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FOREWORD

––––––––

Since The Transformation of ‘K’ series was published, I’ve had many people ask me what happened next to K. (Almost What ‘K’ Did Next as opposed to What Katy Did Next for you literary types.)

So after a time, with K’s approval, I decided to document some of our ‘adventures’ that she, Chloe and I went through together, after the tales of the first series. Once again, I hope you enjoy the journey with us. We certainly did.

Roger James Gilchrist

RJG
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​BLIND FAITH
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I come out of my study, heading for the kitchen for a cup of tea and I see K leading Chloe across the foyer on a leash and she’s blindfolded. They are both wearing the same outfit, Denim shorts, halter neck top with no bra and sandals. K likes me to decide what she wears day by day, and she gets to decide what Chloe wears each day, so K often dresses them both the same.

‘What’s up?’ I ask. ‘Has Elf been naughty?’ (K calls Chloe ‘Elf’ because she reminds her of one, so they asked me to call her that as well.)

‘Yes. She took too long making me come last night, so I’m keeping her blindfolded all day as punishment.’ K looks at me bashfully, ‘It’s just games we play. You don’t mind do you, Daddy?’

Chloe wanted to call K, Mummy, as that’s what K has come to represent to her, the mother figure she never had growing up, as well as being her lover. After discussing it with me, K said she would only agree to it if she (K) was allowed to call me Daddy, as she has long wanted to. So it was agreed that both of them would call me Daddy when we were at home. The things I have to put up with to keep my girls happy!

‘Of course not. After all she’s your slave, to play with as you wish.’

‘Good. I was hoping you would see it that way. Besides, it’s a good trust exercise.’

‘Are you saying Elf doesn’t trust you?’

‘Nothing like that. It’s the body ... it instinctively seeks to protect itself if it can’t see what’s around. It automatically puts its hands out when walking, reaches out with its foot before moving, that sort of thing. It’s natural, even if you trust the person who is leading you. I learnt that in those dance classes you sent me to. Sometimes they would make me dance blindfolded.

‘What I’m doing with Elf is teaching her to let go and learn that she can rely on me ... or you ... to lead her around in perfect safety. When I’m finished with her she’ll let me lead her around just by following my voice, I won’t even have to have her on a leash.’

‘And you of course, Daddy, I’ll trust you too,’ chips in Chloe, which earns her a hard slap across the arse from K.

‘I told you not to speak!’

‘Sorry, Mummy.’ Which gets her another slap on the rump. Sensibly, she doesn’t respond this time.

‘Do I need to do this trust exercise with you?’ I ask K.

‘Oh no, you and I are way past that.’

‘Howdya mean?’

‘If you blindfolded me, took me to the roof and told me to step off ... I would. Because I know by now that you would never, knowingly, let any harm come to me. If you told me to step off the roof I would trust that it’s because there is one of those airbag things that the stuntmen use, or some scaffolding there and I would only drop a few feet, whatever. I put my life completely in your hands because I know it’s safe there.’

‘You’ve got a lot of faith in me.’

‘That’s because I know you will never hurt me or let me be hurt.’

‘Unless you try and cook me dinner, then all bets are off,’ I joke. (She’s a terrible cook.) ‘Where are you taking her now?’ I ask.

‘Into the kitchen for a spot of lunch. Did you want anything to eat, Daddy?’

‘I could go a sandwich, I suppose.’

‘Fine. I’ll make us all lunch then, and if you’d like you can watch me hand feed Elf.

K and I sit at the centre island while Chloe kneels next to her and K feeds her bits of her sandwich. Chloe is told to hold her hands behind her back and has to wait until she can feel the sandwich brushing her lips or gets the order to ‘Open’. Call me an ‘Old Perv’ if you like but I find it incredibly erotic watching it. I’m sure K secretly knows this as she feeds Chloe a banana for dessert and smiles as I wriggle uncomfortably as the front of my trousers gets tight.

When we’ve all finished eating, I ask, ‘So what are you going to do with her next?’ trying to sound innocent.

But K knows me too well. She gets off her stool and calls Chloe to ‘Attention’. When she is on her feet, K removes Chloe’s halter top and undoing her shorts, drops them to the floor. She asks me, ‘I don’t know, Daddy, what do you think I should do with her?’ As K speaks, she strokes Chloe’s naked breasts and belly.

‘I don’t really know. What did you have planned?’

K continues rubbing Chloe’s body, reaching further down until her hand is cupping Chloe’s pussy, gently rubbing back and forth on it, so Chloe obligingly opens her legs wider to allow easier access.

‘I thought I might chain her up in the Fun room with her blindfold on and also those noise-cancelling headphones you bought me. Then I’d leave her for a while so she is totally devoid of any contact with the outside world, for half an hour or so. Then when the time is right, I’d gag her. And while she is in that state of complete isolation, unable to see, hear or speak, I’d have sex with her. Would you like to join in, Daddy?’

‘I most certainly would. Go and prepare her and then join me in my study. I have to finish off a few things and I can do that while we wait. We can watch her on the monitors while she is in isolation.’

‘Righto then, once I’ve got her ready I’ll get her aroused and then leave her wet and aching for someone’s touch.’ K picks up Chloe’s clothing and hands it to her.

‘Damn, K, you’re an evil bitch aren’t you?’

K takes Chloe’s leash and leads her out of the kitchen, as she leaves she says to me over her shoulder, ‘I learnt it from the Master ... Master.’
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I call K and Chloe to my study to discuss upcoming events they need to be aware of. Chloe has been in her own flat or at work for a while and it’s the first time I’ve seen her for a few days. She’s had her hair cut. She’s a blonde and the hair on the top of her head is slicked back with hairspray, while both sides of her head have been shaved short. I’ve seen a few actresses in the news lately sporting that look and it looks good on her, I must admit.

‘You’ve had your hair cut,’ I say, surprised. ‘I like it.’

‘Thank you, Mummy told me to get it cut like this. She said like you making her have a “bob”, it’s a visual symbol of her control over me. Every time I catch my reflection in a window or a mirror it reminds me that I am under her control. Like hers does to her.’

‘I did tell her that now she has her Red Tag she could let it grow out.’

