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Chapter one
Aunt Miley and the Englishman


The candle on the night-stand flickered once, twice, then settled into a steady gold flame. Outside the tall windows of our Upper District apartment, the November sea-wind rattled the palms that lined the boulevard. Inside, the room smelled of beeswax, warm milk, and the faint leather note that always clung to my uniform even when I was out of it.

Aurora lay propped against a mountain of pillows, her long black hair—my hair—spilled across the linen like ink. Tomorrow she would turn eighteen at exactly 06:17, the hour of her birth, and at 09:00 she would present herself for compulsory military-intake assessment. Tonight she was still my little girl, eyes wide, lower lip caught between her teeth the way she had done since she was five.

“Mommy,” she whispered, using the private name she had not dared in public for years, “will it hurt tomorrow?”

I set the ancient photograph album on the eiderdown and sat on the edge of the bed. My dress uniform creaked softly—black leather, crimson piping, the same cut Aunt Miley had made famous a lifetime ago.

“Only if you fight it, darling,” I said, smoothing a lock of hair behind her ear. “But you won’t fight. You are Dominian. And Dominian girls learn very early that surrender is sweeter than struggle.”

She swallowed. “Tell me about her again. Aunt Miley. The real story. Not the one they teach in school.”

I smiled, opened the album, and turned to the first page. A sepia portrait: a woman in her late twenties, ice-blonde chignon, black kid gloves folded neatly in her lap, eyes the pale grey of a winter sea. Even in the still photograph the gaze pinned you like a butterfly to cork.

“Listen carefully,” I began, voice low, the way one speaks of saints and assassins. “This is how one woman in 1958 bought our eternity with nothing but a smile, a pair of leather gloves, and three years of the gentlest, most relentless love the world has ever seen.”

London, May 1958 Claridge’s Bar, Brook Street

The minister was already a little drunk when she walked in.

Richard Harrington—Dickie to the few men who dared familiarity—sat alone at the corner table of Claridge’s bar, swirling a third whisky and staring morosely at the evening edition. The headline screamed DOMINIA REFUSES MALE SURVEY TEAMS AGAIN. The Prime Minister had underlined the sentence twice in red and scrawled “Fix this, Dickie” across the margin. Thirty-eight years old, married, two small daughters asleep in Kensington, and here he was nursing a tumbler and a bruised ego because a speck of an island run by women was making fools of them all.

Then the air changed.

A woman paused in the doorway, backlit by the chandelier in the foyer, and every man in the room forgot his conversation mid-sentence.

She wore a dress the colour of fresh blood—dark, liquid silk that poured over her body like wine. The neckline plunged just enough to promise, the hem stopped just high enough to threaten. Black stilettos sharpened her legs into weapons. Her hair, pale Nordic gold, was swept up in a loose chignon that begged to be undone. Lips painted the exact crimson of the dress. And her eyes—pale grey, almost silver—swept the room once, dismissed it, and settled on Dickie with lazy, predatory amusement.

She crossed the carpet like she owned gravity itself. When she reached his table she did not ask. She simply smiled, placed one manicured hand on the back of the empty chair, and spoke in a low, velvet voice laced with a Parisian accent so subtle it felt like a secret.

“You look,” she said, “like a man who has spent the day losing a war to women.”

Dickie’s mouth went dry. “I—yes. Something like that.”

“Good,” she murmured, and sat without invitation. “Then you are exactly the company I want tonight.”

He found his voice. “Richard Harrington. Friends call me Dickie.”

“Miley,” she answered, extending a hand. Her nails were the same blood-red as the dress. “Just Miley. I’m visiting friends in London. They are terribly dull, and I am terribly bored.”

The barman materialised. Miley did not look at him; she simply lifted two fingers.

“Champagne,” she said. “The ’47 Dom Pérignon if you still have it. Two glasses.”

Dickie started to protest—he was drinking whisky—but the words died when her gaze flicked to him, amused, indulgent.

“Tonight,” she said softly, “you drink what I choose. Say yes, Dickie.”

He swallowed. “Yes.”

The bottle arrived in a silver bucket. Miley allowed the barman to pour, then lifted her flute, touched it to his without a word, and drank. A single drop clung to her lower lip. Her tongue slipped out, caught it, and Dickie felt it in his cock like a hand.

“Tell me,” she said, leaning forward just enough that the silk gaped and revealed the soft upper curves of her breasts, “what is it a powerful man like you truly wants when the day has been long and the world refuses to obey?”

He laughed, shaky. “A cigarette and oblivion.”

“Wrong,” she whispered. “You want to be told what to do for once. You want to stop thinking.”

His breath hitched. “And you believe you can do that?”

Her smile was slow, wicked, maternal. “I don’t believe, chéri. I know.”

She reached across the table, gloved fingertips brushing the inside of his wrist—light, proprietary. Electricity shot straight to his groin.

“Finish your champagne,” she ordered gently.

He obeyed.

An hour vanished in low laughter, her knee brushing his under the table, the scent of her—jasmine, leather, something darker—filling his head. He told her about Caroline’s charity galas, about Cabinet rows, about the impossible women of Dominia. Miley listened, eyes half-lidded, one finger tracing the rim of her glass.

At some point her stockinged foot slipped out of its stiletto and found his calf. The contact burned through wool and skin.

“You talk too much about duty,” she said finally. “Come.”

She stood. He stood with her, helpless.

In the lift she pressed him against the mirrored wall, one hand flat on his chest, the other sliding possessively down to cup the hard line straining his trousers. Her lips brushed his ear.

“Room 312,” she breathed. “I took it this afternoon. I was feeling… hopeful.”

Dickie fumbled the key card twice. The moment the door clicked shut Miley was on him.

She kissed like a woman claiming territory—slow, deep, devastating. Her tongue stroked his, coaxed, demanded. He groaned into her mouth and she swallowed the sound, fingers already working his tie loose, buttons popping under impatient hands.

“Bed,” she commanded against his lips. “Now.”

He stumbled backward. She followed, pushing his jacket off his shoulders, ripping his shirt open. When his knees hit the mattress she shoved him down and straddled him in one fluid motion, silk dress riding high on her thighs.

“Look at you,” she purred, rocking once, slowly, letting him feel the heat of her through his trousers. “So eager. So hard for a woman you met an hour ago.”

“Miley—”

“Shh.” She placed one crimson-tipped finger across his lips. “Tonight you don’t speak unless I allow it. Tonight you are mine.”

She reached behind her neck. The zipper of the red dress whispered down. The silk slid from her shoulders, pooled at her waist, revealing breasts full and perfect, nipples already tight. No bra. Dickie’s hands rose instinctively; she caught his wrists, pinned them above his head with one hand while the other unbuckled his belt.

“Hands stay there,” she warned, voice velvet and steel. “Or I stop.”

He froze.

“Good boy.”

She undid his trousers, freed his cock—thick, aching, already wet at the tip—and wrapped her cool fingers around him. One slow stroke, root to crown, thumb swirling over the head. Dickie’s hips bucked.

