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Let me introduce myself – my name is Amy XXXXX (I was advised not to give my full name) late 20’s, blonde, some might say attractive, and oh yes ... I’m a slave.

My Master is the world-famous architect, Philip Graymont. He and his company have designed and constructed buildings all over the globe, ranging from apartment blocks, to shopping malls and last but not least, personal homes for the rich and famous. Which is why we are standing in the mansion of Sir Roger Gilchrist, that my Master Philip designed and built for him.

The final touch was revealed today as the fountain in the garden, with the centrepiece being a bronze statue of Sir Roger’s wife, was unveiled, and today is kind of an opening ceremony for the mansion, although he lives in it already. Many guests have been invited to the ceremony including Master Philip and I. Unlike most of the guests though, we have been invited to stay for a few days, as Master Philip and Sir Roger have some business to discuss, concerning me and my future.

I was introduced to Sir Roger and his wife (who I will refer to only as ‘K’, as she doesn’t want her full name to be disclosed in print) when we arrived this morning, of course, but then a servant showed us to our room to change, and we haven’t had chance to chat to them since. At the moment they are busy mingling with all their guests, so it is quite a time before they make their way over to us.

Although I was involved in the design and building phase of “Chateau Gilchrist” as they jokingly call it, and visited the site often with the work crews as it was being constructed, I never actually met them before. I just occasionally saw them visiting the site, but it wasn’t necessary for me to meet them.

Master Philip and I visit the buffet, it’s all finger food, sausage rolls, quiches, vol au vents, seafood, caviar and so on, being served by a pretty Indian lady, and then find ourselves a quiet corner to eat it. Luckily the waitress clears our things away and brings us fresh drinks, before Sir Roger and his wife come over to talk to us.

I’m afraid I might sound a bit fan-girly over the next few paragraphs but I should point out that Sir Roger’s wife is really Vanessa Slade ... THE Vanessa Slade, the movie star! At least that is her stage name. She starred in the action movie Diamond Girl and it was a big hit. I watched it several times, and I loved it! And Vanessa! She’s so gorgeous and fit, a lithe body and well-tanned. In the right circumstances, and after a few drinks, I could easily see myself succumbing to her Sapphic charms.

You see, Master Philip showed me some of her other movies, the ones where she appeared as Brandy McPhee, and they were something of an eye-opener. I’m no prude, I’ve seen porn films in my time, but some of the things she did in those movies made me blush. That’s how I know she is partial to a lady’s charms, as well as what a man (well, several men in fact) have to offer.

And now she is crossing the room to talk to Master Philip and I, as Lady K Gilchrist! The world certainly has some strange tricks up its sleeve.

They arrive, Sir Roger, Lady K, and a smaller, pretty blonde woman, about my age. ‘Philip, sorry we didn’t have time to say more than hello earlier, but I’m sure you understand,’ Sir Roger says, waving his hand to indicate the busy room. ‘That’s why I asked you to stay over for a few days, so we could talk things over properly.’

‘Of course. Sir Roger, Lady K, Chloe, allow me to present my personal slave ... Amy.’

‘Master Philip,’ I butt in. ‘Please ... maybe this is the sort of thing that we shouldn’t discuss in public.’

‘Oh, don’t worry my dear,’ says Lady K. ‘Chloe and I are both slaves of Master Roger, and there are others in the household, so no need to be embarrassed. But you’re right, we should save it for after the other guests have gone.’

‘Thank you for your understanding, Lady K.’

‘Please, we don’t stand on ceremony here. I’m told you’ll be staying with us for a while, so just call me, K, and this is Master Roger,’ she says, indicating her husband. ‘But once we get into your training, you’ll call me Mistress K.’

‘Mistress K ... of course,’ I gabble nervously. Master Philip has told me all about her history, starting out as merely a slave, but rising to become the wife of Master Roger. How he trained her, not only as a Red Tag slave (more of that later) but also as a Dominatrix. She is known throughout the community as a somewhat fearsome individual. Now Master Philip is going to hand me over to her ... to them ... to be ‘properly trained’ as he puts it.