‘Yes, you did,’ agrees K, ‘but I think I’ll keep it like this for a while longer ... for the reasons that Elf just stated, it reminds me that I belong to you.’

They smile at each other and then at me, which makes me nervous. I don’t trust ‘em, I think I’m going to start keeping a gun in my desk drawer.

Anyway, back to business. I tell them of future Society events and holidays I’m planning.

‘But, Daddy,’ interrupts Chloe, ‘I’m running out of leave at work. It’s okay for you and K to pack a case and fly off to exotic locations and have adventures at a moment’s notice, but I have to agree my time off with my work colleagues and book it weeks in advance. I had to work extra shifts to make up for that extended skiing holiday we had.’

‘I’m sorry, Elf, I never realised, you should have said something.’

‘Oh, I wasn’t complaining, Daddy. I wouldn’t have missed that ski trip for the world. I’m just saying that unlike you two, I can’t just drop everything and scoot off when something comes up. I have to plan in advance.’

‘Hmmm, we’ll have to do something about that. Can’t have a slave that I have to book in advance. How about if we find you a job somewhere else?’

‘What as, a waitress? The only thing I know about is computers.’

‘How much do you earn, if you don’t mind me asking?’

She tells me and I’m shocked. ‘No, waitressing wouldn’t earn you that kind of money, no matter how good the tips were. How about you come and work for me?’

‘What, here? You’ve only got half a dozen computers and a server. That wouldn’t keep me occupied.’

‘No, I mean at the publishing company. We’re expanding the eBook side of the business. Building a new server room and increasing the number of places we sell at. I’ve got a good man in charge of the upgrade, he’s named Ben Foley, but he could do with a reliable assistant to help him work out the details and then run it. Think you’re up to that? Same salary as you’re on now but with health benefits and a pension plan. It’ll be on the strict understanding that you are available whenever I need you to go away with me.

‘It’s very rare that I have to drop everything and rush off to a Society gathering, and you’ll get plenty of notice, so you can book things in advance, but now you won’t have to worry about how much time you can have off.’

‘Won’t everyone think I’m your mistress, what with all the special treatment I’ll be getting?’

‘So what? They already think that I’m banging Judith, which I am, so who cares if they think I’ve installed a “fresh bit of totty” in the IT department. Give them something to gossip about.’

‘It all sounds very interesting. Can I see some figures and something on paper? Not that I don’t trust you, Daddy, I just want to know what the job will entail.’

‘Just know that you’ll be expected to “work late” some nights with me and Judith.’

‘Ooh, I’ll look forward to that, Daddy.’

‘It’s a deal then, I’ll get legal to draw up the paperwork and set you up with a meeting with Ben, our IT guy.’

Chloe sits back satisfied with the compromise we’ve reached.

I glance at K and I can see her looking down at her hands, not speaking. She’s feeling left out of it I sense, so I ask her, ‘And what can I do to make your life better, K?’

‘Oh, I don’t need anything, Daddy. I know you keep offering me jobs in the Graphics department at the publishers but I don’t need a full-time job. I’m just happy taking care of this place and you two.’

‘Why don’t we make that formal then?’ I ask her. ‘You can be the official housekeeper. Which means that you are in charge of everything, paying the bills, buying the food and drink, keeping the house in good order ... basically what you’re doing now, but I’ll give you access to the house bank account to do that.’

‘Will I have to do the cooking?’ K asks, slightly alarmed.

‘Princess ...’ I use my pet name for her and she likes to be called that, so I use it to soften the blow of what I’m about to say, ‘... with the best will in the world, we both know you can’t cook to save your life. In fact, I hear that your Shepherd’s Pie has even been banned under the Geneva Convention.’ They both laugh at that.

‘So while you will be in charge of the house, Mrs. Scott will still come in and prepare food which is then frozen for the week ahead. And ... it means that as housekeeper, you can boss her around and she won’t be able to bully you anymore. In fact ... if you like, you can even whip her and make her eat your pussy. Get your own back on her. Same goes for the gardeners, they can no longer whip you or fuck you unless you want them to. Which, knowing you, you will, God, you’re such a slut.’ I’m joking of course but I shake my head as if disappointed.

‘And that’s why we both love her,’ chips in, Elf.

‘Now then, if I take you on officially I’ll have to start paying your National Insurance and starting a pension for you and I don’t want to get into all that. So what we’ll do is agree a salary and then I’ll increase your monthly allowance to that amount, then you don’t have to bother paying tax on it. It’s not income, you’re just the “kept woman” of some rich guy.’

‘I’ve been that all along,’ K replies, cheerfully. ‘Happy to continue being so.’

I decide to introduce an idea that I’ve been mulling over. ‘K, it doesn’t take much to keep the house in a clean condition, given that you dust and polish it every day, so I’d like to suggest another job to give you something useful to do with your time ... I’d like you to become my chauffeur.’

‘Me? Your chauffeur? Why?’

‘I’ve seen the way you drive, you’re not one of those Accelerator-Brake, Accelerator-Brake, type of drivers. You drive smoothly and use the gears properly.’

‘I saved up all my money once and took a proper driving course with an ex-military instructor. It lasted two weeks instead of one hour, once a week, and he taught me how to drive properly and not just how to pass a test. Glad you like it. But why do you need a chauffeur?’

‘There are times when I go to important meetings about the company and it would be nice to rock up in a nice car with a sexy, female chauffeur ... chaufeurress? What’s the right word?’

‘Chauffeuse,’ offers Chloe. We both look at her and she smiles smugly, ‘I did French at school.’

‘I think we’ll stick with chauffeur, I can spell that,’ I tell her. ‘Also when I have important clients or Society members come to visit, it would be nice to send you to the airport or railway station to pick them up.’

‘Do I get a uniform?’ asks K.

‘You betcha! I’ve already got something in mind but we can discuss that later and you can draw it up, I know where we can get one made to measure. But apart from driving my cars, I want you to learn how to maintain them, how to top up the oil, charge the battery and if necessary change the tyres. To that end not only will I send you on a chauffer’s course but I’ll sign you up for a car maintenance class.’

‘But aren’t you a member of any roadside breakdown organisations?’

