enjoyment out of it?’

‘Yes and no, Master.’

‘Typical woman’s answer, always trying to be
mysterious.’

‘No, what I mean is that on the face of it I don’t like it. I
think pussies are dirty, smelly things and I don’t understand why
you men want to stick your faces in them all the time, so no I
don’t enjoy it. On the other hand there are things that would
normally repel me but when I’m naked and on a leash, then I do get
enjoyment out of being made to do
it. It’s the forced act of submission that
excites me.’

‘I see. So what other things do you not enjoy but do to please
me?’

‘Rimming,’ she states, emphatically. ‘It’s disgusting but I’ll
do it if I’m ordered to.’

‘You offered to do it to me
on our first night together.’

‘Yes, but I was trying to impress you back then.’

‘And you’re not now?’

‘I think I’ve proven my value in other areas since then,
Master,’ she says, smugly.

I let
that pass and go back to watching TV but K has the bit between her
teeth now and won’t let it go.

‘Mind you there is one thing about eating pussy that I do
like,’ she says.


Intrigued, I tell her, ‘Go on, I’m listening.’

‘Well, when you make a man come he goes, “Wow that was nice”
and has another beer. It seems to be a purely physical reaction.
But with a woman, if you’ve teased her and aroused her long enough
and built her up to that point, or maybe if she’s on her second or
third orgasm, it involves her mind as well as her body. She can go
totally bananas, squirming and moaning, and it can turn her into a
gibbering wreck. And I must admit it gives me a tremendous feeling
of power over her to watch her writhe with pleasure and know that
it’s because of me, that I’m causing her to make those embarrassing
noises. I understand why men enjoy doing that to women.’


Something goes ‘DING!’ in the back of my dark and twisted
mind. ‘So you enjoy bringing her that pleasure, do you? Supposing
you knew that she also got orgasmic pleasure from a whipping. Would
you exercise that power over her, then?’

‘I … I don’t know, I’ve never really thought about
it.’

‘You know which punishments and tortures I inflict on you bring
you the most enjoyment. Do you think you could explain those to
another woman?’

‘If she was someone in the lifestyle or interested in joining
it, I suppose I could.’

‘What if she asked you to show
her the things you’re talking
about?’

‘If that was the case and we knew each other well and I trusted
her, then with your permission, I’d bring her here to watch you
discipline me.’

‘But after that, suppose she doesn’t want to get involved with
your Master, or any man come to that. Suppose she only
wanted you to
introduce her to the lifestyle because she trusts you?’

‘Is that something you’d like to see?’ she asks me.

‘Very much so. Do you think you might consider it? Remember I
said that Dominatrix told me that subs make the best Doms, because
they know how to play the game from having it played on them. They
know which buttons to push having spent years having their own
buttons pushed.’

I’m
trying to nudge K in the direction of being a Dominant as well as a
submissive. There are people who are naturally like that, they are
referred to as “Switches”, someone who can switch from being on
their knees to standing tall with a whip in their hand. They can
enjoy either role. I’d love to see K as a Dom but of course, I
don’t want to see her doing it to men. That’s of no interest to ME,
but seeing her dominate another woman … or two … that would be very
exciting to watch.

She
turns around and looks at me as she can see the conversation is
getting serious. ‘I suppose I’d be more comfortable doing it to
another woman. I know how a woman’s body works, where all her
‘buttons’ are and how to push them, because I know what works on
me, whereas I don’t with a man. How hard can I safely hit his
balls? If I shove a dildo up his backside might I damage his
prostate? That sort of thing. But I wouldn’t know where to start. I
don’t know how to whip a person.’

‘You did it to Long Susan.’

‘But that was different, I just copied what you were
doing.’

‘What if you had someone to practice on?’

‘Like who?’

‘Like Judith, for example. You’ve met her, she’s nice people.
She ate your pussy for God’s sake, you can’t get much closer than
that. She enjoys being whipped and frankly she doesn’t really care
who does it.’

‘She’d never put up with it from me though,’ argues
K.

‘She will do whatever I tell her, and if I tell her I want you
to whip her while I watch, then she’ll damned well have to put up
with it.’

‘Well, don’t subs usually get some sort of reward, like
sex?’

‘If you’re willing to give it a try, while you beat her I’ll
take care of the sex and you can just join in doing the bits you
feel comfortable with, like kissing her, stroking her tits, running
your hands over her body. You could do that while I’m screwing her,
couldn’t you? Or make me come in her face. Lots of little things
like that and then work your way up to maybe sucking on her tits or
eating her pussy and making her eat yours. You do it with Alice,
I’m sure. The sky’s the limit.’

‘But I wouldn’t know where to start,’ she repeats.

‘What if we take Judith up to the Fun room, she’s been there
plenty of times before, and I hand you the whips and paddles and
tell you how to use them, as we go along?’

‘And you’re sure she’ll take it from me?’

‘Believe me, Judith would take it from anyone. She’s been a sex
slave since she was a young woman. She would slut it around the
whole of the Society if I let her. It’s part of my Domination of
her that I don’t allow that. It’s called denial. I’m her only
regular outlet for sex as far as I know, so it would please her to
have someone else to submit to, besides me. Or please me anyway,
which amounts to the same thing.’

‘I don’t know,’ said K, doubtfully. ‘What if she won’t kneel to
me?’

‘My father trained her to consider herself to be company
property. If the boss’s personal slave wants to use her, then she
will make herself available.’

K is
silent, staring into space as she considers all the possibilities
as new vistas seem to be opening up to her.

‘And once you’ve cut your teeth on Judith, then we can find you
your own sub to train. What do you fancy? Someone around your age
so you can be Sorority Sisters or someone younger in their 20’s who
will look up to you as a mother figure?’

‘I don’t know, I’d have to think about it. It would be nice to
have a friend in the lifestyle that I could discuss things with. I
don’t know anyone I can talk to about the sort of things that we
do.’

‘You’re not meant to discuss your Master with others, it’s
disloyal.’

‘Not specifics, just general stuff about S&M relationships,
that sort of thing. Anyway, is it even possible to be a Dom to
someone while still being a slave to you? Doesn’t it lead to a sort
of schizophrenic confusion?’

You’ll
note she hasn’t refused to do it, now she’s just worrying about the
details.

‘Not really. I’ve seen lots of people who can dominate others
and then one day they meet someone who is higher up the pecking
order than them and fall under their spell. So they serve the
Alpha, male or female, while still dominating those below them.
Happens all the time. You just have learn to compartmentalise,
that’s all.’

‘Has it happened to you?’

I
hesitate for a moment then decide to admit it. ‘Once. That
Dominatrix I told you about. But it didn’t last. Now, moving on,
should I contact Judith about this?’

‘You promise you’ll be there to show me what to do?’

‘I promise.’

‘Okay then, Master.’

‘Good. Tomorrow we’ll go the Fun room, strap a couple of
pillows to the whipping stool and you can start
practising.’

 



~~~

 


So some
weeks later, it’s early Friday evening and Judith is tied to the
end of the bed in the Fun room. It has to be a Friday so Judith
doesn’t have to work next day and has the weekend to recover. I’ve
explained to her that K is here to learn proper whipping techniques
so there will be long pauses as I hand the whips to K and talk her
through the different strokes that can be applied with that whip,
and the best places on the body to use them. So it will be a
lengthy process.

We’ve
been going for some time and Judith is holding up well, K has
already covered her front in weals and then we turned her around
and are now working on her back. (When I say ‘covered in weals’ I
mean red stripes that will fade in a few hours and certainly gone
by next day. I don’t believe in using whips that cut open a subs
skins and makes them bleed, like you see in the pirate movies. No,
as it is all a game in the end, the aim is to hurt them, not injure
them.)

K and I
are constantly stopping while I adjust her grip or tell her to
concentrate on certain areas, when there is a loud cough from
Judith. ‘I believe that I was promised a hard whipping and then a
good fucking!’

K and I
look at each other and I tell her, ‘Very well, you heard the lady.
Have at her.’ And I stand back to give K room to really swing that
whip.

K lays
into her with the whip and pretty soon the weals start to show on
Judith’s back and legs. K looks at me from time to time and I
encourage her to carry on. I know Judith’s limits and won’t let it
go too far. It won’t be long before Judith starts to come to the
boil and I must admit I’m curious to see what happens. When Judith
is aroused by beatings, she starts to either enter her fantasy or
relive a memory (I’m not sure which) as she goes into ‘sub-space’.
She begs her “Daddy” not to hurt her any more, promising all sorts
of sexual payment if he ceases. I’m curious to see if she stills
calls to Daddy when she is being whipped by another
woman.

Soon,
Judith starts to moan and I know she is near to pleading for mercy.
I lean in and whisper in K’s ear, ‘This is the sub-space I was
telling you about. Watch Judith closely.’ I’ve already briefed K on
the sort of things to say to her when she’s aroused. Then I urge K
to continue Judith’s punishment.


Eventually Judith starts to moan, ‘Oh Daddy, don’t let her
hurt me anymore, Daddy. I’ll be a good girl, I promise.’

K says
to Judith, ‘But you’re not a good girl are you, Judith? You’re a
whore and that’s why Daddy wants me to punish you. He’s seen you
slutting around town with other men and he’s very disappointed in
you.’ (K is a good student and despite her previous reservations,
once she got into it appears to be relishing the part.)

‘But I’m a good girl, Daddy tell her I’m a good girl. Let me
show you how good I can be. Untie me and put me on the bed and I’ll
be a good girl for Daddy. And his friend too if she’d like. Just
please, don’t hurt me anymore.’ (I want to remind you all that
Judith has a safe word of PAPERCLIP and until she uses that, I know
she’s only play acting.)

I hold
my hand up to K, fingers splayed. ‘Daddy says you must take 5 more
strokes,’ K tells her, ‘and then you can satisfy his friend. If she
likes it then Daddy will fuck you. If she doesn’t like it then
you’ll be up on bed post again for another 20 strokes.’

‘Okay, yes. 5 more if it will please Daddy.’

K gives
Judith the threatened strokes, really laying it on, making her
count them out loud, and then unties her from the bed end, leads
her to the side of the bed and makes her kneel. K sits in front of
her on the bed and opens her kimono, the only garment she is
wearing. She didn’t want to have sex with Judith, but I explained
to her that it’s important that the sub be made to perform a sex
act on the person who’s been abusing them. Part of the ritual and
the submission. Adding insult to injury, I suppose you could call
it.

K grabs
Judith by the hair on the back of her head, and forces her left tit
into Judith’s mouth, telling her to ‘suck on it’. There’s no
subtlety, no gentle nipple licking but hard, enforced sex, just as
I instructed K to give her.

She
swaps Judith’s mouth back and forwards between her boobs then after
a while, bends Judith’s head down to pussy level and slides her
hips forwards. Judith, with K’s hand guiding her, dutifully begins
to lick at K’s pussy.

The
whole scene must be more arousing for K that I imagined it would
be, as soon K starts to show her own discomfort, playing with her
own tits, as she urges Judith to lick her harder. It’s not too long
before the damn bursts and K throws herself back on the bed with an
orgasmic groan. She grips Judith’s head between her legs, as the
spasms rock her until they eventually subside. Then she sits bolt
upright, grabs Judith by the hair and kisses her forcefully on the
mouth.

When K
lets her go, Judith looks up at me pleadingly, ‘Did I please her,
Daddy. Can I be fucked now?’

‘Yes, I think you’ve pleased her enough. You can be fucked
now.’

I get K
to arrange Judith on the bed, spread eagled, but not tied down,
then check her pussy for wetness. K rubs her slit and then gives me
the nod.

I kneel
on the bed and lower my sweat pants. I enter Judith and start
humping away. As I’ve explained before, at this stage of the game
Judith isn’t interested in technique or positioning, she just wants
to be fucked roughly. So that’s what I do, bang her in the
Missionary position, hard and fast.

As I’m
approaching my climax I climb off the bed and K drags Judith down
to a kneeling position in front of us. Taking my cock in her hand,
K wanks me until I spurt into Judith’s mouth and face. Then she
puts it in Judith’s mouth for her to suck it dry.

‘Did I please everyone, Daddy?’ Judith asks, with a slight note
of pleading in her voice.

I give K
the nod, so she tells Judith, ‘Yes, Daddy was pleased with your
performance tonight. Therefore you can get on the bed and
masturbate.’

Judith
does that eagerly while we watch, both of us piling in to play with
her boobs as she reaches her climax.

We lie
back after Judith has come and I tell Judith that she is to return
the following Friday, except I won’t be there that time, K will run
the show.

‘But who will I call out to for mercy, if Daddy isn’t there?’
asks Judith.

‘Well you and K will have to work that out. She can be Daddy’s
spokesman and speak on his behalf or you just call her Mummy.
Figure it out for yourselves.’

‘But you know I like a nice, hard cock after a whipping,’ she
persists.

‘We have plenty in the cupboard. Good, hard strapons. K can use
one on you.’

‘Now wait a minute,’ protests K. ‘I never asked to use those on
anyone. I’m just here to learn about whipping.’

I’m
getting tired of this back chat, I think they’re taking advantage
of my good nature. ‘And domination,’ I tell her. ‘So let me give
you both a lesson in domination.’ I stand up and grabbing Judith
roughly by the arm, stand her up and drag her to the end of the
bed. Then to her surprise, I do the same to K. Judith is naked but
K is wearing a Kimono, so I strip her.

The
mattress on the bed is around waist height. Below that, reaching
down to the floor are a series of metal bars that stretch right
around the base of the bed and form a cage. I unlock this cage and
make both of them crawl into the space below the bed. Then I
padlock the cage door and pocket the key. The space is only about 2
feet tall at most, so they can’t even sit up and are forced to lay
down all the time.

‘This lesson is about doing what the Master orders AND NOT
FUCKING ARGUING ABOUT IT. ARE WE CLEAR?’ I express my (feigned)
anger.

‘Yes, Master,’ comes the mumbled reply from both of
them.

I get
the cordless handset of the room phone and poke it through the bars
of the cage. ‘Good. Now when you’ve decided that you were in the
wrong and would like to apologise, then you can call me on the
intercom. But don’t bother doing it for at least half an hour, I’ll
be busy having dinner and I don’t want to be disturbed.’

I stand
up and leave the room, clicking off the light on my way
out.

 



~~~

 


35
minutes later as I’m sitting in the kitchen, eating some Lasagne
and drinking red wine, the phone rings. I press the button to
ignore the call. The Lasagne is one of the ones that Mrs. Scott
cooked and froze for me. I got it out this morning to defrost in
anticipation of this evening. It’s rather good, so I don’t want
those 2 women upstairs to spoil my enjoyment of it. The phone rings
several times while I’m eating so I continue to ignore the
calls.

Finally,
when I’ve done eating I pick up the phone and answer the call on
the intercom. ‘Hello?’

‘Hello, Master,’ K replies, her voice quivering slightly. ‘I’m
really, really sorry I argued with you and I’d like to come out of
the cage now. If it pleases you.’

Judith
chimes in, ‘Yes, I’m sorry too, Master.’

‘Yes, we’re both sorry, Master,’ says K. ‘Can you let us out
now? Please? I’m scared.’

‘What have you got to be scared about? You’re both in my house,
under my protection,’ I tell her.

