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Butterflies

My life has formed a husk around me and I can barely see the sun. I know it is there, I can sense the rays in the happiness and optimism of others. Fate and mistakes and my naive heart have shaped this casing that bounds my hopes and my days, and now it is all that anyone sees in me. But I have changed and matured and I need to show myself, to give myself. I am wiser and deeper and capable of loving if only I could step back into the light. So maybe it is not a husk then, but a chrysalis: an ugly but needed protection whilst I transform from the dreary into the precious. I need to break out and find a kindred spirit, but the life I have made just hangs all over me, denying any change. I am buried where the sun cannot find me and all it does is harden off my shell to make it my prison, not my protection. Every day, every second that goes by, escape becomes more difficult as my courage falters. I may appear strong but I shrink perpetually as I starve the part of me that feeds on the beauty of this world. I need to feel true love for once, before it is too late. I need to be able to look into another’s eyes and see no other relevance in life. I know now that I haven’t got the strength to set myself free; I am reliant on someone else breaking through, grabbing me by the heart so that I cannot fight it, and pulling me clear. What hurts most is the possibility that someone could be searching right now, but I am too deeply enshrouded to be visible, or the baggage I carry is just too much of a burden to bear. But I have a perfect soul that I am dying to give and I am utterly lost without you, so if you can find it in you, please come for me. Please don’t leave me here. 

Gina

She leant back in the leather chair and then swivelled half-away from them, still idly tapping the flat, black tongue of her riding crop on the edge of the large mahogany writing desk. The sunlight in the corner streamed in but was immediately absorbed by the oak panelling that covered the walls. She rose and crossed to the French doors, letting them see for the first time that she was wearing her riding boots and the cream jodhpurs that clung tightly to her thighs and backside. She stood with her back to them and looked out onto her striped lawns that were bordered by immaculately trimmed yew hedges as they sloped down to the herb garden. On such days she wished she could throw open the doors and burst free into the morning brightness, but she had a busy schedule ahead, and right now she had a punishment to administer.

She could feel the air of expectation thickening the room as they awaited her next move. She knew they would be eyeing her with longing, and she had purposefully taken up her position to allow this. Their gazes would have followed the drop of her silky raven hair as it flowed down her back, almost to her waist. Then their eyes would have alighted on the outward curve of her hips, which her mother had once described as childbearing, not realising the irony. Inexorably their gaze would have been drawn to her round bottom, just about on the good side of big, and which was, when naked, smooth and olive and flawless. It was marked only by the small tattoo of a jet-black scorpion just above the tuck of her right cheek. She turned around to face them. Two of the girls were standing at attention in the centre of the room, hands behind backs, faces slightly flushed with the thoughts of what was to follow. Well, let them wait, thought Gina. Anticipation was a huge part of the act of domination. Chloe was way to the side, already dressed in a neat black business suit, leaning on the back of a tub chair and barely attempting to suppress a yawn. Gina felt the same rushing tingle in her belly at the sight of her young PA as she had when she had first set eyes on her in that Manchester nightclub, some two years ago. Chloe had been dancing on stage, dressed as a schoolgirl. Gina’s habitual composure had instantly evaporated in the buzz that swept her body. She just stared, paralysed and at the mercy of the young girl smiling down on her, totally smitten for the first time in her life. Still now, as far as Gina was concerned, Chloe Bloom was the most beautiful thing in all of creation.

Gina crossed back to the desk and perched on the front edge, pushing aside the contract she had just been reading to avoid sitting on it. She caught sight of her name on the document, and as always it seemed alien to her: Florence Georgina Huxtable—a mouthful by anyone’s standards. Bracketed below these words was her title: CEO MedUSA Distribution, UK Division. She never used her true Christian name, and only a few people actually knew it. She had been named after the city in which she was conceived, although she was born back home in Vermont. Her family and friends back in the States called her Georgie. Over here, her girls all called her ‘Mistress Gina’. 

She regarded the two girls directly in front of her and addressed the taller of the two Rose, since she was in charge of the stables and it was therefore fitting that she should do the deed. 

