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Chapter 1










The boss was sitting opposite him in a perfectly fitting, elegant suit, that epitomized confident power. As usual, her brown eyes held a contempt that she didn't bother to mask. Although the reason she had called him into her office was a serious one, he couldn't help but stare at the curves of her body. She wore a tight skirt and sheer nylons. A woman like her didn't walk around in old cotton panties and certainly wore only sexy designer lace lingerie. Her body would also be perfect under layers of clothing, he thought. His masturbatory fantasies involved her very often. But how could he have such silly thoughts at this moment? Right now, it looked like she was going to throw him out of his job. 




“I have to concentrate on what she’s saying,” he thought. Finally, he forced his mind to focus more on her words than her sensual figure.




 "... So, think of this as your last chance. I'm sure I don't need to remind you that your probation ends in one month. I can still make up my mind whether I want you on my top team or not. This isn't some Sunday paper."




"No, boss."




"Just because you were lucky enough to get a scoop doesn't mean you're set. Now, convince me it wasn't just beginner's luck... The way you took Professor Keller down, hats off to you. The private school will take a long time to recover from that scandal, but interest is waning. You need to find another story idea pronto!"




"Yes, boss. I think I have a really great topic for you now," he lied to her. Lying wasn't causing him any trouble. He had long ago learned how to behave in a situation like this. He relaxed, leaned back in his chair and opened his eyes wide. The picture of honesty and openness. Why did he get the feeling that his boss didn't believe in his sincerity? She crossed her legs and folded her arms. He didn’t look away in the duel of stares. That seemed to convince her.




"Fine. But I'll expect a report. Soon. You have a week."




Timothy felt himself starting to sweat. The great series of articles that had revealed the case of abuse of position in corporations had launched his stellar career. But he didn't write them. He knew in his heart that he could never have written such brilliant articles himself, but he had managed to convince himself otherwise. It was purely by chance that he overheard his classmate's sexual orgy with a female professor in her office. Then all it took was a stolen key and a bit of clever blackmail against that classmate. Marcel, a promising young journalist, had prepared a series of articles on the immoral practices of the management of large corporations. Marcel confided in Timothy, sharing his hopes that the series of articles he had written on the subject would get him a stellar career at a leading newspaper.




Timothy knew how to do it. He placed a hidden camera in the corner of the teachers’ room so that every juicy detail about the relationship between his classmate Marcel and Professor Keller could be seen. The footage was his masterpiece! 




In the video, you could see Marcel greeting the professor like a puppy on his knees. In the first video Timothy shot it was four in the afternoon, most students had already left the premises. Professor Keller drew the curtains closed while Marcel dropped to his knees. Anyone with common sense would immediately recognize that their stealthy meeting in the privacy of her office wasn’t for the first time. It was a smooth, almost ritualised encounter, a perfect choreography of a D/s couple that knew each other very, very well... unashamedly going after their kinky desires. In perfect detail - Timothy used a high-definition camera, and the room was well-lit - you could see her, a gorgeous forty-something, unbuttoning her coat... slowly, one button at a time. 




When he collected the camera to inspect his catch, he hurried to the seclusion of his own room. He couldn’t resist, feeling his pressure is going up, he even felt himself holding his breath with her bare skin getting gradually revealed. With the voyeuristic pleasure of witnessing someone’s private sexual play, he felt his cock getting hard. He paused the video and locked the door to enjoy every second of his triumph, he didn’t want his mother to peep in in the wrong moment. He pressed play and, mesmerized, watched the tantalizing show. For many lazy hours at school, he had fantasized and imagined all sorts of sex scenarios with Professor Keller, who was an indisputable 10 out of 10. Now he could see her busty figure, her firm thighs revealed… but no! Not just her beautifully shaped legs, there was something lurking under her coat. His eyes widened in breathless anticipation. What was it?




Then he saw it. Underneath her coat she wore sexy lingerie and… a really big strap-on penis! Marcel obediently crawled to her and she let her sub suck that cock. She was clearly enjoying it; she held his hair with her fist as she pumped it into his mouth until his eyes watered and he started gagging. She was business-like about it, abusing him like a cheap whore when she made him lean over a table. For few moments she stroked his pretty young ass, before she took lubricant out of the drawer of her worktable. 




Timothy had a flashback of himself, visiting Professor Keller in her office on one occasion... the lube was probably already waiting there for Marcel to come to her. At that moment Timothy realized that she could have singled him out instead of Marcel. He felt a pang of jealousy. In what way was Marcel more desirable than him? Everyone would say without hesitation, that Timothy was the looker, not Marcel. Timothy had never before experienced the dominant treatment from a MILF and after seeing this video he was almost sorry he missed such an opportunity. Ever since he watched this, he often imagined himself visiting Professor Keller’s office, standing there while she took the lube out of the drawer and locked the door behind him.




In the other half of the video, she fucked Marcel’s ass very hard in all sorts of positions. She slapped him, tortured his nipples... and this was repeated every Wednesday after school. Oftentimes, she made Marcel eat her pussy, these were scenes that were driving Timothy crazy like nothing else. Ever since he saw that, he became so horny, he was fucking his girlfriend so often that she was getting annoyed, complaining that her pussy burned. 




Marcel, who was otherwise an impeccable student, always did something that would get him into Professor Keller's office. Their encounters were becoming so incredibly perverse, Timothy shot enough material to make a commercially super-successful amateur porn video. But that wasn't his goal. He didn't want to destroy Marcel or Professor Keller, he just wanted to help his career. In fact, he felt quite proud and self-righteous to be using the footage for his own personal gain. 




His cock twitched involuntarily at the memory. Soon the articles were his, because desperate Marcel would do anything to keep the embarrassing personal video from getting out. Big newspapers might have scrambled to get the articles, and Timothy had climbed on his friend's back to be hired on probation by the editorial offices of a reputable newspaper. Except now, he was the jerk who had returned the tape to his classmate. He felt magnanimous in his euphoria after being accepted by that paper – and now there was no way to blackmail Marcel into writing more articles.




"Are you listening to me?!" his boss's sharp voice cut the air like the crack of a whip.




"Yes, ma'am." Timothy replied quickly.




"That's it... I expect your next series of articles to be as good as the Appleton and Son affair, or you'll be packing your bags before you can say 'hack journalist'." 




The boss was a tall brunette, who he imagined in her younger days could have easily walked the piers in her underwear. She began signing a mountain of invitations to the business partners' Christmas party. Her blatant disregard for him was unequivocal, so with a polite nod of his head, he left the office.




He sat in his cubicle in the open-space office, wondering what to do. He needed one more article from Marcel to survive the probationary period, then they wouldn't be able to just fire him. Getting rid of an employee after the probationary period isn't that easy. That's what one of "his" stolen articles was about. He was thinking of trying his tried-and-true trick again. After all, he had a strip of screenshots he'd taken for his own masturbatory need, so why not give it a go again. He dialled his classmate's number.




"Hey Marcel, how are you doing?"




"You know very well how I'm doing; how dare you call me?"




"Oh, come on, don't get mad now, I need to talk to you, my friend."




"You can’t be serious..."




"I'm really sorry you feel that way, but I need your help again."




"You want my help? Are you kidding me?"




"Well, call it what you want, but I've got some pictures here that might interest you."




"Oh, I can imagine. I knew you would come back for more eventually. A word like yours is not to be relied upon. Well, let me tell you this - we're out of school now, so you can't blackmail me with that anymore," he responded on the other side of the phone.




"Not you, but they might interest the professor's husband, what do you think? Or would the school's rector's office be more likely?" Hearing Marcel breathing in exasperation, he felt he’d won. "So, where are we meeting?"

"You are…” Timothy could hear Marcel’s blood boiling, he was almost worried the plan might not work, but then… 




“I can't today but tomorrow at MacMillan’s bar." Marcel said.




"OK, I'll look forward to being...” Timothy said, but before he could finish his sentence, the phone went dead. He dropped it on the table. He ruffled his hair and leaned back in his chair, which was tilted back. He exhaled deeply. Marcel would help him. He must.




On the other end of the phone, Marcel ended the call. "You can enjoy that, you skank. Wait till you see what I have in store for you," he said into the dead phone.





Chapter 2










A dark-haired boy with an almost military style haircut walked down the quiet street, his worn-out sneakers thudding against the pavement. He wore a tattered hoodie that was too big for him, with frayed cuffs that hung down over his hands. Perhaps he should spend some money on better clothes, but he had far more important use for it. The wind was bitter, sending shivers down his spine and making his nose run. He hunched his shoulders, trying to shield himself from the cold, as he glanced nervously over his shoulder. He didn't want to be seen by anyone. His face had pleasant, amicable features. His eyes were large and round and made the impression of someone who would shy away from telling a lie. But a lie he would tell. Very, very often it seemed. He lied to his mother, he lied to his co-workers, he lied to his friends. And sometimes he lied to himself too. How else would he justify that under his inconspicuous facade was a guy, who adored being humiliated by women? How could he explain to anyone ‘normal’, how deeply satisfying it was to have a metal cage hidden in his boxers? 

As he approached the large stately house, he could feel a slight vibration in his boxers. It was not a plain old cage, but a sophisticated device that allowed his owner to operate it on her phone. He felt the intense pang of arousal. 

The words were running in his head: “Whenever I feel like reminding you of your subservience to me, I will do this...” 




The vibration changed and he could feel pulsing. Not the right time for sure… How was he to concentrate on entering the house unobserved, when the cage started to get tighter, making his cock swell? She of course knew he was just about to enter her house. The device had a GPS. He spotted his reflection in the highly polished golden plaque, bearing the name of the Stauton’s Laundry and Cleaning Company. Above the Times New Roman font of the name Stauton was their decorative calligraphy that reminded him of a whip.




The boy wasn’t there for the first time, so he knew that if he wanted to enter the house unobserved, he’d better take the back door. He tiptoed through the backyard with a neatly maintained little garden, his eyes darting back and forth as he scanned the surroundings. He paused at the back door, listening for any signs of movement inside the house. When he was sure that the coast was clear, he slowly turned the doorknob and slipped inside. The musty smell of damp concrete and detergent greeted him - an unmistakable sign that he was in the large basement. Rows of washing machines hummed softly in the background as he made his way to the far corner of the room. Good for him, the employees were being kept occupied on the floor above. He could hear their steps above his head. He knew he had to be careful now, as the people in the house were working on the first floor, folding and washing laundry.




He stayed close to the wall and crept up the stairs, feeling against all sense that the hoodie he used to protect himself from prying eyes of people in public, would make him invisible in the house as well. As he walked up the stairs from the basement, he felt his heart pounding in his chest. He had narrowly escaped detection by the workers, who were busy folding freshly dried laundry that smelled of lavender. He could hear their muffled chatter and the rustling of clothes as they worked, but he dared not look back or slow down. The stairs seemed to go on forever, each step taking him closer to his destination.