“Still,” she ordered, squeezing just hard enough to make him whimper.

Then she bent and took him in her mouth.

Wet heat, perfect suction, tongue flicking the underside in a rhythm that tore a strangled cry from his throat. She took him deep—deeper than Caroline ever had—until her lips met the base, throat working around him. When she pulled back, saliva glistened on her chin and his cock shone obscenely.

“Please,” he gasped.

“Please what?”

“Please don’t stop.”

She smiled like a cat with cream. “Better.”

She rose up on her knees, shoved the red dress the rest of the way off, and revealed she wore nothing beneath but sheer black stockings and a garter belt. Her pussy was smooth, glistening. She straddled his face without ceremony.

“Make me come,” she said. “Show me how grateful you are.”

Dickie had never—Caroline thought this sort of thing vulgar—but instinct and desperation took over. He licked into her like a starving man, tongue tracing slick folds, finding the hard pearl of her clit and circling it exactly the way she guided him with tugs on his hair. She rode his face with slow, shameless rolls of her hips, moaning softly in French, thighs tightening around his ears.

When she came it was sudden and fierce—hips grinding down, juices flooding his mouth, her cry low and triumphant. She stayed there a moment, trembling, then slid down his body and impaled herself on his cock in one slick motion.

They both groaned.

She was scalding, tight, perfect. She set a merciless pace—hips snapping, breasts bouncing, head thrown back. Dickie could only clutch the sheets and take it, every thrust driving the air from his lungs.

“Look at me,” she commanded.

He forced his eyes open. Her gaze locked on his, fierce and tender at once.

“You are going to come inside me,” she said, voice husky, “and you are going to wait until I say. Do you understand?”

He nodded frantically.

“Say it.”

“I’ll wait—I’ll wait for you—”

“Good boy.”

She reached between them, circled her clit once, twice, and shattered again, inner walls clamping down so hard he saw stars. Only then did she lean forward, lips brushing his ear.

“Now, Dickie. Come for me now.”

He exploded with a hoarse shout, hips jerking, spilling deep inside her in long, wrenching pulses. She milked him through it, rocking gently, kissing his jaw, his throat, murmuring soft French endearments until he was spent and shaking beneath her.

Afterward she lay atop him, fingers stroking his hair, his cheek, letting him come down. When his breathing steadied she kissed him once—slow, almost tender—and rolled off the bed.

Dickie watched, dazed, as she stepped back into the red dress, zipped it with practiced ease, and repaired her lipstick in the mirror without a single hair out of place.

She returned to the bed, bent, and pressed a soft kiss to his forehead.

“I must go,” she whispered. “But Dickie… the next time you are in Paris—and you will be in Paris—come to the Ritz bar at nine o’clock on any Thursday. I will be waiting.”

She slipped something into his hand—a small card, heavy cream stock, embossed with a single telephone number and the initial M.

“If you are very good,” she added, voice dripping promise, “I will let you kneel for me again.”

Then she was gone, the door clicking softly behind her, leaving only the scent of sex, jasmine, and the echo of her final words hanging in the air like smoke.

Dickie lay staring at the ceiling, cock already stirring at the memory of her taste, her heat, her absolute command.

He did not yet know her country, her mission, or her name beyond Miley.

He only knew one thing with bone-deep certainty:

He would be in Paris.

Back in our apartment, 2025

Aurora’s eyes were huge in the candlelight, lips parted.

“Mommy,” she breathed, “she… she took him the very first night?”

I smiled, tracing the edge of the old photograph where Miley stood behind a seated, collared Dickie years later—his eyes lowered in perfect devotion.

“That, my darling, was only the first taste,” I said softly. “By the time Aunt Miley was finished with him, the British Empire’s pride was just a toy between her thighs… and he thanked her for every second of it.”

I closed the album.

“Sleep now, Aurora. Dream of red dresses and the sound of a man learning who he truly belongs to.”

The candle guttered out.

Outside, the North Sea whispered approval.


Chapter two
Thursday in Paris


Whitehall, three weeks

later Cabinet sub-committee on Dominia,

10 Downing Street

Tuesday, 17 June 1958

Dickie Harrington sat at the long mahogany table trying to look attentive while his mind replayed, for the thousandth time, the taste of a stranger’s cunt on his tongue.

The Home Secretary was droning on about “unacceptable provocations.” Last week a Royal Navy launch carrying three male Foreign Office surveyors had approached within five miles of Dominian waters. A fast cutter crewed entirely by women in black leather trousers had intercepted them, boarded without permission, and—according to the red-faced captain—relieved the British party of their trousers “for security reasons” before escorting them back to international waters barefoot and crimson-cheeked.

“Bloody cheek!” the Defence Minister barked. “We should send a frigate and take the damned island by force.”

The Foreign Secretary sighed. “And explain to the world why Her Majesty’s Government is invading a sovereign matriarchy the size of the Isle of Wight? Ghana just went independent last year, Sudan the year before. The Americans would have a field day. The Russians are already whispering sweet nothings in their ear, according to MI6.”

Dickie’s pulse jumped at the word Russians. He cleared his throat. “Gentlemen, perhaps we are approaching this too… aggressively. The uranium is there, yes, but so is the risk of a propaganda disaster. I propose we continue the Paris channel. Quietly.”

The Prime Minister fixed him with a long stare. “You’re awfully calm about having your people stripped half-naked, Dickie.”

He felt heat rise in his collar. “Diplomacy, Prime Minister. Sometimes one must… swallow one’s pride.”

He spent the rest of the meeting in a haze, the memory of Miley’s thighs clamped around his ears drowning out every argument about gunboats.

That night, in the Kensington house, Caroline asleep beside him, Dickie lay rigid, cock aching against his pyjamas. Three weeks. Three weeks of wanking to the memory of a woman whose surname he did not know. He had set MI5 on her—quietly, of course. Nothing. No trace of a “Miley” matching that face, that voice, that impossible body. Only the cream card with the Paris telephone number burning a hole in his wallet.

He turned onto his stomach, pressed his hips into the mattress, and whispered into the dark like a prayer: “Thursday. Paris. Ritz bar. Nine o’clock.”

Wednesday, 25 June 1958 Paris, NATO defence ministers’ conference

The meetings ended a day early. Caroline and the girls had come with him—treat for the children, she said. Thursday morning she announced a shopping expedition to Galeries Lafayette. Dickie kissed her cheek with guilty relief.

“Darling, you deserve it,” he said, and meant every word.

By eight-thirty that evening he was at the Ritz bar, showered, shaved, and dressed in the new midnight-blue dinner jacket he had never dared wear in London. His heart hammered so loudly he was certain the barman could hear it.

At 8:57 the door opened.

Miley walked in wearing a backless emerald silk gown that clung to every curve like liquid sin. Her hair was down tonight, a pale waterfall over one shoulder. She saw him instantly, and her smile—slow, almost delighted —made his knees weak.