“I think you should bring her in now,” said Gina. She was aware that her trans-Atlantic accent was at odds with the very English manorial interior of the room. It always made her feel that although she had parted with a substantial amount of hard cash to buy the Ashby estate she was somehow still not the owner of the house she adored, but had merely been borrowing it for the past five years. There was also a slight stridency to her tone, which she wished she could soften, although she knew it gave her authority and had all the girls jumping immediately at her commands—except, of course, for Chloe, who obeyed any instructions at her leisure. Rose had by now disappeared from the room, and her voice was heard faintly out in the hall. Then the door was pushed open and all eyes dropped down to witness the chubby, pinkly naked blonde slowly entering on all fours. 

Her long hair was tied back in a tail, though her fringe had been separated and combed down above her eyes. Her mouth was being forced open by a hard black rubber bar clamped between her teeth, held in place by straps over the top of her head, under her chin and around her nape, all to resemble a pony’s bit. At either side of the gag hung two small steel hoops, which were used to fasten the reins that Rose behind her was holding. On the blonde’s back was a mock saddle, custom built in shining patent leather, held by a thick, buckled girth around her middle and with a thinner length hanging either side to attach both the polished chrome mini-stirrups. The pommel stood unusually high on her back and curved down in a graceful arch across the seat and then up again to the smaller rise of the cantle. The whole saddle was impeccably crafted, with neat lines of intricate stitching, and it was just small enough to look quite ridiculous upon her. 

The blonde was made to take a slow, arcing journey to her Mistress’s feet, so that the humiliation was fully compounded. Her movements were all the more laborious due to the ‘gloves’ her Mistress had made her wear. They were fashioned in clinging black rubber that stretched to the elbow. Inside, the girl must have formed fists, because her hands were each contained within a hard black rubber casing, formed unmistakeably into the shape of a horse’s hoof. As she crawled, the viewers could see that her very ample bottom had been filled with a plug of some kind, from which sprouted lengths to make a tail, not in horse hair, but in thin strands of black rubber. 

She stopped in front of Gina and stayed on her knees, her weight resting back and her ‘hooves’ held up in front of her as she looked forlornly through her fringe at her Mistress. Her thighs looked big and pale and were squeezed defensively together. Between them, Gina could make out the puffy smoothness of her shaven pubis, and just a hint of the dark vertical slit. Below the saddle strap, her belly was in two soft rolls that hid her button, but showed her to be plump rather than fat. Her breasts were small and sat apart, held up slightly by two rock-hard teats that pointed away from each other. Gina watched a string of unchecked saliva dribble out past the mouth bit and ooze down between the girl’s tits and over her belly, pooling eventually in the triangle of flesh where her clamped thighs met her bare crotch. 

Gina looked the girl up and down with contempt.

“As usual,” she said. “Sarah has been incapable of sticking to my rules. As you know, I have acquired a business in London and we are about to complete the takeover, and since I shall be away a lot over the next few weeks, I’ve been trying to give you girls as much of my attention now as I can. Sarah had her turn yesterday, but typically she couldn’t keep in line.” Gina put her finger under the girl’s chin and pushed upwards to ensure eye contact was maintained. 

“What was it you said?” she continued. “Oh, yes! ‘Ride me Mistress! Ride me!’” 

The other girls sniggered at the mocking impression of Sarah’s plummy accent, but Gina did not deign to crack a smile. 

“As you are all well aware, I am not to be told what to do—ever, and that is why Sarah had her fucking cut short and was sent to sleep in the stables last night.”  

The others all knew that dirty bitch Sarah had quite probably brought about her punishment on purpose, sacrificing the thrill of her Mistress’s strap-on dildo for greater masochistic pleasures. They also guessed that the reprisals were far from over—and they were right. Gina ordered her play-horse to get off her knees and bend over the desk. Sarah responded quickly, her bottom yawning as she went over and pushed it out for attention. Gina took hold of the rubber strands of the tail and gently pulled to ease the bung from inside her girl. It was a new toy and struck the others as odd, since horsehair ones were readily available, and their Mistress was usually such a stickler for such costume accuracy. 

