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Chapter 1














Timothy staggered out of the headquarters of Stauton’s Laundry and Cleaning Company. For a few long moments he just stood in front of the stately house, disoriented, and staring. He barely noticed he was splashed with mud from a car that sped by. Eventually, his legs started carrying him home, completely on autopilot. Who would have thought that it could take just an hour - one hour - to turn his world upside down so completely?




When Timothy arrived at the SLCC, confident and cocky, he thought he would spy on the suspicious owner of the company, who was widely suspected of money laundering and pimping. The pressure was mounting on him to produce another series of investigative reports that would save his job. His boss, Victoria Smith, the editor in chief who currently ruled over his future like an omnipotent god, made it very clear that he needed to conjure up another popular series of articles pronto, or else his career would go down the gutter. Fortunately, he had a secret weapon that would salvage him from the epic fail. It was Marcel Sweet, innocent Marcel, his childhood friend. The good-hearted boy who was always too weak to fend for himself and who Timothy could always coax into submission. What worked when they were kids, still worked again a decade later. Timothy blackmailed Marcel with sensitive videos showing him in an erotic Femdom situation with their high school teacher, Professor Keller. Marcel, desperate and protective of his lover, agreed to ghost write a series of articles for him. The articles won Timothy a highly sought after place as a junior journalist at a high-profile paper. 




Rinse and repeat! Although Timothy erased the Femdom video after Marcel delivered on his promises, he still kept a series of screenshots for his own masturbation purposes, but then used them when the bad conscience and feelings of moral hangover wore off. To Timothy’s intense relief, Marcel agreed, although begrudgingly, to write him another series of articles. He even helped him to come up with the idea. An escort business hidden behind the facade of a cleaning company? The gold mine for an investigative journalist! Yet what he encountered there blew his mind and certainly wasn’t what he expected. 




When Timothy arrived to apply for a job at Stauton’s, he was ushered into a stark and suspicious waiting room, where he was left alone to fill in the application. Soon he was joined by a striking beauty, Miss Gabi, a dangerously attractive, devilishly self-assured lady. She made him sign the job contract for SLCC, even though it contained some rather disturbing clauses. Looking back, he couldn’t comprehend how he could sign it. Gradually it dawned on him - she had coerced him to sign through malicious trickery, by using a whole range of manipulative mind games to make him give up all his freedoms. How did she better him in the art he excelled in? He had signed a document that appeared legal. He was now agreeing to become indentured as a human property without rights and at the disposal of the company’s superiors. 




The contract included a number of ridiculous additional clauses like “I willingly submit to the company’s Domestic Service Training curriculum (‘DST’)” and “I will accept any discipline, physical or otherwise, without complaint.” He also agreed to allow SLCC to take pictures and videos of him. In retrospect, he thought he must have gone insane, or his mind was clouded by Gabi’s clever ways.




As he was passing the corner of the street, he tried to calm down by repeating to himself that it surely went against his constitutional rights and the clauses were from the perspective of the law, completely illegal. At the same time, he wouldn’t want to be put in a situation to explain that to the owner of the company, Catherine Staunton. She was rumored to be an unprincipled, ruthless businesswoman, who no one ever opposed, if they knew what’s good for them. She surely didn’t give a damn about his constitutional rights!




The alluring Mistress Gabi and what she made him sign wasn’t the only reason he questioned his sanity that day. He expected many things, but he certainly didn’t expect to get a blowjob at the place where he applied to work. This procedure was indicated when accepting a male into the SLCC. The sexy receptionist Randi, the peculiar beauty he met on his arrival, was the one who delivered it. If it ended with that, Timothy probably wouldn’t object. He was always more than willing to enjoy sex with random women and girls. But there was more to come he didn’t anticipate. 




Randi joined him and Mistress Gabi, carrying a little box. He recalled Gabi saying with a sweet, innocent smile: “Don’t worry now, Randi will just measure the size of your full erection...” Timothy was taken aback with Randi’s businesslike demeanor, her emotionless, mechanical way of making his cock hard with her luscious lips. She was incredibly good at it too! She swallowed him fully to his balls with the professionalism of a star escort. Shortly he didn’t care about the weirdness of it all. He had the mouth of a beautiful girl at his disposal and soon he got carried away, fucking her face. Suddenly, right when he was nearing his climax, Randi quickly let go and cooled his erection with a cold towel. Before he could say ‘horny idiot’, she expertly slipped a chastity cage on his cock. He recalled how Gabi sneered: ”I'll tell you what, recruit. You just sacrificed your freedom to us. You won't be the same arrogant boy when we are done with you.” 




It felt like a wild dream that was too crazy to be true. Did it even happen, or was it one of the daydreams that often invaded his waking hours, especially at exactly the wrong moments? He looked down on his crotch, seeing the bulge on his trousers where the state-of-the-art device was hidden. It was true… he didn’t make it up. The steel was constantly reminding him that all that had happened was as real as it gets. 




He only became aware of the world around him when he arrived home. He didn’t recall taking the keys out of his pocket, nor opening the door. Only his girlfriend’s high-pitched voice succeeded in waking him. 




“Look at you! You’re late and so dirty - what have you been doing?” His girlfriend inquired, clearly very suspicious. She stood, her hands folded in front of her, and eyed him with the x-ray gaze that only a woman living with a womanizer can do — her eyes narrowing as she stared at him. “Anyway, do you have your costume ready?”




“Wha- what?” He stared just as if he was seeing her for the first time in his life, as if she wasn’t the girl he fucked hundreds of times, but rather some sort of weird octopus. His girlfriend disregarded his perplexed stare. 




"Stop that nonsense, let’s get going!" She was clearly dressed up with some extra care and her handbag was already on her shoulder as she rolled a rather large hard-sided suitcase with a telescopic handle. He looked at her quizzically and replied, "Where to?" 




"When will you get over these jokes! You know very well it's my sister's birthday and we're going to my parents to celebrate." Timothy stared blankly before it dawned on him. It was Friday afternoon, and this was the weekend plan after all! How could he forget? 




“You should change, that’s for sure. Please hurry - or are you just going to stand here?” She impatiently rattled the bunch of keys with an anime styled bulldog keychain. 

Timothy got himself together enough to begin moving. “Oh, okay. I'll shower and put on something decent. I'll hurry!” 




“Wear the blue striped Ralph Lauren shirt,” she called after him, “it looks good on you. And don’t forget to take the costume with you!” 




Timothy grabbed the starched white shirt from the pile of neatly arranged shirts that Vanessa insisted on ironing for him. He leaned on the inside of the door and took a few deep breaths, pressing the bridge of his nose with the palms of his hands. “Calm down now, calm down. You’re gonna make it.” 




This wasn’t the time to ruminate on what had just happened. He locked the door - he must not let Vanessa see his cock in the cage! He used all his willpower to focus on making himself look agreeable. He had to, for the time being, put aside what had just happened and play his part as the doting boyfriend, a dream come true of any parents for their little girl. It wasn’t an easy job. Ever since Vanessa introduced him to her family, he could tell he wasn’t entirely to their liking. They warmed up to him a bit when his career prospects took off with the big newspaper job. His girlfriend’s family was old money, and he was determined not to let the golden goose go. He must not squander this once in a lifetime opportunity! He had to be all there, as his most charming self, and somehow pretend that there wasn’t a metal chastity device hidden in his trousers - and the seductive Mistress Gabi imprinted on his mind.




Whenever he thought of visiting the country manor of Vanessa’s father, he recalled his last experience with Vanessa’s cousin Maggie, who was likely to be there. Timothy had already gotten up her skirt. Or rather, he got her to suck him off when he caught her sneaking wine from her uncle's wine cellar. Of course, this was not going to happen now, considering his cock was stuck in the tight cage… but he would surely find a way to pester her and remind her of their little adventure, just in case she thought of blabbing about their sex adventure to the family.




It happened one fine day in July last year. The relationship with Vanessa was in its early stages and he was visiting the country manor of her father for the first time. Seeing the large house, the lavishness of it all, caused his possessive nature to resurface like never before. He swore to himself to get Vanessa at any cost, and perhaps one day, this splendid house would call him Master! 




Everyone was in the garden, so he went into the wine cellar to get a bottle of wine without permission. Not that he wouldn’t be allowed if he asked, it was just more adventurous that way. He crept into the cellar, taking care not to make a noise. He plucked up some courage and called out, "Is anyone here?" If someone was there, he had an excuse ready that Vanessa’s father asked him to bring some of the wine upstairs. But since no one answered, he quietly finished descending the stairs. Just then he heard a sound, and he stopped dead in his tracks. All was still. Again, there was no answer, so he shrugged and moved on. The wine cellar was admirable, and part of Vanessa’s parents’ vast estate included a large vineyard. He walked over to the first row of wines. They were beautifully arranged by vintage, producer, quality, grape content, and other parameters. Timothy had been given an insightful explanation by his girlfriend's father the first time he’d been there. Wine didn't mean anything to him, but he liked the idea that it was all part of his potential wife's inheritance. 




He headed to the end of the cellar where the best wines were resting on structured wooden shelves, placed against a beautifully lit wall. Suddenly, out of the corner of his eye, he noticed a girl crouching in the shadows. He turned to face her. 




"Hi," Timothy said. It was his girlfriend's cousin, Maggie.

Timothy was a bit shaken at first, but soon that feeling made way to something else. Her face still was childlike, and she wore no makeup, which added to, rather than took away, desirability. She had gorgeously luscious hair. Alone with a young, guilty, insecure teenage girl? Bingo! 




"Why are you hiding here?" He said in a soothing, kind tone. Better not to scare her, she might take wing, he thought.

She hesitated, but then she blurted out "I'm gathering information about the local wine for my yearbook paper." 




"And why didn't you answer me when I called?" Timothy asked, while at the same moment a sports bag caught his eye with what appeared to be wine necks peeking out of it. 




Now this was something entirely different. The opportunity served itself so openly, he knew just what to do, warming up for a great dramatical performance. 




“Are you stealing wine here?" he snapped at her, his eyes flashing. He managed to look seriously pissed off. "You're only seventeen, you're not allowed alcohol. Such a disappointment, your uncle will be very displeased." 




"I know, but we're having a party with some friends, and I thought I'd grab a few bottles. Uncle won’t notice, there are so many of them here." Maggie stood up, revealing her nubile seventeen-year-old figure to Timothy. She was perhaps a bit too chubby around the hips, but her body had desirable perk and firmness. Her budding charm was surely not missed on the boys. Her breasts were smaller, but since she was obviously going to a party, she had enhanced them with a suitable bra. Her flat tummy was revealed by her short t-shirt and her gorgeous fleshy legs were exposed below a tight miniskirt. He immediately got a taste for her as he finished lustfully appreciating her figure, his cock was almost ready for action.




"Those are lame excuses that only reveal your corrupt character. Let's go tell your uncle, he needs to take precautions." Timothy said in a firm voice and in a few strides was at her side, grabbing her hand roughly. She tried to pull back and finally succeeded in wrenching her hand from his grasp. She clasped her hands in a pleading gesture.




"Please, don’t! He would tell my mom and she’d kill me - what’s worse, she wouldn’t let me go to a party ever!" said Maggie. 




"Do you think that will make me change my mind…?" Timothy said sternly, but she could sense his anger subsiding.




"Please, Sir… I don't want to get in trouble with alcohol, plus my uncle caught me with a boy and I promised him I'd be good." Maggie replied, almost crying. 




"What do you mean, you got caught with a boy? Surely your uncle doesn’t object to you associating with boys?" He said, the soothing tone returning to his voice.




"Well, he caught us doing it," Maggie replied, "and I promised him I'd be good if he didn't tell my parents." 




Too good to be true, Timothy thought. She was even more naive than he could possibly hope for. "And what exactly did you do with the boy?" Timothy asked with serious expression and frowned. 




"Like, well, oral sex." Maggie blurted out.




"That's interesting," Timothy stepped closer, still wearing the frown on his face as if it was a serious matter that required deeper thought. "Continue. Tell me about it." 




"Well, I ..." Maggie paused as Timothy began to lift her short skirt with one finger. 




“What are you doing?” she asked, perplexed. 




He didn’t reply. "... you took his penis into your mouth and sucked it, right?" He asked slowly.




"Y-y-yes," Maggie stammered. He stood so close to her she was becoming uncomfortable.




"And did he teach you?" Timothy asked with a bit of a sneer.




“What do you mean?" 




"Well, if he taught you how to do it well."

 

"No, we just tried it and after we watched movies together," Maggie replied. 




"So, you're not just stealing, you're watching porn." Timothy said triumphantly. 




Maggie lowered her eyes at those words and her blush got even deeper. Timothy had her right where he wanted her. 

“This is very, very serious business, young Lady. Much worse than just stealing wine. You are utterly and completely corrupt. I should tell your mother.” Timothy said. Now he stood so close to her he could feel the warmth radiating from her, and he could also smell her sweating.




“Don’t, please. I will do whatever you say.” Maggie said. 




“No, I don’t want anything from you, you are a silly goose who doesn’t even know how to please a man. You have nothing I care about.” He slowly turned. “Unless…” he turned back, looking at her.




