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I stop off at K’s bedroom on my way to my own bed to return an art book she leant me. I knock on the door and she opens it, just wearing a flimsy, see-through nightie. I’m lost for a moment in admiration just staring at her barely concealed breasts. Adjectives like ... firm ... pert ... juicy ... tasty, spring to mind.

K clears her throat and I look up at her face. ‘Was there something you wanted, Daddy?’

‘Oh, sorry, I’m just returning this,’ I hand her the book.

‘Why don’t you come in?’

I step into the room and look round, there’s no sign of Chloe. ‘Where’s Elf?’ I ask.

K points to the cage she has in her room. ‘She’s in there,’ she replies.

‘You make her sleep in the cage? With a blanket over it, like a parrot? That’s a bit mean, isn’t it?’

‘Oh no, she likes it that way. She told me once that when her dad was in one of his ‘moods’ she used to hide in the cupboard under the stairs. He never thought to look for her there, assuming she was out. She said it was the only place she felt safe.

‘Although she likes being locked in the cage during sex games, she says that when I put the blanket over the cage, it reminds her of those times in the cupboard and she feels safe and secure again.’ To illustrate her point she lifts up the corner of the blanket and shows me Chloe, who is fast asleep and snoring gently. ‘See?’ she lowers the blanket.

‘What a strange group of people we are,’ I tell her. ‘Somebody could get a Doctorate in Psychiatry by writing a thesis about us. Well, you lot anyway, I’m normal.’

K gives me a doubting look. ‘But that’s why you like us, isn’t it? Precisely because we’re not normal.’

‘That’s true. I could never stand a vanilla relationship. I tried them a few times and got bored with them. It’s exactly your kinks and perversions and hang-ups that draws me to you lot, it makes for a unique personality, and that makes you more interesting in my book.’

‘Stop it, Daddy, you’ll make me blush.’

‘Well, I’d better be going,’ I say.

K grabs my arm, ‘Why don’t you stay? You only come to my room rarely.’

‘Well, when I asked you to come live with me I made it clear that this was your own private space. Where you could get away from everyone and everything, including me. If I come here often then it won’t be that anymore.’

‘But it would be nice to have you come to my room to see my etchings, sometimes. Why don’t you stay the night?’

‘Erm ... okay. But it’s too early to go to sleep. What shall we do to pass the time?’ I ask, playing dumb.

K knows I’m joking (I’m not really that thick, dear reader) and she plays along.

‘I saw this thing in a film the other day. The man takes his willy and puts it in the girl’s pee-hole and jiggles it about a bit. We could try that.’

‘Jiggle it about you say? Okay then. Should I take my clothes off?’

‘Probably best if you do,’ she replies, pulling her nightie off over her head, so she is naked.

We stand there, naked, looking down at my limp dick. ‘It needs to be stiff, like a lollipop,’ she says. ‘It’s probably a bit cold. But I know how to warm it up.’ She drops to her knees and taking me in her mouth soon brings me to full erection. ‘There, that should do it.’ She pats my cock proudly.

‘But what about you, shouldn’t you be wet down there or something?’ K agrees so I sit her on the edge of the bed, and kneeling between her legs, I use my tongue on her until she is well and truly wet. Then I drag her legs around to face down the bed and I enter her without any further ado.

We start off gently with much kissing and stroking each other, sucking on her delicious breasts, until our breathing starts getting heavy. I don’t know if it’s the fact that we’re doing it in a place that it rarely happens, her private sanctuary, but somehow it’s more exciting doing it in her bed. Only a few men have been allowed that privilege. Even as her owner I don’t get the chance very often.

After a while, the animal side of us takes over and we end up ‘rutting like stags’, and all sense of decency goes out the window. She raises her legs until they are resting on my shoulders and she is bent under me. ‘Go deep,’ she urges me. ‘Get deep inside me.’

She gets wild and her language dips into the gutter, using words and phrases to encourage me that I normally only hear when she’s had a bottle or two of wine. It works too, as I pound her like a jackhammer as she’s curled beneath me.

Soon I can feel myself approaching my peak, so I ask her, ‘Pussy or mouth?’

‘Pussy,’ she replies. ‘Put your spunk deep inside me, I want to feel you come!’

After that statement I can’t hold on any longer and let myself explode inside her. She is as aroused as I am and my climax pushes her over the cliff edge too, and she orgasms, uttering the most filthy blandishments to me, questioning my parentage, declaring her undying love for me, how she loves me to treat her as fuck meat, and so on. (All in all, a rather excitable young lady on occasion.)

She slides her legs off my shoulders and locking her ankles behind my back, pulls me in tight to her. As I collapse on her, struggling to get my breath back, she wraps her arms around me and holds me tight, so we are cheek to cheek and I feel the wetness of her tears on my cheek.