Sarah gasped loudly as the wide point at the base of the plug stretched her hole on its withdrawal. As the plastic toy emerged, a communal shiver ran through the audience as the size was witnessed. Even Sarah would have struggled to take these dimensions. They watched her anus slowly shrink back to its normal puckered, slightly open oval, and felt their own bums twitching nervously at the thought of being opened up in such a fashion. Gina held the plug in her palm and moved her raised arm away from her body and her victim’s proffered arse. The genius of her new toy was now evident; not just a tail, but also a whip. Gina’s arm flashed forward and the rubber strands snaked out and slapped against Sarah’s arse cheeks, biting and clinging at the wobbling flesh, forcing her to jerk forward and cry into her rubber gag. The whip was withdrawn, revealing vivid pink lines across both buttocks before the next strike landed with equal force. 

The Mistress went slowly enough for each lash to register and count. The tongues of the whip splayed out as they flew through the air and landed splat like wet tresses all over the jiggling backside; there must have been some jelly in the rubber content to make the strands grip so greedily, and not fall away under gravity like the ones the girls were used to taking. Sarah was crying out with every stroke and she was marked with lines all over her cheeks and down the backs of her legs. Her hoofed hands were behind her, hovering near the buttocks and ready to offer them protection, but she held off, always just able to absorb the pain. 

Gina was pleased with her new toy and its ability to deliver a full contact. So many flails lost their sting in the air and landed lightly or inaccurately, and although she liked using crops and canes, a fat arse like Sarah’s sometimes deserved an explosion of instant all-over pain. Her girl was taking it well and although there were tears in her big blue eyes when she looked over her shoulder to see why her Mistress had stopped, she had kept her bottom stuck out all through the lashing. Gina focused on the puffy mound poking out between the thighs, and ran one finger down the slit, feeling the tell-tale slickness there. She pressed forward with her finger and the lips yielded instantly and she sank into the hot, unctuous pool within. 

The girl moaned as the juices were stirred inside her and Gina had to add another finger to increase her teasing. As Sarah began to buck and ride, the fingers were mercilessly removed and the juices that covered them wiped onto her anus. Then Gina turned the whip handle around and used it as a plug again, forcing it slowly into Sarah’s bottom, gleefully watching her head snap back as the girl was stretched to her absolute limit. Sarah’s muscles were more relaxed now and it took far less effort this time to push the toy into position. Despite the cries, she obviously enjoyed it, and her juices were now visibly escaping and trickling down her thighs. 

Gina knew Sarah loved the other girls to see her opened up to the very threshold of her tolerance. The discomfort would be outweighed by the joy of humiliation. Sarah loved her pain but even more she loved to be degraded. Nothing was too shameful. She often pissed herself or broke wind during her heavier thrashings, and it was said that she drank lots of fizzy drinks before such punishments in the hope of encouraging these disgraces, knowing full well that they brought greater chastisement. Gina could tell that Sarah was close to orgasm, but she needed to be pushed further, until she was teetering on the very brink. 

The Mistress unfastened the saddle and removed it, then helped her pony climb onto the desk and had her lie on her back, instructing her to hold her legs behind the knees to keep them up and open, and to slide her bottom right to the edge so that the tail strands could drape down freely. Gina took her riding crop this time and went around behind the desk, pushing her swivel chair aside. She placed the crop’s tongue flat against Sarah’s swollen pussy. She kept it there for several seconds to allow the effect to sink in, and when she delivered the first stinging slap, she saw her audience flinch and suck in another communal breath. Sarah wailed, but the next smacks made her pussy lips jump open, and in that flash they could all see the wetness inside. Gina kept her strokes quite light, wanting to titillate now and drive her victim towards her climax. Sarah responded, bucking and wiggling her arse against the desk, keeping her legs wide and her pussy pushed up to try and get any contact, until she was squealing out and dying to come. Just one sharp suck on her clit would have done it, or two fingers rammed inside her—she was that close. The onlookers could see her belly clench and jerk as the muscles inside her contracted, but then she was suddenly still and quiet, and all eyes focused below her wet sex to witness the slow and vulgar birth of the dildo from her bottom. She held herself and squeezed, pushing the glistening toy from inside her, easing it out centimetre-by-centimetre until the evacuation was complete and the dildo-tail dropped to the floor. 

