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A RED TAG FOR
K

 


 


I walk
into the kitchen where K is preparing dinner for us. (Don’t worry,
it’s Spaghetti Bolognese and I had Mrs. Scott make it earlier. K’s
job is just to cook the spaghetti.) She is cutting up some
spaghetti on a plate, with a knife and fork.

‘What are you doing?’ I ask.

‘I’m cutting up your spaghetti for you before I pour the
Bolognese sauce on. I know you don’t like eating it in long
strands, so I’m chopping it up so you don’t have to do
it.’

‘That’s very thoughtful of you, thanks. Erm … have you ever
thought of breaking up the spaghetti into little pieces
before you put it in the
pan to boil? It would be easier.’

‘Yes but that would mean that I would have to eat it in little
pieces as well, whereas I prefer it in long strands … besides, I’ve
learnt how to master a fork,’ she replies with a cheeky sideways
glance.

‘It’s an old army habit,’ I explain. ‘When you’re out on
exercise and you have to hold your mess tin in one hand, you can’t
really spare 2 hands to hold a fork and a spoon, so it’s easier to chop
it all up and just eat it with a spoon, I guess the habit just
stuck.’

‘Master … after dinner can we talk? About you know what,
continuing my Red Tag training. I’ve been looking at the web links
you gave me and we both know that after my enhanced training and my
stint as a pony girl, if I’m not ready for the “Dungeons” now, I
will never be.’

She
takes my hand and look at me earnestly. ‘You know I have to do
this, I have to overcome this last test, this last obstacle. Then
I’ll have faced all my fears, confronted all my demons, blah, blah,
blah, whatever the psychiatric explanation is and I can finally be
free of my past … and I will be what we both want us to be … YOUR
Red Tag slave.’




 





IN THE
DUNGEONS

 


 


K and I
sit there in my car, parked outside the private house, perched on a
hill, overlooking Bath. It is a Georgian manor house, one of the
ones that were built during Bath’s heyday in the Regency period. On
the outside it is a pleasant, welcoming house but we both know what
really takes places down in the cellars of the house.

I
finally relented to K’s wishes for her to undergo her final Red Tag
training in the cellars of this house, commonly known throughout
The Society as … the Dungeons. It is here that Society members send
their slaves to undergo intense, sometimes brutal, training in
obedience and submission.

Here slaves of both sexes are imprisoned, chained, whipped,
humiliated and used as sex objects, to condition them to obey their
owners without hesitation. Trained to accept any punishment without
complaint, and obey any order without question. And K
wants to be sent here for
training. All so, she believes, she can overcome the fear she has
had all her life of the “bad men” who used and abused her when she
was a young girl. She has lived with the nagging fear that one day
they (or someone like them) will come back and take her
again.

Although
I have already done all the things to her that she will experience
inside the Dungeons, we practice them in a safe, protective
environment, where she knows she can call a halt to it any time it
gets too much for her. Here she will be subjected to them on a
daily basis for the next week, or until she quits, and K feels that
if she can face that, face her fears as it were, then she needs
never be afraid again, as she will have seen the worst that can
happen and stood up to it. We’ll see.

‘Look,’ I tell her, ‘For the last time, you don’t have to do
this.’

‘You know I do,’ she says, quietly. ‘But would you just hold my
hand for bit before we go in? I’m frightened.’ I take her hand and
she is trembling.

‘Very well then. Now let me remind you, you can quit this
anytime you like, you just have to inform them you’ve had enough
and they will contact me. I’m staying at the Society hotel a few
miles down the road, and I will come straight away and collect you.
But you must understand, once you quit that is the end of it. They
won’t give you a cup of tea, let you get your breath back and then
try again later. Once you’re out, you’re out. They will not let you
have another go later and neither will I. I’m not going to stand by
once more and let you get ruined, succeed or fail this is a ‘one
and done’ affair. Got that?’

‘Yes, Master. Will you be watching them using me?’

‘No. Owners are not allowed to watch the proceedings, the
temptation is often to interfere if things get too severe, but that
is the whole idea, so they are kept away. However, they record all
your sessions and so I’ll be allowed to call every day and take
away the recordings, to watch what they did to you the day before.
It will be too late to stop it though and all I can do is pull you
out.’

‘I’ll be fine … Outdoor Girl remember?’

‘You’ll have to be Outdoor Girl to survive in there. That’s
another thing though. I know you’re doing this to show to yourself
how tough you can be, to fight those who are being cruel to you …
but you might consider this, if you do what you’re told when you’re
told, obey all their orders, it will still be tough. But if you
decide to fight them at every turn, I can guarantee that it will be
much worse. So it’s up to you how you handle it.’

‘I understand.’

‘Is there anything else you want to ask me before we go
in?’

‘No. Just tell me you love me.’

‘I love you, K, that’s why I wish you weren’t doing this, but I
know if I don’t let you, you’ll hold it against me and eventually
it will sour things between us. So go, with my
blessing.’

We climb
out of the car and walk up to the front door where I ring the bell.
It is opened promptly, they must have been watching us. ‘Can I help
you?’

‘Mr. Gilchrist to see the manager, I have an
appointment.’

‘Come this way, please.’ He leads me along the corridor, past a
front desk labelled Reception and on to the door at the end of the
hall, marked MANAGER. He knocks and when invited he takes me and K
in and introduces us to the manager of the establishment. His
office is a large one with a good view over Bath, probably the
drawing room or some such, when it was a private house.

‘Good day, Mr. Gilchrist, I’m Mr. Parry, the manager, please
won’t you both take a seat. Can I offer either of you a coffee?’ We
both accept. Once the social niceties have been concluded we get
down to business.

‘Now then, Mr. Gilchrist, I’m sure you’ve read the brochure we
sent you but let me just run through it so your slave fully
understands what will be happening to her, and some questions have
to be answered.’ He takes up a clipboard. ‘From this point on, your
slave will be known as prisoner number 5, nothing else. After we
have finished here she will be taken to the doctor for a physical
exam. You have her medical certificate proving she is STD
free?’

I hand
him the certificate. Although they will do a quick health check on
her, blood pressure, heart and so on, an STD test takes several
days to come through so it has to be done in advance.

‘You’ve removed all metal objects from her, rings, nipple studs
and so on. Also removed any false teeth and internal contraceptive
devices?’ I tell him yes.

‘And she’s not due her period for some weeks?’

‘That’s correct,’ I reply, noticing K going crimson beside me.
He nods and ticks a box on the clipboard. ‘And she is aware that
initially you have booked her in for 7 nights? Although of course
that may be extended if you wish.’

‘Yes, she understands.’

‘Now let me explain the routine. We run this place as if it is
a prison. The warders will be addressed as sir or ma’am, we have a
couple of female warders. Prisoner number 5 will be taken from here
to the doctor for a check up. After which she will be dressed in
her prison uniform and then she will give her video admission that
she is here voluntarily and understands completely what will be
happening to her. From there she will be taken to her cell and her
sentence will begin. We have doctor present on site at all
times.’

‘So what will her daily routine be like,’ I ask.

‘Well, to start with we don’t have individual warders assigned
to each prisoner, they chop and change daily, so a prisoner doesn’t
get too comfortable with one. Next, we have a rota system so that
each prisoner spends a certain amount of time in their cell, a
certain amount restrained in the ‘Torture room’ watching while
other prisoners are dealt with. We find it increases the anxiety of
the prisoner watching what happens to someone else, knowing it will
shortly happen to them, and then they are subjected to their own
session.

‘During their own session they will be whipped or caned, have
sex toys used on them and then have to submit sexually to, or
perform, any sex acts the warder decides on. Discipline is strict
and any resistance will be punished accordingly.’

‘And supposing my girl decides that she has had
enough?’

‘If it happens when she is with a warder she simply informs
them that they wish to be released from their captivity. The cells
are monitored 24 hours a day, so if she is there, all she has to do
is draw a large X on the wall with the chalk provided and she will
be attended to. On informing us she wishes to leave, she will be
processed and you will be contacted to come and collect
her.’

‘I understand that you’ll record her torture sessions, and that
each day I can pick up the recordings of the previous days
sessions?’

‘That’s correct. Just call at Reception and they will give you
a copy.’

‘Well, that seems to be everything,’ I tell him. ‘Do I have to
sign anything?’

‘Yes, if you could just sign here and here to say that you have
handed your property over to us and she is under our control now.’
He hands me the clipboard and I sign in all the relevant places.
‘Excellent.’ He buzzes the intercom and asks for someone to come
in.

K and I
stand up as one of the warders enters the room. He is tall and
muscular and wearing an all-black outfit and combat boots. Scary
looking individual but I guess that is the idea.

‘Take prisoner number 5 to Admissions, would you please?’ Parry
tells him.

K
reaches out a trembling hand to me and says, ‘Goodbye, Master. Wish
me luck.’

I
squeeze her hand. ‘Goodbye, Princess,’ I reply just to give her
that little more of an emotional boost by using her private name.
‘Take care.’

The
warder takes K by the arm and leads her away. After she’s gone,
Parry says to me, ‘Do you want to look at our facilities? I can’t
take you down to the cellars, it disrupts proceedings if we have
guests wandering around, but I can show you the control room where
we monitor everything from.’

I agree
so he leads me out of the room and down the corridor until we reach
the stairs by Reception. On the first floor he takes me into a
large room, the Control room. Several guys in the black outfits are
moving around the room, engaged in various tasks. Before a bank of
monitors a couple more warders are sitting, watching the
screens.

Parry
points out the views on the various monitors. ‘Here you can see
several views in the Torture room. A couple of prisoners are
getting their daily servicing and you can see in the background
another prisoner chained to the wall, awaiting her turn. We don’t
bother recording those who are waiting, just those who are
undergoing training at the moment.’

I see on
the monitor, one prisoner is strapped to a wooden frame while her
warder is whipping her, while another prisoner is bent double over
a whipping horse, fresh whip marks across her back as the warder is
balls deep inside her, giving her one.

‘And if you look over here, Mr. Gilchrist, you can see a
5th prisoner in her cell. We only monitor them in their cells,
there’s not usually much going on so we don’t bother recording it
unless something is happening.’

I can
see the cell that she is in. The camera is mobile and he pans it
around the room as she speaks. The cell is painted completely
black. There is a toilet and a wash basin with (so it says in the
brochure) only a cold water tap. The prisoners are only allowed a
flannel, a bar of soap, a toothbrush and a tube of toothpaste. So
they have to wash themselves down with a flannel soaked in cold
water. The bed is a metal frame one, screwed to the floor and the
mattress is only about 2 inches thick. Just enough to save you from
pressing directly onto the metal mesh underneath but not enough to
provide any comfort.

The
prisoner is huddled on the bed trying to sleep. She is wearing only
a rough, drab brown dress and a collar with a large tag that reads
‘3’. On the wall there are a few strokes of chalk. ‘As you can
see,’ says Parry. ‘Each prisoner has a stick of chalk, we let them
tick off the days of their captivity. It also allows them to let us
know when they want to quit, they simply draw a large cross on the
wall with the chalk and their torment is over. With 24 hour
monitoring we will know straight away.’

‘How many cells do you have?’

‘We converted the cellars when we took over the house to one
large room, the Torture room, and then divided the rest up into 7
cells but we decided that 5 was the optimum number of prisoners, so
we keep a couple of cells spare. Sometimes we’ll wake the prisoner
up in the middle of the night and move them to a spare cell for no
reason. It messes with their minds and makes them easier to
control.’

‘Well, I guess that’s all there is to see isn’t it?’ I
say.

He
confirms it and shows me the way out. At the front door he tells me
that I can call by and pick up the previous days recordings any
time after 11 o’clock. We shake hands and I go to my car and drive
off to my hotel.

 



~~~

 


I arrive
at my hotel. It’s only a couple of miles away from the Dungeons,
down the hill into Bath. It’s a Society owned hotel. When they set
up the Dungeons they were wise enough to realise that the owners of
the slaves might wish to remain close by so they could be near
their pets, if necessary, so they bought this hotel. It caters for
all types, civilians and Society members. There are no obvious
distinctions between the 2 but Society members get the best rooms,
the best tables and as all the staff apart from the manager are
subs, they are available to us as ‘bed warmers’.

There’s
a pretty blonde working on Reception, so I put her on my ‘to do’
list. I check in, dump my stuff in my room and then take a walk
around the town. Bath is a lovely city, I’ve spent a few dirty
weekends there in my time but never really explored the place (I
was always busy in the boudoir) so I’ll take this week to look
around properly. Take my mind off K and what she’ll be going
through.

There’s
the Roman Baths of course from where the city gets its name. The
Royal Crescent, the semi-circle of Georgian terraced houses, seen
frequently in Jane Austen type movies. That Venetian looking
bridge, Pulteney Bridge and Bath Abbey in the city centre. Not to
mention all the art galleries and museums dotted around.

I have a
lazy afternoon wandering round the city seeing the sights and then
dine out in a restaurant and then back to an early bed.

 



~~~

 


Next day
I pick up the hard drive recording of K’s first day in the Dungeons
and head back to my hotel to watch it on my laptop. They don’t
normally record what happens in the cells I was told, unless
something occurs. As this was her first day they film K being taken
to her cell.

She is
led into the cell by a leash attached to collar which bears a
large, metal tag displaying her new identity, ‘5’. She wearing a
drab brown dress and nothing else. One man is leading her and
another man follows them into her cell. They show her the toilet
and sink and the chalk dangling on string by the wall. Then they
tell her to strip.

She is
hesitant at first so they do it for her. There are no buttons on
the dress but they rip the front open and I realise it is fastened
with Velcro. Once she is naked they throw her on the bed and take
it in turns to fuck her. I guess this is their idea of a welcoming
committee. She sensibly doesn’t struggle so maybe she is heeding my
advice about not making a fuss and getting an easier time. Then
they grab her by her leash and take her out of the cell.

As Parry
said, they don’t bother filming them while they are chained up
waiting their turn for punishment, so the next recording starts
with K being strapped to one of those wooden contraptions in the
middle of the room. She lies there meekly until they start whipping
her and then she struggles, testing her bonds. They work her over
with the whip and then use dildos on poles on her, front and back.
The well-greased rubber dong slides in and out of her arse as her
head is bent back and she has to suck on someone’s dick. It’s hard
at times to see how many guys are working on K and the other girl
spread-eagled on another frame, as the warders work in pairs and
keep swapping with their mates across the room.

They
turn her over and whip her back also and then she is in the right
position for a couple of them to fuck her in the arse. Once they’ve
had their fun, they untie her and shackle her in a kneeling
position, to watch another slave being beasted, but still in a
position for her mouth to be used if required.

I notice that none of the girls are given orgasms. It may happen
incidentally, after all if you get fucked enough in the pussy then
friction alone will eventually cause an orgasm, I would imagine, so
perhaps orgasm denial is part of the procedure.


Eventually K is taken back to her cell and the door is
locked. She goes to the tap and washes herself of spunk and sweat
as best she can then she settles down on the bed, covering herself
with the dress and a measly blanket.

The
camera starts to record again around 9 o’clock that evening as she
is fed. A female warder brings plate of food into the cell. K
reaches for it eagerly but the warder pulls it away from her. There
is no sound on these recordings but it is obvious that the warder
is telling K that won’t get any food unless K pleasures her first.
K’s expression is one of resignation as she sinks to her knees
while the warder pulls her trousers down and K goes to work. But
let’s face it, this isn’t the first time that K has had to please
another woman, she does it all the time with Alice and Mrs. Scott,
so this is not new to her.

Inwardly
I give a sigh of relief. I must admit I was afraid of what they
might do to K at the Dungeons, after all, their mission is to break
a slave, but I guess this is all designed to condition a new slave
to use and abuse at the hands of others. K has been having that
done to her for years, often against her will, until recent times
with me as her Master.

None of
what I’ve seen so far is any worse than what happened to her on her
porn shoots with Todd and Alan, for ‘Bluebird Training Films’, or
indeed what I’ve done to her on my home movies. My only concern is
that I only subject her to these things once a week, if that. Here
they will be treating her like that for 7 days and nights, so I
don’t know if she can take it.


Satisfied, the female warder gives K the plate of food, which
she has to eat with her fingers as there are no utensils. She gives
the empty plate back to the warder and as she leaves the recording
stops.

When the
recording starts again is around 3 am when a couple of guys enter
K’s cell and wake her up. Groggily she gets to her feet and despite
there being no sound, it is obvious that they issue instructions
about what to do. She obediently takes her dress off, drops to her
knees and takes their cocks in her mouth one at a time when they
are offered.

Then,
following instructions, she lays down on the bed and they each fuck
her. I guess having the slaves to play with must be the perks of
being on the night shift. When they are finished, K’s cleans
herself at the sink and then climbs on to the bed as the camera
flicks off.

Well, I
must say, it is quite a relief. Although I feared the worst it
didn’t turn out to be half as bad as I thought it might be. And
damn, watching K being whipped and fucked really got me aroused. As
you know, I always like to watch K when she’s being fucked. So much
so that I need to do something about it.

I go
down to Reception and find the pretty blonde girl who was working
there yesterday, when I arrived. Her name is Daphne. She knows I’m
a Master and a Society member so she isn’t shocked or even
surprised when I ask her if she available tonight. She replies that
unfortunately she has already been booked for this evening but she
would be perfectly happy to spend the rest of the week as my
plaything. We agree it’s a deal then, but in the meantime she
offers to send up one of the chambermaids to see to my needs. I
accept and she asks me if I have any preferences. ‘No,’ I tell her.
‘I’m sure they’re all lovely.’

So she
rings through to housekeeping and tells one of the maids to attend
to the gentleman in room 23. ‘He would like some “Afternoon
Delight”,’ she tells them, which is obviously their code for the
sort of thing I’m after. As I thank her and go to leave, she asks
me, ‘Should I bring a whip tomorrow, sir, or do you have your
own?’

‘You bring whatever you’re most comfortable being disciplined
with, Daphne. Whip, cane, stick of Rhubarb, whatever, I’m happy to
go with your levels.’

‘Thank you, sir, I will. Until tomorrow night then.’

‘Looking forward to it, Daphne.’ Then I go to my room to see to
whichever chamber maid they have sent up.

 



~~~

 


So the
week continues pretty much along those lines. I pick up the
recording of K being punished and tortured each morning and then
wander around the town in the afternoon. Then I watch the
recording, I’ve connected my laptop to the big screen TV in the
room to make it easier to view. Later I take Daphne out for the
evening or we have room service in my room and spend the night
fucking.


Sometimes I show her the day’s recording before we screw and
it seems to excite her, more than somewhat. She knows what goes on
in the Dungeons and she often wishes that she had a Master who
would send her there. She even asks me to pretend that we’re in the
Dungeons and treat her harshly as though she were a prisoner … so I
oblige.

I really
enjoy my time with her so I give her my card and tell her she is
welcome to visit anytime but if she wants to send me her CV with a
photo, I’ll put her in touch with a couple of likely Masters, who
might take her on permanently and probably wouldn’t mind sending
her to the Dungeons, if that’s what she really wants.

 



~~~

 


I won’t
run through all the tortures and sex acts they submit K to, suffice
it to say they run through the gamut. They start each day with
tying 2 of the prisoners spread-eagled to the wall of their cell
and then bring in the other prisoners to go down on them. Then they
are allowed to eat breakfast. Next day of course it is they who
have to perform cunnilingus on their fellow prisoners.

K and
the others girls are subjected to practically every position and
humiliation you can imagine. Strung upside down, bent over forwards
and backwards on wooden posture frames, they are whipped hard and
then fucked mercilessly. Tortured with dildos and electric cattle
prods, they are zapped again and again on their arse and pussies,
and across their nipples. They cry and beg for mercy but no one
pays them any heed. I’ve never used electricity on K before so I’m
interested in seeing how she responds to it. Maybe I’ll introduce
it into our games at home.

Some of them, including K, are given what I call the
‘either or’ treatment, they put a prisoner in a position where it is only
possible to move in 2 ways. Each move will cause pain to another
part of the anatomy. For example, putting someone on the ‘Horse’.
The slave is made to stand on tip-toe astride a horizontal, square
piece of wood, with her pussy just resting on the angled edge.
After a time the pain in her feet becomes unbearable so she lowers
her feet flat on the floor. This of course puts her whole body
weight onto the edge of the wood which is now pressing directly on
her pussy and her clit. Soon this becomes too painful so she is
forced to raise herself up on tip-toe again. And so it goes on,
back and forth.

Another one which I actually see them doing to K, is to take a
length of wood of which one end splits into 2 prongs which fit
either side of the head facing forwards. A length of thin cord is
tied tightly round the base of each breast and then up to the 2
forks on the wood. That’s okay until the prisoners hands are
tied behind them to the length of wood projecting out the back. Everything is
fine as long as they can hold that position but when the arms ache
so much that they have to lower them, the prongs are pulled upwards
and the cord tightens around their breasts causing them more pain.
So soon they have to raise their arms behind them again to take the
pressure off their tits. So it’s a case of either the tits ache
or the arms and shoulders
ache. Either or.

As the
week goes by, I begin to notice in the recordings that K is
becoming less and less obedient to commands. When she first got
there she did everything quickly and correctly. Now she is
beginning to be surly and disobedient. They are having to hold her
down to fuck her, she no longer slavishly kneels and gives oral to
the warders, they have to take the whip to her first before she
obeys.

Twice
after late-night visits from the warders, she gets the chalk and
puts a big cross on the wall, declaring her wish to end it all and
leave the Dungeons. But before anyone can attend on her she wets
the flannel and wipes the cross off the wall. It pains me to see
that she is near to cracking but I have to let it run its course,
she would never forgive me if I storm in there and stop it. She has
to see it through to the end or call a halt to it
herself.

I don’t
know if it is just her getting tired from the constant abuse, or
whether it is a deliberate ploy to get them to be harsher with her,
but she certainly plays up and they have to give her stricter
punishment before she will comply with an order.

On one
of the recordings, after another late night visit from the warders,
the camera is left running for some reason and it catches K sobbing
her little heart out, on her bed. It breaks my heart to watch it
and I decide I will go there next day and take her out of the
Dungeons. Daphne however talks me out of it, she seems to have
taken a liking to K and is rooting for her and as she points out, K
only has one more day and night to go, then she’ll have won. It
goes against my natural instinct to protect K, but I must also care
about her mental health and she needs to finish this for her own
reasons.




 





GRADUATION
DAY

 


 


When I
get up, after showering I pack my things and take them out to the
car. I settle my bill with the hotel but tell them I might come
back later with my friend, or we might just go straight home, so
would they keep my room until they hear from me. Then I set off for
the Dungeons to collect K. I arrive at the place and report to
Reception. I tell them who I am and why I’m there. The female
receptionist makes a phone call and I hear her say, ‘Mr. Gilchrist
to collect prisoner number 5.’ Then she ushers me through the door
labelled Admissions.

I go
over to the Admissions desk and ask for K. ‘Just a moment, sir,
they’re bringing her out now.’

The door
across the Admissions room opens and Parry, the manager, walks
through, followed by K and one of his men. To my surprise, K is in
one of those nooses on the end of a long pole, the sort of thing
they use to restrain wild animals. She is muzzled and her hands are
shackled behind her back and her ankles are connected by a chain,
so she can only shuffle along. She’s still dressed in that drab
prison dress they made her wear, I was expecting her to be dressed
and ready to go.

‘What the hell’s going on?’ I ask as the manager reaches
me.

‘Sorry Mr. Gilchrist but I’m afraid that your slave got a bit
unruly this morning, started fighting with the guards. She actually
bit one of them!’

I look
at K, ‘Is this true?’ She’s been standing there glaring at the
manager defiantly but when I speak to her she nods her head and
looks down at the floor.

‘Get those chains off her now!’ I order.

They
hurry to remove K’s restraints and when she is free, she comes to
stand next to me. I can practically feel the anger radiating off
her. ‘Tell me what happened,’ I ask.

‘Well, you see, sir …’ begins Parry.

‘Shut up. I’m asking her. She’s the only one whose word I
trust.’

‘They came for me last night and took me into the torture
room,’ she says. ‘Then they gang banged me, every one of the guards
that was on the night shift. Said it was traditional on every
slave’s last night. It wasn’t pleasant but I put up with it as it’s
what they do here, it’s part of the training. But I told them that
it would be the last time any of those
bastards laid a hand on me.

‘Then this morning 2 of them came to my cell and said I was
free to go but they were both going to fuck me one last time before
they let me out. So I fought them. I kicked one in the balls and
punched the other one, wouldn’t let them near me. So they put that
noose thing around my neck and started choking me while they put
the cuffs and chains on me, but I still fought them and when one
got close enough to me I bit him, so they muzzled me.’

