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    Larry and Bella are preparing for their wedding. Larry is making a name for himself as the legal defender of the BDSM scene, and Rose is content to spend an occasional evening as his Number Two Slave while her bondage devices are launched on the market. But their comfortable ménage is about to be upset by the mysterious Felix Culpa. They know him as the entrepreneur funding Rose's inventions, but he has his own agenda: he has a secret grudge against Larry, and wants revenge by stealing his women for his own cruel use. Can the two women who have become sister-slaves escape his sadistic plans – and will they want to?




    

      


    


  




  

    


    


    


    





    This one is for Sandra, with belated recognition that


    you exist.
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    Chapter One




    “Groundhog Day sub”, Bella thought, as she listened from the kitchen to the moans and cracks of leather on skin that resounded from the lounge. It was a good phrase: she must ask Rose’s permission to write it up. Every one of these scenes started as if nothing had ever happened before. Rose might be angrily defiant, or whimpering in shame and fear, or sullenly silent, but always as if it was the first time she’d been tied down at Larry’s mercy, and he happily joined in the game of breaking in a novice.




    It reminded Bella uncomfortably of how her first master had lost interest in her once she was no longer a trainee slave. Did all dominant men, like Muslims, reckon that Heaven was a harem of perpetual virgins? And where did that leave women who were proud to grow and change?




    She gave the gently simmering pot of four-bean chilli one last stir, put the lid on it, and took off her apron. She considered taking off her dressing gown as well, then pulled it tight around her rich, corseted figure with an angry scowl. She was absolutely not going to get into comparing Master’s attraction to her and to Rose: that was just inviting the green-eyed monster in.




    Rose’s cries were tapering off, so Bella set the coffee pot on the heating pad on the tray beside the cups, cream, and sugar. Perfect service, she told herself as she carried it to the lounge, was an end in itself, it didn’t depend on ego strokes. Only it was nice, sometimes, to be sure that people noticed.




    Larry was untying the older woman from her position, bent over the coffee table. Bella put the tray on a side table, composed herself on her knees with hands on her thighs in a waiting position both elegant and comfortable, and considered the sight of the man she was about to marry: lean and powerful in a trim business suit, his hard, red manhood standing out from his fly, shining with another woman’s sexual juices.




    Once, she’d thought that serving a master while he enjoyed another slave would be the ultimate self-abnegation, but that had been when her ambition had been to become an O, a mindless submissive who existed only to be used. She could probably have lived that way if her former master had wanted it, but it would have been barely more living than the drunken depression she’d fallen into when he’d dumped her. Being a slave with a will of her own was a real life, but it took work.




    Rose stood up, cowering, her skirt falling back over her bottom that glowed hot through her light brown skin. ‘You’ll do anything, you say?’ said Larry, his face alight with pleasure. ‘Strip.’




    ‘No, please …’ Rose’s face, already reddened and tear-streaked, crumpled in dismay. So, Bella thought, she was going to carry on being the shy victim for a while instead of flipping straight into happy submission. It wasn’t as simple as Groundhog Day; they might treat it that way, but Rose had changed. The first time, it had taken a marathon session of sexual domination to awaken her slave side. These days, all it took to switch off the tough self-reliant businesswoman was a bit of bum-beating and a fuck in bondage.




    ‘Do it!’ He shook the whip, and with a sob Rose began to unbutton her blouse, while he leered and joggled her breasts with the butt of the whip and waved his cock at her. For a sweet, caring guy, Bella thought, he was getting better at playing a bullying rapist. Every good man deserved a chance to act wicked with a clear conscience now and then.




    Going to marry him  – what an amazing thought. She really wanted to believe that the ceremony that mattered had been the one where he’d put the gold chain round her neck and claimed her as his slave, that their visit to the registry office would be just a formality to make living together more convenient, but she couldn’t help feeling excited. It must be her mother’s influence. When Bella had told her she was engaged to a lawyer, she’d thought Mother was going into orgasm right there on the phone; all Bella’s past misdeeds had been forgiven at a stroke. Not just any lawyer, but one from Father’s old firm. ‘Remember that silly business in the summer, when the shop thought I’d stolen a bottle? Larry sorted it out, that’s how we met.’ Then he’d cured her of drinking and shoplifting by spanking her into obedience, but there was no need to go into that. Mother probably wouldn’t care if he branded her on both bum cheeks like Sir Stephen, so long as he was respectable and made an honest woman of her.