Gina ceased her beating and came around to kneel between Sarah’s legs, close enough to feel the heat emanating and to see and smell the oozing arousal, close enough to have the girl feel her breath on her aching clit. She smiled at the brace of slippery holes and then felt below her to locate the dildo and plug it back inside the pink ring that had so lewdly expelled it. She loosed a thin string of spit to dribble tantalisingly down the gash of cunt and arse, then pursed her lips and blew very softly onto the wetness. Gina knew full well what her bitch would be thinking of and silently begging for. She would be visualising her Mistress’s tongue coming out to lap all the way up her sodden split, sucking out the juices and then engulfing her swollen bud to finally deliver her from torment. When Gina was sure the girl was nearly bursting for the touch of her tongue she cruelly stopped her blowing and got back off her knees. She smiled at the writhing slave and her look of abject dismay as the realisation dawned that the Mistress was not going to bring her off after all. The punishment was still not quite complete, though. 

“Listen carefully,” Gina said. “You are to make us breakfast now. Later today—assuming that I remember—I will phone and give you permission to remove the harness and tail, and let you get dressed. You are forbidden to play with yourself until I get back in a few days. I don’t just mean you cannot make yourself come, I mean that you are not to touch your pussy at all until I allow it. Do you understand?” 

There was nothing to enforce these rules except the sheer willpower of her girl, and that is why Gina knew for certain that she would be obeyed. Sarah held up her arms to allow Gina to peel her hooves off for her, and then hobbled mutely out of the room, her tail quite literally between her legs. The room was silent again but the atmosphere of bubbling excitement remained. The two girls in front of her were still obediently standing straight, only both now with their thighs pressed firmly together, and Gina knew that she could get them to do anything that she wanted right now. Chloe was wearing her usual smirk that always appeared when she watched a punishment. It revealed her true nature, but she was simply too pretty to resist. There was always an air of defiance about her, which said that although she was ostensibly a slave just like the other girls, it was only while it suited her, while her Mistress was looking after her. She was the only one not completely under Gina’s spell—if anything it was the other way around, and that was not a good place for a Mistress to be. 

Chloe had the same sleek black hair as Gina, but was petite, with perfect skin and a lovely lithe body that had become less muscular since her dancing days. Her tits were small and perky, with tiny pink nipples that went rock hard and super-sensitive when she was aroused. Her legs were shapely and her hips slim. She had a gorgeous little bottom, which had also grown a little fuller and rounder since they had met, but Gina liked that; a nice bum is always a priority for a dominatrix. It was still infinitely soft and enticing, and better still, she loved to have it played with. Her face had a touch of red to the cheeks, which gave her a look of youthful innocence, and she had a full bottom lip that Gina loved to take gently into her mouth and suck. But it was her eyes that cast the spell. The irises were very dark brown, sometimes dull, and she was slightly heavy-lidded, giving her a bored or insolent look. Her right eye was fractionally in—turned, something only really noticeable when she read or studied the computer screen. When she concentrated, she chewed the inside of her cheek, often unconsciously using her fingers to press and hold the flesh in while her teeth scraped and bit at the inside of her mouth. Gina loved to watch her like this.

When Chloe was happy her face came alive and she became achingly beautiful. Her eyes would be open and shining, her dimples showing, her laugh loud, lewd, and infectious. She was agile and nippy in her movements. She was confident, down to earth, and swore too much. She was also an utter pervert. Gina was as equally proud as she was nervous over her ownership of this jewel of a girl, scared her fortune would evaporate in a flash. Both of them were infinitely capable of turning heads when out together but Chloe almost induced whiplash injuries in the plethora of craning necks swivelling her way, although all but the glances from the very sexiest young girls were steadfastly ignored, causing much frustration from the scores of leering boys. She must break a hundred hearts every single day, just by walking down the street, and Gina knew for certain that very soon her heart would also be on that list. If only someone would come along to break the spell, before it was all too late.

Gina addressed the apple of her eye.

“The lawyers are flying in from the States today to tie up things this end, so we had better get off to London. The accountants have already advised me to cut the workforce by half and very few of the ones that remain are likely to do that well out of us, so we are going to be meeting a lot of very pissed-off people in the next few days.” 

Gina gave a shrug of resignation and breathed a big sigh at the impending obligation of having to crop careers and ruin lives.

“I guess it’s just business,” she said, without conviction.