‘Yes but you can never tell if it might happen when you’re out in the wilds and you can’t get a signal on your mobile phone. You must be prepared for emergencies. Which leads me to my next thought, I should send you on a defensive driving course as well. Drivers for VIP’s go on these courses and it teaches them how to get out of dodgy situations in case someone tries to kidnap their passenger. That won’t happen to us of course, but there’s so many bad drivers and cases of road-rage about these days, I want you to know what to do if someone cuts you up or tries to run you off the road. Take the course and you’ll know how to deal with a case of road-rage.’

‘Blimey, are you going to sign me up for a small-arms course and self-defence lessons as well?’ she asks cheekily.

‘Any more of your lip and I’ll take you up to the Fun room and give you a short, sharp lesson in self-defence,’ I tell her but then I pause. ‘You know actually I might. Not guns of course but I do know a fella who teaches self-defence, an old army buddy. It might be an idea at that. You could end up as my sexy bodyguard as well as my chauffeur. How do you fancy that?’

‘I’m going to learn Kung-Fu?’ asks K.

‘Well, actually it’s Krav Maga, it’s Israeli and it’s what they teach their security forces. Consider it part of your ongoing fitness training, K. Unlike swimming you can stay covered up so whip marks won’t be a problem. Elf, you might as well go along and learn too, can never tell when girl might need to protect herself.’

‘Can I ask a question, Daddy?’ asks Chloe. ‘Me going to this Krav Maga class as fitness training, are you expecting me to get all trim and buff like K?’

‘Relax, Elf, I don’t expect that at all. I know you go running with K sometimes and you were already a gym bunny, that’s where you met K, but you’re different from her. She was already heavily into keep-fit and hard training before she met me. It’s what she likes to do, so I just leant into that and made her work harder as I knew she would enjoy that, and also ... I really love her hard, tight body and achieving that six-pack, well I can’t tell you how much that turns me on.

‘But you ... I hope you won’t feel insulted when I say this ... I see you as a small, delicate, sexy bunny. Like an “impossibly beautiful elf” as K described you once. The last thing I want is for you to get all hard and muscly and able to bend iron bars in your teeth. I want you to exercise and stay slim and supple, sure, but not to lose your feminine curves.’

‘I would do it if you wanted me to though, Daddy. You can mould me into anything you want, you know that.’

‘Yes my dear Elf, I know that but you are different women and I have different requirements for you. I still expect you to do the naked workouts on the gym equipment in the garage, while K and I watch, of course.’

‘I’ll be happy to,’ replies Chloe, flashing a smile at K.

‘Will I have to fuck your trainer friend?’ K asks casually, as if she’s asking if we should invite him to dinner. (She’s well trained.)

‘Not unless you want to. He’s not in the Society, doesn’t know anything about it in fact, so you’re under no obligation. But I know you like to drop your knickers at the first whiff of a man’s aftershave, K, so yes ... if either of you want to shag him and he makes a move on you, I’ll let you fuck him.’

‘Sorry, Daddy, I’m such a slut,’ she replies hanging her head, but then she looks up at me and smiles, because she knows I’m only joking when I call her one. ‘By the way, do I get a pension plan, like Elf?’

I chew on my pencil as I ponder ... should I tell her? Should I not tell her? But then I decide to tell her. ‘As I’m not married and have no children I recently changed my will to leave everything to the person I care about most in the world.’

‘The Contessa? Judith?’ asks K.

‘No, you, you nitwit! After some cash bequests to a few friends and Elf here, I’ve left the rest of my estate to you, K. This house, all my money and even the publishing company, it will all belong to you, K. Is that enough of a pension plan for you?’

They both stare at me, gobsmacked. After a moment, K starts to tear up and has to pull a hanky out of her pocket to dab at her eyes. ‘Oh Master Roger, I never thought ... I didn’t expect ...’

‘I do my best to look after you both while I’m alive, K. I want to do the same after I’m gone,’ I tell her truthfully.

It takes a few moments but eventually K dries her eyes and puts her hanky away. They both sit there looking at me until K finally says, ‘Daddy, you’ve been incredibly generous to us and I think we should do something for you in return. I know slaves aren’t allowed to initiate sex, but I do think that you deserve a reward for how nice you’re being to us. So I think that you should ask Elf to strip off and sit on your lap.’

‘Elf, strip off and come and sit on my lap,’ I tell her. (I know when to take a hint.)

Chloe dutifully stands up and unbuttons her dress, removes it and places it neatly folded on her chair. They’re both wearing their Downton Abbey maid’s uniforms today but of course she’s not wearing any underwear beneath her clothing – Rules of the House. Then she comes to where I’m sitting behind my desk and unzips my fly, pulling out my semi-erect dick. A few rubs and it becomes fully erect at which point she sits in my lap, snuggling down until my stiff prick is nestled along the crack between her pert buttocks. Opening her legs wide, she leans back against me as K kneels before her and starts licking her pussy, while I fondle her breasts.

After a time, when Chloe is good and wet, she lifts herself up and lowers her pussy onto my now throbbing prick. Once she has taken me into her to my full length, she raises and lowers herself on me, while K continues to lick Chloe’s pussy and my balls as we fuck.

It’s not long before, due to K’s ministrations, Chloe starts to orgasm (K is really good at what she does). Her body goes rigid and her head lies back against my shoulder, so I am able to hear her gasp, ‘I love you, Daddy, I love you,’ and then the rest of it is lost in her orgasm.

Once Chloe has gone limp again, K gently lifts her off me and kisses her. Then she moves her to one side and seeing that I am near to coming myself (a man’s nuts tightening up around the base of his dick is always a dead giveaway) she drops to her knees, takes me in her mouth and finishes me off, expertly. She takes all I have to give and swallows it, then licks me clean afterwards. Before she get up off her knees though, she looks up at me with those incredible blue eyes and says, ‘We both love you, Daddy. Never forget that.’
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​BABY YOU CAN DRIVE MY CAR
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I start off K’s training by showing her how all the gizmos in the various vehicles work, the sound system, the climate controls, the Satnav, the car battery-powered tyre inflator and so on. I have three cars, the Mercedes which is the main vehicle I expect K to drive when dressed as a chauffeur, the Land Rover Discovery for any off-roading trips or driving around such places as the Lake District or Scotland where the roads are narrow and there’s lot of hills. Finally there’s the Audi which is my everyday car for going to work. Then I take her out driving in them, sitting beside her in the passenger seat, with Chloe sitting in the back if she’s not working, as she familiarises herself with how they all handle differently. (I also suffer the anguish that every man does, the first time he lets his woman drive his car.)