Finally, he reached the top of the stairs and pushed the door open. He knew, he was expected. A woman stood before the bright window; her hourglass figure silhouetted against the radiance of the sun. Her curves were sublime, the very essence of womanhood carved in flesh, and her back was as sleek as a panther's. The light played upon her hair, a tangle of blonde waves cascading down her back. He couldn’t see against the bright light, but he sensed her skin glowing with a warmth that was at once inviting and ethereal, as though she were a goddess in human form. As she stood there, the world around her faded away, and all that remained was her statuesque beauty.




He found himself standing in a stately bedroom, with tall windows that looked out onto the city skyline. The room was immaculately clean, with a king-sized bed covered in crisp white sheets and a plush carpet that felt soft under his feet. He breathed a sigh of relief. A bit belated, but he was there. Oddly out of place in his tattered hoodie and old sneakers.




“You are late!” She turned around very slowly and x-rayed him with her intense gaze. There was a powerful radiance to her, something about her cougar-like lure that only an older woman can captivate a young man with. He was simultaneously fearful of her dominant nature and drawn to it at the same time, like a moth to a flame.




She approached him, slinking toward him with her svelte body. He stood there with his hands at his side, almost paralyzed. She had told him to come by again today at noon, and if the metro system had not been delayed, he would have been there on time.




She walked to him and, as she came close in front of him, he noticed her coy smiling grin tighten ever so slightly on her face. As it turned into a stern grimace, she looked directly into his eyes. It felt like staring into an abyss. The urge to jump in it was very much like how he felt at that very moment. In the next split second, her open palm smacked sharply into his right cheek. Immediately as his head started to wobble, her left hand slapped into his other cheek. He looked back up at her in shock. In their short acquaintance she never hurt him. Not up to that point, anyway.

They have been seeing each other for a month or so and he always felt she was several steps ahead of him. Just as if he was playing chess game with Kasparov… She was always several moves ahead. He could just try to keep up, but somehow, she always outwitted him and kept him on his toes with her dominant ways. But recently, he felt she was tightening the grip.




“When you were here last time... did I explain my service expectations to you?” She asked in a conversational tone, but he knew she was just testing him.




“He stammered and swallowed, before saying, “You instructed me to always think of service to you in the form of a divine triangle. The three triangle points to remember about serving you are Obedience, Respect and Worship.”




“Any idea what important element of Respect you just violated?”




He dropped his head, his cheeks hot. He knew. “I am 15 minutes late, Mistress. I left on time to get here, but the transit system was delayed today, seems that someone jumped onto the tracks again or perhaps it has to do with the union strike…”




“SMACK”, she slapped him again across the right cheek.




“Do you think I care about your excuses? I care about punctuality! My time is too precious and you are just a tiny speckle of dust on the sole of my shoe. Do you think I could be this successful, if I’d tolerate my staff behaving like that? I have the highest expectations of my employees and the customers know how to appreciate that. My staff is retained to provide services reliably in the way my clients demand. I don't expect excuses from them, and I will not accept excuses from you either.” She then slapped him harshly again on the left cheek.




Opening his slightly glassy eyes, he saw upturned lips began to reappear on her face, but it was a cunning smile, and he was growing more fearful by the moment. He knew better than to upset her by thinking instead of obeying. She reached forward, seeming to comfort him, by placing both her hands on his shoulders, still staring straight into his eyes. 




“...And what about my other instructions? Did you shave all your body hair as I told you to do?”




 “Yes, Mistress I shaved all my body hair, but I had a hard time with the chastity cage on.”




She tightened her grip slightly on his shoulder and he could feel a little more tension rising in the grip of her fingers. Then suddenly, while holding his body down from his shoulders, her knee came up powerfully into his groin and crushed his balls against his body. He gulped as he felt sharp deep pain rise from his balls and into his stomach. He could hardly breathe. His thighs weakened and he felt himself collapsing to his knees with her hands still on his shoulders holding him from falling over. Looking down, all he could see was the top of her black spiked heels on the floor in front of his knees.




“So, you still want to tell me about things that are not my problem? The first time we met, you told me you welcomed being trained by an older woman, who was more experienced than you are. You are a puppy to me, and you are in training now. If you want to stay here serving as my young little submissive, you will learn to be obedient and unquestioning of my authority. Is that understood little puppy? You are in your training period now. I have future plans for you.”




In a weakened breathy voice he answered, “Yes Mistress, of course Mistress.”




“I was going to use your hard young cock today, but because you were late... take off your clothes. I want you naked on your knees below me.”




Once he had taken his clothes off, she reached to grab a collar and leash from a table. She seemed to tower over him, perched on her sexy heels. She wrapped the collar around his neck and threaded it tightly in place. 




“Crawl with me little puppy”. She took several heel-clicking steps over to her chair, which was at a desk in her bedroom near the window.




She sat down spreading her legs apart. Holding the leash firmly in her hand, she coiled it once around her wrist to shorten it and pulled his head between her legs. As his face was pulled closer to her body, he could see that she was not wearing any panties under her short skirt.




“Don't disappoint me now, not again.” Catherine pulled his head forward into the space between her thighs and he extended his tongue. He began to slowly lick at her pussy. As he heard her voice say, “Good puppy”, he felt his mental state change and imagined himself as her obedient lap dog. He was getting turned on as he felt her pull the collar around his neck firmly up against her flesh. His cock was now filling his chastity cage and creating an uncomfortable pressure. With his mouth pressed against her cunt, the pain in his cock only got worse. Even so, he could not stop moving his flat wide tongue up and down the full length of her vagina, so that he could taste the delicious wetness that was beginning to moisten her. He felt rewarded and rightfully in his place as her obedient puppy dog, lapping at her sweet pussy and savouring her nectar.




She sat back further in the chair, thrust her hips forward, and began to softly moan. “Ahhh... this is perfect! Keep going, don’t stop, ah!” Lost in the sensation of unremitting devotion from his mouth, Catherine groaned as she squeezed her thighs around his head in orgasmic bliss. She sighed one last note of appreciation and then reached forward with her hand to move his head back. “You’re a very good boy. I will always have a use for devotion like that.”




For a few moments she relaxed. He could feel on his mouth the last waves of contractions in her vagina softly subsiding. For a few blissful moments she simply enjoyed the aftermath of the high that his tongue brought to her. These were the moments he cherished. These were the moments when he felt rewarded as a submissive and worthy of serving strong women.




The moment of tranquil bliss didn’t last long, however. “I will soon have to leave for a luncheon business appointment. Yes, you guessed right, it has to do with what we discussed last time. But before I go, I need to look my best. Can you think of other useful ways that your puppy dog tongue can be of service to me?” 




He hesitated only a split second. He didn’t want to disappoint again, so he dived down on the floor and started cleaning her stilettos with his worshipful tongue.




She stood up from the chair as the phone rang and answered it. “Well hello darling! Oh yes, I have been thinking about it... just one moment please.”




He looked up at her. She was still holding the leash in her hand, and for the first time he noticed that her long shiny fingernails were dark blue.




Turning to look out the window, she snapped her fingers and imperiously pointed at her feet. He knew to crawl over while she stood staring out the window. He scampered on all fours to her feet and began to polish her black stilettos with his eager tongue. He lapped at the shiny toes and then moved his head around to the outside of her foot. Turning his head sideways and laying with his ear against the ground, he reached for the arch of her heels with his tongue and continued polishing her shoes.




Suddenly, he felt her jerk the leash tautly as she started to walk away from the window. He was forced to follow her with his head down as she moved to another spot to look out the window. When she stopped, she clicked her fingers again and he restarted lapping away at cleaning the other shoe. She was still busily talking on the phone. At times it was a serious sounding business call and at other moments she was clearly flirting with whoever was on the call.




Pressing her heel against his face, she suddenly pushed him away, as if he was a nuisance near her feet. He knew better than to move too far from her and waited obediently for her gesture or command. She just leaned back to sit on the wide windowsill and crossed her one knee over the other. Her stiletto was dangling in front of his face now as she pointed at her shoe again. This time he knew he has to lick the soles of her shoes clean. He felt the dirty shoe leather begin to dry out his tongue more quickly now. He had to work at making more saliva come up in his mouth. He imagined for a moment licking lemons and the saliva formed much faster, so that he could fully clean the dirt from her sole.




Still immersed in her conversation, and laughing on the phone, Catherine tipped her ankle back and pointed her stiletto heel into his face. He opened his mouth in the shape of a hole and wrapped his lips around the jutting heel. He sucked on her heel... up and down like he was giving it a blowjob. He lifted his mouth from the heel and cleaned the rounded area just under her pointed heel where it met the sole.




He finished cleaning the dirt and the dust from the second shoe when he heard Catherine speak. “Yes, of course darling. I'll make the arrangements for that to happen. I so look forward to seeing you too. Tata”.




Catherine ended the call and put her cell phone down on the windowsill. She looked first to inspect how clean and shiny her shoes were and then looked over at her puppy slave on the floor.




“I'm going to my lunch meeting now. Too bad you got here late. I had so wanted your stiff cock in my cunt today, but perhaps in the future you will remember my service expectations of you. So instead, I want you to wait here patiently for me. You will benefit from additional discipline in the form of solitary meditation time with yourself! It will help you to imprint the three service goals into your subconscious. The service triangle should become your habit... even stronger, your desire, shall we say... a desire that defines your place beneath any woman.” She pulled him by the leash over to a closet door. “You’ve been such a good doggie this morning... once you stopped being bad and started obeying my commands. Perhaps it’s time you earned some acknowledgement for knowing your place. But first, you need to bark with your appreciation for me and my training. Go ahead.”

He was hopelessly under her influence. No matter how hard he tried to think for himself, he felt young and immature in the presence of her authoritative demeanour. He had heard the term MILF before but had never thought such an older woman would render him powerless under her spell. Her dominant maturity was indescribable. The more submissive he felt towards her nature, the more aroused was his sexual lust. His cock was straining against its cage. Without thinking or controlling it, he heard the sound snap from his throat... “Woof... Woof”. Upon hearing his own bark, he descended deeper into subspace.




“Good boy... Good boooyyy!” she said in the enthusiastic, high-pitched dog owner voice. “Now, down boy, head down... head on the floor.”




With his head down and his ass in the air, Catherine reached into the closet and pulled out his reward. He couldn’t see what she just took out of the drawer, but he was feeling pleased with himself for obeying. His expectations were raised. Reward! What reward might it be? Before he could unleash his imagination to form the alluring vision of something pleasurable, he felt her hand on his lower back and then... something slippery rubbed up against his anus!




“Slide your rear end back, puppy. Slide yourself back and take it inside.” He yelped in surprise. “Good boy, take it all in.”




She held whatever it was firmly and, as he inched back, she helped by pushing it forward. In a moment it popped in and felt locked in place. As she let go, he felt the weight and motion of something extending from his hole. As he moved his ass slightly, he felt strangely as if the object was wiggling? “OMG...! This can’t be?” he thought, but right at that moment he knew that it is precisely that.




“Oh my, this is perfect. You look so adorable with your black silicone tail wagging for me! Now lift your head up and give me your hands.”




Catherine put leather mittens in the shape of paws over his appendages. Then she wrapped them closed around his wrist and ankles with the attached leather straps. He looked at his own hands and feet as if he saw them for the first time. He had never experienced that and somehow it really dehumanized him and plunged him even deeper into the feeling of unconditional obedience towards her.