Becky

She sat naked, perched on the rim of the bath with her legs wide apart as she prepared to carry out his instructions. Both her hands were at her groin and she could not resist running one finger up her damp sex at the thought of him. Her wrist jerked and she bit her lip as the harsh tingle spread across her sensitive mound. This was not the kind of pain she enjoyed but obeying him, even in his absence, gave her enough of a thrill to take the edge off her discomfort. She glanced over to the sink where her phone lay still stubbornly mute. Why hadn’t he texted? This was one of the days her husband left early for work, without even waking her, and she had usually received a message by now. 

Becky readied herself for another wave of self-inflicted pain. Her hand jerked again and she inhaled sharply, feeling the hot sting turn to a cold shivering rush like sunburn around the delicate folds of her labia. Her little mound was smarting and needed to be soothed, but at least her task was coming along nicely. What remained of her dark, closely cropped pubic hair had now been reduced to a thin strip above the split of her lips, just as he had ordered. She applied another wax strip and was about to pull when her phone bleeped, startling her into an involuntary and painful depilation. She cursed quietly but the sting was already forgotten as the familiar butterflies started inside her. She knew the text would be from Mark. She could feel her fingers tingling as she grabbed the phone, seeing that it was indeed from him and that it came with a picture attachment. She opened it eagerly, to be confronted with the image of what was unmistakeable his cock, absolutely rigid, the foreskin retracted to show the shining smoothness of the swollen head. He had adorned the middle of his shaft with a piece of red ribbon, tied into a bow, and the picture came with a message:

“For you on your birthday I like my presents to be felt! Will give you something special later if we can get rid of them pesky kids for half an hour!” 

The awakening glow within her pussy was instant, and she squeezed her thighs together knowing she might be forced to answer its call. He would love to know he had made her masturbate. He was irrepressible, and he knew just how to turn her on. She caught her reflection in the mirror and saw that she was smiling broadly. This turned to a frown when she realised the state her hair was in after her now customary restless night in bed. Normally it was neatly cut, hanging just below shoulder length, blonde with darker streaks closer to her natural colour showing through. Currently it looked like it had been sculpted by a short-sighted trainee on a particularly bumpy rollercoaster. She pulled a face of mock disgust before continuing her self-examination. Her pubic mound was still red and sore but would calm down once she had showered and applied some lotion. She couldn’t wait to show him her handiwork. 

She noticed her nipples were swollen and she grabbed both breasts and jiggled them up and down whilst blowing her reflection a theatrical kiss. Turning for a rear view she observed that although the bird’s nest on her head was in dire need of a top stylist, clearly no bottom stylist was necessary. Her bum was still rounded and peachy, with soft, smooth cheeks. She had always thought it too big but Mark absolutely loved it. Even hidden under clothes all she had to do was wiggle her hips or stick it out in his direction to give him the kind of stiffy a teenager would be proud of. However shallow, she could not help but be flattered by his constant erections in her presence, and she in turn was deeply attracted to him. 

He was a rare breed, a genuinely nice person. He was patient, intelligent and funny, and she loved sharing their hours together. They could talk openly about their desires, and he responded to what he heard, trying to take her as close as possible to her fantasy of being under another’s total domination. She went weak at the knees at every sexual command he issued. She would simply be incapable of refusing any demands he made of her. She loved his imagination and the way he could conjure up sexy scenarios to relate to her. He seemed a little obsessed with lesbians, but hey! Before him, she had barely considered what it would be like to lick another girl’s pussy, and now she was positively dying to try. Their relationship was let down on one score only, that their wedding anniversary fell on different days. They were married, but not to each other, and Becky’s husband couldn’t have been less like Mark if he tried. 

He had always flirted with her but it had got more apparent and private in the last eighteen months since her promotion to Section Manager of the customer services team, with him as Sales Manager directly above her. She was already having her own private nightmare at home and she welcomed his advances as a diversion to the worry of simple day to day living. Their closeness made her forget her troubles, if only briefly. She saw him as her knight in shining armour, arrived to take her away from the problems that weighed her to the floor. Ironically, all those years ago she had seen her husband as her saviour, when he took her and the daughter that wasn’t even his own, and promised to love and cherish them, for better or for worse. Now it was him she needed saving from and Mark looked like being the one to do it. Their mutual attraction became obvious; the desire for each other dampened only by the burden of their marriage vows. Then came the annual office flirter’s gift of the Christmas party, where alcohol blew away the final resistance and they kissed at last. Still the enormity of what they were about to do kept their lusts at bay for the next few tantalising months. Then finally they had no more will to withstand it and he fucked her for the first time in a whirr of bursting excitement, right there over his desk. Even now, if she closed her eyes, she could still feel the initial bliss of his thickness inside her. 