“Unless?” She stared at him hopefully, her eyes wide open.




“Unless you show me that you actually CAN please a man.”




“I can, I can, my boyfriend liked it,” she assured him hastily.




Timothy approached her and, indulging himself, ran his fingers through her fragrant, luscious hair, gently tracing the shape of her head with his palm. He paused for a moment, closed his eyes and smelled her hair. Then he suddenly and roughly grabbed a fist full of her hair and yanked her head to the side.




“Well, so here’s the deal. I will keep my mouth shut if you convince me that you are not a liar on top of everything. If I see you lied, I will make sure that not just your uncle, but also your mom and all your friends and family know that you are porn-watching, wine-stealing whore.”




Tears welled in Maggie's large eyes, and she whimpered: “Okay.”




"First show me what treasures you're hiding." Timothy began to roughly remove her breasts from the cups of her bra. The short t-shirt was no protection from his hungry hands.




"Well, these are going to be nice." Timothy said as he played with Maggie's breasts. He squeezed both her nipples hard enough to make her squeal. "Oh, come on, you have to be quiet." 




"But it hurts!" she yelped. 




Timothy ignored her and looked above his head, noticing that above each row of vines were tags attached with pins stating the vintage of the wine. He let go of Maggie for a moment and removed several pins.




He pinned her against the barrel with wine and he put the pins on Maggie's nipples. “That hurts even more!" Maggie protested in a whimpery, high-pitched voice. 




With a brisk slap to her face he asked, "This is it? You can’t take a bit of pain for your master’s pleasure? I guess I’ll go right up to your uncle, because this is not what I bargained for.




“Please don’t!” Maggie cried out.




“Well, you must do much better than this! I guess I need to teach you myself, how to please a man properly. "Do you want to learn what guys like or not?" He asked the rhetorical question. He didn't even wait for an answer. "On your knees!” he ordered. Maggie rather reluctantly knelt down and started to unbutton Timothy's fly. 




"Go on then," he encouraged her. "Show me what you've learned so far." Maggie took out Timothy's semi-hard cock and began to tentatively jerk him off, her face the picture of anguish.




"Get it nicely erect. Lick the balls." he commanded. "Now start running your wet tongue slowly along the entire length from balls to tip," he ordered further. Maggie tried to follow Timothy's orders. "Now take it in your mouth… wrap your face around it." Timothy said, getting excited.

"And suck like you are drinking through a straw," he continued to lecture Maggie. 




Maggie tried her best to get it over with. She sucked it into her mouth and helped herself with her hand. 




"That's nice, but if you want to be a blowjob queen, you need to put in deeper… much, much more!" Timothy said and began breathing harder. 




"Now get ready for college," he said a little mockingly, about to shove his cock into Maggie's mouth again. But she ducked her head, afraid that she won’t be able to breathe.




"Don’t be a spoil sport!” He grabbed her hair again and lifted her head. He squeezed her cheeks with his fingers to open her mouth. The moment Maggie’s lips parted, he shoved his penis deep into her mouth. Of course, Maggie started gagging and instinctively bit Timothy. He immediately pulled his penis out, hissing "No biting!" and slapped her. She didn't even have time to recover, as he immediately shoved the penis into her mouth again, deep into her throat. He choked her with it for a while. Then he held Maggie's hair with one hand and pushed his cock even deeper into her mouth. Even though he was getting all worked up, he remembered to do the single most important thing. He pulled his cell phone out of his pocket and took several pictures of Maggie, her face deformed, her lips stretched wide around his cock, and a short video. 




Timothy shoved the phone to his pocket again and let go, enjoying the thrill of face-fucking the young hussy. He felt his orgasm coming on and thrust roughly up her throat a few more times, but then suddenly pulled his cock out. With moans of pleasure, he pumped all his semen on Maggie's face and breasts. The cum on her face mixed with the saliva drooling out of her mouth and dripped messily down her chin, oozing onto her shirt and breasts. She sat on the ground hunched, incredulously touching her face, shocked by what had just happened.

Timothy showed Maggie the photos he’d made. "This is for a keepsake." He told her. "Next time we'll have even more fun together." 




"You're a pig." Maggie sobbed, trying to wipe the semen from her face with the tip of her shirt.




“Don't forget I have pictures of you. Here.” He threw a towel at her that he saw in her sports bag. Clean your face and wait a few moments before coming up, you look like you got gang banged. No one would be surprised if you did anyway, you asked for it in your tight ass mini skirt.”  




◆◆◆




Timothy was brought out of his memories very roughly by an electric shock he received to his testicles from the chastity belt. The blow was so unexpected and intense, he yelped out loud in pain. The manual he got from the SLCC specified in detail what could he expect regarding his chastity, but he hadn’t had the courage to open it. It was hidden safely in the inner pocket of his business briefcase. If he did read it, he would have known that he would receive an electric shock in case of any unauthorized arousal.




When he was leaving the bathroom, his phone pinged and a message came from his MILF lover, one of his classmate’s mom, with whom he hung out occasionally, when there wasn’t any young meat to prey on. It was a juicy photo of opened legs and shaved pussy with the message that read “Waiting for you… when will you come to fuck me again?” Just seeing this message made his cock twitch and inevitably led to another shock. So, this was how it worked! He was punished whenever his cock tried to get erect… Until then he never realized how much his daily thoughts were saturated with sex and how often his cock hardened. 




His girlfriend came into the room and looked at him, puzzled and apprehensive. "What happened? Are you hurt?" 




"No, I’m just thrilled we are going to see your parents, I am just trembling with excitement." Timothy gave a feeble laugh. Fortunately, she didn’t get too suspicious. He made a mental note not to get aroused, not until he got to SLCC on Monday. He had a weekend ahead of him full of temptations. He knew that there would be so many pretty girls. But the stakes were too high for him to mess up. “You can do it!” he encouraged himself and they stepped out of the door to travel to the countryside.





Chapter 2
















Marcel was soundlessly tiptoeing up the stairs of Catherine’s stately house. He learned the hard way that he was not allowed to arrive late. Ever since she punished him so harshly, he was there every day precisely on time. Marcel was eternally grateful to her. Whatever he learned from her would surely give him a head start to attract other Dommes, when his Lady grew bored and replaced him. He was bracing himself for the day, but her persona was so attractive, so magnetic in her dominance, he couldn't imagine his life without her.




He always wore a hoodie over his head, when he carefully crept around the first-floor laundry workers to enter her bedroom unobserved. Mistress Catherine insisted on this, once saying that he would later thank her for keeping his identity obscure. “You never know where life will sweep you and you will be damn happy, I didn’t reveal your identity to anyone,” she said. 




Catherine was a lusty Lady and always managed to cram a licking session between the meetings. The prospect of tasting her was deeply imprinted in his mind, his brain sending the signal to produce more saliva, so that he could better serve her. Not that she would need any additional lubrication.




Yet again he soundlessly slipped into the stately bedroom. His meetings with Catherine often felt like a Déjà vu because his Mistress was a highly ritualistic sort of Dominatrix. More often than not, she stood in front of the window, ignoring his arrival, deep in thought. On occasions like that he was to silently kneel, bow his head and repeat Her rules and routines in his head. 




The room was flawlessly clean, a king-sized bed adorned with pristine white linens, and a velvety carpet that caressed his knees. Before him, her figure formed a mesmerizing hourglass silhouette, gracefully outlined by the sun's radiant embrace. Her curves, a symphony of perfection, embodied not only the very essence of beauty, but also the indomitable strength that accompanied her status. Her back exuded an elegance akin to a panther's fluid grace, each movement a testament not only to her innate sensuality, but also to the unwavering confidence that radiated from her being. Yet, it was not just her captivating curves that commanded attention; they held within them the embodiment of sublime feminine power, an aura of authority and respect that transcended mere physical allure. Sculpted flawlessly in the lines of her flesh was the undeniable presence of a woman who had earned her place at the top.




The familiarity of the situation was reassuring. He closed his eyes, focusing on deepening himself as a natural creature of submission for the sake of Her. He recalled the three principles of his service, Obedience, Respect and Worship and repeated his gratefulness affirmations. She certainly spared no effort to ingrain this trinity into his brain. Catherine insisted on him learning all she wanted a good slave and servant to know. There were rules for everything, even rules for asking questions. Early on, Marcel had learned painfully how to minimize his presence around his Mistress, so as not to distract her when she had no use for him. 




“A slave must wait for the Mistress to acknowledge the slave. If a slave has a question, he is required to stand in silence with head bowed, or in mid-curtsy position when serving as a sissy maid, until such time as the Mistress cares to hear his words…” she said to him once.




Last time, she was just unwinding after a long day, when she decided to examine his knowledge. “What do you have to do if you get acknowledged to speak?”




He promptly responded: “I have to thank Mistress for her attention and ask for permission to ask the question.” It was not always a given that he would be allowed to ask. Many times, his attempt was met with, “Go in the corner now!” by Catherine. If his question was seeking permission to act on something, regardless of whether his request was denied or approved, he was trained to always respond with cheery gratitude, while he bowed or curtsied, appropriate to his attire.




In her presence, Marcel’s world seemed to dissolve into insignificance, fading into obscurity as her statuesque beauty and commanding presence converged into an irresistible force. She was a living testament to the extraordinary fusion of elegance, power, and respect—a paragon of womanhood whose essence left an indelible mark on all who had the privilege to witness her.




She knew, of course, that he had arrived. Letting him wait was a part of their power exchange relationship. It wasn’t a mere interplay of dominance and submission; it was the reality of their existence. She was a powerful businesswoman, and he was… Who was he? A nobody. Their abysmally unequal status was further accentuated by the fact that she was at least twenty years his senior. 




Without turning, she said: “I always knew that the day had to come.” 




He raised his head because this wasn't what she usually said in a situation like that. What was the meaning of this? He waited for her to elaborate, but the silence stretched endlessly. Was he expected to say anything, or was she speaking to herself alone and his reply would be perceived as a violation of his code of conduct? A nagging, unpleasant feeling settled in his heart that her observation had something to do with him and his service. He was very good with ‘feeling’ people, but Catherine was a different matter. She was as enigmatic as a sphinx. Was she about to say that she is no longer happy about him being her servant and slave? She wouldn’t say it out loud just like that, without a reason. His throat contracted from that thought alone.




“Excuse me Mistress,” he peeped finally, “I fail to get your meaning.” 




Her slow pivot allowed her intense gaze to dissect him layer by layer. “I don’t know if you realize how easy it is for me to read you...” 




“Mistress…?” 




He was beginning to sweat. Of course, she could read his mind. He couldn’t expect anything less from her. Her abilities seemed almost supernatural at times; the mystic  skills of Madame Blavatsky would pale in comparison. Marcel intuitively knew what to do. Slowly, he let his body relax and laid prostrate in front of her to express his complete, unconditional submission towards her. Had she fancied to slice his head open, remove the top of his skull with her delicate fingers and examine the thoughts hidden in the intricate coils of his brain... he wouldn’t object. He would hand her the knife. To him, she was omnipotent, eternal like a true Goddess. She surely must have known his deferential feelings towards her! Had he done anything wrong unwittingly?




“You surely know what I mean,” Catherine said. 




“Mistress?” Marcel mumbled; his voice muffled by the rich carpet.




Silence.




Marcel’s mind was racing. There was one thing after all. A thing that might enrage his Mistress if understood incorrectly. He was filled with dread, imagining Catherine’s anger if she knew and made the wrong conclusions about him… Was there a chance she guessed what was occupying his mind during the nights these few weeks? That he was increasingly thinking of Ivy, who commandeered his dreams, transformed from the innocent blonde angel into an empowered, confident young woman... who also knew how to make men bend to her will? It was true that Catherine's presence emitted a potent radiance, an allure akin to a cougar that only an older woman could wield over a young man. But he knew all along that she was married to her slave of twenty years and that as her younger boy toy, she could ditch him at any moment, if she grew tired of him or found a new toy to play with. 




Advancing toward him, her lithe form glided with a feline grace. He could feel, rather than see her getting nearer. She beckoned him to arise so that again he knelt erect, reaching up to her crotch. He let his hands hanging limply at his sides. She ran her possessive hands over his shoulders and a small sigh escaped her. 




“It is going to be difficult, I admit that, but what has to be done, has to be done.”




Marcel didn’t follow Catherine’s train of thought, but he realized there was no point in keeping anything from her. He decided to put all his cards on the table. She was wise, surely, she will understand … but what if she doesn't? He felt sudden angst at the prospect of her revenge mixing with the fear of losing her. She was sometimes as capricious as the vengeful God of the Old Testament. 




The subtle tightening of her coy smile transformed into a stern grimace, her unwavering gaze locking onto his eyes. It felt akin to peering into an abyss, with an urge to forsake himself and plunge into the depths of her dominance.




"Mistress, I have something to tell you. I know your magnanimity and your clairvoyant skills... it is no good for a slave to keep anything from you. It is true that there is something… A girl - a friend of mine, whom I've been thinking of recently. But we've been friends for many years, and she is still in love with another guy - a mutual friend of ours. She is in no way as sophisticated, dominant, and captivating as you. I know your absolute expectations of Obedience, Respect and Worship. I would never dare to do anything behind your back. I have never done anything to violate your commands. If I believed I could not observe your commands, I wouldn’t dare to show my face to you.”