K often packs us up lunches and we go on long drives to the coast for the day, sometimes staying overnight if Chloe is with us. It’s okay to eat K’s food if it’s just sandwiches, or sausage rolls, quiche and the like that are shop-bought. It’s when she tries to take raw food and cook it that things go disastrously wrong. But I put up with it as she has so, so, many other talents that keep a man happy.

We also design her chauffeur’s uniform together, me throwing in ideas while she sketches them out on her sketchpad. I’m a traditionalist and I want to see her in a full uniform and not some skimpy skirt, so we eventually agree on my original thoughts with some alterations. I want a full, double breasted coat with a row of buttons down each side, from shoulder to hem. The neck would finish in a ‘Chinese style collar’ instead of lapels, the sort of thing that you see Bond villains wearing.

Underneath she could wear a Grandad shirt with no collar, in case she has to take her jacket off in public. Next, we argue about the trousers. I wanted jodhpurs and riding boots but K argued for horse riding style trousers, tightly fitted. Then we agree on the whole outfit in light grey, and finished off with black riding boots and black driving gloves.

On the peaked cap, also in grey, I wanted a badge on the front. As an ex-army man, I don’t like the look of a cap without a badge on the front, it doesn’t look right to me. So K eventually suggested that we have the same logo that she has tattooed on her lower back, my initials in a red circle and initials, with her skin showing through, this time the circle would be completely black with my initials picked out in silver. We agree on that and she draws this all out on the sketchpad.

‘Where can we get this made?’ she asks.

‘I know a place,’ I tell her.

‘Society?’

‘Not exactly. As I explained in the past, The Society has need of many different tradesmen, tailors, dress makers, caterers, decorators, sex furniture manufacturers and so on. We don’t want them all to be Society member so they become “Affiliates” who we employ to provide services for us. They are fully aware of The Society and what we get up to but they are well paid and know how to keep their mouths shut. One hint of a loose tongue and they’re cut off.

‘One of them is a tailor. Society members go to him when they want something special made for themselves or their slaves. The man’s an artist, as long as it’s made from material he’s the man for the job. Of course it you want something in leather or metal then there are others who can do that. He’ll make us up some uniforms, no problem. There is just one thing though, as well as charging an arm and a leg for his services, he also expects a little bonus for his trouble. He gets to sample the slaves that are brought to him for outfits. He gets to fuck them each time they come for a fitting. Would that be a problem?’

‘I’m surprised you even have to ask. Of course I’ll fuck him if that’s what’s expected of me. Is he young and attractive by any chance?’ she asks, hopefully.

‘Afraid not, hon. He’s middle-aged and skinny with a comb-over. Probably got a dick like a pencil but wait until you see the outfit he’ll make for you, you’ll be glad you did.’

‘Good,’ she laughs. She looks at me for a moment. ‘You know you could have just ordered me to fuck him, you didn’t have to ask if I minded.’

‘Yeah, I know. It’s just that once upon a time you were my slave, pure and simple ... then we fell in love and then Chloe came along and we’re more of a family now, so sometimes I think it’s best if I ask you first.’

K takes my hand and places it on her chest, over her heart. ‘Master Roger, one of the reasons I love you is that you recognise me for what I really am, a slut and a whore ... no don’t argue,’ she says, holding up her other hand. ‘It’s true and we both know it. I love sex, either with people I know or random strangers, I find it exciting.

‘And you know that and let me indulge my inner, darker self and I love you for that. But never forget, because I never do, the fact that I belong to you ... I am your property ... I get a big thrill out of being owned by you and being lent out to others for their use. And as your property I will go anywhere, do anything, and sleep with anyone you tell me to, because I’m your toy, your plaything. So if you give me to someone, I will never, ever, say, “No I won’t do it.” Do you understand that?’

I can’t say anything, I’m too choked up, I just pull her to me and hug her tight, so she knows I understand.
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We arrive at the tailors for our appointment. Fortunately he lives in my part of the country so it is only a couple of hours drive to his place, Simmons the Tailor the sign outside declares. K parks the car and we enter the shop. It’s an old style place, all oak panelling and mirrors everywhere.

One of the assistants comes forward in response to the bell above the shop door ‘tinkling’ – yes it’s that old a place. ‘The name’s Gilchrist. I have an appointment with Mr. Simmons.’

‘Right this way, sir. He’s expecting you. Told us to take you straight through to his office.’

He leads us through to the back of the shop and knocks on the door marked ‘Manager’. Responding to the call, ‘Come in,’ he opens the door and ushers us in. ‘Mr. Gilchrist to see you, sir.’

‘Thank you Jenkins. Fix us some coffee would you, please? Mr. Gilchrist, nice to see you again. How may I help you?’

‘This is my slave, K. I’d like you to make a chauffeur’s uniform for her, if you would. K, show him the drawings you’ve made.’ While we wait on the coffee, we go over the designs K and I drew up. Once the drinks have been delivered then Simmons locks his office door so we’re not disturbed.

‘I see her wearing a white, Grandad style shirt underneath the jacket in case she has to remove her jacket in public, so shall we say three uniforms, a shirt for each uniform, two peaked caps and a couple of pairs of riding boots, in case one pair gets badly scuffed. Oh and some black, leather driving gloves,’ I tell Simmons.

‘Do you want the shirts tailored as well or just off the shelf?’

‘Might as well tailor them,’ I reply. ‘And you can do the badge for the cap?’

‘No problem, I have a man that can make that sort of thing.’

‘Right, that’s about everything we need, what next?’ He shows me some samples and the three of us agree on the material and the colour, light grey.

‘Now, with the young ladies permission, I’ll need her to remove her dress so I can take some measurements. As you want it tight fitting I’ll need her exact sizes so I can make it tight but also allow some room for movement.’

‘K, do as the man says.’

