

Enslaved and Feminized by Dommes vol. 3

A Femdom story of Revenge, Chastity, and Feminization 

PhDomme Emma

Edited by: Dan Sullivan  (readyspirit@gmail.com)

The University of Slavery and Servitude

[image: ]


Copyright © 2023 PhDomme Emma

All rights reserved

The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.

No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the publisher.

For permission requests, write to the publisher.
contact@universityofslavery.com

ISBN-13:   9798861765077

Cover design by: Art Painter and PhDomme Emma
Printed in the United States of America



One great friendship will outlive forty average loves. Thank you my editor, Dan Sullivan! (readyspirit@gmail.com)

Thanks go also to my life-long friend, who came with the original story idea of the laundry and cleaning company and the characters.


Contents

Title Page

Copyright

Dedication

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

Teaser

About The Author

Books By This Author


Chapter 1













A kaleidoscope of colors painted the landscape, as the magical hour arrived. On the vast premises of the grand mansion, the enchanting garden had transformed into a parade of film characters. Beatrice, the birthday girl, wished her guests to bring movie costumes for a funny evening, deciding for a mash up of a garden party and a carnival under the open sky. Carrying around trays with refreshments were waiters dressed in kinky animal costumes with latex masks and costumes of various colours, including dogs, cats and frogs.




A large female poodle - a human by form, but a dog by head, with pink stockings and high stripper shoes with heels, was making her way through the crowd, serving drinks. Her vision in the mask was limited, but she could tell that people looked at her and made jokes. She had to look hideously bizarre indeed and was sorely aware of that. A rolling laughter accompanied her anywhere she went. She was serving champagne. Sweating profusely under the large poodle latex head, and cursing under her breath, she made her way among the people. Her legs were wobbly - she wasn’t used to wearing heels at all. There was a teenage girl, who was leading the poodle on her leash, making quite a show of it wiggling her butt in her super short skirt in the style of a Japanese schoolgirl.




Jackie, the mother of the birthday girl, sported a long, flowing black robe with high collar and the iconic horns, a representation of Maleficent. She glided through the crowd with the bearing of a Duchess, aware that she looked completely stunning. Beatrice, who just walked arm in arm with her, decided for the costume of a seductive vampire queen with a dark, elegant gown, a choker, and elaborate makeup with red lips and smoky eyes. They looked like the most sexy ambassadors hell has ever dispatched to walk the earth.




Jackie just noticed the giant poodle and wrinkled her nose. “Beatrice, was this necessary? Some of the older folks might get offended…”




For the last hour Timothy found himself in what appeared to be a very bad dream turned into an absurd nightmare. Now he was converted into a kinky poodle servant, instructed to serve the guests. He mechanically stuck the tray under peoples’ noses so that they could offer themselves wine. If it wasn’t enough, under the large latex mask of the poodle, Timothy wore an electric training collar for dogs, so that he wouldn’t try to escape before his torturessess allowed him to. A guard that Maggie ascribed to him, Pamela, was holding a leash to his collar in her petite hands and was always ready to use the remote control to the collar.




“Pamela, please, remove the poodle from my mothers’ sight, she is too prudish to enjoy the cool ideas of you lot.” Beatrice winked at the youngster in the costume of a Japanese schoolgirl and showed her vampire teeth. “...and I’m sure many still didn’t see her. Auntie Cordelia didn’t, and we cannot make her miss the pleasure to see the finest specimen of poodles. Did you know she breeds them? Perhaps she will lend us one of her finest males and we will have cute puppies.” 




Jackie, her mom, rolled her eyes. “You have a perverted joy of shocking people, I don’t know where you got this.”




Pamela, however, stopped to talk to a male friend and didn’t feel inclined to “remove the poodle,” so the human dog had to patiently wait, the leash kept tight.




“Come on, mom, it is my birthday! I wanted to make this feel like the Island of Doctor Moreau, don’t you agree I succeeded in that?” 




“Well, Bee, unlike your father, I’m not a particular fan of horrors and I’m sure he isn’t a fan either, when it is crossed with a fetish party. I can’t see why you always have to shock.” Jackie sighed. 




Beatrice danced away with ringing laughter leaving Jackie, Pamela and the leashed poodle to their devices.




“Mom, have you seen Timothy?” asked his girlfriend Vanessa, who just arrived into the garden after looking for him everywhere. She was wearing the Harley Quinn costume, complete with fishnet stockings, Daddy's Little Monster t-shirt and a wig with blue and pink pigtails. 




“Wow, you look just like Margot Robbie!” said Pamela warmly. Vanessa gave her a radiant smile, before noticing the towering figure of the large, waiting poodle. She scanned the pinkish oddity from head to toe with a mildly apprehensive look. She took in the pink shoes, the edgy shape of legs perched on them, the shiny spandex bodice with fluffy skirt and a cotton tail.




“Well, Timothy was supposed to wear his Superman costume, but he didn’t return to the room.” 




Pamela smiled. “Maybe he realized that he wasn’t comfortable in that costume, you know, the Superman.”




Vanessa measured her suspiciously. “How do you know what costume he brought with him?” 




“Oh…” Pamela covered her mouth in faux shock and then giggled. “I was just guessing. Perhaps he fancied trying something less…macho? We have a number of other costumes for people to borrow, perhaps he dropped by our inventory. He must be here… somewhere.” 




Beatrice, who just showed up with a tall glass of Sex on the beach, nodded. “Makes sense. Chances are he decided not to go for the most stupidly boastful option…but if I should bet, he will arrive dressed as Napoleon or Genghis Khan. Anything to uphold his fragile inflated ego!”




Vanessa opened her mouth to defend her boyfriend, but her mother intercepted, “Archie asked about you… Oh, look, there he goes!” Jackie exclaimed and pointed into the sea of the confusing crowd of colors, structures and bodies, gathered around the podium, where the first performance of the evening was taking place amid fascinated ohs and ahs. 




Vanessa blinked incredulously, not sure if her eyes didn’t deceive her. “You must be kidding me!” the corners of her mouth stretched wide with an enthusiastic smile as Archibald was making his way to her through the crowd.




Archibald, Vanessa’s avid suitor, who was entertaining her to Timothy’s intense irritation throughout the dinner, arrived in the costume of the Phoenix’s Joker. His face painted, wearing an orange vest under an oversized red jacket, he looked like he escaped the Todd Phillips' film. 




“Is it just me, or is it getting crazier out there?” he said nonchalantly, when he reached her. His hair painted green sleekly combed back and the costume lended him the confidence and easiness of manners he lacked in everyday life. He kissed her hand with the airs of a serial marriage fraudster and lingered with his lips on the back of her hand while maintaining intense eye contact.




“Everybody is awful these days. It’s enough to make everyone crazy.” quoted readily Vanessa. Timothy, who was watching the whole scene from under his mask, knew what the look on her face meant. She is very much into him, damn bitch.




"Ah, my dear Vanessa, a coincidence is just the universe showing off its sense of humor," Archie quipped, his words accompanied by an amused chuckle. He kept to himself that it wasn’t a coincidence at all and that it actually was Vanessa's father, who advised him to impress her with a Joker related costume. 




So it was true, his instinct didn’t deceive him, Timothy thought. Archibald’s long arm wandered about Vanessa’s shoulder. That asshole was trying to get Vanessa, clearly elated that he, Timothy, was somehow miraculously out of the way. The pink poodle stood glued to the spot, right next to the laughing Vanessa and Archibald as they exchanged flirty remarks, feeling anger and humiliation coursing through him.




How did this even happen? Timothy's memory was playing tricks on him, nothing seemed true anymore. It was just yesterday when he felt the master of his fate. Now, all was slipping from him, like sand between his fingers. He couldn’t even guess that Maggie’s triumphant victory over him in the wine cellar was just the beginning. 




Back then, Maggie outsmarted him and used her sudden superiority to punish his ass. Timothy thought it could hardly get any worse! But then they suddenly heard the creaking door and from above the descending steps. 




“Maggie? Are you there?” Sounded the echoing, high-pitched voices. Timothy, who felt like his blood had just turned into ice in his veins, stood rooted to the spot.




“Right here, come down, I have something fun to show you!” 




Timothy’s recollections were interrupted by the shrill voice of Beatrice, who just bursted out laughing after Archie told them one of the silly Ivy League jokes. Soon they stopped speaking to watch the little orchestra play Stravinsky’s Rite of Spring on the lavishly decorated podium.




Archie soon broke the religious awe of the listeners. “I always think that Stravinsky’s masterful synthesis of dissonance and consonance imparts a visceral urgency… a sort of a seismic dissonant catharsis, while simultaneously unveiling an eloquent profundity that challenges prevailing musical paradigms with an audacious embrace of prismatic harmonies,” he said with pathetically exaggerated tone. Timothy’s blood was beginning to boil. What a pretentious poseur! Timothy wished nothing more than to jerk the mask off his head and hand him out a sound thrashing. But he couldn’t do it, or he would be humiliated forever. Pamela, Maggie’s sadistic sidekick, was clearly commissioned to watch him. She held the remote to the electric device he dreaded.




Standing there, shivering with rage and feeling of inferiority, the glasses on his tray were vibrating just as if they were struck by an earthquake. Archibald took a glass of wine from the tray the female poodle was carrying, without bothering to say thank you and behind Vanessa’s back made the gesture at the poodle to fuck off and not disturb them any longer. 




As if that wasn't enough, Timothy could see through the netted holes in his mask that a train of girls had just arrived, with Maggie in the lead. She walked, slightly leaning backwards like Victoria’s Secret models, swaying on her shiny black stilettos, matching perfectly the shining latex catsuit of the Catwoman character she impersonated. It added to her allure that she was flanked by a little army of faithful, the schoolgirls, as he called them. 




Maggie arrived to the group and had to shout out loud, as the orchestra was just performing a specially noisy part of the symphony. “So, how do you like the finishing touches to the waiters’ costumes?” 




“You completely exceeded expectations! Look at this poodle, this will drive Auntie Cordelia up the wall.” Beatrice laughed. “Look, she is sitting right there, the old hag.”




“Well, it surely will! I’m almost sorry for her, only I’m not!” Vanessa laughed. Auntie Cordelia was a very nosy sort of old Lady and when they were kids, she always plagued her and Beatrice with impertinent questions about their nonexistent boyfriends. 




“It is extremely bizarre, I couldn’t have made it up myself. You are a kinkster, aren’t you? I wonder what poor bloke is under the mask…” Vanessa raised her hand just as if she was about to try and look under the mask, but Pamela protected her poodle. 




“Well, that’s part of the fun, doesn’t it?! Not knowing. Perhaps you’d be surprised!” 




“I just hope it isn’t Timothy, now that I cannot find him anywhere. He might have taken the fancy to try something new, as Pamela put it.” Everyone shouted out in laughter. “I fail to see how anyone with any dignity at all could wear this… It is probably a loser in desperate need for money, or someone without any spine at all.” 




“In fact, he is the sort of guy who actually enjoys this. Don’t you, female poodle?” Maggie teased.




“Is he?” wondered Vanessa incredulously. Archibald looked at the poodle with poorly concealed disgust. 




Maggie prodded the poodle unceremoniously with her riding crop, the handy accessory of her catwoman’s costume. “Am I not correct, poodle?! Tell us, how you enjoy serving at the party, everyone laughing at you.” Maggie nudged Timothy into the ribs through the shiny pink bodice that covered his middle section. “Tell them, that you begged me to put this costume on you, how you pleaded with me to make you look as ridiculous as possible!”




Timothy tried his best to make his voice sound different, but the mask muffled and deepened his voice, it sounded as if he was speaking from a well. “Yes, Goddess Maggie.”




Timothy received a powerful sting from his chastity cage. Maggie succeeded in a few short hours to condition him. Now he got aroused with humiliation. Just saying her name made him get aroused. He jerked himself without really wanting to. Vanessa, Beatrice and Archibald looked at him like he was a specimen of an extremely rare stinking beetle - with a mixture of interest and disgust. 




“Is he… mentally challenged?” Beatrice asked, judging from his spasmodic jerks. “Oh no, not at all, he is just a bit aroused.” 




“Aroused?! By what?” Vanessa gaped. 




“Well, by me talking of him as her, and the fact that he feels humiliated by the comments.” Maggie explained with an air of scholarly professionalism. “In fact, if you want to make him feel even better, you can try to say something very humiliating and see how she, the pretty poodle, jerks herself even more.” 




“Let me do this, I can handle it like a pro, bet this will make him come.” said Archibald nastily. “Look at yourself, you pathetic pink pig in a wig, you look like a cheap cabaret imitator of Dolly Parton.” Everyone was rolling with laughter, Vanessa most of them. 




“Of course, our poodle enjoys most of all getting humiliated by women, you see?” Maggie explained.




“Okay,” Vanessa put her hands to her hips and blew a large bubble of pink chewing gum. When it bursted, she slowly drew it into her mouth and twirled her baseball bat. “Well, let’s enjoy this a bit more, then. I have seen a large Great Dane serving the canapés, could we perhaps make some puppies? I’d like to see them get busy!” 