She paused and sighed deeply. There was only way to interpret that kind of sigh - it was a sigh of relief. He didn’t understand why she should feel that particular emotion, but at least she wasn’t angry.




“My obedient puppy, I’m very glad that you decided to be honest. You don’t realize yet, how far reaching this decision of yours is going to be. Now I feel you are good enough. You are almost ready to meet your destiny. Almost.”




Her comments were getting more and more mysterious.

“What do you mean, Mistress? What do you mean by destiny?” he might have been perhaps a bit too hasty, because she said:




"Learn patience, boy. He that can have patience can have what he will. You know who said that? Benjamin Franklin. Quite profound, don’t you think? Perhaps if you wait a bit you will get what your heart secretly desires. As you do the waiting part, let me give you advice that will serve you well throughout your life. It is this: never, for a moment assume, that you will be able to hide anything from a Dominatrix.” 




“Yes, Mistress. I will never lie or hide anything. Ever.” 




Catherine smiled. She typed a few words on her phone, and a whooshing sound let him know she just sent a message. “Good for you. I just set the wheels in motion. Now, let’s enjoy this day together as if it was the last one.” She said that with a merry, jovially careless tone, but it made him feel a bit uneasy anyway. Even if he wanted to dwell on the extent of her words, his thoughts were soon diverted.




Catherine sat back in her sleek sloping chair, spreading her legs wide apart to expose herself to him. The self-assured ways with which she conducted herself were maddeningly sexy. Saliva began to flood his mouth as he thought about the smooth texture of her soft pussy and imagined the taste of her feminine juices. She began to stroke herself, establishing again the intense eye contact that was so infatuating.




Looking at her gorgeous body, seeing her behave in sensual and completely self-indulgent licentious ways made Marcel’s aroused cock crush itself against the cage wall. It became so swollen that it jutted out from his body, carrying the locked heavy metal prison up with it. 




“Oh, my poor little boy… look at you straining to give me what I want.” she enjoyed his predicament and slowly licked her lips. At other occasions like this she might allow him to masturbate. This conditioning made it almost unbearable now that he wasn’t allowed to do so. Maintaining the eye contact, she lubricated her clitoris with the juices she had no difficulty producing.




“My pussy is oh so ready… Can you believe it that this morning I made my slave husband eat my pussy and imagined your slender young body on top of me? Pumping hard, oh…” she closed her eyes and made circular motions with her long fingers on her pussy, sighing and with the other hand she began to touch her tits. 




“Would you like that? Would you like me to set you free now and use you as my bull?”




Marcel knew where this was heading, but he couldn’t resist it anyway. The idea was too infatuating not to give it a chance. What if she had a capricious mood and for once let him do what she teased him about?




“Yes, Mistress.”




“Say, yes Mistress, I would like to fuck you.”




“Yes, Mistress, I would like to fuck you.” It felt completely improper to say such a thing out loud.




“Let’s see… perhaps if I like what you do, you may get a chance to lay on top of me and make me come!”




“But first…” Catherine pointed to the floor and curled her index finger. Marcel knew that was the command to crawl to her. When he got there, she rotated her finger in a circle and pointed down. Marcel rolled over on his back. He placed his hands behind his head in the submissive posture of surrender, holding his head up for Catherine, as she squatted down and lowered herself down to place her tender mound of femininity against his waiting lips. 




“Now that you feel my weight on your face, I want you to give me the best you got!” He didn't hesitate and began to sensually caress her vulva, worshipping her slowly with licks and nibbles on every part of her most intimate parts.




“Yes, that’s it, yes, don’t stop!” she breathed. She settled down further and began to squirm and grind into his face, as moans of pleasure started pouring from her. She was less and less considerate of his need to breathe as she lost her herself in the ecstasy of using a live masturbator. The feeling of intense stimulation that he was trained to provide, was giving rise to intense sexual pleasure for her. 




“Oh, it feels so good…” her voice deepened and became hoarser. Part of that pleasure was coming from the efforts he was making with his tongue, but the real orgasmic arousal came from thinking of her control over him in her mind. It was the adrenaline rush from wielding her female dominance over him, relishing her natural feminine authority which entitled her to use males as sex slaves for pleasure. 




“This is your ultimate goal in life, is serving women for their pleasure, you understand?” she was now breathing harder. The feeling of her power, and how she enjoyed him surrendering to her will, was the most powerful aphrodisiac for both. He was her property, taught to strive for her pleasure, his mind conditioned to find happiness in selflessly satisfying her sexual urges and her desire for release. 




“Oh… now stiffen your tongue!” He did it and she was fucking his face, crushing him mercilessly under her body until she shook as her climax was getting near. The more intense her trembling rapture became, the more it validated both her gender dominance and his existence as a mere submissive whose only purpose was to obey, respect and worship Her.




As Catherine shuddered into a blissful orgasm, he knew that her inner life-force was right. She was entitled, along with the other Femdom women, to expect males to find purpose in serving females, to acknowledge male inferiority, accept submission, and to be grateful for the female leadership directing them. 




One might think that in the afterglow she would allow him to adore her feet and lick each of her delicate little toes while she was resting and getting ready for her business obligations. But not on that day. She went to the door and made sure it is safely locked. 




"This will be an ordeal by fire, my toy. Brace yourself for the final, most vital part of your training!"














Chapter 3
















Vanessa was driving, and for the first time Timothy agreed to it without feeling agitated. He usually didn’t like the idea of her being in charge and driving her luxury car. He pretended his motivations for driving the car were purely gentlemanly, but the truth lay elsewhere. The thought that was feeding his insecurity and haunted him more than anything else was that he looked like a trophy boyfriend. A poor and obscure boy, who, so far, did not live up to his great ambitions. All he had was his looks and - cunning. Deep down he knew it, even though he refused to admit it to himself. 




Occasionally, when Vanessa was at work, or shopping with her friends, he snuck out to give the brand-new red Lexus convertible a good ride, enjoying how girls were attracted to it like moths to flame. Nothing tickled his fragile ego like pretending this special edition of the beautiful sports car was actually his. On one occasion he managed to make a good catch, a pretty sixteen year old redhead. She turned out to be easy prey that he could turn to anytime he felt tense and in need of orgasmic release. She was hot and always ready to go down on him as soon as she could unzip his pants. He had, of course, to arrive to her place in the same car each time, or she might find out he was a fraud and his easy, unobstructed way to her mouth would close. But that was right now irrelevant - at least until he managed to get all the material for his articles and liberate himself from the metal chastity prison. He just hoped that she wouldn’t be taken by some young money stud before he was “back in business”. 




Vanessa was a tolerably good driver. She was making her way through the traffic, while babbling about completely inconsequential things, Timothy didn’t really listen to her. The devilish device was uncompromisingly gripping his poor cock, reminding him how often he had sexual thoughts during the day. The sensor monitoring his arousal was incredibly sensitive and whenever his mind wandered to erotic thoughts, the electrical impulse would cause him to jerk. 




“What on earth is wrong with you”, asked Vanessa distractedly when, yet again, he gave an awkward start. She didn’t know of course, that he just received an electric sting because he’d been thinking of how Randi, the sexy receptionist at the Stauton’s Laundry and Cleaning Company had given him the best blowjob of a lifetime. 




“I’m beginning to think that you have some discomfort. Look at you, you are all tense.” With her right hand she let go of the steering wheel and placed the palm of her hand on his thigh. It was like stone, because his muscles were clenched so much his ass was almost suspended in the air in a tight squat. “Perhaps we could stop in the woods for a quickie, it might take some of the tension off,” she purred, giving him a fleeting glance, before she refocused her attention on driving. 




At other times, Timothy would never have resisted. His lust was almost unquenchable. Whenever he had a woman, just after the moment he ejaculated he could quickly revive his lustful desire and have her, or any other, again. Vanessa craved to satisfy him, and she relished his harsh treatment of her. She actually liked him to be rough with her. She wanted him to take her anytime anywhere and use her like a fucking doll, and she told him that repeatedly too. He liked to treat women like sex toys, it gave him a much-needed feeling of power. Deep down in his psyche there was something stirring that he tried to repress by being even more harsh with his lovers, by forcing them into submission and reinforcing his need to feel masculine and dominant.  




But now, Timothy felt like anything other than the image of masculinity and power he cultivated. He was terrified of Vanessa discovering that he was trapped in a chastity device. Vanessa, unlike other girls he dated, was surprisingly horny, and to keep away from her the fact that he was locked up would require him to invent all sorts of excuses. Each weekend, she insisted on having sex at least twice a day. What on earth was he going to do? He absentmindedly observed the landscape around. He thought of how to survive the weekend and realized that if he kept his pants on, he could safely navigate through the minefield and make it to Stauton’s on Monday for the first day of his spying. When he thought about it, the solution presented itself to him. Simple and elegant. It would mean making sacrifices, but his plans regarding the SLCC didn’t have to mar his other plans - especially that long term one concerning Vanessa and their future. But it had to be done.




“Uh… yeah, I mean, I’ve been thinking…”




Vanessa looked at him again, perplexed. He knew she was getting increasingly suspicious about his behavior.




“Sorry about being weird, nothing is wrong!” he hastened to assure her. “I was just thinking about us. See, you give me such divine blowjobs all of the time, and it is high time for me to make you feel great too.” 




She gave an uncertain laugh. “What are you getting at? You are making me feel great, of course! The way that you fucked me last time was heavenly!”




“I know… darling. But I want to -” he stopped because the words wouldn’t come out of his mouth. “- eat your, uh, beautiful pussy.” She looked at him, surprised. Before she returned her eyes to the highway, they almost ran into a fence. He never did that. Ever. He had to remain dominant at all costs and giving his girlfriend oral worship felt against the grain of that superiority completely. Moreover, it was causing him feelings he tried to stay away from, but if he was to keep her from finding out, he would have to resort to it.




“Okay?” she giggled like a schoolgirl. "Do you want to do it like… now?”




“Oh no! I want it to be really special. I envision you in fresh, clean sheets in your room in the mansion… you will be more comfortable there. I want to pamper you, alright? Make you feel special with candles an' all.”

 

“Awww,” said Vanessa and gave him the fond look of a puppy. Timothy was beginning to relax; it seemed his little trick was beginning to work.




“But you know how I enjoyed last time. When we stopped at the forest, and you bent me over the old fence and fucked me. I simply adore it when I feel you desire me so much that you cannot help yourself. It makes me ache for sex right now…” He could see her eyes wandering to the nearby forest. 




“We can do the…” she hesitated, “…other thing at home”. The way she paused showed that for some reason she too was more comfortable with speaking about cock sucking rather than pussy eating. “I feel like satisfying you right now. I’m so wet already! Let’s do it again, just a quickie. I want to take you in my mouth right now. I want you pumping deep into my throat. Then I want you to use me as your fuck toy bending me over the fence again… pulling my arms behind my back so I can’t resist.” 




Against his better judgement, he thought of steering to the woods again to have his accommodating girlfriend slide up her skirt, expose her butt to his cock and then fuck like rabbits. His device give him a sharp punishment sting. 




“No, no, no, I insist. This weekend will be dedicated to making you feel like a queen.” Timothy was outdoing himself. “I will prop you up on pillows and give you the nice long tongue worship that you deserve…” he was mouthing the words as if it was a licorice candy he hated in his mouth “...darling.” He thought that if he placed her on the bed, her hands perhaps tied up with silk scarfs, she wouldn’t get the chance to grope for his cock. He took her hand from his thigh, trying to get it far from his crotch just in case she decided to explore with her wandering hand. He raised her wrist to his lips and kissed it ardently.




Vanessa giggled. “What’s gotten into you?”




“You have my love, what’s so weird about that? Having passionate sex most of the time doesn’t mean I can’t pamper you at other times! And you know what? It doesn’t matter if your pretty sister is celebrating her birthday. For me, the only star of the weekend is going to be you.” Ah, he was such a liar, he almost repulsed himself. Of course, after the weekends at her parents he always imagined fucking her sister, who was prettier than her. The only thing that kept him from trying was the plan he had with Vanessa. He could not screw those plans up by getting the sister angry. He could have any other pussy. Perhaps when he had what he wanted, he could try for her later. 




“Oh, this makes me wanna fuck you so bad…” Vanessa sighed. “If you are trying to make me hornier, it is working so damn well. I’m soaking wet already.”




“Save it for later, I want to drink all your sweet juices.”




“Look, the old poplars. They always make me feel right at home!” Sighed Vanessa happily. “Oh, and there are Morsteins arriving! They are such nice people; I can’t wait for you to meet them!”




Timothy was relieved that Vanessa’s mind was finally diverted from fucking him at the side of the road. In the best scenario to come, the day would get so busy soon, the question of pussy eating might not be raised at all. 











Chapter 4














Catherine rolled down her skirt, after Marcel cleaned all the sweet juices of her orgasm. She was fast to switch from the haze of orgasm back to business, especially when it concerned slave training. 