“Dickie,” she said, crossing to him, voice a caress. “You came.”

“I—” He stood too quickly, nearly knocking over his glass. “I couldn’t not.”

She laughed softly and allowed him to kiss her gloved hand. Tonight the gloves were emerald to match the dress, kid leather so thin he could feel the heat of her skin.

“Sit,” she ordered gently. “You look like a schoolboy who has stolen his first cigarette.”

They took a corner banquette. Champagne arrived without being ordered.

“You kept me waiting three weeks,” she said, eyes sparkling with mock reproach.

“I have a wife, children, a country—”

She placed one finger across his lips. “Shh.” She touched his cheek, the emerald kid leather cool against his flushed skin. “I choose my lovers carefully. If we are to do this again—if we are to do this properly—there must be rules.”

Dickie’s heart was pounding so loudly he was sure she could hear it.

Miley sat back on the chaise, crossing her legs with that deliberate slowness that made the silk ride higher on her thighs. She studied him the way a collector studies a rare object she has already decided to own.

“Before we speak of rules,” she said softly, “you deserve the truth about me. I am not some lonely wife looking for excitement. I belong to a man. An old man. Eighty-two, to be exact. One of the richest industrialists in France. He keeps me in this suite, buys me dresses, jewels, anything I desire.” Her smile turned wistful, almost tender. “But he cannot touch me anymore. His body is finished. Some nights he simply watches me dress for the opera and cries because he knows he will never again feel a woman beneath him.”

She let the words hang in the air, watched Dickie’s face cycle through jealousy, pity, and raw hunger.

“I tell you this,” she continued, voice dropping to a whisper, “because I see something in you, Dickie. Something strong and proud and… lonely. I do not want to be another secret you hide from your wife. I want to be the one secret you cannot live without. But only if you are willing to give me what my old man never could—complete surrender.”

Dickie swallowed hard. “What… what do you want from me?”

“Everything,” she said simply. “But we begin gently.”

She patted her lap.

“Come here, darling. Lie across Mommy’s knees.”

The word hit him like a slap and a caress at once.

“Mommy?” he repeated, voice cracking.

Miley’s eyes softened, impossibly tender. “Yes, my sweet boy. Mommy. Say it for me.”

He hesitated only a second. Then, as though his bones had turned to water, he moved forward and lowered himself across her silk-clad thighs. His cheek rested on the cool chaise cushion; his bottom was raised, vulnerable, trousers still on but feeling suddenly naked.

“Good boy,” she crooned, stroking his hair with one gloved hand while the other traced the curve of his arse through the fine wool. “Such a good boy coming to Mommy when he’s told.”

Dickie’s cock, already painfully hard, jerked against her thigh.

She felt it and laughed softly. “Oh, someone likes that very much, doesn’t he? Look at you—thirty-eight years old, important minister, married man—and one little word turns you into Mommy’s needy little slut.”

He whimpered.

The first smack landed without warning—firm, precise, the leather glove cracking against his right cheek. Not brutal, but sharp enough to sting through fabric.

“That is for all the times you thought you were in control,” she said conversationally.

Smack.

“That is for pretending you don’t dream of me every night.”

Smack. Smack. Smack.

Each one perfectly placed, rhythmic, building heat that spread straight to his balls. She varied the force—light teasing taps followed by harder ones that made him gasp and push his hips involuntarily against her thigh.

“Listen to you,” she murmured filthily, “humping Mommy’s leg like a naughty puppy. Is this what the Cabinet sees when you talk about gunboats? Their big strong minister grinding his cock on a woman’s lap, begging to be spanked like a little boy who’s wet his bed?”

Dickie moaned, mortified and more aroused than he had ever been in his life. His orgasm was already climbing his spine, a tight, impossible coil.

“Please—” he choked.

“Please what, baby?”

“Please, Mommy—”

The word tore out of him, raw and desperate.

Miley cooed, a sound of pure maternal delight. “There it is. There’s Mommy’s good little boy.”

She slipped her gloved hand between his legs from behind, cupped his straining cock through his trousers, and began to stroke—slow, firm pulls from root to crown, the butter-soft leather gliding over wool and the thin cotton beneath.

“Heavenly, isn’t it?” she whispered against his ear. “Mommy’s glove milking her big important man. All that power in Whitehall and yet here you are, dripping pre-come into your Savile Row trousers because Mommy is jerking you off like a teenager.”

Dickie’s hips jerked helplessly into her grip.

“Say it again,” she commanded, squeezing just beneath the head.

“Mommy,” he sobbed.

Another squeeze, harder.

“Louder. Let the whole floor hear who you belong to.”

“Mommy!”

“Good boy,” she praised, stroking faster now, the leather whispering over fabric in a rhythm designed to destroy him. “Mommy’s perfect, filthy little boy. Come for me now. Make a mess in your pants like the desperate slut you are. Show Mommy how much you needed this.”

He broke with a strangled cry, cock pulsing violently against her palm. Thick ropes of semen flooded his underwear, soaking through wool and cotton to darken the front of his trousers in a shameful wet patch. Miley kept stroking gently, milking every last drop, cooing praise the entire time.

“Shh, that’s it… give Mommy everything… such a good boy… look at all that come for Mommy… you’ve never come so hard in your life, have you, darling?”

Dickie could only whimper, trembling in the aftermath, tears of release pricking his eyes.

She helped him upright, settled him on the chaise, and cradled his head to her breast—still covered in emerald silk—like a mother comforting a child after a nightmare. She kissed his temple, his damp eyelids, the corner of his mouth.

“There,” she whispered, rocking him gently. “Mommy’s got you. You did so well for me.”

He clung to her, breathing in jasmine and warm leather, stunned by the intensity of a climax that had not even involved removing his clothes.

“I’ve never…” he started, voice hoarse.

“I know,” she said simply, stroking his hair. “And you never will again with anyone else. This belongs to Mommy now.”

She let him rest against her for a long time, until his breathing evened and the shame began to recede beneath a blanket of overwhelming peace.

Eventually she kissed his forehead one last time.

“Go back to your hotel, sweet boy. Wash up. And remember—every Thursday you are in Paris, nine o’clock, the Ritz bar. If Mommy wants you, she will be waiting.”

At the door he turned, still dazed, trousers clinging damply to his thighs.

“Miley—”

She smiled, soft and terrible and loving all at once.

“Mommy,” she corrected gently.

He flushed scarlet. “Mommy… thank you.”

Her answering smile was radiant.

“Thank you, my darling. For giving Mommy such a beautiful gift.”

The door closed behind him with a soft click.

Dickie walked through the hushed corridors of the Ritz smelling of sex and leather and utter surrender, already counting the hours until the next Thursday, knowing with absolute certainty that he would never again be the man who had walked into that suite.

And somewhere in the darkness of the room behind him, Captain Miley Voss allowed herself one small, satisfied smile before reaching for the secure telephone that would relay the night’s success to an island far across the North Sea.

Phase one, she thought, complete.

The minister was already hers.