‘Yes but it’s dark and it’s … you know? Spiders ‘n
stuff. I think there’s one in here with
us,’ she whispers, presumably so the spider
can’t hear her.

‘Okay, I’ll be right up,’ I reassure her, trying not to laugh,
and then pour myself another glass of wine. I take some time
drinking that, then I head up to the Fun room. I switch the lights
on, bend down and look under the bed. Judith and K are clutching
each other tightly, afraid of “spiders ‘n stuff”.

I can’t
remember if I’ve ever put Judith in that cage before but I know I
haven’t put K in there. Before I release them I go to the wardrobe
and get 2 collars and leashes out, then I open the cage door and
throw them into the cage. ‘Put those on before you come
out.’

They do
as they are told and crawl out. I haul them to their feet by their
collars and make them stand to attention before me. ‘You see what
happens when you argue with Master. It won’t happen again, will
it?’

‘No, Master,’ they both assure me, meekly. K is on the verge of
tears but Judith is made of sterner stuff and only her bottom lip
is trembling. I see they are covered in fluff so I tell K to hoover
under there next time she is on domestic duties. I take the phone
handset from K and return it to its base.

Next I
grab their leashes and lead them downstairs to the lounge. ‘K, get
the cover for the sofa,’ I order and she goes into the kitchen and
returns with the cover which she spreads over the sofa. It’s tailor
made to fit the sofa and if there is going to be any sexual
activity on the sofa I cover it first, and then afterwards K can
simply throw the cover in the washing machine.

I tell
them to kneel by the sofa while I go into the kitchen, fill a bowl
with Lasagne and microwave it while I take the wine and the glass
(one glass, my glass) into the lounge.

When the
Lasagne is cooked I put it on a tray and carry it through to the
sofa, placing it on one of the end tables. While I wait for the
food to cool, I amuse myself by feeding each of the girls in turn,
a swig of wine out of the bottle. If one of them makes a slip and
the wine spills out of their mouth and runs down their face and
drips onto their boobs, I make the other one lick it
off.

After a
while, the food has cooled down and I begin spoon feeding them, a
mouthful each in turn, until half the bowl has gone. Then I get
innovative. I put a spoonful of Lasagne in K’s mouth but tell her
not to chew or swallow, just hold it. Then I tell her to kiss
Judith and pass the food into her mouth. K looks at me with wide
eyes but can’t say anything with a full mouth. I repeat my
instruction and she does as she is told, this time. Judith gives me
a steely, glare and utters the word, ‘Bastard,’ before accepting
the food from K’s mouth.

I hold
the full spoon out to K and say, ‘Again.’ She carries out the
instruction, like a mother bird feeding one of her chicks, Judith
accepts it, chews it and swallows it.

‘Again.’

‘Again.’

‘Again.’

After
that I pick up the bottle of wine and give K a drink. Once she has
swallowed that, I offer it again but tell her this time she is hold
it in her mouth and transfer it to Judith’s mouth as she kisses
her.

I do
this for a while, alternating, ‘One for you, one for Judith,’ until
the bottle is empty so I fetch a couple of fresh ones. Then I start
Judith off feeding K until all the Lasagne is gone, and then
transferring wine into her mouth.

I fill
up my glass and then hand them a bottle each and tell them to carry
on. They take it in turns filling their mouths and then kissing
each other. They’re getting a bit ‘tiddly’ and sometimes they don’t
even bother with the wine, they just kiss each other, long, wet,
sloppy kisses.


Occasionally their hands start to wander on each other’s
bodies, but to their surprise I stop them when that happens. I’m
saving that for later. I start showing porn on the TV. It’s from
the household cameras and I deliberately choose ones where it is
either K or Judith on film, being whipped or fucked by somebody
else, not me. The two of them watch the movies avidly, swapping the
occasional kiss.

I decide
it’s time to have one of them, so as I’ve already had Judith that
day, I’ll take K first. I inform Judith that she can be the
“fluffer”. In the old days before Viagra, the porn movies sets used
to have a girl who would suck the male stars cock to get him hard
just before he went on set, saving time on camera. Judith can suck
me until I’m hard and then lick K’s pussy to get her wet, and then
watch while I fuck K, and then Judith can take my load in her mouth
when I’m ready.

I tell K
to lie back on the sofa, legs spread. Judith rubs her clit while
she sucks me to full erection. Keeping me going with one hand she
tongues K’s pussy deeply until her juices are flowing. Then when
we’re both ready, Judith takes my cock in her hand and guides it
into K’s pussy. I put K’s legs over my shoulders and plunge deeply
into her. Judith helps out by kissing K on the mouth and the
breasts.

Before
too long, due to the wine and kissing Judith no doubt, I see signs
that K is beginning her long climb up the stairway to heaven, so I
deliberately pull out and let Judith finish me off, to K’s obvious
disappointment.

I ignore
her and we all go back to drinking wine and watching porn movies of
the 2 girls kneeling before me. From time to time they start to
feel each other up. I let them kiss and fondle each other’s tits
but I stop them from touching themselves, or each other, below the
waist.

After
about half an hour I’ve recovered enough to go again, so this time
I make K be the fluffer while I fuck Judith. I do her in the same
position as K, lying on her back on the sofa. I’m always fascinated
by the way Judith’s heavy tits move when I fuck her. Laying there
like that, they sort of lay flat and then surge towards her head as
I thrust into her. When I do her doggy fashion I like to do it in
front of a mirror, as I love the way they swing backwards and
forwards, in time to my movements. I’m definitely a breast
man.

Once
again, at the first signs of Judith’s own arousal I pull out and
fuck K’s mouth until I empty my balls into her waiting throat. Once
I’m done and K has finished licking the last of Judith’s pussy
juice off me, I tell the girls I’m wrapping things up as it’s time
for bed. There are moans of disapproval and complaints that they
haven’t had their fun yet, but I politely tell them that I plan for
them both to sleep in the Fun room tonight and ask them if they
would like to spend the night IN the bed or UNDER IT?

They
both immediately shut up and kneel there nervously, shooting each
other anxious glances, silently begging the other one not to answer
back. I clear away the food and drink stuff and then taking a half
empty bottle of wine with me, I lead them both upstairs to the Fun
room by their leashes. I give them permission to remove their
collars and then I tell them to get into bed. Once they are both
tucked up, I kiss them both good night and leave the room, turning
the light off. Then I go up to my room and turn on the night vision
cameras, making sure they are set to record.

So now
we come to the reason I got them both half-drunk tonight and
encouraged plenty of physical contact between them to get each
other aroused, but at the same time denying them any release. I
planned to put 2 horny, sexually frustrated, drunk women in a bed
together and see what happens naturally, when I’m not there to
direct proceedings.

At first
they lie with their backs to each other apparently trying to get to
sleep. Soon they are both lying on their backs staring at the
ceiling, unable to sleep, and before long they are facing each
other, obviously talking. After a while, Judith’s hand reaches out
and strokes K’s face at which point K leans in for a kiss. K’s arm
comes out from the covers, throwing them back and then embraces
Judith, pulling her on top of herself.

At that point I take a congratulatory swig of wine. I win!
While neither K nor Judith are lesbians, both of them have
frequently had sex with other women on my orders, I even allow K to
have a lesbian lover! So when they start getting snippy about
having a sex session when I’m not around, then they need to be
shown something. Don’t tell me you don’t want to have sex with
another woman! I put you two together, get you drunk, get you horny
and you can’t keep your hands off each other. Case proven, the
prosecution rests! Ipso Facto, Tempus
Fugit, E Pluribus Unum!

I watch Judith kiss her way down to K’s pussy and after
a very short while, give K what I’m sure will be only her first orgasm of the
night. Once K’s back arches and she grasps the bars of the bed, I
go and take a shower. Bits of me still feel sticky. I turn the TV
off (but I leave the cameras recording.) I don’t think there will
be any further complaints about having a sex session together next
Friday.

I wake
up in the middle of the night and out of curiosity turn on the TV
again. K and Judith are fast asleep, spooning. I plan to tell
Judith that she is not just to submit to K during our arranged
sessions, but to also consider herself as belonging to K all the
time, because K being the boss’s personal slave outranks her, as
Judith is only a company slave. She will be at K’s beck and call
and she will have the same amount of control of her as I do now.
(But I’ll give Judith a pay rise of course.)




 





A WEEKEND AT THE CASTLE

 


 


‘Now listen, K, I am handing you a deadly weapon. One wrong
move, one careless slip with it and my life could be over. So
please exercise the greatest caution,’ I warn her. ‘Otherwise, with
my last drops of blood I will write your name on the bedroom floor
so the police will know who is responsible for my
death.’

‘Men!’ she sighs. ‘Master, I trim my
own pubes regularly with electric clippers and I can’t even see
half of them. I think trimming yours should be fairly easy when I
can see them close up.’

‘Nevertheless, be careful.’

‘Yes, Master.’

My heart
is in my mouth as the clippers spring to life and she moves in for
the kill. As any man does when his private parts are being held by
a woman who is handling a bladed weapon near his ‘bits’, I cringe
and my hands ball into fists. I have to look away.

Finally,
after what seems like several hours, the clipper noise dies away
and she tells me she’s finished. ‘Am I still in one piece? Do I
need to call an ambulance?’

I’m
sitting on a towel at the edge of my bed. K is kneeling, naked,
between my legs. She uses a flannel to brush the loose hair away
and examines me closely. ‘Everything looks good, Master. I think
you’ll survive.’ She cleans away all the towels and the clipped
hair.

I look
down. All my pubes have been clipped down to about ¼ in length.
Even my ball bag looks presentable and doesn’t resemble the hairy
coconut it did before. Perfect, as they will be seen in public
soon, so I want to be neat and tidy. ‘Will it still work, do you
think?’

‘I’m certain of it,’ she reassures me. ‘But perhaps I should
put it in my mouth though, just to see it hasn’t lost its
flavour?’

‘Can that sort of thing really happen?’

‘Who knows? I’d better taste it though, just to be on the safe
side.’ And with that she takes my limp dick into her mouth and
starts sucking on it.

I lay
back on the bed with a contented sigh and once more thank God for
the life I have.

 



~~~

 


When she
has finished and my brain cells have stopped rattling around inside
my head, I tell her to stand up so I can examine her. Her pubes
have been trimmed as we are going on our trip to the hotel next
weekend. I’m more interested in the tattoos she has, to see if
they’ve healed up properly.

I check
her, back and front. On her front, near her right hip is the
Society crest. It’s in the shape of a shield with curly scrolls on
either side, about 2 inches by 2 inches square. On the shield is a
figure standing there in silhouette, arms folded, holding a whip
and at its feet, on either side, are 2 kneeling figures. The
figures are in black on a red background and the curly scrolls are
in silver. It’s small enough that a stranger would not be able to
see the figures clearly, while a Society member will know it means
that K is the property of The Society.

I
explained this to K in detail before she had the tattoos and she
seemed delighted by the idea. For some reason the idea of being
considered as “not really a person and only a piece of property”,
owned firstly by me and then being a chattel of a larger entity
like The Society, touches something deep inside her soul and
thrills her. I guess it all part of the mindset, “I’m not a human,
just property, so I don’t have any responsibilities. You’re in
charge, so I don’t have to worry about anything anymore, I’m your
problem now.”

So I
indulge her and play on it by using her as furniture, a foot stool
or a coffee table for example, or dressing her up in fetish
clothing and then hanging her on a wall or a chair where I tell her
she is there merely as decoration because I can’t find a suitable
picture to cover the space. It’s also part of why I lend her out to
other men. I make a point of telling her it’s like me lending them
my lawnmower, as far as I’m concerned. As long as they bring it
back clean and well-oiled, I don’t mind them borrowing
it.

On her
lower back, about 3 inches above her bum crack is a circle with my
initials in the middle, all in red ink. Both tattoos have healed
nicely, in time for our trip. K had asked for these tattoos and I
had agreed in principle but then the invitation to the bi-annual
Society get together arrived, so I made plans to get her tattooed
ASAP, to give them time to heal so they would look good when she
displayed them.

Being above her crack like that means that anyone at the hotel
who screws her from behind, will see my initials if they look down,
and know that she belongs to
me. I let her get the tattoos but not the
nipple piercings she wants, as I wasn’t sure they would heal in
time and there’s no point in taking a slave along to an orgy if
they can’t be touched.

When we
get back from the weekend at the hotel, then perhaps I’ll let her
get her nipples pierced. I won’t let them give her anything to numb
them first though, she has to learn that for every concession I
give her a price has to be paid.

‘Have you got your things packed to take to the
Hotel?’

‘Yes, Master. I went through the list and packed everything
they said to, in the email.’

‘And that was?’

‘Stockings, suspenders, knickers and spares, enough to last the
weekend. Stilettos. Makeup is to be worn but only light, nothing
too drastic. No jewellery or piercings, so you were right there not
to let me get my nipples done just yet. Nothing about bras, will I
be kept topless?’

‘Indeed. They don’t go for full nakedness, it sounds sexy but
as you’ll be waiting on table, who wants pubes floating round in
the custard? So the women slaves will be kept topless and the men
slaves shirtless. You will wear stockings and suspenders and some
sort of maids outfit which they will supply, the men slaves wear
bowties and leather hot pants.’

‘So there will be men slaves there as well?’

‘Of course. There are many female Doms in The Society and also
some gays, we’re very diverse in The Society. Pansexual you might
call us.’

K is
silent for a moment as she thinks about this.

‘What is it?’ I ask.

‘Sorry, Master, I was just thinking. You make us women eat
pussy although we’re not lesbians. Do the men slaves have to suck
cock even if they’re not gay?’

‘Of course. Slaves are trained to be available to anyone their
Dom gives them to, and to serve their needs, gay or straight. It
goes with the territory.’

‘And if they don’t like it?’

‘Then the Cardinal rules apply, they’re free to walk any time
they want.’

‘Tell me more about what my duties will be at the
hotel.’

‘You mean how often will you get fucked?’

She
shrugs.

‘Okay, put your robe on and sit next to me and I’ll tell you
what I remember from the last one I went to.’ She joins me on the
bed.

‘When we arrive, you will be handed over to the regular hotel
staff. You will be under their control for the rest of your stay.
They’re not allowed to physically discipline you but if you get on
the wrong side of them you can end up doing all the nasty jobs like
cleaning the toilets, or scrubbing floors, so be polite to them.
It’s a gift to them for all their hard work to be allowed to “rule
the roost” as it were.

‘I will be given a room key and several little tags with my
room number on. The idea being that if I see someone I would like
to spend the night with, I clip a tag with my room number, onto her
collar. This displays to everyone that she has been “tagged” i.e.
claimed and no one else can book her for that night. After all the
festivities are over for the evening, she then reports to my room
and is mine to play with for the night, which includes discipline
and sex, if I wish. But I can only punish her up to the level of
the coloured dog tag she is wearing. You would be an Amber tag as
you can take a whipping. Greens can only be hit with floggers,
cats, belts and so on. Reds can be caned and have riding crops used
on them.

‘No one is allowed to tag someone 2 nights running and no Dom
is allowed to tag their own slave. They are allowed to use them
during the day however. So unless you are otherwise engaged, I will
meet you in the drawing room at 3 o’clock on Saturday afternoon as
if by chance, where I will request a brandy and a blowjob, just so
we can catch up and I can see if you’re coping okay.’

K gives
me a half smile and squeezes my hand. ‘And if I’m not?’

‘If you find it gets too much for you, don’t wait for Saturday
afternoon. Come and find me, and we’ll leave.’

‘I’ll try not to but thank you for giving me a safety
net.’

‘Always. Anyway to continue, during the daytime you’ll be
expected to serve at table during breakfast, lunch and dinner,
which is a grand affair and usually descends into an orgy. At any
time apart from when you are actually serving meals, anyone is free
to demand sex from you at any place they happen to find you. So if
someone stops you in the corridor and demands that you go down on
them, you will immediately drop to your knees and service them. If
someone catches you dusting in the library and wants to screw you
then and there, you spread your legs for them. And look as if you
enjoy it, for God’s sake. No drifting off into your own headspace.
The Doms don’t want sex with a rag doll, stick around and enjoy it.
If not, fake it.’

She nods
agreement.

‘Be prepared for after dinner. Usually nothing happens during
the meal but afterwards, during the port and cigars, that’s when
you’re expected to supply sexual favours as the Doms sit around and
chat. Expect to have to blow a couple of guys and if one of them
bends you across the table and fucks you, then don’t be surprised
if one or two others follow him.’

‘Will you be one of them?’ K asks.

‘Probably not, it’s considered “bad show” as I have you all the
time and the whole purpose of the weekend is to share the slaves
around.’

‘Okay, I understand the tagging system,’ she says. ‘But what
happens to those who don’t get tagged?’

‘Then they are given to the regular hotel staff for the night
for their sexual use. As they’re subs themselves they’re not
allowed to discipline you. Only Doms can do that.’

‘That doesn’t sound too bad. Sex but no whipping.’

‘But they get free use of you. There are a lot of staff and not
many slaves will be untagged, so you will get used by many people.
But maybe you’d like that. I have heard of Doms who ask for their
slave’s collar tag to be a white one, which means they can’t be
booked and are just for the use of the hotel staff each night, for
the duration of their stay. It takes all sorts.’

‘Would you do that to me one day, if I displease
you?’

‘My dear, I would do it to you because
you please me. It would be a
reward.’

She
says, not entirely sarcastically, ‘You are indeed a generous
Master.’

We both
sit there, lost in our own private daydreams, K still holding my
hand.

‘I’ve just had a thought,’ I tell her. ‘Does your pussy change
flavour when you trim your pubes?’

‘I’m not sure,’ she replies. ‘Do you think we should check it
out?’

‘Definitely, just to be on the safe side, of
course.’

‘Of course,’ she says, opening her robe as I slide to my knees
beside the bed.




 





FRIDAY

 


 


I’ve
packed the cases in the car and am giving K a final inspection.
‘Show me your hands.’ She holds them out in front of her, fingers
splayed. ‘I see you’ve kept your nails trimmed as I told you.
Good.’

‘Is that important?’

‘It is if you’re one of those Doms who like to have their arses
fingered during sex. Long nails can be a killer, so I’m
told.’

‘You’ve never asked me to do that for you. Why is
that?’

‘I don’t know you well enough,’ I joke. ‘Sorry but that entry
is reserved for my doctor when he gives me a prostate exam. No one
else gets in there, not even you, unless you have a medical degree
that I was unaware of. Right lets go.’

We hop
in the car and head off to the Lake District.

 