“I like the devoted look on your face, but don’t think for a single moment that the oral was enough. We have just begun!” She grabbed his chin and she established direct eye contact, so powerful he felt blinded as if he was staring into the sun.




“Today I want to make sure you can satisfy your Mistress as her sex slave." She stood up and walked slowly around him, like a lioness around her prey. His mouth was pinkish and swollen from the oral he just gave her… Didn't he just satisfy her, fully and completely? Didn't she just mere minutes ago scream in orgasmic throes? He could tell she enjoyed that very much, how could she doubt his ability to bring sexual pleasure to his Mistress? If he was 100% ready to excel in something, it was sexual service to his Mistress.




He straightened his spine and sat like a dog, expecting a treat from his Mistress. He was enthusiastic to show her his youthful stamina combined with determination and what he considered great sex skills. He wanted her to know, she chose the correct boy for the job. 




"Thank you, Mistress, for allowing me to serve! My tongue and my whole body are in top form for all your desires and whims." He said that eagerly, almost smugly, to show her that the oral service by far did not exhaust his desire to serve her, not even close. 




Catherine apparently guessed the direction of his thoughts. “Don’t look so damn self-assured! Just like so many before you, you fell into the trap of arrogance. You think that you are naturally skilled in providing sexual service!" He blushed slightly, again amazed at her aptitude in guessing the workings of his mind.




She could tell she caught him in the act and continued more leniently. "This is not a talent you are born with, somehow awarded to you as a part and parcel of you being a submissive.” 




Catherine gestured for him to stand up and he did. She began to sensually stroke his athletic young chest, perfectly shaven as per her command, unable to keep her hands from his young body. 




“Do you know that all men in the world are convinced they are great lovers? Well, all submissives tend to believe that they are great sex slaves. They are wrong. Not everyone can give good oral, even lesser submissives can be good sex slaves. You think this is easy just because you feel submissive towards me. Let me repeat this again: it doesn’t work that way!” 




She leaned towards his ear, and he could feel her warm sweet breath. He was conditioned to react with arousal to all her scents. Their chemistry was electrifying, he loved all her tastes and smells, her breath was fragrant and smelled of the mixture of mint and sweet honeysuckle. She drew him closer, leaning with her behind against the edge of a chest of drawers. 




“Today you will learn what it is to truly sacrifice your pleasure for the sake of your Mistress. That is the number one skill of a good sex slave.” She parted her legs, pulling the hem of her skirt a bit higher and drew him so close, he could feel her pubic mound on his thigh. Rarely did she allow him to stand equal to her. Most of the time he had to kneel. Yet, looking her eye to eye did not make him feel any less submissive. 




“Before we start, there are essentials we should revisit. Now let's see how well you remember the code of conduct.”




“Yes Mistress!” Marcel didn’t dare to move as she began to move her hips, slowly at first, then faster. 




“The Femdom service trinity is Obedience, Respect and Worship.” Marcel said. Now she began to massage her clit on his cage. The way with which she used him was making his cock throb ache against the tight cage. 




“Correct. Continue.” She was slowly swaying her hips in fucking motions.




Marcel had learned rules for all aspects of his behavior, but he was getting so horny, his hot blood rushing into his crotch. There were rules for dressing, posture positions, greeting, feminization, cleaning, cooking, serving drinks, errands, behavior reports, and punishments. But most importantly, there were expectations regarding his discipline. He had to think very hard in order to put his thoughts together. He could see deep into Catherine’s cleavage and it wasn’t exactly helpful for his concentration.




“Now give me the rules for sexual services when the Mistress desires such attention.” Her hips were moving faster and her pressure on his cage was getting rougher. She possessively grabbed his buttocks and delved her long fingernails into his young, muscular little butt.




Timothy knew the rules by heart of course: “ Uh… yes, Mistress! First. Mistress decides when, where and how sex takes place. Second. At any time, slave is available as a sex toy for his Mistress’s amusement. Third. Mistress's pleasure comes first and completely. Fourth. Slave does not stop pleasuring his Mistress until she instructs him too. Fifth. Providing sexual pleasure to a Mistress is a service, not a reward or privilege. Sixth. Slave must always thank the Mistress for being allowed to provide her pleasure. Seventh. Slave must never ask for sexual release.”




“Good. You have been doing your homework my boy. Time has come for you to put your knowledge to good use.” Catherine let go of him. She walked over to the cabinet by the bed. From the drawer she pulled out a beautiful pink leather strap-on harness. She told Marcel to stand up and handed it to him. As he was trying to make sense of the straps that limply hung from his clueless hands, she pulled a sexy sleek pink phallus from inside the drawer. It was as impressive in size as any normal man’s shaft, but had a feminine contour to it, some ribbing bumps for texture, but no glans at the end like that of a man’s penis. While she looked into Marcel’s eyes, Catherine expertly inserted the pink shaft into the hole in the harness and fixed it in place.




“Now put it on, boy.” Catherine said and smirked at his cluelessness as he struggled to put it on. “This is going to be an advanced lesson to elevate your service capabilities as a sex toy for your Mistress. Something new to add to your skill set!”




With her help, he strapped the phallus around his waist just above the chastity cage. Once he had tightened the straps. Catherine then crawled on all fours onto the bed. She laid down on the bed and signaled come-hither, with a curling finger, for Marcel to approach her.




“Climb on top of me boy and put your pink sissy cock inside me. I am aching to be penetrated after that divine orgasm from your oral. I really need to come again, badly. While I squirm with pleasure underneath your thrusts, my pussy swelling up for an orgasm, knowing that you feel no friction on your cock… well of course nothing other than the painful squeeze of your chastity cage.”




With Marcel on top, Catherine reached around and pulled Marcel’s waist toward her. She wiggled her hips to swallow the pink phallus deep into her pussy. She pushed up and ground her vagina back into him. He felt the chastity cage slap against her thighs. There was intense frustration as his real cock swelled in the cage. His mind was spinning with the unnatural reality of it all. His hips were thrusting, fucking the usual way, but his brain could not connect that motion with any stimulation to his cock. Marcel was pumping deeply in and out of her soaking wet pussy but the pink shaft rubbing against her tight vagina walls gave him zero sexual stimulation.




Just then, Catherine smiled at him as though she was reading his slave thoughts and started breathing more deeply while her moans grew louder. The luscious fleshy mounds of her breasts jiggled back and forth violently as Marcel banged against her. Rolling her eyes up and closing her lids, she let out a gasping shriek of pleasure and once again shivered in the captive throes of her second orgasm.




She pushed him to the side, and he understood she wanted him off the bed again. The bed he only shared with her out of her caprice, not as the privilege of a bull lover. He fulfilled her desire and now he was to wait obediently until she decided to notice him again. He gratefully accepted that humiliation. It was part and parcel of his slave role. He knelt, his head down, waiting patiently for her to address him again. She turned to the other side, resting, and enjoying the post-coitum haze, her hands carelessly held over her head, playing with her hair lazily. He could, whenever he dared to glance at her, see the fascinating curve of her hips, her wasp-thin waist and gentle back drawing the most sensual shape. He felt the sweetest contentment only a slave can feel after giving up his own pleasure on the altar of his Mistress' desires. 




Finally, her head turned, a strand of hair falling over her face. She gently threw her bangs to the other side, giving her hair a youthful bounce. He couldn't imagine a sexier woman, so devilishly aware of her power over males. 




“Marcel,” she said lovingly in a French accent, as she often did, because she was an admirer and avid reader of Marcel Proust's À la Recherche du Temps Perdu, “some of my sex training clearly stayed with you!”




“Thank you, Mistress, I strive to give satisfaction to my Mistress.” Marcel said modestly.




“Tell me now, my most obedient servant, what I taught you. Tell me, what is it you learned from me. Give me the reason to be proud of you, let me rejoice as if you were a baby bird and I just showed you how to fly.”

Marcel desired nothing more but to show his profound gratitude. He spoke slowly and formulated the words carefully for the best effect. “Mistress, you have kindly shown me ways to satisfy a woman. Both in word and deed you instructed me how to caress her with my tongue and fingers. You used your own precious form to explain what parts of a female body to focus on. You taught me the art of moving slowly and sensually and how to vary the intensity of my touch for the best effect. You lead me to follow her commands, to direct me where she wants my attention. You taught me to be responsive to her movements and maintain her ever-increasing arousal for as long as she desires. All through training it has been about responding to the needs of a Woman. Now I know how to get pleasure from giving, not getting.”




Catherine looked at him fondly, like a sculptor who from the marble liberated an especially beautiful human form. “Now, it is the time for your final exam. You are eloquent and convincingly deferent, but now you will show if you truly, deeply mean it.” The corners of her mouth lifted up maliciously and he knew she was far from done with him.





Chapter 5














Crossing the threshold of her father’s house took Vanessa into her element. She was instantly surrounded by her many girlfriends and relatives, here to attend the birthday party. Everyone was there and the house was lavishly decorated with magenta balloons and garlands around the large staircase, festoons of colorful flowers and a large elaborate “Happy 24th Birthday, Beatrice!” The birthday girl was wearing matching magenta clothes and shoes, highlighted by a revealing strapless dress with bare shoulders that accentuated the elegant shape of her back. As they greeted each other, she gave Timothy the unmistakable look that he knew - the look telling him that she considered him attractive. Her eyes were telling him that she was not as off limits as she would like to appear. Oh, when the damn device was off his cock! Then he would have her, and afterwards she would be so ashamed of fucking her sister’s boyfriend that she wouldn’t utter a word about it to a living soul. He could enjoy her repeatedly, reminding her of her initial failure to resist him, and blackmailing her forever.




Once the greeting round was over, followed by the courteous small talk with Vanessa’s parents, which made Timothy a bit less anxious, they mingled into the crowd. At other times it would usually be such a happy hunting ground to seek a liaison. At those times, whenever Vanessa sailed away to say hi to some acquaintance he was left to his own devices, fantasizing, and lustfully undressing the various female guests in attendance with his eyes. He would drink exquisite wine or scotch and flirt. Long ago he developed very efficient covert methods of flirting for occasions like that. In this way, he wouldn’t bring attention from prying eyes of those who didn’t approve of his relationship with Vanessa. To the eyes of the onlookers, he acted like innocence itself, all the while he was stealthily implanting the most sophisticated flatteries into some girl’s brain. But now, his posture was stiff as a board. He stood awkwardly at the side, just beside the photo corner with funny props. He was clutching his glass of scotch with both hands, smiling spastically, and nodding curtly whenever anyone passed him.




All of a sudden, something completely unexpected happened. He felt as if a smooth, strong python fell right onto him. The heaviness of its body, the constricting coils that at once tightened around his neck made him let out a surprised, shocked gasp. It took him a second to realize that what felt like tight wrap of a python’s body was in fact a pair of arms around his neck. The sensation was a chaos of long hair, strong, sweet cherry perfume and ringing laughter. Before he knew it, he was swept to the side and a photo flash blinded him. He realized that the chaos was in fact a girl, who threw herself at him. It was Maggie! THAT Maggie, who he had forced to perform a blowjob on him against her will. Soon the ambush was over, and the photographer gestured that they select some props to take more fun photos with. 




“No!” Timothy shouted out, disentangled himself and bewildered, stared at Maggie’s flushed face. She had a weird, maniacal glint in her eye. She followed him as he tried to escape the clicking of the camera. He swiftly removed himself from the photo corner, but she was right behind him.




“So! We meet again! I thought we should document the occasion a bit differently this time.” Timothy frowned at the wet scotch spilled on his shirt from when she jumped him. The hyper-jovial scene caused some people to look their way. It wouldn’t be him if he failed to save his normally in-charge face. He realized his reaction, his shouting out loud was weird. Whatever her agenda, he had to compose himself. He smoothed his ruffled hair with one hand and brushed off some magenta-colored confetti.




“Hahaha, yeah! I remember now, last year! How the bunch of us had fun in the swimming pool! Your skills in polo are unrivaled!” Under the surface his brain was on overdrive. What was the meaning of this? He had to remove her from the peering eyes of the audience near them. “Would you like to have a soda and talk about the horse races? I need to tell Vanessa we met again; she will be so pleased!” Timothy grabbed her elbow firmly, laughing and nodding to a passerby who just arrived, as he dragged her to the kitchen.




“What’s wrong with you, stupid?”




“Oh, nothing tough boy… just so happy to see you again after a year. I thought we should document this happy occasion of meeting again. After what happened between us, we certainly share something special, and I won’t let it disappear just like that.” Maggie, who was certainly not of drinking age yet, seemed to have had several drinks, her pupils were dilated, and her eyes lost some of the usual focus. He could smell vodka from her breath.

“I don’t know what you are talking about.” 




“But you do, Timmie.” She had a peevish, sarcastic tone and her movements started to get unpleasantly aggressive.




“Don’t call me that, my name is Timothy. Anyway, you shouldn’t be drinking; Should I tell your uncle?”




“Your name is whatever I decide to call you, perhaps I might call you ‘son of a bitch’. Do you think you can threaten me? Not this time, Timmie.” He just stared at her, gaping. She laughed, feeling immediately empowered by how he froze, unable to react. She grabbed his perfect blue tie and pulled him closer.