Chapter three
London House


The mews house in Belgravia smelled of fresh paint, beeswax, and the faint, unmistakable scent of new leather.

Four months had passed since that first Thursday in Paris. Four months in which had quietly, surgically, rewritten every certainty Richard Harrington had ever possessed about himself.

He had invented excuses the way other men invented lies to their wives: a sudden “fact-finding mission” to Brussels that routed through Paris; a weekend “policy retreat” in the Loire Valley that no one else attended; a “bilateral energy symposium” in Lyon that lasted exactly as long as it took for him to crawl across a hotel suite carpet and sob “Mommy” into Miley’s silk-covered breasts.

Each time he returned to London he told himself it was the last. Each time he found himself, three weeks later, on the minute Parliament rose on a Thursday, racing to Victoria Station or booking the first flight to Orly with shaking hands.

Miley never asked him to come. She simply waited, knowing he would.

And now she had moved to London.

The house was perfect: three storeys of cream stucco hidden behind a discreet black door, bought with money skimmed from a defence-contract slush fund Dickie had quietly redirected. The deeds were in her name only. When he handed her the keys she had kissed his cheek like a mother rewarding a child for good marks, then whispered, “Now Mommy has a proper English kennel for her favourite pet.”

Tonight was their first Thursday in the new house.

Dickie let himself in at 7:14 p.m., heart already sprinting. The hallway was dimly lit by a single sconce; the air carried the faint crackle of a log fire and the richer, darker note of new leather. He could hear the soft click of heels on parquet.

Miley appeared at the drawing-room door.

The sight of her stole the breath from his lungs.

She wore a high-waisted black leather pencil skirt that looked poured onto her body, gleaming like liquid obsidian, ending just below the knee with a modest back vent that did nothing to hide the predatory sway of her hips. Above it, a crisp white silk blouse, sleeves rolled once, collar open to reveal the hollow of her throat and the glint of a thin platinum chain. Her hair was pinned in a severe chignon; her makeup was flawless—blood-red lips, smoky eyes, the colour of winter sea. In her right hand she held a pair of long black kid gloves, tapping them rhythmically against her thigh.

“You’re late,” she said, voice soft, almost amused.

“Division bell,” he stammered. “I came as fast as I—”

“Shh.” She placed one bare finger against his lips. “Mommy is not interested in excuses.”

The word Mommy, spoken aloud in this quiet English house, detonated inside him like a depth charge. His briefcase slipped from numb fingers and hit the floor with a thud.

Miley’s eyes flicked to it, then back to his face. Something in her gaze tonight was different—cooler, hungrier, absolute.

“I had an interview today,” she said, turning and walking into the drawing room. “Personal assistant to the chairman of Barclays International. Excellent salary. Private health insurance. Pension.”

Dickie followed, panic flaring. “You don’t need—”

She spun so fast the leather skirt flared.

“Don’t,” she said, very quietly, “tell Mommy what she needs.”

He stopped dead.

She stepped close—close enough that he could smell jasmine and warm leather—lifted her hand, and slapped him. Not playful this time. A clean, ringing open-palm slap that snapped his head sideways and brought instant tears to his eyes.

“That,” she said, “is for thinking you can buy me like a mistress on Jermyn Street.”

His cheek burned. His cock surged against his zip.

“I’m sorry,” he whispered.

“Not yet,” she answered. “But you will be.”

She seized his tie—silk, House of Commons crest—and used it like a leash to drag him to the centre of the room. A low ottoman waited in front of the fire, upholstered in deep oxblood velvet. Beside it, on a silver tray, lay the thing that had haunted his dreams for weeks: an eight-inch black silicone cock, thick as his wrist, heavily veined, flared head glistening with a faint sheen of oil.

Dickie’s knees buckled.

Miley noticed, of course.

“Strip,” she ordered. “Slowly. Mommy wants to watch her proud minister turn into her needy little boy.”

His hands shook so badly he could barely manage the knot of his tie. She stood, arms folded, tapping one heel, eyes never leaving him. Shirt, trousers, socks, underpants—each item folded and placed neatly on a chair under her silent instruction. When he was naked she walked a slow circle, gloved fingertips trailing over his shoulders, his nipples, the curve of his arse, the aching length of his cock—never quite touching where he needed.

“Look at you,” she murmured. “Thirty-eight years old. Eton. Sandhurst. Cabinet minister. And one word from Mommy and you’re trembling like a virgin on her wedding night.”

She stopped in front of him, cupped his chin, forced his eyes to hers.

“Do you know what I see when I look at you, Dickie?”

He shook his head, unable to speak.

“I see a man who is terrified I might leave,” she said gently. “A man who would burn the world down before he let Mommy walk out that door. Isn’t that right?”

The desperation in his eyes was raw, naked, unbearable.

“Yes,” he choked. “God, yes. Please don’t ever leave me.”

Miley’s expression softened into something almost tender.

“Then prove it,” she whispered. “Prove Mommy is the only thing that matters.”

She sat on the ottoman, patted her leather-clad thighs.

“Over my knee, darling.”

He folded himself across her lap with the gratitude of a drowning man reaching shore. His cock nestled hard and wet against the cool leather of her skirt; his arse was raised high, offered.

The first smack landed with a sharp crack—her bare hand this time, no glove. The sting bloomed instantly.

“That’s for every time you thought about sending soldiers to teach women their place.”

Crack.

“That’s for every night you went home to bed beside your wife and wished it was Mommy’s thigh under your cheek.”

Crack. Crack. Crack.

She varied the rhythm—soft teasing taps that made him moan, then sudden hard ones that forced guttural cries from his throat. Each impact drove his cock against the slick leather, smearing pre-come in desperate trails.

“You love this, don’t you?” she crooned filthily. “Love having your important English bottom turned cherry-red by a woman you barely know. Love knowing that tomorrow you’ll sit in Cabinet with Mommy’s handprints throbbing under your suit, trying not to come in your pants every time you shift in your chair.”

Dickie was sobbing openly now, hips grinding helplessly.

“Please—Mommy—more—”

“More what, baby?”

“More everything. Hurt me. Own me. Please.”

She gave a low, satisfied laugh and reached for the drawer.

The bottle of lube was cold against his burning skin. One finger, two, three—scissoring, stretching, curling mercilessly over his prostate until he was keening, tears soaking the velvet.

Then the blunt pressure of silicone at his entrance.

“Breathe,” she whispered, kissing the small of his back. “Mommy’s going to take what’s hers now.”

The head breached him—slow, inexorable. The stretch was enormous, bordering on pain, but the pain felt like salvation. Inch by thick inch she fed the cock into him, pausing only when he gasped to stroke his hair and murmur, “Good boy, taking Mommy so beautifully.”

When her hips met his arse and the heavy silicone balls pressed against his own.

For a long moment she simply stayed there, letting him feel the impossible fullness, letting the knowledge sink in: he was impaled, claimed, owned.

Then she began to move.