“You just keep getting cuter by the moment. I am going to miss you while I am at lunch. Oh, but wait. I don’t want you to be thirsty while I am gone.” 




She reached into the closet again and pulled out a silver bowl that she placed on the floor in front of her. He was on all four of his paws and when his torso moved, his tail wagged back and forth with a mind of its own, pulling on his asshole and arousing him even more. He was suddenly awash in feelings of humiliation and submission, which were competing for his attention, when Catherine steeped forward over the dog bowl. 




She spread her legs and lowered herself down so that she was squatting directly in front of him. She was sexily perched on her stiletto heels, exposing her naked pussy to his view. She reached to her crotch with two fingers and a moment later began to direct the flow of her urine into the silver bowl below. As the liquid filled the bowl, the splashy sound of her stream got deeper in tone. The bowl was half full when she rose from the squat. She stepped to the side of the bowl and held her dress up.




“Come... come here”, she snapped commandingly. Rinse your tongue in the bowl first to clean it and then come over here to dry my pussy with your tongue and face. Hurry up!”




He had no resistance left. Her command was his to follow obediently. When he finished cleaning her, Catherine let her skirt down. “I have one email to send before I go. Drink your lunch now, puppy. I don’t want you to dehydrate when you are alone. She turned and went over to her computer to begin typing as he crawled back to the bowl and dropped his head into the silver dish filled with her yellow nectar. He lapped at it as he had been instructed, swallowing it, and making slurping sounds. As he swallowed, he felt the urge to drink even more. It seemed like a potion from his Mistress, intended to take control of his mind and free will. He felt more obedient with every swallow. Catherine finished her email.




“That’s a good boy, hurry up and finish, I’m leaving now. You stay in here while I am gone, but I don't want you to be hungry.”

She pulled him towards the closet while chuckling, but before she put him inside, she pulled out a dog bone shaped mouth gag and pushed it between his teeth. She tightened the straps in the back and pulled it sharply against his mouth. Something soft and thick was filling crevices in the gag and it did not taste pleasant.




“It’s a special feeding bone gag. I hope you like the canned dog food that I filled the holes with? I didn’t have much time to be very picky about the brand I chose... the cheapest one seemed the easiest to decide on.”




“Now don't make a lot of barking sounds while I'm gone. The cleaning people are going to come in here to straighten up my room. Wait…” she cupped her hand and put it against her ear. “I can hear them; they are already on this floor.” His eyes opened wide – he never before allowed any stranger to see him like this. She could read his mind, like always and laughed brightly. She liked to laugh like that when he was in a predicament. “Don’t worry my puppy. I'm going to lock you in the closet while they're here. They won’t even know you’re there. Not unless you bark.” She laughed again. “Take it from the bright side. You will have time to focus on yourself and your role in the Service Triangle! Think about how important it is to me.” She turned to a tall mirror and fixed her hair. “Oh, one more thing, to help you enjoy your meditation, before you crawl into the closet. I think this will increase your attention toward serving me... and remind you of what you missed today.”




Catherine reached between her breasts and pulled out the silver necklace hanging around her neck. She took the key from it and inserted it into the lock on his cage. Opening the lock, she easily slid the enclosure off his now rapidly swelling cock. She left the cock ring in place, which was embracing his shaft behind his balls. Then she took the necklace with the key attached and placed it over his head... so that it was now hanging around his neck like a dog tag.




“I had told you that today you get unlocked. I can be harsh, but I am also true to my word... So, I am unlocking you as I promised, but remember it’s your fault that you’re not getting to fuck me! Enjoy your cock freedom. But let me warn you. Don’t try to masturbate your cock by rubbing into those mitten paws! That would be bad for you. Very bad, my little puppy. The paws are coated with Tiger Balm ointment and the burning won’t be very pleasant.” She laughed again. She was enjoying this… just the thought of that made him even more horny.




“Think about me while I am gone. I have a feeling you're going to become a very obedient slave. And when that is the case, I would like to indulge myself in the use of that thick cock of yours. But first, the business! I’m sure this is going to be the triumph you crave. I will take care of that. Now in the closet you go, puppy boy. Tata.”





Chapter 3










“No, dad. I don’t want to meet that woman! No, please don’t even try again to talk me into it!” A petite blonde teen grabbed her purse, knocking over an umbrella as she stormed forward and slammed the door of the downtown apartment with a thud. She heard her father calling after her, but she took stairs by two, her golden hair streaming, and soon she was outside the block of flats.




Marcel was waiting for her, leaning on a lamp post just outside her house. She breathed a sigh of relief and threw herself at him, hugging him in a tight embrace that pushed all the air out of him.  He could smell her hair. Always the undertone aroma of honeysuckle!




“Thank god you’re here… Thanks for coming!”




“My message might have sounded a bit hysterical; I apologize. My dad, he just... I don’t know what to tell you. I’m too embarrassed to explain what he is asking me to do. This simply cannot be normal.”




“Calm down, I see you are agitated. Let’s take a stroll, Ivy, the fresh air will do you good.”




She nodded mechanically and she let him navigate the way. For a few moments they just silently walked side by side. Ivy glanced at him, noticing his fresh, military style haircut. She decided not to comment, but the look didn’t become him.




When they stopped at the lights, the cars where whooshing around. They narrowly avoided getting sprayed with mud and bumped into each other. Ivy was becoming her normal self – she laughed.




“I haven’t seen you for ages. Did you ghost me?” she asked as they crossed the street and make their way through dog walkers and pre-schoolers on a chilly morning walk.

“Oh no, I…” he stuttered, avoiding her gaze.




“Don’t worry, I know what happened between you and Timothy. You know… what happened with Professor Keller.” She laughed awkwardly, but when she saw how all the blood rushed into his cheeks, she hastily added — “Sorry, I shouldn’t have brought it up, what I mean is that you couldn’t do anything that would change my mind about you. We were friends before we could even walk.”

“Uhm, thanks,” he mumbled.




“So, you and Timothy… Get along well again? I was devastated that you fell apart. I couldn’t believe it, you two were always so close.”




“Don’t worry about it, it’ll be fine.” Marcel knew that even if Timothy ripped his limbs from his body, Ivy would still be fond of him. Marcel was so happy to see Ivy again... to tell her how badly Timothy had harmed him, destroyed his career prospects and his future. “Timothy is not a bad guy at heart. I guess that even though he took a wrong turn there might still a way to make him see sense,” he heard himself say. They walked in silence, Ivy musing about what he said.




“Anyway, I have a job and trying to get my own place. I’m fine”, Marcel said, trying feebly to sound cheerfully. Ivy saw right through him. She could tell that it was wishful thinking on Marcel’s part — him trying to sound optimistic and confident, even though they both knew his life sucked after he left school.




He couldn’t help but realize that she was in many ways, so much better than him. She was bright and very pretty. Her hair was a shimmering gold color that cascaded down her back in loose waves. Her eyes were a deep, sparkling blue, full of warmth and kindness. She had a petite frame and a gentle demeanour that made others feel at ease around her. But what most added to her look of kindness was her gentle mouth with a beautifully shaped upper lip. When she smiled, exposing her rather big teeth, the world couldn’t help but smile with her. Despite her obvious beauty, the girl was incredibly modest and never flaunted her looks. She wore simple, comfortable clothes that were practical for everyday life. She didn't wear much makeup, preferring to let her natural beauty shine through. She had a heart of gold and always went out of her way to help others in need.




He had secretly been in love with her since forever, admiring her gentle nature and kind heart. It was a gentle, contented, steady kind of love. As they walked together, he stole glances at her whenever he could, admiring her beauty and hoping that one day he could find the courage to tell her how he truly felt. It took mere minutes for them to establish the rapport they always had — the feeling of kindred spirits being in the world to soldier together side by side. He had missed her dearly every day of the long three months since they had spoken, but he didn't want to burden her with his problems. He was also very ashamed of her knowing about his BDSM games with Professor Keller.




But in contrast, Catherine the cougar... Catherine the Goddess demanded his submission. She was addictive like the finest cocaine. How could Ivy with her sweet ways ever measure up? It didn’t take too much thinking to realize that what he felt towards Catherine was love like an addict to his drug. He craved her, despaired when she removed herself from his presence. She was damn well aware of her power over him, and she used it unashamedly against him. She could do whatever she fancied, and he would always crawl back.




The fact that she was his keyholder certainly did not help to put his mind at ease around Ivy. His chastity device reminded him of Catherine constantly, every minute of every day. To make sure she never left his mind, she had given him a collection of her pornographic pics, the most explicit photos of her juicy vagina that made his mouth water and his cock twitch. Yes, he loved Catherine. He loved her, feared her, worshipped her, feared her, loved her.... The vicious cycle was like a snake biting its own tail. She had the powerful presence of a Queen of Egypt and body of Victoria’s secrets models, even at her age.




Catherine and Ivy were direct opposites. There hardly could be two women as different. Catherine was an older, domineering woman who had what it took to drive him up the wall with mad desire. Ivy was a sweet, easy going, dear girl... but there was no denying her strong allure and her powerful sense of female confidence. Despite his addiction to his Mistress Catherine, Marcel felt a sense of comfort and deference in Ivy’s presence.




Marcel’s thoughts began to drift off into his imagination... But what if they weren’t so different? He’d certainly been surprised in the past to discover women he knew, who were different from each other, but were mutual friends. Marcels submissive mind began to kindle wildly with sexual energy. He was magnetically drawn to women, who knew how to make him crawl, who pulled a string here and there and had him dancing to their wishes.




His cock grew stiffer still as a fantasy emerged of him being in Catherine’s room. The memory of their last rendezvous was still fresh on his mind. He could envision very clearly himself being bent over the foot of her bed, ass in the air with his hands cuffed to the corner bedposts, legs spread with ankles tied off just as widely on the floor. He was groaning into a red ball gag after the sharp pain of the third cane slash against his exposed ass. There was a knock at the door. Catherine responded, “It’s open dear, come right in.”




“So good of you to come over. My slave is here for his weekly maintenance discipline. He was punished for tardiness last week. Now he knows how to arrive promptly when I call him. But this week, his service has not been quite perfect. Clearly there is a need for some extra punishment. I am so glad you could join me to help with that.”




Through his hooded blindfold mask, he could not see if it was a woman, or an imagined boyfriend that he feared existed. Marcel was always punished solely by Catherine, but now his cock began to stir with rushing blood at the prospect of double domination!




As the door closed and the person walked over, he knew it was a woman by the light click-clack of her heels. As she came closer, she put the palm of her hand on his back then stroked the side of his face which was hidden inside the hooded mask. Marcel gasped as he recognized the soft feminine touch of her fingers. When he breathed in the familiar smell of her honeysuckle hair, his heart rate jumped with confused submissive excitement. His fantasy vision was screaming inside his head, “OMG it’s Ivy. What is she doing here? What will she think of me now?”

He remembered that Ivy already knew about his BDSM encounter with Deborah, no, Professor Keller, he hastily corrected himself. He still felt incredible deference towards her. She had never shamed him about it. Maybe Ivy was not so sweet and innocent after all? As he swallowed hard, his imagination went rogue about his predicament.