Chapter 2











Sitting under the large oak tree with bark creased like the rough, tanned skin of an old sailor, Ivy opened the leather-bound little book. She was sitting on the fork between the two large branches and Marcel happily adopted his place one level lower on a low hanging branch, just like they used to sit when they were children. 

“This is what my mother wrote for me before she died. She was in the hospital for several months and apparently, she gave this a lot of effort and energy. I remember how she was losing weight until she disappeared altogether.” Ivy said.




Marcel could see Ivy transport herself back to that unhappy time and it was heartbreaking to witness. 




“I remember being just eight, I was in fact angry with her…” a sob escaped her, “you know, for leaving me and dad behind.” She breathed in with her nose and threw her shiny hair to compose herself. Marcel could imagine her pain and couldn’t think of a better gesture than to put his hand awkwardly on her shoe, which was right at the level of his chest. He found himself stroking it with an absurd degree of gentleness and reverence. She didn’t pull away, only smiled gently. What did he read in her eyes? It was a different expression from what he was used to seeing in her eyes. Was it her mother’s influence that made her expression change? But no. In an instant she was her old self. Perhaps he just dreamed that. 




Ivy used her fingers to twist her hair at the top of her head and fixed it with a hair band. The fresh-scented blowing wind was constantly driving her silky hair into her face and obfuscating the view of Patricia’s minuscule, elegant handwriting on the small pages. Ivy looked irresistible, her slender neck and delicate ears drawing a pretty feminine curve. 




“It is so silly of me… as if my mother had a choice. It was tough losing a parent as a child this young.” Ivy stroked the little book affectionately, as if the soul of her mother was somehow preserved in it. “Well, anyway… that’s over for me now. You asked me about the secret and here it is. Now let’s see if you remain as loyal to me when you know….” She opened the book and read out loud.




Dear girl! 




I cannot say how overjoyed I am that you show interest in what I have to say, and that you are brave enough to keep reading this manual. I warned you that once you open Pandora’s box, life will never be the same. Yet, here you are, reading on! You are every bit as eager to learn as I once was. I’m incredibly proud of who you have become. My heart swells with pride and affection, imagining you, young, fresh, and beautiful, with the world at your feet. From this day on You are the steering Commandress of your fate. I will be the eternal Guardian behind you, helping you to use our secret to turn your life into a magnificent adventure. 




Be warned though, this journey is not for the weak of heart! You will be forced to let go of cherished views and deeply seated perceptions of social strata. The world will henceforth look very different to your eyes and even though it might seem intimidating at first, you will be far better for it. My hand is steady when I write these words because I know deep down that this task I set for you is not above you... and even though you don’t know it just yet, you already possess all the character it takes to succeed. 




I want to give you a few secrets of life, so to speak. To help you reach into your soul and find the answers there to your dreams and destiny. You may not believe this, but you were born with a divine feminine mystique. An inborn talent to claim the hearts of the other half of the humanity and become the ruler of their minds, bodies, and souls.




Ivy stopped reading and looked at Marcel quizzically. “Do you already see where this is heading?” Marcel was listening with an eager, laser sharp focus, but Patricia’s eloquent style didn’t seem straight forward enough, and he was lost.




“Uh… she spoke about the mystical female divinity or such.” Marcel said uncertainly. “And that she is proud of you. She clearly thinks you have some hidden talent, perhaps it will turn out you are a witch, but with all due respect you are a bit too old to start at Hogwarts now.” he tried to joke, and she gave a half-hearted laugh. He cursed himself immediately for trying to make fun, considering how nervous Ivy seemed. 




She sighed, “Well, I sort of thought that you may know, considering…” she paused, but she wanted to say “...what passed between Mrs. Keller and you.”




“Should I read on?” Ivy asked instead, with a look in the corner of her eye that again made Marcel think of her mother...




“By all means, perhaps I will finally get it.” 




Ivy cleared her throat and read on: 




Even though you don’t know it yet, you already have Mother Nature’s gift of natural authority over men. Authority that can help you make or break any man in existence, regardless of whether he is seen by the world as a man of power or consequence. You can have any man in the world respond to you in any way you desire. You can drive him to his knees or take all his worldly possessions and he will be all too happy to suffer for you. For you, all the men in the world can be like clay in your hands, but only if you learn how to tighten the ropes that control them. 




Women have the natural gift of leadership that they often overlook, because they fear it threatens the status quo. As they say, women are the most eager to clutch the chains that keep them captive. Darling Ivy, trust me as a Guardian of the secret to help you to embrace the gift of your gender and find in yourself the empowering skills given to all women, of whom only a tiny fraction have the courage to bring it alive. 




As Ivy read out loud. Line after line, the true message of Patricia's leather-bound book was getting clearer to Marcel. His jaw was dropping until his mouth was gaping open wide. It couldn’t be true… Patricia couldn’t… But when he remembered her, damn she could! She was very self-assured, incredibly noble, and elegant and now that he thought back he recalled that Ivy’s dad wore a necklace that looked pretty much like a collar. The type of collar one would wear covertly to remind himself of his allegiance without being too showy. But at that time, as an 8-year-old, Marcel and others included, just thought that the massive chain around his neck was stylish jewelry. 




Ivy was giving sideways looks to Marcel, but he didn’t notice. He was too consumed by awe, as fantasy and reality collided by what the journal implicated. So far, he had not stirred. She hesitated before reading the following lines, but then she decided there wasn’t any more harm to be done. If Marcel decided that her mother was a monster and she was one as well, the following lines wouldn’t make it any worse.




It is important for you to explore the female power in yourself and wield it to your advantage against males that come into your life. Think of them as boys and don't let them lead or take advantage of you. Boys have fragile egos under their faux self-confident demeanor. When men realize their place with women, they discover freedom. Sometimes boys must be trained to accept their submissive nature, but when they do, they find true happiness in serving and pleasing a woman. They find purpose and lose their macho worries, when they accept the power exchange in a female led relationship.




The contrast between Marcel’s immobile form and the perfect storm in his mind couldn’t be more pronounced. He blankly stared in front of himself as he gulped. The blood in his temples began to throb and he caught them to prevent his head from exploding. Suddenly all his unrequited fantasies concerning Ivy were gaining dangerously sharp contours. What if Ivy took after her mom? What if in reality she was so much more than the sweet girl he adored? What if deep down she also possessed the magical qualities of sensual female Dominance? 




While it may seem surprising at first, you'll discover that there are very few alpha males… and many more beta males that are waiting to be led by dominant women. As matriarchal influences become more pronounced, even more beta males will reveal their true nature and society will be better in turn.




Ivy’s narration became slightly timid and rather shy, but she seemed determined to finish reading and was speeding along to have it over and done with. She was afraid that she might change her own mind. Finally, she finished and looked at Marcel with an expression that showed both worry and fear.




“What do you think of this?” Ivy asked in a small voice.




Marcel looked at her distractedly. Suddenly, this was all too much. The spell of Catherine’s sexual power over him rose-up and threatened his inflamed desire for Ivy. His head was spinning against his submissive training. His desire for Ivy was causing his heart to pound. He felt like passionately kissing Ivy’s feet and dropping to his knees in front of her, right then and there in the park... asking her to marry him and be his Goddess and Mistress, the sole ruler of his life and the female authority he sorely needed. He felt weak, his sense was right, but he felt he was about to suffer from mental breakdown. The emotional moment was too overwhelming. He felt his destiny raging in conflict against Catherine’s raw power over him... and then, it just broke. He could almost hear it snapping deep inside.




“Marcel, whatever is wrong?” Ivy called out, alarmed. 




“Uhh,” he sobbed, and a large tear dropped on Ivy’s sneakers. “Nothing! Nothing!” he used his sleeve to wipe his cheek and in one silent jump he was off the tree. 




“Marcel? What are you doing?” Ivy called, anguish in her voice.




“I can’t, I must be off. Now! Sorry, sorry…” he called as he was running away, the unstoppable flood of tears making it impossible to see at all as he was running away, far, far where she couldn’t see how he collapsed to the ground and cried, laughed with happiness, and then cried again. 





Chapter 3













Oh, how wrong Timothy was, when he thought the worst was over him… It was as if his day was a contestant on a 'Bad Luck Olympics' and just clinched the gold medal in the discipline of going down in flames. His girlfriend was happily flirting with a guy in a Joker costume, who loved Stravinsky, his cock was locked in a chastity device, turning him into a temporary castrate. And on top of that, like a cherry on top, was the insane Maggie, who apparently decided to turn him into a guinea pig to whatever evil ideas hatched her ruthless, morally underdeveloped little brain. And now, there was an imminent danger that he gets raped by whoever is in the mask of Great Dane… He almost felt like crying. 




Back in the wine cellar, where Maggie outmaneuvered him with her clever ways, it all began to go seriously down the hill. He didn’t know that it was about to get even worse soon… Just when Maggie was giving him a solid beating, him howling like a mad dog and crawling at her feet, they heard voices above their heads, coming down from the doors of the cellar. To his utmost despair, it was a bunch of young girls who stormed down, stomping on the stairs like a runaway herd of elephants. They were approximately Maggie’s age. They surely weren’t of the age to drink, yet some of them held bottles of alcohol with straw sticking out. When they noticed him, their loud, rambunctious ways immediately stopped and oppressive silence fell upon the dark cellar. They stared at Maggie, standing over him with her legs in an empowered, dominant stance, the punishing instrument in her hand.




“What’s going…?” Their eyes traveled further, they lingered on the angry red marks all over his ass and then, with merciless certainty, one by one noticed his caged pride. Now he was finished! A class of schoolgirls would never ever keep to themselves that Maggie just painted his ass red and that his cock is locked in the cage.




One of the girls slapped her mouth “Oh, but isn’t this…?!”




“Indeed it is,” said pleasantly Maggie. “Please, meet Timmie!” A hissing wave of voices raised and subsided.




“THAT Timothy you told us about?”




“Just the one and no other, the vile rapist, a.k.a. Vanessa’s boyfriend!” A hubbub of confused voices was followed by an avalanche of echoing, boisterous laughter. 




“That can’t be… I can’t believe it! From what you said about him, he looks so harmless like a tortoise turned on its back, flailing its feet in the air!” said a plump girl with rainbow-colored hair. Maggie, without much hurry, buttoned up her blouse.




“Pamela, you can be sure, that the more self confident the boy appears on the outside, the more submissive he is on the inside!” 




“What is that?” A girl with blonde pigtails pointed at his caged cock. 




“That's a chastity device, Michelle.”




“Oh,” she said, her plump lips forming a surprised O.




Pamela squatted next to Timothy and stared at the cage as well.




“Is his cock really that small? Or is it just because of that… thing?”




“Well, speaking from my experience, his male pride is microscopic.” Sting! A major electric impulse coursed through Timothy’s groin. He blinked confusedly. What had just happened? 




“I almost didn’t feel it in my mouth… I had to pretend that I actually noticed it was in my mouth at all.” Maggie said scathingly and the words struck Timothy to the core. He felt the warmth of humiliation rising to his cheeks, which would normally be followed by immediate upsurge of rage. But not that time. Instead a weird, embarrassingly intense bout of arousal filled him, accompanied with blood rushing to his groin and making the device send into his intimate parts in the form of the most cruel, intense sting.




Other girls, those who weren’t so bold to go and look closer, were whispering in hushed voices, palms of hands cupped against their girlfriend’s ear and pointing at the cage, giggling endlessly, especially when he jerked himself and his legs shot in different directions in weird, uncoordinated way.




“What, is he suffering from the Saint Vitus dance?” the pigtailed blonde asked with naive curiosity.




Maggie carefully observed the effect of the ridicule Timothy was exposed to. She could tell that whenever a humiliating remark struck him, his cock twitched. Her eyes were glinting with malevolent joy.




“No, he is getting electric shocks for being aroused!”




“What?!” the blonde wondered and Maggie patiently explained, concluding that

“...whether he likes it or not, in his brain, synapses that connect the areas of arousal, pain and humiliation are beginning to form.” 




The girls did take surprisingly short time to make sense of all that Maggie said and to connect the dots. Their faces lightened up with nefarious smiles. “So, if we humiliate him, will he get aroused?”




“Yes. So far he was getting electrical shocks into his penis whenever he was having erotic thoughts. But now… ever since he’s met me, his brain is evolving. Now he knows that there is no way out of this for him.”




Timothy silently watched Maggie and her friends, kneeling on the cold floor, but he didn’t even notice that discomfort. Could his brain somehow persuade itself that she was telling the truth, or, was it even more sinister? Did he really get conditioned to react with arousal to humiliation? Her person was gaining an unnaturally alluring quality to him. He couldn’t look away, it was like being the weak, tiny male of a mantis, staring in religious awe at his large female partner before he was eaten. Deadly, but irresistible. 




The girl with rainbow hair said: “Girls, I have the most deliciously wicked idea!”