‘You really bit him?’

‘Yes I did and I’d do it again.’

I pat
her on the shoulder. ‘Good girl, well done.’ I turn to the manager,
‘Where are her things?’

‘At the Admissions desk.’

‘Go get dressed,’ I tell her. She goes to the desk where they
hand her a plastic bag with her clothes in, and ignoring everyone
around her, she strips naked and puts on her own clothes. Meanwhile
the manager hands me yesterday’s video of her training and her ‘Red
Tag’. It’s a medal, roughly the size of a £2 coin, enamelled on
both sides. The front has The Society crest on it and on the back
it has her name and today’s date. I put it in my pocket, I’ll give
it to her later.

‘She’s a feisty one, that girl. If you like we could keep her
for another week or so, give us a chance to properly break her for
you.’

I resent the temptation to punch Parry in his smug face and
just say, ‘That won’t be necessary.’ When K returns to my side I
ask him, ‘So you think it’s all right for your men to release
her and then try
to rape her?’

‘I would remind you, Mr. Gilchrist that until you have signed
as accepting her back, she is still in our custody and we are free
to do what we like with her.’

‘And I would remind you, Parry, that I am a member of The Society
… you are just an employee, so watch your tone. I also
happen to be a close friend of the Contessa’s. A few quiet words
with her and you may find yourself in one of your own dungeons, or
out on your arse looking for a new job.’

You can
see that he wants to argue back but his job is on the line, so he
just hands me a clipboard and asks me to sign it, taking back K
into my custody. I sign it and hand it back.

K suddenly butts in, ‘And you failed … you didn’t break me.
Your men raped and whipped and tortured me and you still didn’t
break me. I beat you
fuckers. You and your kind are just bullies
and I took you on and I beat
you. I’m not scared of you and your type
any more, you bunch of
bastards. Call yourself men? I stood up to
you and I won! I spit on your kind who profit from the suffering of
others,’ and she actually spits on the floor at his
feet.

I think it’s best to get her out of there before she starts
biting people again, so I take her arm and lead her to the exit but
she’s still shouting over her shoulder, ‘I
beat you fuckers, you bastards. I took you on and I
won!’

When we
get outside, I laugh and say to her, ‘Jesus, K, don’t hold back,
tell ‘em what you really think.’

‘I did, didn’t I? I really did. I told ‘em.’ She seems amazed
that she stood up for herself like that after a week of being
oppressed by them but I figured that Outdoor Girl had the guts to
face them down.

I walk
her to the car, she tries to get in the front with me but I tell
her to get in the back seat. I didn’t know what state she’d be in
so I spread a blanket over the back seat. ‘But I want to sit up
front with you, Master,’ she protests.

‘Just do as you’re told and get in the back, you’ll see
why.’

She
climbs into the back of the Mercedes and fastens her seatbelt. Next
to her on the seat is a wicker hamper. ‘Open it,’ I tell her. She
does and finds sandwiches and a thermos flask of soup … and a
little extra.

‘Chocolate! Oh you do love me,
Master.’

‘Of course I do, but don’t just eat the chocolate, or you’ll be
sick. Dig into the sandwiches first. Now then, I can take you to
the hotel where I’ve been staying this week, it’s a few miles away
or I can take you straight home but that’s a few hour’s
drive.’

‘Take me home please, Master.’

I ring
the hotel and inform them I won’t be needing the room after all,
then I start the car and head off.

‘So … how was it?’

‘Can’t talk, eating.’

I hear
her munching and slurping soup as I drive, so I don’t ask any more
questions. When she’s finished eating she sits back with a
satisfied sigh. I’m concentrating on the road so don’t really get
the chance to talk again until we hit the motorway. I speak to her
but she doesn’t respond. When I look in the rear view mirror I see
she’s fast asleep.

It’s a
long drive so I stop for a pee and grab coffee and sandwiches at a
service station, then go and consume them in the car. I put her
sandwiches next to her on the back seat in case she wakes up
hungry. I’m as quiet as can be, but the way she is snoring I think
you could march a brass band past the car and it wouldn’t wake
her.

She’s
still asleep several hours later when I pull into the grounds of my
house. I wake her up and walk her inside. She’s still groggy from
sleep and bit unsteady on her feet. ‘Why don’t you just go to bed?
I’ll bring you some food up later.’

‘No. I must have a shower first, get their filth off me. Give
me a while and then come up.’

I figure
she’s going to want me to get in bed with her and hold her for a
while as she sleeps, so I grab my phone and tablet and make my way
up, a short while later. I walk into her room and she is finishing
on the bidet. ‘I need to wash their filth away before I can
relax.’

She
stands up and dries herself. I tell her to Display and she
obediently puts her hands behind her head, so I can inspect her. I
check her over carefully. There is bruising on her tits, back and
arse where they beat her, and inside her thighs where they had sex
with her and violated her with dildos, but that’s only to be
expected. Fortunately none of the stripes look permanent as they
haven’t broken the skin. They’ll be sore for a few days though so
I’ll have to rub some Arnica on them.

She gets
in the shower and gives herself a good hard scrub with a sponge.
When she steps out I dry her off, as she stands there like a little
girl being taken care of by Daddy.

She goes
to the wardrobe and takes out one of the shirts I gave her and puts
that on over a pair of my boxer shorts. She climbs into bed and
asks me to join her. I strip to my tee shirt and boxers and climb
in beside her.

‘Will you stay?’ she asks.

‘Of course I will, I’ve missed you.’

She cuddles up to me and I wait patiently for her to speak
when she’s ready but eventually the tears begin. At first it’s
tears and a little sighing then it eventually develops into
full-blown sobbing. It breaks my heart to hear her cry like that
but there’s no point in trying to comfort her, the best thing she
can do is ‘let it all out’, have a good cry now and get it out of
the way. It goes on for ages as she ranges from sobbing,
‘I love you, Master,’ to, ‘Those filthy bastards, I
showed them, they didn’t break me!’ and
back again. I don’t think her mind has settled back into its proper
place yet, which is understandable after what she has experienced,
so I just hold her and let her rant away.


Eventually it goes quiet and when I look down I see she has
fallen asleep again, so I watch a movie on my tablet. Several times
she wakes up, looks around, sees that I’m there and then goes back
to sleep without a word. It’s all I can do really, be there for
her.

When I
wake up in the morning she is still sleeping soundly (I checked she
is still breathing). As I quietly get out of bed and dress I
remember something. I take K’s Red Tag that they gave me out of my
trouser pocket, I place it on the bedside table for her to see when
she wakes up.

She’s
earned it.

 



~~~

 


The next
week is a bit weird. I don’t see much of her as she is catching up
on her sleep and eating. I take up trays of food several times a
day and leave them outside her door. She eats them and puts them
back outside, empty. She asked to view the videos of her time in
the Dungeons, so I gave them to her, and then she disappeared back
into her room. I suppose it takes time to ‘process’ such a thing as
happened to her, especially when you can watch it being played back
before your eyes, and I’ll give her all the time she
needs.

Our
paths cross in the kitchen one day and after assuring me that she
is fine, just needs some time alone, she asks me to turn off the
cameras in her room. This hurts a little bit as she is always on
about how much she likes me to watch her sleep, but I promise her
that I will do as she asks. Then she goes back to her room with her
tray of food.

By the end of the week I’m getting a little concerned about
her, as I warned her something like a period in the Dungeons can
seriously fuck your mind up
if you’re not careful, and I’m becoming afraid
that’s what’s happened to her.

I’m
sitting in my study early afternoon, wondering what to do. Maybe I
need to get David Whitby back to talk to her, or Alice perhaps.
Suddenly there’s a knock at the door. I yell, ‘Come in,’ and K
enters the room.

‘Sorry to bother you, Master, I hope I’m not disturbing
you.’

‘Not at all, K. What can I do for you?’

‘I know the slave is not supposed to ask for sex, but will you
take me to your room and have sex with me tonight …
please?’

‘Are you sure you want me to? You’ve been a bit distant lately,
I was beginning to think you’d gone off me.’

‘I need you to reclaim
me, Master. Now that I’ve worked through my
emotions about the other week, I want you to bring me home by
making me yours again.’

I sit back with a sigh of relief. ‘Nothing would give me
greater pleasure, K. In fact … fuck
it! Why wait for tonight? Let’s grab a
couple of bottles of wine and go up now.’

‘That would be great, I’ll grab the wine and meet you up there.
Red or white?’

‘Red, I think.’

‘Red it is then.’ And off she goes.

I make it up to my room and several minutes later K joins me,
naked, clutching 2 bottles of wine. We drink heartily and then get
down to business. I try to make love to her gently at first but K
insists on getting rough. ‘Fuck me hard,’ she demands. ‘Come inside
me, I want to feel your spunk running down my thighs when I stand
up. Do me in the arse too. Make me yours
again.’

I’m
shocked by how turned on and wanton she is, especially after the
past week when she kept herself from me, but now I’m like a cowboy
on a bucking bronco, grabbing desperately to the saddle to avoid
getting thrown off, but I do my best to oblige her.

When we
are spent, we drink more wine and she starts getting
chatty.

‘I’m sorry I’ve been such bad company this past week but I had
to work my way through all those conflicting emotions I had to deal
with. Maybe I did bite off more than I could chew but I had to do
it. But now I’m through the other side and everything is good
again. Am I forgiven?’

‘Nothing to forgive. You’ve just been through an extraordinary
experience and it’ll take some time to get your mind around that, I
understand. I am a little hurt though that you no longer want me to
watch over you at night.’

‘Ah, well, about that. I had to prove something to myself and I
did. I no longer need the cameras on at night. Ever since you
brought me back I’ve slept soundly through the night, without you
monitoring me on the video feed. I can do
it! I’m no longer afraid of the dark or the
“bad men” coming to get me. Isn’t that wonderful?’

‘Yes it is, but supposing one day the bad men do come
back?’

‘Then I’ll fight them like I did in the Dungeons. I won’t just
stand there and take it, the way I used to do.’

‘Well that’s good news. You’ve come a long way since we first
met, K, I’m so proud of you. I’ll miss not watching you on the
cameras though.’

‘That’s okay, I want you to turn the cameras back
on.’

‘What? I thought you just said that you don’t need them
anymore.’

‘That’s right. I’ve proven to myself that I don’t
need them to be on and
have you watch me … but I want you to
watch me. Even when I knew that I was
perfectly safe here and you didn’t really have to watch over me to
protect me, I always felt a warm glow inside me knowing that
you were watching
me, it meant you cared about me, and I still want to feel that. So
turn the cameras on and we’ll go back to the old rules.’

‘You … are a mad, crazy bitch but I love you to death. What am
I going to do with you?’

She
reaches into the bedside drawer and pulls out a tube of lubricant.
‘I believe I mentioned something about doing me in the
arse.’


Afterwards I say to her, ‘So you’re all back to normal then?
Re-established your equilibrium and everything’s good between
us?’

‘Yes, Master, we’re all good. May I go to the toilet,
please?’

‘Go ahead.’ She slips out of bed and puts her slippers on. ‘I’m
glad of that because I thought it was about time that I had a go at
my newly qualified Red Tag slave. You’re due a punishment whipping
from me tomorrow and I want to use the cane on you.’

She turns to me and says contemptuously, ‘Your threats mean
nothing to me, Mr. Gilchrist … I’ve been beaten by
professionals! I give
that,’ she clicks her fingers at me, ‘for you and your cane.’ Then
she runs off to the bathroom, giggling.

Yeah, we’re good, I think to
myself.

 



~~~

 


The following week K comes in the kitchen where I’m drinking a
cup of coffee and reading the paper. She’s nicely dressed and made
up. Now that we’re back to normal I’ve relaxed a lot of the rules I
made when I was training her in preparation for her Red Tag
experiences. I no longer make her run and workout in the gym every
morning, she just does it when she feels like it now. She is back
to sleeping in her own bed instead of chained to the foot of mine.
K however insisted on keeping some of them, like having to ask
permission to use the toilet. She even phones me when she is out
and asks for permission! God that girl
loves her rules and restrictions. Sometimes, just to be a bastard, I tell her to phone back when
it’s ‘Condition Red’ and she’s about to wet her knickers and only
then do I say yes.

I also
told her she could grow her hair out again from the ‘bob’ I made
her get but she says she’d like to keep it like that, at least for
a while. ‘It’s like the outfits you choose for me to wear every
day, I look at it in the mirror and think, “My Master chose this
hairstyle for me, it’s how he wants me to look, so I shall wear it
this way, for him”.’

‘Where are you off to then?’ I ask.

‘I’m off to see Alice. You already gave me permission to see
her, I’m just here to be inspected.’

‘Oh, yeah. Sorry, just slipped my mind. Come here, let’s have a
look at you then.’ She comes around the counter and holds out her
hands for me to check. I insist she keeps her nails short but now
her days of Red Tag training are over, I’ve allowed her to start
wearing nail polish again. Then I make her turn round so I can
check her back as well. ‘You’ll do fine. If you’re seeing Alice
though I’d remove your knickers before you go.’

K hitches up her skirt, takes her knickers off and then holds
them out to me. ‘Would you like to sniff them?’
(Where does she get these disgusting ideas
from? Anyone would think that she lived with an old soldier whose
mind is in the gutter.)

‘What I’d really like to do is to strain soup through them and
then drink it, but we don’t have time for that, so I’ll have to
pass. Best take them with you.’

‘You say the sweetest things, Master.’

‘I know, it’s a gift. You realise Alice is going to give you a
good going over? She hasn’t seen you for quite a while and her
pussy must be crying out for your tender touch.’

‘Yes, I’m meeting her at her flat in town, so I imagine she’ll
ravish me on the spot. I don’t mind but she does lust after me so.
Are you sure you don’t have a problem with me having … a lesbian
lover?’

‘I’ve told you before, she can supply that maternal love that
you’ve been missing all your life. If that means you have to sleep
with her then so what? If both of you are happy, then good luck to
you. As long as she doesn’t try to steal you away from
me.’

K gives
me one of her ‘intense’ looks, the sort of look she gives me when
she’s about to say, ‘What do you mean, there’s no chocolate in the
house?’

‘Master … you are the only man that has ever called me
beautiful. You are the only man that has ever told me he loves me.
You are the only man who has ever touched
my soul. I will stay with you and serve you
and love you until the day I die … and after that, if there’s any
possible way. The only way you’ll ever be rid of me is if you do
that thing you threatened to if I ever wore tights, kill me with a
spade and bury me in the garden.’

She
takes my hand and kisses it. I turn her around and pat her on the
behind, ‘On your way or you’ll be late.’

She heads to the door but then stops and turns back to me. She
pulls her skirt up and flashes her naked pussy at me then goes off
laughing. Dirty bitch.




 





MY FAIR
LADY

 


 


I’m at
the publishing offices for a change and I buzz Judith to come into
my office and close the door. ‘So, have you made your mind up about
whether to visit Justin Moncrieff or not?’

‘I don’t know,’ she replies hesitantly.

When I
took K to a pony training ranch in the USA I met the owner, a
certain Justin Moncrieff. I found out for the first time that my
father used to take Judith there regularly for pony training. A
fact of which I was unaware of up until then. While I was there,
Justin expressed a desire to see Judith again and was delighted to
learn that she was still a slave of mine. He asked me forcefully
and repeatedly to extend his invite to her to visit him on his
ranch.

‘Look, he really impressed on me how much he wanted to see you
again. He has very fond memories of when my father used to take you
for training on his ranch. He’d love you to visit.’

Judith replied, ‘That’s the thing though … he has fond
memories but I’m no
longer the lovely, young thing that he remembers. She faded away a
long time ago and just left me.’

‘Nonsense, you’re still a gorgeous woman and you know it. If
anything you’re even better than you were back then, I grew up with
you, you know. You took my virginity. But let’s be honest … none of
us are getting any younger and it’s silly to pass up the chance of
having any fun when it presents itself. Now, as your boss … as
your owner … I
could order you to go but this is too personal, so I think it
should be left up to you to decide.’

‘I’m too old to be a pony girl,’ she protests.

‘You won’t be a pony girl. He assured me that you will only be
there as a guest or if you’re willing, a personal slave, but you
won’t be in the stables or pulling people around in carts, I
promise you. Now stop making excuses.’

She
thinks for a few moments and then says, ‘Very well, I’ll go, if it
will stop you nagging me.’ (Meaning, ‘Yes, I’d love to go but I
just needed talking into it.’)

‘Good.’ I open a desk drawer and take out a plane ticket.
‘You’re booked on a flight to the States next week, and all the
onward travel arrangements have been made. That gives you plenty of
time to pack and buy any necessaries for the trip. Take the company
credit card and use it for any expenses. It’s about time you had a
paid holiday.’

Judith
picks up the plane ticket and waves it accusingly at me. ‘You said
you were going to let me make my own mind up.’

‘I did, I just know you better than you know yourself. But if
you’d have said no, then the ticket would have stayed in the
drawer. Listen, I’ve been meaning to ask, if you’re pony trained
how come you don’t have a rampant horse tattoo? Or any tattoos come
to that.’

‘Your father didn’t want me to have any tattoos. He said the
only marks on my skin should be the ones that he gave me with a
whip. I often look at K’s tattoos and I’m jealous. I would have
loved to have had the horse tattoo, I felt I’d earned it. Also the
Society crest … but most of all I’m really jealous of K having the
initials of her owner tattooed on her back. I loved your father,
Roger, and I would have loved to display to the world that I
belonged to him.’

‘Okay then, I’ll tell you what. When you come back from the
States I’ll let you have a tattoo. Same design as K’s, same place
if you want, but with my father’s initials instead of mine. After
all, he was your original owner so he should be the one whose mark
you bear. Agreed?’

‘Oh Roger, that’s … that’s just too kind. The tattoo, the
tickets, I don’t know how I can ever thank you.’

I look
at my watch, most of the office staff will have left by now, so I
tell her, ‘Lock the door and take your clothes off. I’m sure we’ll
think of something.’