‘Don’t worry, you’ll be fine,’ Master Roger assures me. ‘But just in case the worst happens, how would you like to be buried? Are you Church of England, or some other religion?’

K chips in, ‘Relax, he’s only joking ... but seriously though, what’s your blood type?’

I back nervously away until I bump into Master Philip. ‘Take it easy, they’re just messing with you,’ he assures me. ‘Do you think I would bring you to them if they were likely to hurt you? You’re too precious to me.’ He puts his arm around me and once again I get that warm, protected feeling inside and I believe him.

K, Master Roger and Chloe laugh, and after a moment I do too. I feel reassured and safe with his strong arm around me and I realise it’s true, he wouldn’t want me to come to harm. I’ll be safe here.
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It’s late but the other guests have all left now. The men have undone their ties and the women have kicked their shoes off. We sit in the lounge drinking the left-over champagne as the waitresses and the butler/major domo (?) clear the room up. With us are two women I saw earlier at the gathering, a blonde woman and a black woman with a shaven head (it looks quite sexy) but no one introduces them.

I look around the room, naturally I visited the site often as it was being built, but I never saw it filled with furniture and people. ‘You have a lovely home here ... err, K.’

‘Thanks to your boss,’ says Master Roger. (I should probably call him Sir Roger, but once I’d been introduced to him, I cannot think of him as anything but a Master.)

‘Oh no, Roger. Your wife deserves the honours. She was the one who drew up the original design, I only translated them to accurate measurements and deciding on the proper materials. The rest was down to K. A woman of many talents.’

‘Some of which I will be exercising on your slave,’ she replied.

I look at the serving girls, wondering if they should be present, but K says, ‘Don’t worry about them. Unless one of the guests has fallen asleep in one of the bedrooms, everyone here in this house is a slave of Master Roger. In fact, I might as well introduce you to them.

‘Mr. B., please round everyone up, would you?’

He picks up a phone and speaks to someone. Moments later, the Indian woman I mentioned earlier appears. She goes to stand where he and the two serving girls are standing.

K stands up and begins. ‘Presenting ... Nicky and Lola,’ she indicates the two women sitting on the sofa with us. ‘Mr. Banerjee, known as Mr. B. for short,’ the butler. ‘Next, we have Ramla and Jalilah,’ the waitresses. Each of them in turn bow as they are introduced. ‘And finally, our beloved, Indira, Queen of the kitchen. Although she is not a domestic slave, Indira is the finest cook we have ever come across.’

‘You do me too much honour, Memsahib.’

Master Philip asks, ‘Memsahib?’

‘It’s her thing,’ says Master Roger. ‘She likes to call me Sahib and K, Memsahib. It doesn’t cause any harm so we let her. Please continue, K.’

‘These are all the household slaves of Master Roger. If you agree to be trained by Master Roger and myself, you will be the lowest rung on the ladder, below all of these. You will call or refer to them as Miss Chloe, Miss Nicky, Miss Lola, Mr. B., Miss Indira, Miss Ramla and Miss Jalilah. You will obey any orders they give you, without question, as you will obey Master Roger and myself, who you will call from now on, Mistress K. Understood?’

I look at Master Philip and he nods. ‘Yes, Mistress K, I understand.’

‘Very well, okay, everyone, finish what you were doing, and then you can go to bed.’

Mr. B and the two waitresses bow and then carry on clearing the room, while Indira goes back to the kitchen.

Master Roger calls to Mr. B. for Brandy for him, Master Philip and K, and to top up everyone else’s champagne glasses, then to bring him some cigars. He hands one to Master Philip but I see he lets Mistress K prepare one for him and then one for herself. Once they are all lit up and puffing away merrily, Master Roger turns to me and says, ‘Now, Amy, it’s time to ask you some questions. Answer truthfully and don’t be shy. Your Master will fill us in on any details you leave out, so you won’t be sparing yourself any embarrassment, because we’ll learn your dirty secrets anyway.’

‘Very well, Master Roger, I’m ready,’ I reply.

‘What has Master Philip told you about The Society?’

‘I understand it is a collection of like-minded people who have an interest in slavery, BDSM, pony-play, etc. It is made up of extremely wealthy people who like to indulge their fantasies, in private.’