“You see, I suspect a bit more about you than you think.” Whatever was that supposed to mean?! Timothy’s head was spinning. “You fancy yourself as a strong-willed man in charge of your life. At least that is how you presented yourself to me last time we met in the wine cellar… Now let’s see what they got in here…” she, still pulling on his tie, pulled him toward an inconspicuous doorway. The door was slightly ajar. She kicked it open and he saw a large, spacious pantry with endless rows of canned food. “This will do.” She said to herself. He didn’t resist when she roughly pulled him in and shut the door close, pocketing the key to lock it from the inside. The light went on automatically.




“Remember our sweet little encounter in the cellar? You were so tough with me, your ego bursting out, threatening me, and treating me like a lesser being.” He feebly tried to resist her bossy ways, but only a little whimper escaped him, as she started to unbutton his shirt. At that point he was so flabbergasted, he completely forgot about the chastity device.




“Something tells me that you are more like a confused little boy… that your bluster is a front for your underlying insecurity? I cannot help but wonder… are you as accomplished as you pretend to be? What do you fantasize about when you are alone?”




Timothy’s mind was racing to outrun the frightening notion of her questions. As he felt the heat from her sweet alcohol-laced breath on his cheek, he squirmed slightly in discomfort. He felt strangely intimidated by her presence and noticed that Maggie was standing taller than he last remembered… her eye level was slightly above his. As he looked down, past her tight crème colored pencil skirt, he was smitten by the shiny dark crimson colored five-inch stiletto heels she was perched on. He gulped at their silent fetish power over him.  As he raised his head up, he could not avoid seeing the projection of her shapely breasts and the open cleavage that her tight knit spandex top revealed. When his eyes returned to their position looking up into her lashes, he blinked ever so slightly with a grimace, as the chastity cage delivered a reminder shock to his stiffening cock. Then, casting his eyes slightly down over Maggie’s face, his breath shortened… just as the matching crimson red lipstick turned her glossy lips into a victorious smirk.




“You might say that I have changed my outlook since I last saw you. A little angel told me I had special powers as a woman. That all I needed to do was to reveal my natural feminine authority to receive respect and submission in return… from boys like you, Timmie. Do you agree to give me your attention? From the looks of your pants, it would seem to be the case.”




Before he could react, she pulled him to herself. He tripped over a large barrel of beer and fell right on her. She let out a muffled giggle as she groped between his legs. He was trying to liberate himself from her, but she was pulling with unnatural strength the front of his shirt towards her. “Oh, you are very horny, aren’t you?” she teased into his ear. She obviously thought that the firmness between his legs was an erection. It clearly didn’t occur to her it was a chastity belt. Or did it? He could sense her suddenly stop in her tracks with her hand between his legs. Feeling around, back and forth curiously. Suddenly, she grabbed the front of his trousers and jerked them down below his knees. In that horrible moment, when he realized what had just happened, he froze in shame. She pushed him away and was staring at the metal cage.




Maggie stood up and her mouth dropped open, and she covered it with both hands. Standing there with his pants down and chastity enclosed cock exposed, Timothy just stared back at her like a deer caught in headlights. She quickly reached behind her back, into the band of her skirt, and pulled her cell phone out, rapidly taking a staccato series of images of him in this humiliating situation.




Her eyes began to light up in amazement and Timothy could see a big laughing smile exploding from her rising cheeks. Then came the humiliating laughter as Maggie snickered in a low voice, “Oh my, my… little Timmie! You really are a naughty boy with some issues. You are going to need to tell me a lot more about your nature, or I will not be the only one that knows about your fetish.”




She suddenly got serious. “Listen to me… Timmie! After dinner, I expect you to meet me in the wine cellar at 9PM. You do remember how to get there and how private the place can be… don’t you? We have so much to catch up on now that we are discovering our new relationship. As I said before, don’t you agree that I deserve your attention?”




Having discovered his secret, Maggie pulled away, unlocked the door and danced out, laughing like a maniac. He swiftly pulled his trousers up. Mortified, ashamed, he hid himself in the old smoking room. What had just happened? The innocent, naive and easily manipulated Maggie had turned into hell of a harpy! Why, why, why? Wasn’t she scared anymore, knowing that he still has the video and pictures of her in a very humiliating setting? He also wanted to talk to her in the cellar and find out how to stop her from blabbing.





Chapter 6














Catherine took the chastity key from around her ankle and unlocked Marcel’s metal cage, removing it completely, scrotum ring and all. His cock was now hanging naked in the warm air. It had been almost 30 days since he'd been let out of the cage and what he once fondly considered his male pride now looked pitiably shrunken like an old, dried apricot. It was a strange feeling, both physically and mentally to see it in such a state. But soon his shaft began to thicken and grow, and it didn't take more than a few minutes for his cock to regain a state he began to recognize as his own.




“Can you guess why I took the cage off just now?” Catherine asked casually.




“I don’t guess because guesswork is irrelevant when in the service to a Mistress. A slave only serves as told, he has no choice or decision to make.”




“Well, that's a very clever way to wiggle out of a question.” she quipped, but looked pleased with his prompt, deferential reply. Marcel bowed his head. Of course, he suspected, but he didn’t dare to put it in words. What if he enraged her? Catherine smiled. “Today is the day of judgement. So far you fulfilled my requirements, but can you live up to your full potential?" Marcel sensed that the question was purely rhetorical and waited patiently for her to proceed. He purposefully emptied his brain, he learned that he serves better when he receives commands in the state of a meditatively empty mind. 




"Even a submissive boy, young like you, can learn what I’m going to teach you today. And once you do, it will be one of your best slave attributes. Now don’t look at me so stupidly, turn around and face the window.” As he did, Catherine pulled another object out of the bedside drawer. He felt her reach between his legs and hand him a different ring of black silicone. “Put this new ring on your shaft.”




Marcel grabbed a flexible ring and sensed a strap attached to it that extended backward where he could not see. Catherine was holding the strap-like extension in her tight grip. Marcel complied with her instructions and easily slid the slippery ring over his cock and then back behind his balls.




“Good boy. Position TWO!”




Marcel bent himself at the waist, put his hands on his knees and pushed his ass out. He could feel Catherine pulling back on the strap, creating pressure from the ring near his balls. She pulled a bit tighter and then he felt the knob of something slippery pushing up against his anus. The pressure against his opening increased as she worked to penetrate him with the smooth invader.




“Relax boy. Breathe. Open yourself to me.”




He had no escape. Catherine was not backing off and the pressure against his anus muscle forced him to surrender to the invasion. As it began to fill him, he realized that the device was a combination cock-harness with butt-plug attached in one piece. When the plug fully sealed itself in place, Marcel felt an erotic rush from the double stimulation. His cock was straining against the pull of the strap connected to his asshole which clenched the plug tightly, while his prostate was being massaged by the dildo shaft inside. When he moved, every wiggle of the dildo in his rear made his cock jerk in excitement at his front! He had never experienced any stimulation like this before. 




She then walked, her hips swaying, to pour herself a glass of kir royale, glancing back at him playfully. She raised her glass to him. “To your Femdom future! And to your training, which will make you into one of the best sex slaves around!” She turned her back to him and suddenly, from the loudspeakers placed discreetly in the corners of the room, there came sensual music with sexy slow beats. She enjoyed letting him just stand there, his intimate parts entrapped in the curious device. She began to sway in the rhythm of the music. She was seducing him! She was dancing for him, her body coiling in a sexy dance. The non-stop tease she made him wear was creating erotic sexual tingles throughout Marcel’s body, inside his groin, and around his cock.




“Let me tell you the sweet secret…” She began to unbutton her blouse. “The thing you are learning today is the skill to deny yourself the orgasm. You will acquire the skill to serve as a live dildo to your Mistress. No easy feat! Often after days, months or even years in chastity, being driven mad by your teasing Mistress, she may choose to get laid by you. I see you gasp, but don't let your hopes get high just yet. She will not choose to have sex with you to give you satisfaction. No. On the contrary. To taunt you, use you, abuse you… or simply because she craves to have cock inside her. And then... Even though you are in the thick of it, fucking like mad, you must not come! Just as if your life depended on it! You will become a live dildo, nothing more. A dildo that can fuck as long as your Mistress desires it, without selfish cumming.” 




Marcel held his breath. Did she actually mean she wants to fuck him today? For real? She teased him so much about it, yet he never ever was awarded the privilege. Off went the satin white blouse, smoothly gliding to the ground. She used the tip of her foot to throw it at him and he caught it. 




“Smell it!” she commanded. He could feel the slippery texture of cooling satin and delved his nose into it. A slight, not at all unpleasant hint of body odour mixed with fresh citrus scent. The fragrance he learned to associate with her made his cock erect.




She had bulls of course, but that was a different matter entirely. He was just her slave, good to serve as a rug, an anal licker, a puppy and a sissy… His hands began to shake, still holding the blouse, not daring to let go. At the same time the male circuits in his brain were telling him - no problem, let her just open her legs and she will have a fuck of her life. But the submissive within him said: “Are you mad? How can you possibly penetrate her without cumming in that very instant? Just the thought of entering her was mind blowing. In the past, he was trained to edge without orgasm to the pictures of her cunt, but actually feeling her tight pussy grab his cock, him thrusting into her all the while she was swaying her hips and begging for him to give her more, that was something he often imagined, but never expected to ever truly experience.




Catherine, as always, rightly guessed all his thoughts. She quickly unfastened her bra and let it slide down. He couldn’t tell if her tits were made up or natural, but they looked magnificent, round, and perky. “To me you might be a puppy, a sissy and a toy to play with, but what if you have a Mistress who doesn’t maintain an army of bulls and requires mutual exclusivity? You need to be able to serve her according to her rules.” She placed his hands to her chest and he awkwardly held her breasts in his fingers. This was all so new and unique to him. If she turned him and fucked his ass, it wouldn’t be more unusual to him than cupping her breasts. He was ensnared by Dommes! Since high school, he never experienced normal sex with a girl of his age. All his experiences were Femdom.




“...many Mistresses enjoy penetrative sex with their slaves.” Suddenly she pressed herself against him and his steeply erect penis ran between her thighs as her pelvis pressed against hers. Her boobs against his bare chest felt warm and comforting. She massaged his cock with her tight, fleshy thighs. 




“The ability to deny yourself orgasm will prove you worthy as a sex slave to your Mistress… a very sexy and desirable slave trait indeed! Focus on the discipline needed to provide Mistress with pleasure, fully as she desires. Your Mistress is entitled to your stamina for her pleasure, not because you fear her cane. The worst case would be that I banish you from my service, if you become weak and have a selfish orgasm.” She pressed herself against him, her sensual body inviting him to claim her.




“Think of today as a once in a lifetime opportunity. You will have the chance to enter me, a thing that in other circumstances would be completely off limits… This will be your chance to catch a glimpse of paradise! I will lie under you, entitled to be pleasured by your thrusting hips, knowing you are denying your orgasm for me.” She shimmied out of her skirt and he saw her sheer red underwear. She had a superbly shaped figure, a surprisingly round and firm butt. “Oh, the pleasure I will have from you being tortured… Your cock stimulated by running in and out of my slippery cunt. Now, make your cock ready, stroke it, nice and slow for me.” Marcel didn’t have to be asked twice. His cock was rock hard already from her dirty talk and the sweet anticipation of entering her, something he dreamt of during the sleepless nights and had only imagined. 




“And all the while you will strain to give me pleasure and not cum, your butt-plug will be stimulating your prostate, teasing it to give up and release your semen. Ah, how I will laugh at your torturous predicament!” Catherine’s eyes shone, little malicious fires dancing in them and giving her the devilish look, beautiful and dangerous. “I will enjoy knowing that you are denying yourself the ultimate arousal. Knowing that you are bringing me to orgasm because that is your purpose.”




As Catherine pulled Marcel on top of her on the crisp clean sheets, he was ready for action, his youthful erection stiff and steep. 




“Slide your naked cock inside me now. Just the way you did it with the pretty pink phallus.” He did as he was commanded, slowly. She opened her mouth and half closed her eyes as she relished the feeling of his cock filling her up inside for the first time. “Good boy… Fill my cunt with your swollen dick! That’s it.” Encouraged with her sigh of pleasure, he began to fuck slowly. “That’s it, fuck me. You have only one thing to focus on and that is bringing me to orgasm.”

Catherine spread her thighs even wider apart and pushed her hips up to greet Marcel’s incoming thrusts. “Can you feel my hips open wide to welcome you? Yes! Don’t be afraid, thrust with all your being deep into me!”




Marcel was hovering over her weightlessly, supporting himself on his extended arms, as she spread her thighs even wider so that he could drive even deeper into her. 




“Oh yes… I want to drive you insane with lust, as you fight the desire to come.” 




If this wasn’t a mindfuck, nothing was. His cock was sending signals of mindblowingly intense sex, his prostrate constantly aching to release the semen. A sexy woman with opened legs and boobs jumping up and down was allowing him to fuck her at top speed. And yet, he didn’t feel macho at all. He felt his role was truly that of a dildo. His pleasure meant nothing. All that mattered was her orgasm. His brain was resetting his circuits of pleasure. Hence forward, fucking meant giving satisfaction to his Mistress.