“Catherine, what do you call this slave of yours? I can’t see his face, but he looks like a fine sexy piece of flesh. I do like to address slaves by name, while I beat them... and I have questions for this one about his failing service to you.”




“Yes, he is well built and young like you are. I call him ‘Puppy’ to remind him of his lowly stature. He likes to respond to commands and is learning to provide unrequited obedience.”




“Well, from those nasty cane stripes, it looks you didn’t wait for me to start the training fun! I am so grateful you invited me to help with his behavioural development. I have been a bit stressed lately, not enough exercise, and I could use a cathartic release for my spirit.”




“Of course, my dear. Pour yourself a glass of wine, while I finish the last strokes of his first lesson.”




Because of the hood, Marcel realized that Ivy did not know who he was. Even if he were to speak, his unintelligible garble would still not reveal his identity. Catherine began to cane him again and he became even more turned on feeling helplessly restrained in the presence of Ivy. As the cane strokes resumed, he started to moan again through the gag. The combination of being humiliated and beaten in front of Ivy, the woman he had fond feelings for, overwhelmed his submissive nature. He was falling deeper into subspace with each moan from the Dragon cane as it thudded into his flesh. By the time Catherine was done, his flesh was bruised with a dozen nasty looking red marks that stepped across his ass like a ladder.




After strolling back to Catherine’s side while sipping the white wine, Ivy planted a kiss on Catherine’s cheek. “Would you like to finish the rest of my wine? Looks like you’ve done nice design work on his upper deck seating area,” Ivy chuckled at her own humor.




“Do you have a lighter Rattan cane I can use? I love its whistling sound in the air and that higher pitched thwack sound it makes on impact. Nothing will be sweeter than hearing your little puppy dog yelping in pain. Maybe I can get him to howl a song for us to enjoy?”

Marcel had never been beaten by two women in a discipline session. Now, in his mind, Catherine and Ivy were about to make that fetish dream come true. And to make it even more insane, Ivy was not aware she was about to beat her friend. Somehow a Femdom personality for Ivy had appeared in his mind and he was powerless to stop it.

“Whisss... Crack... Owww!”




The rattan cane landed across the back of his upper thighs, just below the seat of his ass. It had caught him off guard and the ensuing bee sting from the cane was intense. Unlike the deep hurting thud of Catherine’s Dragon cane, the stroke from Ivy created a persistent stinging pain on the surface of his flesh. The sequence was repeated several times and every time he made the sound of pain.




“Oh, how cute is that! Puppy is starting to whine his song for us. He just needed more encouragement.”




“I am going to paint my stripes on his thighs since you left me no room on your canvas. I do think puppy will want to be more competent serving your future needs. Fortunately, puppy dogs shouldn’t be sitting on the furniture anyway. And whether he stands or sits he will be quickly reminded by his ass and thighs to always work at serving you better. Isn’t that right puppy dog... bark for me if you agree!”




Without hesitation, Marcel whined, “Ooo... Ooo...Ooo...”




“...Are you with me?” Ivy asked cheerfully.




“Huh...? Oh!” Marcel finally woke from his daydream and realized that they had walked around the block while he was fantasising about being with both Catherine with Ivy.




Marcel felt that Catherine wouldn’t like him fancying another woman. He suddenly got very worried. Sometimes he wasn’t sure if she could read his thoughts. It certainly seemed like she could! What if his chastity device recorded his arousal without him being subjected either to her pictures or her voice commands. Oh, but no, that was nonsense. The silly idea made him feel uneasy and he was determined never to mention Ivy in front of her, just in case. He nervously looked around. What if they bumped into Catherine right now? She sometimes walked into the city in her fancy beige alpaca coat for her favorite Brazilian coffee. He tried to repress the thought and hastily changed the subject.




“I’m about to meet Timothy in half an hour, I hope you don’t mind. Perhaps you could come with me and say hi...?” She blushed. Marcel knew of course that she still thought of Timothy. Ivy and Timothy dated briefly, and she often talked about him, even though it had been years and he dated dozens of girls after her.




“So, what was it your father told you that caused you such distress?” Marcel asked when they arrived at the local park. They decided to walk in there to keep talking, even though the trees were bare and looked completely dead. The paths were saturated with water and muddy puddles were everywhere. It was almost impossible to avoid them. Whenever they tried stepping on the grass, they just sank down in an even worse mess of mud.




“Um… I hardly know where to start. It’s been going on for quite some time… Little hints, you know, my dad talking about my mum more and more often, even though she is gone for ten years… It seems there were things I had no idea about and I didn’t like it a single bit. It seemed that he was trying to imply something, but I was simply failing to get it. But today, it dawned on me.”




“What things?” Marcel frowned. In vain he tried to scan his memory for anything out of ordinary about Ivy’s mother. He remembered her — she was an older version of Ivy, very elegant woman, seemly a bit reserved, even haughty. He couldn’t reconcile what he knew about her compared to Ivy and her affectionate, sweet character. But what did he know? They were both eight years old when she died. Ivy probably took her amicable character after her dad.




“Well... I really don’t know how to go about this, but something tells me that you of all people could understand, perhaps even help me.”




“Go ahead, you know I will always help you if I can.”




“Alright, I’m not sure I have the courage right now… It feels that if the thoughts, the conclusions I am coming to... once I put them into words, they will just become reality. Perhaps I’m mistaken and this is all just a bad dream.” Ivy’s eyes looked glazed. 




Marcel sensed she wanted to cry. “He… I mean, dad, wants me to meet a woman - mom’s friend from school. Mom and dad met at the university, so he knew her too, this friend. She is weird. I told him, I don’t want to meet her. You know what I think? They want to tarnish the memory I have of my mom, tell me something about her I’d rather not know…”




“But… what if it is actually something good? Why would your dad want you to harm your mom’s memory? He surely wants you to remember her as the best version of herself?”

They crossed the park, squishing in the muddy paths. Soon their shoes were covered in thick layers of mud.




“You cannot close your eyes before the world. I’m sure that your dad means well, he surely wouldn’t say or do anything that would be against your best interest… He raised you and he may know a lot about your nature and your connection to your mom.




“Do you think?” Ivy was thoughtful. “Alright then, I will give it a thought.”




“I’m afraid I will need to go and meet Timothy soon. Do you want me to walk you somewhere? We are going to meet at Macmillan’s.”




“Oh… I thought about going to Marissa’s coffee shop, but how can I go about in boots that look like a field-worker’s?” It was true. They both looked like they worked their asses off harvesting in the field all day.




“Hang on… I will fix this.” Marcel seated her on the bench closest to the concrete road and gently took her shoes off. One by one, untying her dark Vince Camuto combat boots, he gently revealed her tiny, deliciously shaped feet in nylon socks. He felt an intense urge to cover them with kisses, smell between her pea-sized toes, but he controlled himself. She sat with crossed legs watching him amusedly, pleased by his courtly behavior. He first took to scrubbing the boots with stick, removing the layers of mud and then bathed the soles in a nearby pond. When he returned to her, he wiped them with paper napkins he found in his bag and the boots were looking as good as new.




They returned to the main road and Marcel walked with her to the coffee shop where Ivy wanted to say hi to her friend who was a waitress there.




“I appreciate you wanted to take me with you to see Timothy, but I’d rather stay away from him. You know, I don’t want to vex myself more than is necessary. He doesn’t care about me anyway. But I hope that you and I will hang out again sometime soon?”




As Marcel watched Ivy disappear into the hipster coffee shop with tabourets and Persian carpets, he realized that she lit up the whole room. What a disconnect from his recent fantasy she was. Her personality was such that even strangers smiled at her.




He left her there in an elated mood, passing a few blocks on the way to a place where he was supposed to meet with Timothy. He took care to arrive there well in advance. The entry into the pub was through a passage with mirrors and a cork wall with advertisements. Looking to make sure that no one was watching him, he posted a square paper on the wall and disappeared into the pub.





Chapter 4











Timothy had departed his office in great spirits. Going to their meeting, he braced himself to deal with a pretty pissed off Marcel. But Marcel seemed very eager to save Professor Keller, almost frantic to do anything to prevent Timothy from posting the explosive screenshots he still had in his possession. Some people, Timothy thought with contempt, just have the loyalty of a dog. Marcel and Professor Keller were allegedly no longer in touch and yet, Marcel was still willing to accommodate him just to save her?

 

Not only did Marcel promise to help by writing the articles, but he had already come up with an idea. Once again, Timothy was feeling very in control of the situation and getting what he wanted.

 

Now, replaying their meeting in his head, Timothy recalled how he greeted Marcel and he nodded, quite coldly, with his hands deep in his pockets. He threw his head in the direction of the cork board. “Check this out.” he said. Timothy squinted at the board filled with a patchwork of little leaflets, notes, inquiries for lost animals and invitations to concerts and films. The most eye-catching of them was written on a bright red square of paper. 




It read:

 

The Stauton’s Laundry and Cleaning Company. Looking for a job? Seek no more! Work for us in our well-established company. We prefer pretty young women that are self-motivated and not shy.

 

Marcel told him that curious rumours were circulating about Stauton’s Laundry Cleaning Company. Marcel’s mom had said that the company is owned by Catherine Stauton, a very rich, unscrupulous woman. Some neighbours noticed sexy girls with heavy makeup getting escorted into fancy cars and coming back again. Timothy was guessing that the cleaning and laundry service was just a front to cover up a shady sex business. They probably exploit unassuming young girls from Belarus or Ukraine, perhaps even forcing them into prostitution. But hey, what could possibly happen to him? This illegal activity will make for incredible article material! First, he tried to coax Marcel to go there, but he had to work for his wages and Timothy had more time on his hands to explore the potential. They agreed that Timothy would go there instead to gather the necessary photos and videos and then Marcel would write the articles based on that.

 

After the lunch with Marcel, Timothy was so happy he even paid the bill. Even though he essentially met his friend to blackmail him, flaunting the success in Marcel’s face that should have been his, Timothy still felt generous and magnanimous for doing so. Marcel earned a few measly bucks by frying hamburgers, but he himself would never ever put up with the condescending behavior he was showing Marcel. He must have been very desperate, Timothy thought.

 

Casually throwing his soaking wet jacket on a hanger back at the office, Timothy began to fix his meticulous hairstyle in the mirror. For a few moments he studied his own face. His youthful handsome features, still plump rather than chiselled, Timothy couldn’t help but smile at himself. Darn good looking, man! He grinned with a satisfied smirk. But what was that? Suddenly, he felt like his features were changing and Marcel’s face was staring at him, tired, with deeply set eyes and shadows circling under them. What was it? A pang of bad conscience? Whereas Timothy himself prospered, Marcel looked like he was caught in the rat race that was slowly but surely exhausting him. Timothy shook his head. Why all of the sudden did he feel sympathetic? Marcel always was the funnier, more popular guy, even though Timothy was, hands down, the looker. He simply fixed the equilibrium of the universe. 

 

Carefree again, Timothy headed to the coffee machine where he could always have fun manipulating someone. 

 

"Hey beautiful," he greeted the new intern who stood at the coffee machine and smiled cheerfully at her.