~~~

 


It’s a
long drive with a few stops but we are in the Mercedes so it’s a
comfortable trip. When we are about half a mile from the hotel I
pull into a convenient layby.

‘Give me your collar. They will give you one to wear when we
get there.’ She hands me the collar and I put it in the glove
compartment.

‘Now then, a quick reminder of the rules. Although they are all
subs themselves, for this weekend the hotel staff outrank you. You
will obey them and call them sir or ma’am. You can identify them by
their uniform. They wear black trousers or skirts, white shirts
with bow ties and purple waistcoats. If any Doms address you, you
will call them Master or Mistress. If anyone “tags” you, you are to
report to their room when released by the hotel staff. Once there
they can do what they like to you up to the colour of the tag on
your collar. Do you have a problem with that?’

‘No, Master, I’m ready.’

‘Good girl. The staff will tell you when to go and shower, etc.
before serving meals. If you have any problems, report it to the
staff and they will deal with it. If it’s serious and you get
scared, don’t hesitate, come and find me. However, just to reassure
you, these are all Society members and have been thoroughly vetted
and known to us for years. No matter how rich or important they
are, if they mess about with the slaves then they get booted out,
no excuses. Clear?’

She
squeezes my hand and hers is trembling. ‘Can we go now please,
Master, before my nerve goes?’

‘Of course.’ I put the car in gear and head off.

We arrive soon after at the entrance to the grounds of
Hotel Du Lac. It was
reputedly left to the Society by one of the founding members to be
used as a hotel so it would be self-sustaining, but still available
to Society members out of season. At the main gate there is a
security barrier. I flash my driver’s licence and tell them, ‘Roger
Gilchrist and his plus one.’

The
security gorilla in the tight suit checks my name against his list
and my face against the photo he has of me. Then he checks my car
registration. ‘Please enter, Mr. Gilchrist.’ He waves us
through.

The
grounds are extensive and the drive up the hotel from the main road
itself is about quarter of a mile long. I’ve been there before but
K is in awe. It is an impressive sight, a large castle built from
the dark grey, granite stone native to the area, overlooking a
lake.

‘It’s a castle! We’re staying in a real fucking castle!’ she
squeals.

‘All right, all right, calm down. We’re meant to be cool,
sophisticated, jet-setters, not Ernie and Ethel from
Blackpool.’

‘Sorry, sorry, yes, sorry, Master.’

I pull
into the car park and stop the car. As I said before, some of the
Society members are seriously wealthy. The cars parked here portray
that, Lamborghinis, Aston Martin’s, Rollers, all in all they make
my top of the range Mercedes look like a milk float next to them.
But you know what? Once we walk through that front door, none of
that wealth matters a shit!

I’ve
noticed over the years that when you get a group of people together
in one place who share a love of a particular pastime or sport, be
it Golf, Cricket, Skiing, Polo, whatever, once they get nattering,
all sense of rank and importance in the ‘pecking order’ gets
forgotten. Once we walk through that hotel door we are all equal
due to our passion for our particular ‘sport’.

We get
out of the car and I open the boot. One of the hotel staff comes
out to greet us and take our bags. For appearance’s sake, I tell
him, ‘Just the case and the suit bag. The slave can carry her own
bag.’ K picks up her bag containing spare knickers and stockings
and follows me into the hotel. Two paces behind and to my side, as
I’ve trained her to do when we are openly Master and
Slave.

We’re
heading for the Reception desk when a cry stops me. ‘Roger, my
dear, lovely to see you again.’ I turn around and see the Contessa
waving at me. She is still a beautiful woman despite being in her
late 50’s. She was a friend of my father’s and I used to have
skiing holidays during term breaks from boarding school, at her
place in France. I know her quite well, intimately to be honest.
Judith wasn’t the only woman who introduced this lad to the
delights of the flesh. Knowing what I now know about Judith, I
wonder if the Contessa also did it at my father’s behest or whether
she just fancied sampling a juicy young lad, in his first bloom.
Hard to tell with her. She is the widow of a Count and nowadays
likes to spend her time with members of either sex.

The
Contessa embraces me and kisses me on the cheek. ‘So glad you could
make it, Roger, darling. It’s been too long, you must come out and
stay during the winter holidays. I’d love to see you.

‘And who do we have here?’ she says, turning her attention to
K. ‘Your latest sub is she, Roger?’

‘No, Mistress. I’m his
slave,’ K declares, proudly.

I put my
hand on her arm. ‘Quiet, K.’

‘No, that’s all right,’ says the Contessa. ‘She’s every right
to be proud of being Roger Gilchrist’s slave. Any woman that can
make him want her as his personal slave, is worthy of the title.’
The Contessa takes hold of K’s chin and turns her head side to
side, examining her. ‘Nose is a little too big but nice bone
structure. Lovely eyes too, striking. Very pleasing. You should
watch yourself with this one though, you know how you are with
brunettes.’

I don’t
respond to that as I don’t want to get into it, in front of
K.

‘Well, I’d better go and mingle, as Society Secretary I must
greet the other members. I’ll see you later and we can catch up.
Bye.’ And off she swans, all regal and Contessa like.

K opens
her mouth to ask a question but I put my finger on her lips,
silencing her. We go to Reception where my bags are
waiting.

‘Good afternoon. You have a reservation for Roger
Gilchrist?’

‘Let me see, ah yes. Mr. Gilchrist and …’ he points his pen at
K waiting for an answer from me and ignoring K.

‘Her name is K.’

‘Certainly.’ He writes in the register. ‘K, property of Mr.
Gilchrist.’

I sneak
a glance at K and although she is looking down to hide her eyes, I
notice the slight smirk on her lips at that remark.

‘And what colour tag should she wear, sir?’

‘Amber I think.’

The
receptionist reaches under the counter and produces a leather
collar with an Amber dog tag hanging from it. ‘Perhaps you’d care
to put it on her, sir?’

‘With pleasure.’ I place the collar around her neck and buckle
it. ‘Now be a good girl, dear and do whatever the man tells
you.’

‘You are in room 17 on the first floor,’ says the receptionist.
‘I’ll have your bags taken up there now. Would you like them
unpacked?’

‘No, just hang the suit bag up in the wardrobe will be
fine.’

‘I understand this is not your first stay here and you’re
familiar with the procedures. In that case, here is your room key
and your tags for reserving subs for the night. The bar is through
there and we hope you enjoy your stay.’

I look
at K before they take her away. Below the level of the counter
where the receptionist can’t see me, I tap my watch and hold up 3
fingers. K nods her understanding and then the receptionist tells
her, ‘Follow me girl. I’ll get you taken downstairs and prepared
for service.’

With a
last glance at me K follows him through into the back
office.

I wander
around the rooms on the ground floor like the library, the drawing
room, the dining room and so on, checking out the subs to see if
there are any that particularly take my fancy. The hotel have a
practice of sending the subs around to just dust the place if there
is no actual work for them. The idea is to have the subs on display
so they can be used or selected for later, so there’s no point in
hiding them away. I see a few choice ones but none that stand
out.

I do
like the uniform for them though. As I said they wear a French Maid
type dress with a white pinny on the front. There’s a short skirt
and a back to the dress and the shoulders and arms are covered, but
the front is non-existent, so their breasts are exposed and their
nipples are painted with the same colour lipstick as on their lips.
High heels and stockings complete the ensemble.

I
eventually end up in the bar. It’s an open bar, all drinks are
free, no cash involved, so the subs behind the bar don’t have to
worry about tallying up bills and so on. Given that, any sub can
serve drinks but there is an actual hotel bartender present to mix
any fancy cocktails that might be requested.

I lean on the bar and this absolutely perfect pair of breasts
comes into my eye line. I stare at them for a moment, while the
owner of such a magnificent pair stands there silently, obviously
enjoying being admired. There is no shame in me openly ogling them,
after all we own these people
and they have been brought here with the sole
purpose of being used for our sexual pleasure, so if any of them
would get snippy about being stared at, then they are in the wrong
place.


Eventually I tear myself away from them and look up. ‘The
face is familiar … wait … Condolini’s restaurant.’ She was the
pretty, blonde hostess that offered herself to me even though I was
with K.

‘That’s right Mr. Gilchrist, sorry, Master. I’m Madeline and
I’m pleased that you remember me, I’m flattered. What can I do for
you? I mean, what can I get you to drink?’

‘I’ll have a brandy, please.’

‘Please take a seat, Master, and I’ll bring it
over.’

I plonk
myself down in one of the leather chairs at a table and watch her
as she prepares my drink. Perhaps I should explain something. The
Contessa was right, I do tend to get emotionally attached to my
subs if they are small and dark haired like K, but when I’m on the
hunt for pure sex, with no strings attached, I’m drawn towards tall
blondes. You know, the sort you see in Hello magazine and places
like that. ‘Blonde Bimbos’ all tans, tits and teeth, usually in
bikinis. And Madeline fits that bill perfectly.

I’ve been thinking about introducing a
2nd woman into some of my sessions with K. I want her to get used
to having to share me with another woman and train the jealousy out
of her, should she feel any while watching me fuck the other woman.
Someone local to us obviously and although we are in the Lake
District at the moment, Madeline is based around our way. Could be
useful. As K is small and dark I’d like the other one to be tall
and blonde. I like the contrast, particularly when I’ll have them
make love to each other.

When
Madeline brings my drink she deliberately stands with one of her
legs pressed up against one of mine. ‘Is there anything else I can
do for you, Master?’

‘Why don’t you tell me what you are really after? You been
trying to attract me to you since Condolini’s. What’s your
game?’

‘Permission to speak honestly, Master?’

‘Go ahead. Just bear in mind that being truthful won’t
necessarily count against you, so be honest.’

‘Before you arrived that night at Condolini’s, I asked the
other hostess’ about you, as you were one of our “special guests”.
They said you were wealthy, good with a whip and quite entertaining
in the sack, too. I’m presently between Masters. I only have my
income from the hostess job and frankly, I need a good tune up
session with someone who knows how to deal with a woman like me.
That’s why I volunteered for this bash, I was hoping for a good
whipping and I need the money.

‘I know you have your own slave but still, I was wondering if
you might be interested in a short term lease on me, perhaps.
Wouldn’t have to be too long, just ‘til I get out of debt and then
you can release me, or keep me on if I’ve pleased you. Of course
I’d be your number 2 slave. I’d serve both you and the lady you
brought to the restaurant. I wouldn’t want to move in or nothing,
I’d just be on the end of the phone whenever you needed me, I’d
come when you call.’

‘Just to be clear,’ I ask. ‘If I gave you your own expense
account and settled your debts, what exactly would I be getting in
return?’

‘Anything you fucking want. And I mean
anything. I’m just sick of being out in the
cold, I miss the life.’

I think, what the hell, I’m here for
a sex weekend. ‘Suck my cock,’ I
order.

She
immediately drops to her knees and unzips me as I sip my brandy.
Taking me in her mouth, she does her best and her best is good
enough for me. I think she’s giving me extra special treatment to
impress me. And it works too.

When
she’s finished and I’ve tidied myself up, she remains on her knees
between my legs. ‘If you were to tag me for tonight, I could show
you lots of other things I’m good at,’ she offers.

I take a
tag out of my pocket and clip a Room 17 tag to her collar, next to
her Amber tag. ‘I must admit your offer interests me. I’ll see you
tonight and we can discuss this further. Consider it a job
interview. Now fetch me another brandy.’

‘Yes, Master, anything for you, Master.’