“All the girls put their heads together, turning their back to him and they whispered. He could turn tail and head for the stairs, but for some reason he stayed put. The girls broke out in hysterical laughter when they heard what the girl’s idea was.




Maggie approached him and roughly pinched his chin with the forefinger and the thumb. “You will come with us, boy, we have something special for you.”








Chapter 4














“Thank you so much…” Ivy said timidly. She was sitting on a luxurious leather couch and at her left hand lay, indecisively, on an older well-maintained riding crop with an artistic braided handle. The Lady had handed it to her, explaining that it was an heirloom gift to the book that Ivy had been reading. She looked at it with a mix of apprehension and curiosity. The room was intoxicating, smelling of freshly laundered clothes, sweet leather and the delicious scent of a large cup of steaming hot chocolate. Her cheeks went deep red as she received the hot cup from a sexy submissive male who was wearing only an apron over his smoothly shaved body. She noticed that he had a capital C with a little crown over it tattooed on the inside of his wrist.




“I’m getting used to this.” Ivy said with a shy smile, even though the crimson shade of her blushing cheeks was betraying that she was in reality far from being truly used to it. The Lady rewarded her with a magnanimous smile. 

“It can be like this forever, if only you make the right choices in life,” said the Lady, who was comfortably perched on fluffy pillows, smiling kindly at Ivy. “Shall we proceed?” 




Ivy couldn’t hide her trepidation. When she took the leather notebook, her hands trembled slightly.




“Did you move on with your reading already?” the Lady asked. Ivy nodded her head, casting her eyes down. She didn’t feel like telling Catherine that she was reading excerpts to Marcel. The quickness with which she looked down betrayed to the trained eye that she was hiding something, but the Lady pretended not to notice.




After the crimson went away, Ivy dared to look up from the book again and her eyes locked with the woman, whose blonde hair was arranged in elaborate waves framing her face. Her blue eyes were that of honesty and clear intention. Was it just a mask some manipulative people put on to puppeteer people around them? She certainly was surrounded with an aura of mystery and gossip that advised vigilance. The Lady kept eye contact until Ivy looked away of her own accord. 




“I would like to go over it with you… I admit it is very difficult to wrap my mind around this. And from what I understand, you are -” Ivy pinpointed a word in the open diary “- the Guardian of the secret.” 

“I am indeed. Your mother bestowed her trust upon me, and I will do everything in my power to deserve that title.”




Ivy couldn’t help but like how that woman treated the memory of her mother - with as much reverence and love as herself. Could someone using such respectful language and honouring the word given to a dead person be false? She decided against it. She read out loud:




The Guardian of my secret will answer any questions you might have about me, about my journey. I put unreserved trust in her. 




“My mother was incredibly clairvoyant,” Ivy said. “Listen to this:”




My only worry is that with your natural, inborn stubbornness you might resist getting to know her. But your father is an empath and I hope he will be around when you read this to comfort you, assure you, and guide you. 




Ivy looked up. “She knew… she knew that the genes cannot be disowned and I will turn out to be just like her. I admit that it frightens me a little, because what she is trying to convey is formidable, even terrifying... And guess what? She is absolutely right about my concerns.” 




The Lady didn’t intercept, she sat there, her legs comfortably crossed, holding her glass of wine, smiling softly. She knew Ivy needed to pour it out, to share everything and her time to speak would come later. 




Today I would like to answer one of the questions you are surely about to ask the Guardian of my secret. Why on earth have we kept that from you for so many years? Why have I let you to go through the agony of a broken heart and humiliation from the hands of unworthy guys? Because, my dear, you finally reached that age, when what I have to say will resonate with you. I knew what a young woman of your sweet, affectionate disposition would go through at this stage of life. You are dreaming of the boy who is distant, who showed you he is above you and you pine for him still, even though there is no chance to ever make him love you… How do I know that, even though I’m gone so long? These are the rules of the universe we are living in.




Ivy paused and looked up from reading. “Frankly, isn’t this insane? This makes me think that time truly doesn’t exist and somehow all of what happens in the world… in the past, present and the future is actually one moment.”




The Lady gave a laugh. “Don’t get too metaphysical, dear. I don’t know about the nonexistence of time, we can discuss quantum mechanics and the concept of time over dinner, but I do know one thing. We are destined to repeat our parents’ mistakes… Your mother learned the hard way about unrequited love and how easy it is to get exploited when you show your weakness to the wrong person.” 




“Did my mother think that if I learned the truths of Femdom relationships before I learned the hard way what it is like to love in vain, and suffer from an emotionally abusive relationship, that I wouldn’t be able to embrace this sort of contrarian lifestyle?”




“That’s correct. Isn’t it obvious? Femdom relationships are so very different, so incoherent to the general society, that it takes some serious effort to come to terms with them. But once you do, the whole world of obvious opportunities opens to you.” 




“I must admit I have tended to be much more docile in relationships with men, ahem, I mean boys. For some reason my libido is stimulated when a man seeks me out. But now, I am beginning to understand what my mother is telling me. And I suspect it is for my own good. The prospect of it all gives me an indescribable lift in spirit and personal confidence about my female instincts.”




The Lady smiled and nodded her head. “Well, darling, take charge and have those boys you know tend to you, but only give them the opportunity to offer you what you want to take from them… and let your libido roar with sexual energy at the sight of him begging for more of your attention. Recently I occupied my mind with providing you with just the right subject! And you know what? You can meet him tomorrow.”











Chapter 5
















Timothy, after he got ambushed by the group of tipsy schoolgirls in the wine cellar, was forced to put on his trousers again, and amid mocking laughter he was ushered up the stairs. He was limping because his knees were hurting badly. Maggie was familiar with the disposition of the large house and confidently led the entourage into the labyrinth of passages, connected rooms and stairways. He could feel the bodies pressing on him in the narrow corridors, leading from one wing to another. As the  nubile girls propelled him forward, he felt drugged by the infatuating combination of sweet perfume and the natural smell from their female bodies that invaded his nostrils. Their long flowing hair was whipping into his face and penetrating his  mouth. He could also smell spirits. Now that these long-legged, giggly forms were unleashed on him like sirens, God be with him if they suddenly grew wings and delved their talons into him!




He was hopelessly lost within twenty seconds as they abandoned the familiar quarters he knew for a completely unknown part, deeper in the tract of the H shaped mansion.




“Where are you taking me?” He asked feebly, but it was just one of the last, automatic efforts of his brain to gain a semblance of control. It had to be some ridiculous nightmare anyway, this could not be real! Incredibly, they hadn’t met a single soul, everyone was probably in their rooms changing for the carnival, so he couldn't even ask for help. In all frankness, even if he could, would he? In all likelihood, he would be far too ashamed to admit that he was actually being kidnapped by a bunch of teenage girls.




The girls pushed him through a door into a spacious apartment that was temporarily turned into a large warehouse full of costumes for the carnival. 




“Welcome to the place where you can become what you secretly desire to be!” Maggie gave Timothy a strong push between shoulder blades. He lost his balance and fell down on his face, thankfully a crimson fluffy carpet made his landing easier.




Maggie playfully danced among the racks with hangers covered with costumes. Throwing the selected costume to each of her female friends. The dressing room boasted an eclectic ensemble of costumes, ranging from ornate Renaissance gowns for Queen Elisabeth, to futuristic space suits, reflecting the diverse eras and genres of film history. Among them, knights' armor, elegant ballroom dresses, and intergalactic uniforms. Not surprisingly, the girls mostly chose the sexiest costumes available. Pamela decided to go for Princess Leia’s bikini, a ginger chose a Black Widow catsuit, and Maggie took out what he could only assume was the costume of  Catwoman. 




“This is our dressing room, but first, we need to get you ready for your big premiere.”




“For what?!” Timothy couldn’t help but ask.




“Oh, something that will greatly enhance the deep and lasting experience of your stay. I want to make sure you will never ever forget about this transformative weekend where you fell under and became one ours!” That by itself sounded pretty ominous to Timothy.




“First, we need to do some touches to make you ready for your costume!”




“But… I have a costume in my room!” Timothy whipped himself up to oppose Maggie. It felt as pleasant as walking on broken glass.




“Do you now?” Maggie smirked. She began to unbutton his white shirt. “Let us hear what clever idea you had for a movie film themed costume?”




Timothy couldn’t bring himself to say it. He was angry at himself. Why was he suddenly tongue-tied? “The… the… the s-s-Superman costume!” he finally spitted out. Roaring laughter filled every corner of the spacious room, the girls holding their bellies, crying with laughter, some of them holding their side, not able to laugh anymore. Maggie jerked the shirt roughly off the shoulders and threw it to Pamela.




“So funny, that Timmie!” squealed Pamela, wiping her tears away with Timothy’s snow white shirt, leaving on it stains of makeup and then, throwing it unceremoniously to the ground.  




“Well, I’ve got something much better. In fact, you’re in luck, we have just the costume for you that will match your personality! Michelle, dear friend of mine, would you please take care of it? We, in the meantime, will do the preparation. Take down your trousers.” Maggie turned to Timothy again. It wasn’t a suggestion or recommendation, this was a command. Timothy hesitantly began to undo his trousers, but he went about it too slowly and the girls lost their patience, watching his trembling fingers struggling with the fly. He didn’t know which of the girls jerked his pants down with one big tug. 




He was there, completely naked, exposed to the prying eyes of virgin school girls. With a disturbing lack of shame, they began to strip their clothes. The pigtailed blonde, who was bold and shameless, began to undress in a very sexy strip tease dance, stroking her thighs as she coiled like a snake, pretending to fuck a rod that was supporting the rack with the hanging costumes. She was sending his way the most seductive, excruciatingly sexy looks that made him drool. Her eyes were screaming, “come here and take me”, while her pursed lips seemed to mutter, “no fucking way you worthless dog!”




Maggie approached him and pulled her tight pants down to expose her ass. “Kiss my butt now!” He tried to pull away, but Pamela grabbed a fistful of his hair and pressed his face right between Maggie’s ass cheeks. “There you are. This is the only way you can enjoy us. Sniff, you loser, sniff my butt.” Maggie commanded. And Timothy obeyed, because he needed to breathe. The nostrils were filled with her earthy smell and he felt the infatuating arousal and inevitable sting that made him crouch in pain and gasp. He was again struck by an electric shock as the picture of group sex in his head transformed into that of these sexy teenagers spitting, pissing on him and laughing cruelly at his predicament.




He had the unpleasant feeling that they had cracked the code to the impulses of his brain and perhaps, right then and there they were getting ready to explore each and every one of them. That thought was positively terrifying and he was ferociously trying to keep some of his intrusive and completely inappropriate fantasies under the lid to save himself. 




“Perhaps you think - how would we know what is on your mind…” Maggie said, “but let me tell you this… men like you are an open book to females. You may try to resist, you may try to divert your mind, but your fantasies will always get you, there is no escaping them. And when you capitulate, accept your place, I will be there to ensnare you and drive you down where you belong, on your knees.”




Maggie ushered him to the doors on the left, followed by the full swarm of her  teasing girlfriends. The room adjacent to the spacious apartment was a bathroom with large windows. It had a breathtaking view of the surrounding hills. The room was full of steam from a sauna and a large tub, big enough to accommodate twelve people without turning it into a human Tetris challenge. The warm water full of bubbles on top was already there, infused with essential oils, smelling of citrus with a zesty twist, mingling with invigorating eucalyptus. Did they know what was going to happen? Timothy felt like a fly, caught in a sticky net made of candyfloss.




“What…?” Timothy tried to say, but suddenly, Maggie, Pamela and the rainbow-haired girl began to strip their clothes. Other girls were hanging around, watching with voyeuristic joy Timothy’s athletic naked body and caged cock. 




“I feel so safe, knowing Timmie is locked and can’t stick that thing at us,” said the brunette. 




“Yes, that would be so gross if he even thought he was worthy!”




Maggie sat on the side of the bathtub and immersed her hands onto the water, taking out a handful of rich foam. “Sorry to burst your bubble...” she slapped the hand against his face, the foam dripping down and sticking to his face like Santa Claus’ beard, dripping further down on his chastity cage. “...but soon you will agree, that wearing a Superman costume would feel completely inappropriate after we are done with you…” she exposed her teeth in devilishly sexy smile.




“Now let’s get you buff and ready for your adventure. Come over here to the shower before you get in the tub. We’ll need you to clean yourself up. I’ll have some of my sexy girlfriends help you.”

 

Timothy was led to the shower stall by three of Maggie's friends. They held his arm tightly, as they headed over, one of the girls whispered in his ear about how she could not wait to help wash his body and touch him all over.

 

At the shower, two girls pushed his forearms out and one of the girls snapped a pair of handcuffs onto his wrists in front of him. Extending off the handcuffs was a long nylon leash that she pulled him into the shower with. While he was restrained in the cuffs, one of the girls began to massage his body, reaching around to jiggle his chastity cage and to tickle his side. Another girl stuck her finger in his ear to tease him.