He was her world for a while, each snatched moment of intimacy the thing that kept her going. They were full of each other, desperate for physicality and aching for the next touch. All they seemed to talk about was sex and fantasy and this at first heightened the attraction, but then later started to highlight the fact that their couplings were brief and intermittent, and constrained by circumstance and location. His office was their fuck-nest, bright and clinically unromantic, cut off from the outside world by blinds which, when partially closed, allowed you a fragmented view beyond into the work space, but no view in from the outside. They had to grab their opportunities during lunch hours when they were sure they would be alone and undisturbed, and these instances seemed to be forever on the wane, maybe happening only once or twice a week now. When at first he had been reckless and taken her at every possibility, now he seemed hesitant and wary of being discovered. At the start they had an extra chance, after work when everybody else had left and they could squeeze in a brief flurry of activity and not be too late home themselves. This had gone by the way once Becky had started bringing Kerry to and from work, and although she was just trying to do her young friend a favour she hadn’t realised at the time just how much she had shot herself in the foot. 

So although her heart still raced with the excitement of seeing him and being in his company, she could already sense that the momentum of their relationship was lessening and that the whole thing was in danger of never blossoming from just another office fling into something true and meaningful, into something which would undoubtedly transform her life for the better. She had to push such thoughts hurriedly away, because the bitter concept of remaining trapped was crushing. She needed to escape from her stupid, self-centred husband and his on-line gambling habit that had crippled their family. She needed a lifeline to pull herself clear of the debts he had incurred in her name and which prevented her from running away from it all. She needed to get her chronically depressed daughter away from the shit-hole of the estate they lived in, away from the scum that had caused the misery, away from the man who had taken her willingly as his stepdaughter but then grown increasingly to resent and even hate her as a constant reminder of his own impotency. And, maybe most of all, Becky needed to love. Not a maternal love, but a love that came as a gift outside of natural instinct yet was so strong that it lasted as if innate. Only this would make her life relevant after all. She was still young; thirty-four that very day, and to think that she might have frittered her one life away on a youthful fancy was just too unbearable. The love that filled her was mature now and she knew that passion brimmed with shared humour and interests, with common intelligence and sensuality as well as sexuality. She also knew that if she didn’t give this love soon then it might be too late, and all the beauty inside her would be wasted as age crept up on her and she sank back into the misery of the life she would do anything to leave. 

For her daughter’s sake, for her own sake, she needed Mark to finish what he had started. She needed him to leave his wife and kids and be with her. Even as she thought the words she knew there was little chance of it happening. He adored his family, although he clearly didn’t find his wife as exciting as he did Becky. For him the status quo was perfect and he was happily feasting at two tables, taking what he wanted from each. Becky needed more, something solid and complete, and whilst she did not know if she could exist on his scraps alone, the thought of bringing an end to the little bliss she had frightened her beyond reason. If only he would defy logic and come for her. The phone on the sink buzzed and made her jump again, but still the butterflies of excitement were hatching in her belly—she just couldn’t prevent them. It was Mark, of course, just a simple message, but any words from him made her tingle, regardless of the content. This message said:

“Remember: dress to impress—the Americans are coming...” 


Chloe

It was quiet in the back of the Merc. The road rumble and traffic noise was shut out so that all that remained was a low murmur from the car’s own engine. The partial tint of the rear windows helped cut intrusion from other inquisitive road users, whilst the shaded partition that segregated the driver from the passengers was raised to block out distraction from the front. Even the DVD that was mounted in the seat in front of Chloe was playing with the sound off. On its small screen an unfortunate blonde was having her face pushed into a pink blancmange whilst a latex-clad bitch forced a whole hand up inside her. Chloe’s thoughts idly turned to earlier. Watching Sarah receive her whipping had proved very enjoyable. The girl could certainly absorb some punishment, and beneath her sobs and tears she always seemed close to exploding with ecstasy. She would willingly accept anything, and her filthy mind would love it all. She was a blank canvas onto which you could paint your depravity, and Chloe found that very appealing. The sight of the wobbling cane-stripped buttocks had got her close to demanding to be allowed to strap on a thick dildo and fuck the pony-girl right up her fat arse. She had kept quiet though. She knew she must not talk out of turn in front of the others while Gina was at work. She had to be seen to be toeing the line, or discipline would collapse and the whole bubble would burst. Clever Chloe knew the game, and it was in her interest to play it properly. 