‘And what about the slavery side of things?’

‘Master Philip has told me that it is purely voluntary. Many people of both sexes seek to be controlled by more dominant, masterful people. The rules are that slaves are free to leave at any time ... but they cannot return. If one is to remain, they must accept that while they stay, they are subject to whatever the whims, kinks and punishments of their Masters are.’

‘Did he also tell you that once you are a trained slave you are also property of The Society, and as such may, with your Master’s approval or at his command, be made available to other Society members, male and female, for their use?’

‘Yes, Master, he did inform me of this.’

‘And how do you feel about that ... truthfully?’

‘I love my Master deeply and it is my dearest wish to please him. If he wishes me to be used by his fellow Society members, then I am happy to let them use me, for his pleasure.’

‘What about your pleasure?’

‘My pleasure is to serve my Master. If by chance I achieve satisfaction along the way, then that is a bonus.’

Master Roger leans back in his chair, puffing on his cigar. ‘Well Philip, she certainly has the right mental attitude. In fact, you seem to have her in the palm of your hand already. Why bring her to us, she seems ideal already?’

‘Oh, I’ve taught her the basics, slave positions, obedience, even introduced her to punishments, spanking, belts and so on, which she accepts ... but to be honest, I’m envious of what you have with your slaves. I don’t mean K of course, I would never expect to get Amy up to that level, but I would like her to be trained in such things as group sex, pony-play, and even Green Tag status and maybe above, if she can take it. That’s why I brought her to you, the experts.’

(Master Philip has already explained to me what the traffic light system is about. As a slave progresses in their service and training, different people can accept different levels of submission and punishment. As a way of grading the slaves and informing others what the slave can handle, The Society gives them either a Green, Amber or Red Tag, depending on their ability to take punishment.

(Green tags are for beginners who have only experienced beating with belts and floggers, mild discipline.

(Amber tags denote that the slave is capable of handling a harsh whipping with anything flexible, whips, cables, strict discipline.

(Red tags are for those who have much experience and willingly volunteer for punishment with canes, riding crops, paddles, studded floggers, brutal discipline.)

‘And how do you feel about being subjected to Green Tag training?’ asks Master Roger.

‘If Master Philip would like me to undergo such training, then I am happy to submit myself to it, but only to the Green Tag level ... at least at first.’

‘The Society rules ... and I must admit, our own personal beliefs, dictate that the slave is never pushed to do more than they would willingly accept. The rule about walking away and never coming back does not apply to severe bodily punishment, such as Red Tag training. In fact, K here had to beg me to let her undergo it.’

‘I hope that one day I may reach the levels that Mistress K has risen to.’

‘We shall see,’ Master Roger replies. Master Philip takes my hand and squeezes it.

The room falls silent for a moment, then Mistress K pipes up. ‘Have you had much sexual experience, Amy? What’s your sexual history?’

‘I am heterosexual by inclination, but I have dabbled on the other side of the fence on occasion when I was in college, just experimenting you understand. Nothing serious, just a few fumbles after a night’s drinking. I also slept with several of my college tutors. I seem to have a thing for older men, Master Philip says I have “Daddy Issues”. I’ve had a few boyfriends but none of them satisfied the need in me. Since I’ve belonged to Master Philip, he has let a few of his friends use me, but only one at a time and he has always been present.’

‘Ever eaten a woman’s pussy?’ she asks.

‘No Mistress but one girl did it to me. And of course, all my lovers have done it to me, so ...’

‘Don’t worry, I’ll teach you the proper techniques.’

‘So, all that remains is to ask you formally, in front of these witnesses, do you wish to be trained by us?’ asks Master Roger.

‘It is my Master’s wish, so therefore it is mine.’

‘Very well. Tomorrow we’ll start with the formal declaration by you, on camera, that you are here willingly and all that happens to you from now, is with your agreement. It’s for our legal protection, you understand. We’ll do that tomorrow and then we can begin. Say goodbye to her tonight, Philip, as you will lose her for the next month or so. Now me, K and Chloe are off to bed. The servants will stay as long as you like Philip, and if you fancy a change take one of these to bed instead.’ He indicates Miss Nicky and Miss Lola. ‘G’night.’ With that he leaves us with Chloe and K in tow.