 

Naked in the shower, one of the teens stood beside Timothy, while the girl with the nylon leash threw it up to where a rod was hanging across the top of the stall. She pulled on the leash and Timmy was forced to raise his hands above his head and stand in the shower, slightly raised on his toes. She tied off the leash to one of the faucets. “That’s perfect! This makes it so much easier to clean your body. You are so helplessly sexy like this; I don’t think any of us will be able to resist groping you while we clean you up!”

 

She covered Timmie’s eyes with a rubber blindfold. The three girls then slipped on latex gloves and one girl took a small bar of soap, pushed it in Timmie’s mouth and wrapped a rubber strap gag around his head and over his mouth to trap the soap inside so he could not spit it out. Timothy was standing there now on his toes, hands pulled above his head and a soap gag in his mouth.

 

Timmie could see nothing, and he was beginning to get very scared, but then he felt one of the girls begin to caress and rub his body. It felt so incredible. He hadn't been touched in this tender way in a while. She was stroking his chest, rubbing the lather of the soap over and over on every part of his body. Reaching up under his armpits with the soap, into his crotch, up and down his legs, both his arms, his chest, and his back. Everywhere except his head. They made extra circles around his nipples and even tweaked them repeatedly. Timothy was going mad with lust, their erotic touch driving his libido insane. Three nubile vixens massaging him was more than he had ever fantasized about... ever!

  

He began to get hard and suddenly he was being shocked. “Oh, Timmie, that won't do. You are twitching so much, does something hurt? Do you want us to stop”? After 5 minutes of lathering Timmie’s body completely, one of the girls turned to the other and said, “Let's let him think about the memory of our handiwork for a few minutes and settle himself down.”

 

Timmie could still feel the soapy lather all over his body, thinking, “Aren’t they going to rinse me off”? Seemingly reading his mind, the blonde responded, “Oh, it's just part of our spa regimen... best to let this formula really absorb into your skin... and then we'll wash it off”.

 

Timothy was gagged and blindfolded and couldn't see anything, but he knew that they had left his presence. They were no longer caressing him. They were giggling a distance away as he stood naked in the shower. A few seconds later he heard them splashing in the tub and having a great time. They were giggling when he remembered that they had a sight line of the shower from the tub. It seemed like at least 10 minutes before one of the girls returned.

 

“Oh, dear Timmy we got so engrossed in the tub we forgot all about you. Here let me undo your handcuffs why don't you shower yourself and get cleaned up. Come join us in the tub when you're done rinsing.” She took his gag off and lifted the blindfold from his eyes.

 

She told him to turn on the shower and clean off the spa lather and then come join them in the tub. Timothy turned on the warm water faucet and moved over to stand under the water shower. He began to lather himself up. He was happy to get rid of the thick gooey spa soap that they had used on him... but then he noticed something traumatic as he began to scrub the goo from his body! He realized that his body hair was falling off everywhere on him! It was falling off in clumps from his legs, his arms, and his chest... wherever he rubbed his body the hair would fall off in thick clumps... Oh my God, they've used hair remover on my body! His masculinity was being erased from his body with every brush of his own hand.

 

After Timothy had absorbed the horror of losing his manly body hair, he finished drying himself. It felt strangely smooth to rub his bare skin and wick the water easily with the towel. He was gasping inside his mind at the sight of his body, seeing it for the first time and finding it very discomforting to his sense of macho self.

 

When he was done the three playful vixens approached from behind and placed a pink rubber posture collar around his neck that restricted his vision and movement. Hanging from his collar were two dog tags that clinked together when he moved his head. Because his neck was held upright, with his face forced to look straight ahead, he could not see the noisy dog tags. He had no idea what they were there. The girls did... and they were giggling with hands to mouth at the sight of him collared and tagged. One tag was a cute bright pink heart shape, with engraving that read, “Timmie.” Dangling next to it on the collar ring, was a slightly larger, dog-bone shaped tag in black that read, “If found straying, please return this property to its Owner: Ms. Maggie.”

 

The tall blonde vixen stepped up to Timmie and snapped a long pink nylon leash to his collar. She pulled on it, jerking Timmie’s neck and causing the metal tags to ring out. “Down puppy”, she commanded, as she stepped on the leash length with her left foot and firmly pulled his upper body down to the floor. As his body descended, he found himself automatically landing on his hands and knees in a four-legged pet animal position. “Come with me”, she tugged as she began to walk away toward a wide bench with him crawling blindly behind. “Up! Climb up and stay in position on the bench.” In that position he looked like a pet dog perched on a veterinarian’s table, ready to be inspected. His eyes were just below their breasts and when he struggled against the posture collar to look up, all he could see was their pert nipples. Their head and shoulders were well above his and being unable to look up to their eyes just reinforced the feeling of being treated like a pet by them.

 

The posture collar also forced Timmie to stare ahead. He could not see the Ginger approach from the side. She touched his right calf and directed him harshly. “Lift... lift your hind leg.” As he stretched it out sideways to keep his balance on the other 3 limbs, he suddenly flashed on the memory of a dog peeing outside on the bushes. He felt humiliated at the thought of it and hoped the teenage girls were not thinking the same thing... but hearing their giggles he was not comforted.

 

While his leg was extended the girl slid something over his foot and onto his ankle. The Blonde then roughly patted his left calf and told Timmie to lift that backward. When it was extended, he again felt the same thing pulled over his foot. Both girls next pulled on the item that now felt like a crotchless thong to him. They pulled it past his knees and all the way to his waist where it now felt like tight rubber underwear. It covered his chastity cage, but left his bare ass exposed. He still could not see exactly what it was because of the posture collar, but from the smirks of the third girl in front of him, he sensed it was not flattering.

 

“Kneel up, lift your hands... I mean paws,” one of the girls directed. When he rose just enough, they pulled a harness over both limbs, slid it up to his chest and pushed him back down on all fours. He felt them tighten the bra-like harness around the back. As they tightened the back strap, he suddenly felt pin-like prickles coming from inside the harness front pressing against his nipples. There must have been a dozen stingers pushing into both sides of his fleshy chest and nipple area. He winced and tried to avoid any movement that exacerbated the pain of the intended torment. The Blonde then took the leash and moved it from the collar to the ring on the back of the harness. She gave it a quick test tug, and sure enough, as she jerked it his chest was stung by the small pins pressed against his chest and nipple flesh.

 

Maggie walked over to the bench now. Her voice was commandingly abrupt in front of him. “Attention! Face forward! Head up! Stay!”

 

The four girls each took hold of a limb. Very quickly they in turn slid his hands and feet into rubber mittens and secured a strap around his ankles and wrists to hold them in place. It felt strange to have his fingers all webbed together inside the mittens. He could move his wrist easily about, but while he felt the firm rubber inside on his palm, the whole mitten felt sort of soft and padded. Strange, he thought. But his ankles felt very restrained and less comfortable. The foot mittens had a second strap that was tightened to pull his foot backward to a fixed plantar flexion position away from his front leg. It felt odd, but he began to panic as he fearfully realized... he could not stand... and he could not walk! His toes were pointed out and locked in position at the ankle, like a ballerina!

 

“You are almost ready, Timmie. I’ve always wanted a cute puppy to play with. You so desperately wanted to fondle me in the wine cellar... didn’t you, little puppy? But you were a little rough then. Not very playful. Well, you are almost ready to have your way with me now. Would you still like to fondle me, with your lusty paws”?

 

Maggie stepped back in front of Timmie. She whispered in his ear with a very soft and seductive tease. “We’re prepared to play with you now, little puppy. Would you like to see yourself and begin the fun. Close your eyes. I have one more touch, to finish you off,” she snickered humorously. “Then you can join our party. Close them now Timmie!”

 

While the Ginger held Timothy at the neck, Maggie immediately slid a piece of gear that wrapped around his entire head and covered his face. Ginger buckled it securely in the back. Timothy could smell rubber again and sensed round openings in the front for his eyes, ears, and mouth. It was a full head covering dog mask with ears and a snout.

 

“Open your eyes, Timmie! It’s time to play. Come paw me, my little pet!”  Timothy opened his eyes, he squinted out the two dark holes in front of his eyes. Just then Maggie gave him a cunningly seductive smile, while she licked her glossy lips. “Bark for me Timmie!”

 

“Oh, but Timmie... there is still one more part to complete. Chin up puppy! Look me in the eyes while your final prep is done. I’d like you to repeat your vows to me while you are perched here. Demonstrate your unrequited devotion to me. Let me hear you beg to serve me and be my pet... Go ahead, show your loyalty to your Mistress.”

 

Maggie looked over at the Brunette and pointed at Timmie’s hind quarters. She held the snout of his mask in her hand and squeezed her fingers tightly into his chin and cheeks. “Go ahead, make the final transformation.”

 

She leered into his eyes with a smirk that signaled she had complete control of him and that whatever she decided was her choice. He lost his free will. Resistance would be futile.

 

Timothy began to speak. “Dear Mistress Maggie, I pledge to obey you and grovel at your feet for your attention. I will obey you and seek to please ... argh!”

 

The brunette had moved closer to Timmie, and he felt her pushing something rigid against his anus. It was slippery and being forced to slowly slide inside him. He was helpless to hold his sphincter closed as she kept forcing it deeper into him. It was forcing his anus top open wider, such that he felt it would split him. Suddenly, what felt like a plug, slid fully in and he felt his asshole clenched around it, locked in place. With the plug now firmly seated in his asshole, Timmie still felt as though something was sticking out and dangling from behind. When he moved his hips to adjust his position, he felt the shaft impaling him wiggle back from outside his body.

 

“Isn’t she adorable, girls? I suspect there is still some training to be done, so perhaps you can help me discipline the creature properly? After all she is going to be my domestic pet and I will need it to be docile and obedient.”




All three of the teen vixens began to laugh mockingly. Maggie’s face broadened in a huge grin as she put her hands over her face with a gesture of awe at the sight of Timmie now. He was now completely transformed into a pink rubber puppy! The rubber had pink ruffles all over the surface that made it look like curly dog hair. He had a tail that wiggled, mitten covered paws, a harness around his chest that was stinging his nipples, a collar with dog tags to identify him as owned property, and a dog-head mask that completely hid his face. Even his ankles were bound with straps so that he could not stand and was subjected to crawling on all fours. He was now a docile pet animal, deprived of his human identity! His humiliation was complete.

 

“Come with me, Timmie.” Maggie tugged on the leash attached to this harness and moved toward the tub. Each of the sexy nubile teens had already climbed into the tub. When Maggie got to the edge of the tub, she pulled the crawling Timmie to a halting stop.

 

“If you do a good job, we won’t have you discipline you along the way, but let me show you what will happen if we are not pampered properly the way we expect. Head down to the ground, ass up in the air!” Maggie was holding the long handled wooden shower brush. When Timmie’s dog face touched the tile floor, she lashed out with two vicious swats to one of his bare ass cheeks and then quickly moved to the other side with two more strokes. As Timothy howled, he felt her hit him again, this time on the back of his thighs below his ass. First one, then the other. “Did I make myself clear, Timmie? We want to be pampered and treated like Goddesses. Nothing but your best for us!”

 

Having made her disciplinary point, and expecting compliance, Maggie shed her robe, so she was also naked, then slithered into the warm water beside her friends.

 

“Get on the edge of the tub. It’s time to put your puppy paws to work.”

 

Now Timmie realized why the rubber mittens felt so soft. The outside paws were seamlessly integrated with a thick spongy surface. Maggie pushed the liquid soap dish toward him. “Go ahead Timmie wet your paws and get them nice and soapy. My girlfriends and I want you to lather us, clean and massage our bodies, pamper us just like you were told! You always want to paw women, don’t you? Get to work on our backs, our feet, our arms, our legs, and even our breasts... if you are obedient and restrain yourself. Be gentle with us. Start with my feet first, Timmie. Use both paws and do a good job. And no whimpering like a disobedient little puppy. If you tire of serving us, I will discipline you... though something tells me I doubt you will.”

 

All the girls started giggling and talking among themselves, ignoring Timmie. Except to point to a body part for him to start washing and pampering next. The girl stories got more intense, as they laughed about how much fun they were looking forward to having at the movie themed costume party later.





Chapter 6
















Ivy’s head was spinning. The prospect of getting her own slave suddenly felt like too large a bite to swallow. The notion of a cozily lit living room with plush beige carpets, the slave with perfectly sculpted arms and the company of the kind Lady, the friend of her late mother, all that which felt pleasant and comforting just minutes ago, suddenly now seemed formidable. She leaned back into the fragrant leather couch, folding her hands in front of her in the gesture of emotional overload. 