She stands up, removes her dress and stands there in the middle of his office in just her bra and knickers. She’s been naked on many occasions in front of dozens of people, so this doesn’t faze her in the slightest. Simmons fusses about measuring every conceivable part of her body that the uniform will be touching, noting them down in his little book. I like to see K being felt up by another man, touching her breasts as he measures her chest size, rubbing his hand on her pussy as he takes her inside leg measurement and her thigh size. Finally, he closes the book with a snap and puts his tape measure away.

‘Right, Mr. Gilchrist, I think I have everything I need. I presume the usual commission applies,’ he asks, gesturing in K’s direction.

‘Certainly, she’s all yours. K be a good girl and let Mr. Simmons fuck you.’

‘As you wish, Master,’ she dutifully replies.

‘By the way, Simmons, don’t finish inside her, I don’t want her leaking on the seats on the way home.’

‘Of course not, I’ll finish in her mouth then.’

‘Splendid. I’ll see you back at the car, K.’ I unlock the door and let myself out. As I close the door behind me I hear Simmons say, ‘Now then, if you’ll be a good girl and remove your underwear and then get on your knees ...’

I stop on the way out and browse the tie section. Jenkins sees me and comes over. ‘Mr. Simmons getting his commission then, is he, sir?’

‘Yes, that’s right. I’ll take these three ties, thank you. Stick it on that bill,’ I wave my thumb in the direction of Simmons’ office. As Jenkins wraps them for me I ask, ‘Does he ever share his commission with you?’

‘Afraid not, sir. I know all about it but he never shares.’

He seems a pleasant enough young man, so I say to him, ‘Tell you what, when she comes up next time for a fitting, I’ll tell Simmons that you’re to have a crack at her too ... if you don’t mind sticky seconds that is.’

‘For her it would be worth it. Supposing Mr. Simmons doesn’t want to share, though?’

‘You got your own place?’

‘Yes.’

‘Well in that case let her know and she’ll give you a lift home after work.’

‘That’s incredibly generous of you, sir. I don’t know how to thank you.’

‘Just keep making me nice suits.’

‘I certainly will, sir. I certainly will.’

I mooch around in the paper shop and buy a paper, some cigars and some mints for K, and have a smoke while I wait for her. Eventually she comes out to join me.

‘Ready to go?’ I ask her when we are in the car.

‘Ready when you are, Master.’

I hand her the mints. ‘Here, take the taste of his dick away. How was Simmons?’

‘You were right about the pencil dick. Never mind, I’ve had worse. Thanks for the mints.’

‘Well, I told that young assistant, Jenkins, that he can have you as well, when you come up for a fitting and if Simmons won’t allow it, then you are to take the young man home after work and fuck his brains out. Something a bit younger and juicier as a reward for putting up with pencil dick.’

‘Oh, Master, that’s so kind of you, always thinking about my pleasure. That’s why I love you.’

‘Yes, now take me home, I want to whip you for having sex with another man.’

K smiles and starts the car.
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When K returns from her final visit to Simmons she asks for time to take a shower ‘to wash Simmons off me’ before she gives us a fashion show. When she’s ready she calls me on the phone intercom and asks Chloe and me to wait for her in the foyer. We wait impatiently until K finally makes an appearance. As well as the grey uniform, peaked cap and riding boots, she has also donned a pair of sunglasses and she slowly makes her way down the stairs, pausing for a second on each step.

The uniform is perfectly tailored. The jacket is tight enough to accentuate her bust and slim waist, but Simmons told me he was using stretchy material so she still has freedom of movement. She pauses on the last but one step, and turns around, lifting the tail of the jacket and raising one foot to the next step up, showing off her shapely arse and toned legs. When she turns back again to face us I can see that the trousers are tight in the crotch but not enough to show any ‘Camel Toe’.

I don’t know how Chloe feels seeing K like that but I’m starting to get erect. Being ex-army I have always had a thing about women in uniform and seeing K dressed like that ... well ... just, WOW!

K slowly unbuttons the jacket, then pulls it back each side and puts her hands on her hips. She is naked underneath and her delicious breasts poke out, teasing us. Chloe gasps and takes my arm. It was well worth the money I paid for the outfit and the fucking that K had to endure from Simmons and young Jenkins.

‘That uniform you’re wearing now,’ I tell her, ‘I want you to keep that one for times like this, so it doesn’t matter what gets spilt on it.’

‘Yes, Daddy, I’ll do that. Now, who’s going to fuck me first?’ K asks.

There’s a scrabble between me and Chloe but I’m bigger and stronger and I get there first.
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​IRON PONY TRIATHLON
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I call the girls into my office, Chloe is working from home today and I tell K to bring coffee with her. When they’ve sat down I tell them that I’ve had an invite from Justin Moncrieff at The Ranch, where they train pony girls, to enter K into an Iron Pony Triathlon competition.

‘Iron Pony Triathlon ... what’s that?’ asks Chloe.

‘Well, apparently it is a copy of the Iron Man Triathlon where the competitors swim, and cycle and then run over a set course. I think they swim for 2 or 3 miles, cycle around 100 miles and then run a marathon. Something like that.’

‘I can’t do that!’ says K. ‘I’m not that well trained.’

‘No, no, no, this is just their take on the event. Here,’ I hand her the email from Justin. ‘Read that, it explains it all. They just do a cut down version for fun. First they swim the lake, then they make you do a pony run, pulling a cart and rider round the 5 mile course and then you have to run the 10 mile circuit. It’ll be a bit hard but you can take that on, surely?’

‘Yes, I suppose I could. And you say Justin asked for me?’

‘Don’t get too big-headed. I think he’s sending the invite out to all the top pony girls who are trained enough to compete at this level. His trainers keep records of the fittest girls that pass through The Ranch, and I guess your name is on the list.’

K silently preens in satisfaction at being noticed. ‘Can Elf come too?’

‘Of course, we’ll make a family trip out of it. Justin says that Judith will be there too, he’s invited her ... not to compete of course, just to spectate. So, you’d better keep up your running and endurance training.’

K says nonchalantly, as if she really doesn’t care, ‘I suppose I’ll have to have a couple of weeks in the stables first to toughen me up for the event.’ Then she looks down at her hands as if she’s afraid to meet my eye.

‘Yes, I suppose you will. After all we want you in top form.’