 



~~~

 


Later
that week, I arrive home after yet another tedious but necessary
day at the office. When I open the front door I’m met by K, she
must have heard my car and is waiting for me. She curtsies and then
stands to Attention. I tell her to Stand at Ease and hand her the
bunch of flowers I’m carrying.

‘What do you want me to do with these, Master? Who are they
for?’

‘They’re for you, silly. Do you think I bought them for Mrs.
Scott?’

‘Thank you,’ she says, surprised. ‘I’d better put them in some
water then. Do we even have a vase?’

‘Yeah, look, I’ll show you.’

She
follows me into the kitchen and I root around in the back of the
cupboards until I find one. ‘It’s a bit dusty so you’ll have to
rinse it off first.’ Well, I’m not really a “flowers around the
house” sort of guy.

‘What’s with the flowers then, Master? What did the doctor say
after my last check up? Am I dying but you forgot to tell
me?’

‘No, you’re fine. I had to stop to fill the car up with petrol
and I saw these flowers, I thought you might like them.’

‘Petrol station flowers for me? Oh you’re so romantic, Master.
Still, I suppose I’m lucky to get flowers and not an air-freshener
and a set of wiper blades,’ she says with a smug smile on her
face.

‘You’re getting very cheeky since you earned your Red Tag.
Perhaps you need to be taught a lesson. Unless you buck your ideas
up I will stop whipping you and having sex with you and see how you like them
apples.’

‘Oh no, Master, that would be terrible, I’ll behave, I
promise,’ she says, playing along.

K fills the vase and arranges the bouquet in it. ‘They’re
beautiful, Master. Thank you but you don’t have to bring me flowers
to buy my interest, being with you is enough.’

‘What do you mean, buy your interest?’

‘Well, when you send me off on my adventures as I like to call them, I
go willingly as they’re fun, but I always make the men I see buy my
interest in some way. Colin Saxby takes me to Paris and buys me
expensive clothes, and Pete plays silly role-playing games with
me.’

‘What about Squire Amos?’

‘Well, he’s very posh and treats me with “old world charm”.
Even when he’s taking me to bed to bang the arse off me, he kisses
my hand, opens doors for me and calls me “My Dear” and so on. All
very Downton Abbey. Then there’s the doctor who gives me free drugs
…’

‘What?’

‘I’m only kidding, Master. I just threw that one in to see if
you were paying attention.’

‘Okay then, you’d better be only kidding. What about when I let
the gardeners have you for the day?’

‘Oh that’s different, that’s not an adventure. I consider that
as just part of my household duties. The point I’m making though is
that YOU don’t have to buy me flowers to interest me. You once said
to me, “You don’t have to dress up to impress me, you just have
to turn up”. Well
I feel the same about you, you don’t have to buy me flowers or
chocolates to interest me. You don’t have to bribe me, I’ll always
be here if you need me, Master, because I like to think we’re
partners … a team.’

‘And I’ll always need you, Princess.’ I take hold of her ear and
rub it gently between my thumb and forefinger. She closes her eyes
and tilts her head towards me. She loves it when I do that to her
and it’s become like a secret sign between us that says, ‘I Love
You,’ as I usually only do it when the moment is a romantic one,
not a sexual one.

Tugging
gently on her ear, I pull her towards me and she folds herself into
that empty, K-shaped hole in my body.

After a
moment, K looks up at me and says, ‘You know, I’ve figured out
which fictional characters we are.’

‘You speak for yourself, I’m real … at least I think I am,’ I
reply, pinching myself just to make sure.

‘No, I mean, I thought we were living The Story of O but we’re not …
we’re My Fair Lady but without the singing.’

‘You mean Pygmalion.’

‘Pig … who?’

‘Pygmalion, it’s the play that My Fair
Lady was based on. By George Bernard Shaw I
believe. What made you think of this? You haven’t been smoking
those “Moroccan Woodbines” again have you?’

‘Eh?’

‘Those funny cigarettes, dope, Marijuana, Cannabis, whatever’s
fashionable nowadays.’

‘No, I haven’t touched any drugs since I moved in with you. You
told me not to and I was afraid that if I broke that rule I’d be
out on my arse.’

‘Only after I’d used it ‘til your ringpiece was in tatters,
then I’d throw you out. Waste not want not. So what made you think
of this?’

‘I watched the film the other day as I’d never seen it before.
It’s good, some nice songs but then I realised that Professor
Higgins takes a humble flower girl into his house and trains her to
become all posh and dignified and to fool everyone she’s someone
important. That’s what you did with me. You’re my Professor Higgins
and you turned a nobody like me into a fully trained slave, who is
also a sex-siren desired by Contessa’s and millionaire music
moguls, and then into a Dominatrix who can command others. I’m your
Eliza Doolittle.’

I take
her hand, ‘Well I’ve certainly grown accustomed to your
face.’

‘And I always thought it would be “loverly” if I had someone
who’d take good care of me, and now I have you.’

I hug
her to me and she looks up with those incredible blue eyes and I
tell her, ‘Let’s go to bed and we can “dance” all
night.’

She
takes my arm and says in a Cockney accent, ‘Gor’ blimey, Professor
‘iggins, you certainly know ‘ow to charm the pants off a girl, an’
no mistake. Lord love a duck, shall I fetch the lube as
well?’

As I
lead her out of the kitchen I announce to the room, ‘She’s got it!
By George, she’s got it!’




 


 





NEW KID ON
THE BLOCK

 


 


There’s
a knock at the study door, ‘Come in,’ I call.

K pops
her head around the door and asks, ‘May I disturb you, Master? I
need to talk to you about something.’

‘Sure come in. What can I do for you?’ I motion her to take a
seat.

‘I may have done something stupid or perhaps not, I don’t know.
That’s why I need to talk to you about it.’

‘Ooh, sounds serious. Let’s hear it.’

‘I’ve made a new friend at the gym, her name’s Chloe. She’s
younger than me, about 25 or so and very pretty, with a good
figure. Not as toned as mine but then she doesn’t have someone
standing over her with a whip to make her train every day,’ K says
with a smile.

‘And it’s no more than you deserve,’ I
say roughly, in jest.

‘Exactly,’ she agrees.

‘So what’s the problem? I don’t have any objections to you
having girl friends outside the lifestyle.’

‘That’s the problem … she wants to get into the lifestyle, through
me.’

‘Err … start from the beginning.’

‘Since I’ve earned my Red Tag my punishment sessions have been
more severe, you now use the cane and the long whip on me, and
occasionally a riding crop. What I didn’t take into account is that
the marks you leave on me take longer to fade than they used to.
Now I’m normally very careful about concealing myself at the gym,
so as not to show any marks, I stay covered up with a hoodie, but
one time I had to change my top as it was soaked with sweat. I
looked around to make sure no one was watching in the changing
rooms and then took it off. It was only after I had changed into my
new top that I realised that this pretty blonde girl,
Chloe, was sitting
quietly in the corner and was watching me. She seemed interested,
not shocked, more like curious I guess.

‘Anyway, over the next few weeks I could see her hanging around
the gym, watching me. Then after a while she obviously got her
nerve up, because she “accidentally” knocked into me and spilled my
stuff all over the floor then insisted on buying me a cup of coffee
to apologise.’

‘Sounds interesting. Tell me more,’ I encourage her.

Well,
after having coffee together a few times, she finally got around to
asking me about the whip marks she saw on my back.’

‘What did you tell her?’

‘The truth … with some important edits, to “protect the
innocent” as they say. I told her I didn’t have an abusive
boyfriend, but that I was the slave of a man and yes, my Master
does beat me, but it happens because we both enjoy it. I told her
that you take care of me and love me, in return I do anything you
ask of me because it’s my pleasure to but I’m under no coercion to
do it, it’s all voluntary. And why shouldn’t I tell her that, I’m
not ashamed of being your slave. In fact I’m proud of
it.’

‘And so you should be, but how did she take that? Was she
shocked?’

‘Quite the opposite. In fact she started quizzing me for more
information.’

‘I hope you haven’t told her too much about us. Apart from the
fact that it’s bad show to talk about your Master, we don’t really
know anything about her yet. She could be anyone trying to get
information from you … a reporter after a scoop on The Society, or
a spy for a rival publisher. Maybe someone wants to take over my
company.’

‘Oh don’t worry, I only ever talk about you in general terms
and only refer to you as “My Master” or “Master Roger”, I haven’t
told her who you are or where we live. She only has my mobile phone
number.’

‘You didn’t mention The Society at all, did you?’

‘No, no, I wouldn’t do anything like that. I did admit that you
lend me out to other men for sex, but I just told her that you have
some like-minded friends and you swap girls between you sometimes.
Oh yes, and that I like having sex with those other men. I told
her, to a Master, lending out his slave to a friend is just like
lending out his car. Just bring it back undamaged and with a full
tank.’

‘Good move, keep The Society out of this. How did she react to
your Master loaning you to other men?’

‘She didn’t bat any eyelid, just seemed to accept it as if
that’s what happens to slaves, and it’s perfectly normal. She
probably fantasises about it happening to her.’

‘So this Master and slave bit really interests her, does
it?’

‘It seems to. I keep dropping little bits of info about the
lifestyle, like breadcrumbs to see if she picks them up and eats
them, and she does every time and is always hungry for
more.’

‘You’re a devious little minx, aren’t you?’

‘I was taught by the best.’

I dip my
head to acknowledge the compliment. ‘Tell me, what does she do for
a living that she’s free to hang round the gym whenever you’re
there?’

‘She’s something in I. T. Works for a company I think, but it’s
one those jobs where you work on a laptop so you can do it anywhere
or over the Internet. She’s got money, drives a new Mini, and has
her own flat.’

‘Are you sure it’s not someone else’s flat and car?’

‘Pretty certain, she seemed genuine when she was telling me
about herself. But I suppose it could be all a fake to get to you
through me.’ K looks down into her lap where she is fiddling with
the pinny of her Downton Abbey outfit. ‘Have I made a mess of
things, Master, by telling her too much? Should I stop talking to
her?’

‘No, you haven’t done any harm by telling her what you’ve told
her so far. Just remember to put a filter on whatever you may tell
her in the future. Remember, there is just me and you and a few
friends of mine involved in this. No Society, no slave auctions or
pony girl training … nothing like that, keep it simple. And as for
seeing her again, do you want to?’

‘I’d like to, yes. I don’t have many female
friends.’

‘Then carry on seeing her. And if you should end up in bed with
her … good luck to you. If she’s as pretty as you say you should
enjoy it.’

‘You wouldn’t mind me having a bit on the side?’

‘Not at all. I’ve told you before, whatever you learn when
you’re away on your adventures, only enhances what we do together
back here.’

‘And there we have it again. Confirmation that I chose the
right Master. One who is understanding and generous.’

‘Then get over here on your knees and show your
appreciation.’

‘Yes, boss!’




 





SLAVE
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I finish
reading my emails and beep K with the remote. She arrives a few
minutes later and stands to Attention in front of my desk, until I
tell her to Stand Easy. She relaxes and grasping her hands behind
her back, moves one foot away from the other, so her legs are
spread.

‘I want you to keep the first week of next month free … I’m
taking you to a slave auction,’ I tell her.

In the past, K would have begun to fret, her low self-esteem
convincing her that she was to be sold at that slave auction, but
since our time in America where in front of her and others I
declared that I would never sell her under
any circumstances, she is secure enough in
her position that she actually begins to joke about it.

She puts
on a West Country accent. ‘Ooh, Marster, please don’ sell oi. I
promise oi’ll learn ‘ow to cook proper, an’ I’ll stop screwin’ the
postman … please, Marster. Oi’ll even do tha’ sex thin’ you wan’ me
a do, with tha’ there stick o’ rhubarb!’

‘Postman be damned!’ I reply. ‘I want you to stop shagging the
milkman. We’ve got 28 pints of milk and dozens of yoghurts in the
freezer. Herds of cats gather in our garden at night and howl at
the moon, demanding milk!’

We both
burst into a fit of giggles and I tell K to take a seat while I
explain to her what’s going to happen. ‘I’ve just had an email from
The Society inviting me to a slave auction to be held the first
week of next month. It’s in Scotland at the home of Lord Glenreith.
You’ll like this … it’s a castle.’

‘Will we get to stay in a castle again?’ K asks, all
excited.

‘Afraid not hon, the castle is only big enough to accommodate
the big-wigs in The Society, such as the Contessa and her kind.
Then there are the floaters who will be acting as staff,
waitressing and so on. The servant’s quarters are quite extensive.
And then of course there are the slaves to be auctioned and their
handlers. The hoi-polloi such as us and the floaters who are there
as guests, will have to find accommodation in the local
town.’

‘Still though, the actual do will be in the castle won’t it?
And you’re taking me?’

‘The invite is always to the member of The Society. When they
receive their invite it’s always a “plus one”, so they can choose
to bring their spouse, their lover, their slave, whoever they
please. Mrs. Scott will be busy that week so I’ll have to take you
along as a substitute.’

K sticks
her tongue out at me.

‘It’s a long way, will we drive up there?’

‘No, we’ll fly to Inverness airport, hire a car and then drive
to the hotel. I’ve done that trip before and believe me, it’s the
best way.’

K is
silent for a moment and I can see the wheels turning in her head.
‘What will I wear, Master? Will I be on display as your
slave?’

‘Doms and their spouses will dress formally, I will be wearing
a dinner jacket. Slaves however can be dressed anyway their Dom
chooses. Full nudity is frowned upon, on the nether regions the
minimum clothing is a thong, whereas bare-breasted is perfectly
acceptable. You will see a lot of that and slaves being led around
on leashes and so on. You might even see some stylish arrangements
of posture collars and breast ornaments etc. but it’s not the Paris
Fashion Show, so anything too outrageous is discouraged.

‘I want you to be dressed normally though, you’ll be there more
as my date than my slave. I think you should be in your low-cut,
long black dress with the split thighs, no bra and showing plenty
of cleavage. Knickers on of course, a thong preferably, no
stockings. Bring along your rubber collar and we’ll decide on the
night if you’ll wear that, but you will certainly wear your
“Property of Roger Gilchrist” necklace.’

‘I never leave home without it. How am I meant to behave
though? Mingling with the Doms. After all you won’t be leading me
around on a leash will you, so what am I expected to
do?’

‘As you’ll be untethered, you’ll be expected to walk several
paces behind me and to my side, as I’ve taught you. If I stop to
speak to another Dom then you just stand there patiently until I’ve
finished. You can look around the room, you don’t have to stare at
the floor, but don’t stare at the Dom, or act as if you’re
following our conversation. Some of them are quite famous and don’t
like being recognised.

‘Next, if we’re seated at table and Dom comes up to speak to
me, I’ll probably stand up, so you stand up too and remain standing
until one of us tells you to sit down, however long that takes,
slaves don’t sit while a Master stands. And obviously I won’t be
introducing you to anyone, in their eyes you are just my appendage.
And don’t forget, when it comes to the Contessa, you forget about
Italy and treat her as any other Dom. Clear?’

‘Yes, Master, I’ve got all that.’

‘Now then, security is pretty tight, there are Paparazzi always
trying to find out what’s going on and who is there, so be prepared
to avoid them and don’t for God’s sake allow them to trick you into
speaking to them or letting them take your photo.’

‘Of course not, we don’t want to see headlines in the paper
like “Rich Publisher seen on the arm of
Mysterious, Sexy Brunette” do we,
Master?’

‘Sexy brunette? You not coming then?’

K gives
me an evil glare. ‘There are many things I can do with that stick
of rhubarb, you know,’ she threatens.

‘Okay, okay, I give in, you’re a sexy brunette. Now then, pack
enough nice clothes for the week in case we get invited to stay by
Lord Glenreith or the Contessa. So go and start making your plans,
tell Alice and so on you’ll be away that week.’

K stands
up and heads for the door. She pauses with her hand on the door
knob. ‘Supposing that Lord Glenreith wanted to fuck me? Would you
give me to him? I’ve never been fucked by a Lord.’

‘Certainly I’d let him have you. I could ask the Contessa to
recommend you, if you like. Oh and one more thing … pack your
running gear. There’s some lovely walks up there and I don’t want
you to miss out on your fitness regime.’ I’m lying, I have an
ulterior motive but I’m not going to tell her that.

K smiles and lets herself out of the study. That girl and her
desire for adventures … part of the reason why I love her.

 



~~~

 


It’s a
long flight to Inverness and then a long drive to the hotel in the
hire car. Once we check into our room I let The Society people
running the auction know I’ve arrived and will be attending. They
tell me there is a shuttle service from the local hotels to the
castle on the following evening, the night of the auction, so I
don’t have to worry about arranging my own transport.

That
night I show K around the village and we dine in a restaurant. It’s
one of several small villages in the area of the castle and despite
being off the tourist trail, are still popular destinations for the
more discerning travellers due to the lochs and hills around, so
the villages are fairly prosperous and well supplied with good
shops and watering holes.

Back at
the hotel, we have drinks in the room and I ask K how things are
going with Chloe.

‘Well, I would say she is definitely getting interested in the
life style. She laps up everything I tell her and always wants to
hear more.

‘As she was so interested I said that I would ask your
permission for her to visit the house sometime. We can just have
coffee in the kitchen and then go to my room but if she seems to
genuinely want to know more I could show her the Fun Room … with
your approval of course.’

‘What’s she interested in more, you or the BDSM side of
things?’

‘Hard to say really, 50/50 I think. She shows an interest in
me, you know, constantly touching me on the arm when we’re talking
and on the leg if we’re sitting next to each other. I’m pretty
certain she’d like us to get together but I don’t know if she’s too
scared to make a move or is waiting for me to make one. So I tease
her to try and draw her out.’

‘Tease her?’

‘Yes, before we start exercising together I make sure I’m not
wearing my sports bra and wear a T-shirt with large arm holes so
she gets flashes of my boobs, then I’ll accidentally brush them against her.
And I bend over in front of her and so on, so she can get a good
view of the outline of my arse and pussy through my sweatpants. By
the time we get round to drinking coffee she’s practically
panting.

‘Then one time when we were in the changing rooms by ourselves,
I stripped bare and let her see me fully naked, whip marks and all,
before getting dressed again. And when she wasn’t looking, I
slipped my sweaty panties into her gym bag. She hasn’t returned
them yet. Last
time we said goodbye at the gym I put my hand on her bare arm and
gave her a kiss on the lips, a long one, not just a peck and I
could feel her trembling.’

‘You cunt-teaser! I feel sorry for
that poor girl, I’m getting hard just listening to you talking
about it.’

‘That’s not all. Once I began telling her about how you punish
me, I could see she was getting aroused so I said that perhaps one
day I might let her watch you whip me and she nearly came on the
spot.’

‘Well, we’ll definitely have to set that up! But what about you, how do
you feel about her?’

K looks
slightly embarrassed. ‘I … I don’t know really, she’s very pretty
with a good figure, nice tight body, and I’d happily take her to
bed. The thing is … all joking apart … I am getting rather fond of
her. She reminds me of me before you found me. Oh she’s not the
starving wretch that I was, she makes a good living from her IT
job, but she’s got that quiet desperation going on behind her eyes,
like I had.

‘She wants to come out and say, “Please help me find my way
into the lifestyle,” but she’s afraid to. She’s like a lost kitten
and I want to reach out to her and tell her that she’s not alone,
there are people who will take her on and show her the way to where
she wants to go. Not me perhaps, but we could start her off, show
her what it’s like then maybe point her in the right direction, to
the right people who won’t take advantage of her.’

‘Sounds to me like you want to do more than just fuck her,’ I
tell K. ‘You’ve got her number? Good, it’s not too late, give her a
ring and tell her you’re missing her. Tell her you’d like to move
your friendship onto the next stage. When we get back from here
take her out to dinner or whatever and seduce her, you know your
way around a woman, and when she’s ready bring her to our house. I
don’t have to be there or you can introduce me to her, whichever
you think is best at the time, but I’ll keep out of your way. Then
spend the day with her, drink some wine, watch a video, get a
take-out, have a hot tub together or whatever, then take her to
bed. But don’t push the BDSM angle. Show her the Fun Room perhaps
if she wants to see it, but don’t make a big deal about it. See how
it goes with her as a lover first.’

K stares
intently into my eyes as if searching for the truth. ‘You’d really
let me have her as a lover?’

‘I let you have Alice don’t I? Besides, I think that earning
that Red Tag not only affects how you are treated but should also
come with a few rewards as well. Now go and ring her from the
bathroom so you can have some privacy and then come and join me in
bed.’

K grabs
her phone but before she goes into the bathroom she kisses me on
the lips and tells me, ‘God, I love you so much,
Master.’
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K comes out of the bathroom looking absolutely gorgeous and presents
herself for inspection. As instructed she is wearing the long black
dress split up to the thigh, showing plenty of cleavage. She has no
bra on, just the thong under her dress, as I want her to show off
her gorgeous breasts. She is wearing the Property of … necklace but I hold out
her rubber collar so she can see the Red Tag prominently displayed
on it, and then fasten it round her neck. ‘There aren’t many
personal slaves that have Red Tags so I think you should show it
off and be proud of it. Not many Masters have such slaves, this
will get me a lot of envious glances tonight, I can assure you.
There are a lot of Red Tag slaves in The Society but most of them
work at Society establishments around the world, such as Justin
Moncrieff’s Ranch, or at some of the clubs dotted around the
globe.’

‘Is The Society that big then … world-wide?’ asks K.

‘It’s not a global organisation as such, but we do have members
in many countries of the world and sometimes they open up local
operations, a sex-club, a pony ranch or whatever. They’re not all
Society properties, just privately owned by members of The Society,
we just tend to think of them as ours even though they are open to
all comers who can afford the entrance fees, which are large. Once
they’re open they often seek Society affiliation, which means they
have to meet and maintain our standards.

‘And if they want to cater to a certain type of demanding
customer, then they have to employ the right sort of girl for them.
Word goes through the grapevine and those slaves who like
particularly hard treatment but don’t have a Master to give it to them, can find
employment at these establishments, so they can indulge their
passions and get well paid for it. Once again, it’s all voluntary,
there is no actual slavery
in The Society.’

‘You’d never sell me to a place like that, would
you?’

I know
she’s teasing so I answer in kind. ‘Are you kidding? I’d trade you
to the local garage to get my Mercedes fixed, if necessary. Now
let’s go, there’ll be another shuttle bus along in a
minute.’

 



~~~

 


We
arrive at the castle and Reception tell us which table has been
allocated to us in the ballroom. We’re on a single table so we’ll
be on our own. Must be the Contessa’s doing. She’ll be here
tonight. They also hand me a sales brochure displaying the slaves
that will be auctioned tonight. I have a quick flick through before
handing it to K to carry for me. I’ve warned her that tonight I
will have to treat her strictly as a slave and not a girlfriend but
she understands. (Actually I think she looks forward to it, I told
you before how she likes being treated as my property, especially
at functions like this where it can be done out in the open. It
gives her a sense of pride for some reason, being my personal
slave.) Before we go to our table I take a walk around the rooms
greeting people I know. I know them all after a fashion, mostly
just by name but there are a few I know well or consider
friends.

There’s no sign of the Contessa, I suppose she’s locked away
with the other bigwigs discussing Society business, or just too
good to mix with the likes of us, but I catch sight of Bruce
standing in the corner so K and I go over and have a friendly chat
with him. Of course we have to pretend that our week at the villa
never happened, and he’s just the Contessa’s slave, so he has to
defer to me and call me Mr. Gilchrist. K gives him a friendly smile
and is glad to see him. I bet she can almost taste his cock in her
mouth and feel him stretching her pussy wide. Dirty slut. I tell him quietly that
if the opportunity presents itself I’ll let him have a go on K.
She’ll love that.

The
auction will be held in the Great Hall. We will eat in the ballroom
before the auction, (I make a joke about tight trousers but K just
gives me a ‘look’ and mutters something about ‘Dad jokes’) so
everyone is well juiced up by then and will bid more extravagantly,
but until then people are hanging around in places like the drawing
room and the library, or playing snooker in the games
room.


Waitresses dressed in cute little French Maids outfits are
flitting around with trays of drinks so I snag a couple of glasses
of champagne for K and me. She is fascinated by the outfits that
some of the slaves are wearing. A couple of them have high-rise
posture collars on, real neck-stretchers, whereas most of the
slaves have a collar of some sort, leather or metal, according to
their Master’s taste. Some are studded with diamonds, some have
silver metal work woven into the collar and others have vicious
looking 6 inch spikes around them. A few slaves are actually
wearing head-harnesses.

Next are
the breast ornaments of the topless slaves (men and women). They
range from simple chains between the nipples, or weights, to fine,
filigree metal work surrounding the whole breast with the nipple
poking through the centre. Instead of individual barbell type studs
through each pierced nipple, I see one girl with a single bar
through both nipples. Easy to hang weights from I suppose. And
there are many ornate tattoos on display on the fronts and backs of
slaves. K is fascinated by all the decorations and I can see her
mentally taking note of what she likes and expect her to petition
me for similar ornaments when we get back home.

Several
of the female slaves are wearing metal chastity devices, visible
through gaps in their skimpy clothing. I nudge K and silently
pointing to one of them, I point at her, indicating that I’m going
to put her in one of them. She gives me a furious, “Don’t you
dare!” look and I have to laugh. She’s so easy to wind up
sometimes.

A tall
aristocratic woman with silver hair approaches us. She’s towing
along a female slave behind her by her leash. The Dom has long
silver coloured hair, slicked back across her head and down her
neck. Her makeup is pale with heavy, dark colouring around the
eyes, and silver lipstick. Her slave is made up exactly the same,
same slicked back hair, dark eye-colouring and lipstick. They are
duplicates of each other, except for the fact that the Dom is in
evening dress while the slave is in leather trousers and her
breasts are encased in a metal bra with her nipples poking through,
from which are suspended decorations like little metal chandeliers
that tinkle when she moves. Her silver, metal collar matches her
cuffs.

‘Hello, Roger, good to see you again,’ the Dom greets
me.

‘Lucinda, give us a kiss.’ We kiss briefly as we’re old
friends. ‘How have you been keeping? How’s Zara behaving?’ Zara is
her look-alike slave.

‘I think she misses you, it’s been a while since you played
with her and she pines for you,’ Lucinda replies drolly. (I’m never
certain when she is joking or not.)

I look
at Zara and she naughtily gives me a lingering look before
directing her eyes to the floor. ‘I was thinking of giving you a
call, Lucinda. I fancy another session with you and Zara. Shall we
set something up? I’ll give you a call when we get back from
here.’

‘That would be fine, Roger. You know she’s available to you any
time … and me too if you ask nicely. And how about you? Is this
your new slave?’

‘Yes, her name’s K. I’m rather proud of her, trained her
myself.’

‘I see she’s got a Red Tag … most impressive. I tried to get
Zara here up to a Red Tag. I put her through pony training to
toughen her up but then she couldn’t manage the Dungeons. Only
lasted 4 days. How did you find the Dungeons, dear?’ she asks
K.

K just shrugs and says, ‘Meh!’ as if they were of no
consequence. The lying cow!
I know she almost quit a couple of times, but I’ll
let her have her moment. It adds to her street cred in The Society
(and mine).

‘Well she’s lucky to have you for a Master, you train your
girls so well. Is she on the database? I wouldn’t mind a taste of
her myself.’

‘I haven’t actually put her on the database yet but I have
uploaded some videos of her to the Doms Only pages.’ (There are
different levels of access to The Society website depending on
whether you are a Dom or a slave.)

‘Some professionally made ones and loads I made myself. Take a
look at them and if you like what you see, get in touch. I’d
certainly let an old friend like you have a go with her. Maybe we
could swap slaves for a weekend?’

‘That sounds like a plan, Roger. Anyway, must go and mingle,
there’s a few people I want to speak to before the auction. Lovely
to see you again, say goodbye to Master Roger, Zara.’

‘Yes, Mistress.’ Zara takes my hand and kisses the back of it,
‘Goodbye, Master Roger. I look forward to hearing from
you.’

‘Tata!’ calls Lucinda and off she
floats with Zara in tow behind her.

‘So Zara is your type then, is she?’ asks K.

‘Yes,’ I say as I watch Zara’s shapely arse walk away in those
tight leather trousers. ‘If I just want some meaningless sex with
some S&M thrown in, then she’s exactly my type. But if I want that
and then I want to cuddle up to someone who finds it soothing to
listen to my heartbeat, that’s where you come in.’

‘Aww, Master’ she replies. ‘You always know the right thing to
say, you smoothie.’

‘So you’re not jealous then?’

‘Well, you’re the Master so it’s not my place to say anything,
but as a woman and your lover, you send me off to get fucked by
dozens of men, so I think it’s only fair that you should get some
outside pussy from time to time.’

I love
this woman, she’s so understanding.

I’m
getting hungry so we go and find our table. It’s a hot and cold
buffet so we go to the serving table and as usual I choose what K
is allowed to eat. (She has asked me to always do that.) So as I
figure that we’ll probably get boozed up tonight, I allow her some
potatoes to soak the alcohol up.

After
we’ve finished eating I make K clear the table and then send her to
the bar for another bottle of champagne. (It’s all paid for by our
subscriptions.) As we sit there drinking it, various people come
over to speak to me (not all at once you understand) and each time
I make K stand up when they arrive at my table and I leave her
standing there, hands clasped in front of her, head down until they
leave. At home I tend to get a bit lax about protocols with K and
often she’ll forget to stand up when I walk in the room if she’s
distracted by something and so on, but I let it go because I love
her. Here tonight though I’m enforcing the rules because I know
she’ll be loving every submissive, slavish, degrading moment of it.
Being made to stand while her betters sit, showing our superiority
over her … she lives for this sort of treatment.

Colin
Saxby comes over to say hello. ‘Roger, K, how are you?’ K stands up
but doesn’t reply as I haven’t given her permission.

‘Fine, Colin, we’re both fine. Made any more millions since we
last met?’ I tease him.

He knows
I’m just taking the piss so he responds, ‘Oh just a few. Actually
I’m thinking of expanding my media business, perhaps going into
publishing. Know of any run-down publishing companies on their last
legs that I can pick up cheap?’

‘Fuck off, Colin,’ I tell him and we both laugh.

He
checks K’s collar and sees the Red Tag. ‘I heard that you were
putting her through that. I must say I thought it was a bit mean of
you. Didn’t seem like you but I guess it was true.’

‘K … tell Master Colin why you had Red Tag training,’ I
instruct her.

K and Colin are intimately
acquainted, in fact he has taken her away to Paris
as his slave on many an occasion, trips which K greatly enjoys, so
she must feel comfortable enough with him to tease him a
little.

‘I specifically asked Master Roger to let me become a Red Tag,
I even begged him, and he finally conceded. It was all at my
request.’

‘But why?’ asked Colin.

‘Because it simply wasn’t enough that men could fuck me and
abuse me, I wanted to be able to offer them more of me …’ She
raises her right hand and with her fingernail starts teasing her
nipple through her dress, which quickly becomes erect (along with
Colin, I suspect).

‘I wanted them to be able to abuse me without limit. I wanted
to be unable to use a safe word, forbidden to say no, as they
slaked their unnatural lusts on me. I wanted them to punish me,
abuse and degrade me purely for their perverted pleasure, with no
thought of my comfort. Submit me to all kinds of Hell, for their
own amusement. Don’t you think I deserve to be punished harshly,
Master Colin?’

The
dirty little bitch knows how to get a man going. I was getting hard
and it wasn’t even directed at me. Colin was getting a little hot
under the collar. He had to clear his throat a couple of times
before he could speak. ‘Yes, I imagine you do. Speaking of which, I
have another trip to Europe coming up next month, to Germany this
time. Do you think you might be interested in coming along, K? We
could test your new limits.’

‘I don’t know, Master Colin, you would have to ask my Master,
he decides who gets to use me and when.’ (She’s really laying it
on.)

‘Roger?’ he asks hopefully.

‘Give me a ring next week when we’re home again. I’ll see if I
can fit you into K’s busy schedule. She’s so popular since she got
the Red Tag, I’m thinking of having a turnstile fitted to her
bedroom door.’

‘So there’s no chance of us getting together this week
then?’

‘I can’t make any promises,’ I tell him. ‘I don’t know what
this week has in store. Let’s leave it until you ring me,
eh?’

‘Fine … well, nice seeing you both again. See you around.’ And
off he went.

I tell K
she can sit down now. ‘You are turning into a right little slut,
the way you wound Colin up, he practically knocked over the glasses
on the table with his erection when he stood up and turned
round.’

K just
gives me a coy smile and flutters her eyelids.

‘How come you never talk to me like that?’ I ask
her.

‘Because you know me inside out, he just sees my tits and arse. If I spoke
to you like that you’d know I was talking bollocks, so I don’t
insult your intelligence. People like him eat it up. He’s used to
pop stars and the like sucking up to him. After a while they begin
to believe their own publicity. You don’t.’

‘Are you sure you wouldn’t rather be Colin Saxby’s slave
instead of mine, though?’

‘Not a chance.’

‘But why? Compared to me he’s fabulously wealthy, practically a
billionaire I hear. Why would you want to stay with me when he can
offer you the world? What can I possibly offer you that he
can’t?’

She
stands up, looking gorgeous as I said. ‘This is who Colin Saxby
wants. The glamorous hooker-slave on his arm to show off as a
flashy accessory, who he can have whenever he wants and hand her
out to other people to play with. Dressed by Dior and fucked by
strangers to impress Colin’s friends.’

She sits
down again. ‘Now ask yourself, who do you want? Is it that girl or
is it the girl who stood in your garden in the pouring rain, arms
hurting, back aching, lugging cinder blocks around so you can have
a fire pit? Is it the girl who gets up early to drive miles to get
the sausages you like, so you can have them for breakfast? Is it
the girl who cleans your house and spends every moment of her day
thinking of ways she can please you? Is it the girl who takes any
punishment you throw her way simply because you want her
to?

‘Now take a guess at who I want. Is it the rich git who could
have any number of blonde bimbos on his arm, or is it the man who
reached out to the lonely, frightened artist, alone in her flat
because she had no one to really communicate with, and rescued her
from a life of misery?

‘Is it the man who brought me in from the cold and said, “Don’t
worry little one, I will look after you. You’re not alone anymore.”
Is it the man who showed me that I wasn’t a freak and that there
were others out there who felt the same about punishment and sex?
Who taught me how to love those things as he took me on this wild
journey? Perhaps it’s the man who, when I’m scared of the night,
puts his arms around me and tells me I’m safe because he’ll protect
me. Who picks me up whenever I fall down. The only man that ever
gave me hope.

‘Who is it you think I want to be with for the rest of my life?
You idiot, you’re never getting rid of me.’

To be
honest I’m too choked up to speak, so I just take her hand and give
it a squeeze.

 