The Lady instantly regretted her hastiness. Of course she knew that it wasn’t that long ago when Ivy learned about the whole world of Femdom. And here she was, enticing her with the prospect of becoming a full-fledged Domme. But, there were things Ivy also ‘forgot’ to tell her. True, Ivy’s awareness of sadomasochism, dominance and submission was scanty, misunderstood, and fragmentary, just as it is for most people outside the community, who formed their views on silly books like Fifty Shades of Grey. But there was one notable experience that markedly widened her horizons. Not too long ago, she had learned insider information about Femdom and practices employed in training a male from the affair of Marcel with Professor Keller. Back then the juicy details made their way to school gossip and subsequently escaped into the press. Marcel and his teacher were both exposed to public humiliation for engaging in what was widely considered as “an act of crude indecency and deviant behavior.” 




Ivy used to be one of Marcel’s closest friends and she couldn't help herself but to follow the affair. At that time she wasn’t in close contact with him and even if she was, she would be too ashamed to ask about any of these things. For some reason unbeknownst to her she devoured every piece of information that she could get from her classmates and from the extensive coverage of the affair. She convinced herself that she was just curious because it pertained to her close friend, but… was it so? Sometimes, her own curious dominant thoughts hatched in her brain she tried to drive away thoughts of Marcel’s affair… How would it be if she too could treat boys like professor Keller did? She could guard her thoughts during the day, but she couldn’t protect her dreams at night. Increasingly, she was waking in the night, confused, her head spinning, filled to the brim with erotic pictures. She would try violently to disentangle herself from the grip of these dreams being concocted by her nascently dominant subconscious mind. Just the day before she had such a dream again. It felt surrealistically intense and improbable as always, yet in the dream she felt it to be normal and real beyond anything. She materialized in the teacher’s office just after the sun had set. Probably all the students had already gone home, because the corridors were eerily silent. The room with dark wood furniture was gradually succumbing to a gloomy green darkness. As she looked at her limbs and her hands, she realized she was  not an ordinary girl. Her skin glowed with an otherworldly beauty, her nails were sharp and long, covered with shiny nail armors. She morphed into a being as beautiful and striking as Goddess Kali, strong as the powers of hell and irresistible like the finest cocaine. Her persona acquired godlike qualities and at that moment she knew that any man in existence wasn’t beyond her powers. She could feel her hair streaming as if she stood on a cliff, chin up, standing tall and strong on her powerful legs, her eyes alert with anticipation. 




Somehow, she was both the actor and the observer. She was there naked, but her aura conveyed unquestioning towering authority. She was waiting for him. For whom? She didn’t know. She could hear the clapping of high heels… A woman? She asked herself, although she already knew what the answer was. There was a timid knock on the door. “Enter.” She called out but didn’t recognize her own voice. It was very authoritative, sharp and domineering. Only then did she think to shield her nudity by throwing over herself a large, heavy dark gray coat that smelled of cigars, whisky and French cologne. Underneath, she became shrouded by a very manly smell that invigorated her. She felt like the whole area between her knees and her belly was on fire with a strong desire she had never felt before. 




Whoever the coat belonged to, it was a real man’s, not remotely like that of a sissy who was  about to come in… A sissy is coming? Her dream’s alter ego seemed to know things the awake Ivy didn’t. “Come in.” she could hear herself say. Then she finally realized that the coat she had just clad herself in belonged to an alpha. A man who seemed to be there the whole time, though she only became aware of his presence at that moment. She realized that he was the reason for her arousal, not the arrival of a ‘sissy’ whoever that would  be. The mysterious stranger was tall, manly, bearded and covered with tattoos. He wore a waist jacket with a silver chain dangling antique watches. He was holding a whiskey glass and he took a manly stance, leaning on a bookcase… looking at her with hardly concealed lust. He was silent and observant, watching all the events unfolding with a sarcastic sneer. Who was he? Why was he there?




Slowly, the doors opened and a sissy appeared in high heels, a frilly skirt and a maid uniform. She looked awfully nervous and her knees were trembling. “There you are, my sissy. I hope you prepared yourself exactly how I ordered.” She glanced at the man, who was almost completely hidden in the shadows, flirtatiously throwing her hair. “I made her shave, you see, Nemo? She is called Priscilla.” A deep, nasty laugh sounded from Nemo. He was amused. “I also made her have an enema so that she is prepared and clean.” Ivy wondered what on earth the curiously weird sissy in stockings needed an enema for, but her alter ego seemed to have a clear intention. She circled slowly around the sissy and finally noticed that, although her body was naked, she wore above the sexy knee leather boots. “Do you know what I prepared for you…?” she said as she began to scratch the sissy’s back with her glossy nail armors. The sissy stood conveniently right next to the large office table. She navigated the sissy to lean over it and playfully pressed against his exposed ass, stroking it under the frilly skirt. She rolled it up to expose the buttocks. There was a flash and suddenly she had a large dildo attached to a leather harness. She could see her own whitish waist, shining in the dark, bare with only a leather thong and a giant dildo attached to it, as she began vigorously fucking the sissy up his ass, forcefully holding a fistful of his young, luscious hair as he moaned and hissed with pain, begging her for mercy. She just laughed and thrusted deeper into him and Nemo, leaning on the bookcase, laughed too. What was going to happen next? She woke up and realized there was dampness between her legs. She had become incredibly aroused by the dream! 




The dream stayed with her for a long time. She was disappointed not to learn the rest of it, after all, the guy Nemo surely wasn’t there just to watch… Ivy managed to retain some of the empowering feeling into her waking hours, until it very slowly dissipated under the weight of her approaching daily duties. 




Just this morning she had a similar dream again. The transition between the sleep and wakefulness was more gradual than usual, like one photo merging into another. As she felt the dream drawing to an end, she tried to capture and remember some of the thrill she felt. This time she was lying naked, side to side with a slave who she was fucking. He had her stiletto shoe shoved in his mouth and strapped in place around his head, he was wearing crotchless ladies’ underwear… with her dildo pressed deep inside him again. She wore an inside dildo with a clitoris massager and with each thrust she made, her own body was stimulated. Her eyelids pressed firmly together, she pulled her duvet to her and between her legs, trying to keep some of the sensual feeling. She was slowly doing the fucking motions against the duvet with her hips. It was so sweet she felt the need to come. She reached for the drawer where she kept her vibrator. She woke from her recollections when the Lady gently cleaned her throat to bring Ivy’s attention back. 




“Thank you, I’m not sure that I’m ready for that…” Ivy said in a slightly flatter tone than before. She was certainly not ready for the real thing. Her dreams were getting increasingly intense, but she was still in the state of denial, not ready to step in.




“Oh, alright. I should have realized that it is too early. Forget about it.” The Lady stood up and snapped her fingers. The sexy-bodied slave refreshed Ivy’s glass. “You have to forgive me, mine is just the enthusiasm of a surrogate mother who cannot wait to see her daughter soar. Perhaps I put myself too much into your real mother’s shoes.” 




When the Lady made sure Ivy was served properly, she used the slave as a chair, ordering him to kneel in front of the panoramic window. He held himself up on fisted hands. Ivy couldn’t help but notice the slave’s well formed forearms with large veins contouring under the skin. His contracted abs looked like they were chiseled by Michelangelo. One thing was different from his famous David though, he had an admirably well developed manhood, which was, for the sake of the sensitive, innocent eyes of Ivy, hidden in tight leather boxer briefs. She may have a use for a guy like that after all… 




“You cannot miss this magnificent sunset! The perfect moment when you can pause and practice gratitude for us being chosen, the blessing of female superiority in this beautiful world. Let’s enjoy this together…”




The Lady made herself comfortable by nestling her sexy butt between the slave's shoulder blades. Ivy couldn’t resist the kindly extended hand and sat on the small of the slave’s back next to her.




“Isn’t his spine going to break?” Ivy asked, half seriously, half jokingly.




“Surely not, my dear. It is a great honor and privilege to carry the weight of two Goddesses such as us. He is ready to sacrifice his spine if need be. He in fact is willing to go great lengths to satisfy you.”




Ivy giggled. “Don’t exaggerate! A man who puts his needs on hold for the sake of a woman is as rare as hen’s teeth.”




“Oh Ivy, it will be one of my greatest pleasures to prove you wrong. This slave - and he is by far not the only one - is ready to sacrifice all of his own pleasure for the sake of any woman he serves. He would pamper you in all ways possible when he is given the chance. He will wait on you at the table, get your bath ready, he will clean your boots and cook a tasty dinner. Anytime, any day. And happily too!”




“Oh, but this is a stuff of fairytales, a fabric of myth. No one maintains such a chivalric code of conduct anymore.” said Ivy, but as she said it she already was doubting her last words. In a world where males served as stools and butlers, it didn't seem beyond the realm of possibility.




“I assure you. Ask him yourself…”




“Ehm… sir?”




The Lady burst out laughing. “Sorry, sorry…” she was holding her side, tears rolling down her eyes. Ivy looked slightly taken aback. “I’m so sorry to laugh, but that was so sweet. He’s not a Sir to you, darling. He is called a slave or Bitchboi, depending on your mood.”




Ivy gasped in surprise. “Is he okay with such a name?”




“Well, he implored me to call him like that and I'm a very generous woman, when I see a slave who is willing to serve according to my wishes…” 




“Of course,” Ivy said quickly, making a mental note that in the future she will try not to sound like she is a complete simpleton by asking foolish questions.




“Bitchboi, is it true that it is a privilege for you to serve us like that?”




From below them sounded a resolute, “Yes, Miss! A great privilege.”




As the sun inched closer to its final embrace with the earth, the crimson sky deepened, akin to the rich red of aged wine. In that suspended moment, the universe revealed its artistry, and both women who witnessed it were rendered silent by its grandeur, reminded of the boundless wonder of Mother nature in all its splendor.




For a few moments they admired the view until the Lady felt the atmosphere between them was ripe for her to pursue the subject she had in mind the whole time. “You know what? I know just how to do this! There is a cool party, a birthday celebration of one very lucky, wealthy girl. A party where we could hang out and discuss Femdom. There will be some of our submissive servants serving drinks, so you could come with me and get a taste of what it feels like being a Princess, served by subs.”




Ivy liked the feeling of having her fate in her hands. Being like a passive straw of grass getting swept by wind from one place to another without any control? That was not for her. Maybe this was something she took after her mother as well. 




“You will not be forced to engage in any activities, you will have the opportunity to get your bearings. You yourself will decide when it is the right time for you to step into our world.”




“Alright. I will. In fact, it sounds awesome. Now, will you tell me more about how you and my mother met? Something tells me that it is going to be a hell of a story.” 




Catherine laughed heartily, relieved that Ivy wasn’t taken aback by her offer of a slave, which came across as pushy. She ran the arm around her shoulder. “It is more crazy than you could ever imagine. I entered the world of Femdom with a bang, so listen carefully!”




“Is there going to be a lot of Femdom?”




“You can bet!” The Lady smiled.





Chapter 7
















Midway through the carnival party, Catherine’s Mercedes Benz arrived at the mansion of Vanessa’s parents. She was excited to be there for reasons that related to her business, Staunton’s Laundry Company, and for the opportunity it would create for her Femdom development project, which was well underway. When the job request came in to SLC, it immediately gave Catherine a few ideas that would advantage both opportunities.

 

Catherine had decided that Ivy did not need to know all the dirty little secrets, but she did need to be exposed to them in an anonymous sort of way... so a party where Catherine was generally not known and where Ivy was a stranger seemed like a good idea, or so she thought.

 

The preparation for the party had been a big deal for SLC. Not only had Beatrice ordered costumes for herself, family, and friends, but she requested that a dozen additional costumes be delivered for guests to pick from. The catering and wait staff were all provided by SLC and, for the most part, they all wore animal costumes to identify them as the serving staff. Catherine was thrilled at the eclectic selection of choices made around the movie themed characters that contrasted with the splash of serving animals.

 

Hatching an idea on how to continue with her Femdom development project, Catherine instructed Marcel that he too would be attending the party. She had chosen a specific costume for him. She wanted it to be simultaneously representative of a virile male beast, but to also make him feel demeaned as a lowly pet in the presence of a woman. For that solution, Catherine had decided that Marcel should attend the party dressed as a Great Dane. He would be expected to serve along with the other SLC service staff, but he was to pay particular attention to Catherine’s needs and be at her beckon call if she needed anything.

 

Marcel in the Great Dane costume was already at the party when Catherine arrived with her guest accompanying her. Catherine was dressed regally like a female wizard. She wore a flowing but sleek fitting dress that was short on the front and longer in the back. The bustier of the dress exposed the cleavage of her gorgeously shaped breasts and tapered in slightly at the waist to define her stunning female form down through her shapely hips. Her sleeves were three-quarter length and wider at the ends. When she moved her hands, and the fingernail polish on her hands glimmered, it appeared as though she was majestically waving a magic wand. Her hair was worn long, with a thin jeweled band that held her hair in place, and her strong proud face was fully exposed, revealing piercing eyes and shiny lips that were both inviting and fierce at the same time.