 



~~~

 


I wander
around the hotel saying hello to friends and ‘networking’ as they
call it. Well why not? The whole Society uses its contacts to
further its interests. If you want to do a business deal with
someone and you have the choice of a stranger, or someone who is a
member of the same club as you, who would you choose?

I have
some lunch, served by a very pretty ginger-haired lass. Shame I’ve
booked Madeline for the night. Oh, well, perhaps tomorrow night. I
head back to my room intending to take a nap and get things ready
for dinner tonight, when I come across K in the corridor, on her
knees, giving head to some bloke.

(I
should point out that when I say, “some bloke” I don’t mean it’s a
complete stranger. I know all of the members here today, some
merely a nodding acquaintance, some you would just chat with at the
bar and some who have been friends for years. I’m just not going to
slow down the narrative by naming them all and giving you a potted
history.)

I would
like to stay and watch – I love watching K having sex – but
protocol dictates that you either ignore them completely or you
give a polite, ‘Afternoon,’ and then move on, so I keep on walking.
She can’t see me of course as she’s concentrating on her duties but
I watch her until I turn the corner.

Damn,
we’ve only been here a couple of hours and I wasn’t expecting her
to see action so soon. Oh well, the sooner the better I suppose.
Seeing her like that though has started my engine running though
and I consider taking one of the maids to my room but decide to
save it all for tonight. I intend giving Madeline a thorough
workout so I’ll need all my energy for that.

 



~~~

 


I wake
up after my nap and ring down for some sandwiches and coffee to be
brought to my room. Dinner is not until 8 o’clock and I learnt when
I was in the army that what with all the speechifying and
announcements that go on first, you usually don’t end up eating
until about 9 pm, by which time you’re half drunk and starving to
death. So I always have something to eat some time
earlier.

There’s
a polite knock at the door and I open it to see K standing there
with my tray of food. Smiling brightly she says, ‘Room
service.’

‘Come in,’ I tell her, closing the door after her. She puts the
tray down on the table and then comes and gives me hug, resting her
head against my chest. I hug her back. We stand like that silently
for a few moments, then when she steps away from me I expect to see
her crying or something but she looks fine.

‘Are you okay?’ I ask.

‘Oh yes, fine. I just needed to do that. Every man that touches
me I pretend it’s you. Every man I go down on, I pretend it’s your
cock that I’m sucking. I just wanted to touch the real you again,
that’s all.’

‘How did you manage to get this job?’ I ask, pointing at the
tray of food.

‘Well it cost me a blowjob for the Maître D’, but when I heard
them call out your room number I persuaded him to let me deliver
it.’

‘Dirty little minx,’ I tease.

‘Yes, I know, it’s what you made me,’ she replies with a
grin.’

I notice
that she has a room tag on her collar, room number 12, in the other
wing. ‘You’ve been tagged already? You must have made an impression
on somebody. Who is he, do you know?’

‘I don’t know his name but everyone refers to him as “The
Major”. Does that mean anything to you?’

‘Yeah I know about him, you’ll be fine with him. By that I mean
he’s not a psycho. You’ll still get whipped and fucked of course,
but you’ll still be able to walk in the morning.’

‘Did you know him in the army then?’

‘No, he was a Major in one of those posh regiments that guard
Buckingham Palace, the Coldstream Guards or whatever. I was in
Intelligence so got posted all over the place. Our paths never
crossed. Tell you what though, tell him your Master is ex-army and
has trained you to army
rules. That will impress him and get him on
your side.’

‘Thanks for the tip.’ She gives me a quick kiss on the lips and
says, ‘I’d better get back otherwise the Maître D’ will get angry
and I’ll have to blow him again.’

‘On your way then but don’t forget about our meeting tomorrow,
3 o’clock in the drawing room.’

‘I’ll see if I have space on my dance card. It’s rather full
you know.’

‘Get out or I’ll take a whip to you myself.’

She
gives me a curtsy and then leaves the room.

 



~~~

 


Dinner
is at 8 o’clock. I take my designated place as per my name card.
All the tables have been put together into one long table, with
seating either side. The President of The Society sits at the head
of the table, flanked by the Treasurer and the Secretary (the
Contessa). She has arranged the seating so that I’m sitting next to
her, so we can talk.

After a
few welcoming speeches from the top brass we sip our wine as the
food is brought in. The slaves are arranged around the sides of the
room, standing against the walls as the food is brought in on
heated trolleys by the hotel staff.

K is
further down the room and she keeps looking over at me. The hotel
staff have dolled everyone up, K is in full makeup and her nipples
are painted a bright scarlet. Her hair has been pulled back into a
ponytail. She looks fabulous. I give her the ‘OK’ sign with my
finger and thumb to let her know she’s doing all right, for which
the Contessa chides me.

It is a
given that the slaves aren’t proficient in waitressing so to keep
it easy there are 2 options, chicken or beef, apart from the
vegetarians who are served separately by hotel staff. So all a
slave has to do is ask, ‘Chicken or Beef?’ and then place the
appropriate plate from the trolley in front of the Dom. The hotel
waiting staff then go around with the vegetables and potatoes and
so on. Simple system. Nobody is here for the food
anyway.

Dinner’s
quite a sedate affair, it is Saturday night that is a big banquet,
tonight is just saying hello to old friends and such. After dinner
the ladies, including the Contessa, withdraw to the drawing room
while we men enjoy our port and cigars. The Society is very
traditional.

Once the
smokers amongst us have lit up and everyone’s enjoying their port,
one or two of the more impatient start calling over the slaves to
service them. I keep a discreet eye on K as I sip my port and she
is called to one of the men at the far end of the table, on the
other side. I see him push his chair back from the table and with a
glance at me, K disappears from view as she kneels to service him.
I’m dying to go down there and watch but protocol forbids it, so I
stay in my seat.

I
continue smoking my cigar and drinking a fresh glass of port. After
a while, K stands up again, wiping her mouth. She looks over at me
and smiles, then she returns to her place standing against the
wall.

I’m
thinking of calling her over to have her myself but I see two men
go and stand either side of her, eyeing her up. They are discussing
her and seem to agree. One of them reaches out and fondles her
boobs. They ask her something and she nods agreement, seemingly
willing to please. One of them takes her by the arm and the three
of them head off into a corner. There are enough slaves for
everyone to have their own but these two seemed interested in
double-teaming her.

They
take her to one of the armchairs dotted around the room and she
kneels before them and takes them in her mouth one at a time until
they are both fully erect. Then they get her to kneel on the
armchair and the first one enters her from behind while the other
one puts his cock in her mouth.

That’s
it, I’ve had enough. I look around for Madeline and call her over.
Fortunately she’s not occupied with anyone and I tell her we’re
leaving for my room now.

‘But I’ll get punished if I don’t turn up and help clear the
dinner away,’ she blurts out.

‘Don’t worry, I’m a Master, I can do what I want.’ I wave over
one of the hotel staff and tell him. ‘I’m taking my tag, Madeline,
back to my room now. She won’t be at roll call later, she’ll be
with me. She’s not to be punished for not attending. Is that
clear?’

‘Absolutely clear, Master. I’ll see the Maître D’ is
informed.’

I take
Madeline up to my room and the first thing I make her do is use the
bidet and then take a shower. Who knows how many men she’s had up
her today? I certainly won’t be going down on her this
evening.

Once
she’s clean, I tell her to stand in the middle of the room, with
her hands on her head, legs apart, so I can inspect her. I’m
looking at the long term prospect of her becoming my slave, so it’s
a thorough inspection. She is very pretty, long blonde hair falling
on her shoulders and blue eyes. She has full, pouty lips, but I’m
glad to say they are perfectly natural, with no sign of filler. I
can’t stand those women today who pump their lips up with filler so
they look like sausages, but when it’s natural like Madeline’s or
Angelina Jolie’s I find it very sexy. Dem’s cock sucking lips, dem
are!

She’s
got a good figure, not gym honed like K’s but still well shaped,
slim waist and good legs. Perfectly round tits, evenly matched with
brown nipples and aureole. I bet they taste nice too. I rub her
nipples with my thumbs and am pleased to see them respond and
quickly become erect. Always a good sign. I go round the back and
squeeze her buttocks then give one a slap. It’s firm and doesn’t
wobble at all. Very nice.

‘Put your arms down. I want to ask you some questions before I
consider taking you on as a slave. What kind of trouble are you in
financially?’

‘As I said, I’ve only got my hostess wages from the restaurant
coming in. That left me short of cash and the money I should have
been paying on my car loan I had to give to my landlord for rent,
so now I stand to lose the car. He suggested I come to some kind of
arrangement with him and I ended up having to fuck him and his
brother regularly, but the bastard keeps putting the rent up and I
have to submit more and more, so instead of once or twice a week,
they now both fuck me several times a week. When he talked about me
going along to his poker nights and taking care of his friends as
well, that was too much for me. That’s when I accepted the offer to
come here for the weekend, in the hope I might meet someone like
you and talk them in to taking me on. I even had to borrow the
money to pay for my petrol to get here.’

‘So how much are we talking about? Give me a ball park
figure.’

‘That’s the problem, my finances are so messed up I don’t
actually know how much I owe everyone. £3,000-4,000 maybe. £5,000
tops.’

‘It doesn’t sound that much.’

‘It is if you haven’t got it.’

‘I suppose whoever takes you on, you wouldn’t just want them to
pay the rent but to get you away from that bastard completely?’ I
ask. I’m thinking about K’s flat which I’m already paying the bills
on and which is empty all the time.

‘Oh, God yes. That would be ideal. I’d do anything to get away
from that scumbag and his brother. Please, it doesn’t have to be
permanent, just long enough to get me out of debt and back on my
feet again.’

‘When you say you’d “do anything” what exactly do you mean? I
see you’re wearing an Amber tag. So you have limits?’

‘I wear an Amber tag because only owned slaves are allowed to be “red
tagged” by their owners. Floaters like me are only allowed to
self-declare up to Amber. It’s to protect everyone.’

‘So you can take more than Amber?’ I ask.

‘Yes, much more. I’ll be honest, I’ve been through a lot of
Master’s and a few Mistresses. Some have treated me gently, some
harshly and there have been a few that took me to the
limits. Their limits, which sometimes were way past mine. I’ve been whipped until I
bled, I’ve been gang-raped several times, I’ve been tied up and
handed over to a bunch of hungry lesbians, you name it, I’ve either
done it or had it done to me. What is it you’re looking for in a
new slave?’

‘I’ve got my slave K. I trained her up and now she’s an Amber,
obedient slave. But now I want to bring her on, want her to learn
how to control others. I want someone like you who has already been
trained, for her to be in charge of. She’s not experienced enough
yet to train someone from scratch but if they are already trained
and all she has to do is order you around and punish you, then
she’s up to that.’

‘I could do that. You can use me anyway you want
and I mean any way you want. She can be as harsh as you like and I’ll take it. I’ll let
you both fuck me, humiliate me, degrade me, I’ll do anything, just save me from
this living hell I’m in.’

‘Why did you leave your last owner?’

‘It was a woman. She’s a lesbian and I didn’t mind that, it was
a comfortable set up, but she wanted to take me in a direction I
wasn’t really comfortable with. I still need cock. So we parted
ways.’

‘I think we can do business,’ I tell her, to which she gives a
sigh of relief. ‘We’ll sort out the details before I leave on
Sunday. I’ll give you some cash to pay for your petrol home and so
on. But for now, I’m going to give you a hard whipping and have sex
with you, repeatedly. Anything you want to ask me?’

‘Just one thing, it’s been a long time since I’ve been under
the whip and I’ve missed it. Will you make it hurt …
please?’

‘I think I can manage that,’ I assure her.




 





SATURDAY

 


 


After
breakfast I take a brisk walk round the grounds, then have a brisk
workout on that pretty ginger-haired girl I noticed yesterday.
She’s not as good as I thought she’d be, doesn’t move around much,
just lies there, poorly trained if you ask me, so I cross her off
my list for tonight.

I bump
into Squire Amos. He asks me about K and if she’s there. I politely
ask him not to book her for the night as a) he can have her any
time he likes by simply inviting us over for dinner, and b) I want
her to get experience of sleeping with strangers when I’m not
around and she already knows him. So by all means he can fuck her
if he sees her during the day, but leave her night free for some
other guy to claim her.

I ask
after Cynthia, his wife but he tells me he’s left her at home in
the hands of the chauffeur and the gardener and brought his
housemaid, Ruby, instead. He asks if I’d be interested in Ruby for
the night but I’d kinda set my heart on ‘fresh meat’ this visit, so
I politely decline the offer.

After
lunch I check my emails and catch up on things while I wait for 3
o’clock to roll around. Eventually at 2:45 pm I leave my room and
head for the drawing room. As I make my away along the corridor on
the ground floor, I see K perched on the edge of a sideboard, back
against the wall, legs spread wide, being banged by another man.
He’s leaning forward as he thrusts into her so she can see me over
his shoulder. I hold up 3 fingers as I walk past and she nods in
agreement.

I make
my way into the drawing room, nodding to people I know well. Over
in the corner someone is shagging a maid as she kneels on a chair.
Across the room one of the female Doms has her dress draped over a
male slave, as he kneels with his head between her legs.

I take a
seat near the fire in one of those wingback leather armchairs and
wait for K to join me. At 10 minutes past 3 she arrives, slightly
out of breath. She gives me a deep, slow curtsy so everyone in the
room can see.

‘You’re late!’ I admonish her.

‘I’m sorry, he took longer to finish than I expected, then I
had to go and use the bidet. Rules of the house. What can I do for
you, Master?’

‘Fetch me a brandy from the bar then I would like a blowjob,
please.’

‘As you wish, Master. I’ll be right back.’

She’s
back a few moments later with my brandy. I look her up and down.
She has a few whip marks on her exposed breasts but nothing worse
than Mrs. Scott has done to her. Of course I’ve done much worse to
her but I’m entitled to, she’s my property after all.

I notice
that she is wearing a room tag. I check it, and it says room 23.
‘Who gave you that?’

‘I don’t know, Master. I asked at reception and it’s someone
called Colin Saxby. Sounds vaguely familiar but I can’t place it.
He had me earlier today from behind and he noticed the tattoo and
realised I belong to you. Then he tagged me for the night. Said
anyone trained by you would be worth spending some time
with.’

‘Yes, me and Colin go way back, you’ll be all right with him.
No worries. By the way, what is that pouch thing all you maids are
wearing? Never seen them do that before.’ In front of her pinny,
she has what the Brits would call “a bum bag” and the Americans “a
fanny pack”.

‘Apparently it’s a new thing the management insist on. It
contains a lipstick for when it gets smudged, a damp towel to clean
up the Dom when he has finished using us and a tube of lube for
when, you know, anal.’

‘Used that much?’

‘I’ve gone through half a tube already.’

She
motions to the floor. ‘Shall I get on with it, Master?’

‘Please do.’

K kneels
down, unzips me and starts work. When I’m nice and hard and she can
do the job properly, I ask her, ‘So how was the Major?’

‘It was okay. I told him I was army trained and he tested me
out on positions, Attention, etc. Which I course I passed easily.
After that he was very pleased with me and only gave me what was by
your standards, a gentle
whipping. He was more interested in the sex
than the torture. It was fine.’

‘No regrets about coming here then?’

‘No, Master. I realise it’s an important part of my training,
getting comfortable with being used by strangers. Even if I didn’t
though, I would still be here because it pleases you, and I want to
please you above everything else.’

I fall
silent so she goes back to work. It always amazes me how K can
think up a justification for every hardship or humiliation I put
her through, so she can excuse it to herself. After all, if I’m
making her do it then it’s not her being bad, is it? She’s just
following my orders. At least I think that’s the
rationale.

‘Hello, Roger.’ I look up and the Contessa is leaning on the
back of my chair and she says, ‘Using your own slave? That’s lazy
isn’t it? Still, we’ll let it pass.’

I’m
quite casual about it and just reply,’ Oh, hello Contessa. How’s
things?’

We both
look down at K, who unsure of what to do, takes me out of her mouth
and sits back on her heels, looking down.

The
Contessa looks at my cock and says, ‘Roger, have you grown? You
seem bigger than I remember.’

‘No, it’s just that she’s very good at what she does,’ I reply,
indicating K.

‘Well, don’t let me stop her then.’ The Contessa puts her hand
on the back of K’s head and gently bends her forward until her face
is near my cock. Taking my dick in one hand she places it in K’s
open mouth and urges her to carry on.

Now that was a power statement! Even
a dumb male like me can recognise that was a, ‘I was here before
you and I’ve known him longer and more intimately that you have.
Remember, I had him first!’ declaration.

‘Just keep him going while we talk but don’t bring him off yet.
Just keep him in “a holding pattern” as it were, until we’re
finished,’ she instructs K. So K visibly slows down her head
movements.

‘We’ll chat tonight at the dinner but I need to know if you
want to come out on a skiing trip this season? Bring your
delightful slave along, I can always find a few ski instructors to
keep her amused. And I must admit I wouldn’t mind a taste of her
myself. Pity she’s booked for tonight. I can save you a chalet but
I need to know soon. Think about it and let me know tonight. Toodle
pip.’ With that she kisses me on the cheek, pats K on the head and
leaves the room.

K looks
up at me with those soulful, blue eyes.

‘Yes, I had a life before you came
along, you know. Now keep sucking and I don’t want to talk about
it.’

When she
has finished and swallowed the result, she takes out the damp
flannel, wipes me clean, then tidily tucks me away and zips me up.
Standing up she gives me another curtsy and makes her
exit.

 