Her Mistress had been almost totally mute during their smooth cruise south, and Chloe knew that Gina’s thoughts were tied up with the stress of having to spend the next few days in tense meetings, doing some hiring but primarily firing. She had even given the same pep talk three, four times over to help Chloe steel herself for the unpleasantness of the tasks ahead, without really noticing that her young assistant didn’t actually give a fuck. The Mistress was too soft; she whipped arses with a gusto and devised delicious humiliations for her girls, but her compassion was pregnable and that made her weak. Chloe knew that Gina was a formidable character, but she also guessed that deep down she ached to be loved—and not as a Mistress, but as an equal. When the two of them were alone together Gina displayed a tenderness that the other girls didn’t see, as if it was beyond her to really hurt and degrade the one she truly loved, and hoped above all for the same affection in return. But people who are that rich can never be truly loved because their wealth clouds the issue—whether legitimate or not, the thought will always be in their mind: does she love me or just my money? Chloe wanted to be that rich. She could happily live without love as long as she got plenty of the dirtiest sex with as many of the naughtiest young bitches she could lay her hands on. She had the looks for sure, but wealth gave you an unstoppable influence. 

Gina was unquestionably beautiful but she was nearly twice the age of the girls Chloe habitually found to her taste. She had money though, and not only did the wealth help make and keep her beautiful, it had her dripping with a magnetic power. Chloe had eventually found it irresistible. She had allowed the older woman to woo her and take her out, to treat her and even to spank her. However, she resisted the offer to quit dancing and become Gina’s Personal Assistant until the initial salary proposal had been almost recklessly increased, and a car had been thrown into the bargain. Although she accepted the job she refused the offer of a room at Ashby. Since Chloe was then only twenty and living with her parents, Gina got little time to see her and still keep her harem running smoothly. Exasperated, the Mistress finally rented a flat for Chloe nearby, a secret that was kept from the others and only then would the younger girl allow herself to be reeled in and accept that the Mistress’s commands, at least in front of the others, were to be obeyed. She played the part of slave willingly enough, and certainly watching the perversions of the house was no hardship. Chloe loved fucking and being fucked by girls, and when she and Gina were alone she was given more freedom to indulge herself than any of the others could imagine. She was treated to everything and paid for nothing. Her bank balance moved ever upwards as she took these freebies, and she got to go to bed with a voluptuous and beautiful woman who had a dirty mind and was still very sexy even though she was in her mid-thirties. 

Chloe was looking forward to this latest trip to London. The capital smiled on wealth in the way her northern homeland never could, and whenever there Gina seemed to become even more lavish in her generosity. Plus London meant Lysette’s, the private girls-only club and Chloe’s most favourite place. An incredible night was almost guaranteed there, as long as Gina could be shaken from the cloud that this takeover business had billowed up inside her, and be persuaded instead to have a good time. Chloe was impatient at the distraction this business was causing. Her Mistress needed to stop worrying about other people’s sad lives and get concentrating on having a good time. The blonde on the DVD screen was sobbing as she had her messy face slapped and was made to lap her own juices from the glistening gloved fist of the bitch. Chloe smiled at the familiar tingling response to the sight of a wretched girl being abused. Sex was everything; dirty sex even better; and better still dirty sex in which you were in control. She knew it and so did her Mistress, and it was just the thing to bring one’s mind back onto the important things in life. Without being told, Chloe turned to the side and crawled across her Mistress’s lap, her skirt riding up as she did so to display her stocking tops and new white cotton panties. She heard Gina tut but also draw in breath at the sight, and then she allowed herself a sly smile as her Mistress gave in and started to fondle the arse she found so irresistible. 