    With repeated prods with Larry’s whip, Rose was taking off her bra, snuffling back tears. She shivered, gooseflesh puckering in one of the old house’s draughts, and he said to Bella, ‘Turn up the heat, slave, we can’t have our guest getting cold.’ He focused on her and seemed to notice her for the first time. ‘Is that why you’re wearing your gown?’




    ‘Yes, sir,’ said Bella with a volume of meaning. When she’d noticed the first chills of the year she’d thought of just fixing it, then of telling Master to; but she was still finding the right balance between obedience and initiative. So when she’d put on her dressing gown to answer the door to the postman, she’d kept it on, reckoning that when Master saw it he could punish her for it, then ask why. She watched him deduce all that.




    ‘When?’ he asked.




    ‘This morning.’




    It would have been inappropriate to say “sorry” or “oops”, so he observed neutrally, ‘My mistake,’ but his erection sagged visibly.




    Rose looked between the two of them. ‘It’s not Master’s fault,’ she said defensively, slipping from shamed victim to her default role of the loving Slave Éclair. ‘He’s been working hard.’ She dropped to her knees and began putting things right with devoted lips and hands.




    Bella came to her feet with practised grace and hurried to the thermostat in the hall, then hung up her gown where it belonged by the door. When she returned, Larry was settled back on the sofa, eyes half closed in happy relaxation. Rose was still mostly using her hands, Bella noted with quiet smugness; she couldn’t get half as much of him down her throat as Bella could. Remembering a routine her first owner had taught her, she lifted her breasts with both hands and said, ‘Yours, master,’ leaning over the sofa to present them to him.




    He smiled and sat up a little to kiss both nipples, taking time to suckle and tongue them in the way that worked best for her, and the background irritation that had been spoiling her day was washed away in a surge of joy. Her beloved, sexy master was enjoying her right along with the slave gobbling his cock, and – she noted with slightly guilty satisfaction – it was at the taste of her breasts that he shook and groaned a deep sigh, while below her Rose slurped and gulped. When he closed his eyes again and sank back, Bella left Rose fondly licking him clean, and hurried to bring the tray and pour three cups.




    Rose took her coffee gratefully. Inspired by a book she had been reading, Bella made a performance of giving Larry his cup, kneeling by his feet, putting a slow, elaborate kiss on the rim, then turning that side to him as she lifted it to his hands. He smiled in appreciation. ‘But you served a slave first,’ he pointed out.




    ‘Urgent need, master,’ was her excuse, and they all smiled. It was becoming a shared joke that, for all Rose’s improving oral skill, she couldn’t get used to the taste; Bella had served her coffee black, and she was trying to be discreet about rinsing her mouth with it. ‘Tough day?’ Bella asked, going round the back of the sofa to knead his shoulders.




    ‘I’m worried about Julie’s case.’ He gave an abbreviated shrug under Bella’s helping hands. ‘It’s not confidential, she wrote to my column first.’ He wrote an advice page for the club website under the title of Ask The Judge. Bella had never asked whether his choosing the nick of “Judge Stark” was a comic fan’s joke, or a sign of ambition.




    ‘Something about her son?’ Bella recalled.




    ‘Julie?’ asked Rose.




    ‘You’ve seen her around the club,’ said Larry, ‘one of Mistress Steele’s girls. Tall, bony tranny in a French maid’s outfit. Wish I knew why so many TVs are big people – there’s a topic there for a researcher … Well, she lives with her mistress, but she keeps a flat so every Friday night she can change into male drag, and be there Saturday when her ex brings their son round to spend the weekend with his dad.’