~~~

 


After
the blowjob from K I’m not in the need for sex any more that
afternoon but I am mooching around the place checking out the maids
to find one for tonight after the banquet. Madeline has tried
hitting on me a couple of times but I shrugged her off. I AM going
to take her on so why waste a shag on her when I’ll be having her
at my beck and call in the near future. I’ve got her phone number
and will be using it but I want to inform K about it first and
here’s not the time or the place.

No, I
need a stranger for tonight. I have a taste for blondes when I play
away from home and I spot one that looks appealing. I watch her
walk about and even order a drink from the bar from her, so I can
check out the rear view as she walks away from me. She’s pretty
with blonde hair that’s cut short like a man, around the ears and a
square neck. But it has a feminine ‘Tin-Tin like’ sprout of hair at
the front.

She has
a good body with small but well-shaped tits, and a cute little
bottom. I could definitely point my prick at her puckered little
pleasure palace.

(You’re
probably saying, ‘Oh, another pretty one. Don’t you employ any ugly
ones?’ Well the answer is no, we don’t. Society members have the
clout to attract beautiful women to us, so we make the most of
it.)

When she
returns with my drink, as she bends over to place it on the table
beside me, I grab her nipple so she can’t straighten up. I notice
she is wearing an Amber tag. ‘So you like to feel the crack of the
whip, eh?’ I joke.

‘Only when it’s handled properly. I like to be
handled properly. Some of
us girls need to be kept in line. Often … and hard.’

I
squeeze her nipple hard, the sudden shock makes her gasp, then I
let go and she straightens up. I reach under her skirt and slide my
hand up her thigh, slide my fingers under her knickers and stroke
her pussy. When I slide my fingers inside her she obligingly moves
one of her feet further away from the other one, opening her legs
wider.

I
continue fingering her while I sip my brandy nonchalantly while
probing her inners. It’s like my body is split in half, one half is
simply enjoying a fine brandy and looking around the room, while
the other half is casually performing a sex act on the maid, like
it’s an afterthought and she’s not relevant. The way you might
twirl a pencil in your hand when you’re reading the paper. She
starts to make the occasional gasp or soft moan as I explore her
further. ‘So you enjoy a good whipping, do you?’

‘Yes, Master. The harder it is the more I give back in
return.’

‘I’ll bet you do.’

‘And do you think you might enjoy another one tonight, in my
room?’

‘I think it would be a distinct pleasure, Master.’

‘What’s your name, girl?’

‘Tri … Trisss, Master. Oh God, sorry it’s Trixie, yes
Trixie.’

I don’t
know why it’s happening so fast, maybe it’s the nonchalant way I’m
fingering her or the thought of the whip on her body tonight, but
her leg starts trembling and she has to grip the wing of the arm
chair.

‘So you’d be happy for me to abuse and defile you tonight, then
Trixie? All night?’

‘Oh God, please, yes. Can we start now?’

So it’s
conjuring up the image in her mind and talking about it that is
doing the trick. I guess most of the men who have fucked her so far
this weekend have just done the deed and then walked away. Probably
never taken the time to even talk to her. A little bit of chat
makes all the difference, I like to get into their minds as well as
their bodies but some men don’t understand that.

‘All good things come to those who wait, Trixie.’

I grip
her clit and squeeze hard. Her face blushes red and she has to put
both hands on the arm of the chair to support herself, as something
softly explodes in her pussy. I keep playing with her until I feel
she’s stopped trembling.

When she
has straightened up and her breathing returns to normal, I take my
room tag out of my pocket with my other hand and say to her, ‘Would
you mind clipping this to your collar for me? I’d do it myself but
my fingers are all slippy for some reason.’

She does
as requested and then when I hold my hand up and say, ‘Towel.’ She
takes the damp towel out of her pouch and wipes my hand
clean.

When
everything is back to normal, she asks, ‘Would you like me to
return the favour, Master?’

‘No, there’ll be plenty of time for that tonight. You may run
along now, Trixie.’

‘Master.’ And she goes off to continue her duties.

 



~~~

 


It’s the
big banquet tonight and everyone is a bit more free and easy and
the wine is flowing readily. I’m sitting next to the Contessa
again. We chat away and I accept her offer of the free use of a
chalet in her mountain resort, late Jan early Feb, which is when
the snow is at its peak. It’s not actually her resort but she owns
nearly half the properties in one of the lesser known but still
popular, ski resorts in the French Alps. She owns a hotel, a
restaurant, a ski school and many of the rental chalets in the
town. As I’m a long standing family friend, she always offers me a
place during the season, at no cost.

As a
Society member she also caters for the other members with similar
tastes and some of the chalets are fitted with readily concealed
bondage equipment, innocent looking ring bolts, coat hooks that
someone can be fastened to, hanging flower baskets that can be
repurposed, with a full set of cameras to record the action. All
her staff are recruited from Ancillaries, so all the ski
instructors and chalet maids, etc. in her employ are all subs and
available for use by her special guests.

I tell
her that there will probably be 3 of us and I want a “special
chalet” and could she sort out a couple of hunky ski instructors to
teach my girls how to ski (I tell her I might even let the girls
fuck them in the evenings) and a nice little chalet maid or 2 for
me to play with. She says she’ll arrange it when we’ve agreed on
the dates. I’ll phone her later from home where I can check my
calendar.

After
dinner the ladies retire to the drawing room again and the port and
cigars are passed around to the gentlemen. As it’s the last night,
the men don’t waste any time and even before many of them have even
lit their cigars, the slaves standing around the room have been
called into service and many of them are on their knees, heads
bobbing up and down.

I can’t
see K but I know she is in the room, I saw her earlier, so she is
probably under the table swallowing someone’s dick. I grab a fresh
glass of port when I see her rise from beneath the table. She has
no time to move anywhere as a Society member comes up behind her
and reaching around her, massages her tits, whispering in her ear.
She smiles and nods agreement to something and the fellow bends her
forward until she is lying with her top half on the table. He feels
her cunt, getting her to self-lubricate until she is ready and then
he unzips his cock and slowly slides it into her.

I’ve got
to see this. Many of the men have moved away from the table with
their partners as they seek some privacy in the dark corners of the
room. I move down the table and take an empty chair opposite K. She
is lying there with her eyes closed as the stranger pumps himself
into her, rhythmically.

I look around and catch the eye of a little brunette that
hasn’t been claimed yet. I call her over and tell her to start
sucking me. As she kneels before me and goes to work, I snap my
fingers and K hearing the SNAP! true to her training, opens her
eyes and looks around, surprised to hear it in this setting. She
stares into my eyes and I stare back, both of us enjoying the sight
of each other, while simultaneously having sex with other people. I
find it incredibly arousing (the old Hotwife syndrome again) and tell the
brunette to slow down as I don’t want to come too soon.

K never
takes her eyes off me until the man inside her shoots his load into
her. As he pulls out of her she makes to stand up, but he gently
pushes her back down with a hand in the small of her back, as
another man takes his place. K goes back to making eye contact with
me. Her face is expressionless but her eyes seem to be saying, ‘You
see this, you see what I’m doing for you? You see me let these men
fuck me, for your pleasure? I do all this for you,
Master.’

I urge
the girl between my knees to hurry up, I can’t hold this much
longer. I grip the arms of my chair and my head goes back as I come
in the girl’s mouth. When my brain has stopped rattling in my head,
I see that K is looking away from me, as if she didn’t want to
watch that.

I don’t want to watch any more either, so I send the brunette
away and then look around the room to find Trixie, I take her hand
and lead her out of the room. K is having lube applied to her
backside by a 3rd
man and her eyes follow me as I leave.

I tell
Reception that I’m taking Trixie to my room so she won’t be at roll
call. As Trixie requested earlier that day, I give her a hard
whipping. For some reason I have some unexplained aggression in me
and I take it out on her. Fortunately, she’s in the mood for such
treatment and seems to revel in it. Of course I fuck her a couple
of times that night, hard. But every time I come, I get the image
in my mind of K being bent over the table and fucked, which makes
me come even harder.




 





SUNDAY

 


 


When I’m
packed and ready, I ring down to reception and ask for someone to
collect the bags from my room and to get my belongings
ready.

I take a
quick walk around the hotel, saying good bye to the Contessa and a
few other friends and then make my way to Reception. My bags are
waiting there, along with K who is standing there in her street
clothes, clutching her overnight bag. There’s no bill to be settled
of course, everything is paid for by The Society but as I hand over
my room key I say to the receptionist, ‘I’ll be off then unless
there’s anything else?’

‘This letter was left for you Mr. Gilchrist.’

I take
the letter and hand my car keys to the porter who is waiting there
for me. ‘Can you take my baggage out to the car, please? I’ll be
out in a moment.’

He picks
up my bags and heads off. I give a loud cough and he turns back.
‘Sir?’

‘I said, can you take my baggage out to the car?’

He looks
slightly puzzled until K explains, ‘He means me.’

The
porter catches on and he hands her my suitcase to carry then grabs
her by the arm and leads her out to the car park.

(Now I
know you think I’m being beastly to her but if this was a normal
hotel and these were normal hotel staff I would never treat K like
that in public. But this hotel isn’t normal. When we’re somewhere
that we can openly be Master and Slave, K delights in being treated
as my property. She gets a buzz showing off to everyone that she
belongs to me. In the circles that we move in sometimes, it’s
considered ‘a badge of honour’.)

I open
the letter and read it. I read it again then put it in my pocket. I
go out to the car park and the porter hands me the keys. I tip him
and then join K in the car. She sits there staring at me without
speaking. We stare at each other for a moment and then I give in.
‘What?’ I finally ask.

She
still says nothing just opens the glove compartment and goes back
to staring at me. I finally twig to what she’s getting at and take
out her collar, she leans towards me and I fasten it around her
neck. She puts a hand on it and sighs. ‘Now I feel like I belong to
you again.’

I start
the car and we pull away from the hotel. ‘So how are you?’ I ask
her.

She
kicks off her shoes. ‘Very tired,’ she fidgets in her seat, ‘and my
arse is sore. What is it with you men and anal sex? Very few women
actually like it and we don’t have that prostate thing that arouses
a man if he get arse fucked.’

‘Anal sex is a power thing,’ I explain. ‘If I stick my dick in
your pussy, we both get pleasure from it. If I stick it in your
arse, it empowers me and it demeans you. That’s why we do
it.’

‘Oh, I see,’ she says.

‘Never mind, when we get home take a long soak in the bath and
then smear some haemorrhoid cream on and that will soothe it.
You’ll find some in the bathroom cabinet.’

‘Have you got piles then?’

‘No, but you’re not the first woman that’s hung around with me,
that’s got a sore arse.’

‘I see.’

‘So … you were with Colin Saxby last night?’

‘Yes. Who is he, his face is very familiar but I can’t place
it?’

‘Colin is a big time music entrepreneur. He’s in the papers all
the time, launching new bands, opening music venues. Always in the
celebrity gossip mags.’

‘You mean I’ve been screwed by somebody famous? Wow! Does that
make me a groupie?’ she asks, matter of factly.

‘Probably.’

‘That’s nice,’ she says, as if she couldn’t care less and then
she yawns as if she’s lost interest in the conversation.

We drive
on in silence for a time while I concentrate on the winding roads,
and then I look over and I see she’s struggling to keep her eyes
open and her head’s drooping. I press the button that reclines her
seat and then I turn up the heating slightly so it’s warm and cosy
and put some soothing classical music on the sound system. I point
the air vent at my face so I don’t nod off as well.

I put my
hand on her thigh and she puts her hand over mine. ‘Baggage, ha!’
she mutters as she drifts off to sleep.

When we
get back home I pull into the garage and close the electric door
behind us. K is still fast asleep, so I unload the boot, take
everything into the house and put the kettle on.

I go
back out to the garage and check on K. She’s snoring gently and
sounds like a kitten purring. It seems a shame to wake her up just
to take her inside and tell her to go to sleep again. You can never
really get back to the deep sleep you were woken from. So instead,
I undo her seatbelt, cover her with her overcoat, kiss her on the
forehead and close the car door gently, so as not to wake her. I
check the garage door is secure, I’d hate for someone to steal the
car with K in it, well, Mercedes are expensive you know. (Just
kidding, it’s K I’m concerned about.) Then I leave quietly. I leave
the garage light on so K doesn’t wake up in total
darkness.

 



~~~

 


I’m
sitting at the central island in the kitchen about an hour later.
I’ve made us both sandwiches as K will probably be hungry when she
wakes up. I don’t know if they fed her today and I had planned to
stop along the way but I didn’t want to wake her.

The door
to the garage opens and K strolls in. She has her coat over one
shoulder, her shoes in the other hand, her dress is creased from
where she slept in it, her hair is flattened on one side where
she’s been laying on it and her lipstick is smudged. She looks a
mess and yet I find her absolutely adorable.

She
catches her reflection in the glass windows and says, ‘Look at me.
I look I’ve been dragged through a hedge, backwards. I’m sorry,
Master, why didn’t you wake me, why did you let me get into this
state?’

‘Because you need your sleep. That nap in the car may have
taken the edge off it but after your bath I’m sending you to bed
and I don’t want to see you again until tomorrow.’

‘But Master …’

‘No buts, now sit down and eat these, you’ll be going to bed
for the rest of the day and you can’t do that on an empty stomach.’
I push the plate of sandwiches over to her while I pour her a cup
of tea.

She sits
down and devours all the sandwiches, so she was obviously hungry.
When she’s finished and is drinking her tea, I open up the
conversation.