~~~

 


I have K
light me a cigar, she loves doing these little domestic things for
me and I’ve shown her how to do it properly, pierce one end with a
match, or snip the end off with a cigar cutter and then heat the
other end with a lit match first (never a lighter) and then put it
in your mouth and draw on it until it’s caught alight. I spot the
Contessa working her way across the room, table to table,
accompanied by an older gentleman. I point them out to
K.

‘Wow. Who’s the silver fox with the Contessa?’

‘That my dear, is the owner of this little hovel we’re sitting
in,’ I reply facetiously. ‘The Lord of Glenreith castle. You will
not speak unless ordered to and if you do, address him as My Lord.
Curtsy when you stand up, he’ll like that. Rumour Control has it
that he is in line to become the next President of The Society, so
be polite to him.’

‘Rumour Control? What’s that?’

‘It’s military slang, it means scuttlebutt, you know, the
grapevine.’

The
Contessa and Lord Glenreith are greeting all the guests table by
table and eventually make it to ours. We both stand up and then K
gives him a deep curtsy, which Lord Glenreith acknowledges with a
smile. ‘Roger, good to see you again.’ I’ve been here several times
before so he knows me.

‘And you too, My Lord, Contessa.’ Naturally I wouldn’t
introduce K, as my slave, but he turns to her and asks me, ‘So this
is the fabulous Kan-Kan which I’ve heard so much about, Roger. The
Contessa here has been telling me a lot about her. I must say that
banana dance sounds intriguing.’ He looks at me and asks, ‘May I?’
(It’s only polite to ask before you touch another man’s
slave.)

I nod
and then he puts his hand under K’s chin and lifts her head up.
Being well trained she keeps her eyes cast down but he says, ‘Look
at me girl,’ and she obeys him. ‘Ah yes, Contessa, I see what you
mean about the eyes, quite stunning. One wouldn’t forget those in a
hurry.’ He turns her head from side to side. ‘Plenty of character
in that face, charming, quite charming. And she wears a Red Tag I
see. Have you had her pony trained? It’s a hobby of
mine.’

‘K, show him your tattoo,’ I command.

K
reaches down to the split in her skirt and pulls it aside. I notice
that she pulls it back far enough so that one can clearly see the
incredibly thin thong, barely concealing her pussy. Beside it you
can plainly see the tattoo I made her have when we came back from
The Ranch. It’s a black horse, rampant on its hind legs. It’s the
official Society tattoo denoting that the slave has been pony
trained. Any member would recognise it for what it was. Lord
Glenreith almost absent-mindedly rubs his finger across it, then
nods appreciatively.

When K
has asked me for tattoos in the past, I forbade her to have
anaesthetic as it was the price she had to pay for being allowed a
concession. This time, as I ordered her to have it, I said she
could have painkillers but she refused. Interesting
woman.

K stands
there blatantly exposing her barely hidden pussy to the room until
I tell her to drop her skirt.


Glenreith goes back to inspecting her collar, reading all the
tags on it. ‘Your slave seems to have a lot of names according to
these tags. Don’t you find it confusing?’ he asks me.

I make something up on the spot that I know will please K.
‘Her name depends on what she is doing at the time. In everyday
life or at functions like this, she is simply K. When she is
dancing for an audience and then getting passed around afterwards,
or getting gang banged for my amusement, which I call “entertaining
the troops”, then she is Kan-Kan. But when she is being treated as
an animal, a horse or a dog, she likes to be called
Princess, hence that name
tag.’

K is
absolutely beaming at being called Princess in public (it’s my pet
name for her) so she doesn’t seem to mind when Glenreith feels her
biceps and then he pulls out a chair and lifts K’s leg up and rests
her foot on it. He then proceeds to examine her thigh and calf
muscles.

‘Excellent muscle tone,’ he informs the Contessa and me. ‘Good
horseflesh you’ve got here Roger.’

‘I make her run every other day and work out in the
gym.


Glenreith looks around the room to make sure no one can hear
us over the background music that fills the room. ‘Listen, I have
to entertain this bunch of riff-raff for the next couple of days
then I just invite a few “special guests” to remain here at the
castle. How’s about you stick around until I’ve got rid of the
hoi-polloi then come up here and stay at the castle? With Princess
of course.’ He indicates K. Naturally being a horsey type himself
he has latched onto her pony name, rather than any other. ‘The
Contessa will be staying too with some others and perhaps Princess
can be persuaded to give us one of her dances? I’d also like to see
her run against the other pony girls I have in my stable. Eh? What
do you say, Roger?’

‘Yes, I can stay for a while,’ I reply. I turn to K and ask,
‘What do you say … Princess?’

‘It would be an honour and a privilege to dance for you, My
Lord.’

‘Splendid, splendid. I’ll give you a ring when we have space.
Must go on now, duties to carry out, you know. See you later
perhaps.’

‘Oh, by the way, Roger,’ says the Contessa, ‘I thought I should
warn you … Clara’s here tonight.’

‘Thanks for the warning,’ I reply.

K gives him another deep curtsy as they leave. Once they’ve
left us K says, ‘Master, I simply must go to the toilet now. Can I
please? I’m about to wet myself with excitement.’

‘On your way then, I don’t want you wetting your knickers and
showing me up.’ I wave her off.

When she
gets back the first words out of her mouth are, ‘So who’s Clara? Is
that the one you told me about?’

‘Yes, that’s her. She’s your predecessor. She’s the reason that
it took me so long to admit to you I loved you. I told
her that once and it went
to her head. She began acting as if she was my equal and the
Mistress of the house. Ordering everyone about and ordering new
furniture and so on. Eventually I had to kick her into touch, it
was all getting too much.

‘I was afraid that if I told you I loved you the same thing
might happen again so I held off. Well that worked out okay but
Clara is here tonight. With a bit of luck we won’t bump into her.
Now let’s go to the auction.’

 



~~~

 


We go
through to the Great Hall and watch the auction, there are 4 girls
and 2 guys up for auction. One at a time each is brought onto a
stage that has been brought in for the occasion. Each of them is
just wearing a robe and once they are on the stage they are
stripped and made to Display and turn round so their potential
buyers can get a good look at them.

One of the females takes my fancy, a pretty Eurasian girl, but
the figures that are being banded around are way above my bank
balance. (There are some seriously rich people in the room.) To
spend that kind of money on a new slave you must make a serious
commitment and I have my hands full with K, so we just watch. K
finds it exciting, gripping my hand tightly, as she knows what it
is to be up there on the block, as men and
women bid to experience her
delights.

However
I should point out that care is taken before the sale to make sure
that it is made clear that a slave is graded on the colour of Tag
they wear. An Amber slave won’t be sold to someone who handles Red
Tag slaves, the slave is only sold to someone of the same sexual
orientation, hetero to hetero, gay to gay and so on. And at the end
of the sale, the slave receives 40 percent of the sale price. The
remainder goes to the previous owner who put them up for sale, or
if there is no recent owner then the rest goes to Society
funds.




 





CLARA

 


 


We’re
sitting back at our table when I look across the room and my blood
runs cold. It’s Clara and she’s headed our way. ‘Storm front
approaching,’ I warn K.

Clara
arrives at our table, I’d forgotten how really pretty she was. To
be honest much prettier than K is, but K has an inner beauty that
Clara could never hope to match. Clara stands at our table, looking
down at us and I see how she has to steady herself with the back of
a chair and I realise that she is a bit drunk.

‘Hello Master, may I sit down?’

‘You’re not my slave, you don’t have to call me Master, sir
will be fine.’ I indicate an empty chair and she sits
down.

She
talks to me and ignores K. ‘So how are things with you,
sir?’

‘I’m fine, life has moved on. I have a new slave now,’ I say,
indicating K.

‘Ah yes, I’d heard you had. I hear she’s called Dogface … I can
see why.’

K starts
to get up from her chair but I grab her arm and sit her back down
again. She tries to pull away but I grip her arm tighter. ‘Be
still! That’s an order,’ I command and she settles back in her
chair but I can almost see the waves of anger radiating off
her.

‘I see he’s given you a golden tag with your name on. He does
that a lot,’ says Clara. ‘He even gave me one. Look.’ She holds up
her arm showing a charm bracelet with a golden tag prominently
displayed on it. ‘He gives them to all us girls, he’ll give one to
his next slave as well, after he’s ditched you. And I see he made
you a Red Tag. He was going to do that to me.’

‘What is it you want, Clara?’ I ask.

She
fills up her glass from our bottle of champagne and takes a swig.
‘Forgive me, I came over here to say sorry, and I’m sorry to you
too,’ she says to K. ‘I didn’t mean to be so bitchy, I’ve just had
bit too much to drink,’ she says, taking another swig.

‘What are you apologising for?’ I ask her.

‘Everything. Everything I did that made you send me away. I
admit becoming your live-in slave went to my head and I got
deludings … err, delusions of grandeur. But since you threw me out
life has been horrible. I’ve had to become a floater. Do you know
how bad that is? Living on scraps, having to rely on other people’s
charity, having to be available as a waitress, or worse, at other people’s parties?
I miss the high-life and the fancy clothes and
restaurants.

‘I don’t know anything outside The Society life, I couldn’t get
a civilian job anywhere … I’m a slave … all I can do is serve men …
it’s all I’m trained for.’

‘So how is this my problem? What do you expect me to do about
it?’

‘I was wondering if there was any way I could talk you into
taking me back. I need to belong to someone again … I need to
belong to you.’

‘I already have a slave.’

‘But you’ve run 2 slaves before, you even did it when I was
with you. You’re Master enough to handle 2 women. Perhaps I could
come back and be that other slave. I know you have her and I’d
happily be the 2nd
slave in the setup, I’d be willing to be
controlled by both of you, I’d obey her and let her beat me,
honestly I would. Just take me back, please.’

I glance
at K who is giving me a, ‘Don’t even think about it,’ look so I
turn to Clara and say, ‘Sorry girl, our time has passed. You had
your chance and you blew it.’

‘But I’ve changed, sir. Tell you what, don’t decide just yet.
I’m staying in the same hotel as you, I checked. Why don’t the 3 of
us go back to your hotel room and have a nice threesome. It’ll be
just like the old days, me and you sharing someone else. How about
it?’

‘Sorry, I’m afraid the answer’s no.’ I top up her glass and
tell her it’s time for her to go.

‘I’m sorry, sir. But if you ever change your mind, you still
have my number I’m sure. You know, if things don’t work out with …’
she indicates K. Clara stands up and makes her unsteady way into
the crowd.

‘I would have slapped that bitch across the face if you hadn’t
stopped me,’ said K, angrily.

I know,’
I replied. ‘That’s why I did it.’

‘Are you going to let her get away with that, insulting your
slave? It reflects badly on you, you know. Who knows what she’s
saying about you behind your back?’

‘That’s the trouble with you artistic types, too hot-headed.
You jump at the first bite, you don’t take the time to think things
through. The Japanese say “Revenge is a dish best served
cold”.’

‘And you believe them, do you?’

‘Well they do make good TV’s.’ I think for a moment then tell
K, ‘You know what’s better than Revenge Porn? Revenge Sex. She
offered us a threesome and I think we should take her up on her
offer. It will of course mean that you’ll have to play with each
other a bit, but we’ll keep that to a minimum, just enough to
convince her you’re legit.’

‘I’m not letting that woman
touch me.’

‘But that will be the whole point. Look, I’m not going to order
you to take part in this or it wouldn’t work, but I ask you to
trust me and I’ll let you get your own back on her. All you have to
do is follow my lead.’

‘As long as you let me kill her and frolic naked in her blood,
afterwards.’

‘Steady on now,’ I caution her. ‘You’ll ruin the plan. Just
trust me, will you?’

K swigs
her champagne while she considers my offer. Finally she agrees and
I send her to find Clara and bring her back to the
table.

 



~~~

 


Back in
the hotel room, I watch K and Clara kissing and undressing each
other. When they’re both naked but still caressing each other, I
click my fingers. As they’ve both been trained to my methods they
instantly look at me to see what I want. I wave my hands down my
body to indicate that I’m still dressed and they come to my side
and undress me.

K takes
me by the cock and leads me to the bed. I lay back comfortably on
the bed, kissing and stroking one of them while the other kisses
down my stomach and my dick. Then they alternate, back and
forth.

When
it’s Clara’s turn to be kissing me, she murmurs in my ear, ‘Are you
enjoying this, sir? Do we please you? It could be like this all the
time if sir wished it. Two of us to do your bidding, serve your
every whim. Wouldn’t that be fun?’

They say
that God gave man a penis and a brain but unfortunately only enough
blood to run one of them properly at a time. If this were just
happening out of the blue, I might fall for it but as I set this
up, I know what the undertones are, so I don’t fall for her
seductive charms, which to be fair are quite considerable. It
wasn’t lack of interest in her pussy that led me to drop
her.

‘That’s a nice idea, we’ll discuss it further in the morning.
For now though, get onto all fours.’ I move K into the same
position and then I screw them alternately, doggy style. Back and
forth between the two while the unattended one plays with her
pussy, until I feel a stirring. I tell them both to get on their
backs and then I start fucking Clara, missionary style.

As I’m
getting near to climax I tell them and then pull out of Clara. ‘Oh
I wanted your cum inside me,’ she protests.

‘Sorry, I promised K that I would always come in her,’ I lie
and enter K, pumping her slowly. K gazes up at me with those
piercing blue eyes and it’s not long before I shoot my load into
her pussy. I haven’t had much sex in the past few days, so there
should be plenty of it. When I’ve finished and am beginning to get
my breath back, I pull out of her. She starts to sit up but I
gently press her flat. ‘Stay.’

I roll
over to Clara’s side of the bed and tell her to get up. Standing at
the side of the bed, I take her hand and lead her round to K’s
side. I ask K to swing around so her legs drape over the side of
the bed.

Standing
behind Clara I put my hands on her shoulders and say softly in her
ear, ‘There’s a nice, juicy cream-pie there, just waiting to be
eaten. Personally I couldn’t eat another thing but you go right
ahead.’ I gently push Clara to her knees between K’s wide open legs
and she stares at her freshly fucked pussy, which is now beginning
to ooze cum. She looks at me in the hope I’m not serious but all I
do is tell her, ‘You’d better hurry, it’s beginning to
drip.’


Reluctantly, Clara dips her head forward and starts tonguing
K’s spunk filled pussy.

K looks
up at me and gives me a big grin as she knows what I’m doing. I
wink back.

The best
revenge to take on someone is to have sex with them. Not just fuck
them, some people – like K – can switch off and barely register it
is happening to them.

No, the best way is to have your opponent kneel in front of
you and give you oral sex. That way they are actively participating in their own
humiliation. You win! And that is the gift
I am giving K tonight.

I lean
on the end of the bed and watch, as does K, intently watching her
rival demean herself. After several minutes Clara lifts her head
and wipes her mouth. ‘I think it’s all clean now.’

‘Oh no, keep going, I want to see you make K come.’ To help K
along I sit next to her and suck on her tits. Before long K makes
her usual ‘come’ noises and grips my hand tightly. I hold her
tightly while she falls over the edge of the cliff and then pat
Clara on the head to stop.

We all
take a break while we have a drink to recover and then we start
again. This time though it’s the girls working on me. It really is
fun to have a girl sucking on each nipple while one plays with your
cock and the other fondles your balls. Followed by one girl sucking
your cock while the other licks your balls.


Naturally I can’t take this for too long without something
happening and I warn the girls. Clara readily offers her mouth but
I tell her, ‘Sorry Clara, you’ve already had a mouthful of my spunk
tonight. It’s K’s turn.’ K takes me into her warm, wet mouth and
works me to climax. Again that night I shoot my load into her and
she swallows it down greedily.

I kiss
them both and then we cuddle up together and eventually we drift
off to sleep.

 



~~~

 


Next
morning we all shower and have breakfast together in my room, and
then Clara has to go back home, she has promised to waitress at
someone’s house party this coming weekend. Of course when a floater
is given a ‘waitressing’ job it is implicit that they are also
expected to service the guests. The hope amongst them is that they
might service them well enough that they’ll be taken on as slaves
again.

That all
might sound a bit rough on them but hey, they joined the Society as
slaves to be at the beck and call of us Dominants, and if they want
to remain attached to the Society, then they have to play the game.
They can always get a civilian job, but they stay in the life style
because it suits them.

Anyway,
after breakfast Clara packs and checks out of the hotel. K and I go
down to see her off. I take care of Clara’s bill for her. ‘Now you
won’t forget my offer will you?’ she reminds me as she starts her
car up. ‘I’d happily serve both of you just to belong to you again,
Master Roger.’

‘No we won’t forget. I’ve got your number and I’ll be in
touch,’ I lie. Then in a moment of weakness I open my wallet and
give her a few hundred quid. ‘Just to cover petrol, you
understand.’ Well, she did have a place in my heart at one time and
I owe her for that.

‘Bye now,’ and she drives off as we smile and wave goodbye to
her.

‘That was very kind of you to give her that money, considering
you paid her hotel bill as well,’ says K. ‘Of course you’re not
going to ring her are you?’

‘Not a chance.’

K takes
my hand and we stand there watching Clara’s car disappear into the
distance.




 





COMMAND
PERFORMANCE

 


 


It’s a
few days before we get the phone call inviting us to move up to the
castle. K spends those days getting things ready for her ‘banana
dance’, shopping around for pairs of matching trench coats, trilby
hats and sunglasses. The dance always works better if she has a
partner to hand her things during the dance, take her coat off for
her, and so on.

She
manages to find what she wants in the local shops so then she
concentrates on her dance choreography. She’s already seen the
Great Hall of the castle in which she’ll be dancing (the slave
auction was held there) so she knows the layout and can plan her
movements around the room. She already has her music with her
(apparently she always carries it with her on trips as she can
never predict what I’ll volunteer her for) and I’m detailed to be
in charge of that, as she trusts me to get the timings
right.

She
tells me how she and her dance partner will enter down the grand
staircase once the music starts. Then we run through the action
that will signal the end of the dance and the music is to be
switched off. I’ve told her that I want her to offer herself to his
Lordship at the end of the dance, if he accepts the offer then she
will be his to play with, during our stay at the castle.

‘Is there a Lady Glenreith?’ K asks.

‘Not any more, he’s a widower. That’s why the Contessa acts as
hostess at these gatherings.’

‘What’s he like? What’s he into?’

‘Well, he likes to use the whip and he works his slaves hard.
That’s why they change over regularly. He has 3, a redhead, a
blonde and a brunette. They are just known a ‘Whitey’, ‘Red’ and
‘Brownie’. They change often so he doesn’t bother learning their
names.’

‘How does he get replacements? Surely the word gets around
about him?’

‘He pays well, that’s the word that gets around. I told you
that some women actually like the rougher treatment especially if
it pays well. It can wear them out quickly though, he is a pony
lover as well so the girls have to be pony trained and ready to be
used as such. It can be a tough gig but very lucrative. 3 months
with Glenreith will set them up for the rest of the year. So be
warned, it might get rough.’

‘I’m Red Tag trained, remember?’ she responds.

‘I know but that doesn’t stop me worrying about you. When I
give him to you that means you’ll be out of my control, I won’t
always be there to see what he does to you. I know I keep telling
you that we’re not maniacs in The Society but nevertheless, if it
gets too much for you, tell him and insist on being brought back to
me. We’ll leave this place and go home.’

‘And if he refuses to let me go to you?’

‘Then I’ll punch his fucking lights
out when I find out, Lord or no Lord, and
I’m sure I can rely on Bruce to back me up, if it means protecting
you.’

‘Wouldn’t something like that get you expelled from The
Society?’

‘If The Society ever makes me choose between you and them …
they can go fuck
themselves, you mean more to me than they
do.’

Her eyes get moist when she realises I mean it.
‘Thank you,’ she
whispers. ‘I know I’ll be safe if I have my 2 white knights
watching over me.’

‘Always, K. Always.’

 



~~~

 


We
eventually move up to the castle. K is in a room with me. His
lordship is obviously keen to get his hands on K but I suggest he
waits until after she has done her dance. Once he’s seen that,
he’ll want her even more and then he can have her. Anticipation and
denial are the greatest aphrodisiacs.

For that
reason I keep her clothed around the castle until she gives her
dance. I also don’t want her with whip marks on her when she
performs, I want her to look her best. Some of The Society’s top
people are here so I want them to be impressed with K. There’s half
a dozen guests and their slaves. Some of them feature regularly in
the papers. There’s no members of parliament, I’m sure the security
services are aware of The Society, but we don’t allow MP’s as they
get scrutinised too closely by the spooks, but some of our members
such as Glenreith are members of the House of Lords. There’s a
famous pop star who is regularly in the tabloids with his long-time
girlfriend on his arm. It might surprise you however to learn that
SHE is the Mistress and he is her devoted slave, despite the way it
looks in the papers. The others are big names in business but not
well known to the regular public.