Fighting against the reconditioning of his pleasure circuits, was the intense level of physical stimulation that seemed more than he could thwart with his mind. The agony of denial was torturing him, but he wanted to do it for his Mistress. He needed to deny himself release! He focused on his being, and his purpose at this moment of being her sex slave. His submissive soul and intense training had prepared him for this moment. As he looked down at her beautiful breasts and into her eyes, he understood even more deeply that his role was to give his Mistress pleasure and not to steal his own selfish pleasure from his Mistress's body. He knew that he wanted to deny himself an orgasm. As he surrendered this last vestige of his urge to come, he sensed Catherine was reading his thoughts again.




Catherine closed her eyes, as her breathing increased. There were purring moans coming from her and he could feel her thighs beginning to clench. He could tell she was reaching an orgasm. After several more sensual thrusts Catherine let go with a powerful song of female ecstasy that announced the orgasm she was entitled to have. She was his Mistress.




◆◆◆




After a few moments Catherine's eyes gently opened and there was a kind smile on her face. “Very good job my slave boy. You succeeded with bringing me to orgasm without cumming yourself. Now you are ready.” 




He was kneeling at the side of the bed and still breathing a bit heavily from the marathon workout he had been experiencing at the hands of Catherine. As he was recuperating from the experience, she typed a message:




I just took him to the next level of orgasm denial. I was teasing him by escalating his denial stamina to new limits. I explained to him why he must have the discipline to fight the urge to come during penetration service to his Mistress. He’s been punished severely with the cane in the past because he did not hold his ejaculation while I masturbated his cock with my hand, so this test of penetration discipline was something that had to be done. By now I can say with clear conscience that he is ready. Make the necessary preparations and let Her know.




Cathy.





Chapter 7













After the pantry incident, when Maggie discovered what he wore under his pants, Timothy dizzily tripped out of the pantry, mechanically switching the lights off, as if it mattered how much Vanessa’s family paid for electricity. He mingled into the crowd, carefully avoiding Vanessa’s family, who might notice his agitation. Every glance anyone gave him, made him think that they stared because they knew. He could hear them whisper “Did you know that Vanessa’s boyfriend wears a cage? Oh, no! Really? What a loser! Who would have thought?”




Soon after, Vanessa began to look for Timothy. The dinner was to be served soon. When she emerged from the crowd, for the first time in ages, he was actually grateful to see her. As long as he stuck to her and remained by her side, he was safe from the demon that Maggie had become. Vanessa took his arm and began to parade around with him, introducing him to the large number of friends, relatives, and acquaintances. On other occasions he would happily have played the role of a doting boyfriend and be his most charming self. The more he ingratiated himself to the friends and family, the closer he was getting to his goal of tapping into Vanessa’s wealth. But on this day his social skills were that of a tardigrade. He was mechanically responding to polite inquiries and smiled half-heartedly. Inside, he felt like he was slipping down a steep ice-covered slope.




When everyone finally arrived in the dining hall, the setting sun was casting a warm glow over the picturesque scene, setting the tone for the posh dinner celebration in honor of Beatrice. Timothy, temporarily soothed by the safety of Vanessa’s company, thought that everyone in their right mind had to admit that it was Beatrice, who is the prettier of the two sisters. She looked stunning in her magenta dress, the elegant curve of her back, and her slender arms in high gloves that all together made her the picture of elegance and sophistication. On this particular occasion, Jacqueline, the mother, decided not to overshadow her daughters Vanessa and Beatrice by wearing a showy dress. She belonged to that class of women whose only care was to look twenty years younger and who dressed accordingly. In order to have time for all the yoga classes, manicures, lash extensions and tennis with handsome instructors, she maintained a large servant crew, complete with a French cook. Even though she was nearing her fiftieth birthday, she found her way into his masturbation fantasies. Her unusually firm butt, the skin, glowing and fresh, resisted the ravages of time. Just like he enjoyed bunnies, he liked good old MILFs.




The dining room, lavishly decorated in opulent shades of gold and cream, exuded a timeless elegance. Crystal chandeliers hung from the intricately painted ceiling, casting a soft, enchanting light over the room. The absurdly long, polished mahogany table was adorned with exquisite silverware, sparkling crystal glasses, and fine china, all meticulously arranged to perfection. Tall candlesticks stood proudly along the centre , making it difficult for people to see each other across the vast table.

Beatrice, the radiant birthday girl, was seated at the head of the table, beaming with joy and grace. To her right was her father Richard, a handsome gentleman of seventy. He was dressed in a bespoke tuxedo, his silver hair neatly combed. While Timothy had succeeded in ingratiating himself to Jacqueline, Richard was still a hurdle. He could see right through Timothy, whenever he observed him with his blue eyes. 




At this posh household they enjoyed mimicking the traditions of the aristocracy. To Beatrice's left sat her mother. Just around the corner was Vanessa, with Timothy sitting opposite her. Magenta-hued Gerbera daisies and pink Sweet Williams elegantly embellished the dinner table, hanging down from a vase in rich cascades, but Timothy had to lean to the side to actually see his girlfriend over it. The guests were supposed to have conversation with the persons sitting beside them, not on the other side of the table. But Timothy suspected that he was divided from Vanessa deliberately, because, he noticed, other couples sat next to each other. On the elaborately decorated card on the table next to his place was the name, Margaret Smith. He didn’t recall anyone of that name, perhaps a girls’ aunt or something, he thought, without giving it much thought.




Vanessa was seated next to a posh, rather handsome guy with stylish glasses, whose constant manner of putting them on and off betrayed that he was nervous sitting next to her. Timothy couldn’t see Vanessa behind the ridiculous flowery atrocity, but he could plainly see him. He could tell that he was a shy guy with very introverted ways. He was just listening to whatever Vanessa was saying… An avid suitor, eh? Timothy thought contemptuously. Old money guy no doubt, pushed her way by her dad, Richard. Before Timothy could become jealous - and he was jealous, aside from being possessive - his thoughts were soon diverted so that annoying four eyes was soon the least of his problems. He could see Maggie with her gang of young girlfriends emerge from the next room. Jacqueline, Maggie’s aunt, made an impatient gesture and they hushed their boisterous voices while they joined the others at the table, the last of the vast number of guests. Maggie took her seat right next to him, wide smile on her face, as the servant gently pushed the chair under her deliciously round butt.




Timothy felt his pulse going up. He started to sweat and nervously pulled at the collar of his shirt. He couldn’t resist the nagging feeling that she had meddled with the seating order to sit next to him. Or was there some other, deeper purpose behind it? Was it of Richard’s making? When Beatrice rose to thank all the guests for coming and for their lavish presents, Maggie smiled and looked like an angel. She sat with her back straight, the picture of sophistication and classy manners. The dinner commenced with a delicate amuse-bouche, a caviar-topped blini, served with a flute of vintage Bollinger champagne to kickstart the celebration. The menu then unfolded with a succulent lobster bisque, velvety and rich.




“Are you alright, Timmie?” asked Maggie innocently after Richard launched the dinner with a toast. “You seem tense.” Timothy was acutely aware that Richard was watching his every movement. Did he send Maggie his way to tempt him and prove, that he is a womanizer who fucks anything female that moves? Timothy decided not to give him any reason to doubt him. He pretended to be extremely interested with the menu printed on a silver card, containing detailed description of each dish, so that he didn’t have to talk to Maggie, or even look at her.




Maggie raised her voice a bit, repeating her question in ironical tone. “Are you alright, Timmie?” It didn’t take her a full minute to get her bearings and realize, how all the players at the table interacted. She saw her uncle, the fact that Vanessa was seated next to Archibald. Timothy could tell she was having the time of her life watching him boil in his own juices, seeing his plans going down the gutter.




“Come on, Timothy, entertain our Maggie, she has a particular cunning sense of humor, but when you get to know her, she is awfully fun to be around.” Jacqueline addressed Timothy, for the first time that evening. Timothy winced and tried to pretend polite interest for what Maggie had to say.




The main course was a culinary masterpiece—a tender, perfectly cooked chateaubriand, adorned with a decadent truffle sauce and accompanied by an array of seasonal vegetables. A symphony of flavors filled the room as the guests savored each exquisite bite. During dinner, the conversation moved on about politics, the economy, how tasty the food was and then finally on to the seemingly benign topic of the new zoo that had just reopened nearby. Timothy could see Maggie’s crimson red lips begin smiling in a cocky self-assured way. But it was when he noticed the small bronze colored key hanging from her necklace. Was it…? Could it be? As she fiddled with it, she spoke to the table.




“Did you hear about the controversy at the zoo regarding their caging protocols? I have been reading recently that animals locked in small cages are actually healthier. It seems that male birds like the security of tighter confinement.” Maggie lingered with her gaze on Timothy for a moment, a split second longer than her narration would warrant. Then she continued. “Surprisingly, it also seems that more aggressive species of male tigers and leopards, also prefer smaller cages. Something about a sense of place and their defined roles… you know, less freedom with less stress.” The ladies gave a giggle. Maggie, encouraged by the fact that the rest of the table stopped speaking to listen to her, added a bit of drama and spoke a bit louder. “Research is showing that males become more docile and obedient to their trainers when they are treated that way. There seems to be a distinct difference between genders in the research. Timothy, have you done any reading on this phenomenon yourself?”




Timothy gulped and looked away from Maggie’s coy smirking face, which barely contained her laughter.




“Oh, uhm… I have been very busy and have not followed that story,” Timothy stuttered.




Just then Beatrice looked over at Maggie and spoke up with a chuckle. “There are certainly a few men I have known that should be locked up!”  With that comment, the guests at dinner all laughed in agreement at the funny good-natured barb against men.




Timothy felt himself losing even more grip on his masculine ego, as Maggie looked over at him, holding her key necklace and winking to him. From there on, his mind raced back and forth as he tortured himself waiting for the dinner conversation to end. Dessert was an intricately designed three-tiered cake, adorned with edible flowers and delicate fondant decorations, reflecting Beatrice's favorite colors. It was served with scoops of artisanal gelato and accompanied by a selection of handcrafted chocolates. Finally, after dessert had been served, Timothy excused himself from the table, afraid to look toward Maggie as he departed. Vanessa seemed unconcerned about his sudden departure, she was laughing out loud about a joke that Archibald was telling, apparently encouraged by Vanessa’s easy-going manners.





Chapter 8













“You've been a good boy.” said Catherine to Marcel after their intense love making. “I feel satisfied in my needs and the time has come for a little treat! I'm going to celebrate your series of accomplishments today. Go over by the table near the mirror and open the drawer. Pull out the clothing and get yourself dressed for me.”




Marcel walked toward the mirror and reached for the drawer. In it was a white bra, crotchless panties, four strap garter belt, nylons, and blush pink suede stilettos. He was thinking that it was strange for Catherine to keep her lingerie here, and not in her closet dresser. But when he noticed the blonde wig and lipstick, he realized this was not her clothing.




“Go ahead. Don’t waste time and put it on. Make yourself look sexy for me! I get so turned on by scantily clad sissy gurls. When you are done, wait for me right at that table in front of the mirror. Stand facing the mirror, with your hands on the table.” Marcel knew not to hesitate. He had suffered enough severe punishment from her whip and cane because of his tardiness and hesitation in the past.




Marcel had never been feminized during their relationship, but he knew how to proceed with dressing. Mostly his role had just been to provide help during any sissy maid service. He was taught how to assist with dressing sissies for Catherine’s entertainment and told to observe them while serving snacks and drinks for her comfort.

As he dressed, Catherine got up and went into her closet room.




When she returned, Marcel was fully dressed in the white lingerie and the bush pink suede heels. His lips were a shimmery pink and his exercise toned body looked rather sexy in the female undergarments. He was holding the table, leaning on it, staring at himself in the mirror, coming to terms with how different he looked. His eyes opened a bit wider when he saw Catherine returning in the reflection of the mirror.




She was changed too, and she looked stunning, dominant. She strutted toward him. She was wearing a black leather bra that exposed her deep cleavage and she had pulled her hair back in a tight bun with a ponytail that made her look young and dangerous. Her shiny heels were steep and gave her a towering presence. She was not wearing any panties, but he barely noticed her naked exposed vagina, because just above it was an impressive 9-inch cock jutting from her hips. The dildo shaft was fleshy textured with veins and a distinct glans head at the top… much more violent and powerful looking than the feminine pink phallus that he had used to fuck her with earlier.




Catherine strode behind Marcel like a panther and pushed the head of her cock up through the crotchless panties and against his sphincter. She reached around with her fingers to tweak both his nipples with a sexy squeeze that teased him with pleasure. As she pressed her thighs against the back of his, she rested her chin on his left shoulder and cooed in his ear.




“You've been a good slave. Even today, so much selfless giving and no getting. Poor thing. You’ve learned the principles of the Femdom Service Trinity. You’ve proven to be a worthy sex slave. But a sex slave is not always needed to provide a Mistress with sexual pleasure. There may be times when she wants to cuckold you by enjoying the company of an alpha male. You will need to attend to her needs accordingly, perhaps as an obedient sissy maid, bringing drinks and ready to serve her and her lover while they kiss and enjoy the sexy fondling of each other’s bodies. Perhaps she will require you to massage her feet while she caresses her boyfriend. If you are lucky, she may tell you to kneel in the corner facing into the wall to give them privacy, while she fucks her stud.”