‘About your performance this weekend, I’ve had a few comments
from people that used you and one of them even wrote me a letter
about you.’ I take out the letter and place it on the counter
between us.

Her face
drops and the blood drains out of it. ‘Oh no, Master, did someone
really complain about me? I’m so sorry, I did my best. I’m sorry if
they didn’t like me. I did everything you said I should and stayed
upbeat and in the moment. I even offered them more of myself,
“Would you like me to blow you again, Master?” “Do you want to fuck
me again, Master?” I tried to make them like me but I guess I
wasn’t good enough and didn’t please them. But to put in a written
complaint against me, that’s just mean.’

She
sobs, ‘I’m just so fucking rubbish at everything I do. I don’t know
why you put up with me, I’m just a waste of skin.’ She starts to
cry, so I throw her my clean hanky. I always carry a spare
precisely for occurrences like this. She wipes her eyes and then
blows her nose. ‘I know I’ll have to be punished for this but could
you please wait until tomorrow when I’ve had some rest?’ she
pleads. ‘Then you can whip me all day long, I won’t complain I
promise, I deserve it.’

I let her finish her self-deprecating rant and then ask her,
‘Why do you always assume the worst and if it does happen, why do
you always think it’s your
fault?’

‘Because I’m just a low-life piece of trash and it
usually is my fault. You knew that when you took me on and I gave myself to you
because I thought you could teach me to be a better person, a
better slave, and how to please people. But it’s obvious that the
only person I can ever please is you. You must have pretty low
standards is all I can say.’

‘Well, if I was the only person you could please, then that would be
fine, as I’m pleased with you,’ I tell her, ‘and the rest of the
world can go fuck themselves,
as long as we’re happy.’

She
looks at me as if she doesn’t believe me. ‘Really?’ she asks
between sniffles.

‘Really. But as usual your low self-esteem has caused you to
grab the wrong end of the stick. Read the letter.’

‘Do I have to? Haven’t I been shamed enough?’

‘Read it … out loud,’ I insist.


Grudgingly she opens the envelope and unfolds the letter. She
catches her reflection in the windows, the raggedy hair and her
smudged lipstick and now her mascara all smeared from her crying.
‘Still think I’m beautiful?’ she asks, but this time she’s being
sardonic.

I answer
truthfully, ‘Yes. Now read the letter.’

With a
fearful glance at me she starts reading it out.

‘Dear Roger, I had the pleasure of interacting with your slave
on Saturday. Once I took her from behind I saw your initials
tattooed on her back (clever move, by the way) so that prompted me
to tag her for the night. I know you only choose the best and train
them well.

‘And my God, she did live up to expectations. She can take a
whipping like a pro, took everything I threw at her without
complaint, and she’s incredible in the sack. Made me come so hard
and so often I practically had to be wheeled out of my room, next
morning. You’re to be congratulated on training her so well.’ K
looks at me, shocked.

‘Keep reading,’ I urge.

‘The reason I’m writing to you is that I checked the Society
database after she left and I see she isn’t on it, so I wasn’t able
to book a further meeting with her, so I thought I’d approach you
directly.

‘I was wondering if it might be possible to borrow her sometime
soon for a few days. I have a few business meetings coming up in
Paris and would like to take her along as my companion. Between
meetings we could spend some time seeing the sights. Of course we
would be staying in the best hotels and dining in the finest
restaurants. I’d even take her shopping on the Champs-Elysees, buy
her a few nice frocks to say ‘Thank you’.

‘Please let me know if you would be willing for such an
arrangement to take place, you have my contact details. I promise
to treat her with the greatest respect and will abide by whatever
limits you set on my behaviour. If she tells me to stop, I will
stop.

‘Yours,

‘Colin Saxby.’

She re-reads it to herself as if she doesn’t quite believe
what she is reading, then looks at me open-mouthed.
‘What?’ is all she
can manage to squeeze out.

‘I told you, you always assume the worst. In fact you were a
big hit, a few men said how great you were, especially at the
banquet last night.’

‘Is this real? It’s not one of your games, is it,
Master?’

‘It’s real. A powerful, wealthy man wants to take you off to
Paris for a dirty weekend. I don’t know if I should let you go
though. After all, dirty low-life trash like you could ruin my
reputation,’ I tease.

‘Ah, but when I said that, I didn’t know about this,’ she holds
up the letter. ‘So I didn’t have all the information,’ she says,
backtracking. ‘And I was a little upset, as you let me believe I’d
been a failure.’

‘So you think you’d like to go to Paris?’

She
thinks for a moment. ‘Well I’m not sure if I could actually go
through with it, but just let me live with the fantasy for a while.
I mean, you wouldn’t actually let me go to Paris, would
you?’

‘Certainly I would. This is precisely what I’ve been training
you for. To go off and have sexual adventures of your own. I’d even
let you go as a ‘civilian’ if you wanted, no domination, no
whipping, unless you want it. Let him wine and dine and romance
you.

‘Of course,’ I remind her, ‘I would still have to punish you
when you came back, for having had “another man’s cock inside you”
was the term you used, I seem to remember.’

‘Naturally,’ she replied. ‘I’d be disappointed if you didn’t. I
would take that as you not caring about me anymore.’

I nod,
as we both understand the deeper meaning behind the promise of
punishment. She confessed to me once that after she’s been with
another man, she still feels connected to him in a way, until I
punish her for it. That, she feels, is when I “reclaim her”, the
slate is wiped clean and she fully belongs to me again. Naturally I
exclude people like the gardener and the doctor. If I punished her
every time she surrendered to one of them, she’d never be out of
the Fun room.

‘Can I keep the letter?’ she says clutching it to her
chest.

‘Of course you can, you’ve earned it. Frame it if you like.’
I’ve already photocopied it and put it in the file I keep on her
and her progress. ‘Come on now, go to your room and strip off while
I run you a bath.’

She
heads for the door but before she reaches it, she turns back.
‘Please tell me this isn’t one of your mind fucks? I don’t think I
could stand it, this is too important for games.’

I walk
around the island and grab hold of the golden tag on her collar.
‘What does this mean to you?’

‘Everything. It means everything to me. Without it I’m
nothing.’

I stare
into her eyes for a moment and trying hard to keep my voice from
wavering, I tell her, ‘It means as much to me as it does to you.
That’s how you know I’m not playing games. Now go.’

I won’t
tell her about Madeline just yet. I don’t want to burst her bubble,
let her enjoy the moment and then I’ll tell her tomorrow when she
is rested and her mind is working okay.




 





PARIS OR BUST

 


 


I beep K
and call her to the study. I’ve made sure I chose a day when she’s
wearing her Downton Abbey outfit as we need to have a serious
discussion and I can’t concentrate if she’s half naked, I find her
delicious boobs very distracting. Besides, I’ve been deliberately
leaving her alone sexually to give her a chance to recover from the
weekend at the hotel. I got her to blow me a couple of times but
it’s not the same as a good old, balls deep, shag, is it? But I
need to have a serious conversion with her and if she’s sat there
in skimpy underwear, I know I’d just bend her over the desk and
have her.

She sits
there in front of my desk and as usual, assumes the worst,
expecting bad news, so she twists a hanky nervously in her
hands.

‘Am I in trouble, Master?’ she asks.

‘Not at all, I’m here to congratulate you on your splendid
performance at the hotel last weekend. You made me so proud of you.
I’m so pleased about how much you’ve come along since you’ve been
my sub.’

‘Thank you,’ she says, surprised. ‘You know I always do my best
to please you.’

‘How’s your bum?’

‘It’s fine now, Master. I know that’s why you’ve not touched me
for a week, that’s very considerate, but it’s better now. Would you
like to try me out? I can get the lube, it’s no
trouble.’

‘That okay, not at the moment.’

‘I’ve missed your touch, Master,’ she admits.

‘Well perhaps when we’ve finished here. But for now, I need to
know what you’ve decided about Paris. Colin has a deadline and he
needs to know if you’re available or not. It’s not fair to keep him
waiting.

‘You’ve spent a night with him when he probably tried to cram
in as much as he could into his limited time with you, so I dare
say you’ve seen him at his worst. Given that and the promise he
won’t do anything to you unless we both allow it, do you think
you’d be comfortable spending a weekend with him?’

‘What do you want me to do, Master?’

‘No, K. This is about what YOU want to do. Part of your
training has been to give you the confidence to make decisions like
this for yourself. I know I’ve controlled your every movement and
behaviour since I took you on, but that was for a reason. When you
first came to me, you were kind of lost and just thrashing about.
By strictly controlling you as I did, I gave you a support
structure you could rely on and a sense of purpose. To use a lousy
analogy, but it’s the best I can think of at the moment, I set the
train back on its rails, so to speak and gave you a sense of
direction of travel. Now, through the experience you’ve gained, you
can decide for yourself exactly how far that train is going to
go.’

‘But I enjoy being controlled by you. I need it.’

‘I know you do, but if you are to be my companion and not just
my slave, I must have someone I can rely on to run the show when
I’m not around. If things go wrong here when I’m away on a business
trip, I need someone who can keep the wheels on the wagon until I
return. So sure, I can and will control you as hard as you wish,
down to each morsel of food you eat, if that’s what you want, but
that’s in our private life. In the real world I need to be able to
rely on you to hold the fort in my absence. So that’s why trips
like this will be good for you, to teach you the other side of life
and how to control your part in it.’

‘How do you mean?’

‘For example, I’m going to tell Colin that he’s not allowed to
discipline you unless you specifically permit it. Sex only, no
whipping.’

‘Really? I can do that?’ An evil glint comes into her eye. ‘Can
I make him beg for it? Make him buy me something nice,
first?’

‘I don’t know, can you?’

She
smiles, ‘I can try.’

‘Exactly my point.’

I give
her a moment to think it through and then ask, ‘You have the
freedom to say no, or to go and enjoy yourself. Which will it
be?’

‘I must admit I would like to go to Paris and walk down the
Champs-Elysees. Okay I’ll go with him. Contact him and give him the
rules and if he agrees, make the arrangements.’ She sits back in
her chair and I can see she is both scared and excited by the
prospects.

‘I’ll do it today.’

I let
her bask in the moment then I bring up the other subject. I puzzled
over how to tell her about Madeline without making her think I was
replacing her (which I have no intention of doing but you know how
K always thinks the worst) so I finally decided on the ‘it’s an
advancement’ approach which is why I started by giving her the ‘I
need a strong person to rely on’ speech.

‘So K, as I said I think you’ve come a long way in your
training, so I think it’s time to move onto the next stage of your
development. I want you to dominate another person.’

‘What? I can’t train another person. I don’t have the
experience.’

‘I didn’t say train, I said dominate. She’s already trained,
you will just teach her our house rules and enforce
them.’

‘Another woman is it? I might have guessed.’

‘Of course. I intend to whip and fuck them so there’s no way it
would be a man. This is for my pleasure remember, no one
else’s.’

‘Of course, Master. Sorry, if I spoke out of turn. May I ask
who it is?’

‘Do you remember when I took you to Condolini’s restaurant and
that pretty blonde hostess who served us? Her name’s
Madeline.’

‘Yes I do. I saw her at the hotel. I tried to speak to her a
couple of times but she blanked me.’

‘Well it’s her. I tagged her for Friday night and between …
sessions … we had a chat. Apparently she’s got herself into a bit
of a hole financially and she offered herself to me for a short
term contract to help her sort her life out.’

‘A short term contract? Slaves can do that, can
they?’

‘Yes, it’s quite normal. People like you and I are perfectly
happy with each other but there are Dom and sub couples that for
whatever reason, decide to split up. Maybe the Dom needs to
relocate for work or personal reasons and the sub doesn’t want to
move, family and so on. So they become ownerless. They’re still
considered part of The Society family and can still access some of
the facilities, like discounts in certain shops we own, but
basically they go back to a normal life, have to get jobs and so
on, and they lose out on the cushy life that was provided by their
Dom.

‘The Society helps them out where they can, they offer them
one-off jobs such as waitressing at Society dos or being “slaves
for the night” and all that encompasses. Or a Dom might want to
hire a few of them for a special occasion. Their proper title is
“Ancillaries” but we mostly just call them “Floaters”. Anyway,
Madeline is not getting along too well on just her hostess wages at
the restaurant and the scraps the Society throws her way, so she
offered to come and work for me on a short term contract, say 3
months, to help her get her life back on track.’

‘Is that a normal thing to do? Offer herself like
that?’

‘Yes. Maybe I should explain about contracts and Slave
Auctions.’

‘Slave Auctions? Are you telling me
The Society are human traffickers?’

‘No, don’t be silly, it’s nothing like that. You do have a
tendency to over dramatise things, don’t you? As I said, from time
to time for whatever reason, Doms and subs split up but the sub
might want to stay in the lifestyle and get a new Dom. So they are
allowed to request their entry on the database be amended to show
that they are available to any Dom out there who is seeking a new
sub. And, although it’s not officially allowed but everyone knows
it takes place, they also approach Doms on Society get togethers
and offer their services. If the Dom likes what he sees they can
enter into a short term contract to check each other out and see if
they are suited to each other.

‘But then there are those Floaters who don’t really care who
they belong to as long as they have a roof over their head and a
Dom to look after them. When there are a few of those The Society
organises a Slave Auction. It’s just a bit of fun. The slave stands
on stage and is auctioned off to the highest bidder. There are a
few stipulations about whether the Dom is male or female, gay or
straight, but that’s all. The slave gets 40 percent of the sale
price and the rest goes to charity.’

‘Well it sounds like prostitution to me,’ she says.

‘What was that you were saying earlier? Something about making
Colin buy you something nice before being allowed to discipline
you, wasn’t it?’ I reply.

‘Yeah, but that’s diff- … I’ll shut up.’ She gives in as she
realises the two-faced nature of her argument.

I say to
her, ‘Lots of slaves actually fantasise about being sold in a Slave
Auction,’ I point my finger at her, ‘and if you tell me that you
never have, I’ll know you’re lying.’

K says
nothing but she blushes and looks down at her hands, so I know I’m
right. I didn’t actually know but it’s a common fantasy amongst
slaves. Something to do with the ‘dehumanising’ aspect I guess. I
also know about K’s ‘being treated as property’ mental quirk, so I
knew that it would appeal to her.

I sit
there saying nothing, letting her squirm for a while until she gets
my point. Finally she looks up and says, ‘So, you were telling me
about Madeline.’

‘She’ll be joining us for the next few months.’

‘I suppose I’ll have to give up my room for her,’ she says,
glumly.

‘Why?’

‘Because she’s taller and prettier. Shall I sleep in the Fun
Room or do I have to move out to the summer house?’

‘Nobody is moving anywhere,’ I reassure her. ‘First of all you
must understand and believe me
when I say that you are my number 1 slave, no one
will ever rank above you. You will be number 1 and she will be
number 2. Nobody has to move rooms anyway as she won’t be living
here, she’ll only come here on a schedule as you once did, unless I
ring her up and demand her presence. If she stays over at any
point, she will sleep in the Fun room.

‘She will still be available to me for whipping and fucking, of
course but I mainly want you to control her, so here is how it will
be. I will control both of you. You will control her, she has to
answer to you. You will both be responsible to Mrs. Scott when
she’s here. I picture her doing the cooking and leaving you and
Madeline to clean the house, which she will inspect before she
leaves. The gardeners will still have free access to you both of
course and anyone else I choose to give you to.’