 

To Marcel’s eyes she looked indescribably powerful, displaying another dimension of the authority she carried and the spell she held over him. It was clear she was not like any wizard Marcel had ever seen in fantasy movies. In the flesh, she was breathtakingly real, with a dominant aura, and the siren call of her commanding presence halted his sense of time and restarted his heartbeat to obediently pulse in willing submission. But it was when Marcel saw Catherine’s companion appearing from behind her imposing figure, that he began to shudder in realization of his inferiority, and how meaningless his being as a male was, in the presence of these two women.

 

Standing next to Catherine now, the stunning blonde was attired in the sexiest leather bronzed burgundy-red Steampunk outfit he had ever seen. She stood proudly in a tight short fitting leather jacket with lapels that opened in the front to reveal a strappy leather corset that raised her bosom and pushed the triangular lapels open revealing her cleavage. The jacket was long sleeved, and the tight arms ended in a strappy cuff, where her hands displayed fingerless gloves and a glossy dark manicure. She wore tight fitting velvet pants, her calves encased in stiletto boots, laced up to the knee. Draped around her waist was an open front skirt that hung from a gunslinger’s belt at her hips. Tucked under the belt, on her right side, was an old-style flintlock pistol, like Pirate Jack Sparrow would. Her long wavy blonde hair was flowing out from underneath a Victorian Steampunk silk hat, detailed with glass lenses encircling it. She had a thin, but sturdy leather walking stick which she grasped with her left hand. Hardly recognizable, but it was Ivy!

 

Marcel was gulping a second time for air as he mumbled to himself, “Oh my God... it can't be! No way!” He could not stop staring and finally accepted the reality that it really was Ivy. There was no mistaking her pursed burgundy lipstick coated lips as she looked over to smile at Catherine. She was completely enchanted with the carnival atmosphere and was getting excited to be at the party. Marcel’s heart swooned to see Ivy smiling so happily and looking so sexy. But at the same time, millions of questions swirled in his brain.

 

Marcel could barely keep his feelings for her from being exposed. He began to tremble again, as his eyes glanced over, he saw Catherine still positioned right next Ivy. Catherine, his Mistress, who he feared. Catherine who demanded his loyalty, worship, and obedience. Catherine who had punished him severely whenever he had failed to demonstrate unrequited fealty and respect.

 

Catherine looked back towards the Great Dane that she knew was Marcel staring at her. She returned a piercing glare right into his soul, that glimmered with the authority of her all-knowing eyes. From his training he knew the silent message being sent... he had better be a good boy, remember his oath of allegiance to her, and behave accordingly.

 

Just to the left of Catherine and Ivy came some bubbling laughter. It seemed that Beatrice, Aunt Cordelia, and Maggie were in a party mood and chuckling without a care in the world. There was a poodle serving them and they seemed to be taunting the poor little creature. Much to her delight, Catherine could sense that this poodle was not one of the SLC workers. She mused to herself, “It must be a guest who borrowed one of the extra costumes we sent over for the party. But what a strange costume choice, with so many superheroes and strong movie characters that could have been chosen. Instead, this guest has decided to dress in a pink poodle costume! Oh my, I need to know more.” Catherine was an expert at reading body language and could immediately tell that this a male who was weak prey. She licked her lips knowing that she could toy with this pathetic fool at any time. “Well, this is going to be a very fun party!”

 

Maggie noticed the new guests and spoke to the poodle. “Timmie, we have some new guests that have arrived. You best go over and offer them a drink. Make them feel welcome and happy to be at our party. I'll be watching you serve them. It seems you're learning to do that very well. I'll be expecting that from you for a long time. Now get over there... and they better smile when you offer them a drink... or else! Greet them with the bark you were told to use just now. I want everyone at the party to have fun. Oh, haha, just realized, well perhaps you having fun, like the others, is an exception... though sometimes your chastity cage betrays the joy you seem to get from your fetish!”

 

With that Timothy gave a supplicant bow of the head to Maggie, just as he had learned to whenever he was leaving her presence. He stepped back and walked over with a tray of drinks to Catherine and Ivy. He was on the way over when he suddenly realized who was standing there. He did not know who the older woman was but no amount of fetish dress in steampunk could disguise the beautiful face of his friend Ivy! “Oh my God!” He panicked. “What if she knows it's me? How will I ever explain myself?” Timmie started to shake a little bit but fortunately there were only a few glasses left on the tray and he was able to prevent them from spilling over.

 

Taking a deep breath when he reached the two beautiful women, he gave the special bark he had just been told by Maggie to begin using at the party.  It was to be the polite “WOOF-WOOF” of a dog, sung in a questioning tone, as if to say to the guest he was serving, “May I offer you a drink Madam?” Just before departing to serve, Maggie had him try it out on Beatrice and Aunt Cordelia. The chuckling that Catherine observed among Maggie, Beatrice and Aunt Cordelia was the first time he was directed to humiliate himself by using the sing-song bark to take drink orders. It was a delightful treat to witness by all three women and they hysterically approved that the behavior continues with others.

 

The same reaction happened with Catherine and Ivy, as the poodle sang out his “WOOF-WOOF” drink request. The two women smiled broadly, and their eyes lit up. Ivy giggled, “oh how cute is this poodle, barking to serve us! This really is a fun party. The planning of every detail is amazing... How delightful and entertaining!”

 

But then Catherine turned to Ivy within earshot of the poodle. ”Just imagine how degrading it must be for the creature inside that costume to abuse himself for our laughs. He must simply adore humiliation to be so willing.”

 

Catherine smiled, knowing she had correctly observed that this poodle was clearly a submissive... and even more so, one that craved humiliation. “What self-respecting male servant would allow themselves to be manipulated in this manner?” Catherine smiled, her calculating mind at the same time thinking. “Someone here is a very crafty Femdom and clearly has authority over this toy. I wonder who that is?” Ivy added, “Yes, I would like to meet her myself!”

 

Catherine and Ivy both reached for champagne glasses on the tray and clinked them together. Catherine offered, “I hope you have as much fun here exploring your anonymity as I am having watching you here,” In the back of her mind, she was proud of her efforts and what Ivy was quickly becoming capable of. Ivy then toasted, “I appreciate all your mentoring Catherine. I am beginning to sense what it feels like in the real world when a woman embraces her authority. Here's to an enjoyable afternoon of exploration.”

 

Ivy looked at the poodle again. “Oh, how cute you still are. It's adorable how you bark. It is quite entertaining. I hope it's as much fun for you. Well, we are done with you now. You can go back to your kennel and wait till someone else needs you.”

 

Timothy’s face flushed red in heated humiliation. He had allowed his friend Ivy to treat him as a worthless creature... He never thought her capable of such cruelness. Deep down he was thankful that she didn’t know who he was. “If I am exposed, I don’t know how I could ever show my face again.” But, inside his chastity cage, his cock was telling a different story that was threatening to punish him for his excitement.

 

Just then Catherine returned her gaze to the Great Dane standing with one drink on his tray near a cocktail tabletop. Marcel was catatonic, lost in fear and not knowing how to proceed. He looked frozen out of place amidst a buzzing party. Catherine turned to Ivy. “Stay here one minute sweetheart, I need to find something out from the staff.”

 

With drink in hand Catherine strutted over to the Great Dane. Marcel looked at her approaching and began to shake more when he realized that she was coming directly towards him. She stopped directly in front of him, her eyes looking straight into his, inches away. She moved her head to the side and spoke quietly into Marcel’s ear. “I know who you secretly lust for. You are a bad boy! You have forsaken me. This is your punishment, see? I brought your secret girlfriend. Did you think you could hide her from me? After all I’ve done for you! You will pay for this... I wonder if she will be interested in you, when she knows you are the Great Dane? Should I keep your secret or expose you for who you are?”

 

Marcel's brain stalled in its tracks. There was Catherine again, knowing exactly what he was thinking and lusting for. How had she ever read his mind about Ivy? How come the two of them are together, conspiring like old friends? He had never mentioned her name, but Ivy was here as his Mistress’s guest. Mentally Marcel’s capitulation became more complete as he realized there was no escaping Catherine’s grip on him. She knows all. He is Her slave. She owns him fully.

 

Catherine was thrilled with how her plan was starting to unfold. The mind-fuckery that she was applying inside Marcel’s head was priceless fun for her. It was the role of a demanding Femdom to drive him deeper into submission, make him confront the reality that he no longer had control and that his self-ego was only worth what Mistress assigned to it. She wanted him committed to his submission, a slave to female intuition, and fully aware his Mistress was always inside his head, reading every thought, loyal or disloyal. His mind was becoming naked with no place to hide.




Regarding Ivy, everything was going smoothly too. Trying out her skill by dominating males here, Ivy would soon reveal it as her true nature to be a Femdom woman. Having Marcel as an obedient well-trained submissive, would provide positive feedback about what to expect from the true nature of submissive males. And as Ivy learned she could control any male through her dominance and feminine authority, there would be no stopping her.







Catherine felt that Marcel enjoyed her mindfuck abundantly when she said: “But rather than be mad at you, I think you should come over and meet my companion. The one you disloyally lust for. Make sure she is well taken care of in my presence, or I will expose you! I want you to treat her like you would treat me and show her the utmost respect. Let's see what respect she gives back to you as a boytoy dressed in a dog outfit. I wonder if she would date you if she knew you were here humiliating yourself before her eyes. Would she have any respect for you? Would she even answer a text from you? There is one way to find out. Heel boy... follow me now!”

 

Marcel had no ability to resist. Feeling like he was being dragged to his death, he followed Catherine back to Ivy. He stood before her holding his tray out to accept Ivy’s empty glass. “Thank you, little doggy,” she said. “Do you not have another full one for me?”

 

Catherine looked at the dog and said: “Don't you think you had better go fetch more Champagne for my beautiful companion? You're not doing a very good job of keeping us guests happy.” Catherine reached around Ivy’s waist to pull her closer. She put her other hand on Ivy’s arm and leaned in to give her an affectionate kiss on the cheek. “Go and fetch us two more now!”

 

“Oh my,” said Ivy, “that was very firm.”

 

Catherine turned and looked at Ivy. “That is how women are entitled to direct men to act. Speak with authority and be clear about what you want. They are here to serve. Males need precise and specific orders. All my staff here expect to be treated in that manner."




Both Catherine and Ivy took a lazy stroll around a fountain with Diana, the goddess of hunt, presiding over the crowd from her authoritative place on top of the fountain. This place gave them a good view over the buzzing crowd of guests. "Look," Catherine pointed her pinky finger, as she extended her hand forward. "Only a few of the female guests realize the waiters are submissives who had been trained to serve dominant females. But watch and observe, how all the confident women pick up on it right away and go with it!" She was right, Ivy thought.

 

When the Great Dane Marcel returned, he extended the tray in front of Catherine and Ivy.




"I'll show you how the submissives truly desire to serve females and joyfully submit to our whims.” Catherine said as they grabbed their drinks and addressed the Great Dane. “You brought us Champagne, but where are the canopies to nibble on with our bubbly? Why did you not think to bring any of that back to please us? Are you not concerned with our pleasure and contentment?”

 

Marcel gulped in shame. He knew he could not speak, otherwise Ivy would know who he was. He just stood there taking the abuse from Catherine as Ivy began to snicker.




"Oh, my... my. You are right! I see what you mean. I can see him all anxious to please us.” Ivy was becoming a little more playful sipping on her champagne. She smirked, “yes, and I also saw some delicious looking chilled shrimp that I was expecting you to bring back to me, as an offering.”

 

Catherine started glowing with smiling pride seeing Ivy blossom into a demanding Femdom. “Well, are you going to get what we need? Why are you standing here?” Swinging the walking stick in her hand, she stroked it playfully, but firmly, into the rear haunches of Marcel’s costume. “If you know what's good for you, little doggy, you'll go get our appetizers now. Do I need to swat you to get you moving? But then again, maybe you just need the proper command? How does ‘fetch’ sound? Go fetch our appetizers. Be a good doggy, go fetch them now.”

 

Marcel bowed completely enraptured by the dominant tone he'd never heard emitted from Ivy's voice. It was a dominant tone completely unfamiliar to him. He knew her sweet voice, but he had never felt how commanding it could be when he was on the receiving end of her demands. He felt physically smaller in the same space with her as his submissive attraction for her was increasingly elevated by her dominance.

 

As Catherine and Ivy held each other’s hand, they turned, Catherine carelessly gesturing to him to clear off. “We'll be mingling around here somewhere nearby. Be sure to find us.” The Great Dane nodded and bowed to their backs as they walked away.

 

As Marcel left to get their refreshments, he could clearly hear both Catherine and Ivy enjoying a laugh at his expense. “Oh, my Ivy! You really are developing quite a nasty attitude. I think you're quite special and a natural... and dare I say desirable, as a dominant woman. Slaves will be crawling to your feet in swarms. Now let's stroll over there and investigate the Pink poodle. Somewhere around here is a very powerful Domme and I want to know who that is! We will check with the birthday girl first!"

  

When they arrived, Beatrice was engaged in a cordial dialogue with ancient Aunt Cordelia.




“Hello, I hope we are not disturbing you? My name is Catherine, I am the owner of Stauton’s."