‘Ah well, if I must, I must, I suppose,’ she says with a sigh. Lying little bitch! She’s got a glint in her eye and I saw K tighten her fist, and I just know that if I weren’t watching, she’d do a fist bump. She loves being in those stables and being treated as a pony girl. I don’t know what it is about her and those cowboys, I must ask her one day. But in the meantime I humour her, as our lifestyle is based on us living out our fantasies, and when I find out hers I always try to indulge them. And if it means her being man-handled by a pack of rough, ranch hands, then so be it. I’m not the jealous type.

‘I won’t be expected to go into the stables though, will I?’ asks Chloe, nervously.

‘No, you’re safe,’ I re-assure her. ‘You’ll be there as my “Personal Assistant” so no one will touch you and it means you have access to all the facilities ... meaning you get your pick of the pony girls as the rest of us do.’

‘Oh, I’m sure that won’t be necessary,’ Chloe blushes and shoot a side-long glance at K.

K squeezes Chloe’s hand. ‘That’s okay, Elf, you make the most of it. You won’t see much of me, I’ll be in the stables most of the time. If you get the chance to have some fun, you take it, I won’t mind. Besides, you haven’t seen the twins. Once you lay eyes on them you won’t be so determined to be faithful to me, I promise you.’

‘Well, Elf, will see you regularly as I’m going to teach her how to ride a cart, while you pull it. I think it’s best that during the pony cart ride, she drive the cart rather than me as she is much lighter than I am. It’ll give you a better chance.’

‘Great idea. What do you think, Elf? Do you fancy driving your Mistress round as a pony? Making her pull you around The Ranch?’

‘It does sound like fun, yes, but can I get the time off work, it looks as if we’re going to be there for 3 weeks or a month?’

‘Don’t worry about that, I’ll square it with Ben Foley. You’re there as his back-stop remember? He can manage the upgrade by himself. You’re only there as insurance.’

‘Oh fine. When do we go?’

‘K? You’ve got all the details in that email. You’re in charge of house affairs so this falls under your responsibility. Liaise with Judith about my business appointments and then make the travel arrangements, open ended as I’m not sure when we’ll come back. Besides, I might sell the pair of you off to some Oil Sheikh while we’re there.’

I look at K and she pokes her tongue out at me. She knows I’ll make her pay for that the next time I have her dangling naked from the end of the bed in the Fun room ... but that’s why she does it!
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All the arrangements have been made, Judith has shuffled my appointments around for the next month, and the four of us fly out to Atlanta. Judith has decided to travel out with me, K and Chloe. When the limousine pulls up at the admin block at The Ranch, K kisses Chloe goodbye and follows me out of the car, which then takes them up to the hotel. I’ve told Chloe to book us in and arrange for our luggage to be taken up to our room. As they are expecting lots of guests for the Triathlon, we can only have one room for Chloe and I (and later K) but all of us squeezing into one bed is surprisingly not a hardship.

When they collar K before photographing her, I give them the silver name tag I had made for her during our first visit, Princess, and insists she is booked in under that name. K is beaming when I do that, she loves to be called Princess, especially when she is being dehumanised like this. (She also uses it when she is placed in dog kennels – I’ll tell you about that some time.)

Via Justin, when I was making our arrangements, K asked if she could be trained by Kurt again, the lean, older cowboy who initially trained her to be a pony girl. I don’t have any objections so I agreed to it. When I asked her why she asked for him, she replied, ‘He’s old and mean. When he tells you to do something ... you fucking do it! When I’m in animal mode, I like to be treated harshly and he does that well.’

As always, I ask for copies of the photographs they take of K. They do this to protect themselves against an owner claiming that they did serious damage to his pony during her stay. The photos can prove that ‘that scar’ or ‘that bruise’ was here when she arrived at The Ranch. It’s the same principle as when you take out a hire car, the damage is noted down so they can’t blame you for it. To members of The Society to which I belong, slaves are like hire cars, just property to be used.

Mr. Adams call for a cart to run me up to the hotel and a pretty Asian girl arrives to collect me. Watching her naked rump as she transports me to the hotel, prompts me to ask her name and when she tells me it is ‘Sharita’, I make a mental note to select her for a cart ride one day.

Justin and Judith are waiting in the foyer when I arrive. Judith of course will be staying in Justin’s private suite for the duration. I think things are getting serious between them (which I’m glad to see, by the way). Judith has been used by many men during her life (at mine and my father’s orders) but really, the only two men she has had constantly in her life are my father and me. It would be nice to see someone actually treat her as a woman, rather than a slave.

After all the meeting and greeting, and welcoming drinks, Justin invites Chloe and me to dinner that night, which I gratefully accept. Then I go off to find Chloe and our room.
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We don’t see much of K during the first week, I expect Kurt is working her hard but Chloe and I keep ourselves amused. Although Chloe happily sleeps with me and other men if ordered to by K, her tastes primarily run to the fairer sex. So when I introduce her to the delights of the daily 12 o’clock parade, when an assortment of pony girls are paraded in front of the hotel, to be chosen by the hotel guests for their afternoon ride, Chloe is like a kid in a sweet shop. K is not present as she, along with a few others are undergoing special, harder training to prepare them for the Triathlon. Longer runs and cart rides than just trotting a few miles and then getting fucked by the hotel guests, which is what happens with the normal trainee ponies. Well, it is when Chloe and I take them out anyway, I can’t speak for the others.

The rules are that one rider will take one pony girl. If there are two riders in the carriage then there must be two pony girls to pull them, after all we don’t want to ruin the girls. So every day Chloe or I pick the two that appeal to us and have them harnessed to a cart and delivered to us later that afternoon. Along the way I teach Chloe how to use the reins to drive a cart, and which commands such as ‘Walk’ ‘Run’ ‘Trot’ that the ponies are trained to respond to.

Of course we still have sex with our ponies, that’s what they’re there for after all, as well as the pony training. One of my lasting memories is Chloe and I sitting on a bench at one of the picnic stops, both ponies are still harnessed into the cart, both with their arms still bound behind their backs, kneeling before us and one is sucking on my cock while the other furiously tongues Chloe’s pussy. Ah, happy days.