Slow at first—long, deep strokes that dragged the veined shaft over his prostate like a bow over violin strings. Every withdrawal left him empty and desperate; every thrust filled him to bursting.

“Feel that, darling?” she purred, voice velvet and venom. “That’s Mommy’s cock rewriting your entire personality. Every time I bottom out I’m erasing another piece of the old Dickie who thought he could bully women into giving up their uranium.”

He cried out as she sped up, the ottoman creaking, the fire popping, the wet obscene sound of lube and silicone fucking flesh filling the room.

“Tell me,” she demanded, one hand fisting his hair, the other gripping his hip hard enough to bruise. “Who owns this arse?”

“Mommy!” he screamed.

“Again.”

“Mommy owns me! Mommy owns my arse, my cock, my mind—please—”

She slammed into him so hard his toes left the floor.

“That’s right,” she hissed. “You’re just a hole for Mommy now. A greedy, clenching minister-cunt that exists to milk my cock. You’re going to take my dick every day from now on. In this house. In hotel rooms. In the back of government cars if I want. And you’re going to thank me for the privilege.”

Dickie was beyond words, reduced to animal sobs of pleasure as she pegged him mercilessly, hips snapping with athletic precision, the harness grinding against her clit with every thrust so her own breath came in sharp, controlled gasps.

She reached beneath him, gloved fingers wrapping around his untouched cock.

“Come,” she commanded. “Come on Mommy’s big black cock like the anal whore you were born to be.”

He detonated.

The orgasm was violent, apocalyptic—semen jetting in thick pulses across the velvet, across her leather skirt, across the Persian rug. His vision whited out; his body convulsed around the invading shaft; a high, broken wail tore from his throat that was half-sob, half-prayer.

Miley fucked him through every spasm, drawing it out until he was limp and oversensitive, then gently withdrew.

She gathered him up—stronger than she looked—and cradled him on the rug in front of the fire, his head in her lap, stroking sweat-damp hair back from his forehead.

“Shh, my perfect boy,” she whispered, kissing his eyelids, his tear-streaked cheeks. “Mommy’s here. Mommy will always be here.”

Dickie clung to her thighs, face buried in warm leather that now carried the scent of their sex.

“I was so scared you’d leave,” he confessed in a broken whisper. “Every day I thought—this Thursday will be the one where you’re not there. And I wouldn’t survive it.”

Miley’s fingers tightened in his hair, possessive.

“Then understand this, darling,” she said, voice soft but unbreakable. “From this night forward your life belongs to Mommy. Your time. Your money. Your influence. Your body. Your orgasms. Everything. You will breathe because I allow it. You will come because I command it. And you will never, ever be free again.”

He looked up at her, eyes shining with desperate, worshipful gratitude.

“Yes, Mommy,” he whispered. “Thank you, Mommy.”

She smiled—slow, radiant, absolute.

“Good boy. Now lick Mommy clean, and we’ll discuss how you’re going to start transferring those Swiss accounts into my name tomorrow morning.”

Dickie lowered his head to the leather between her thighs without hesitation, tongue darting out to lap at the mixture of lube and his own arousal smeared across her skirt, whimpering with devotion.

Outside, London traffic hummed, oblivious.

Inside, the permanent domination of the United Kingdom’s most powerful energy minister had just begun—one obedient Thursday at a time.

And Mommy intended to enjoy every single minute of it.

The fire had burned down to embers when they finally made it upstairs. Dickie lay curled against Miley’s side in the vast four-poster bed, his head on her silk-covered breast, one of her arms wrapped possessively around his shoulders. The room smelled of sex, leather, and the faint lavender of expensive French soap. He was boneless, wrecked, happier than he had ever been in his life, and yet, beneath the glow, something rigid had settled in his spine.

Miley felt it immediately.

“Darling,” she murmured, stroking his hair with lazy affection, “you’re stiff as a board. Mommy just fucked every thought out of your head. What could possibly be left to worry about?”

Dickie pressed his face harder into her warmth, voice small.

“The Dominia file landed on my desk again this morning. Another incident. Their women humiliated three of our surveyors. The Navy wants to send a task force. The backbenchers are howling for blood. The PM asked me—personally—what I intend to do about ‘these damned Amazons.’”

He gave a shaky laugh that wasn’t a laugh at all.

“I stood there in Number Ten agreeing we couldn’t let women push Britain around… while all I could think about was how soon I could get on my knees for you again.”

Miley’s fingers never stopped their gentle rhythm through his hair.

“Poor baby,” she cooed, soft and dangerous. “Carrying the weight of Empire on shoulders that just want to be spanked and fucked. Tell me—what do the big strong men want to do to those scary women?”

Dickie swallowed.

“Blockade. Sanctions. If necessary, a landing party to ‘restore order.’”

“And you?” she asked, voice honeyed. “What does my good boy think should happen?”

He was quiet for a long time.

“I think,” he said at last, barely audible, “that if we treat them like enemies we’ll make them enemies. And we can’t afford that. Not with the Russians circling.”

Miley tilted his chin up so their eyes met.

“Listen to Mommy very carefully, sweetheart. Those women aren’t asking for war. They’re asking for respect. Imagine if Britain said: ‘We will pay fair market price for every ounce of uranium. We will fund the extraction ourselves. And we will employ Dominian men—only Dominian men—to do the work.’ No occupation. No humiliation. Just business between equals. Russia loses its foothold overnight. The uranium flows. And the newspapers call it a triumph of British diplomacy.”

Dickie blinked, the idea slotting into his mind with terrifying neatness.

“That… that could actually work.”

“Of course it could,” she said, kissing his forehead. “Mommy only plants winning ideas in her boy’s head.”

She rolled him onto his back, straddled his waist, and leaned down until her lips brushed his.

“Now sleep, darling. Tomorrow you’re going to save the Empire.”

He was unconscious within minutes, a small, contented smile on his face.

The next morning

Cabinet Office Briefing Room, Whitehall

The table was a sea of grim faces. Charts showed Russian trawlers loitering off the Dominian coast. The First Sea Lord was halfway through yet another demand for “decisive action.”

Dickie cleared his throat.

“Prime Minister, gentlemen—if I may.”

Every head turned.

He laid Miley’s words out calmly, coolly, as though they were the product of months of his own brilliant analysis.

“We turn this from a confrontation into commerce. We offer to finance the entire extraction programme ourselves. We buy at full international rates. And—crucially—we insist that only Dominian nationals be employed on the island. No British boots on the ground. No provocation. Russia is left with nothing to exploit. The uranium arrives in Hull within eighteen months. And the world sees Britain as the reasonable adult in the room.”

Silence.

Then the Chancellor leaned back, a slow grin spreading.

“Bloody hell, Dickie. That’s… elegant.”

The Prime Minister tapped his pen once, twice.

“Draft it. Full proposal on my desk by Monday. If it holds water, you’ll present it to Cabinet yourself.”

Dickie inclined his head, the perfect picture of modest competence.

Inside, his heart sang a single word on repeat:

Mommy.