“At times you may be required to serve as a sissy gurl slut to your Mistress. That is when you get to take from your Mistress what she wants to give you. As the song lyrics go, ‘gurls just wanna have fun’! The good news for you is, I have decided to give you a special reward. Bend over the table more and look at yourself in the mirror. I just wanna have fun’ fucking you till you come from a sissygasm! I want you to learn what it's like to be a gurl and how it feels to experience an orgasm through penetration. It's OK if you wanna’ scream when you come. Many females enjoy making sounds, moaning when they come… and as a sissy slut you should also.”




With that said, Catherine slowly pushed her realistically manly dildo into Marcel's gurly boy pussy. She held his hips in place as she pushed the vein-ribbed shaft in and out with increasing speed. She stood up on the toes of her heels, forcefully driving her hips into him from her core muscles. He surrendered his gurly sex hole to her cock. He looked in the mirror at himself and realized she was tearing his ego down another rung, stripping more masculinity from his pride, and forcing him to now accept himself as a sissy gurl slave. How could he deny the personal humiliation he was witnessing in the mirror?




As he began seeing himself as a sissy gurl, the discomfort of Catherine fucking him began to turn pleasurable. Rather than doing the thrusting, he was being penetrated. It was a different sensation for sure, but as he began to go with it, he started to feel the pleasure rising. Looking into the mirror at Catherine’s face… there was that smile again.




“She is a mind reader. She is mind fucking me. She can tell when she is breaking me, that is her goal! She smiles that way at every stage when she breaks me down more,” he realized.




After displaying that now familiar smile of victory over his mind and thoughts, she closed her eyes the same way she had before. Catherine was deriving enormous pleasure from every thrust of penetration that emasculated him. In addition to the that arousal, and her success in breaking Marcel, she wore a custom-made dildo that extended backward into her pussy with a nub that rubbed her clitoris while she fucked.




Catherine pushed harder and wrapped her hand around his cock to squeeze it. To taunt it to the point of no return, she leaned forward to whisper in his ear.




“Little sissy gurl, remember your sissygasm is a demonstration of my power over you. You’ll come if I choose to make you come. You exist to serve me. I control your body. You’ll come if I make you come. Do you want to come? Beg me to make you come!”




Marcel panicked. She had stopped in the past at other times when he thought she was allowing him an orgasm. He begged her. “Mistress please, please, please, please Mistress. Just this once Mistress. Please! I want to be a good boy for you… a good gurl… please Mistress.”




“First tell me what you are.”




“Ah, I am your sissy gurl, your slave, whatever you tell me to be!”




“Yes, slave you may come. You may come on the count of three. When I push this cock into your gurly pussy for the third time, I want you to thank me. One… Two… Three!”




Hearing that, Marcel exploded uncontrollably from the pleasure of her cock induced sissygasm in his gurl pussy, all the while screaming, “Ah, ah... Thank you Mistress, thank you, thank you Mistress…”




As she heard his moans from that third thrust, Catherine had a simultaneous orgasm, knowing she had broken him... sealing his slave destiny.





Chapter 9














Timothy snuck away from the dining hall, tip-toed through the empty library with grave old portraits of grave old men, and made it unobserved to the doors of the wine cellar. The entrance was located opposite the winter garden, where he could see a young couple, passionately making out under the large leaves of the Elephant Ear plant. He didn’t want them to see him going in, but they were kissing so passionately, they didn’t give a damn who might be there. He opened the wooden cellar door and crept in, disappearing into the dark. The sudden drop in temperature made him shudder. He got there five minutes earlier than agreed. 




When he saw Maggie in there already, it threw him off his track. He had thought, a bit childishly, that he might gain some control of the situation by waiting in that very corner to scare her. Maggie stood boldly in front of one of the wine racks. She had changed from her skirt into tight black pants for the dance party, but still wore the striking crimson stilettos that matched her fresh coat of glossy lipstick. 




As he approached her, that same powerful smirking smile grew on her face. Seeing her, Timothy stormed over to where she was standing. “What… what the fuck are you doing?! Making jokes about cages and trying to embarrass me at the dinner table! Don't you know I have a videotape of you? Do you remember yourself sucking my cock? How would you like me to reveal that? What will people think of you after they see what a slut you are?”




Maggie wasn’t the least bit intimidated by his outburst. Not in the slightest. She simply pulled her phone out and held up a picture of Timothy in the pantry with his chastity cage exposed and his cock trapped inside.




“Well Timmie, seems like we're at a stalemate. I don't think you'll be doing anything of the sort to threaten me. If I talk, if I tell them what you forced me to do, you are a dead man. Do you think Uncle Richard will get over you playing with his precious princess daughter’s affections?” Timothy cursed under his breath. 




“Don’t get all worked up. Why don't you just be nice and settle down for a moment?” He remembered that when he first entered and observed her in the corner, she had popped a bottle and started drinking a glass of Champagne. Now she poured herself another. 




“Want some?” she chuckled. “Sorry, the little bubbles tingle my nose and make me giggle.” 

“No, thanks.” snapped Timothy coldly.




“Okay, as you please.” Maggie looked at him coyly for a few moments, but then what was on her mind just burst out. “As we now are pretty much equal in our blackmailing potential, it is perhaps time to get to know each other a little better. You know how they say - keep your friends close and your enemies even closer.”




“I’d rather settle this once and for all. I don’t think you and I have anything in common, or ever will.”




“Well, you might be quite surprised at what common interests we actually share. But first tell me, to get our conversation flowing, how many days have you been locked up? Do you dress yourself this way often, or is your girlfriend punishing you for masturbating too often? Or do you have a distant keyholder over the internet?”




Timothy paused, silently surprised over her knowledge of the subject. Now that they were both equally armed to destroy one another, he had to find another way besides angry intimidation to find a way to take charge. He absolutely must not let her have the upper hand on him. Maybe he should try to kill her with kindness. After all, she had always been so sweet and unassuming. If he tried that tactic instead, then maybe, when this was all over, once his cage was removed, he could drag her down to the wine cellar and give her a hard ass fucking for being so impertinent to him. For now, he had better be nice.




“Look Maggie, I am sorry, I can explain all this. I was wrong to come off so angry.”




“Well Timmie, that is more like it. Much more respectful. Now tell me all I want to know or are you such a sissy that you are actually scared of me?” Maggie teased him. Her eyes had a strange glint that was foreign to Timothy. This wasn’t the same girl he conquered last year. For some reason this realization made the hair on his back stand. He felt vibes from her that he couldn’t yet identify.




Timothy bit his lip at the sound of his little-boy name and suppressed the rage he felt inside as she overtly assaulted his masculinity. Having no other choice, he took a breath and continued.




“Well, I'm an investigative journalist and I'm working on an undercover story. I'm trying to expose a secret group.” Maggie’s eyes opened wider, but she kept her cool. “Wow... okay, continue!”




Timothy weighed his chances and realized that perhaps being honest might be the best strategy. “Rumor has it, this company has been money laundering, abusing women, and turning them into sex slaves for hire.” 




Maggie made a faux gasp. “Well, that’s sort of your thing, isn’t it? At least I thought that way before I saw that… metal thing.” Maggie, holding the champagne stem, wiggled her pinkie finger at his crotch. 




Timothy disregarded her degrading comment and went on. “The owner is a nasty bitch, who is dangerous from what I hear. I am undercover in her business to find the truth. They make new male employees wear chastity. I guess they don’t want new recruits having sex with any of the female slaves there.”




“So, they locked you up... and I assume only they can unlock you? How inconvenient for you with me here again now”, she taunted him with a chuckle. “Do they ever let you out for good behavior?” she teased.




Timothy held his temper again. “Monday is when the real investigation begins. I start going to work there on the premises. I’ll know a lot more after I am exposed to the inside of the facility and other workers there.”




“Wow, that’s a hell of a serious business…” Playing him along, Maggie prodded his ego and sense of importance. “What is the name of the place? Did I ever hear about the company?” she asked.




“Sorry, I can’t tell you that information at this point. It’s confidential until I get my story. Very hush hush! Wait till the scandal I am investigating blows open in the news. Afterwards, it won’t matter that I wore a cock cage to cover this story.”




“I see now, it makes a lot of sense. Of course, that justifies it. What is it a few days in the cage, when you can have the reporting story of your life? This is a big thing!” Maggie looked suddenly eager and curious. She led him along with a concerned look that said, “maybe the situation is turning to your favor?”




Timothy was feeling more confident now, sensing that Maggie was deferring to him, like the times before. Feeling his old arrogance returning, Timothy was now happy to brag about himself and the answer to that specific question. “When I am done, I’ll be a celebrated journalist again. I’ll be able to call my own shots. People will talk about my success in this town. I expect to be invited to parties and events as a guest of honor.” He added, more to himself than her, “I will regale the attendees by recanting my personal experience and the danger I faced. They will be so impressed!”




Timothy paused for a moment as his masculine ego enjoyed the celebratory fantasy washing over him. 




“Oh yes, they will be very, very impressed!” Maggie encouraged him. Timothy was beginning to feel like his old self, the master of the moment, the manipulator of women again.




“… And I suspect when that happens, you will also be begging to see me. Saying to your friends that you know me, and maybe bragging to them that I’ve had sex with you! Don’t worry, I’ll still bring you down to the wine cellar here and let you suck my cock. I’ll even fuck you, so that your pussy can get in on the fun that your mouth is having with my cock.”




“Oh yes, that’s awfully generous of you!” Maggie stood licking her lips with a smile on her face and watching Timothy unravel his true self through his thoughts and words. 




“… And that fucking bitch at the paper… she will be sorry!” Timothy said darkly.




“Who?”




“My boss, the old hag. Sexy as fuck, but damn is she a bitch! Anyway, she won’t treat me like a spare anymore! After I publish my series of articles, she won’t be able to threaten me with getting fired. I’ll choose the stories I want to write. I’ll also demand that she pay me a much higher salary than I earn now… just for the privilege of having me on her payroll. Oh yes, she will also fall in line and never be a bitch to me again.”




Maggie, who was leaning against the wine rack, wore an amused smile. “Well, I can tell she is making you feel like she reigns over you. Over me too. It makes me pissed at times.” Maggie amused herself with a knowing laugh.




“What did you say?” Timothy said, distractedly. 




“I am saying that some women are just born to reign, it is in their nature to do so. This is the characteristic of all powerful women. In your case, they are capable of driving you to your knees with a few well-chosen words!” Maggie uncrossed her legs and stood taller. She walked forward to where Timothy was standing. Her arms were folded in front of her, just below her breasts. She looked like a sexy vixen stalking him. Timothy shuddered in fear of the pain coming to his cock and confessed more.




“I shouldn't tell you this, but the people at the company, they warned me against any arousal, while wearing the cage. They told me there would be consequences if I did not guard my thoughts. If I get aroused, I get electric shocks!” Saying this made Timothy feel valiant and strong-willed, because for the sake of his articles he was willing not only to face danger, but also suffer pain.




“Don’t say!” Maggie said in a mock shock. “You are incredibly brave… The lengths you are willing to go to get your thing.” 




Was this a double entendre? Timothy’s brain was wired to analyze what girls say and twist it into the promise of sex. This kicked in automatically, even though at this time there was no chance to have the kind of sex that made him feel like a man in his mind. The atmosphere was changing. He could see her moistened lips parting slightly and her eyes getting veiled, and half closed. This was the expression he learned to associate with arousal. She suddenly got closer to him. She was so sexy in those shoes and the tight pants, with her breasts so invitingly contoured in her blouse. Those crimson red lips… He now seriously feared having an erection, he still couldn’t keep his impulses under control. 




“Come on, you remember what I said. I know I’m pretty much irresistible, but you need to wait for me to get rid of this damn cage. After that you can come to my place... come when Vanessa’s out. Then I can… ouch!” the cage reacted to the swelling of his cock, “then… I can… Uh, I need to breathe… You know, ouch, fuck you until you scream with pleasure… oooouch! But I must not get aroused, not now, you remember?”




“Oh, but this dirty talk makes me ache for sex right now. Do you remember the last time? It was right here…” She moved even closer to him. He could feel the warmth of her breath on his cheek. She leaned over him and pressed herself against him, licking his cheek and giving him a long, wet kiss. 




“You taught me how to satisfy a man with my mouth, do you recall at all?” Timothy remembered. Of course, he did! The experience neatly fit into the secret collection of his most favorite fantasies that he used whenever he felt like fortifying his male ego. The memory of her naivety, her eyes wide open in surprise and horror, how he effortlessly played her to get what he wanted. The triumph, the warm, fuzzy feeling of being on top of the situation… Wasn’t it what he always strived for? The sense of control that would get rid of the feeling of being a powerless, harmless boy, at the mercy of others. 




The fact that she wore the same perfume with cherry undertones certainly didn’t help him keep his calm. The rush of power, the invigorating sense of masculinity he felt last time, when he manipulated her into obliging him, all came back to him. She appeared even more alluring now, a helpless female captivated by him, a true woman he could claim and subdue.