The first slap was light as always and the hand stayed to help soothe the buttock and spread the shock. Chloe gasped and then smiled again at her minor victory and the familiarity of the contact. She had almost grown to love being punished. Her pain was always lighter than the others got and she had learned to take it whilst letting her head rage with filthy thoughts of what she would do the day she herself was free to dominate. It wouldn’t always be like this, with her over the lap and her arse getting pinked. She was building her own power and she was aware that she was blessed with natural authority because she had beauty and she knew how to use it. As the next series of slaps jiggled her arse cheeks in turn she broke her silence with a squeal, but her mind was elsewhere, on the other girls of the harem and their unspoken acceptance that she was different to them, a girlfriend rather than a slave. She knew she provoked jealousies in the house but these were pacified by the brief moments when the other girls shared her bed. Envy aside, the other girls wanted her and if there was one thing Chloe welcomed more than anything, it was adoration.

The slaps began to get harder and Chloe knew that Gina would be struggling to rein her enthusiasm in. The sting spread across her cheeks making her grind her crotch into the stocking-covered thigh beneath her to absorb the shock and turn it into a hot itch of desire. She was glad when she felt her panties being tugged down over her thighs to bare her front and back, and free her throbbing clit. She loved the sound of a girl’s naked flesh being slapped, even her own; it juiced her despite the rush of pain. She was safer with her underwear down. Gina would monitor the reddening of the cheeks in her lap and temper her zeal accordingly. Chloe knew that she would never be spanked to tears as the other girls were, and that her compliance would be duly rewarded and her pussy would become the focus of her Mistress’s eager fingers. 

Chloe could picture how she looked, the delight of being able to make a girl’s arse dance and have her squeal. She grinned through her own wriggles and gasps, regardless of the burn. She awaited the delicious feel of fingers inside her and relaxed into her favourite fantasy, born from her dancing days and the Girls Only nights at the club when so many of the women came there specifically to watch her and to try their luck, of course. In her fantasy she is on the dance floor, encircled by the club-goers, and all eyes are on her. She decides to give them what they yearn for, what they turn up each week in the hope of seeing; she decides to give them a striptease. She dances provocatively, eventually removing her top to bare her little breasts to the delight of the onlookers, who show their appreciation by raising their skirts to rub themselves through their panties. She goes to the prettiest girl and orders her to strip off her underwear and masturbate. The girl obeys, handing her panties over before pushing two fingers up inside her pussy and frigging herself hard. Chloe moves to the next girl in line and orders her to do the same. This girl obliges too, and so does the next, and so on. She goes around to each in turn, taking their underwear from them and adding it to a pile in the centre of the circle, and then she witnesses urgent fingers plunge into wet snatches all around as they watch her dance. 

Half way around she strips completely to give them all a view of her naked, completely shaved pussy, and their tempo increases at the sight of her trim figure and chubby little bottom, even sexier in her high heels. Eventually all the girls are in a frenzy of wanking; sodden fingers flashing in and out of slurping cunts, or blurring as they rub swollen clits. She stands over her stack of trophy knickers, slowly gyrating her hips and running her hands over her body. The underwear is hers now and a sign that the girls belong to her also. She reaches down to part her pussy lips and then making sure that all eyes are still on her, she pisses all over the pile of panties, marking her territory. This is too much for the girls, and they come, in one massive shared orgasm. She goes back to the prettiest girl and forces her to her knees. She thrusts out her crotch and pushes the girl’s face into it, ordering her to lick her clean. The others make a scramble for the pile of underwear, and as she is licked to orgasm, she looks over her shoulder at all the bare arses and pussies of the girls on their knees around the pile, trying to find their knickers, desperately hoping that they will be wet with her scent, the mark that they now have a new Mistress. As Chloe got to this part of her fantasy, with perfect timing, her spanking ceased and she felt two fingers being eased up inside her begging cunt. Her Mistress wanked her fast and deep, enabling her to tease out a shivering orgasm, not huge, just a nice, warming release. Chloe lay spent and contented over Gina’s lap, her eyes closed and the smile still spread over her face. Soon her pussy would be crying out for more attention but she was determined that this trip would see it amply appeased. London was full of lovely little cuties and she just wanted to play. If her Mistress thought any different, then she was just going to have to be told. 