‘Will you be requiring either of us to serve you tonight?’ asks Miss Lola.

‘No that won’t be necessary. I think we’ll be going to bed now, Amy has a long day ahead of her tomorrow. Night.’

We all leave and take the lift up to our various rooms. I’m tired but Master wants to fuck me as it will be some while before he sees me again. When we are both naked and he is sitting on the edge of the bed and I am kneeling between his legs with his cock in my mouth, he says, ‘Make the most of that, it’ll be a while before you get to taste it again.’

‘Will you not come to visit me, Master?’ I ask.

‘No. You are here to learn what it is like to be in the hands of strangers, who will abuse you, fuck you, teach you what it is like to be taken by several men at a time, to make love to a woman, to grovel at the feet of your Masters. That can’t really be taught if I keep turning up every five minutes, you need to be isolated from me and completely under their control.’

‘I understand, Master. In that case, fuck me hard, really hard and let me swallow your cum. I want something to remember you as I suffer at their hands.’

He makes me kneel on the bed and he does as I request.
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I lie awake in bed that night. Tired as I am, I can’t help going over everything in my mind, what will happen, what will they do to me? Come to that, how did I get here in the first place? Well, the answer to that I know well, as it is my personal history.

My father left my mother and me when I was just a toddler, two or three years old. He left us for a younger woman, and that turned my mother into a bitter and twisted woman. She seemed to blame me, as she claimed they had been happy together until I came along. She didn’t beat me or anything like that, but I could never please her and she always found excuses to harangue me, for the slightest misdemeanour. I used to day-dream that my father would see the error of his ways, return to us and we would be happy again. Or at least I would have someone to watch over me, and protect me against the likes of her, and the rest of the world, come to that.

I never saw my father again, but in my mind, I concocted a stylised version of him. Always laughing, always ready to listen to my problems then offer some sage advice. Just like those fathers you saw on TV, in those sitcoms.

So, as I grew older and started dating, I was always drawn to the older, more mature types, looking for a replacement for him, I suppose. When I went to college to earn my Business degree, one of the other courses I took was Psychology and they touched upon that subject, so I became aware of what I had been doing subconsciously. I noticed it and so did my college professor. Being a psychologist, it didn’t take him long to suss it and me out, and he was bedding me half-way through the first year.

Sadly, the following year, he decided that he wanted a new girl each year, as the ‘fresh meat’ joined the college, so he introduced me to one of the other professors. It wasn’t long before I was spreading my legs for him. I spent the rest of my college years being passed around between my college tutors, as ‘just their plaything’.

When I left college with my Business degree, I had two things firmly rooted in my psyche:

	I desperately needed some older male to take care of me. To guide me, advise me and well, let’s be honest, control me.

	From the way I had been used by my tutors, it became clear to me that I was just a piece of meat, passed around for the pleasure of older men. I had no intrinsic worth; I was just a commodity. Very well then, I would become the No 2) that they wanted me to be, as long as I got the No 1) that I needed in my life.







After college I spent a few years in lacklustre jobs, getting screwed by lacklustre boyfriends. It was hard to meet the sort of men I was looking for, so out of desperation I tried dating men my own age. Sure, they give me a good seeing to in the bedroom, but they never satisfied that inner need for domination/submission that I was looking for. For them, being submissive meant they could send me to get another beer for them while they watched the football match. Or cleaning up after them and doing their laundry.

Then one day I heard that Philip Graymont, the famous architect, was looking for a Personal Assistant. Although he had an office in London, he mainly worked out of his home in the Lake District. I applied for the job and got an interview. On the day, I put on my shortest skirt, and my tightest blouse and set off to meet him.

His house was in the woods, down a dirt track overlooking a lake ... literally. During the interview he took me out onto the balcony and it stretched out over the water. Anyway, as I arrived, he came out to meet me. If this was a romantic novel set in the Georgian Era, he would have been described as “Devilishly Handsome”, but truthfully, he was. Tall, good body, flat stomach, his hair was dark with grey at the temples making him look distinguished (and very hot). I’d read his Bio so I knew he was in his 40’s (I was mid 20’s at the time) and I fell for him as the interview proceeded.