“I’ve been thinking about it, you know…” Maggie said in a husky voice and stared deeply into his eyes. “Often…” He locked eyes with hers and it was as if he was being hypnotized by a predator… he couldn’t look away. She very slowly licked her lips without breaking eye contact. “When I’m alone in bed, I recall every detail.” Her suggestive manner of speaking made him feel it all over again. “You taught me a lesson… you know?”




There it went. His arousal was spiraling out of control. One impulse after another, sting, sting, sting, getting crueller each moment. He curled in pain. “Oh, stop that!” Timothy wailed. It seemed every time that he tried NOT to think something sexy, he was thinking precisely that. He was thinking about shoving his cock deep into her, banging her whole body into motion, thrusting deeply, roughly pumping like his life depended on it until he released an abundance of sperm into her, feeling like a king. 




Maggie was right at him. “Each - time - I - remember…” she began to unbutton her blouse and made pauses with each button. I get such a sense of female empowerment.” He rested his hand on a rack to support himself, the erection getting scared away by the shocks, he was rallying his strength. “A sense of…?” he babbled, confused. But then he saw it. 




She opened her blouse, so he could see her heavenly boobs, her delicious virgin nipples exposed below a sheer lace bra, designed for one and only purpose: to drive males insane with lust. His fantasy to fuck her again began to expand like the universe after the big bang. “Oooouch!” he yelped, and again, and again, as the electric shocks were getting ever more intense.




“Because you treated me so well,” she said condescendingly while stroking her breasts, “I realized what my true vocation is.” Struck by electric shocks again, he began howling like a mad dog. Thankfully, the party had already started upstairs and no one, not even the lovers under the Elephant Ears plant would be able to hear. Muted beats sounded from above and made a fitting background to Timothy’s predicament. Finally, the pain caused the erection to subside, and he was breathing hard, as if he was just rallying from sprinting for a morning bus.




He was standing bent over, weakly leaning forward. Maggie lifted his chin, holding it in her left hand and then gently put her right forearm over his hunched shoulders. In a dangling feminine way with her wrist hanging over his back, she put her cheek against his face and leaned in to place her crimson lips near his ear. Speaking in a whisper, Maggie began, echoing his machismo, which she now owned. “I have a secret for you, something you should know, darling Timmie.”




Timothy gulped emptily as he looked at her, clutching his sides. “Wha... What is it?!”




She was taking her time before she carefully mouthed the words: 




“I’m your boss’s daughter.”




BAM! The shot was fired, and Timothy reeled from it. The physical pain from the shocks that were sent by the device were suddenly rendered harmless, as a new fear from this powerful female force replaced it in his calculating mind. His masculine ego went spiraling downward out of control.




“Checkmate.” she said with feline elegance as she walked to the wine table. With triumph in her voice, she poured another glass of Champagne. Feeling like the quintessential sexy vixen, she glared into his defeated glassy eyes, and raised a toast to herself. She knew her mother would be proud!




“To us the powerful women, to my mother, who taught me how to deal with assholes like you! Anyway, mom doesn’t know about you and me yet,” she whispered, “Lucky for you too! Do you think she would take kindly to you abusing her daughter, screwing her around… and what if she knew how you speak of the both of us? Oh no. I don’t think you will be fucking with me anymore. And I will never be sucking your cock.” Timothy stared; his mind was feverish as it only gradually dawned on him what all of this meant. 




“I don’t think you will have your career as a journalist… if I tell my mother about us. Poor boy. Thank you for your earlier candor, but you now have some choices to make to help your predicament.” She walked around him, taking in the delicious form of a humiliated boy, who once believed himself capable of mastering women. 




“Timmie, don’t despair. Perhaps you’ll find me magnanimous after all! Perhaps you will have your little career if I allow you to.” He slowly raised his head, a glimmer of hope in his eye. 




“...But that remains to be seen and will depend entirely on your attitude. First, take down your pants. Don’t stare like that, I mean it.” 




His sense of emptied male empowerment was being replaced by fear. When his brain concluded that all was lost, he found a surprising sense of relief, by seeking comfort in surrendering and submitting. She knew too much. She could crush him like a beetle under her heel. He mechanically obeyed and pulled down his trousers and Emporio Armani boxers he had gotten from Vanessa. 

“Good boy.” She was looking at his cock in the device and smirking so he could see her pity. She was testing the female tools of humiliation she could use to further his conversion to slavery. Her looking at what used to be his pride made his penis jerk, a completely automatic reaction. He received another wave of shocks. “Good boy”, she said to him at that sign of success.




“Right! Now you will pledge yourself to me. Promise to do whatever I ask!”




Timothy was in agony. His brain was lagging behind after the change of circumstances. This couldn’t be happening to him… He was the master, he had to be! Ever since he left his family, his alcoholic father, his timid mother, he knew he needed to be the biggest bully in the playground to survive. The tricks he learned at home to avoid getting beaten, all the manipulative strategies he deployed to navigate his life, he knew he needed to, he would prevail and dominate everyone and everything that came his way, taking advantage of women especially, as they were the easiest target. All of his selfish masculine ego was returning to him, when Maggie said:




“You’re hesitating. I think you need some encouragement to make your decision.”




Maggie walked behind Timothy, now immobile and standing like statue, all snarled up at the ankles by his pants and underwear. She reached into the wine rack to grab a wooden dowel. Moving suddenly, she struck his naked ass with the thin wispy cane-like dowel. 




“CRACK, CRACK, CRACK, CRACK, CRACK!”




A shrieking howl and series of crying moans spilled from a now cowering Timothy. He struggled as he staggered to keep his balance. The chilly environment of the wine cellar primed his skin, he felt like a thousand strokes were delivered instead of five.




“MORE? I’ll ask again, my little Bitch Boy. Do you need more encouragement to pledge yourself to me? You seem so loose using that ‘bitch’ term with others... like my dear mom perhaps? It’s time you owned it yourself! Make up your fucking mind Timmie, or I am going to keep exercising my arm, bitch boy.”




“CRACK, CRACK, CRACK!... This is for my mom, who isn’t here today.”




Timothy had no choice. No escape. Nowhere to go. He felt weakened and wanted to fight. But as his masculine power sapped out of him there arose something comforting about submitting to her female force that was overcoming him. It was weirdly sexual and invigorating. All his scheming, his cunning plans to become the man he knew he had to become to escape his inner demons, lay in ruins. 




Feeling broken, he recalled what Maggie had described earlier about the zoo lions in captivity. He now identified with them and found solace in less stature and submission to the small confinement of his cage. He understood now that the oppressive nature of the name Timmie was to further diminish his identity. Maggie was now his trainer and the less choices he had.... the less fear he faced. 




“Let me repeat… I want you to kneel and pledge yourself to me. To do whatever I ask. What say you?”




Timothy had to do what she demanded now. He took a deep breath. He reached out with his hands in front to carry his body weight down, grimaced in pain, and lowered himself to the floor. Driven by her victorious dominance over him, he assumed a position on his knees and surrendered to her authority over him. Once there, in his submissive place, he felt the sublime release to her authority as a salve to his pain. He was feeling only one answer was right.




“Yes!”




“Yes who?”




“Yes Maggie!”




“Goddess is more proper.”




He looked up at Maggie, who was standing tall in her stiletto heels, tight pants and tight top facing him with her crimson red lipstick smile. Her matching red nails were calling attention to themselves by clicking loudly against the wine rack.




Stilettos clicking as well, she strutted toward him while sipping her Champagne. In an instant she splashed the rest of the bubbly golden liquid directly into his face. “Get used to wetness dripping down into your mouth. In the future, there’ll be a different flavor of golden nectar that you’ll be begging me for! By the way Timmie, my name is Goddess Maggie. So let me hear your pledge again, in full.”




“Yes Goddess Maggie, I pledge to obey you, whatever you ask.”




“Very good bitch boy Timmie, you are a fast learner. So, let’s seal this pledge with a gift. Sometimes oaths and pledges are sealed with blood. That doesn’t work for me. Since you are already on your knees, I want you to repeat your pledge. But before that, put your middle finger in your mouth. Suck it, wet it well. Good boy. Is it really wet? Good. Now take that middle finger and push it up into your asshole, bitch boy Timmie. Right now! Repeat your pledge to me right now… repeat it to me that way until I tell you to stop!”




Timothy had no will to resist. The lingering burn from his caning was too much. The only solace he found was in submission to Maggie’s will.




“Yes Goddess Maggie, I pledge to obey you, whatever you ask.”




“Yes Goddess Maggie, I pledge to obey you, whatever you ask.” 




“Yes Goddess Maggie, …”




Suddenly a creaking sound of opening doors was heard. Maggie and Timothy froze. A ringing laughter could be heard. Someone was up the stairs!








Chapter 10














Marcel's dark hair shimmered under the dappled sunlight that filtered through the leaves of the large oak tree. He stood there, heart pounding, as he waited for Ivy. He hurried to the spot where he and Ivy used to meet ever since they were kids. He had a good reason. The text he had received from her two hours ago read: “I need to meet you ASAP.” But it wasn’t just that. Several hours before the arrival of the message he had seen something peculiar, that made him to cancel all his obligations and plans. He unceremoniously announced to the shift manager of his KFC job that he had an emergency and needed to leave immediately. Even if he had stayed, his work would be lousy at best, as he was still rallying from the mind-blowing previous day with Catherine. Now he was hurrying to the place of their meeting.




At that time of the day the park was the picture of tranquility and peace, with an occasional dog walker or a mother with a stroller passing by. The air was filled with the sweet scent of blooming flowers, a nostalgic aroma that took him back to their carefree days in the park. As Marcel gazed up into the branches of the old oak, he couldn't help but be transported back to those innocent moments of their youth. Ivy had always been a bundle of energy, her laughter like the music that fueled his soul. They had shared countless afternoons beneath this very tree, dreaming and exploring ideas, their imaginations intertwining like the branches above.




He remembered how she used to climb the tree with fearless grace, her smile radiant as she urged him to join her among the branches. But even then, Marcel's heart was never up for the challenge of heights. Instead, he would stay at the base of the oak, looking up at her with adoration as she laughed, her hair dancing in the breeze.




The memories rushed back like a river breaking through a dam. They were detectives solving imaginary mysteries, artists creating masterpieces in the dirt, and knights defending their kingdom from invisible foes. The world was their canvas, and the park their realm of endless possibilities.




Marcel's heart fluttered with anticipation as he spotted Ivy, her golden hair cascading down her shoulders, the sun catching the highlights in her eyes. She looked just as he remembered her from those cherished days.




"Hey, Marcel!" Ivy called out and waved, her voice carrying the same warmth it always did, but somehow today it had a weird high-pitched tone. She was agitated, even though she masked it with her wide, irresistible smile that made everybody smile back at her.




"Hi, Ivy," he replied, trying to keep his composure. She wrapped her arms around him and pressed him tight. She was wearing a light blue cashmere sweater, ridiculously soft and cuddly. But he couldn’t put into the hug all the affection he harbored. He had to guard the position of his hips, otherwise she might get shocked with what might be mistaken for erection. It was, of course, his cage. Needless to say, when she pressed her body against his, the cage sent a slight shock. He already mastered the skill to drive his mind away from erotic thoughts and when she let go, he was safe and composed again.




“What is it, Ivy? I can tell there is something going on.”




She gave an unnatural little laugh. “Well, I hardly know where to start…” Only then Marcel realized that Ivy was holding a leather-bound little book. She was clenching it nervously, her knuckles turning white. 




“Perhaps you would like to take a stroll to relax a bit? Whenever you feel like it, you can tell me.”




Ivy agreed and they left the blissful shadow of the old oak, and they walked side by side. Ivy was searching for words and Marcel wasn’t pressing her.




“You know, this might come across really weird… But you are the only friend I can talk to, the only person I trust unreservedly.”




“You can tell me anything, Ivy. You know that your guilty secret is safe with me.” Ivy glanced at him and laughed at his gallant quotation from Gone with the Wind, the movie they saw together perhaps a thousand times.




“I know. It isn’t a question of your discretion. I’m probably afraid that you might think ill of me and my family after what I want to share with you.”  




“I doubt that anything you say or do would make me think poorly of you, honestly.”




“Okay, if you say it now, let’s see what you think afterwards.” Ivy slowly opened the little book and started to read out loud.
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Teaser







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




Volume 3 of Enslaved and Feminized by Dommes is already available for pre-order! 




Another dose of addictive read in the form of the third volume of the popular Enslaved and Feminized by Dommes is about to get published! Pre-order now! 




What plans has Catherine for her favorite toy, Marcel? What was the secret Ivy told Marcel about her family? Is Timothy’s ordeal at the house of his girlfriend’s parents over, or is he about to fall even deeper into the rabbit hole of submissive humiliation at the hands of the diabolical Maggie? There are secrets to be revealed and one thing is for certain - Ivy, Marcel and Timothy are in for mind blowing adventures full of Femdom and male submission you will not be able to put down.




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 3 now and use the pre-order feature to save money and have your copy delivered as soon as it comes out! 
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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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