That same afternoon

The Belgravia mews house

Miley was curled on the chaise in a silk robe the colour of clotted cream, legs tucked beneath her, sipping coffee, when the secure telephone rang.

She picked up on the second ring.

“Yes?”

The voice on the other end belonged to Council Liaison Voss—cold, clipped, unmistakably pleased.

“Captain Voss. London Station reports the minister has just proposed terms to his Cabinet that match our exact optimum scenario. Word for word.”

Miley allowed herself a small, satisfied smile.

“Of course he did.”

“High Council congratulates you. Effective immediately you are granted plenary authority over Operation Black Orchid. The minister is now classified Asset M-1. You are to move to full ownership protocol. Collars, financial transfer, public registration—whatever is required. Dominia expects delivery of the treaty by summer 1961.”

Miley glanced toward the staircase. She could hear the shower running—Dickie washing away the last traces of the man he used to be.

“Understood,” she said softly. “Tell the Council Mommy will bring her boy home on a very short leash.”

She hung up, set the receiver down, and closed her eyes for a moment, savouring the taste of total victory.

Upstairs, Dickie began to sing—badly, happily—some music-hall tune from his public-school days.

Miley rose, untied her robe, and let it pool at her feet.

Time for the next lesson.

After all, a good Mommy never keeps her boy waiting too long.


Chapter four
Mommy Comes to the Table


Two months had passed since the night Dickie first bent over the ottoman and surrendered his virginity, his pride, and his future to the woman he called Mommy.

In public, everything was perfect.

Caroline had never seen her husband so relaxed, so affectionate. He came home early, brought flowers for no reason, made love to her with a tenderness that left her glowing. Cabinet colleagues whispered that “Dickie’s found his fire again.” The Prime Minister slapped him on the back and called his Dominia proposal “the most creative piece of statecraft since Suez—in reverse.” Parliament voted unanimous authority: Richard Harrington was now His Majesty’s sole plenipotentiary for the Dominia File.

In private, Dickie lived for Thursdays.

Every Thursday he drove to the Belgravia mews house, let himself in with the key that hung on a ribbon around his neck beneath his shirt, and waited on his knees in the hallway until Mommy came home. Some nights she spanked him until he cried. Some nights she pegged him until he blacked out from pleasure. Every night she tucked him in, kissed his forehead, and reminded him who owned his orgasms.

He had not come without permission in sixty-one days.

He wore the steel cage she had locked, hidden beneath Savile Row wool and parliamentary dignity. The key lived on a platinum chain between her breasts.

And now, finally, the day of reckoning.

Hôtel de Crillon, Paris 14 December 1958 – 10:00 a.m.

The conference room overlooked Place de la Concorde. Crystal chandeliers, gilt panelling, a long mahogany table set for twenty. British delegation on one side: Dickie at the head, flanked by Foreign Office mandarins, Treasury, Admiralty, MI6. Empty chairs opposite.

Dickie’s palms were damp. He had not seen Miley in person for five weeks—she had been “travelling.” Telephone calls only: her cool, amused voice telling him to edge for an hour and then stop, to sleep in the cage, to recite his devotion before Cabinet meetings. He was half-mad with frustration and love.

The doors opened.

Four women entered in perfect formation.

At the front, in razor-sharp black leather trousers that looked painted on, black leather blazer with subtle military piping in crimson, white silk shirt open at the throat, and mirror-polished knee-high boots with four-inch heels, strode Commander Miley Voss.

Dickie’s heart stopped.

The woman who had fucked him senseless, who had reduced a British minister to a whimpering anal slut in a Belgravia drawing room, was the official Dominian negotiator.

She was taller than him now—those boots added cruel height—and her posture was pure command. Blonde hair in a severe bun, red lips curved in the tiniest, most private smile. Behind her, three female assistants in identical black leather uniforms carried briefcases and radiated disciplined menace.

Every man in the British delegation stood.

Miley’s chair scraped as he rose too quickly, cock already swelling painfully against its cage.

Miley’s eyes met his across the table. For one heartbeat the room narrowed to just the two of them. Her gaze said: Behave, boy.

Then the mask slid into place.

“Minister Harrington,” she said in crisp, accentless English, extending a gloved hand. “Commander Miley Voss, Dominian Strategic Delegation. A pleasure.”

Her grip was firm, warm leather against his bare skin. She held it half a second too long.

“The pleasure is entirely mine, Commander,” he managed, voice only trembling a little.

They sat.

The British notetaker began the usual diplomatic pleasantries. Miley cut him off with a raised eyebrow.

“Let us dispense with ceremony. My government has reviewed your revised proposal. It is… acceptable as a starting point.”

Dickie’s team exhaled in relief.

“However,” Miley continued, leaning forward, leather creaking softly, “Dominia requires three clarifications.”

She ticked them off on gloved fingers.

“First. When uranium is sold by the United Kingdom to third parties—France, America, whomever—Dominia receives fifteen percent of the profit margin in perpetuity.”

A ripple of shock around the British side.

“Second. Dominia requests British assistance in modernising our coastal defence systems. Training, radar, fast patrol boats. Non-lethal, of course.”

The Admiralty men bristled.

“Third—and most important—Her Majesty’s Government provides written, binding assurance of non-interference in Dominian internal governance, culture, or… domestic arrangements. Forever.”

Dickie’s mouth was dry.

Miley’s eyes never left his.

“Well, Minister?” she asked softly. “Can Britain meet these modest requests?”

The room waited.

Dickie heard his own voice as if from very far away.

“Yes, ma’am.”

A beat.

“To all of it?”

“Yes, ma’am,” he repeated, louder. “The United Kingdom is eager to build a new era of cooperation.”

Miley allowed herself the smallest smile.

“Excellent. Then we are agreed in principle. My government proposes the next round of talks take place on Dominian soil in three months. In the interim, British experts will train our all-female survey and extraction teams—here in France, to avoid… misunderstandings.”

She rose. Every British man scrambled to his feet.

“Gentlemen,” she said, nodding once. “Until March.”

The Dominian delegation swept out in perfect order.

Dickie stood frozen, cock throbbing against steel, mind reeling.

When the room emptied he fled to the men’s room, locked himself in a stall, and pressed his forehead to the cool marble, whispering “Mommy” like a prayer.

That evening The Belgravia mews house

The black door was unlocked. A single envelope lay on the hall table.

Dickie tore it open with shaking fingers.

Mommy loves her clever, obedient boy. The island misses you already. Three months, darling. Not one day less. Wear your cage like the good husband you are. Mommy will know if you disobey.

No signature. Only a perfect crimson lip-print at the bottom.

He drove home to Kensington in a daze. Caroline kissed him at the door, told him the children had drawn pictures of “Daddy the hero.” He smiled, hugged them, and went upstairs to shower.

In the privacy of the bathroom he stripped, stared at the gleaming steel cage locked around his cock and balls, and felt a wave of pure, terrifying clarity.

She had played him from the very first spilled martini.