    ‘She must love that kid,’ said Bella. For some transvestites their female side was an occasional break from reality, like Rose’s slave nights, but Julie was as close to transsexual as she could be without taking hormones; being Mistress Steele’s maid was her reality.




    Larry nodded. ‘She’s made it work ever since the divorce by being there religiously every week. But a while back they had an emergency at Steele’s, and she had to send the ex a text to say to come in – she’s got a key – and wait.




    ‘It was a no-fault divorce, but the ex has always believed that’s why she didn’t get any alimony. She wouldn’t have anyway, since she earned more than her husband, but malice knows neither logic nor arithmetic, so she took the chance for a good snoop round. Alas, Julie’s unimaginative with passwords – mother’s maiden name, for pity’s sake, every identity thief tries that right after birthday – and her computer opened up as easy as Éclair’s legs. Cut a long story short, Julie got back to find the kid and his mother gone, and a hysterical note to the effect that if the court had known what a pervert he was he’d have been paying her what she deserved, and now he was going to pay if he wanted to see his son again.’




    Rose was clearly having trouble with the pronouns; she was unused to people whose gender was a matter of opinion.




    ‘So,’ Larry continued, ‘Julie’s solicitor wrote a letter reminding the ex that the custody arrangements were legally binding. Next weekend the boy did come, looking shell-shocked, wanting to know if it was true what Mum said, that Daddy was a queer who wore a dress.




    ‘Well, Julie’s never lied to the kid, so she sat him down and explained as sensitively as she could that yes, she felt happier and more comfortable living as a woman, but she was still his daddy and would still dress the same and act the same way he was used to so long as he was around. He seemed to accept that. But when he went back to his mum and didn’t say he never wanted to see Daddy again, she decided shared custody was cancelled.




    ‘Julie’s solicitor was ready to cave and offer money, but I told her the ex hadn’t a leg to stand on, and finally Julie asked me to take the case. We ought to be winning, but we’ve got a judge who thinks all TVs are queers and all queers are kiddie-fiddlers, and the ex’s brief is happily encouraging him. If they came out and said it plain, I could bury them in expert witnesses, but it’s all hints and implications so I’m punching fog.




    ‘There’s something Julie’s not telling me, but I can’t get her to talk sense – like so many TVs, she overplays feminine to the point of being a bimbo. So,’ he told Bella, ‘I thought you could have one of your invaluable femsub-to-femsub talks with her.’ He looked down at Rose. ‘Which brings up business.’




    Oh, don’t spoil it, thought Bella. But Rose visibly shifted gears, and though she was still kneeling naked at his feet with the taste of him in her mouth, it was Mrs Bulmer, engineer and owner of RB Innovations, who looked up at him. ‘By a happy coincidence, your prospective backer for The System knows Mistress Steele. He wants a full dress demonstration, with a subject and operator as new to The System as real users will be, and Steele has offered to host it. Can you have your prototypes ready by next week?’




    ‘Absolutely – I told Felix we should have a proper alpha test. What’s funny?’




    ‘Is that really what he calls himself?’ Larry grinned. ‘Felix Culpa?’ Both women looked blank. ‘It’s a nerd’s joke,’ he explained. ‘Means “blessed sin”, a medieval term for the Fall. O felix culpa quae meruit something or other … My law college also had theology students. I guess if you’re a kinky entrepreneur with that kind of money, it definitely is a blessed sin.’




    ‘You mean, it’s not really his name?’ Rose looked hurt, and Larry shook his head.




    ‘It’s a moot point. There’s a lot of people in this community who’ve reinvented themselves, and they could fairly say that the name they chose is the real one for who they are now, just as Julie doesn’t answer to Julian any more except when she’s being Daddy. Our hostess for the test calls herself Tempé Steele, and you can bet that’s not on her birth certificate. I should’ve spotted that “Culpa” was a nick when I found he trades as Peccavi Holdings – it means “I have sinned.”’ He shrugged. ‘If he was stone normal, he wouldn’t be keen to invest in something like The System. His bank references are solid gold, that’s what matters.’ He stroked Rose’s hair. ‘So, slaves, where’s my supper?’
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