K has
asked to choose one of his lordship’s slaves to accompany her on
the stage, so she chooses Brownie. That way when they have their
hair slicked back and wear sunglasses they will look very similar.
K takes her away and teaches her the cues she must follow during
K’s dance, when to remove K’s coat and when to hand her bananas and
so on. For the rest she will just follow K’s instructions during
the dance. The rest of the time Brownie will just sway from side to
side in time to the music.

The dance takes place on our 2nd night in the castle.
Glenreith has had chairs arranged in a semicircle in the Great
Hall, facing the main staircase, at the foot of which, on the
moveable stage, is a single, high-backed dining chair beneath which
there is a bowl of bananas. Glenreith takes a seat at the centre of
the U shape. The Contessa is sitting one side of him and I am on
the other. I have plugged K’s MP3 player into the castle sound
system and am waiting with the remote for my cue. The staircase
comes down from 2 sides of the room and joins into one. The girls
are waiting upstairs and when they are ready, K will step onto the
first stair down so I can see her feet, then I will start the
music.

Everyone
gets served food by Lord Glenreith’s slaves and castle staff, and
after drinks we all take our seats in the semi-circle while the
slaves kneel next to their owners on cushions. Glenreith stands up
and announces ‘Princess’ to the waiting crowd. When he sits down
the room is silent and after a moment I see K’s feet appear on the
top step. I click the remote and start the music. Fortunately I
don’t have to manage it during the dance, it is just one long piece
of music on a repeating loop and all I have to do is stop it at the
appropriate moment.

K and
Brownie walk down the stairs, taking one step at a time, in time to
the beat. They make their way to the bottom of the staircase and K
dances around the chair while Brownie takes up position at the side
of the dance floor. As she dances, K undoes the belt on her coat
and then unbuttons it but doesn’t open it yet. She dances backwards
and forwards towards the audience as she opens one side of the coat
and then the other, or both at the same time, giving the crowd a
flash of one boob then the other or her pussy.

K dances
over to Brownie who does the same, undoing her coat and then giving
flashes of her naked body to the crowd. As one of Glenreith’s
slaves Brownie is used to being displayed naked in public.
Eventually they remove each other’s trench coats and are dancing
naked except for their hats and sunglasses and leather collars.
That’s when they start with the bananas.


Initially K starts rubbing her own nipples and pussy with a
peeled banana and then offering it to Brownie to bite the end off.
Not to be outdone, Brownie does the same. After some of this, and
some kissing going on between the 2 of them, they take turns
sitting on the dining chair, legs wide, while the other one goes
down on them, which causes a lot of appreciative encouragement from
the crowd.

They
lose their hats and with their hair slicked back with gel, and
their sunglasses on they look like sisters except K’s body is
harder and more toned than Brownie’s. The girls start to get
wilder, they rub the bananas on themselves and then offer them to
the crowd to take a bite. After each piece of fruit has slid its
way along their slippery, wet slits, they are offered to the crowd
who are eager to eat them, and begin to queue, the men and some of
the women.

Feelings
are aroused (even I’m getting hard although I’ve seen this dance
many times before) and when it gets to the point that the audience
are no longer just eating the fruit but groping K and Brownie, they
step back from the crowd and K gives Brownie a command.

Brownie
takes a long leash that has been hanging on the chair back and
clips it to K’s collar and then steps back to the edge of the dance
floor, out of the way. K twirls the leash in front of her like a
propeller and the crowd parts as she ‘sashays’ her way across the
room to where Lord Glenreith is sitting. She takes her time
reaching him to drag the moment out. I don’t take my eyes off her
but she never once looks at me because that is the signal I’m
waiting for. K reaches Glenreith and as she stands in front of him,
she glances at me. That is my cue and I immediately cut the music,
so the room is deathly quiet as she kneels before Glenreith and
holding out her leash to him says, loud enough for the whole room
to hear, ‘I am yours, My Lord, to do with as you
please.’

There is
a big cheer from the audience when they hear that. Lord Glenreith
takes the offered lead and stands up. Looking at me, he says, ‘I
accept your generous gift, Roger. May I keep her for a few
days?’

‘She’s yours as long as we remain here in the castle. Have fun
with her.’

He
smiles at me and announces to the room, ‘If you’ll excuse me,
Princess and I have some business to take care of. I’ll be a little
busy for a while so don’t disturb me. Meanwhile, everyone enjoy
yourself. Good night to you all.’ And with that he heads off up the
staircase, towing K along behind him on the leash. She gives me a
last glance before she disappears out of sight.

I look
around the room and can see it is already descending into an orgy,
several slaves are already providing oral service to their owners
and shortly some of the owners make their slaves strip and Display
to see if anyone wants to play with them. The Contessa has already
bagged herself a handsome young, male slave to play with, so I go
over to the pop star’s Mistress and after some chat, end up banging
her in front of him. (I never liked his music anyway.)


Afterwards I notice that Brownie is still standing in the
corner by herself, everyone seems to have forgotten about her, and
so I claim her for the night. (Well, if Glenreith is going to bang
my slave, I’m going to bang one of his.) I make her wear the hat
and sunglasses in bed though, so she reminds me of K.




 





BACK TO THE
STABLES

 


 


I spend
the next few days amusing myself with some of the other guests,
Doms and slaves, as well as Whitey and Red. I don’t see much of K
except at breakfast each morning. Glenreith brings her down to the
dining room and she always gives me a sly wink. That’s her secret
sign to me that she’s okay, and whatever he has done to her has
been well within her limits and everything is fine. She wears the
same outfit as his other slaves, very tiny hot-pants and a halter
neck top, so when she moves around the room I can see her back. She
has a few whip marks but nothing worse than what I’ve given her in
the past.


Glenreith fills a plate for K and puts it on the floor next
to his chair and then sits down to eat his own breakfast. She
kneels down beside him and disappears out of sight below the table.
After he’s finished eating, Glenreith says to me, ‘Excellent young
filly you have here, Roger. You should be proud of her, trained her
well.’

‘Indeed I am, My Lord, she is a source of constant delight to
me … not to mention others.’

‘You say she’s a good runner as well? How do you fancy pitting
her against my girls?’

‘I suppose I could, what are the stakes?’

‘Well, we can have a bet on the side if you like, but mainly
the fun is pitting them against each other. I have a course around
the grounds, it’s about 2 miles long. As you know I have 3 girls
and I race them against each other, once a week. The first one home
gets pampered all day, allowed to wear a dress, sit at the table to
eat and so on. The one who comes in second, is put on a leash and
treated like a dog all day, the one who comes in last gets a sound
whipping and is then handed over to the stable lads to use, for the
rest of the day. Do you think you might want to risk your girl like
that?’

‘Knowing Princess, she’d deliberately come in last just so she
could spend the day in the hands of the stable boys, she’s like
that,’ I reply.

All eyes
of the other guests are on me, so nobody notices as K’s head slowly
rises up until her eyes can be seen over the rim of the table.
She’s staring at me accusingly, with her eyebrows raised. ‘But
yeah, I’d put her against any of your girls. Let’s do it.’ I glance
at K and she winks at me and then her head sinks below the level of
the table again.

‘I’ll put £50 on her,’ the Contessa speaks up.

‘Yes, me too,’ say a few of the others at the table.

‘I’ll take those bets. Do you ride, Roger?’ Glenreith
asks.

‘I’ve been known to gallop around a bit. Sometimes on a horse,
even.’

‘Good, you can come along then, if you like. I usually take my
horse and run the course with them. I chivvy them along with a
horse whip, you can join us so you can see the race is run fairly.
Of course during the summer months they do it naked, with just
running shoes on. That all right with you?’

‘I made Princess bring her running shoes along … just in case
something like this came up.’

‘Splendid. Shall we say 9 o’clock then, at the stables? You can
take your girl away and prepare her.’

‘Win or lose your lordship, unless she ends up in the hands of
the stable boys, I’d like to keep her with me after the race. I’m
leaving tomorrow with the Contessa and I’d like to have Princess
back today to get things ready for the trip.’

‘Yes of course. Thanks to you, I’ve had loads of fun with her
for a few days but one shouldn’t be greedy, eh? Until 9 then,’ he
says, standing up. He pats K on the head on, then heads out of the
room.

 



~~~

 


K and I
are both at the stables prior to 9 o’clock. (You know my thing
about punctuality.) Red, Whitey and Brownie are already there,
dressed as K is in just a robe and trainers. The stable lads have 2
horses prepared and we mount them when Glenreith arrives. One of
the lads hands Glenreith one of those long handled, horse whips
that you use when driving a horse (or pony girl) in a
carriage.


Glenreith gives the order to strip and the girls take their
robes off and hand them to the stable lads. Although it is summer
it’s still early and the sun is not up fully yet, and there’s a
‘nip in the air’. The girls shiver, their skin comes out in
goosebumps and their nipples become erect, but once they get
running they will warm up soon enough. I look them over, silently
congratulating myself that I have fucked all 4 of them. (Petty I
know but that’s what we men are like.)

‘For Princess’s benefit I’ll spell the course out for her. Run
down this road ahead, don’t take any of the side roads that branch
off it. Stay on this road and it will curve around and bring you
back to these stables, so you can’t get lost. It’s only 2 miles and
you are all runners, so you shouldn’t have any difficulty. Any
cheating or deliberately tripping one another up, I will take you
to one side and horse whip you, wherever we are. Right, everyone
ready?’

The girls call out their readiness then on Glenreith’s
command, they set off. Glenreith and I urge our horses forwards to
follow them. It’s a delicious sight. I’ve seen K run naked through
the woods before, but this time there are 4 such lovelies jogging
down the road, au
naturel. They are all runners and trained
pony girls so they all have fit bodies from regular exercise. Not
all as toned as K, but then she has undergone intense physical
training probably more recently than the others, but there is no
spare fat on any of these ponies. No wobbly bottoms jiggling or
saggy breasts flopping up and down as they run. A beautiful sight
and I wish I could capture it on film.


Glenreith gives them an occasional ‘THWACK’ with the horse
whip to encourage them along. As we reach what Glenreith tells me
is the half way point, the field begins to open up as Red starts to
fall behind. K is still going strong with the other 2.

When we
reach the home straight and the stables can be seen in the
distance, everyone speeds up but Whitey can’t keep up with the
other 2 and falls back, leaving K and her previous dance partner
break into a sprint, going hell for leather towards the finish
line. Eventually K’s daily running against the clock resulting in a
whipping if she took too long, pays off, as she pulls away from
Brownie and reaches the stables first, Brownie only seconds behind
her.


Glenreith and I reach the stables, and after a moment first
Whitey and then Red arrive. As the runners walk around, cooling
down as they recover their breath, Glenreith congratulates them on
a well-run race.

‘Princess! You did splendidly, congratulations. If only you
were staying another few days but alas I agreed to return you to
your owner today, so I must let you go.’

‘You do me too much honour, My Lord,’ replies K. ‘But as I am
being given back to my Master today, might I respectfully request
that Brownie might be permitted to enjoy the benefits of being the
race winner that I would have, if I stayed? After all, if I wasn’t
here she would have been the winner.’ I’ve often said it, K is a
big softy inside and as her and Brownie got close enough to
exchange bodily fluids, she feels that she’d like to help her
out.

‘Oh very well then, I can refuse you nothing. Red still gets
her whipping though. I can only let rules slide so far.’

K shrugs
and then comes to me. I hand over her robe and pull her close to me
so we can’t be overheard. ‘I want you to go upstairs, get showered
and then start packing up our stuff. We’re leaving
tomorrow.’

‘I’ve missed you. Will you fuck me later, Master?’ she
asks.

‘Maybe. In the meantime I’m going to hang around here for a
while. I want to see Red get her whipping, then I’ll come
up.’

‘As you wish, Master.’ She heads off up to my room.

I follow
Glenreith into the stables where a couple of the stable lads are
roping Red to one of the stalls, spread out in an X shape. The
others are taking care of our horses. Once she is restrained,
Glenreith takes a medium length whip and gives her a good going
over, while I smoke a cigar as I watch. I like to watch others
using a whip, see their style and pick up a few tips
maybe.

The 2
stable lads also watch in silence, knowing that she will be theirs
for ‘free use’ for the rest of the day. Eventually, when Glenreith
has finished punishing the girl, he throws the whip on the floor,
tells them, ‘She’s all yours,’ and walks out of the
stables.

Me? I go
upstairs and reclaim ‘Princess’.

 



~~~

 


Next
morning I have K, as my slave, take the bags out to our hire car.
When she comes back to the room to do a final check that we’ve left
nothing behind, I ‘tip’ her. I throw her a roll of
money.

‘What’s this?’ she asks.

‘It’s your winnings from the race yesterday. There’s £500 I
made in side bets and you may as well have it. You earned it after
all.’

‘That’s very generous of you, Master. Are you sure? If I’d lost
you’d have had to pay out so you deserve this as much as
me.’

‘Do I look like I need the money? Buy yourself something nice …
or buy Chloe something nice.’

K comes
to me and hugs me. ‘Look,’ I tell her, ‘you did really well on this
trip. I was so proud of you. First the dance, then pleasing his
lordship and finally, winning the race. You have boosted both of
our reputations ten-fold. We are now ‘the cool kids’ thanks to
you.’

‘It’s all thanks to you, though,’ she replies. ‘You made me
what I am.’

‘No K, you were always there … I just lured you out of the
shadows, let you shine in the light. That’s all you needed, someone
to believe in you.’

K says nothing with her head pressed against my chest but I
see her raise her hand to wipe away a tear. Women! They’re so emotional!

After a
moment, with head still buried in my chest she asks, ‘So we’re
travelling with the Contessa and Bruce?’

‘Yes, the Contessa persuaded me to cancel the flight from
Inverness and join her on the overnight sleeper train, which also
goes from Inverness. It’ll get us into London some time tomorrow
morning and then she’ll have her driver take us home after they’ve
dropped her and Bruce off at her London flat.’

‘Are we travelling with them to Inverness?’

‘No, they too have a hire car that they have to return to
Inverness, so they’ve gone on ahead to pick up the tickets and sort
out the compartments, and we’ll meet them at the
station.’

‘So we won’t just be in seats, we’ll actually have sleeping
compartments … with beds?’ she asks coyly and I know what she’s
getting at.

‘Yes, indeed. And I’ve already agreed with Bruce and the
Contessa that ‘Italian Rules’ will apply. Every time he saw you
around the castle his tongue was hanging out and he had a hard-on.
So after we’ve eaten in the buffet car, we’ve agreed that he can
take you back to their compartment and fuck you, hard I suspect,
and I will take the Contessa back to our compartment and ‘beast’
her all night long.’

‘I … I don’t know what to say … first the money and now letting
me have Bruce. You’re just too much of a great Master. I love you
so much.’

I lift
her head up and stare into those incredible blue eyes. ‘Well, when
you’re a nice person, nice things happen to you. And you’re a nice
person.’

She hugs
me again but before she can get all weepy I usher her downstairs
where we say our goodbyes to everyone and then head off on our
drive to Inverness.

 



~~~

 


K is practically walking bandy legged next morning, after the
fucking that I imagine Bruce gave her last night on the train. (She
does enjoy his cock, the dirty slapper.) ‘The Caledonian Sleeper’
the train is called though that’s a misnomer, it should be called
‘The Caledonian Shagger’ as none of us got much sleep last night.
K’s got a big smile on her face though and that’s the important
thing. It’s not important to me who
makes her happy as long as she is happy.

We
arrive at London Euston train station, bleary eyed but cheerful,
none of us having had much sleep. Thankfully, Bruce has been on the
phone to the chauffeur and he is there waiting for us. We
breakfasted on the train, so once Bruce and the Contessa have
disembarked at their flat, the driver then takes us back up to the
Midlands, while K and I both fall asleep in the back of the
comfortable limo.

Before
we completely drift off though, K turns to me and says sleepily, ‘I
got fucked by a Lord. You don’t happen to know any Dukes, do
you?’




 





A BIT ON THE
SIDE

 


 


I’m chatting with K as she does a nude workout for me on the
equipment I have in my garage. I like to watch her exercising naked
and getting all sweaty. Sometimes I make her oil up first so she
glistens as she strains on the sit up bench or the step machine.
She has developed a nice six-pack on her abdomen muscles that shows
when her stomach is tensed. God, I love
her body.

‘So how’s things with you and Chloe?’

‘Fine, fine,’ she replies. ‘I’ve started meeting her outside
the gym, having coffee or lunch. It makes it more like a date then,
but in public, so nothing can happen. Making her thirst for me.
Letting her know that I want her but not giving her the opportunity
to “close the deal” as it were and ramping up the sexual tension. I
remember something you said to me once about how you won me over
… softly, softly, catchee
slavee. But she has started kissing me when
we’re in her car or whenever there’s no one around. I think she’s
about ready to pop though and if I just gave her a little push,
she’d lay down for me easy enough.’

‘Remind me never to play poker with you. You know for someone
who thinks they’re gutter trash with low self-esteem you seem to
attract an awful lot of people who want to be with you. Alice,
Pete, Colin, Bruce, the Contessa, his Lordship … and me of
course.’

‘Ah, but you’re different. They’re attracted to the strong,
confident, take no prisoners, Outdoor Girl. And she is down
to you making me
that way. But you fell for Home Girl, the lonely, confused sub,
desperate to belong to someone. That’s why I love you.’ And as if
to prove a point she rubs her hands over her sweaty, oily breasts
and then runs them down her stomach and starts rubbing her pussy.
‘That’s why this is yours. You may let others use it but we both
know it belongs to you.’

At that
point I decide that as it’s mine I’ll use it … so I do.


Afterwards I tell K, ‘I want you to still carry on texting me
whenever you change location, text me before you leave and then
when you arrive. Explain to Chloe what you are doing and why. I
think she should see the level of control that you’re under. We’ll
see if that will scare her off or draw her in.’

‘As you wish, Master.’

 



~~~

 


‘When are you planning on seeing Chloe again?’ I ask
K.

‘We have a date on Friday, I thought I might “bring the plane
into land” that night so to speak. I’ve kept the poor girl waiting
long enough, I think.’

‘You know your first night together should be rather special.
I’ve taken the liberty of making a few arrangements on your behalf.
I know I said that Chloe was yours and I wouldn’t get involved but
I’ve set a few things up that you wouldn’t be allowed to as a
slave. So you should ring Chloe and tell her to keep Friday night
and all day Saturday and Sunday free. I want you to bear in mind
that I’ve done this not as your Master but as your friend,
okay?’

‘What have you done, Master?’

‘Like I said, it should be special so I rang Condolini’s
restaurant, told them who I am, who you are and booked a table
there for you, Friday at 8. If that doesn’t charm the panties off
her, nothing will. If anybody gives you any flak about being there
when you’re just a slave, tell them you are there on Master Roger’s
instructions and if they want they can ring me and once I’ve
confirmed it, I’ll arrange to have them whipped. That should shut
them up.’

‘A table at Condolini’s? She’ll be ever so impressed by that.
I’m not sure I can afford it on my allowance though.’

‘Well, you have the credit card, use that, I’ll pay for all
this. Next, it’s a shame to go to a place like that and then have
to come down to earth by just going home again, so I’ve taken the
liberty of booking you a room for 2 nights at the Willoughby Arms,
which is a posh hotel just around the corner from Condolini’s.
There’ll be champagne in the fridge.’

K’s jaw
drops open so I carry on. ‘After a couple of nights, if you want to
stay for longer, do so or if you go off anywhere else just ring me
and let me know. Ring me, not text me, I need to know it’s you.
Okay?’

K’s
still in shock and can only nod, dumbly.

‘Ring Chloe and tell her to glam up Friday night and to take
along a bag with spare clothes. Also tell her that a taxi will pick
you both up and take you to the Willoughby Arms to check in before
you walk round to Condolini’s.’

‘I don’t know what to say.’

‘Don’t say anything, except maybe, “Chloe, get your clothes
off!” when the time is right.’

K thinks
for a moment. ‘And it’s all set for Friday?’

‘Yes.’

‘In that case I want you to give me whipping on Thursday, a
hard one so I’m marked for several days.’ K likes me to leave whip
or cane marks on her when I punish her these days, she sees them as
badges of honour. She likes me to photograph them so she can look
at them later on her computer. I only gives her ones that fade in a
few days, nothing permanent.

‘But why? Don’t you want to be clean and untouched for that
first night?’

‘No. I want Chloe to see and understand that regardless of what
my relationship with her is, you as my Master come first and your
rules and punishments will always
take priority over anything that happens between
me and her, no matter how close we get. The fact that you put your
mark on me before sending me to her should tell her that. And I’ll
make a point of telling her that you are allowing me to be with her because
you’re a kind and generous Master.’

‘No need to go overboard with all that.’

‘But it’s true, many Doms would not let me have outside lovers
but you do.’

‘Anyway, however you play your relationship with Chloe is up to
you, if you want to keep it private fine, or if you want to try and
bring her into the family, that’s also fine by me.’

‘Ooh I can’t wait until Thursday,’ she says.

‘You mean Friday,’ I correct her.

‘No, I mean Thursday. I can’t wait for that
whipping.’

Thursday eventually comes. I take K to the Fun room and give
her a hard whipping and as a full stop at the end of it,
at her insistence, I give
her a really hard stroke across the buttocks with a riding crop. It
immediately brings up a large, red welt across that beautiful arse
and makes her cry. She continues to cry as I lay her on the bed and
rub Aloe Vera on it, but it will remain red and sore for days and
will remind her of me every time she sits down.