Every orgasm, every “good boy,” every Thursday spanking had been moving him—moving Britain—exactly where she wanted.

Common sense screamed: go to MI6, expose her, save your career, your marriage, your country.

But his hand was already cradling the cage, thumb tracing the lock, and the thought of betraying Mommy felt like ripping out his own heart.

The telephone rang downstairs. Caroline called up that it was “a friend from Paris.”

Dickie picked up in the study, closed the door.

“Mommy?” he whispered before he could stop himself.

Her laugh was low, delighted.

“There’s my good boy. Did you like Mommy’s uniform? I wore it just for you.”

“It was… you were… I couldn’t breathe.”

“I know, darling. I watched you the whole time. Your poor caged cock trying so hard to get hard for me in front of all those men. Did you leak in your trousers?”

“Yes, Mommy,” he admitted, cheeks burning.

“Perfect. Now listen carefully. For the next three months you will be the most brilliant negotiator Britain has ever seen. You will give us everything we ask and make them thank you for it. And you will not touch that cage. Not once. If you are very, very good, Mommy will take it off on the island and fuck you until you forget your own name.”

“Mommy,” he breathed, sliding to his knees on the study rug though she could not see, “why? Why me?”

A pause. When she spoke again her voice was softer, almost fond.

“Because from the moment you looked up at me in Claridge’s with those desperate, hungry eyes, I knew you were born to be mine. And because the strongest men always break the prettiest. And because Dominia needs a treaty, darling. Mommy needs her boy on his knees in the Great Hall while the Council watches me claim him forever.”

Dickie’s breath hitched.

“Three months,” she repeated. “Edge every night. Think of Mommy’s leather pants hugging her cock while she fucks you in front of your Queen’s portrait. But do not come. If you do, I will know, and I will leave you.”

“I won’t,” he promised frantically. “I’ll be good. I’ll be perfect.”

“I know you will,” she said, and he could hear the smile. “Sleep tight, my sweet minister. Dream of Mommy’s boots on your back.”

The line went dead.

Dickie stayed on his knees long after, cage dripping, heart racing, every certainty he had ever owned shattered and rebuilt around one word.

Mommy.

Three months.

He could wait three months.

He would wait a lifetime if she asked.


Chapter five
Welcome to Dominia, Ambassador


The Dominian cutter sliced through the North Atlantic mist at thirty-five knots, flying no flag but a black pennant with a single crimson stripe. Richard Harrington stood alone on the open deck, the only man aboard a vessel crewed entirely by women in crisp black uniforms. No one had spoken to him since the Royal Navy launch handed him over at the twelve-mile limit. They had simply taken his passport, his briefcase, his tie, and—most humiliating of all—his trousers, replacing them with a perfectly tailored charcoal kilt in heavy wool. The cold wind whipped up the pleats and reminded him, with every gust, that beneath it he wore nothing but the steel cage locked around his cock for the past ninety-one days.

Ninety-one days without orgasm. Ninety-one days of nightly telephone calls from Mommy telling him exactly how proud she was of her good, obedient boy. Ninety-one days of waking hard and desperate, cage dripping, knowing release existed only on the other side of this ocean.

The island rose out of the fog like a dark promise: black cliffs, white surf, a single granite fortress on the headland flying the same crimson-striped banner. The cutter nosed into a hidden harbour carved into the rock. Waiting on the quay stood six women in full dress leather—boots polished to mirrors, crimson piping flashing. At their centre, taller than the rest in four-inch heels, was Commander Miley Voss.

She wore the uniform Dickie had seen only once before in Paris, but now it was complete: black leather trousers so tight they looked sprayed on, a fitted black leather blazer with silver buttons and rows of medals that clinked softly when she moved, white silk shirt beneath, collar high and severe. Her blonde hair was pinned beneath a peaked cap. In her gloved hands she held a short riding crop.

The gangway lowered.

Dickie walked down it on legs that barely obeyed him. Every woman on the quay saluted as he passed. Miley did not. She simply watched him approach, grey eyes unreadable.

When he reached her he dropped to his knees on the wet stone without being told.

“Mommy,” he whispered, voice cracking. “I’m here.”

For a moment the wind was the only sound.

Then Miley smiled—slow, radiant, terrifying.

“Welcome home, darling,” she said softly. “Stand up. Let the Council see what a well-trained English boy looks like.”

She did not offer her hand. Instead she turned and walked toward the waiting staff car. Dickie scrambled to follow, the kilt swinging around his bare thighs, cage swinging heavily between them.

The drive up the cliff road was silent except for the thrum of the engine and the occasional click of Miley’s crop against her boot. At the fortress gates the car stopped. Two female guards snapped to attention.

“Commander Voss and the British delegation,” Miley said crisply. The gates swung open.

Inside, the fortress was a blend of medieval stone and startling modernity—polished floors, electric lights, the faint hum of generators. They passed corridors lined with portraits of severe women in leather uniforms stretching back centuries. Dickie’s heart hammered harder with every step.

Finally, double doors of black oak. Miley paused.

“Inside this room,” she said without looking at him, “you will cease to be Minister Harrington. You will be my boy. My property. My demonstration. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Mommy,” he breathed.

She opened the doors.

The chamber was vast, circular, lit by high windows and a single massive throne of black leather and dark wood at the far end—the exact throne from the photograph that had haunted his dreams. Around it, on tiered benches, sat twelve women: the High Council of Dominia, every one in full dress uniform, medals gleaming. Their eyes tracked him like predators.

Miley strode to the centre of the room and turned.

“Strip,” she commanded.

Dickie’s fingers flew to the kilt’s buckles. The heavy wool dropped to the stone. He stood naked except for the gleaming steel cage, cock straining desperately against its bars, pre-come already dripping in a thin string to the floor.

A ripple of appreciative murmurs from the Council.

Miley circled him slowly, crop trailing over his skin—shoulders, nipples, the curve of his arse, the cage itself.

“Look at him,” she announced to the room. “The man London sent to bring us to heel. Now look at what three months of proper feminine authority has produced.”

She stopped in front of him, lifted his chin with the tip of the crop.

“Tell the Council what you are, boy.”

Dickie’s voice shook, but it rang clear in the stone chamber.

“I am Mommy’s property. I exist to serve Dominian women. My cock, my arse, my mind, my country—everything belongs to Commander Voss.”

The Council applauded—slow, deliberate claps that echoed like gunshots.

Miley smiled.

“Excellent. On your knees.”

He dropped.

She walked to the throne, sat with regal grace, and crossed her legs. One boot—mirror-black leather, four-inch stiletto heel—dangled inches from his face.

“Worship,” she ordered.

Dickie crawled forward, pressed reverent kisses to the toe, the arch, the sharp heel. The taste of leather filled his mouth. His caged cock throbbed so hard it hurt.

Miley extended her leg, pressed the sole of her boot against his cage, and ground down gently.

“Ninety-one days,” she said conversationally to the Council. “Locked and denied. Watch how beautifully he suffers.”

She rotated her foot, the pressure exquisite torment.