‘I’m not sure how to treat her, what to do.’

‘Simple, just ask yourself, “What did Master Roger do to me
when I failed to perform this task properly?”.’

‘Whipped me usually.’

‘Well do that to her then. She was so desperate to be my slave
that she promised that she will do anything, take any punishment,
if only I’d dig her out of the hole she is in. I intend to take
full advantage of that and use her harshly over the next few
months, she’ll have to earn her keep. So if she wants to serve me
and live comfortably, then she’ll have to
accept you lording it over her. Think of
it, you can offer her to Mrs. Scott for sex if she leaves you
alone. Make her screw the gardeners instead of you. I’ll leave that
up to you.’

‘I thought you said we’d both be available to them.’

‘That depends on how smart you
are about that. I said that to you, I
didn’t say it to the gardeners. If you choose to offer Madeline up
instead of you, well …. On the other hand I know you secretly enjoy
it, so you can carry on fucking them yourself as well, if you like.
It’s up to you. But if you do screw the gardeners, make her eat
their cum out of your pussy.

‘I fully intend to make use of both of you on “punishment
days”. I can just picture you both dangling from the end of the
bed, while I whip you both. Or alternately, you whip her and then I
whip you. We’ll see.

‘Oh, one more thing, I want you to use her sexually. She’s not
gay but nevertheless, I want to see her on her knees, servicing
you, often. And I want you to use a strap-on on her occasionally.
If I’m not around to see it then make sure you record it.
Understood?’

She nods her understanding. ‘Do I have to perform sex
acts on her?’

‘Maybe during a pain session, like you did for Long Susan, but
apart from that, I’ll leave it up to you.’

‘When will she be joining us?’

‘I’ll start helping her out financially now but she won’t be
joining us until after you’re back from Paris. Oh and one last
thing K, I know in your heart you’re a softie and will probably try
to go easy on Madeline and give her a cushy time. If you do, I will
be very disappointed in you, and secondly I will increase your
punishment to include what I think you have let her off. Are we
clear on that?’

‘Yes, Master, very clear.’

‘Now then, K, because you are a softie at heart, I want to ask
you if you can find it in your heart to help Madeline out with a
real world problem. Apparently she has a scumbag landlord who she
owes rent to and he and his brother have been taking advantage of
her. She has to fuck them both to keep her place. The first thing I
did when we got back from the castle was to book her into a hotel
room, so she could get away from them. But she needs something a
bit more permanent while she works for us.’

‘How can we help her?’

‘Well, your old place is empty and I’m already paying all the
bills on that. It would be good to have someone living in there,
keep an eye on the place, you know? And she really needs a place to
be safe.’

I can see she’s considering it but is a bit miffed at having
to give up her place. ‘Forget all the Master/slave bit. This is another human
being who needs our help. You don’t need the place, your home is
here … with me.’

I can
see that gets to her. ‘Then of course she should have it. I’ll have
to move my personal stuff out, oh and the pictures in the attic,
she mustn’t see them.’

‘No problem, get them wrapped and I’ll have them shipped over
here, you can stow them in my attic.’

‘I’ll get on that then.’

‘Okay, I think we’re done here unless you have any other
questions?’

K shakes
her head.

‘Right then, well, as you’re going off with Colin I won’t whip
you again before that, he’d probably like you unmarked. However,
you’ve had enough time for your pussy to recover so I think it’s
time I gave you a good, hard shagging. So off you go, up to my
room, strip off and wait for me. And make sure you’ve got the lube
handy.’

She
stand up, curtsies and heads for the door. As she grabs the handle
I say to her, ‘And K … Madeline is pretty. You however, are
beautiful.’

K freezes but doesn’t look at me, she turns her head away to
face the door and I know it’s because she’s welling up. She finally
manages to whisper, ‘Thank you,
Master,’ before slipping out the door,
closing it gently behind her.




 





RETURN TO THE NEST

 


 


K is due
back anytime from her “dirty weekend” in Paris. It was 4 days
actually and it wasn’t over a weekend. I missed her but it was
necessary absence for her development.

Before long I hear the key in the lock of the front door.
‘Roger, I’m home,’
she calls. I go out into the foyer and the driver is putting her
bags down. I tip him and he leaves.

Once
he’s gone she rushes over to me and clings to me tightly, head
against my chest. We stand like that for a moment, neither of us
speaking. When she lifts her head up, we kiss, long and
hard.

Finally she releases me and stands back. ‘Roger?’ I ask. ‘Are we getting ideas
above our station, now?’

‘God no, Master. I just didn’t feel comfortable calling you
Master in front of Colin’s driver.’

‘Relax, I’m just fucking with ya. I’m going to get a coffee, do
you want one?’

‘Please, I could murder one, it’s been a long trip.’

‘Yes, I can imagine. Those plane trips where you get whisked
straight through customs and onto a private jet can be tortuous, I
hear.’

‘Oh shaddup.’

I take
her into the kitchen and make us both coffee. I’m not one of those
coffee bores that have their own coffee grinder and only use beans
“from the south facing slopes of Machu Picchu” or some such
bollocks. I’m used to drinking army coffee so I can drink any old
slop. Therefore I have one of those machines that you just put the
pod in and press a button.

I fix
our coffees with just milk, no sugar, and we sit next to each other
at the island. I forbade K from having sugar in her drinks when she
asked me to take over control of her eating habits. Or even sugary
drinks like Cola, it’s fruit drinks or water only. Sugar rots the
teeth, the brain and makes your bum bigger. None of which I wish to
happen to K.

I also forbade her from eating chocolate except for special
occasions or as a reward. You’d be surprised what that girl will do
for a Cadbury’s Cream Egg. Shocking!

She sits
on her stool, staring into her coffee. I know she is dying to tell
me all about her trip and I’m dying to ask her but as this was a
new experience for her, it’s probably taking a bit of time for her
to assimilate it all, so I don’t want to push her. She needs to let
it come out in her own time.

But she
does need a slight nudge to get started. ‘How was your
trip?’

‘Fine, fine. Everything was as I’d imagined. Paris in the
autumn, the leaves turning brown on the Champs-Elysees, it was just
beautiful. Thank you, Master.’

‘Well, Colin’s the one to thank, he took you there.’

‘Yes, he is a nice man, but you allowed me to go.’

I shrug.
‘Did he buy you any nice frocks?’

‘Eventually.’

‘Explain, it was supposed to be part of the deal. I hope he
didn’t hold out on you?’

‘No, he was a perfect gentleman, held up his end of the deal.
It was me that changed the terms.’

‘How so?’

‘You said I was in charge and could set my own terms,
yes?

‘Yes I did.’

‘Well, when we got there, to our fancy hotel, I told him
straight out he didn’t have to buy me any expensive clothes, the
posh hotel and the nice restaurants would be enough. However, if he
wanted me he could have me anyway he liked, whippings, sex, treat
me like a dog, whatever he
wanted. There was just one condition
though, he would have to pay me before any sex took place. Any time
he wanted to have me, he would have to pay me first, cash up front
or no nookie.’

‘What did he say to that?’

‘Well, at first he thought I was trying it on. A sly bitch
trying to make some money on the side … that is until I told him
how much I charge. 10 Euros, for a blowjob or a shag, an extra 5
Euros if he wanted anal as well.

‘Well he fell about laughing. I explained that as he was living
out a fantasy I wanted to live one of mine too. Like those women
you told me about, I have a fantasy of being a whore and having sex
with strangers for money. If he wouldn’t mind I’d like to play at
“being a courtesan” with him, as we were in Paris. It wasn’t the
amount but the “symbolism” of being paid that was important. He was
happy to oblige as he could see the funny side of it.’

‘So how much money did you make?’

She
opens her handbag, takes out her purse and taking out a fistful of
Euro bank notes she puts them on the counter before me. I don’t
count them but at a casual glance I’d say there were 200 Euros or
so, mostly in 10 Euro notes. I pull out a 50 Euro note from the
pile and hold it up questioningly. ‘He fucked me again in the plane
on the way back and he didn’t have anything smaller,’ she explains.
‘Cheeky bastard told me to keep the change, so I did.’

We both
laugh at that and I’m glad that she’s happy and not in the least
bit traumatised by it, thinking perhaps I was giving her
away.

‘I suppose I should give these to you as my Master, or should I
say, my pimp?’

‘You keep it, you’ve earned it,’ I tell her as I push the notes
back to her. She smiles and puts the money away.

‘And then he took me out and bought me some expensive dresses
and underwear anyway. Said he’d enjoyed the fantasy too. He asked
me if I’d wear them for him if I go with him to Paris again, next
month. He emphasised the ‘IF’ as he knows it’s a request not a
demand.’

‘Good old Colin. I told you you’d be all right with
him.’

‘Yes, you did and as always you were right. It’s not that I
don’t trust what you tell me, but after the things that happened to
me in my earlier life, I find it very hard to accept when something
nice actually does happen to me. I’m always waiting for the other
shoe to drop and find out it’s not going to happen or something
will be taken away from me. Sorry for doubting you.’

‘That’s okay, I understand. I’ll tell you what. From this
moment on you have my word that I will never play tricks on you
again. No more mind fucks. If I say something is going to happen, I
mean it, no games. If I arrange for someone to screw you, I will
keep you fully informed, unless it’s a surprise. No more “run’s in
the country” or strange “video guys” turning up. These things will
still happen of course, it’s just that now I won’t pretend they are
happening out of the blue. I’ll warn you in advance.
Promise.’

‘Thank you.’

There’s
a silence between us and then I have to ask her something, just to
reassure myself. ‘K, are you happy doing this? Me sending you away
with Colin and other men, like I do? You don’t feel like I’m
abusing my position and just treating you like a prostitute, a
tramp, when I make you sleep with strangers?’

‘But I am a tramp, Master. That’s why I’m happy to do
it.’

‘Stop putting yourself down, K.’

‘No, I mean it, Master. There’s something you should know about
me if you haven’t figured it out already. Many years ago when those
men used to abuse me for their pleasure, there was a small part of
me that actually enjoyed the wild sex and being treated as a whore.
It excited me, knowing that I could arouse men, 2 or 3 at a time.
It made me feel like a grown up woman instead of the child I was
really. I kept that to myself and never told anyone about it as I
was ashamed of it, and if they knew, who knows what further horrors
they might have submitted me to. They would probably have taken
advantage of it, perhaps actually made me into a
prostitute.

‘Then I came to this town but I still had those feelings deep
inside, where I couldn’t show them to anyone. I fought against
them, afraid of where they might lead. Who knows? I might have
ended up as something like a biker-chick, being passed around by a
motorcycle gang. That seemed to be about the only type of fate I
could see in my future.

‘But then I met you, who taught me that it was
okay to feel like that,
that it was normal to have a healthy sexual appetite and nothing to
be ashamed of. At last I could let those feelings that I had buried
away all those years rise up to the surface and let myself
acknowledge that YES, I AM a cock-loving, cum-swallowing tramp, who
likes a good whipping to juice things up. What some people would
call a tramp, others would call a sexually liberated, modern woman.
That’s who I am and I’m no longer ashamed to admit it.

‘That’s what you’ve done for me. How you’ve allowed me to grow
as a person and become my true self. So now I love threesomes,
group sex, being spit roasted, you name it. You want me to fuck a
five a side team? Bring ‘em
on, I’ll take ‘em all on while you
watch.’

‘So what brought about this change?’ I ask.

‘You. When I was mistreated before, I was scared and afraid
they’d hurt me, so I had to bottle everything inside me up tight,
not show anyone the real me. With you, I know I’m safe and
protected. Anyone you send me to sleep with, I may not know them
but you do and that’s good enough for me, and what’s more they
should know you well enough to know that if they hurt me in any
way, you will go round there and seriously
fuck them up!’

I laugh,
‘I would indeed, you can count on that.’

‘I do. Besides, I enjoy screwing strangers. A strange thing to
say I know, but it’s an exciting adventure being with someone new,
the first time with a new lover is always special and I look
forward to these “trysts” you send me on. So if that makes me a
tramp, Hey Ho, I can live with that, as long as I’m
your tramp.’

I hold
out my hand to her. She takes it and just folds herself into the K
shaped hole in my body. She just seems to fit there
perfectly.

‘Being as you’ve been a good girl, I’ll let you have a
reward.’

‘Chocolate?’

‘Yes, you can have chocolate if you want, there’s some in the
fridge. Although, if you told me that you never had a chocolate
desert in any of those fancy restaurants, I wouldn’t believe you,
so I won’t ask. I meant I’ll let you get your nipples pierced, the
same guy who did your tattoos. I’ll set it up.’

‘Well you did promise me I could have it done.’

‘And a promise is a promise. You must be tired now. Go and get
cleaned up. We’ll just drink some wine and watch TV
tonight.’

‘That would be nice. I’ve missed you.’

‘And I missed you too. By the way, I’ve rescheduled your room
inspection for Sunday, it’ll give you time to unpack and then clean
the bathroom. It’ll be a naked inspection and then after you’ll get
your punishment whipping, for being unfaithful to me. Now run
along.’

‘Now I feel like I’m home again, Master,’ she says and heads
upstairs.




 





INSPECTION

 


 


I’ve
decided that as I am allowing K more freedom out in the ‘real
world’, I should be more restrictive in our private lives,
otherwise she’ll start to worry I’m losing interest in her. So come
the promised inspection at 9 am Sunday morning, I go in determined
to be harder on her and increase the amount of humiliation I
subject her to.

I arrive
at her bedroom door a few minutes before 9 and wait while I hear
her moving about. I stand there until the door is opened, promptly
at 9. (It’s a parade not a meeting so it should begin exactly on
time.) I give her a moment to take her place at the end of the bed
and I enter the room. I look at her and see she’s stood in the
correct place, in the correct pose, Attention, but she’s wearing
panties, I ordered a naked inspection.

I stand
in front of her and look her in the eyes, which she avoids by
looking down at the floor, as she is trained to do. ‘Why are you
wearing panties? I said a “naked inspection,” that means not a
scrap of clothing or ornamentation.’ By that I mean no collars,
cuffs or shoes either.

‘I’ve begun my period, Master.’

‘Really?’ I check the wall chart she has pinned to the wall.
When she moved into the room I got her a laminated wall planner
that you can write on with wipe-clean markers, so she could keep
track of the days she had to work with Mrs. Scott, the gardeners,
go to the gym etc. But to embarrass her, I also insisted that she
mark the days when she expected her period, so certain days have a
little red cross in the corner. There must be nothing worse for a
woman than have to public display when she is
menstruating.

I also
keep a similar spreadsheet on the main house server that we can
both update, so that I can check it, for when I am arranging to
lend her to one of my friends. There’s no point lending out a
3-hole whore if 1 of the holes isn’t available.

‘Yes, I see. Okay, I’ll let you off that one. Lower your
panties, I want to check your pube length.’ She obediently lowers
them to her knees. Standing there with her knickers round her knees
with the tell-tale piece of string dangling from her pussy, has got
to be the most humiliating thing, and her face is crimson with
embarrassment. I leave her standing like that while I rub a finger
over her pubic hairs. I figured she trimmed them before Paris but I
neglected to check her. They are short, as to be expected so I
inspect her nails before allowing her to pull her panties up
again.