After a time, when I’ve gone soft and dropped out of K, she unwraps herself from around me and we lay side-by-side. Then we hear a voice say, ‘Well, that looked like fun.’ We look over and Chloe has lifted a corner of the blanket and has been watching us while we fucked like animals.

K kisses me long and deep and says, ‘Thank you for that, Daddy. Now do Elf, while I watch. Elf come and join us.’

Chloe opens the cage door and scrambles out. The cage door is never locked as, like with K, it never needs to be. We never lock them for safety reasons, but once K or Chloe are in a cage they would never leave it unless they were told to, because they’ve been ordered not to. That’s the kind of reliable, well-trained slaves, they are.

Chloe climbs into bed with us. K takes hold of my dick and rubs it until it’s hard again. ‘Daddy, might need some encouragement. Come taste Mummy’s pussy on his cock, then he’ll fuck you. If you’re a good girl and please Daddy, I may let you sleep in the bed with us tonight.’

Chloe does as she is told and bending forward, takes me in her mouth. K leans over me and offers her breast for me to suck on, while Chloe gets me going again.

It’s not a bad life, all things considered. I can’t complain.
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I’m working from home today and I’m about to bleep K to bring me some lunch when I remember she’s off to Europe with Colin Saxby. She loves being taken on trips by him where he treats her like a courtesan and she does anything he wants. In return he buys her nice clothes and takes her to fancy hotels and restaurants.

Don’t get me wrong, K is not ‘hooking’, she’d do it anyway for free, but they play a game where he has to ‘buy her affections’, paying for each sex act she performs, but she only charges him 20 Euros a time, it’s just a joke.

I figure I’ll bleep Chloe instead then I remember she’s working at the publishers today. I really must do something about this. Here I am, a ‘Master’, and I’m having to make my own lunch!

When K goes off on a new adventure or when she is making another porn movie, she usually takes Chloe along for moral support or to ‘fetch and carry’ for her, while she’s on set. But those times when she’s going somewhere she’s been a hundred times before, like to Pete’s or Squire Amos’ or even overseas with Colin, she usually goes alone. On those occasions, I’m left with Chloe, who gets lonely sleeping in her bed without K, so I allow her to sleep in my room, with me.

If we have sex, once I’ve finished with her I let her spend the night in my bed. Other times I put her in the cage in my room and cover it with a blanket. K showed me that Chloe finds it a ‘safe space’ as it reminds her of her sanctuary when she was a kid. She’s perfectly happy being in there, doesn’t consider it a punishment, and sleeps more soundly than she does in my bed.

Now don’t get me wrong, I don’t begrudge K going off on these sexual adventures, in fact I encourage them. I constantly tell her that we are both here to have fun, and she should make the most of while she is young – with my blessing – as one day we’ll look back on our lives and regret any and all opportunities for fun that we let slip away.

There are times though when I’m on my own and I fancy some sex. When that happens I usually ring up Squire Amos and he lets me go over to the Manor and sleep with either his wife, Cynthia, or his housemaid, Ruby.

Haven’t got time for that today though, I’ll just have to take my frustration out on Mrs. Scott who I’m expecting later. Once she’s finished cooking and freezing the week’s meals for me, I’ll take her in the Fun room and give her good fucking. It’s what she gets paid for after all, housekeeping and any other uses I might have for her. She’s a slave and I’m a Master, remember.

I’ve decided though that what I need is a full time housekeeper/sex slave/companion to see to my needs when K and Chloe are not around. One who I can rely on permanently being here in the house. Someone who doesn’t go on adventures unless it’s with me. What I should do is buy myself another house slave, but if we have another person living in the house, we’re going to need more bedrooms. If the new slave moved into the guest bedroom then that would only leave the Fun room for visitors to stay in. To quote a line from the movie Jaws, ‘We’re gonna need a bigger boat!’
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Weeks later, when K has returned from her travels, she brings me a cup of coffee as I sit in the study, going over the blueprints of the remodelling I have planned for the house. I invite her to sit down with me and go over the ideas I have, not just for the house but for our future. We sit on the sofa and I spread the plans out on the coffee table.

‘I’ve decided I want more rooms to accommodate some future ideas I have. So what I plan to do is build another garage at the side of the house, to the rear. As it’s a garage, it just needs electricity to it, no need to worry about water supply or plumbing. We can tap into the mains feed that runs down to the summer house.

‘Then that leaves the old garage space which is already brick built, so we just have to insulate the walls, run the water pipes into it, and we can split it into two rooms. One of which will be the new Fun room. It already has the electric hoist in so we might as well use that. Then the other room can be a store room or another bedroom, and we’ll make it ensuite. The old Fun room can be turned into a normal bedroom.’

It’s a large garage with room for three cars and workbenches along the side so it will make a spacious Fun room and bedroom.

‘This is going to cost a fortune, Daddy,’ she points out.