“Please, Mommy,” he whimpered against her boot. “Please unlock me.”

“Later,” she said. “First, Mommy has business.”

She snapped her fingers. An aide placed a thick folder on the small table beside the throne.

“Britain’s final proposal,” Miley announced. “Minister Harrington has been most… cooperative.”

She opened the folder, withdrew a single sheet, and read aloud the key clauses—fifteen percent third-party profit share, defence cooperation, non-interference guarantees, and—new since Paris—annual interest-free reconstruction loans of £25 million.

The Council murmured approval.

Miley looked down at Dickie, who was still kissing her boot with desperate devotion.

“Anything to add, darling?”

He lifted his head, eyes glazed with submission.

“Dominia should also request,” he said hoarsely, “that Minister Harrington be appointed permanent British Ambassador to Dominia. Resident on the island. For… continuity of relations.”

A stunned beat.

Miley’s smile was slow and utterly triumphant.

“Motion proposed by the British delegation itself,” she said to the Council. “All in favour?”

Twelve hands rose as one.

“Carried,” Miley declared. “Welcome to your new home, Ambassador.”

Dickie’s eyes filled with tears of pure gratitude.

Miley stood, unbuttoned her leather blazer, and let it fall. Beneath, the white silk shirt clung to her breasts; beneath that, the harness was already in place. She unzipped her leather trousers with deliberate slowness, revealing the thick black silicone cock jutting aggressively from the open fly.

“Up,” she commanded.

Dickie rose on shaking legs.

She pointed to the throne.

“Sit.”

He obeyed, legs spread wide over the arms, arse hanging off the edge, cage dripping onto the ancient wood.

Miley stepped between his thighs, lined the cock up with his already-slick entrance (he had been plugged on the cutter for “preparation”), and pushed.

One smooth, relentless thrust seated her to the hilt.

Dickie screamed—pleasure, shock, relief, surrender.

Miley gripped his hips and began to fuck him in long, punishing strokes, the throne creaking beneath them.

“Look at the Council,” she growled in his ear. “Look at them while Mommy breeds her English bitch on the seat of Dominian power.”

Twelve pairs of eyes watched impassively as Miley pounded into him, hips snapping, medals clinking, leather creaking.

“Tell them,” she ordered between thrusts, “tell them what you are now.”

“I’m—ah!—Mommy’s anal ambassador—oh God—Dominia’s property—please—”

She reached down, finally—finally—unlocked the cage. His cock sprang free, purple, leaking, untouched for three months.

“No coming until I say,” she warned, and resumed fucking him so hard his vision blurred.

When she judged him on the absolute edge, she pulled out, spun him around, and pushed him to his knees in front of the throne.

“Suck,” she commanded.

Dickie took the cock—still slick with lube and his own arousal—deep into his throat, gagging, tears streaming, worshipping it like a sacrament.

Miley turned to the Council as he bobbed desperately on her strap-on.

“Phase two,” she said calmly, one hand in his hair guiding his rhythm, “is permanent residency. The Ambassador will live in the old Governor’s House—renovated, of course. His wife and children will remain in London. Too delicate a climate for mainland males.”

The Council nodded.

“Phase three: selective breeding programme. The Ambassador has excellent genetics. We project three to five healthy sons for the Academy within a decade.”

Dickie moaned around the cock at the words, hips jerking helplessly.

Miley slapped his cheek lightly.

“Focus, darling. Mommy is speaking.”

She continued outlining financial transfers, intelligence sharing, and—most crucially—the quiet transfer of British weapons technology “for peaceful purposes” while Dickie sucked and slurped and cried with need.

Finally she pulled out of his mouth, leaving him gasping, strings of spit connecting his lips to the shining cock.

“On the throne,” she said. “Ride Mommy.”

Dickie scrambled up, straddled her lap facing her, and sank down onto the cock with a broken sob of gratitude. Miley gripped his hips and guided him—slow at first, then faster, harder, the throne rocking, medals clinking against his chest.

“Come,” she whispered against his lips. “Come for Dominia.”

He exploded—ninety-one days of denial erupting in thick, endless ropes across her medals, her shirt, her throat. The orgasm went on and on, wrecking him, remaking him, until he collapsed forward, sobbing into her neck.

Miley held him close, stroking his back, kissing his temple.

“Shh, my perfect boy,” she murmured. “Mommy’s so proud. You just signed away your country on my cock and thanked me for it.”

From the Council came slow, respectful applause.

Miley lifted Dickie’s tear-streaked face.

“Welcome to Dominia, Ambassador Harrington,” she said formally. “Your apartment is ready. Your new life begins now.”

Later—hours later—when the Council had gone and the throne room was empty except for the scent of sex and leather, Miley carried him to an adjoining chamber. A collar of plain black leather waited on velvet.

She buckled it around his neck, clicked a small silver lock, and kissed the hollow beneath it.

“Permanent,” she whispered. “Like the treaty. Like us.”

Dickie—Ambassador Harrington no longer, just Mommy’s boy—curled into her arms and, for the first time in his adult life, slept without a single secret left in the world.

Outside, the crimson-striped flag snapped in the wind above a fortress that now owned a piece of the British Empire forever.

And on the throne, a single drop of English come dried slowly on Dominian leather, sealing the bargain.

(The treaty was signed in London three weeks later. Ambassador Harrington took up permanent residence on the island the same day. His wife received a polite letter explaining “health reasons.” The uranium began to flow. And every night, in the Governor’s House, a former minister rode his Mommy’s cock to sleep while the North Sea sang approval.)

Dominia had won. Mommy always did.

Back in our present

The candle had long since burned out. Aurora lay still in the darkness, but I could feel the electricity crackling through her young body, the same current that had raced through mine the first time I heard Aunt Miley’s legend.

“Mommy,” she whispered finally, voice trembling with something between fear and reverence, “when they inspect me tomorrow… when they measure how deep I can take, how perfectly I obey… I want them to see her in me. I want them to know that the girl on the bench was forged in the same fire that broke an empire on Aunt Miley’s cock.”

I brushed a lock of hair from her forehead and kissed the spot, just as Miley used to kiss her boys after they had cried themselves empty.

“They will see it, darling,” I said softly. “Every inch you surrender tomorrow is a direct descendant of the inches she taught that minister to take. You are her legacy. And when you come home wearing your first dress-uniform leather, when some trembling mainland male first kneels at your boots and calls you Mommy with tears in his eyes, you will understand exactly why Dominia is untouchable.”

Aurora’s hand found mine in the dark, fingers threading tight.

“I’m ready,” she breathed. “I was born ready.”

I smiled against her hair.

“Then sleep, my fierce, perfect girl. Tomorrow you begin the same beautiful, merciless work that Aunt Miley started with one spilled martini and a pair of crimson lips.”

Outside, the North Sea wind carried the distant, approving laughter of a woman in flawless leather who had once brought an empire to its knees.

And somewhere inside my daughter’s dreams, a new throne waited.
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