He was everything I could ever want in a father figure, calm, well-spoken, good sense of humour, warm and inviting. As the job was for a Personal Assistant, not just an office clerk, that was why he wanted to meet in the surroundings that I would be working in, and get to know me in a less formal setting than his London office.

To cut a long story short, he’d read the CV I’d emailed him, we got along well and by the end of the interview he’d offer me the job as long as I was willing to move to the Lake District to be near him. I said, ‘No problem,’ and our relationship took off from there.

With his contacts in the housing business, he soon found me a nice flat in the local town. So, I began working for him. We worked together in his house and if we worked late, he’d invite me to sleep in his guest room. Soon I was doing his shopping for him and when I came to his place, I even volunteered to do his laundry and iron his clothes. I was in seventh heaven, happy as a pig in shit to serve him. I didn’t know it at the time, but he could see what was going on and he let it develop to see how far it would go.

Months went by, I was gagging for him to fuck me, but he would just ignore any hints I dropped to him. Was he blind or was he honestly not seeing them? Finally, one night after supper, I blatantly offered myself to him, saying I wanted to sleep in his bed that night instead of the guest room. That was when he told me the truth.

He fancied me like mad but truthfully, he didn’t want to lead me on, he was not looking for a girlfriend, he was a Dom and wanted a sub or a slave to serve him. He sat me down and explained all about The Society. He said it was a private organisation for Doms and subs who had the wealth to live life on their terms. Occasionally they had large get-togethers, but most of the time they operated independently, or got together in twos or threes, with their slaves, to have some fun.

Over the months I had worked for him, I had told him of my background over bottles of wine at supper. So I said, given what he knew of me, did he not realise that that kind of relationship was exactly the kind I was looking for. I realised that I wasn’t just looking for a Daddy ... I was looking for a Master!

I knelt before him and told him that I would be his slave and he was free to use me in any way that he wished. In the past, men had used me as just a piece of meat, so he was free to treat me as such. I would serve him faithfully. He took me by the hand and led me to his bedroom. ‘I accept your offer. Strip.’ Once I was naked, he bade me kneel before him. I watched him undress, getting wetter and wetter as he did. He said, ‘The first time I put my cock in you, I want it to be in your mouth. I want you to accept it, as a sign of submission.’

I took his semi-erect cock in my mouth and sucked him until he was hard. Then he lifted me up from the floor and placed me on the bed. Then he entered me. He didn’t make love to me, he fucked me roughly, several times that night. Each time he did, I came ... hard!

He kept me at his house all week, using me as his sex slave, making up for lost time. Sex had never been so good, life had never been so good, I was no longer someone’s mistress or girlfriend, I was my Master’s fuck toy!

Of course he slept with other women too, I had to accept that, he was a Master and I was only a slave after all, but I didn’t care, as long as I had a piece of him that was all mine, I was content. He may have had affairs, or flings with women he met on his overseas trips, but I prided myself on the fact that I was the only one who gave themselves totally to him, not just my sex but my body and soul.

As time went along, he explained more and more about The Society and their rules about how slaves are treated. He showed me some videos he’d downloaded from The Society’s website, only available to its members. The name of the woman starring in them was Brandy McPhee. He started me off on the pure sex ones, lesbian, threesomes, group sex and so on. But then he moved onto the BDSM movies of her being whipped, tortured with dildoes and nipple clamps. I found it all exciting and asked him if he would be doing those things to me (I’d have let him) but he said that you can’t just jump into something like that, you have to be introduced slowly, to get used to it.

There was something maddeningly familiar about Brandy McPhee but it took me a while to place her. Of course, she had recently starred in “Diamond Girl” as Vanessa Slade. I’d not only seen her movie, but Master Philip had involved me in the design of her new mansion. Never got to meet her though. Master Philip used to make me masturbate to her movies while he watched. And now, I’m to be trained to be a ‘proper slave’ by her. Once again, the thought both terrifies me and excites me at the same time.

Tomorrow, Master Philip will hand me over to her and leave me to her tender mercies. Please God, don’t let her be too cruel.
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