 



~~~

 


In the
early hours of Saturday morning I’m sitting up in bed reading, when
I get a text on my phone – MISSION ACCOMPLISHED. PLANE LANDED
SAFELY AND ALL PASSENGERS AND CREW SECURELY TUCKED UP IN BED. THANK
YOU FOR THIS, MASTER. I LOVE YOU SO MUCH. K – and a few love hearts
and smiley emojis.

Saturday
evening I get a call from K. Apparently she and Chloe are having a
ball together, balling each other. They stayed in bed fucking all
day and living on room service. Chloe has invited K back to her
place to stay for a few days. You know how it is when you first
fuck someone new, you can’t stop fucking until you’re
exhausted.

K is,
very properly, asking for my permission to go. I tell her she can
go and stay as long as she wants to as I will take the opportunity
to go and see some old friends. K and Chloe can play together until
I get back then I will expect K to return home. In the meantime
UNDER NO CIRCUMSTANCES is she to take K to our house while I’m not
there.

K may be
entranced by the scent of Chloe’s pussy juice but I’m still waiting
for the report to come in from The Society security office.
Obviously given the secret nature of the organisation, we have to
be careful who we admit into our circle. Therefore the people who
handle the security at our functions and keep the paparazzi at bay,
also do background checks on new people that appear on our horizon.
It saves us from exposes by nosy journalists and divorce lawyers
and so on. When it became clear that K was becoming enamoured of
Chloe I asked them to check her out. Until I get an ‘all clear’
from them, she won’t be allowed across my threshold.

Once I
get off the phone with K I look up Lucinda’s phone number and give
her a ring. She said she and Zara would like to see me sometime and
I’d like to fuck Zara again. They only live a couple of hours drive
away. If K is out there getting some ‘nookie’ then I don’t see why
I shouldn’t get some too.




 





LUCINDA &
ZARA

 


 


Lucinda
and Zara, what a pair. Lucinda has had Zara as her personal slave
for a few years now, about as long as I have known them. At Society
functions and when they are at home together, Zara’s hair and
makeup always matches Lucinda’s. Whenever Lucinda dyes her hair to
a different colour, Zara has to have her hair dyed the same colour.
Zara even has to wear coloured contact lenses when they are out, so
their eyes match. The idea, I think, is that Zara always has to
look like a clone of Lucinda.

There is
one difference however. At functions Lucinda dresses sexily but
still normal, she wouldn’t look out of place at a posh celebrity
ball, or a film premiere. Zara however is made to wear outrageously
sexy costumes, often exposing her breasts or buttocks and her
slightly ‘fuller’ figure than Lucinda’s. Lucinda is tall and slim,
Zara is tall but more rounded (in all the important
places).

The
amateur psychologist in me has a theory about that. Zara was picked
for her likeness to Lucinda, which once the appropriate hair colour
and makeup have been applied, makes it nearly impossible to tell
them apart if you don’t look below the neckline. I know Luci
personally and I know she has a lot of hang ups about various
things (including sex, which I’ll come to in a moment). Despite her
standing and popularity in The Society, she is really very shy. She
can be aloof and a Dominant character but that’s her way of keeping
strangers at arm’s length. Which makes her a perfect Dom. I believe
that Zara is an expression of how Lucinda would really like to
reveal herself to the world, but is afraid to. What she does is
dress Zara up as a ‘Lucinda doll’, with which she can express her
inner feelings about how she would like to appear and behave
publicly but doesn’t have the nerve.

So when
you see Luci leading Zara around in a skimpy thong, and naked
breasts bearing ornamental nipple decorations, that is actually
Lucinda silently declaring to the world, ‘Look at Zara! That is
actually me you’re looking at, it’s how I want to be seen! See how
beautiful I really am!’

It’s the
same when it comes to sex. If you are one of those fortunate few
who Luci likes and trusts (of which I’m one) you might, if you’re
lucky, be invited round on occasion to share her bed. Luci loves
oral sex and body worship, giving and receiving, but can’t abide
penetration except with tongue or fingers, she finds intercourse
painful and uncomfortable. So although she is happy with either men
or women in bed, she tends to prefer women as they don’t persist in
trying to fuck her, as most men do.

With
Zara though, it’s different. She loves to be fucked and Lucinda
loves to watch it. So after a lengthy, but sexually frustrating,
session where Zara and I pleasure Lucinda, she is more than happy
to watch as you ‘slake your unnatural lusts’ by pumping Zara until
the spunk is leaking out of her ears. This again I think is ‘sex by
proxy’ and if it wasn’t that Luci can’t enjoy intercourse, she
would happily be the one you were bouncing up and down on. As she
can’t do that she takes her pleasure vicariously through Zara. So
everyone gets what they want in the end.

I visit
them and spend a happy few days abiding by the rules of sex around
Lucinda while happily humping Zara, after seeing to Lucinda’s
needs.

As I
said, I reckon it’s ‘sex by proxy’ so while Luci is coming down
from her post orgasm high, she watches me fucking her proxy and
issues suggestions and instructions about what to do to Zara, while
wishing it could be her I was doing it to.

‘Fuck her arse, go on, give it to her hard.’

‘Pull out before you’ve finished, come on her face, make her
lick the spunk dripping off your cock.’

‘Shoot on my tits and we’ll make Zara lick it off,’ and so
on.

God,
Luci would be a really dirty shag if she could only do it herself,
I reckon.

Of
course Zara and I are only too happy to oblige as Luci has a really
dirty mind and sometimes has us do things that not even I would
suggest, but we do them anyway, as it pleases Luci and that’s why
we’re there, after all. Me for the fun and Zara for the chance to
please her Mistress.

I get a call from K one morning on my mobile to tell me she is
going back to the house, alone
she emphasises. I tell her I’ll be staying another
night at Luci’s. I want K to be in the house on her own for a while
without me or Chloe around, to give her time to think things over,
so she can sort her emotions out. It can be tough sometimes being
torn between 2 lovers. I don’t just mean sexual partners I mean
‘lover’ as I can see that K is developing an inordinate affection
for Chloe and it may blossom into something more serious. I’ve no
objections as long as it doesn’t interfere with what K and I have.
K can plough Chloe’s ‘canoe’ as much as she likes, as long as it
doesn’t rock our boat.

I stay
and play with the girls for one more night. Apparently it juices
Luci up so much that she even asks me to rub my cock along her wet
pussy slit and on her clit until she comes. Which is the nearest a
man’s cock has ever been to that ‘slice of heaven’ as far as I
know, for a long time. By the end of which I’m so horny and ready
to explode that I give Zara a right good pounding while Luci eggs
me on.
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When I
get home again, K rushes down to meet me and after giving me a big
hug and a kiss, stands to Attention, allowing the slave to take
over from the woman.

‘Shall I take your bag, Master? Shall I unpack it for you? I’m
sure you have some dirty laundry, I’ll just pop it in the washer
while you relax.’

‘Okay, that can all wait. It’s been a long drive and I need a
cup of coffee. Come join me in the kitchen.’ I take her into the
kitchen and she gets us both a cup of coffee from the
machine.

‘So … how were your days of “Wine, Women and Song”?’ I ask
her.

‘It was all fine,’ she says casually. ‘We had a lovely meal at
Condolini’s, nobody gave us any hassle about being there, then we
went back to the hotel and had a great time. Thanks for the
champagne by the way. In fact thanks for all of it, it was very
kind of you.’

‘You know very well that I talking about the sex, how was
that?’

‘Oh that, yeah it was okay I suppose,’ she says offhandedly.
‘She’s not had much experience I think and she was a bit nervous.
Madeleine was much better at it, she really knew how to please a
girl.’

I stare
at her for a long moment. After a while she blushes and looks away.
‘What’s wrong?’ she asks. ‘Why have you gone silent?’

‘I’m just trying to figure out why you’re lying to me.
“Madeleine was much better” … who do you think you’re
kidding?’

‘I don’t know what you mean. Mads was better at it.’

‘Yes but she’d been round the block many times, I’d expect her
to be …’ suddenly the penny drops. ‘I’ve got it!’ I tell her,
‘You’re deliberately downplaying it because you think that if you
say how good it was, I’ll get jealous. Well I promise you I won’t,
if you had a good time I couldn’t be happier for you.’

She looks up at me. ‘Really?’

‘Really.’

She
smiles and nods because she knows I’m telling her the truth.
‘You’re really good at reading people and understanding them,
aren’t you?’

‘It’s a talent I’ve always had, I can read most people like a
book.’

‘Okay then, the truth about our sex life. It was
fucking brilliant! Or
brilliant fucking, whichever way you want to look at it. By the
time we’d finished our meal the poor girl was practically panting.
On the way up to the room she couldn’t keep her hands off me … I
thought she was going to go down on me in the lift!

‘When I stripped her and licked her pussy she came on the spot
and nearly fainted. She’s been with men and women but not had a lot
of experience with either, but she tends to stick with women as
they’re “less demanding” as she put it. But I did find out during
the course of the evening she wanted me to dominate
her.’

‘I suspected as much from the way she’s been behaving towards
you,’ I told her. ‘But how did you find out for
certain?’

‘When she was working on pleasuring me, at first she wasn’t
very good to be honest, lack of experience, so I gave her few
gentle tips along the way, such as “kiss me here” and “don’t stop,
keep licking that for longer” and so on. She always responded with,
“Well, tell me what to do then”.

‘I thought she meant, keep offering suggestions as I had been
doing, then it hit me, she meant TELL ME what to do. As in
command her. I grabbed
her chin and looked her deep in the eyes and asked if that was what
she meant. She told me she did but hadn’t had the nerve to come
right out and say it. She said she wanted to experience the kind of
relationship I had with you.’

‘She said that to you? Outstanding. Did you take advantage of
it?’

‘Well, I had to assure myself that she really wanted that, and
wasn’t just saying it because she thought that was what I wanted.
So I decided to put her to the test. So I played one of your tricks
on her.’

‘Oh yeah, one of mine? What did you do?’

‘One of the things you do to slaves is you tell them that a
certain thing is going to happen at a certain time. It could be a
whipping or a fucking or whatever, but you make them wait and wait
for it, and as the time drags by and it gets nearer, the poor old
slave starts to worry about it. Will it be nice, will it be bad,
will it be gentle, will he punish me hard? And by the time the
deadline arrives, the slave can be a gibbering wreck. You’ve done
it to me plenty of times.’

‘I can be a bastard sometimes, can’t I?’ I admit to
her.

‘Yes, but I actually love it when you do that to me, it can be
scary and yet so arousing, waiting for the other shoe to drop. So
that’s what I did to her. I said I wanted her to give me a rim-job.
She tried to talk her way out of it but I told her SHE WILL give me
a rim-job. I tied her hands behind her back with the belt from her
robe and placed her on her knees, staring at the bathroom door. I
said I was going to freshen up and take a shower and when I came
out she would be giving me a rim-job. I didn’t ask her, I told
her.

‘Naturally I took my time, just to keep her waiting. When I
came out of the bathroom, I untied her and told her to kneel behind
me, between my legs, as I supported myself on the dressing table.
Then I told her to lick my arse and rub my clit and not to stop
until I came.’

‘And did she obey you?’

‘Did she? I couldn’t stop her. I came twice before I could get
her to stop. She told me afterwards as we were cuddled up in bed
that night she’d never done that before. It was the single most
disgusting, degrading thing she had ever had to do, but it was also
the most exciting, arousing thing because she was being ordered to
do it. She said as she played with me she fingered herself at the
same time and she came several times as well. So next day to even
things up, I did it to her as well.

‘And the rest of your time with her?’

‘We couldn’t stay in the hotel forever, so she invited me back
to her place and we just fucked and ate each other. Of course I
bossed her around and made her wait on me and she lapped it up. She
even showed me her collection of sex toys and let me tie her to the
bed and use them on her. Wait until she sees the Fun room, it’ll
blow her mind.

‘We had to go out to buy some food at one point and she dragged
me into the local pet shop and asked me to choose a dog collar and
leash for her to wear, so for the rest of my stay I kept her naked
and on a leash. She loved every minute of it.’

‘Well, I’m just knocked out for you. I mean it.’

‘So can I invite her round sometime? I’d like to show her the
Fun room.’

‘We’ll see. I’d like you to get to know her better before you
do that. We have to be careful who we let into our little
sanctuary.’

‘Of course, Master, I understand.’

‘You’re really taken with her, aren’t you?’

‘Yeah, I guess so. If you could see her, she’s so pretty,
especially naked, puts me to shame. I don’t know why she would be
interested in me. But there’s another thing … all the people you’ve
mentioned in the past that like me or are attracted to me, well,
they only know me because you introduced me to them.

‘This thing with Chloe, is because of me, it came to me outside The Society
and its influence. This belongs to me and I’m proud of that. It’s
something I have and wasn’t given to me by you. It’s mine. But it won’t come
between me and you, I promise.’

‘I’ve often told you to get a life outside of me and this
house, so if you’ve found someone that makes you happy, then that’s
fine by me.’

She
looks at me and smiles. No further words are necessary.
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I get a
text on my phone to say there is a secure email waiting for me on
The Society website. K is out running errands, so I log in,
download it, print it out and read it. It’s the security office’s
report on Chloe and it makes interesting reading.

She
appears to be exactly what she claims to be. Age 24. Comes from a
broken home, mother died while Chloe was still a toddler, father
still alive but she rarely contacts him. Went to a normal school
and then studied Computer Science at Uni. Now works for a computer
company that offers to try and break into their customer’s computer
network, ‘Penetration Testing’ they call it (ooh, err, missus).
It’s the sort of job you can do over the Internet, so she does it
from home most of the time. Have to keep her away from MY home
network though, or at least put in a few safeguards.

She’s had a few boyfriends and
girlfriends along the way, but nothing serious
apparently. Probably waiting for the right person (K perhaps) to
come along and take charge of her. I study Chloe’s pictures, some
of them show K as well as they were obviously taken after a gym
session. Even so, with her hair messed up and with no makeup, she
still looks very pretty. Her gym outfit shows off her tight, little
figure. K is a lucky girl if she has got her hands on
that body to play with.
Other snaps show her in working clothes, jeans, leather jacket and
T shirt, with minimal makeup but she still looks lovely.

All in all a clean bill of health and no red flags.
Good show. I email back
to say I accept the report, thank them for their work and the case
is closed.

When K
returns, after she has unpacked the shopping, I ask her to join me
in the study and bring some coffee. That way she knows she’s not in
trouble.

In the
military there is this saying about when you are stood to Attention
in the boss’s office and getting a telling off for something, it is
known as ‘An interview without coffee’, as opposed to a friendly
chat about your career prospects or whatever, where coffee is often
provided. K has learnt this so she doesn’t panic anymore when I ask
her to come to the study for a chat, if I ask her to bring coffee
along.

She sits
down and sips her coffee while waiting for me to tell her why we
are having this chat. ‘Here, read this.’ I hand her the report on
Chloe that I’ve printed out.

As soon as she sees what it is, she says, ‘You’ve had Chloe
investigated? Why?’

‘Because we don’t know anything about her. I needed to know if
we can trust her.’

K seems
a bit annoyed. ‘Wait a minute, did you have me investigated when we
began our relationship?’

‘Of course I did. Look … The Society is a closed shop, think of
us like a tribe if
you will. We all know each other and even if we don’t know them
intimately we know that the other members have been checked out and
are known to other members of the tribe. Then an outsider like
Chloe comes along and for the safety of the tribe, we need to know
if they can be safely allowed “within the walls” so to
speak.’

‘Did you have Madeleine checked out also?’

‘No need. She’d been a member of the family long enough before
she came to us. All it took was a few phone calls to her previous
owners and to Condolini’s restaurant and they all vouched for her.
Don’t get bent out of shape about it, it’s normal practice. Just
read the report.’

K puts
her head down and goes through the report several times.

‘All right, Master, I’ve read it thoroughly, so what does all
this mean?’ She waves the report at me.

‘It means that I have no objections to
you inviting her to the house.

‘Oh … you mean it’s okay to bring her home … I thought you were
going to say because of this report I couldn’t do that.’

‘Never jump to conclusions before you have all the facts, I’ve
told you about that before. Yes, bring her home, introduce me to
her. I like to know who I’m sharing your pussy with.’ K blushes.
‘Like I said, you can have free rein of the house and hot tub, etc.
whatever you like. And as she has made it quite clear she wants to
be dominated by you, show her the Fun room by all means, but play
it casual don’t push the BDSM side of things, wait until you think
she’s ready for that. And she can stay over if you want her to
anytime she’s here, you don’t have to ask, I give my permission but
just let me know when she’s going to be on the
premises.’

‘Okay, Master, I’ll check your calendar and then invite her
over when you’re at home one day. Thank you, Master.’

‘And one more thing, she’s a computer hacker by trade so DON’T
let her on any of the computers, not even to “just to check her
emails”, got it?’

‘Okay, got it … and thank you for this.’
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A couple
of weeks later I finally get to meet K’s ‘bit of passion’. K gives
a knock on the study door as Chloe’s car pulls up and we let her in
and say our hellos.

‘This is my Master … Master Roger. Master, this is
Chloe.’

‘Pleased to meet you, Chloe,’ I say shaking her hand. ‘Welcome
to our little abode. K, you don’t need to do the Master and slave
bit, we have a guest.’

‘You see, Master, I have discussed this with Chloe. It’s
important that if she is to visit here again, perhaps often, then
she should understand that my primary role is to serve you and look
after this house, and all that entails.

‘The only way to do that properly is for her to see me in my
daily routine, the things that I have to do and the things that are
done to me. There’s no point in pretending it’s otherwise when she
is here. If we are going to have any kind of relationship, then she
needs to see it completely, warts and all.’

‘It’s okay, Master Roger, I fully agree with what K is doing,’
says Chloe. ‘I want to understand what a Dom and sub
relationship is really
like. I’ve only read about it or imagined
it up ‘til now, at last I get the chance to see it at first hand.
If you don’t mind that is.’

‘Not at all, Chloe. And I’m not your Master, you don’t have to
call me that.’

‘What should I call you then?’

I have
already given this some thought. Although I wish to be friendly to
her as she means a lot to K, I think that as ultimately I am the
Master of the House, I should keep some distance between us and she
should also show some respect. ‘Call me Mr. Gilchrist or sir,’ I
tell her.

‘Very well, Mr. Gilchrist it is.’

K
invites us both into the kitchen for coffee. As I follow the girls
in I get a good look at Chloe’s outfit. She’s ditched the jeans and
leather jacket ‘biker’ look for the day and is wearing a pencil
skirt and blouse with a small jacket over the top. (I like to think
that’s K’s advice.) As I look at the nylons she is wearing I can’t
help wondering if they are stockings or tights … and is she wearing
knickers? I’m not sure how deep K’s influence is affecting her life
yet.

K dishes
up coffee and as she moves about the kitchen serving us, Chloe’s
eyes follow her every move. I can see she’s as smitten as K is. I
sit one side of the centre island and the 2 of them sit on the
other side. I see K’s hand dip down to squeeze Chloe’s thigh
occasionally to give her support.

We chat about Chloe’s work and what I do for a living. I get a
chance to have a good look at Chloe, damn she’s really pretty. Good complexion and a
nice smile, minimal makeup. Her blonde hair is cut short of her
shoulders with an off-centre parting. Not a bob like K’s where the
ends curl under, just hanging straight down.

As she
moves to put sugar in her coffee I can see she’s not wearing a bra
(on K’s instructions, I wonder?) and she has nice breasts. Not
actually large but as she is smaller than K, they are large when
attached to her small frame. It’s all relative, isn’t
it?

‘I’ve ordered a takeaway for the 3 of us to be delivered at 1
o’clock, Master, if that’s okay with you,’ says K. ‘If you don’t
mind, Chloe will be spending the day here. I thought I’d show her
the house, except for your room of course, and then we might have a
hot tub later.’

‘That’s okay, you can show her my room, it’s no
problem.’

‘What’s wrong with seeing your room, Mr. Gilchrist?’

‘Apart from when I clean the room, I’m only allowed into
Master’s bedroom on special occasions, and only when he is there,’
replies K.

‘While you’re giving Chloe the full tour you might as well show
her the Fun room as well.’

‘K has told me about the Fun room and what you do there. How
often do you beat her?’ Chloe blurts out.

K gasps
and stares at Chloe in astonishment. Chloe blushes furiously and
apologises. ‘I’m so sorry, it just slipped out, I didn’t mean to be
rude, I was just wondering.’

‘Well … as you’re obviously interested, I’ll tell you,’ I
answer her. ‘K gets a scheduled punishment whipping once a week. On
top of that if she commits any misdemeanour then she’ll get an ad
hoc whipping, so maybe 2 or 3 times a week.’

‘What constitutes a misdemeanour?’ asks Chloe.

‘Anything I choose it to be. K serves at my command and is
punished at my whim. Don’t forget that.’

Chloe
looks into my eyes and I can see she is nervous. ‘Yes, sir,’ she
replies. ‘I mean no, sir, I won’t forget.’

I can see what K saw about that need, that hunger Chloe has behind her
eyes, so trusting my instincts I decide to push it. ‘Would you like
to watch her next whipping?’

‘Yes, sir, I’d like that. I want to see how slaves are treated
in this house.’

‘Fine. K can arrange it with you. But you are just to watch,
not interfere, it’s a private moment between a slave and her Dom,’
I say, really laying it on thick. ‘So don’t abuse your access to
that moment.’

‘No, sir, I wouldn’t dream of it.’

Very
well. I’ll no doubt see you later. Have a good time today.’ And
with that I leave them to it.
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After
the food has been delivered, K gives me a knock on the study door.
She comes in and closes the door behind her.

‘K, about earlier, I hope you don’t think I was taking over,
she’s your guest, I shouldn’t just muscle in like that. Sorry,’ I
tell her.

‘No, that’s okay, Master. She should see how you run things
here not me, and if you want to discuss me with her and lay down
rules that’s fine. I like her but she really has to understand that
she will only ever play second fiddle to you. You go right ahead
bossing me around in front of her.’

We all
sit at the kitchen island and eat our takeaway. K opts to eat hers
out of her dog bowl, but I draw the line at making her kneel on the
floor and eat it, so she sits up with Chloe and me at the
island.

Chloe
tells me what a lovely house I have and how lucky K is to live
here. She also mentions what an eye-opener the Fun room is. ‘Wait
until you see it in action,’ I reply.

After we’ve eaten and K has cleared everything away and served
us coffee, she turns to me and asks if she can use the toilet.
Chloe looks surprised but K explains. ‘I’m a woman who likes to be
tightly controlled. So at my
request I should point out, Master Roger
has issued very strict instructions and rules for me to abide
by.

‘As you’ve seen, I have to phone or text him whenever I go from
one location to another. I wear what he tells me to each day, I
even had my hair cut to his instructions. We ate today at 1 o’clock
or thereabouts, as that is the time he has instructed me to eat
lunch every day. And I don’t know if you noticed that I only had
chicken, as he won’t allow me to eat red meat unless it’s a special
occasion. And on top of all that, I have to ask him when I can use
the toilet. As we are showing you all the things I have to do, then
I thought I’d show you this one as well.’

‘You can go to the toilet, K’.

‘Thank you, Master.’ And off she goes.

Chloe
turns to me and says, ‘So you keep her on a tight leash,
then?’

‘Only figuratively. The reality is quite the opposite, I’m
hoping that now she has found an outside interest she won’t need me
to be so hard on her. You have to understand, K’s background is
that she spent a lot of time when she felt nobody cared about her.
So now in her mind the more tightly you make rules for her and
control her, the more you care about her. If I start easing up on
the rules she’ll think I’m losing interest in her. That’s why I
have to be so harsh.’

‘So she welcomes it?’

‘She thrives on it.’

‘And do you think she’d be so harsh if she had a slave of her
own?’

‘No. I do it for her because she needs that reassurance, but if
you don’t need it like she does, then she would have no call to be
like that. Besides, I’ve seen her dominate other women and she can
be a bit of a softy, so you wouldn’t have anything to worry
about.’

Chloe
blushes again (easily embarrassed this one). ‘I didn’t mean me … I
was talking generally.’

‘Sure you were.’

K comes
back and I suggest that the 2 of them take a dip in the hot
tub.

‘But I don’t have a costume with me,’ says Chloe.

K and I
look at each other and laugh. ‘You won’t need one, no one can see
the hot tub from outside the garden so we always dip in the nude,’
K tells her. ‘Come upstairs and I’ll get you a robe to change
into.’ K takes her by the hand and leads her away.

I give
them their privacy and go back to work in the study. Later I hear
them heading up the stairs to K’s room. Several hours later I’m
watching TV in the lounge when K pops her head around the door.
‘Chloe is just leaving, I wondered if you wanted to say
goodbye.’

‘Sure thing,’ I reply and follow her out to the foyer where she
is waiting.

‘Thank you very much for allowing me to come round today. Very
gracious of you. I hope you’ll let me come back and see K again
sometime.’ She stretches out her hand.

I take
her hand and shake it. ‘You make K happy and anyone that does that
is always welcome in this house. Besides, don’t the 2 of us have a
date with K in the Fun room?’

‘If that offer still stands, then yes, I’ll see you then.’ She
goes to kiss K but then conscious of me watching turns it into a
peck on the cheek.

K goes,
‘C’mere,’ and plants a smacker on her lips.

K and I
stand in the doorway and watch as Chloe gets in her car and drives
off. K asks me, ‘If I promise to feed her and take her for walks
every day, can I keep her?’

I smile.
‘Of course you can, K.’

We go
back inside and close the front door.

‘And you’re not the slightest bit worried about losing me to
her?’ K teases.

‘You know the old saying, “If you love someone set them free
…”.’

‘Ah, that’s sweet.’

‘And if they don’t come back … then hunt them down
and kill them.’ I glare
at her through narrowed eyes. She glares back and slowly backs away
from me towards the kitchen, as if afraid to turn her back on
me.

I love
this woman, she gets my sense of humour. Life would be so boring if
she didn’t.
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It’s K’s
day for a punishment whipping. Chloe turns up as planned and I let
her in. ‘Let’s go into the kitchen and have a cup of coffee first.
I need to explain a few things to you before we begin.’

As I fix
us coffee out of the machine she asks, ‘Where’s K?’

‘She’s upstairs in the Fun room, waiting for us. I like to keep
a slave waiting for their punishment … or their reward. It
increases the tension the longer they wait.

‘Ah, yes, of course. K did that to me, I see where she got it
from now.’

‘Let me explain what is going to happen up there and what your
part in it is.’

‘Yes, sir.’ She could have called me Mr. Gilchrist which would
have been respectful, but she has opted to call me sir, which
implies she see me as a superior. We’ll see.

‘When we go upstairs I will allow you and K to greet each other
but after that there will be no contact between you unless I say
so. Once we start she will be totally under my control, to do with
as I wish. You will not attempt to interfere at any point or I’ll
send you out of the room.

‘I will beat her until I decide
she has had enough, do not ask me to stop. I might
ask your assistance to tie and untie her. Help if you wish. I may
also ask you to stroke her to soothe her at some point. Once I have
finished punishing her, I will have sex with her, it’s part of the
ritual, it’s all about the ritual. You are free to stay and watch
if you wish.

‘Along the way I will tell you certain things to explain what
is happening and the significance of it. Hopefully you can learn
from it. Any questions?’

‘Yes, sir. Why does K want me watch this? I’d have thought
she’d want to keep it a private thing between you and
her.’

I think
for a minute then answer truthfully, as I see it. ‘K likes you a
lot, she’d like what you have to blossom into a proper
relationship. But she wants you to understand her and the situation
fully before that happens. She doesn’t want you to say at some time
in the future that you can no longer see her, as you find her
lifestyle objectionable. That would break her heart. So she wants
you to see the best and the worst of her life. And if you stick
around after that then she’ll know you’re a “keeper”.

‘Also, I suspect that you have only read or heard about what it
is to be a slave, K is giving you the opportunity to see what it
actually means to be one. You may like it or it may scare you away,
but K is willing to allow you to see the reality of being a slave,
so you can make your own mind up. At least, that’s my take on it.
Now, if you’ve finished your coffee we’ll go up.’

To my
surprise, Chloe picks up our cups and places them in the sink. ‘I’m
ready, sir.’

I lead
her upstairs and usher her into the Fun room. K is standing there
wearing just a kimono and wrist and ankle cuffs. She and Chloe say
hello and I point to a spot where I want Chloe to stand.

‘Strip,’ I tell K and she throws off her kimono. The ropes and
chains are all set up so with Chloe’s help, K is quickly fastened
into her restraints, chained at wrist and ankle to the bottom of
the bed, facing towards the mirror. Arms stretched out to the bed
posts and her legs spread apart. Chloe can’t take her eyes off K,
strung up naked and helpless like that. She’s practically drooling.
I point out the chalk board on which the slave’s “safe word” is
written so that neither the Dom nor the slave can forget it in the
heat of the moment.

‘Go and kiss K,’ I instruct Chloe and she does so, a long kiss
on the lips. ‘Now stand back and be silent.’ I take up the whip, a
handle with a long thin strip of plain leather dangling from it,
not a plaited one like you see on a bull whip. I tell them both
that K is to receive 20 lashes back and front, and I want Chloe to
count them out loud as I do. I warn her that if she bungles the
call, then I will go back to the last correct number and carry on
from there.

I lay
into K with the whip. She makes it to 15 before she starts to moan
at each stroke, so I stop and put a ball gag in her mouth. Then I
tell her and Chloe that as I had to stop and it broke my rhythm,
there will be another 5 strokes on top of the 20.

Chloe
blurts out, ‘But, sir!’ but I point a finger at her to caution her
to be silent and she obeys me.

After
the next 10 strokes are over, I tell Chloe to go and soothe K
breasts which are glowing red, along with the stripes across her
belly and her thighs. Chloe rubs them gently for her. K leans her
head forward and rests it on Chloe’s shoulder, she cannot speak so
she moans softly to Chloe through her gag. I hear Chloe say to her
softly, ‘Don’t worry, Babe, it’ll be all right, I’ll take care of
you.’

Once
again with Chloe’s help, I turn K around and face her into the bed.
Still gagged she doesn’t disrupt my flow and the 25 strokes – yes
25 because she had 25 on her front, got to keep up the symmetry,
you know – go through without interruption, as Chloe counts them
out. At the end I tell her to release K and ungag her. After a
short cuddle while Chloe gently rubs K’s back and buttocks, K
pushes her away and kneels dutifully by the bed.

‘For your next lesson,’ I tell Chloe. ‘The whipping is for the
Dom to establish their dominance over the slave. What happens now
is the slave accepting that dominance by an act of submission.’ I’m
just wearing a T shirt and sweatpants. I drop my pants and sit on
the edge of the bed and without being told, K takes my cock in her
mouth and starts sucking me. Chloe is shocked but nevertheless,
moves in for a closer look. She watches fascinated as K’s head bobs
up and down in a practised motion.

After a
while I tell K to stop and she climbs onto the bed and I enter her
pussy. As I’ve said before, a fuck after a whipping doesn’t require
any finesse or technique, you just bang the slave until you come,
simple as that. When I’m ready to shoot my load I pull out and move
up to her mouth and K gratefully accepts my
‘contribution’.

I climb
off the bed and pull my sweatpants up. K lies there, gingerly
rubbing the tender parts of her body. I hand Chloe a bottle of Aloe
Vera and tell her to see to K and that they can have the rest of
the day to themselves. Then I leave them to it.

 