 

"Hello, Mister…" she replied, a little sheepishly, trying to search her mind for his surname she failed to recall.

 

"Oh, come on, just call me by first name, we're almost the same age, just because I'm the star journalist here doesn't mean we can't call each other first names," he said.

 

"Okay," she smiled at him a little shyly.

 

"So, I’m Timothy," he shook her hand.

 

"Petra," she replied but he pulled her by the hand closer to him and brazenly kissed her on the lips. She wasn't expecting it and she was clearly embarrassed. Not knowing what to do with her hands, she started to prepare her coffee. Still a little confused, she pressed the wrong button and instead of espresso, she chose a white vanilla latte. As she tried to unsuccessfully to cancel her order, he was checking her figure casually. A little flat in the ass, he thought, but beautiful legs were peeking teasingly out of her miniskirt. She was a little shorter in height but made up for it with her heeled pumps. He thought it a pity that she's wearing an unsightly jumper over her blouse, he'd quite like to get a better look at her assets. She took the cup and looked unhappily into it.

 

"So how do you like it here?" he tried to continue the conversation.

 

"It's coming along, I'm doing text revisions now, so it's kind of an annoying activity.” She gave the beverage a cautious sip, but it was too sweet. She made a face and set it on the windowsill. “I was kind of hoping to do more background type research for articles or something. But instead, I have a lot of text copy to revise and my boss keeps sending me more. I don't know how I'm supposed to manage it."

 

"Tell me about it, I know how I used to feel when I was doing drudgery work," he replied empathetically, pretending to be interested in her plight. "I just got back from my boss… I’ll be doing a big, important series of articles next. Pretty cool stuff, honestly. I don't know what to do first, but I know that getting a good assistant is almost impossible." Timothy started to play his little game.

 

"Do you? I thought only section heads had assistants." she said, still timidly, but she was apparently getting used to him and his ways.

 

"They have permanent assistants, yes, but if an editor has an important story, he can get an assistant, too." Timothy thought that he could tell this girl anything, she was too inexperienced to know that he was doing a number on her.

 

"I am hoping to have an assistant to help me with my new exciting assignment... Hey!... Come by sometime, I'll show you how I work as a journalist," he said out loud, but to himself he said: “well, more like I’ll show you how to please me,” he chuckled inwardly, while he also leered at her sexy legs barely covered by her mini skirt.

 

"Really? Would that be possible?" She looked at him a little naively, but eagerly.

 

Timothy was thinking, “I’ve just about got this one in the bag. I hope she can suck my cock with as much enthusiasm. Well, if she doesn't, I’ll teach her what I like,” he thought and envisioned himself grabbing her hair and thrusting his rock-hard cock deep down her throat and holding her head in place while she gagged on it.

 

"Sure, let’s give it a go," he replied casually, and bought a Red Bull from the other vending machine. He reminded himself that he mustn't overdo the beginning. “She has to come on her own”, he cautioned himself.

 

“See you later.” He turned around, leaving her standing next to the vending machine.

 

Walking down the hall, Timothy took a detour to Petra's boss, his senior colleague, whom he envied for his established position at the paper. Petra was his assistant.

 

"Hello, Harry," Timothy greeted the stocky guy who reminded him of a walrus. At least that was how he imagined a walrus - both in figure and in smell.

 

"Well, hello." Harry said curtly. He obviously didn’t quite like seeing Timothy and it was no wonder, really. The two of them previously had quite an amusing embarrassment. A few days ago, Harry was showing Timothy how to work the internal editing system. At that very moment he received an email from an Onlyfans girl called Cristine. Timothy pretended as if he hadn't noticed, but then he investigated what Christine was all about and determined that Harry had a BDSM medical clinic fetish and this information might be useful for future blackmail needs. Timothy so far hadn’t given Harry any indication that he knew, not yet anyway, but it might come in handy.

 

"I've spoken to the new intern, I think her name is Petra, she says she's quite bored. You don't have much work for her, I guess? Is there anything I can do to keep her busy? I would use a pair of hands… I have a new assignment", Timothy said casually, leaning on the side of Harry’s desk.

 

"So, she isn’t busy, darn girl? Sure, go ahead... and send her back my way if she complains, I have more than enough work for her to last a lifetime!" he growled. "Anyway, thanks for the heads up, these young frogs mustn't think they'll get off easy just because they have a pretty face."

 

Timothy exchanged a few more pleasantries with the walrus-looking colleague and walked away contentedly. Now it was only a matter of time before Petra arrived to see if she could help him.

 

He enjoyed the rest of the working hours watching the races and placing online bets. He was just about to get up and go home when Petra appeared. This time she was no longer wearing the ugly jumper over her blouse. He smiled at seeing her white T-shirt with nice firm rounded breasts underneath... and if his eyes didn't deceive him, her nipples were pierced. 

 

"Um, sorry… Am I interrupting? Am I disturbing you?"

 

"Well, actually I'm going to have to go… perhaps it could wait for the morning?" Timothy said, but his body language clearly indicated that he was ready for whatever she had to say.

 

Petra took courage and said: "Would you like me to be your assistant for the big one you're writing now?"

 

Nice catch little girl… Timothy didn't expect it to be that easy. "Well, you know, it's pretty complicated, I'll think about it."

 

"I've got another spate of boring work; I'll do anything more interesting." Petra said.

 

“Well, my work won’t be boring, but you would have to agree to work late with me when I need you close by to help. Do you have a boyfriend that you need to get home to after normal work?”

 

“No. We broke up a month ago and went our separate ways.”




 “Oh, I’m sorry to hear that,” Timothy pretended to care. His mind raced onward with lewd thoughts about what extra services he would expect from her to serve as a good assistant.

 

It's a shame these stupid girls have to be treated with such kid gloves, I wish I could have a blast with her right away, Timothy thought. He let her flirt with him a little longer before he went home, pretty sure that on the next occasion, she was going to get laid by him.

 

 

◆◆◆

 

Timothy got to his apartment, which he currently shared with his girlfriend Vanessa. It was a nice apartment that her father rented for her. It was in a posh neighbourhood, with a beautiful view from the top floor facing the city park. He wouldn’t be able to afford it, if it wasn’t for Vanessa. Ever since he had left the shabby neighbourhood where he and Marcel grew up, he felt like his social standing had skyrocketed.

 

"Vanessa!" Timothy called to his girlfriend when he closed the doors behind himself. Her favourite shoes were behind the door, but she was nowhere to be found. She wasn’t in the kitchen, she wasn’t in the bathroom, or the living room.

 

"Vanessa, where are you?"

 

"In the bedroom," she called in a high-pitched voice. Kicking off his socks - they had floor heating, and it was so nice to walk bare foot there - he headed toward the bedroom from where he thought the voice was coming. He saw his girlfriend in bed in nothing but pretty pink underwear.

 

"Hi," she greeted him, pouting a little.

 

"Hi," he stammered, a little confused. It was strange to see her in the frilly, girlie pink. She's always been more into black, red, or white lingerie. This was the first time he had seen pink on her.

 

"Do you like me?" she pouted. Well, who wouldn't like her? She's shaped all right, but she could tighten her figure with a bit more exercise. But the most important thing about her was that she has a rich daddy. Timothy didn’t see himself going out with some poor girl, he valued himself and his ego too much for that.

 

"Yes, I do," he replied to her a bit awkwardly.

 

"I'm glad, I noticed you wanted to buy it for me, so I beat you to it. I hope you haven't already ordered it."

 

Now Timothy finally realized why she was wearing pink lingerie. He was looking at lingerie online a few days ago and imagining how it would look on him... he must have forgotten to turn on an anonymous browser window!

 

"Follow me," she beckoned Timothy to the bed. He didn’t wait for anything; his cock had been hard since he talked to Petra. He took off his pants, revealing his brand name Versace underwear and went to the large bed. He was already hot and primed for sex from his teasing thoughts about what Petra would do for him in his office. He was not in the mood for any gentle romantic foreplay, he was feeling lust filled, so he gave her a quick kiss and then immediately groped her breasts through her bra.

 

"Nice firmness" he noted excitedly "and nice nipples." He then sat straddling Vanessa and placed his penis between her breasts. "Take it nicely between your tits," he ordered imperiously.

 

Timothy placed his stiffness up against the pink bra covering Vanessa 's breasts. He began to move his hips up and down so that it rubbed against her lingerie. Timothy was still horny thinking about having his way with Petra. He felt dominant and strong, despite the undercurrent of stimulation that was coming from the pink lingerie that Vanessa was wearing. His mind was being tormented by conflicting arousals, but this time he was going to focus on being the alpha male.

 

Timothy’s sexy girlfriend Vanessa was kneeling on the bed right in front of him... giving herself over to him. He made up his mind to have her his way... to take her as roughly as he needed to do to prove his manhood to himself. He would make her submit to the alpha male inside him that was grasping to be in charge of his ego. He had to counter the allure of Vanessa’s pink lingerie that was distracting him.

 

Timothy took hold of Vanessa 's head and pulled it toward his waist. With his right hand he took hold of her chin and pulled down on it to open her mouth. With his left hand he grabbed his cock and laid it directly onto her luscious lower lip painted with pink lipstick. Vanessa reached out with her tongue and began to lick the head of Timothy's swollen penis, wetting it on all sides and then closing her lips in a sucking caress around the head of his cock. Timothy placed both hands on the back of her head. He tightly gripped her head and she had no control over her head movement, as he began to forcibly pull her head forward... impaling her face on his stiffness. He pulled her closer and closer, all the time plunging his cock deeper into her mouth. When his stiff cock reached the back of her throat, she gagged slightly as Timothy held her forcefully in place with her chin against his balls. “Argh... Mmmph”, and other muffled gagging sounds came from her mouth uncontrollably.

 

Timothy pushed her head backward, until the tip of his cock sat on her lips again. Vanessa gasped for breath as his cock was removed from deep down her throat. But almost immediately he pulled her face back over his stiff rod and then proceeded to begin pumping back and forth into her face with his hips. He was holding her head in one spot now and face fucking her with his cock back and forth... down into her throat. “Argh... Mmmph... Argh... Mmmph... Argh...”! The gagging sounds were now coming from Vanessa in time with Timothy’s pumping movements. She tried to use her hands against his thighs to push away from him, but Timothy was too strong and held a firm grip on her head to move her where he wanted her face to go.

 

Timothy’s pleasure was riding high inside his alpha male mindset. He did not want her to resist his control, while he used her for his pleasure. His power over her reinforced the sense of superiority that he felt he deserved by manipulating people. That same sense of superiority he felt when he proved his manliness to himself by blackmailing Marcel and seducing Petra. 




The pleasure in his cock was increasing and he was determined have his orgasm while feeling like a superior male and dominating Vanessa. But he was having a hard time getting to that point of no return. It was frustrating him that he could not come, while feeling so alpha. He decided he needed to get rid of her distracting hands pushing against his thighs. Looking at the floor Timothy saw his pants laying there. He pulled his cock out of Vanessa mouth and while she was still kneeling, firmly guided her head down onto the mattress. She thankfully gasped and started breathing rapidly to inhale air as Timothy said, “Stay like that”.