When the second week comes around, K is given back to us. Each day of that week she is harnessed to a cart and delivered to us at the hotel. Chloe’s eyes nearly pop out of her head at the sight of K in full body pony harness and head feathers. I give Chloe K’s silver bells to thread through her nipples and K is so pleased. Chloe takes dozens of pictures of K and she seems to be so proud of her Mistress, looking beautiful in all her pony girl finery.

K and I have discussed this situation with Chloe before we left England and she understands that although K is her Mistress, for the duration of our stay at The Ranch she is just a slave to everybody, and that means Chloe as well. This is important as when Chloe is learning how to drive her in the race, it’s important that she doesn’t let up on her because she doesn’t want to hurt her Mistress.

So I make sure that while I’m with them both, Chloe commands her firmly and applies the whip when necessary. It takes a while but Chloe finally accepts it and does her part. I walk alongside K as Chloe drives her down to the lake where I can watch how she handles K.

Of course the first thing we do with K is give her a good fucking, as we missed her this past week. She kneels on all fours, licking Chloe’s pussy as I pound my cock into K from behind. We spend the next hour or so making up for lost time and then Chloe harnesses K back into the cart and I let them go off on the 5 mile course.

I’m waiting for them back at the stables and we watch as the hands unharness K prior to taking her away for a rub down, and then whatever they have planned for her that night. Chloe wants to take her back to the hotel with us but K gently tells her she must ‘live hard in the stables to get ready for the race’, which mollifies Chloe. (Which is a nicer way of saying, ‘I’m getting plenty of cowboy cock here, so don’t interfere.’) We both kiss her goodbye and then they put a leash on her, bind her hands behind her back and take her away.

I stop by the admin block and ask them to send Sharita up to my room that evening, if she’s free. I know that a couple of bottles of wine and a night with Sharita will ease Chloe’s conscience.

The rest of the week I let Chloe take K out in a cart every day to get ready for the race, while I indulge myself with the other delicious pony girls. (Well, if K is going to gorge herself on ‘cowboy cock’, I’m damned well going to get me some ‘pony girl pussy’.)
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​RACE DAY
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The competition starts with the swim across the lake. All the contestants are naked except for an armband showing their number, (of course they’re naked, this is being done for the entertainment of their owners and we like to see bare flesh in our sporting competitions). The ponies (there are only 20 of them) are herded down from the stables and gathered at the lake’s edge. At the starting officials warning and then shots fired, all the girls run into the lake and begin their swim across the 300 yards or so of the lake width. Safety boats and divers patrol the girls as they cross the lake, but as expected, the girls are fresh and so there are no dropouts, requiring assistance.

All the girls make it safely to this side of the lake where an official scans the bar code on each contestant’s armband and then the girls are released to their owners. Chloe and I are waiting with dry towels and an energy drink. According to plan, K just stands there while Chloe dries her off, helps her into her running shoes and then dresses her in a body harness for the next stage of the race.

Running and swimming as a group are fine as it is easier to swerve around a slower competitor, but trying to do that in a pony cart can be dangerous. So this next stage is a time trial with pony carts setting out at spaced out intervals. The scanning of their barcodes will record their start and finish times on this leg, and it will all go towards the overall time of each contestant.

All the runners are wearing a stripped down body harness. As it’s a race everyone is wearing the minimum, no fancy, feathered headdress, no latex outfits or high-heeled boots. They would take too long to strip off for the next leg. So each pony is naked except for the body harness which can be easily removed by undoing a few buckles.

Once Chloe and I have finished harnessing K into the cart, Chloe climbs aboard as the driver. We figured it would give K a better chance to have Chloe, as the lighter of the two of us, drive the cart and so we spent the last week or so training her how to drive a cart. To be honest though, all she has to do is sit in the seat and not fall off, K can control the cart and Chloe just has to appear to be in charge.

I stand next to K at the head of the cart, to talk to her to stop her getting too nervous. As we stand waiting for K’s turn to set off, she watches all the other pony girl competitors. She notices that some of the ponies have been branded, their owner’s mark seared into their flesh with hot irons. ‘You could have me branded if you wanted to, you know, Master. I’d let you. They could do it here on The Ranch for you.’

‘Do you want to be branded?’ I ask.

‘Maybe, not sure, but if you ordered it I would accept it.’

‘Thank you for your dedication, but I think we’ll just stick with the tattoo for now.’

‘For now? Does that mean you might have me branded at some point?’

‘Perhaps,’ I say, mysteriously, arching an eyebrow.

‘It would be painful but once I got over it, I’d be proud to carry your mark. We animals should be clearly marked so we don’t get stolen.’ And I can see her mind ticking over as she files it away in her ‘We’ll explore that later’ compartment.

I don’t say anything as I want her to keep her mind in the game and not get distracted by masochistic fantasies, so I recheck the fastenings that are attaching K to the cart.

‘NUMBER 15,’ one of the officials calls out K’s number, and we walk her into position at the start line. ‘Are you ready to go?’ he asks.

K nods to him and he takes her by her upper arm and readies the scanner. ‘3 ... 2 ... 1,’ he scans her armband, ‘GO!’ He lets her go just as I pat her on the arse and off they go!

Chloe flashes me a smile as they trot away into the distance. I go back to where we were standing and gathering our things together, make my way back to the stables which is the finishing point for this leg.
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Chloe arrives back at the stables after the 5 mile cart race, pulled by K. K’s armband is scanned by the official and we release K from the cart and remove her body harness. As the next stage is a road race and doesn’t take place until all the ponies have arrived back at the stables, all the girls have time to have a drink, use the toilet or whatever before the race starts.

It’s a hot day and K is sweating so Chloe gives her a rub down and puts a blanket round her so she doesn’t get a chill. ‘Will you fuck me if I win?’ K asks me. ‘I’ve missed you.’

‘After this race you’re coming up to the hotel anyway, so I can look after you, Chloe and I will both fuck you if you want ... if you’re not too tired.’

‘If I’m too tired, after I’ve bathed will you just hold me then while I fall asleep?’

‘As long as you don’t snore. I can’t abide snoring.’

K drinks some more water and then a whistle blast gets everyone’s attention. A bull-horn shouts out, ‘All contestants up to the hotel start line please.’