~~~

 


K comes
to me next day after Chloe has left and asks for a chat. ‘Do we
need alcohol for this? I ask. I find it lessens the pain when it is
a ‘serious’ conversation if we’re both slightly lubricated. She
assures me not, so I take her into the study and give her the
floor.

‘As you know, Master, Chloe’s job involves computer stuff that
I don’t really understand. Trying to break into various company’s
networks, apparently. Legally I might add. But most of the time she
doesn’t need to actually be there while it happens, she just sets
some program in action and as it works at “Gigabit speed”, whatever
that is … I thought it was something to do with Star Trek … and the
results are sent to a log, which she just has to analyse
later.

‘So she has a lot of spare time on her hands and she’s asked if
she can spend some of it with me on those days when I’m being a
house slave, you know, when Mrs. Scott is here or I’m working with
the gardeners, or days when I’m just dusting and cleaning around
the house.’

‘And you do mean those days when you are beaten and fucked by those people you
mentioned?’ I ask, doubtfully.

‘Yes. Chloe needs to see the life that I lead normally, that
it’s not all fine restaurants and fancy hotels, some days I have to
earn my keep. I want her to see me at my worst so she is under no
delusion that being a slave is a glamourous life. If that’s what
she wants then I should introduce her to Colin Saxby. But I feel
she wants more of a connection to her submissive side than
that.

‘Hopefully after watching me for a few weeks then she’ll get a
better idea of what a slave’s life is really like.’

‘That’s very thoughtful of you, K.’

‘I want this relationship to work, Master, so I need to make
sure she is fully aware of all the downsides as well as the
benefits. I don’t want her at some point in the future to throw up
her hands and say, “You never told me I’d have to do this!” You see
why I’m being so careful?’

‘Very well, I’ll inform Mrs. Scott and the gardeners that she
will tag along with you but as she is a “newbie” not even a sub
yet, she is not to be touched in anyway. For her part though she
must obey any instruction she is given. There’s no point to it if
she’s going to pick and choose which orders to follow.’

‘I understand, I’ll make sure she agrees to that before I bring
her along. And can I ask a further favour?’ She flutters her
eyelids playfully and then dips her head and gives me a look from
under her eyelashes with those incredible blue eyes of hers. I know
she’s only playing, she wouldn’t be so obvious and crass in real
life, or take me for such a fool to fall for it, but I have to say
when she does that, even in jest, something tightens in my
chest.

‘You know I can refuse you nothing, dear.’

‘On those days when Chloe is here, can she stay over? Without
me having to ask you each time? She can sleep in my
room.’

‘Okay, but only if you promise to have sex with her each
time.’

‘You drive a hard bargain, Master but okay … it’s a
deal.’

We shake
hands formally and off she goes, humming to herself.




 





THE TAMING OF
CHLOE

 


 


Over the
next month I watch K and Chloe on the monitors as they work around
the house and garden under the supervision of Mrs. Scott and Tom
and Sid the gardeners. As instructed by me, they freely use K in
the manner to which they have done up until now, but leave Chloe
untouched.

They put
them to work, cleaning around the house or labouring in the garden
but they also take pleasure in having K submit sexually to them. I
watch K have to kneel and give old Mrs. Scott a good tonguing and
she encourages her during the cleaning with her whip.

K, when
she’s allowed to wear clothing, dresses in her Downton Abbey outfit
and she has lent Chloe a Roman Slave outfit to protect her own
clothes when they are working in the garden.

Likewise Sid the gardener and Tom his apprentice make the most
of free access to K. As the weather is still warm they strip K
naked except for her boots, then they make her and Chloe labour in
the garden, mowing the lawn, lugging logs around and so on and if
they feel they are not working hard enough, they take the whip to
K. When the mood takes them, Sid or Tom or both will take K into the summer
house and fuck her roughly. Then they put her back to
work.

All the while, through these encounters, Chloe stands quietly
in the corner and watches with interest. You can see she feels
sorry for K but behind that there is also a frisson of excitement
at being in this world she has long dreamed of. A part of but not yet a participant.

After
these working days, each night K and Chloe retire to K’s room and
do … whatever. I don’t know because although I monitor them on the
cameras during the day, I switch off the ones in K’s room when the
2 of them are together and give them some privacy. I only turn them
on when K sleeps alone, as she likes me to watch over her while she
sleeps. She no longer needs it but she still likes me to do
it.

Of
course K doesn’t exclusively work as a house slave. I still let
Squire Amos diddle her once in a while and she sees Pete to play
games with him but when she comes back with the video of the
encounter, I make sure that she shows it to Chloe. K tells me that
instead of shocking Chloe, it makes their sexual encounters even
livelier.

 



~~~

 



Eventually the day comes that I’ve been expecting (or rather,
hoping for). K comes to me in my study and tells me that Chloe
wants to become her slave. ‘Of course you mean sub, don’t you? You
did explain the difference between Master and a slave, and a
Dominant and their submissive?’

‘I did but she wants to go straight to slave.’

‘Well tell her she can’t, you’re in charge. She must serve her
apprenticeship as a sub first to see if it will work out before you
take it further.’

K looks
down at her hands and doesn’t answer me.

‘K, what’s wrong?’

‘The thing is, Master, I’m not sure I can do this.’

‘Nonsense. You’ve had a slave before.’

‘Yes but Madeleine was a fully trained up slave. All I had to
do was issue orders for her to follow. I’ve never trained a
“newbie” from scratch before. I don’t know if I can.’

‘Look, as I explained with Madeleine, rule one is
bluff it. If you act as
if you’re in charge then people will follow you. Next, I’ll print
out the same set of rules that I made you to agree to when you
became my sub, and that is half the battle. Most of the major rules
such as dress code, don’t wear underwear, etc. and rules of
behaviour are already covered in that. Once she’s signed that then
you already have control of her body, then you just have to work on
controlling her mind. Lastly, if you’re not sure what to do, just
make her do the things I make you do.’

‘But it’s Chloe, I don’t want to make a mess of it and screw
things up between us. Master, I need your advice and guidance on
this.’

‘That’s my job as your Master, to provide that guidance, my
young Padawan.’ (I throw in a Star Wars reference.) ‘Remember,
there’s her, then above her there’s you, and above you there’s me.
I’ll always be there to show you the way.’

‘Thank you, I feel so much better. What do we do now? What’s
the next step?’

‘Well I’ll print out the rules for you and at the appropriate
time you can get her to sign them. Next you’ll need a collar for
her. Will a rubber one like yours be okay?’

‘Yes, that will do nicely.’

‘Do you have a special name for her … like Dogface was for
you?’

‘Well, it’s a little embarrassing …’

‘Come on, I’m your Master, you can tell me
anything.’

‘I was watching her once when she was in the shower, and with
that perfect little body of hers and her being so pretty, with all
the water running off her she looked just like one of those
impossibly beautiful Elves you see in the movies. I told her that
and later that night when we were being intimate, she asked me to
call her “Elf”, so I guess you could say that is her special
name.’

‘Fine I’ll arrange for a collar with that name on the dog tag
then.’

I turn
to my computer and print out the rules of submission that K had to
agree to when she became my submissive. I hand them to K and she
takes them away with her.

Elf? I think to myself. The way Chloe
flits around the place she always struck me as more like a ‘Pixie’
than an Elf. Oh well, whatever makes them happy.

 



~~~

 


A couple
of weeks later, although I’ve had to go into the office several
days this week, K has asked me to keep a couple of days free at
home for something and could she borrow my study to do some
business with Chloe, and also the Go Pro camera. I tell work not to
call me unless it’s an emergency and I sit around the place
watching videos.

Chloe
arrives and K greets her. K is dressed up in a business suit and
Chloe is dressed in a skirt and jacket, with a shirt underneath.
All very official looking. I don’t know if it’s K’s influence but
Chloe seems to be getting away from the ‘Biker chick’ look. After
getting cups of coffee they go into my study and close the door
behind them.

I’m
sitting in the kitchen about 45 minutes later when they both come
out of the study. Chloe is wearing the rubber collar I acquired for
K to put on her, if she became her sub. They kiss passionately and
then Chloe leaves. K joins me in the kitchen and throws a sheaf of
papers across the centre island to me.

‘There ya go,’ says K with a broad grin. ‘The Rules of
Behaviour all signed and sealed. “Elf” is now officially my sub, to
play with as I will. I even made her record the tape saying it was
all voluntarily. Then I told her to go down on me after she’d
signed, just to reinforce my power over her. Did you see her
wearing the collar? She loved it, thank you for that. She told me
she’ll be so proud to wear it.

‘Now then, as she is my sub, she thinks it is about time that
she was whipped. She says she’s watched it happen to me so many
times and she is just yearning to feel it herself. And she wants me
to do it.’

‘I’d buy tickets to see that.’

‘You won’t have to … she wants you there to watch
it.’

‘Why?’

‘I think she has finally come to understand the nature of our
relationship, mine and yours. Previously she may have thought that
there are 2 relationships at play here, mine and yours and hers and
mine. But it seems to have sunk in that there is only one
relationship, I’m an offshoot of you and she’s an offshoot of me,
so really we’re all connected. We’re all part of the same family,
you, me, her … Judith even.

‘Also she’s smart enough to know you find her attractive and
would like a piece of her. She knows how much I care about you, so
I figure she’s doing this knowing it will please you, which in turn
will please me.’

‘When’s this due to take place?’

‘Tomorrow. I told her to arrive around mid-morning and we’ll
begin then.’

I can
see that K is all hyped up, so I say to her, ‘Are you all right. Do
you need a drink?’

‘No that’s not what I need. Tomorrow for the first time in my
life, I am actually going to claim a woman as my property and make
her mine, for real this time
not like with Madeleine. I think today I need you
to take me to bed and fuck me hard, just to remind me I’m
your slave.’

I take
her by the hand and lead her upstairs.

 



~~~

 


Next
morning, Chloe arrives. K waits in the kitchen unseen, as I hand
Chloe one of K’s kimonos and tell her to go the Fun room, get
changed and wait for us. Then I go into the kitchen and make K and
I a coffee. We hang around for a while, just to let Chloe get
really nervous as she waits. The reason that K is not showing
herself to Chloe is that yesterday she told me, ‘As it’s a special
occasion for Chloe I’m going to give her a surprise and go full on
Dominatrix. Corsets, suspenders and what have you.’ So she’s
dressed like that today and covered it with a robe, having already
applied her ‘Wild makeup’ with dramatic eye shadow and
eyeliner.

Under her robe she is wearing a thick leather, studded collar,
and wrist cuffs, over fingerless gloves. A tight leather corset,
that leaves her breasts and arse exposed, suspenders and stockings
(but no knickers) and some really
high-heeled, knee-length boots. A touch of
shocking red ‘lippy’ to finish it off. For effect she is carrying a
riding crop but that won’t be getting used on Chloe
today.

When we
judge that Chloe will be freaking out soon if we don’t go to her,
we make our way upstairs to the Fun room. I open the door and stand
aside leaving K framed in the doorway. I hear Chloe gasp with shock
at the sight of her. It’s either Chloe’s dream come true or her
worst nightmare.

K pauses
in the doorway for effect for a moment then saunters casually into
the room and over to Chloe. I stand against the wall by the
chalkboard. K stands there with her hands on her hips and says,
‘Strip.’

Chloe glances at me and then removes the kimono, folds it
neatly and places it on the bed. K has
trained her well, I think to myself. She
stands in front of K again, who holds up one finger and rotates it
in the air. Chloe obediently turns round to show her
back.

K puts
the riding crop on Chloe’s neck and pushes her in my direction.
‘Master Roger would like to see what you look like naked. Display!’
Chloe clasps her hands behind her neck so she is completely
exposed.

I look
her up and down. God, she has a fantastic body! Not as tight and
toned as K’s but then she isn’t made to run or workout most days as
K is but still … perfectly round boobs, an evenly matched pair,
(not every girls are!) a nice flat stomach, fine pair of legs. My
mouth starts to salivate, looking at her.

I nod to
K and she orders her to turn round and face away from me. Good,
firm buttocks, also perfectly round. I have an urge to sink my
teeth into them but that will have to wait for another day,
perhaps. If I’m lucky.

‘I’ve been teaching her the positions,’ says K. ‘Look,’ and she
orders Chloe into various positions, as displayed in pictures on
the wall behind me. Attention … Stand at Ease … Kneel ... Kneel Up
and so on. Chloe faithfully follows K’s commands and accurately
puts herself into the correct posture.

‘Enough!’ commands K. ‘Stand against the bed end, facing the
mirror.’ Chloe does as instructed. ‘Have you decided on a “safe
word” yet, Elf? Don’t just pull something out of the air, it must
be one that you can bring to mind instantly, even when you are
under pressure.’

‘Yes I have, ma’am,’ replies Chloe. ‘It’s “Hard
Drive”.’

‘Tell me again so there’s no mistake.’

‘Hard Drive,’ she repeats.

K points
at me with the riding crop and I write HARD DRIVE on the chalkboard
hanging on the wall. It saves either the whipper or the whipped
from forgetting the word/phrase in the heat of the moment. K
reminds Chloe that no matter how much she struggles or cries, even
asking K to STOP, K will not until Chloe invokes the safe
word.

K and I
discussed today’s scenario, last night. She opted for having
Chloe’s arms tied above her head, to the overhead, central beam of
the bed, and her legs spread, attached to the legs of the four
poster, in a kind of upside down ‘Y’ shape. She won’t be gagged, no
matter how much noise she makes, as we both agreed that we’d like
to hear Chloe moan.

I help K
fasten Chloe into position then stand back out the way. K stands
next to Chloe and they stare at each other in the mirror. I look at
both of them and funnily enough I notice that Chloe has her pussy
hair trimmed the same way as K does, all hair present, not shaped
or shaved in any way, but trimmed very short. I can just imagine
the pair of them trimming each other’s pubes with the electric
trimmers.

They
finish their staring contest and then K grabs hold of Chloe by her
hair and gives her one of her, ‘I own you, bitch!’ kisses. She
teases Chloe’s nipples, tugging on them and gently twisting them as
she questions her. Occasionally she gives them a flick, which makes
Chloe gasp.

‘Now then, Elf, tell me why you are here?’

‘I am here to be punished, ma’am.’

‘And why are you to be punished?’

‘Because I’m your sub and need to be beaten to keep me in
line.’

‘Why? Are you a bad girl?’

‘Yes ma’am, a very bad girl, Oh God
don’t touch me there!’ she cries as K runs
her finger along Chloe’s pussy.

‘You’re very wet,’ says K, licking her finger. ‘You must be a
very bad girl, Elf. Yes, I shall have to punish you,’ then she
steps back and I hand her the cat o’ nine tails. We agreed that for
Chloe’s initiation to the BDSM world K would just use the
(comparatively) mild cat and then a flogger on her breasts and
buttocks.

K sets
to work on Chloe and makes her count out each stroke out loud. K
decided on 15 front and back as the optimum amount but Chloe fluffs
the count a few times, so by the time she has counted to 15 she has
probably been beaten about 20 times.

Chloe is
moaning by this time but now she shrieks as K slaps her breasts
with the flogger, a short leather strap on a wooden handle. To
round things off, K gives her a few strokes on the pussy as well.
Chloe has shed tears by this time but K ignores them – no safe
word.

I help K
turn Chloe around to face the bed and K goes to town on her back as
she is now shouting out the number of each stroke but bravely does
not give in, even when K uses the flogger on her arse, beating it
until it’s red.

Chloe is
crying and begging for mercy, promising to be good, but still
doesn’t speak the safe word, seemingly determined to prove her
resistance, for K’s sake. Eventually Chloe’s ordeal comes to an end
and K goes to her, rubbing her buttocks and then reaching round to
soothe her breasts, while whispering ‘Sweet nothings in her
ear’.


Eventually Chloe calms down and we release her from her
restraints. She’s a little disorientated and unsteady on her feet
(which is natural after being strung up and whipped for the first
time) but she dutifully goes to the side of the bed and kneels
down. ‘Oh you don’t have to do that,’ says K.

Chloe
responds, ‘It’s part of the ritual.’ Then she looks at me and says,
‘It’s all about the ritual, isn’t it?’ I nod in agreement and
motion K to take her position, sitting on the edge of the
bed.

K looks
at me and shrugs. Then she takes her place on the bed and spreads
her legs wide so Chloe can shuffle forward and begin tonguing her
pussy. I don’t know about those 2 but I’m in heaven watching it.
Anyway, due to the heightened emotion and intense sexuality of the
situation, it’s not long before K starts to show signs of imminent
‘gratification’. She holds her hand out to me and I take it and sit
on the bed next to her. She always seems to come harder and quicker
if I hold her hand when she is being brought to orgasm by someone
else. It’s as if our contact makes all her nerve endings fire off
at twice the volume.

As we
reach the ‘top of the hill’ so to speak, she grabs Chloe’s head
with one hand holding her firmly in position and her other hand,
holding mine, is clasped to her mouth as if trying to stifle her
moans, and she actually bites my hand at one point, as the damn
bursts.

When
she’s come back down to earth, she kisses my hand where she bit it,
and lets it go. Then she tells Chloe to Kneel Up. Chloe rises up so
her head is now level with K’s chest. K leans down and licks
Chloe’s face clean of all K’s pussy juices and then gives her a
long, passionate kiss, one of her “Thank You” kisses, and then lays
back on the bed, getting her breath back.

Chloe
looks up at us both, ‘Did I please you both, sir,
ma’am?’

‘Indeed you did, Chloe,’ I tell her.

‘Would you call me, Elf, sir, like K does? I’d like
that.’

‘Sure thing, Elf.’ I put my arm around K who is sitting up
again. She pulls Chloe to her feet and then sits her down beside
her, holding her hand, resting her head on my shoulder. I reach out
further and my hand reaches as far as Chloe’s neck, so I cup my
hand around the back of her neck and the 3 of us sit there,
entwined.

 



~~~

 


Over the
following months the relationship between K, Chloe and I deepens.
Chloe has taken to calling me Master or Master Roger, even though I
frequently remind her she doesn’t have to. Chloe seems determined
to emulate K as much as she can, she even eats out of a dog bowl on
her knees, lets me feed her by hand and so on, all to please both
me and K. She’s quite happy to be led around the place naked by K,
walking past me in the buff without batting an eyelid, but
remembering to say hello to the Master of the House. K even dresses
her up in a Downton Abbey outfit when she helps her with the
cleaning. It makes her look like a Mini-Me but I don’t laugh at
them, they make a lovely couple.

K often
invites me to join in on Chloe’s whippings, I sometimes combine K’s
sessions with Chloe’s so I punish the pair of them at the same
time, as I used to with K and Madeleine.

We’ve
even progressed to the stage where I can fuck Chloe too whenever I
please, I don’t have to ask K first. It started with K wanting
Chloe to see me fucking her, so as to desensitise her to it. As
Chloe is only staying over on certain nights and she and K usually
sleep together on those nights, K came up with the idea of me
taking her to my bed instead and fucking her while Chloe looked on.
At first K shut up Chloe in the cage in my room and she had to
spend the night in that, watching from there. I remember looking
over one night and seeing the look of anguish on Chloe’s face, but
I’m not sure if it was because I was fucking her girlfriend or that
she wasn’t part of the action.

After
that, the 3 of us climbed into the same bed and Chloe just watched,
rubbing herself as K and I did the business. Which in time
developed into Chloe and I making love to K, which naturally led to
a bit of crossover in the ‘what organ goes in whose mouth?’
scenario, and soon I was eating Chloe out and she was sucking me to
orgasm and at K’s urging, taking my full load in her mouth and
swallowing it, like a professional.

It was
only a short hop to full intercourse from there, egged on naturally
by K. After that threesomes or me just doing Chloe if K wasn’t
around, became the natural order. Chloe seems to have accepted that
as she belongs to K and K belongs to me, then she naturally belongs
to me too.

One day
K comes to me and wants to talk about something. ‘As you know, Elf
only has to work a few days a week, other days she stays here
overnight when she visits. I’d like to swap things around and have
her move in with me, in my room, and then she can go back to her
place when she has to work.’

‘Have you asked her about this?’

‘Of course I have, Master. She nearly wet herself with
excitement. She’d love to come and stay with me and she promises
that she will be as faithful and obedient to you as she is to me,
and nothing needs to change in that regard. She’ll serve you as
loyally as I have. She’ll keep her flat and car and keep paying for
them, she can afford it, and that will be her registered address.
You won’t have to finance her like you did me and Mads, so it won’t
cost you a penny. The only expense will be feeding her.’

‘So it’s really serious between you and her then?’ I
ask.

‘Well it is for me. I can’t swear to her feelings but I’m
pretty certain it is. Please, Master, can I have this? I’ve never
asked you for much and in return I’ll do anything you want.’

‘You already do.’

‘No, I mean anything. You can put me on The
Society database and you can rent me out as a pony girl, lend me to
men who will treat me as if I was back in the Dungeons, whatever.
I’ll accept it if you just say yes to this.’

‘It means that much to you?’