Satisfied with her personally I begin to check the room. Her
collar, as she has been told not to wear it, has been laid out for
inspection on the bedside table. It has been cleaned and the gold
tag highly polished. Good girl. I check out the rest of the room.
Using an old inspecting officer’s trick, I run a clean white
handkerchief along the windowsill and on the top of the radiator.
It comes up clean. Lastly I check the ensuite and as expected it’s
spotless.

Time to
lay the bad news on her. ‘Very well done, K. You’ve passed
inspection. I wasn’t sure you would be up to scratch as you’d been
away but you did it. Congratulations.

‘Now then, we come to other matters that need to be addressed.
Since I’m giving you more freedom lately to spend time away from
me, away from my direct control, I’m concerned that you may be
thinking that my grasp on you is slipping and it might encourage
you to break the rules as I’m not there to supervise you. After
all, who knows how much chocolate you ate in Paris?’ K breaks the
no eye contact rule at Attention, and sneaks me a quick glance, so
I know I’ve caught her out on at least one infringement.

‘So I’m going to increase the controls you must abide by.’ I
swear a shiver of excitement runs through her body. ‘From now on,
whenever you leave the house and I’m at home, you will report to me
for inspection before you leave. Once you tell me where you’re
going I will decide whether you should wear knickers or not. If I’m
not in the house you will text me to say you are leaving and where
you are going. Once you get there, you will text me to say you have
arrived. When you leave there and go onto somewhere else, you will
once again text me you are leaving, where you are going, and again
when you arrive, and so on. Finally if you arrive home and I’m not
here, then you will text me again to inform me you’re back.
Clear?’

‘Yes, Master. Clear.’

‘Okay, inspection’s over, what’s going to happen to you
next?’

We both
know what’s going to happen but I enjoy hearing her say it. ‘I am
to be whipped for having had another man’s cock inside
me.’

‘Exactly. Now put your cuffs on but leave the collar off, I’m
going to use a posture collar on you.’

I wait
while she does that, then grasping her by a nipple, I lead her into
the Fun room which is already open and waiting. I open the clothing
wardrobe and take out one of those posture collars that fit across
the shoulder also. Made of hard, black plastic it fits tightly
around the neck, forcing the chin up and the sub facing forwards,
unable to turn their head. Then it flows down across the shoulders
to just above the boobs, leaving her unable to raise her
arms.

I wrist
and ankle cuff her to one of the four posts of the bed, facing into
it, so her back is exposed. Then I take the medium whip to her. K
likes to be interrogated during these types of sessions where she
is made to confess her unfaithfulness, so after a few strokes I
start questioning her. ‘Did he fuck that arse, did he?’ I whip her
backside, THWACK! ‘Did he stick his cock in there?’ THWACK! ‘How
many times?’

‘Four. Four times, Master. I begged him not to but he forced
himself on me.’

‘Liar! You charged him money to let him do it to you. You told
me!’ THWACK! And so on.

After a
while, I uncuff her, turn her around so her wrists and ankles are
chained behind the bed post and start on her front. ‘Did her touch
those tits? I bet he sucked them? Did he?’ THWACK! ‘How many time
did he fuck that pussy? HOW MANY?’

‘Only six times, Master and I had to let him otherwise he said
he’d abandon me in Paris and I’ve have to fuck my way home.
Honestly, Master otherwise I’d have never let him touch
me.’

‘LIAR!’ THWACK!

K is such a little liar when she’s being interrogated. I know
it, she knows it, and she knows
I know it but she lies just to increase the
punishment. It’s a game she plays “The innocent virgin who’s been
preyed upon by evil men.” But as I’ve said before, I don’t mind if
a sub plays their own little mind games to increase their pleasure
when they’re being used by someone. That after all, is why we are
here in the first place, so I’m happy to play along. Especially for
K.

So she
plays her game while I thrash her until I see it is beginning to
really hurt her so I stop.

‘Am I forgiven now, Master?’ She asks as I release her from the
bedpost.

‘Almost, there’s just one more thing you have to do to please,
Master. Then you’ll be forgiven.’

She
tries to remove the posture collar but I stop her. ‘No, you’ll be
wearing that for the rest of the day, part of your punishment. Now
get over here and blow me,’ I tell her as I sit on the edge of the
bed.

She
comes to the bed and kneels down painfully. She can’t raise her
arms so is unable to grab me so I hold my dick out and she takes it
in her mouth. Head bobbing up and down she works my cock with a
little difficulty not being able to use her hands but eventually we
get there and I fill her mouth with cum, which she dutifully
swallows.

She
finds it a little difficult to stand up using just her legs so I
have to lend a hand to steady her. ‘You are forgiven for your sins.
Now go about the rest of your day as you would normally but you
can’t take the collar off. If you make it until bed time, I’ll let
you have some chocolate. Now run along.’

She
leaves the room. I pull up my pants and do the same. It’ll be funny
watching her trying to behave normally with that posture collar
keeping her upper arms by her side. If I know K, the promise of
chocolate will make her do her best to keep the collar on for the
rest of the day. Strangest thing, she wasn’t really a big fan of
chocolate until I started denying it to her. Now she can’t get
enough and will do anything for it.




 





LORD OF THE MANOR

 


 


I open
my study door and I can hear someone humming a tune. The house is
supposed to be empty except for me. I slowly poke my head out of
the door and look around. K is on her knees on the stairs, wearing
her Downton Abbey outfit, cleaning the metalwork of the bannister.
The bannister has a carved wooden handrail but is joined to the
stairs themselves by filigree metalwork. K is happily humming away
to herself as she works.

I walk
over to her and speak, startling her. ‘K? What are you doing here?
I thought it was your day off.’

‘Yes, Master. I was supposed to be meeting Alice today but she
had to cancel. So as I was at a loose end I thought I’d polish this
bannister. I noticed that the metalwork was looking a bit grubby.’
She’s lying of course, the metalwork is always spotless.

‘So you thought you’d dress up as a maid and clean the house on
your day off? Is that it?’

‘Well I … that is … please, Master, don’t be angry. I only do
these things to please you and it makes me happy playing at being
your maid. You want me to be happy don’t you?’

I reach
my hand through the metalwork and taking her ear between my finger
and thumb, rub it gently. ‘More than anything,’ I tell her
truthfully.

‘Really?’

‘Really.’

Her eyes
look down and she cannot meet my gaze so I know she wants to ask me
something but is embarrassed to. I wait and eventually she comes
out with it. ‘In that case, can I ask a favour?’

‘Go ahead.’

‘Forgive me if you think I’m talking out of turn but … ever
since you moved my punishment training onto a higher level and are
now using the whips and electric cables on me, which I enjoy,’ she hastily
interjects, ‘I sometimes miss the lower level stuff like the straps
and tawses. I miss being bent over the whipping stool and having my
arse tanned. It hurt at the time but after 10 or 15 minutes it left
a warm glow and it felt … I dunno, comfortable.

‘So I was wondering if I could ask you if you’d use a tawse on
me again … sometime … when you’re not too busy. I don’t want to
impose.’

‘I could do that for you,’ I reply. ‘I never say no to a slave
who asks to be
punished.’

‘And perhaps if I bought the lube along for
afterwards?’

‘You really are a dirty slut, aren’t you?’

She
smiles and nods, giving me a ‘coy’ look from under her
eyelashes.

‘Tell you what, K. Once you’ve finished this bannister I’ll
come and inspect it and God help you if it
isn’t up to the standards I expect from my staff. If it isn’t good enough I’ll take you upstairs and tan the
skin off your arse! See if I don’t.’

K
pretends to be frightened. ‘No, Master. I’ll do my best,
Master.’

‘See that you do.’ I head up to my room to get changed into
sweatpants and T shirt. It could get messy later.

 



~~~

 


There’s
a gentle knock on my study door and I yell, ‘Come in.’ K opens the
door and informs me that she’s finished the stairs if I’d like to
inspect them. Naturally I decide that the stairs are not up to
scratch and she’s going to get a good strapping.

I haul
her upstairs by her collar and take her into the Fun room. ‘Shall I
strip, Master?’

‘No,’ I tell her. ‘Just unbutton your top and pull it down.’
She does that and stands there topless, but still with her outfit
on which I think means something to her, so I leave it on her. I
check her nipples where they’ve been pierced. They seem to have
healed nicely and she presently has the bolts through them, the
little metal bars which unscrew at one end so they can be removed,
which I think look nicer than the rings to be honest, so I make her
wear them instead. Anyway, I give them both a hard squeeze which
makes her yelp.

I pick a
heavy, 3 tongued tawse and show it to her. ‘You’ve been a sorry
disappointment to me so I’m going to have to punish you hard with
this. Understand?’

‘Yes, Master, I understand. Sorry, Master,’ she says meekly but
I can tell she’s enjoying the game.

‘Right. Pull your skirt up and bend over the stool.’ She
obediently follows my orders. I decide to throw in a bit more
role-playing to juice it up for her. ‘Here at Downton Abbey we have
certain standards to uphold and you are failing to achieve them.
You acknowledge that as Lord of the Manor I have the right to
punish those members of my household who deserve it?’

‘Yes, my Lord,’ she replies, getting into the game. ‘It’s your
house and everything and everyone under your roof belongs to you,
to use as you see fit.’

‘And you admit that you have let me down and deserve to be
punished?’

‘Yes, your Lordship. I’m a lazy, feckless slattern who needs to
be punished regularly to keep me in line, the harder the better. Do
what you will with me, your Lordship.’

I lay
into her with the tawse, giving her a good thrashing. She just
seems to soak up everything I give her. Every so often I ask her,
‘Have you had enough?’

She
tells me through gritted teeth, ‘No, my Lord. Punish me some more.’
So I keep going.

I reach
a point where her buttocks are glowing a nice, bright red and she
is grunting with each stroke so I decide enough is enough. Maybe
she can take more but I’m not going to give it.

I gently
rub her arse and she winces. I pull her upright and stroke her
breasts to distract her from her painful buttocks. ‘Of course my
punishment isn’t complete until my Lord has fucked my arse,’ she
tells me. Pulling away from me she goes to the bed and kneels on
it, hitching her skirt up around her waist.

I cross
to the bed and after taking off my sweatpants, I grab some lube and
grease up her back passage. Then I slide into her and start
thrusting.

‘May I rub myself, my Lord?’ she asks.

‘I will allow that,’ I say, imperiously. Her head goes down as
she reaches for her clit.

That strapping with the tawse must really have juiced her up
as it’s not long before she’s muttering to herself,
‘Yes, my Lord. Fuck me, your Lordship.
Harder, my Lord,’ and so on. I don’t think
she’s even talking to me anymore but that fictional Lord of the
Manor she’s conjured up inside her head. She’s completely lost
inside her own fantasy, which is great. It’s what I’ve been trying
to get her to do all along. Instead of just locking her mind off
from her body as she used to do during sex sometimes, now she’s
remaining connected to her body while her mind spins off into
fantasy land. That is what sub-space is all about and I’m pleased
to see her achieving it.

After a
while the damn bursts and she bucks and moans as she comes, hard.
Her sphincter muscle clenches each time she moves, gripping my cock
and I’m not able to hold on any more and I shoot my load as
well.

Once
we’ve both subsided, she pulls herself off me and collapses on the
bed with a groan. ‘Are you okay?’ I ask her.

‘Fine, couldn’t be better.’ She pats my hand to reassure me. ‘I
just … it was … I can’t … Oh God that was great.’ She has to pause
for a few moments while she gets her breath back.

‘Thank you for that Lord of the Manor stuff, you knew that was
what I wanted, I didn’t have to tell you. And making me wear my
maid’s outfit while you punished me. Brilliant. Do you remember
when we first spoke about us getting together? I told you I wanted
someone who could get inside my mind as well as my body. Well, you
certainly did that today.’ She kisses my hand. We stare at each
other and I can see she is beginning to well up so I take her in my
arms. ‘Thank you so
much,’ she whispers.

‘Anything for you, K,’ and I mean it.




 





SURPRISE!

 


 


K is due
to go to Paris with Colin again. We’re just sitting talking before
the car comes to take her to the airport. ‘When is Madeline due to
start with us?’ she asks.

‘It’ll be a while yet, it’s taking longer to sort out her
finances than I thought it would. And as the deal we made was that
as she would accept any treatment from us, no matter how harsh, she
wanted it all signed and sealed before she came to us, which is
perfectly understandable and I don’t have a problem with
that.’

‘So you really want me to control her? Make her my bitch and
give her a hard time?’

‘Exactly. This is the perfect opportunity. I started you out on
Judith but I don’t want you to treat her the way I want you to go,
it’s not her scene and she has to work for a living. Madeline
however will be here purely for one reason, to be dominated and
punished by you, in the way of training you to be a Dom. If
necessary she can spend the day in bed recovering whereas someone
like Judith can’t. It’s the ideal set up.’

‘So she’ll literally
be mine to do with as I will?’

‘Absolutely, although as I said, I’ll still have access to you
both for my pleasure anytime I fancy.’

‘But of course, Master. We are your slaves, after
all.’

A car
horn sounds as the driver arrives to take her to the airport. She
gives me a kiss and tells me, ‘I’ll try and think of some delicious
tortures for Madeline while I’m away.’

I’ll bet you will you jealous, little bitch,
I think to myself as I take her cases out to the
car.

She
gives me another kiss and then jumps in the car and I wave her off
as she goes off on another adventure to Paris.

I go
back into my study and pick up the phone. I have already added
Madeline to the contacts list as I’ve been discussing finances with
her. I select her name and press ‘Dial’. It rings 2 or 3 times
before she answers. ‘Hello, Madeline? It’s Roger Gilchrist here.
Are you satisfied that I’ve held up my end of the deal regarding
your finances?

‘You are? Good. Well then get over here. K has gone away for a
few days so we can have some time together before I hand you over
to her. No don’t bother bringing any clothes, you’ll spend your
time naked on a leash. Yes, I’m serious. Fine. See you in a bit
then.’







~~~






Several
days later K arrives back from her trip to Paris with Colin. I meet
her out on the drive, tip the driver and wait until he has driven
away. ‘Don’t open the front door, just yet,’ I tell her.

‘Why? What’s going on?’

‘I’ve got a surprise for you.’

I stand
her on the step and turn her away from the house while I take the
bags inside. Then I grab her by the shoulders, tell her to close
her eyes and I lead her into the foyer. I move her to a particular
spot and tell her to stand there.

‘Okay, you can open your eyes now,’ I tell her.

K opens
her eyes and is startled to see Madeline there. She is just wearing
a collar and leash, cuffs at wrist and ankle and stilettos, with a
ball gag firmly strapped in her mouth, otherwise she’s naked. I
have rope running from her wrist cuffs to the bannister, high
enough so that her arms are stretched above her head.

‘She’s all yours. I’ve been using her for sex while you’ve been
away but I haven’t whipped her yet. I thought you should be the
first one to do that. Of course I may borrow her occasionally but
apart from those times, she is yours to do with as you
wish.

‘I’ve decided that Madeline is too long so her slave name will
be Mad Girl. That’s what I’m having engraved on her dog tag, but I
just call her “Mads” for short.’

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

Madeline
nods.

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