We all amble up the slope to the front of the hotel. Unlike the first two legs which were time trials, this bit is just a plain old road race, all set off together on the 10 mile course and the first one across the line is the winner. All the runners gather together at the start line and although some are in front of the others, over 10 miles it will sort itself out.

The bull-horn announces there will be a whistle blast to warn the ponies to get ready and then a starting pistol will fire to signal the start of the race. I give K a quick kiss and a lucky pat on her naked backside then let her join the group.

There is a whistle blast, everyone stiffens up and then the pistol goes off and the ponies run off. It’s a flat, even course around the perimeter of The Ranch estate, so shouldn’t give anyone any trouble that is fit enough to last the distance. Which K is, I made sure of that.

Justin has installed cameras at a few points around the course, and we guests can watch the progress on big TV screens that Justin has arranged on the veranda. I see K is in the front half of the group and as the race goes on and the ponies thin out I see K is up there in the first five runners.

It seems like an awfully long time before the runners make it into the home stretch, so we’ve all had several drinks by the time they’re there. K is doing her best but is in second place, and they are way ahead of all the others. She doesn’t seem to be capable of catching the lead girl. Chloe and I are all excited and we go back down to the stables to watch the finish.

I’d be perfectly happy if K came in second, but I know she will feel she has let me down if she doesn’t win, and I can see that is ready to burst her little heart to achieve that. Just as they’re about a hundred yards from the finish line, the lead runner slips and falls over, hurting her knee. This is the opportunity for K to burst past her and win the race, but K being a caring soul stops and helps her up. As she puts the girl’s arm over her shoulders, they walk towards the finish line with the girl limping along. Suddenly another pony girl runs past them and easily beats them to the finish line.

When they arrive there themselves, K stops and pushes the other girl forward across the line, to take second place and then she follows her into third. As the medics rush forward to take care of the injured girl, after K’s armband has been scanned, she makes her way over to Chloe and me, head bowed.

‘I’m sorry, Master. I know I let you down, I’d understand if you’re disappointed in me,’ she says, tears in her eyes.

‘Disappointed? I was proud of you, my girl. The way you stopped and helped her up and then let her go first across the line. That’s British spirit, girl. Help the underdog. In my book you are the winner.’

‘Really?’ she looks up at me, a gleam in her eye.

‘Really. Now let’s get a blanket on you and then we’ll wait for the results before we go back to the room.’ Chloe wraps the blanket that she is holding around K and then gives her a big hug. We drift up to the hotel where the results will be announced and the prizes given.

It takes a while so I let K start on the wine. White of course so it’s chilled. And as a treat I let her have some chocolate that I’ve been saving for her. Eventually the results are read out and the ponies are invited to stand (still naked of course) on a podium while they have their photo taken.

Most of the ponies have been entered in the competition under their own pony names and not the ones that The Ranch give them when they are in training, ones based on flowers. 

Justin stands on the veranda and reads out the results into a PA system. ‘After the results of the road race are combined with the aggregated timings of the first two legs of the race, the following results have been calculated.

‘In third place ... Jessie!’ There’s a loud cheer from the crowd and Jessie is invited to stand on the podium on the lowest step. I see it is the girl that K helped across the line and she has a plaster on her knee. Not too serious then.

‘In second place ... Princess!’ K gives a sob and squeezes my arm. Chloe hugs her and I lead her to the podium and help her onto the second place step.

‘In first place ... Bella! Congratulations Bella.’ Her owner leads her to the podium and she takes top spot.

Justin approaches the podium followed by Judith, and she hands him each medal on a ribbon, which he hangs around the neck of each winner in turn, making sure he gets a kiss off each of them as he does. (Randy old goat has probably fucked them all too. I know he’s had K.) Judith is then handed bunches of flowers by a servant, which she then presents one to each winner. She looks very natural in the role of support to Justin.

Then the three winners are invited to pose for photographs on the podium and then in various locations around or in front of the hotel, such as on the steps up to the veranda. Each of them looking magnificent with their toned bodies. Well, you’d expect nothing less of the race winners would you? The photos will appear in pony girl magazines around the world and I expect it will lead to many invites for K to visit other pony girl training camps, and as her Master I shall probably accept them on her behalf and take her to them. It will be good for her to be handled by several trainers, don’t want her getting stale by limiting her to just The Ranch’s way of doing things.

Justin is on the mike again. ‘Of courses every one of our girls was a winner today and I’d like to congratulate them all and thank their owners for bringing them along to this meeting. Well now it is time for celebration, good food and drink and southern hospitality. Enjoy yourselves.’

As K has had a long, strenuous day, I ask Chloe to fetch her a robe from our room and after K has posed for all the photo requests from other owners (and after I’ve rebuffed a few offers to sell her to them) I allow her to put on the robe. After a while I can see that K is starting to fade and as we leave, Jessie, the girl she helped, comes up to her and gives her a big hug, thanking her. ‘My Master would like to invite you both to his farm sometime and we could be pony girls together. And I would like that also.’ She gives K a coquettish grin and hands me her Master’s business card before returning to him. He’s watching so I give him a nod and hold the card up.

Chloe and I take K back to our room and give her a bath. Afterwards she can barely keep her eyes open so we all climb into bed and K cuddles Chloe while I wrap my arms around both of them. Soon all three of us are snoring gently.
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We stay for a while after the Iron Pony race, while all the riff-raff leave with their ponies. It’s just regular punters who have brought their girls to be trained, who are in the hotel now. K is living in the hotel with us, she’s had her fun in the stable, she can come back to us now, it doesn’t do to spoil her.

I’m sitting out on the lawn one night after dinner, smoking a cigar. Justin has taken Chloe and K off to look at his antique pistol collection. I don’t know if they’re actually interested or just being polite, but they went anyway, so I’m on my own.

Judith approaches me across the lawn and I see she has a bottle of wine with her and two glasses, so I guess she wants a serious chat about something.

‘Hello, Roger, mind if I join you?’

‘You’re always welcome, Judith, you know that.’

She sits down and pours us both a glass. ‘Roger, I have something to tell you ... well ask you really. Can we chat?’

‘You’re not pregnant are you?’ Which is unlikely as Judith is in her 50’s but still gorgeous.

She laughs. ‘No
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