“So pleased to finally meet you! I'm Beatrice and this is my Aunt Cordelia." Catherine introduced Ivy and Beatrice warmly shook hands with both of them, enthusiastically praising Catherine's services.




“Oh wonderful. Thank you so much for inviting me along to the party. I hope it ends up being everything you've expected. We were so happy to provide the services and the costumes to help you make it a great event. I see you even made use of some of the extra kinky costumes that we sent along.”




Just then Maggie walked over and said hello. Catherine immediately felt that a powerful woman just arrived, even though Maggie hardly even grew out of puberty. Could the yet unknown Domme by any chance be her? 




Catherine left Ivy to exchange the impressions of the evening with Beatrice and casually turned to Maggie. “That poodle you were talking to seems quite timid. I'm the staff manager you see? I'm not sure I remember who exactly that is on our staff, but he certainly looks like he's responding well to instructions.” 




Maggie snickered. “Well, he is a quick study. With a little encouragement, we changed his mind to wear one of the extra costumes provided.” Catherine looked at Maggie quizzically, signaling she would be interested in knowing more about him. 




"He is quite responsive as you've observed, but clumsy.“ Maggie noted.




'Perhaps he's suitable for some other parties that we have in the queue?” Catherine suggested, testing the ground. Not missing a beat Maggie realized that Catherine was aware that Timmy was not on the SLC staff, but that nonetheless she clearly relished the submissive nature of his behavior. That was when Maggie decided to have some fun.

 

“Oh Pamela,” she called over to her friend who was holding the leash locked into Timmie’s collar. “Would you come over with our poodle and say hello to a new friend please?” 




Pamela waved her hand and walked over to the group dragging Timmie the pink poodle in tow.

 

“Hey Maggie, what's up?” 




“Hi, I'd like you to meet some guests of Beatrice and Aunt Cordelia. This is Catherine and this is Ivy.” 




“Hi... WOW! Those are great costumes. You both look so powerful, and steampunk is so cool. It really makes you a strong woman. I've got to try wearing that kind of outfit next time.” Pamela said with a radiant smile.

 

Timmie the pink poodle stood there, Pamela holding the leash and his head slightly bowed. He was holding a tray with more Champagne and Ivy reached over to take one of the glasses for herself. As she took a gig swallow, Aunt Cordelia interjected. 




“I used to raise dogs in our country home. It was great fun! We used to breed them, and it seemed like the little bitches were always having puppies. This may sound strange, but I miss all their climbing on each other... Wouldn’t it be nice to see something like that again?"

 

Almost simultaneously Maggie and Ivy interjected about Aunt Cordelia, putting into the one word their surprise and exhilaration, when they indignantly cried out:




“Aunt?!"




After saying it they both turned to look each other in the eye and began to laugh hysterically at the perverted kinky coincidence of their thoughts.




"Wow, aunt, what got into you? You’re turning wild!”  




Ivy was finishing her fourth glass of champagne, when someone laughingly suggested, while looking at Maggie: 




“Hmm, do you think we can do it as a goof?” Beatrice looked quizzically at Aunt Cordelia, who began to smile and answered instead of Maggie.




“I know what you're thinking... and if it happened on a country farm, why can't it happen at a country party?”

 

In an instant, Ivy added, “I have an idea there is a beautiful Great Dane roaming around. I think we could have some fun with his help.” 




Timmie’s eyes bulged inside the poodle head covering his face. Maggie burst into a big laughing grin. Beatrice put her hand to her mouth in faux shock.




Aunt Cordelia’s reaction was practical.




“Girls, if we are going to do this, we need to be discreet and meet in the back area behind the barn, under the Gazebo. It is secluded and we won’t distract the party guests.” The women all turned to face Aunt Cornelia as Maggie exclaimed, “Damn, you go girl!” while everyone started applauding.




As Ivy started to back away from the circle of new friends, Catherine could hardly contain herself. “Oh my, what have I done,” she thought with a humorous sense of sarcastic self-incrimination. She smiled, feeling proud of what her development project had accomplished so far toward creating a newly confident Femdom Ivy.

 

“I'll be right back!” Ivy blurted, as she dashed off looking for the Great Dane. She didn't have to go very far before she spotted him standing alone near the appetizers with glasses of Champagne on the tray already. Coming up behind him, she playfully reached out with her walking cane and again swatted the rear haunches of the Great Dane.

 

“Hello again! Don’t worry about the snacks anymore. My friends and I need you,” Ivy said. There's a girlie puppy in need of your help. I would like you to come with me now.” She tapped her walking stack against his right thigh indicating she would not take no for an answer. Reaching up to his collar, she pulled the attached leash forward that had been hanging over his shoulder onto his back and grasped the loop firmly in her hand. Ivy, with Marcel collared and leashed, walked in the shadows back toward the group. When they saw her, they all turned toward the back yard to rendezvous at the Gazebo.

 

As Marcel approached the group he looked over into Catherine’s face. She could barely contain a playful snicker as she envied Ivy leading Marcel by the ring of his dog collar. When they arrived at the Gazebo, Marcel came face to face with the other women in the group. He could instantly tell by their posture and demeanor that they are in charge. He had never been in a group Femdom setting and he was terrified. Ivy held him on the outer ring of the circle and made him get down on all fours at her feet and wait.

 

Maggie stepped forward and took the poodle’s leash from Pamela. Only then Marcel realized that they planned something out of the ordinary.

 

Both Marcel and the pink poodle were brought crawling to the center of the Gazebo. Trapped in the middle of the ladies surrounding them, Maggie spoke. “Miss poodle, I would like to introduce you to Mister Dane.” The Ladies all hooted as though they had just discovered laughing for the first time.

 

Maggie looked at Ivy. “My little pink poodle would like to meet you're a big bad Dane. I think she's in heat... she's been a real bitch, humping furniture, no discipline. She needs some relief.”




Maggie whispered into Timmie’s ear, “I think it's time for you to be taken by another beast. You used to enjoy being the beast, didn’t you? But now, you seem to enjoy it so much when I overpower you. Let's see how you handle it when another canine wants to be the alpha and take you. Be a good little puppy bitch and let this alpha stud have you. I would please us all so much... and you know I don't want to be disappointed by you or else!” She stepped on his leash and pulled Timmie down to the Gazebo floor on all fours.

 

With that Ivy pulled Marcel on all fours firmly into position behind Timmie and between his legs. Ivy looked at Maggie. “Well, I can see it's clear your bitch is in heat. She seems to want it. Do you give Mr. Dane permission to be intimate with her?”




Maggie’s eyes pierced right through the Great Dane’s head covering and deeply into Marcel’s eyes like a lightning strike. “Fuck my poodle, Mr. Dane! Do it, make puppies together. I want you to show us how dogs like you two make canine love.”

 

With that Ivy spanked Marcel on the ass and pulled his collar forward to position him so that he fell onto Timmy's back and straddled his ass. With his pelvis pressed firmly up against Timmie's buttocks, Ivy swatted his ass to raise his hind quarters up in a traditional crouching doggy style entry position. Timmie was on all fours, but Marcel was leaning forward on his hands and his pelvis firmly planted against Timmie’s asshole.

 

“Show us how dogs fuck. Do it now!” Aunt Cordelia exclaimed, her eyes flashing. She was drunk, but not with the wine, rather with the feeling of power.

 

He had been trained to obey without question, so Marcel began to move in a back-and-forth motion, dry humping against Timmie 's body. He did not know who he was humping, but he knew he had to obey. His brain was beyond any sense of self-respect. Here he was simultaneously in the presence of his Femdom Mistress Catherine... and Ivy, his unrequited love-crush, who had suddenly demonstrated a dominance he had only fantasized about.

 

Timmie was on all fours nearly crying with humiliation. The only solace he could hold onto was the knowledge that almost nobody knew who he was.




As he got to getting fucked by the Great Dane, Aunt Cordelia came forward. “This brings back memories. Yes, that is how they do it!"




Maggie and Beatrice were both laughing hysterically and Catherine held her hand to her mouth in mock shock at the sight of the two costumed male dogs fornicating at a seemingly respectable party.

 

But Catherine’s deeper sense of awe came from seeing Ivy take control of the situation, express her innate dominance as a female, and confidently humiliate the unknown slave. In the back of her his head she thought, “Oh, this is all going to work out better than I ever imagined.”

 

After a period of merriment for the women and sheer humiliation for the boys, it was all over. Catherine suggested that they should all get back at the party and see what other fun was happening. The women were gleeful and started to walk back to the main party grounds.

 

Maggie and Ivy were walking side by side, laughing about what delightful unexpected fun their encounter had just been. They both agreed they wanted to catch up again after this first time.

 

“Hey Ivy, do you have a boyfriend or a girlfriend?”

 

“No, Maggie, I have a secret admirer, but it is unrequited."




"Can you keep a secret? I have a secret admirer too!" Maggie whispered into her ear. "I recently discovered my female dominance. I‘ve trained the poodle to be my secret admirer. He’s learned to give me what I want. To follow my direction. Let’s get together again with our admirers?”

 

“Well, today I first embraced the power of my ‘female persuasion'. I doubt my secret admirer is up to the challenge, but perhaps we can find some way to celebrate our female dominance together anyway?”

 

“You gotta’ be kidding! You are a born Femdom! You know the observation about life... that there are just six-degrees of separation between us? I’ll bet you and I are more closely connected than that!”

 








Chapter 8
















“Please, will you tell me the story of how you and my mother met?” Ivy asked and the Lady smiled, pleased that Ivy forgot about her clumsy suggestion that she has a slave ready for her. The next evening after the birthday party Ivy came to her apartment with a happy anticipation of moving on with the story.




“Oh absolutely! But first...” The Lady raised from the back of the slave, who for the last twenty minutes served as their stool. She gently helped Ivy to stand. The Lady snapped her fingers and the slave, with military precision, erected himself. He was kneeling, his buttocks resting on his heels, with his hands folded at the back of his head. 




“Today I want to show you something special…” The Lady made a sequence of simple gestures. 




Ivy observed the silent choreography and realized that the Lady and her slave have a secret sign language. The negligence and ease with which the Lady performed the gestures gave away that she was using them daily. “What did you just order him to do?” Ivy couldn’t stop herself from asking.




“Wait and see!” The Lady smiled. 




The slave nodded curtly and swiftly sprang to his feet, backing to the door without ever turning his back to the Mistress, until he disappeared, closing soundlessly the door behind him.




“Before all is ready, I will start. But I warn you, it is back in the Stone Age…Don’t smirk like that, I mean it! It was back in 2001.” The Lady smiled. “I was nineteen and I was just studying business here in New York. I was in the second year, and the term just started. One day in early September I met a very strange girl and it changed my life forever.” 




Ivy opened her eyes wider, but the Lady said: “No, it was not your mother, hang on in there, she will turn up in the story fairly soon. In order to give you some insight into how me and your mother met, I need to go a bit deeper into my personal history. Don’t worry, I will be brief! I was dating a boy called Fred. We were actually freshly engaged.” The Lady’s eye went out of focus as she gazed into the past with the melancholic feeling of lost youth. But it was just for a fleeting moment. 




“On the day we were having some time between lectures - Fred was studying business with me - and we sat on a bench in front of the school. We were having one of the discussions that were getting increasingly heated. The row of benches with one adjacent to another didn’t allow for much privacy, but we were both so worked up we didn’t care that the people sitting nearby could easily overhear our fight. He was ballistic. He was scolding me for going to school in a short skirt. I dared to resist his wishes and wore a mini, in his words I ‘exposed my flesh to the prying eyes of horny guys’ and one of them approached me and asked for my phone number. The storm that ensued was crazy.”




Ivy stared. “Excuse me? You were dating a guy like that? You of all people?”




The Lady smiled a bit sadly. “Yeah, this would be the reaction of my friends, if I had any at the time. Let me explain. Months ago before this incident, I met him at a party and he sent my heart aflutter the instant I laid my eyes on him. From what was a love at first sight blossomed a full blown romance. He swept me off my feet with his spectacular displays of affection. He won me over with his pampering, kisses and gentleness, with large bouquets, gifts and poems written just for me, with his lavish praise of my looks, intelligence, taste in music and books. Prince Charming you’d say, too good to be true, you might add, and rightfully so.




“As they say, all that glitters is not gold,” thought Ivy out loud.




“Back then, when we sat on the bench, the days of Fred being actually nice to me seemed so far I couldn’t even recall the last time. What I saw on that day was a guy who was a lamb turned into a poisonous snake. He was mean, sarcastic and his mouth that he was at other times capable of the sweetest of smiles, was twisted in a nasty grin.”




“I hope I don’t say something out of place here, but this is just how a narcissistic psychopath behaves.” said Ivy, who was a psychology nerd. “Once he managed to secure your affection, things started to change, gradually imposing upon you his will, am I right?”




“Oh, absolutely! In the months preceding this incident he was, one step at a time, beginning to behave possessively, first he forbade me to visit my friends and associate with my old acquaintances. Then he tried to impose a set of unwritten rules upon me to follow. He was gradually isolating me, you see?” 