‘Yes, Master,’ she replies and her eyes get a bit moist. ‘I’m
sorry, it doesn’t mean I love you any less, this is just different
somehow … but it’s no threat to us, I promise.’

‘Then of course she can move in. I told you once that if you
ever found a woman you could love then I’d let you move her into
the house, but I doubted that you would find someone who would be
understanding about your being my slave. That doesn’t seem to be an
issue here as your woman of choice is also happy to be my slave.
There will be certain conditions attached however.’

‘Anything you want. Like I said, give me to whoever you
like.’

‘No need to sacrifice yourself like that. What I mean is that
she will use ONLY the laptop that I supply her, in this house to
check her emails. It will be rigged so it can only go to the
Internet, not onto our home network and she can have a printer
attached should she need one. She never touches PC’s on our network
and never conducts her business from this house.’

‘You weren’t that strict with Madeleine.’

‘Madeleine didn’t hack NASA for a living. I don’t want any of
that being traced back to my home. She can do it from hers or her
workplace, as she probably has special clearance for
that.’

‘So … it’s a go then? You give your approval?’

‘Of course, you can start moving her in whenever you like. Use
the wardrobes in the guest bedroom if you run out of
space.’

‘I’ll tell her the good news then, I’m seeing her this
afternoon. How can I ever thank you?’

‘Just tell me you love me.’

‘Oh I do, Master, I so love you.’

‘And one more thing, K. This is entirely up to you to decide
but if you’re taking this big a jump, why don’t you go all the way
and once she’s moved in, make her your slave? She would love that
and so would you.’

K pauses
for a moment as she considers this. ‘In that case can I have a cage
in my room as well? It’ll be fun to make Elf sleep in there some
nights.’

‘I’ll order one for you. And while I’m at it, I’ll buy you a
new bed, a King-size one. You’ll be needing the extra
room.’




 





A COLLAR FOR
CHLOE

 


 


Chloe
has been living with us for a few weeks now. K has asked for my
help in getting her a collar with a tag on with her name and the
date when her collaring will take place. K has asked if I will put
the collar on Chloe as the Master of the House.

On the
appointed day (we had to plan ahead and put a future date on the
tag then wait around for that date to arrive) 10 minutes before the
appointed time, good girl, she knows my liking for punctuality,
there is a knock on my study door, when I call, ‘Come in,’ Chloe
opens the door and K comes in carrying a tray with champagne in an
ice bucket and a tray of biscuits and sweets. I notice that K is
dressed nicely in a skirt and blouse and Chloe is just wearing a
red kimono and nothing else. Also K has made her up so she has gone
from ‘really pretty’ to ‘gorgeous’.

K comes
to me and taking me by the hand, leads me round to the front of the
desk, then she positions Chloe in front of me. ‘Elf would like to
make a declaration to you, if you’ll permit it.’

‘Very well,’ I say graciously. ‘I’ll permit it.’

Chloe
unties the belt on her kimono and in what is obviously a
‘practised’ move, K steps behind her and grasping the kimono by the
shoulders, pulls it away, revealing Chloe’s complete
nakedness.

K hands Chloe the rubber collar we had made for her and steps
back. Chloe sinks to her knees and looking up at me recites a
speech that K has obviously written for her. ‘Although I have been
under the care and protection of K these past months, it is only
right and proper that I serve you also as Master of the House.
Although K is your slave and has been training me, it is
ultimately you that we will both serve and belong to, Master, so I am here
today to offer you my love and my loyalty and humbly ask that you
accept me as your collared slave.’ She bows her head and holds the
collar out in both hands, offering it to me.

I look
across at K and she is beaming with pride. So much so that I can
think of no other course of action than this…

‘I’m sorry, Elf, I’m afraid I cannot accept your offer of
service.’

There is
gasp from K and Chloe looks up at me in surprise. ‘Do I not please
you, Master?’

I tell
her truthfully, ‘Although it’s true that while you are a member of
this household, I am free to avail myself of you in any way I
please, I am not the one you should be swearing this oath to and
asking them to collar you.’

I beckon
K over and say to Chloe, ‘This is the person that you should swear
your love and loyalty to, Elf. She is the one who saw your
potential and loved you and trained you. Offer your collar to her
not me, for she is your true Mistress.’


Wordlessly Chloe offers the collar to K, who with tears in
her eyes, takes the collar from Chloe and fastens it around her
neck. She pulls Chloe to her feet and now both of them start
bawling out loud as they hug and kiss.

I watch them as I open the champagne and in a nice piece of
theatrics, Chloe breaks away from K’s embrace, drops to her knees
again and kissing K’s hand declares, ‘I will serve you all my
days, Mistress!’
To the delight of both of them.

I hand
Chloe her kimono and once she is dressed again I give them both
glasses of champagne, and we all toast K’s and Chloe’s new
relationship.

K kisses
me on the cheek and whispers in my ear, ‘Thank you for that, it was
very generous and you knew how much it would mean to me.’ She turns
to Chloe and tells her, ‘Now remember what the Master said … you
are now my property, which makes you also his property, so he can
use you any time, any way he likes.’

Chloe
bows, ‘It will be my honour to serve him in the way that I will
serve you, Mistress.’

I have
my hand on K’s back and I feel a tremor of excitement run through
her at being called Mistress by her own slave. I gave her Madeline
to play with as a slave once, but that was a temporary arrangement
and I had hired Mads. Others like Long Susan had been made to call
her Mistress but once again, it wasn’t real and only for one night.
This was different, Chloe was her actual, real life slave who she
could love, treasure, and abuse at will, “dress her up like a doll”
or do anything she wanted with. And more important for K I think,
someone who would love her back.

‘As it’s a special occasion, Master, may we have some
chocolate?’ K asks.

‘Yes, in a moment. I want to show you something before you get
all sticky.’ I go to my desk and opening a drawer, take out a
jeweller’s necklace box. I hand it to K. ‘Give that to Elf,’ I tell
her.

Puzzled,
K hands the box to Chloe who opens it. Chloe’s jaw drops and she
stands there with her mouth open. ‘It’s beautiful, thank you.’ She
takes the necklace out of the box and holds it up. It’s identical
to the necklace I gave to K that she is now wearing around her
neck, but instead of the wording on K’s necklace, this one
says

 


‘Elf’ – Property of Kxxxxxx Xxxxxxxx

 


(Of
course her real name has been edited out of this book.) They almost
squeal with delight at having matching necklaces. ‘Thank you so
much, Mistress. I saw your necklace and wanted one of my own, now
we both have them. I’m so happy.’

As they
hug, K looks at me over Chloe’s shoulder with such an expression of
love and gratitude. I raise my glass to acknowledge it. When they
separate I say to them, ‘Why don’t you take the champagne … and the
chocolate up to K’s room and celebrate properly?’

K looks
at Chloe and then back at me, ‘Why don’t you come with
us?’

‘No, thanks for the offer but this is a special moment between
a slave and her Mistress. It should be private. You 2 go on ahead
without me.’

I kiss
them both and then send them on their way. Guess I’ll be eating
dinner on my own tonight and K will be eating more than just
chocolate.

 



~~~

 


A few
days later I walk into the kitchen to get some coffee and K is
sitting at the centre island, quietly weeping into her
handkerchief. I go to her and put my arm around her.

‘What is it K? What’s wrong?’

‘Oh it’s nothing, Master, I’m just being silly.’

‘Come on, K, out with it. Has Chloe upset you?’

‘It’s Chloe but she hasn’t upset
me,’ K is eager to make that
clear.

‘What’s up then?’

‘Last night in bed, Chloe told me that she loved
me.’

‘Well … it is quite normal for a slave to fall in love with
their Mistress,’ I tell her.

‘But she said she’d loved me ever since that first week we
spent together, after I took her to Condolini’s, she was just
afraid to say anything unless she scared me away. It was only when
I collared her that she knew our relationship was going to last and
had the courage to tell me.’

‘And you love her too, don’t you?’

‘Yes, Master, yes I do. She means a lot to me. Not as much as
you do but still a lot.’

‘So why the tears?’

‘I’ve spent my whole life believing that no one could ever love
such gutter trash as me, and now I have 2 wonderful, beautiful
people in love with me, and it’s just so overwhelming. Yes I’m
crying but they’re happy tears.’

‘Oh K, if only you could see the disservice you do yourself
when you say things like that. Of course you deserve to be loved.
You’re kind and gentle and beautiful and you rock mine and Chloe’s
worlds. Life wouldn’t be any fun without you in it.’

‘I know you well enough to know when you mean it, so I’ll stop
moaning. I just like it when you tell me I’m beautiful … and
smart.’

‘Smart? I never said anything about smart,’ I tease
her.

‘But I was smart enough to pick a blonde for a lover, so that you
wouldn’t fall for her.’ K knows my penchant for blonde ladies when
I’m looking for simple, uncomplicated sex (with maybe some BDSM
thrown in) but I tend to fall in love with small brunettes, such as
K and Clara, her predecessor.

‘Okay, beautiful and
smart. Happy?’

‘I can honestly say I’ve never been happier. Thank
you.’




 





PARENTAL
CONSENT

 


 


The
phone handset rings and I see it is the intercom and not an outside
call. I answer it and it’s K. ‘What can I do for you K?’

‘Are you busy? Can I come down and talk to you? There’s
something I want to ask you.’

‘Sure, come on.’

A few
minutes later there is a knock at the door and I call K in. I
invite her to sit down and then ask her what’s up. ‘May I speak
freely, Master? We need to have a serious conversation and I can’t
do that if I have to wait to be invited to speak each
time.’

‘It’s not about having Elf’s nipples pierced is it? I’ve seen
the way she looks at you when you wear your silver bells and can
see that she wants some too.’

‘No, it’s not about pierced nipples although you’re right, she
does want some but that’s a conversation for another day. It’s
about something she asked me last night and I didn’t want to say
anything, without checking with you first.’

‘I’m intrigued, go on.’

‘Well, as I told you, like me Elf didn’t have much of a
childhood, never knew her mother as she died not long after Elf was
born. That just left her dad and apparently he wasn’t very nice.
I’ve got a feeling he abused her but I’m not sure. That’s why she’s
been uncomfortable around men in the past and preferred the company
of women. She’s okay with you now, though. It think it’s because
she saw how you treated me and she knows I trust you. That’s why
she’s comfortable having sex with you nowadays.

‘Anyway, the other night I took the lash to her and you know
how during or after a session people are more vulnerable, with
their defences down, and often they say things they wouldn’t say in
the cold light of day. Well, during the “calming down period” when
I was rubbing her with Aloe Vera, she asked me for something and I
didn’t know what to say, so I thought I’d ask you for your
opinion.’

‘What did she ask you?’

‘She asked if she could call me … Mummy.’

Ah, I think to myself.
This is an interesting
development. ‘Why do you think she wants to
do that?’ I ask K.

‘Obviously because she hasn’t had a maternal influence in her
life and she’s looking to me now for that emotional support. It
makes sense I suppose, after all I am now the dominant female
figure in her life.’

I tell
her, ‘You know, emotionally she’s still a child, even though she’s
in her 20’s, because she never had the chance to learn how to be a
woman from her mother. She now looks to you to fill that role. Any
of this sounding familiar?’

‘You mean me and Alice? And you as a father figure?’

‘Exactly that.’

‘If this is becoming the only real place she has ever been able
to call home, then I guess we should do what we can to help her.
After all, that’s what you did for me. Is it okay with you then if
she calls me Mummy?’

‘I suspect it’s what you would like as well, isn’t
it?’

K
blushes and just nods.

‘Then certainly I give my permission.’

‘And I guess that it would make sense if she called you
Daddy?’

‘Well, I don’t know about that,’ I protest.

‘No, I really think she should call you, Daddy.’

‘All right, if you insist. Why is that so important to
you?’

‘Because I want to call you Daddy as well! Ever since you came
into my life and showed me that you would take care of me and look
after me, I’ve wanted you to be my Daddy, to be the one I never
really had. You already are in everything but name and I secretly
call you that in my mind, sometimes.’

I’m
slightly taken aback but also flattered at the same time. We look
at each other across the desk and I see that look on her face that
I recognise. The determined “I want this and I’m not going to give
up until I get it” look, so I give in. ‘Okay, from now on you have
my permission to call me Daddy instead of Master, although I’d
appreciate it if at Society functions you remember to call me
Master.’

‘Certainly … Daddy,’ she says out loud, for the first time.

I lean
forward and rest my chin in my hand. ‘You’ll be Mummy and I’ll be
Daddy and we have our little girl to take care of. We’ll have our
own nuclear family. That’ll be nice.’

I can
see K’s eyes getting moist and she just nods. I throw in a joke to
distract her. ‘Of course if I’m your Daddy, there’ll have to be
some incest going on.’

‘Oh, lots of incest, that’s a given,’ agrees K, nodding
vigorously.

We smile
affectionately at each other and I’m touched by what has occurred
and the meaning behind it, so I tell K, ‘If you really want, Elf
can have her nipples pierced and you can both have your
belly-buttons done as well, but that’s all for now. I’m not ready
to deal with clit rings or tongue studs just yet.’

‘Thank you, Daddy, thank you.’ She comes round the desk and
kisses me. ‘Got time for a blowjob? I think our daughter should
earn her keep.’

‘Okay then.’

K
presses the button on her remote and somewhere in the house,
Chloe’s beeper will be going off. I think she was waiting outside,
she can’t be far away as she’s here in under a minute. K opens the
door and ushers her in.

‘I have good news for you, Elf. The Master has given his
permission for you to call me Mummy.’ Chloe squeals with delight
and hugs K. ‘But he has also given his permission for you to call
him Daddy, and I asked to be allowed to as well. So from now on,
here in this house, you will call me Mummy and we will both call
him Daddy. Is that clear?’

‘Yes, Mummy,’ says Chloe. She turns to me, ‘Yes, Daddy and
thank you.’

‘Now then,’ say K. ‘I think you should show Daddy your
appreciation in a more practical way.’ She leads Chloe to where I
am sitting at my desk and pushing her gently to her knees in front
of me, points at the zipper on my trousers and says,
‘Mouth.’

Chloe
unzips me and takes out my rapidly stiffening cock. She rubs it for
a while, smiles at K and then after saying, ‘Thank you, Daddy,’
takes me in her mouth and starts sucking. K stands there proudly
watching her protégé perform.




 





HAPPY EVER
AFTER

 


 


I walk
out to the back garden, into the summer sunshine. Chloe has been
living with us for months now, all through the winter and now
summer has come around again. During that winter and spring, at K’s
urging I have written the story of her and I into a series of books
(which you have been reading, hopefully).

It’s a hot day and K, on one of her days off, is sitting in a
folding chair, topless, just dressed in a pair of my boxer shorts I
notice, drinking wine and smoking one of my cigars,
the cheeky bitch! By the
side of her, Chloe is kneeling naked, next to K’s chair. Chloe’s
body is glistening where K has smothered her in suntan oil. K has
removed Chloe’s collar so she doesn’t get a white stripe around her
neck, and replaced it with a choke chain. From the choker a leash
is attached to the arm of K’s chair. Chloe’s wrists are handcuffed
behind her back and K is casually feeding her with grapes from a
bowl. (Chloe is subject to the same chocolate and sweet
restrictions as K.)

Chloe is a fully trained Green Tag slave now, and K is in the
habit of letting Mrs. Scott and the gardeners have full use of her,
as well as the doctor, Pete the video guy, Alice, Squire Amos, etc.
etc. It seems that Chloe also has a deep-seated need to be used and
abused almost as
strong as K’s is. Apparently because Chloe is slightly fearful of
most men (except me) it makes it more agonising and humiliating for
her to be given to them, for them to play with. (Which is precisely
what makes it more exciting for her. K figured that out, smart
girl.)

K as
Kan-Kan did the banana dance for Pete’s workers again at their
Christmas party but this time Chloe backed her up instead of
Madeleine, and then they both became the ‘party favours’ for his
staff (including Debbie from accounts, who is now a regular visitor
to my house. Her training is coming along nicely as well,
especially with K and Chloe to practice on).

I took
the girls skiing again in France (no ski instructors this time,
just me and the girls) where Chloe was introduced to the Contessa,
and Bruce of course.

I watch
K and Chloe for a moment without being seen. Although Chloe is K’s
personal slave, as the Master of the House they both actually
belong to me and I love them dearly. It’s a lovely sight, the two
of them together, so I take out my phone and have them pose while I
take a few pictures.

‘Well here it is, the last book in the series of your
story, The Transformation of
K,’ I hand her the Kindle I have it loaded
on.

‘Our story, Master,’ she corrects
me.

‘Okay, our story. I’ve called this one The Triumphs of K. Just about sums it
up wouldn’t you say? It’s about how you fought everything the world
threw at you, and you came out smiling, on top, with your own
slave. I’d say that was a triumph, wouldn’t you?’ (It’s the book
you are holding in your hand now, written under my pen name, Avery
Pearson.) ‘I want you to read it and let me know what you
think.’

‘I was just about to take Elf up to the Fun room and give her a
whipping.’

‘Has she been naughty?’ I ask.

‘No, it’s just Tuesday, her day for a whipping.’

‘You promised, Mummy,’ Chloe reminds her.

‘But Elf, Daddy has ordered me to read this book. Daddy’s
orders are to be obeyed, have you learnt nothing? What is the
number one rule in this house?’

‘What Daddy wants, Daddy gets,’ Chloe answers.

‘Exactly and don’t you forget
it.’

‘Sorry, Mummy, sorry Daddy.’

‘I’ll take her,’ I offer. ‘I’ve been cramped up in my office
chair in front of that computer for too long, finishing this book.
I need to do some stretching.’

‘Very well then, Daddy, but make it hard. I’ve discussed it
with her and we’ve agreed that like me, she will no longer use a
safe word unless she’s in real trouble. So feel free to go to town
on her, I trust you to stop when it’s getting too much. Oh and if
you screw her can you do some anal as well? I’m trying to get her
used to that. She still finds it uncomfortable.’

‘Yes, please, Daddy. I’d like that,’ chips in Chloe.

K unties
the leash from the arm of her chair. ‘Stand up,’ she orders and
Chloe gets to her feet. K reaches between Chloe’s legs and rubs her
pussy with the palm of her hand. Chloe parts her legs obligingly to
accommodate her. ‘Now then, Elf, if you’re a good girl for Daddy,
then I’ll let you sleep in bed with me tonight, instead of your
cage.’

‘I’ll be good, Mummy, I promise.’

K pats
Chloe on the arse. ‘See you later then, my girl. A kiss for Mummy
before you go.’

Chloe
leans down and kisses K on the lips. K reaches up and gives one of
Chloe’s nipples a quick squeeze, which makes her squeal and jump
back startled and then giggle.

K hands
me Chloe’s leash and I take her away. She’s chattering away like
we’re off to the shops, instead of up to my home torture chamber
for severe punishment at my hands. ‘Mummy said she was going to use
the medium whip on me this time. Will you be using the medium whip
on me, Daddy? Mummy said it was about time that I moved up to that.
Will it hurt a lot? I expect it will hurt but that’s
okay.’

I
silently vow that the first thing I will do when I get to the Fun
room is to gag her to stop her inane chatter. I find it annoying at
times but she makes K happy so I will gladly put up with anything
to make that happen. I tune Chloe out and pause in the kitchen to
glance back at K. She has her head down, reading the Kindle while
puffing on the cigar, but I can see she is smiling. I don’t mean to
brag but I think this is the happiest she has ever been in her
life.

Here,
with me, K has found all the things that were missing from her
world. First she and I got together and she found in me that
strong, father figure to protect her, that she never had growing
up. Then I introduced her to Alice, who became a mother figure to
look up to, and now finally she has what she admits she always
wanted, a younger female, a substitute child, to look up to her and
call her ‘Mummy’. Although K has me to love physically and
romantically, I don’t think she realised she needed to give her
‘maternal love’ to another person, to look after someone else, a
chance for her to show someone the love that she was denied as a
child, and Chloe, another ‘wounded kitten’ who needed someone to
take care of her, fits that role splendidly.

Okay, I know the 3 of us are all fucking weird in our own way, but we
suit each other and fit together like pieces of a jigsaw. Each of
us finding something in the others that was missing in our lives
and so what if we
are wired differently from the man in the street? We’re happy with
each other, we don’t hurt anyone (except each other) and above all
we have love, which is a rare commodity nowadays.

I pull on Chloe’s leash and take her up the stairs for her
punishment, leaving K reading her
book in the afternoon sunshine.

 


 


THE
END

 


of ‘The Transformation of K’ series

 


Thank you
for joining us on our journey. We hope you enjoyed the ride, we
know we did!

 


Roger Gilchrist and K (and Elf)

 


 


 


Other
books in the series ‘The Transformation of ‘K’

 


The
Taming of ‘K’

 


The
Training of ‘K’

 


The
Trials of ‘K’

 


The
Temptations of ‘K’

 


The
Torments of ‘K’

 


 




cover.jpg
The

Triumphs
of ‘K

G






js/kobo.js
var gPosition = 0;
var gProgress = 0;
var gCurrentPage = 0;
var gPageCount = 0;
var gClientHeight = null;

const kMaxFont = 0;

function getPosition()
{
	return gPosition;
}

function getProgress()
{
	return gProgress;
}

function getPageCount()
{
	return gPageCount;
}

function getCurrentPage()
{
	return gCurrentPage;
}

/**
 * Setup the columns and calculate the total page count;
 */

function setupBookColumns()
{
	var body = document.getElementsByTagName('body')[0].style;
	body.marginLeft = 0;
	body.marginRight = 0;
	body.marginTop = 0;
	body.marginBottom = 0;
	
    var bc = document.getElementById('book-columns').style;
    bc.width = (window.innerWidth * 2) + 'px !important';
	bc.height = (window.innerHeight-kMaxFont) + 'px !important';
    bc.marginTop = '0px !important';
    bc.webkitColumnWidth = window.innerWidth + 'px !important';
    bc.webkitColumnGap = '0px';
	bc.overflow = 'visible';

	gCurrentPage = 1;
	gProgress = gPosition = 0;
	
	var bi = document.getElementById('book-inner').style;
	bi.marginLeft = '0px';
	bi.marginRight = '0px';
	bi.padding = '0';

	gPageCount = document.body.scrollWidth / window.innerWidth;

	// Adjust the page count to 1 in case the initial bool-columns.clientHeight is less than the height of the screen. We only do this once.2

	if (gClientHeight < (window.innerHeight-kMaxFont)) {
		gPageCount = 1;
	}
}

/**
 * Columnize the document and move to the first page. The position and progress are reset/initialized
 * to 0. This should be the initial pagination request when the document is initially shown.
 */

function paginate()
{	
	// Get the height of the page. We do this only once. In setupBookColumns we compare this
	// value to the height of the window and then decide wether to force the page count to one.
	
	if (gClientHeight == undefined) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	
	setupBookColumns();
}

/**
 * Paginate the document again and maintain the current progress. This needs to be used when
 * the content view changes size. For example because of orientation changes. The page count
 * and current page are recalculated based on the current progress.
 */

function paginateAndMaintainProgress()
{
	var savedProgress = gProgress;
	setupBookColumns();
	goProgress(savedProgress);
}

/**
 * Update the progress based on the current page and page count. The progress is calculated
 * based on the top left position of the page. So the first page is 0% and the last page is
 * always below 1.0.
 */

function updateProgress()
{
	gProgress = (gCurrentPage - 1.0) / gPageCount;
}

/**
 * Move a page back if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goBack()
{
	if (gCurrentPage > 1)
	{
		gCurrentPage--;
		gPosition -= window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move a page forward if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goForward()
{
	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage++;
		gPosition += window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move directly to a page. Remember that there are no real page numbers in a reflowed
 * EPUB document. Use this only in the context of the current document.
 */

function goPage(pageNumber)
{
	if (pageNumber > 0 && pageNumber <= gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;
		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Go the the page with respect to progress. Assume everything has been setup.
 */

function goProgress(progress)
{
	progress += 0.0001;
	
	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;
	var newPage = 0;
	
	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {
		var low = page * progressPerPage;
		var high = low + progressPerPage;
		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {
			newPage = page;
			break;
		}
	}
		
	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;
	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
	updateProgress();		
}

//Set font family
function setFontFamily(newFont) {
	document.body.style.fontFamily = newFont + " !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets font size to a relative size
function setFontSize(toSize) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.fontSize = toSize + "em !important";
	//To prevent 1 page chapters from not reflowing to additional pages when increasing the font size:
	if (toSize > 1) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets line height relative to font size
function setLineHeight(toHeight) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.lineHeight = toHeight + "em !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}