 

As Vanessa panted, Timothy reached to the floor and pulled the belt out of his pants. He stood back over her and pulled her arms behind her back. When her forearms were lined up next to each other he took the belt and wrapped it around them several times in the middle. He cinched the belt buckle tightly and Vanessa was now helpless to use her arms to push back or provide any body support.

 

Timothy turned her hips sideways toward the edge of the bed, but left Vanessa face down toward the center of the bed. With her arms bound behind her back, her left cheek pressed against the mattress, her ass in the air, and her legs spread apart, Timothy was ready to fuck her hard. She was his bitch, and he was the alpha male making use of her so he could come. He would not have to deal with her resistance anymore. He was dominating her... and he was going have his orgasm while relishing the feeling of being the alpha.

 

He was still rock hard as he moved toward her bent over body. Her pussy and ass were high in the air and still covered by the wonderful pink panty she was wearing. She was so sexy and compliant in this position, just as he needed it to be for his ego. He pulled down her pink panty and saw her exposed pussy... and that she had also inserted a pink jewelled butt-plug in her anus. His concentration became distracted as he thought of that feeling of being plugged. “Never mind”, he thought to himself, “not the time to think about that”.

 

He refocused his thoughts and pushed his cock up against her wet pussy. “Guess, she likes it when a man is in charge”, he said to himself. Timothy then started to thrust back and forth in and out of her pussy. First moving slowly and gradually building speed. He leaned forward and pressed down on her shoulders which drove Vanessa’s head deeper into the mattress.

 

“That’s it, big boy... show this bitch what it is like to get fucked by your cock. I’ll bet you like letting a man have his way with your body all dressed up in your pretty lingerie. When I fill you with my cum, you are gonna feel so satisfied and grateful.”

 

But Timothy was beginning to realize that his orgasm was still off in the distance and not getting any closer. No matter how much he tried to elevate his alpha male mindset, it wasn’t bringing him closer to the edge. As he looked down at Vanessa’s sexy body, his mind was getting increasingly distracted by the dragon-fruit-pink bra that stretched around her back above her bound arms. It was the same lacy nylon spandex wireless bra from Hanky Panky that he had been looking at online. The color and the lace Vanessa wore were starting to mesmerize him, just as they had earlier.

 

“Not now buddy, focus on your cock and the bitch you’re fucking”, he tried to convince himself.

 

But looking down at her body, he was leering helplessly at the matching pink lacy garter belt that held her soft pink nylon stockings tight against her tanned thighs and down her legs. There was a delicate scallop at the top of the stockings where the garter snaps were attached to hold them in place. On the bed next to her bent knee was the same matching panty that, just moments ago, had been pulled from her waist so that he could have full access to her pussy.

 

Timothy’s alpha mind was in retreat now. He had seen the matching bra and panty online, but he had not seen the matching garter belt and stockings. This was driving him crazy. He had no count of how many times he had masturbated by looking at sexy lingerie and fantasizing about being the woman wearing the items. Women’s lingerie had taken on an erotic life of its own in his mind and he found himself increasing reliant on that fantasy to cum. He had tried to be an alpha male when he and Vanessa made love at other times, but it did not always lead his orgasm.

 

As Timothy became increasingly aroused at the sight of Vanessa in the lingerie that he fantasized about wearing, he felt his pleasure rising rapidly. He had been fucking her non-stop, but now he could sense his body arousal changing and an orgasm rising. As he looked at her ass framed by the garter belt, he saw the pink jewelled butt-plug glimmer with reflections into his eyes. Every movement of the jewel gave rise to more adrenaline-fueled erotic sensations. He imagined his own ass being filled, just like he had experienced at the doctor during his last prostate exam. He remembered the feeling and there was something satisfying and electric about it.

 

Timothy scanned Vanessa’s body up and down, savouring each piece of pink lingerie with his eyes. He imagined its soft feel against his skin. The superior alpha in his mind was gone, and his sissy lingerie fantasy was controlling all his sexual excitement. His alpha ego was being helplessly humiliated as he imagined being penetrated by a butt-plug. Seeing himself in pink, with that imaginary plug filling his hole, he felt the unstoppable spasm of orgasm contractions in his groin and the rush of warm semen spurting from his cock into Vanessa.

 

◆◆◆

 

As Timothy removed the belt strap from around Vanessa’s arms, he felt a huge rush of humiliation surging inside himself for letting his lingerie fantasy override his alpha male ego. “Never again”, he muttered silently. “From now on, I am going to be macho. I am gonna fuck... and then come like a real man... and no person, or silly mind distraction, is going to lead me anywhere else! I am sexy and I am not a sissy. From now on, I will come like a man does..."

 

Reassuming his alpha ego, he vowed to stay strong against his fetish. Then he rubbed Vanessa’s arms briefly as she stretched out, kissed her on the cheek, and left her on the bed, while he went to the shower.











Chapter 5













Timothy entered the reception area and was immediately intrigued by the strange receptionist. At first glance, she was quite attractive, but at second glance, she seemed a bit out of the ordinary. A brunette, perhaps a little too made up with quite a bit of makeup on, she was wearing a white blouse and a very tight corset. He couldn’t decide on one thing that was off about her, because in every detail she was a picture of perfection.




"Hello, my name is Randi, what can I get you?" She greeted Timothy. Too bad about that girl, she's quite pretty but she has a weird voice, he thought.




"I'm here for a job interview," he replied with a smile.




"Great, fill out the questionnaire and go to the waiting room," Randi also said with a smile and handed Timothy the questionnaire folders and a pencil. At that moment, the receptionist's hands caught his attention. Her long fingernails were painted, and her smoothly waxed arms peeked out from her three-quarter length sleeves. Despite her slender build, her wrists were somehow strong. Timothy wordlessly took the questionnaire and pencil and made his way to a very comfortable looking sofa. He was about to sit down but was stopped by the receptionist's insistent voice.




"The waiting room is behind the black door for those interested in the job."




Timothy looked around and saw an inconspicuous black door with a sign on it that read "Recruitment Room." The door, however, looked like the entrance to an engine room. He shrugged, undeterred by the receptionist's measured tone, and walked through the black door. He was surprised to find himself in some sort of windowless room. Immediately, a kind of heaviness and coldness came over him, but his gaze slid to the thermometer next to the entrance door, which showed that the room was at a comfortable temperature. 




“Weird,” he thought. 




The interior of the recruitment room contrasted sharply with the reception area. The reception was clad in expensive Italian marble, travertine wall tiles, a reception desk that looked like it was made of one huge piece of glass, and there was a beautiful self-service bar with coffee water and canapés in the corner of the reception room. There was basically nothing here in the recruitment room. There was a huge mirror on one side and a pew in the middle of the room, austere and hard like a church - with a plank for kneeling and a ledge. There was no chair or anything like it that he noticed. 




"I could at least get a coffee," Timothy thought to himself, and turned to go back for it. Only, the door he came in through had no handle to exit. Just what had he gotten himself into? He had come here with his mind relaxed, convinced that it was only the simple young girls who come to harm under the roof of this stately villa. Should he wait for the receptionist to open the door, push her aside and leg it? But no, he couldn’t do that. His whole career was at stake. All that mattered now was that he kept calm and continued to do what he had set out to do. Time was running out, and if he didn't deliver the materials for the series of articles on time, he could count on his boss Victoria to escort him out of the newsroom with a good kick in his tight ass. 




“Relax”, he thought, "I'm a man, nothing can happen to me.” To distract himself from the cramped room, he began to think about how he was going to fill out the questionnaire. He wanted to put the papers on the ledge of the kneeler, but he would have to write hunched over. He changed several more positions but finally decided to kneel down and write in that position on the ledge.




He began to study the questionnaire, first name, last name and so on, all the usual. Timothy's composure was returning as the other boxes were also not out of the ordinary. For example, he checked "YES" in the "Are you willing to work overtime" box. The next box was "Do you agree that your employer has the right to inspect you in the workplace?" he also ticked "YES". The box "Are you willing to adapt your personal life to your needs in order to develop and build your personality?" he marked "YES" again, wondering how he would possibly develop his personality by doing cleaning work. Even the box "Are you willing to share your information about your movement and activities performed for the purpose of your personal development?" he chose "YES." 




Timothy completed the questionnaire. He was stuck in the room and since nothing was happening, he brightened up and began to walk around the room. He stood up, walked over to the mirror, and checked his hair, tried on several different types of smiles and handshakes in front of the mirror and suddenly thought he could faintly hear laughter. It felt as if it was coming from behind the mirror. 




Timothy looked around furtively, but the room was completely still, no motion, no sound. He pulled out his cell phone to take a few pictures for the article, but just then the whole opposite wall soundlessly opened, each part gliding to the sides. Surprised, he swiftly pushed his phone to the back pocket of his trousers. The walls slowly moved to the sides revealing previously unsuspected hidden adjacent room, darker and smaller. There was a beautiful woman sitting at the table. A brunette of about 5'7' with a perfect body, dressed in a perfectly fitting outfit with pumps. So she was watching him the whole time from her secret watching room! A cold sweat broke out in his armpits. She saw him trying to take pictures and all!

"Hello Timothy," she said with a soft smile on her lips. She didn’t seem angry, rather amused,as if he was some rare beetle she just caught into her butterfly net. Even though she paused for Timothy's reply to her greeting, she didn't get a response as Timothy just swallowed dryly... and before he could say anything she continued. 




"My name is Gabi, and I'll walk you through the admissions process." Timothy was breathless, he gaped at her, just as if boogeyman materialized out of thin air. Despite having seen many beautiful women, this was fashion model-like material. She pretended not to notice how he stared at her and rustled with her papers.




"Good morning, I’m Timothy," he finally stammered out. He was about to offer his hand but instead held out the questionnaire as Miss Gabi pointed her finger at him and began to read it. 




"I can see that we'll get along, I'm so glad you want to improve and grow as a person. This questionnaire is one of the attachments to your employment contract, as I'm sure you've read. It's highlighted right at the beginning but just to be safe I'll point it out again so there won't be any unnecessary discussions later." 




Timothy obviously missed this because like everyone else he started to automatically fill in details such as first name, last name etc. But not to be a fool in front of the beautiful woman, he nodded in agreement and confidently said "Yes, of course, I always read everything carefully." 

"Very well," replied Gabi, who continued to scan the questionnaire with interest. Without looking up from her reading, she asked: "Is there anything you want to ask now?"




Timothy, who couldn't take his eyes off her attractive figure, dared to look into her eyes. "What exactly will my job description be? It wasn't exactly described in the ad."  Gabi smiled with the corners of her mouth twitching infinitesimally. 




"You'll start out like all new employees in the laundry room. You'll be scrubbing clothes and operating the washing machines, ironing, folding, and preparing them for drop off. If you prove to be meticulous enough, you can take an advanced maintenance course. Some customers bring their leather clothes to get cleaned, for example. In the course you will learn how this maintenance is carried out. If we are satisfied that your work results are very good, you can be promoted to a domestic cleaning position. This means that you go to clients' homes and clean. It is not uncommon for our employees to be used based on the satisfaction of only a certain group of clients. Sometimes it even happens that an employee may have one client who wants to buy our employee out from us." 