‘I happen to be rich, remember? The business deal with that German book publisher is coming along nicely and the business is booming, especially on the eBook side of things, thanks to Chloe among others, so my bank balance can take the load.’

K nods her understanding and just sips her coffee looking at the plans, occasionally glancing at me. I can see she is gearing herself up to ask the obvious question, so I wait patiently for her to take the plunge.

Finally she musters up her courage. ‘Why exactly do we need this extra space ... are we opening a boarding house?’ she jokes.

‘No, we need the extra rooms because we’re going to have another member of the family soon.’

‘Who?’ she asks.

‘I don’t know, I haven’t bought her yet. But when the house is finished, we’re going to a slave auction and I’m going to buy myself another slave.’

K stares at me, shocked. ‘Am I no longer good enough for you? Are you replacing me? I’ll try harder, I promise.’

‘Relax, K. I’ve told you before, our relationship is to the death. I said I was buying another slave, not replacing the one I have. The truth is you’re becoming much in demand lately. If you’re not down in Oxford making movies with Todd and Alan then you’re off jetting around the world, to have sex with some billionaire in swanky hotels. I just thought it was time I had someone who wasn’t lusted after by half of the Society and could look after my needs when you weren’t here ... culinary and sexual.’

‘Then I’ll give up the movies and the sex with strangers. My place is here at your side at all times. I won’t do them anymore.’

‘No, no ... I want you to carry on doing them, I get just as big a kick out of them as you do. Besides, I take pride in the things you do, the sex queen you’ve become, everyone gives me credit for training you. Enhances my street-cred no end. No, I want you to get as much enjoyment out of life as you can while you’re still young. When we’re old we can look fondly back at those movies you made and remember how beautiful you were now.’ I take her ear between my fingers and thumb and rub it gently. This calms and soothes her as it is our ‘I Love You’ gesture.

‘Will she take over the running of the house from me?’

‘No, you’ll still be number one, the one in charge. She can be your assistant, use her for all the dirty jobs, the scrubbing and cleaning while you manage the house and finances. I just want someone to look after the place while you aren’t around, to save me having to do it, after all that’s why I have slaves! And who knows, maybe she can even cook?’ Which earns me a dirty look from K as she can’t cook to save her life.

‘So I’ll still be number one slave? The one in charge? You promise?’

I take hold of the gold tag hanging from her collar that shows the date that K became my property and I tell her, ‘I swear on this tag, that you will always be my number one slave. In fact, I want you to train her in our ways, she’ll be totally under your control, so that should prove it to you.’ That tag denotes when K fully became mine and is precious to both of us, so we use it to swear oaths to each other, so we each know we will keep whatever promise we make on it.

‘So I’ll have a companion, like Madeline was?’

‘Madeline was different. She was a contract slave, she made a deal with me and I paid her a certain amount of money. Mads was only in it for the money. I’ve seen a few like her, they’ll do any dirty, disgusting thing you can think of, as long as the money is right. They bank it and then when they have enough, they retire and probably never touch a man again.’

‘I know what you mean, my mattress is stuffed full of pound coins. It ain’t ‘arf lumpy!’ She’s joking, so I know she’s coming round to my way of thinking.

‘This will be different,’ I tell her. ‘This will be more like a sister and she’ll hopefully become part of the family like Elf, but remember ... she will be my slave, so I have final say in what happens to her. You have Elf and I want someone of my own for when you’re not around.’

This seems to mollify K and she relaxes somewhat. ‘Very well, Daddy. Whatever you say.’

‘Now run along and get us both some more coffee, we have plans to make.’

K jumps up and heads off but pauses at the door and turns back to me. ‘You know, Daddy, that I’d do “any dirty, disgusting thing you can think of” if you asked me to, don’t you?’

‘Of course I do ... that’s why I love you.’
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The next few months are busy, getting the house remodelled. The ensuite bathroom in the new bedroom has been plumbed in. Pete (the video guy) has come along to supervise the installation of the cameras by his guys, into the new Fun room in the old garage, connected to the house video system. We’ve removed the more obvious ones from the old Fun room (there are still some in there though but well hidden).

Pete and K have this game they like to play where she gets to role-play with him, he is the technical person who has come round to fix her TV/computer or whatever, and she plays the poor housewife who, unable to pay for the repairs, has to settle the bill some other way.

Pete’s an old friend and I know he likes K, so having him around the place for days on end doesn’t bother me and is right up K’s street. She can play the maid of the house, bringing him cups of tea, checking on the progress, worrying about how much it will all cost, who then has to fuck the workman, to pay the bill.

I let K play these games as it stimulates her creative side, which eventually I get the benefit of. I insist Pete does the work though, instead of fucking K all day long, but I don’t object when they disappear into her room or down the summer house for their ‘lunch break
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