"How do you mean, to buy out? I don't understand, I can resign and take another job, no?" 




"Of course you can Timothy," replied Gabi. "But our contract has a competition clause. You may not perform the same work you learned with us for 10 years after your employment ends. Also, you may not be employed by any of our clients in any position. We will invest a lot of effort in your personal development, you understand." Ms. Gabi finished her explanation. 




"That sounds logical." Timothy replied after a small pause. "In that case, please still read this standard employment contract. The terms are attached to it."




Timothy began to read the employment contract that Ms. Gabi handed him. He didn't see anything special in it, but it was very long. Apart from the competition clause, only a few points caught his eye. Those points were in the Terms and Conditions section.




Just then the receptionist opened the door with no handle and interrupted them. She signaled for Gabi to come into the office reception. “Excuse me, I must attend to one thing while you review the agreement papers. I’ll be back in few moments.”




Timothy looked more closely at the contract. It was not called an Employment Contract, but instead was called a Service Agreement. In addition to the agreement was a terms page that detailed the expectations of the company. As he read through each point, which he was required to agree with, he began to feel a little uncomfortable.










Service Agreement Terms and Conditions




I, Timothy Hansen, agree to abide by the following Terms and Conditions in exchange for serving on the staff at Stauton’s Laundry and Cleaning Company (“SLCC”).




Terms:




•	I willingly submit to the company’s Domestic Service Training curriculum (“DST”).




•	I understand and accept that strict training is necessary to prepare me for my duties.




•	I will modify my behavior to conform with the SLCC standards.




•	I agree to follow all rules and protocols, commencing upon signing of my contract.




•	I agree to follow a designated schedule of activities while in training. 




•	I will be given a work name, with job title, and referred to as such.




•	I accept that the Women of SLCC and the clientele of SLCC, are my Superiors.




•	I will always show respect my Superiors.




•	I will not second guess my Superior or speak out of turn.

•	I am required to obey the commands of my Superiors without question.




•	I will accept any discipline, physical or otherwise, without complaint.




•	I will thank my superior, upon completion of a disciplinary session.




•	I allow SLCC to take pictures and video of me.




•	I agree that SLCC retains all usage and ownership rights of such images of me.




•	I agree to wear uniforms according to the company dress code. 




(Initial here: _______  )




Advanced Placement Option:




Should SLCC decide, on my behalf, that I am a candidate for advanced placement, I agree to follow their FHT protocol. 




(Initial here: _______  )







“WOW!”, Timothy muttered nervously to himself, this is serious. I don’t know if I can go through with this The company must be worse than the rumors!”




Just then Timothy's phone rang. Timothy looked at the phone number and realized it was his boss, Victoria.




“Oh shit,” he exclaimed, “I better take this call.” Timothy looked around, but Gabi was not in sight. He answered his mobile with a confident, jovial voice to hide his trepidation. “Hello, Victoria.”




“Timothy!” Victoria said in a voice that clearly shown that he couldn’t pretend in front of her. She would always see right through him. Just in the tone she used to pronounce his name he could tell, she senses something is off. “Whatever you are doing right now –“ she started.




“She knows!” he said to himself. 




“I want to remind you that I haven't gotten an update from you. You do remember that your job is on the line, now don’t you? I’ve extended my patience with you, but it won't last forever. I'll expect an update soon and a timeline for the finished story within the month. You had better be doing everything you need to do to file this story. Am I clear? Show me you have the drive to not fail... Show me, you can do whatever it takes.” 




“Yes, I understand Victoria, I was just...” There was click on the line and the call screen went blank. Timothy put his phone back in his pocket. A moment ago, he was convincing himself to flee and now his pride and ego were being crushed at the threat of not being able to craft another story to save his job. The feeling of desperation surged in him again as he realized he needed to do anything he could to get this story. He had to take this job! He had to do anything it took… Even if he just entered the threshold of hell itself!




His hand shaking slightly with agitation, Timothy initialed the contract terms on the line where it was indicated. But what the heck was this “FHT” option that SLCC would decide about on his behalf? Oh well, he was not going to be around here long enough to find out anyway. Thinking to himself, “so what’, he also initialed the Advanced Placement Option as indicated.




As he completed the swirl of his initial, Gabi returned into the room. Seeing her move this way caused his heart to pound louder and faster. OMG is she hot! Gabi plucked the signed service agreement from his fingers before he could hand it to her, and she continued walking around him, her strut sexy and feline. Gabi’s high black heels, white pencil skirt and tight black stretch top caused his sexual fetish to ignite with lust. He could imagine her clothes removed... her bra underneath cupping her firm full-sized breasts... the matching panties underneath. He was getting erect and feeling a hot desire to fuck Gabi, but then his mind wandered. 




“Not know,” he thought to himself. As his lingerie fetish seduced him, his cock began to swell. Timothy felt weakened by imagining her naked in her lingerie. He began simultaneously fantasizing what it would feel like to wear that bra and panties. What would it feel like being perched on top of those high stiletto heels?




With slinky sexy moves that only a woman could execute, Gabi slithered back to the seat at her narrow table with the glass top. Strangely, there was a standalone kneeler in front of the glass table, but it had no ledge. It was just a padded block on the floor close to the table.




“Timothy, would you please pour me a glass of water from the pitcher and bring it to me?” 




Timothy swallowed and went over to another table in the corner, took a glass and poured the water. He walked back towards Gabi and was nearly there when Gabi teased: 




“Oh dear, I forgot to tell you that I don’t want any ice in my water.” Timothy turned around to return to the table. He poured the glass filled with ice back in the pitcher and refilled the glass without any ice cubes. 




As he was walking towards Gabi a second time, she barked, “and PLEASE don’t forget to bring me a napkin.”




Timothy turned around again and went over to pick up a pink napkin. He carried the glass in his right hand with the paper napkin underneath it, as though he were carrying the glass of water on a tray. Gabi’s eyes immediately picked up on his mannerism.




When Timothy reached Gabi, her head was facing down reading a sheet of paper. He stopped near the kneeler to the front side of her and extended the glass. Gabi kept reading and did not reach for the glass, making Timothy wait for her to take the glass.




“Ahem... here’s your water, Gabi.” 




She mumbled back to him, with a hint of irritation in her voice, “just one moment, I'll be ready in a second!” and continued reading the sheet of paper.




Timothy subserviently pulled the glass back slightly toward his chest and stood there. He was beginning to feel a change in his manner, but it was strangely accompanied by some pleasant sexual charge that was causing his cock to swell again.




Gabi put her hand out, indicating that Timothy should place the drink in her grip. “By the way, you should be calling me ‘Miss Gabi’ from now on since you have just initialed the Terms portion of your service agreement. Was that not clear?” 




Before Timothy could respond, Gabi spoke again. “Now here is the Profiler that we will need to go through next. This will ensure that your DST protocol is optimized for you personally.”




Timothy looked perplexed. She eyed him for a moment, but he looked so dumb she decided to elaborate. “I will explain. We are looking for young men like yourself with fit bodies. First, for this job, we like our employees to be appealing and attractive in the company uniform... and so does our female clientele.” Gabi used her pen to scratch between her breasts and Timothy couldn’t help but stare. She noticed and smirked slightly, continuing: “Secondly, we find the most successful candidates are not stubborn… they don’t presume think for themselves. They tend to be malleable and understand the nature of obedience. If we offer this job, you will be expected to conform to our standards.”




Timothy was still standing to the side of Gabi and gulped at the prospect of not getting the job at Stauton’s... and worse, then getting fired by Victoria. He didn’t expect them to be so demanding, he thought this would go easy.




“I have a series of questions for you to determine your aptitude for a position working for us... just a little something to understand your personality and potential for success.” 




Pointing to the kneeler in front of her table she said, “Kneel there now, and face me. I want to observe you while you fill out this Profiler.”  She placed a pencil and the sheet of paper face down on the front edge of her glass table. “Put your hands on the paper.”




Through the glass tabletop, Timothy observed Gabi crossing her legs at the knees and dangling her stiletto off her foot. Timothy moved over and knelt down. He placed his hands on the top of the table, over the paper as though he were in church service. He felt shamed and dominated in this position. Gabi leaned forward and glared at him.




“I’ll be watching your reactions. You just need to circle your choices with the pencil. Don’t think... just respond with your instincts. You only have one minute to complete the Profiler... or we will not require your services. Is that clear? When I say ‘GO’, turn the paper over and begin.”




“Y-yes, Miss Gabi”, Timothy stuttered in response.




He felt so humiliated being put in this position, but he had no choice. Besides, he had taken a personality test before. This shouldn’t be anything out of the ordinary.




“Well then, GO!”




Gabi took a sip from her water glass and stared at him. Timothy turned the page and started the questions.




Appendix – Questionnaire




The following questions are part of our psychological profile assessment of you. This will ensure that you have the potential to succeed at SLCC




Indicate yes or no:




(yes / no) 	Do you masturbate?

(yes / no) 	Do you enjoy sex?

(yes / no) 	Do you consider your genital size average?

(yes / no) 	Do you have fantasies during sex to help you achieve orgasm? 

(yes / no) 	Do powerful women intrigue you?

(yes / no) 	Do beta males intrigue you?

(yes / no) 	Does sexy female clothing excite you?

(yes / no) 	Have you ever worn an article of female clothing?

(yes / no) 	Do you envy a woman’s body?




Circle which choice you prefer:




•	Lingerie or Naked

•	Panties or Garters

•	Heels or Boots

•	Topless or Bra

•	Garters or Pantyhose

•	Pink or Blue

•	Black or Red

•	Silk or Lace

•	Satin or Latex

•	Leather or Rubber

•	Jeans or Dresses

•	Beta or Alpha

•	Anal or Oral




Timothy raced ahead answering the questions, not stopping to think what his answers might indicate to Gabi, not thinking about being embarrassed by his answers. He finished on time and as he circled the last answers, Gabi snatched the sheet from him.




“Time’s up.”




Gabi glanced at the answers. She clearly had done this numerous times. She knew how to cross reference the different answers with his body language and facial expressions to come to a clear conclusion about his nature and suitability. There was no hiding from her by being dishonest. Timothy sensed that and suddenly he felt like naked in front of her.




“Thank you, Timothy. This confirms you will work out fine. Do you have any further questions?”




Timothy was speechless. What did all this mean? He had a million questions. What was “DST” protocol? What was “FHT”? He chose not to ask any questions. He needed to get this story done to save his career. He could not jeopardize that prospect with a stupid question that would rule him out.




“No Miss Gabi,” he replied.




Gabi handed a pen and the formal master agreement to Timothy. She pointed with her beautifully manicured index fingernail to the line needing his signature. Still kneeling he executed the agreement with his full signature.




“One more thing before you leave. As the agreement states upon signing, we require you to be immediately placed in an electronic chastity device, so that you can begin to focus on serving the needs of the company and our clients. It helps remind you about obedience and helps us manage your testosterone related instincts. Even though you said you do not masturbate, your profiler tells us that you are lying. Don’t ever lie to me again!”




Just then, Randi, the receptionist, came back with a little box. “Pull down your pants Timothy. Our professional is going to fit you into the chastity device that you'll need to wear from now on. So, stand up and lower your pants so that Randi can choose the chastity device for you. She needs to measure the size of your full erection, so please cooperate with her.”




Randi knelt on the carpet in front of him. Suspecting something good to happen, Timothy stood up. Before he could pull his pants down, Randi started to unzip his fly. She undid his belt and then pulled his pants down. Timothy looked down at Randi, who was licking her red brick-colored lips. She took hold of his cock in her hands. With her fingers, she squeezed him gently and then slid one hand underneath to cup his balls. He jerked himself, something felt weird, but at the same time, his cock was starting to rise, and then opening her wet lips, Randi pointed Timothy’s shaft at her face. She pulled his hardening cock into her mouth and began to suck on it. Randi went back and forth on his cock and in no time, Timothy’s shaft was rigid as a rock. She swallowed him fully to his balls. He grabbed her skull and pushed back and forth, fucking her face, soon working himself up to the brink of orgasm.




Just then Randi stopped. “Wait... Huh... WTF is happening?” Timothy blurted out. 




“Thank you, Randi. You are so good at this! Did you get enough deep throat to select the chastity cage size needed?” Gabi asked. 




“Yes, Miss Gabi. Thank you. I always enjoy more time with cock and to be honest a little leaked liquid cream is a luscious reward." Randi licked her lips in emphasis and soothed her disheveled hair, as her breathing was getting back to normal after Timothy's blowjob. "But of course, your discipline lessons taught me to stop before any recruit enjoys too much of my talent. I do have enough penetration down my throat to know which chastity cage is sized small enough for what you want. It happens to be right here in this box.” 




Randi pulled out an ice-cold towel. Instinctively, he tried to pull away, but Randi was faster. She wrapped it around Timothy’s erect cock. His cock, of course, immediately began to shrink. Randi then expertly pulled his balls through the cock ring. 




Timothy felt like his mind had left his body. How else could he just stand there, glued to the spot, letting this weird woman slide the cage over his diminished shaft? She worked expertly and swiftly, perhaps in case he got cold feet. In less than 45 seconds Randi had Timothy securely locked away in chastity. 




"Wait a moment here... What had just happened?" Timothy woke from his orgasm-stupor. He felt his cock crammed uncomfortably in the device. Gabi and Randi retreated to a corner of the room, clearly done with him for the moment being. 




 "What...?" Timothy stood there, completely at a loss as what is going on. Gabi and Randi began to exchange some thoughts, whispering, pointing at his cock. He felt completely ridiculous. He only caught something sounding like “...female hormones” and "...HRT is perfect".

 

Finally, Gabi turned to him again. "I'll tell you what, recruit. You just sacrificed your freedom to us. You won't be the same when we are done with you." Both Gabi and Randi broke out in mean laughter and Timothy realized, that he had royally fucked up.





[image: ]

[image: ]





Teaser




Don't miss the adventures of Marcel, Timothy and Ivy! 




Volume 2 of Enslaved and Feminized by Dommes is out already and volume 3 is available for pre-order. Buy now at half the price and get it delivered the minute it gets published. 




The unfolding story of Timothy, Marcel, and Ivy continues next in Volume II of Enslaved and Feminized by Dommes! Timothy, the smug young journalist, still mercifully oblivious to the fact, that his plan to frame Catherine, the Owner of the Stauton’s Laundry and Cleaning Company, is about to take a nasty turn against him...




In Volume II, Timothy finds himself forcefully chaste by the vixens at SLCC. Before he starts his job at Catherine Stauton, he needs to survive the weekend - a birthday party of his girlfriend's sister. He meets there a girl he has taken advantage of year before. To his shock and amazement, she is not the innocent girl he has met last year! Meet Maggie, the new sexy nemesis you will dream about at night! 




How does the innocent young Ivy act when she finds out the scandalous things of her mother’s past? Will Marcel gain the upper hand over Timothy, who stole his opportunity to become a professional journalist? Will the young men prevail against the cunning of the women manipulating them, or will they suffer under the Femdom authority of the MILFS and budding Femdoms who take what they want?





The Enslaved and Feminized by Dommes series is a new standout in the genre of Female Domination erotica. In the tradition of PhDomme Emma’s Femdom Syndicate series, the story is dominated by power-play erotica full of hot Femdom scenes, forced feminization, humiliation, BDSM, chastity, and female heroines that will incessantly invade your daydream fantasies!







Grab your own copy of the Volume 2 now and use the pre-order feature for buying Volume 3 to save money and have your copy delivered as soon as it comes out! 





About The Author

PhDomme Emma
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A natural Dominant Lady in whom you can find the unique combination of gorgeous looks and sharp mind. PhDomme Emma is a founder of the University of Slavery and Servitude, an educational and dating platform for Dominant Ladies and submissive men who love them.

The Femdom lifestyle was ever since Emma‘s early youth the only way of life imaginable. Born into comfort and raised as a Princess, she soon learned how to command men. Becoming briefly a professional Dominatrix in her eighteenth year, she gained invaluable experience with BDSM. However she dropped professional Femdom career in favour of truly independent adventures and became a teacher and instructress for those, who still struggle to find the Mistress of their dreams. 

Emma keeps unraveling the endless universe of Femdom by interacting with those, who are willing to fully sacrifice their heart, body and soul to the selfless service and adoration of Dominant Women. She owns her permanently chaste 24/7 slave for 13 years and keeps exploring the fascinating world of Female Dominance and male submission with men, women and couples. Her wild and adventurous youth followed by serious life challenges moulded her into the confident, strong, yet emphatic and balanced personality whose raison d'être is to help others achieve the happiness she herself was so lucky to attain. She have met dozens of D/s couples, Dominant women and submissive men, whom she helps to make sense of the often complex world of lifestyle Femdom relationships.

In her educational courses and in her tutorials Emma teaches submissive men the skills to impress the Dominant Lady they always dreamed of and to establish a mutually satisfying D/s relationships. PhDomme Emma’s ambition is to reach especially to those submissives, who know in the bottom of their heart, their place is at the feet of a Dominant Lady, but who lack the opportunity and guidance of a wise teacher to achieve their potential. Emma is convinced that every worthy submissive should find his happiness in the service to a Dominant Lady. For this reason her books will always be so cheap that positively anyone can afford them.

In her novels of which the Femdom Syndicate Trilogy is the first instance, she lets her kinky fantasy soar. Her stories are in many cases based on real life situations of her adventurous BDSM life which gets better and better every day. Peek through the keyhole into the bedroom of a sexy Dominatrix!

Follow her Femdom Adventures on Twitter, BDSMlr, Tumblr and Fetlife.

Also don’t forget to check Her blog!



Books By This Author

The Femdom Syndicate Trilogy

Read PhDomme Emma's bestselling trilogy! Are you ready to enter a world of predatory Dommes, who turn husbands into obedient slaves to their wives? 

On the outside, Amy and Michael may seem like an ordinary married couple. Amy owns a little art gallery in New York. Michael, her loving husband, is secretly harbouring submissive feelings toward dominant women. His persistent fantasies of Femdom cuckold adventures were as yet never fulfilled. Amy is, like a proper wife, initially repelled by the idea of cheating on her husband.

But when both embark on a journey to Berlin, they meet a handsome stranger, who brings Amy to question her resistance to an open marriage. She has no idea there is already an elaborate scheme in place that will change both her and Michael’s lives forever.

After Amy’s chance encounter with a gorgeous guy on the plane, and an offer from his good friend Emma to stay at Her beautiful country mansion, things heat up quickly for the vacationing couple.

Before they realize what is happening, they find themselves being drawn into a world of Femdom hierarchy and control, from which there seems to be no escape. They are led deeper and deeper into an erotically charged web of irresistible seduction and control.

Amy’s eyes are opened to a world of sexual experiences she never thought possible, too distracted to realize that her husband has fallen into the hands of a very dangerous Dominatrix.


 The Adventures of a Young Dominatrix 

Meet Cristine, a confident and sexy 18-year old girl who has a knack for wrapping men around her finger. Follow her adventures through this femdom suspense trilogy with an engaging plot that keeps you on your toes, while the steamy scenes of female dominance will keep you up at night! 

Cristine was raised in the Christian spirit by a foster family and educated at a stern Catholic school. Much to the disappointment of her religious parents, she is far too attractive and clever not to notice the power her beauty provides over men and boys. She doesn‘t miss a single opportunity to make submissive males crawl at her feet and do her bidding! 

Her parents, scandalized by her naturally dominant inclinations, sign her up for a Catholic summer camp in a last ditch attempt to get her on the right path before she goes off to college. Things heat up quickly when Cristine uncovers a horrible secret, kept under wraps by the administration at her high school. 

Before she can even think about leaving for Catholic camp or college, she must exact her own brand of justice and expose her school’s scandalous secret. Her stunning act of bravery makes the national news, much to the horror of her family.

Unfortunately, it seems that no good deed can go unpunished and Cristine finds herself pursued by a dangerous psychopath, and then trapped by a cult-like group of religious zealots at an old English Abbey. 

Her attempts to escape the hell of their religious indoctrinations and corporal punishments find Cristine involved in many sexy and kinky encounters with submissive males and lesbian females, daring escapes and shocking revelations. Cristine starts to learn the fascinating truth of her family and she is introduced into the sensual world of femdom that she never dreamed could have existed. Join Cristine on her adventure!  



My Femdom Marriage

The popular Femdom educator and writer PhDomme Emma invites you to peak through the keyhole into the privacy of her own Femdom bedroom. And not only bedroom! Are you brave enough to read?

Warning! This is no story you can course through and say: „Nah, another wild masturbation fantasy of a horny male“. This is no fantasy. If you are after that, go and read Emma‘s bestselling novel, the Femdom Syndicate instead. This is through and through an authentic story!

It is the narrative of Mistress Emma‘s fascinating life, through which she is accompanied by her faithful and (mostly) obedient slave of fifteen years.

You will encounter not only the glorious moments, but also the rough patches of a Femdom relationship, heading to its second decade. Prepare yourself to be flabbergasted, especially if you never lived in a Femdom relationship yourself!

This illustrated series is not only about the Emma and her slave. Mistress Emma, who had spent in the BDSM community her whole adult life, has a wealth of experience. Besides the mind boggling narrative it therefore presents the phenomenon of a real life non-professional Femdom.

Mistress Emma‘s quest is to provide both entertainment and knowledge. In this series she will give you a taste of what it means to by a slave to a dominant woman in real life. She will reflect upon the most often asked questions she is encountering at the University of Slavery and Servitude she founded in 2019.

Why some males seem to have a number of Femdom partners throughout their lives, whereas others barely ever get close to one? What are the qualities Dominant Women seek in slaves? Is there a way to improve oneself to find a Mistress for Femdom marriage?

Through text and authentic photos you will finally see, what the real life Femdom looks and feels like. All through the perspective of Mistress Emma herself, often accompanied with her slave’s comments. Writing down the wonderful story of their life together is, after all, another great Femdom adventure.
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