“Yeah, just what such a guy would do. First love bombing you and then trying to disconnect you from your support net of people, making you more vulnerable, desperate to have his love….”




“You hit the mark. But it didn’t occur to me at the time, my mind was obfuscated by sexual energy that seemed almost radioactive between us. His jealousy I attributed to the depth of his love. I was flattered by his possessiveness which seemed to me to stem from his profound love for me. When he insisted on cutting my ties from friends and family, I thought he just wanted to spend all the time with me, to have me for himself. But within months things began to morph into a hideous nightmare. He required me to give him my email passwords and snooped on my phone under false pretenses. He was threatening me when I diverted from the draconic rules he imposed upon me and my behavior. Eventually he began to exert his power over me with slaps, sometimes he pushed me, until he hit me and gave me a black eye once.” 




“Oh no!” Ivy cried out in shock and covered her mouth in horror. “And you stayed with him after that?” 




“Of course I wanted to split up with him, but the next day he stood tearfully in the doors of my dorm with an engagement ring and a promise that from then on he will be a different man.”




“And you believed him.” Ivy said knowingly and grimly nodded.




“You are taking after your mother, she could sense things too. This is what I call the gift of female intuition. Einstein once said that intuition is the highest form of intelligence. Rings true to me! Well, I admit that I did believe Fred when he promised to change.” the Lady said. “I don’t know how I could be so naive. But I wanted to believe him so badly! I still trusted that deep down there is the guy I have met, the incredibly attentive and sweet boy. Acute as you are, obviously you know that he was on his best behavior for, like, a week before he turned into his evil self again.”




“Naturally. He couldn’t pretend any longer. How long can a wolf pretend to be a sheep? Only long enough to fool other sheep. I mean, I don’t imply you are in any way a sheep in character!” Ivy hasted to assure her, blushing again. 




The Lady patted her cheek. “You cannot insult me ever, because you are good and mean no harm. Anyway, the dinner is getting ready, I hope you are hungry!” Ivy nodded.




“But, back to the story. So, everything changed on that fine day in September....”




“It must have been around the 9/11 attacks, no?” Ivy said.




“Yes, actually just a week before it. Have you ever noticed how memory tends to hold the most emotionally intense moments, preserved in a sort of time bubble?” Ivy nodded. ”Well, the grizzly terrorist attack made the memory of what I’m about to narrate to you all the more vivid, both were so strong and life altering. Back to me and Fred, sitting on the bench... When our fight reached its peak, he stormed away and I stayed sitting on the bench, feeling like he just emptied a bucket full of ice cold water over my head. I was shattered to the core, my self esteem deflated, my soul hurt… At the same time I felt an intense need to pursue him and promise heaven and earth just that he again showed me his love. Fortunately, I stayed put. And I think that decided my fate! I replayed the whole thing in my head over and over and I remain convinced that me staying sitting down had put me on the trajectory towards the life I live today.”




“Will you finally stop teasing me? I’m dying to hear more!” Ivy said in a mock angry voice.




“Oh, alright! Did you hear knocking? I swear that I cannot tolerate that Melinda never knocks loud enough for me to hear…”




“Who’s Melinda?”




“Why, my cook and servant of course!”




“I really fail to realize where you take the time to train all your servants!” Ivy laughed.




“Well, you know I’m an exceptionally skilled woman.”




“Oh, I can vouch for that!” Ivy laughed. 




They could hear another, slightly louder knock. “Come in,” the Lady called loudly.




The door opened. Ivy’s eyes almost popped out. In the door frame stood a girl in a pretty frilly apron, with a laced bonnet and black stockings. She stood far enough for slightly shortsighted Ivy to think her rather pretty. She entered the room, perched on sky high stilettos, carrying a silver tray with a porcelain soup bowl steaming and letting out a very appetizing smell.




“Hmmm… smells delicious.” Ivy said politely and tried not to stare at the peculiar, very tall girl, who was slowly making her way to them, swaying weirdly on her crooked legs. 




“This is Melinda.” The girl curtsied and only then Ivy realized that this is not a girl, but a sissy maid, whose face in fact was a latex mask. Ivy put herself together and prevented herself from gasping in surprise.  




The Lady was watching her and was smiling. “Melinda, put the tray on the table, please. I want you to introduce yourself to our guest before you serve dinner. Ivy, as you can probably tell, Melinda is a fresh addition to my party… She is not yet used to serving in front of female guests. She is very shy, my Melinda.” Ivy noticed the playful tone in the Lady’s voice. Melinda set the tray on the table and made an elaborate, slightly ridiculous curtsy. Ivy noted how the male legs in net stockings looked sculpted and athletic. 




Ivy nodded her head as the sissy dropped to her knees to say hi to her Mistress and Ivy. 




“Um, hi - Melinda?“ Ivy said awkwardly. Ivy could tell that the sissy was nervous, because her hands slightly trembled. Finally, Ivy noticed the capital C with a little crown over it tattooed on the inside of her wrist. How could this be?! This was the same person as the slave who served them before. She didn’t know if she was supposed to show she knew, or not, so she rather stayed quiet.




“You don’t realize that, but it is you who makes my Melinda so very nervous… After all, you are such a pretty young girl. She will dream about this moment for weeks to come, replaying it in her head in an endless loop. She is very grateful to you for allowing this opportunity to serve a young Goddess like you! Isn’t it, darling Melinda?’ The Lady playfully twisted a strand of Melinda’s wig hair on her forefinger. “What would you think, Melinda, if I showed our guest your charming little clitty in the pink chastity belt?”




“Uh… I would be mortified, Mistress!”




“Of course you would!” beamed the Lady. “Ivy, would you like to see the single most potent female dominance principle in action?”




Ivy hesitated. “Um, I would like to, but if Melinda said she wouldn’t like it…” 




“Oh, but she didn’t say that!” 




“Well, then... Of course!”




“Are you sure, Ivy? This is not for the weak of heart.” 




”I’m not weak of heart,” said Ivy with a shadow of indignation in her voice. 




“In that case -” the Lady ordered the sissy to come closer and used her riding crop to raise the hem of the frilly skirt with the laced apron, revealing finally the shiny pink cock prison. 




“Hold the skirt up high, Melinda, for our sweet guest to see.”




Melinda obediently ruffled her skirt and held it up high at her waist. Her sissy cock was smoothly shaved and Ivy looked at it with scientific interest, slightly frowning with concentration. “Fascinating! His - I mean - her - cock… looks so tiny! Isn’t it too mean to say so?”




The Lady laughed heartily and the sissy maid cast her eyes down, very embarrassed. “No, in fact this is precisely the right thing to say under the circumstances. If you could see under the latex mask, you’d see how my pretty Melinda blushes! I assure you that the appearance of the cock in the cage that makes any male’s pride look completely pathetic, useless and redundant is just one of the perks of chastity! Chastity in fact is the single measure, most powerful measure to make any male do whatever you want.”




“Really? Wow, you need to tell me all about it!” Ivy said and leaned closer to the Lady, all ears. 




“I’m pleased you are getting so interested! I will teach you all that your mother would teach you, chastity is no exception! But there will be time enough for that. By now, it is enough for you to learn about the simple fact that chastity exists as a specific lifestyle within the community and that it delivers incredible benefits to any Lady who decides to use it. But now, Melinda, please serve the soup before it turns cold.” 




Melinda let down her skirt, curtsied again and began to serve dinner. The Lady sat down to the designer table with a glass top, adorned with a crystal vase with lilies. Melinda was clearly instructed how to perform her duty, because when she leaned down - she was so tall she had to hunch to serve over the two women - she didn’t fall short of professionalism, conducting herself as a first rate waitress. 




As they ate tasty strong beef stew with julienne vegetables, the Lady continued with her story. Melinda was sent away to fetch them a bottle of wine. 




“So, as I said, I was sitting on the bench, rallying my strength after the deeply traumatizing fight with Fred. Suddenly I noticed that a pretty girl with waist-long straight black hair, who sat next to us on the neighboring bench all throughout the fiery discussion with Fred, passed around me. She looked me deeply in the eye. The passage of time seemed to shift into a slow-motion rhythm. Till this day I cannot comprehend how she managed to infuse her look with so many things at once: a deep compassion, empathy, caring, strength, resilience and what I can for a lack of better word describe as a promise. I felt like with that single stare as if a wave of invisible power rolled over me. She walked slowly around me, without breaking eye contact. When she finally walked past me, she continued several meters, then she turned around, gave me a last look and made the gesture of a phone call. Then, she disappeared behind the closest tree and was gone. I had no idea who she was!This weird experience cleansed my head of the feelings of hurt imposed by Fred and I was left in awe from the one fleeting moment. Who was the mysterious black haired girl? And there was the gesture too! Was the gesture dedicated to me at all? I looked around myself, but there was no one who could have been the recipient of her playful gesture. For days after I couldn’t recall her face. if I met her again I probably wouldn't recognize her, because all that stayed with me were her eyes.” 




The Lady reached into her bra which she, due to its formidable size apparently used to store various objects, and fished out a rectangle piece of paper that gave a curious glint. “Only when I arrived home, I realized that she somehow slipped a visiting card into my pocket! On one side there was a shiny imitation of metal and a name “Ellen” written in a pretty, decorative font, and a phone number. I still have it, see?” The Lady handed curious Ivy the card and she looked at it with keen fascination. On the other side was a word GANG written in capital letters, under it enigmatic words Guidance, Advocacy, Novaturience, Growth.” 




The Lady was glancing sideways at Ivy, curious about her reaction. “I had the same puzzled expression when I saw the motto for the first time! I had no idea what it meant, but I was intrigued. I called her the same day and my life was never the same again.”




“You are the Mistress of cliffhangers, aren’t you?” Ivy laughed. “Now, will you tell me about the mysterious Ellen?” Ivy was holding the card with the tips of fingers, as if it was something sacred that required especially careful handling.




“Stay with me and your curiosity will be quenched. As to your mother, it is getting warmer now. So, a week after that it was a lovely autumn evening in 2001. I was walking along the path of Crescent street in the suburbs of New York, Scarsdale, with Fred. I know, I know, you give me this look, but I promise you that things are going to get very interesting for Fred.”




Ivy’s eyes showed for the first time something the Lady didn’t see in them before - the little fires of malevolence. The Lady made a mental note to herself. It was good Ivy had that in her. If she didn’t and was as naive, sweet and good, as she appeared to be most of the time, she would be deficient in a feature every dominant woman needs to truly rule the males. 




“When I think about it today, I can still recall the day up to the tiniest detail, because of what happened later. The smell of air, the chirping of robins, how the fresh air was ruffling my hair. Very glossy lips were the trend of the time, you can imagine how it stuck when a stray hair fell upon them. I even recall the crop top and cargo pants I was wearing to match Fred’s baggy hip hop pants. We were heading to the house of Ellen. She was the epitome of cool, because although she was not yet twenty one, she had her own house."




“For real? Just for herself? No parents around?”




“No parents. They were reportedly living on the west coast. But three female friends resided with her to keep her company and help with paying the bills. And for some other things, as I learned soon enough. When we arrived at the lively house, the party was in full swing. The spacious living room had been cleared of furniture to make way for the dance floor. The air was thick with a blend of scents; sweet, fruity body mists and colognes mingled with the smoky residue of the scented candles. From the outside it was a picture of a normal teenage houseparty.




We entered the door, which was slightly ajar. When we entered, we realized that it was far from a regular party. The guests were dressed like the fans of Depeche Mode, all in black, some sported shiny pants. But some wore shiny metal things that made them look like fans of Black Sabbath. There was something weird about the place, but I couldn’t put my finger on it. Some people looked our way and scanned our laid back style with apprehension. 




“You didn’t tell me your friend runs a Satanist circle.” Fred leaned towards me, whispering a bit sarcastically. He certainly sounded displeased. By then I had learned strategies to avoid his anger, so I hurried to assure him that surely the evening would turn out great. I also felt weirdly out of place there in my colorful crop top. When I spoke to Ellen on the phone, she didn’t mention any special dress code.




I was just beginning to feel pretty uncomfortable, standing beside the disgruntled Fred and in the midst of people, who seemed to belong to some peculiar community I didn’t feel to be part of. Then I finally noticed her. Ellen! She stood in the center of the action. When I saw her, my stomach jolted and instantly forgot about everything else. She had that power over people. You see, was the type of girl who all boys pined for, a self-assured third-year student, always in the middle of attention. Her magnetic presence exuded confidence. She was known for her charismatic and bossy nature, a quality that only seemed to add to her allure, drawing the admiring gazes of boys throughout the room.” 




“So, pretty much like you. I can easily see why you clicked…” Ivy noted.




“So nice of you to say that! But, at that time we used to be rather like noon and night. One thing is for certain - if it wasn’t for Ellen, my life would turn out very different and I would stay that people pleaser I used to be. Back then, Ellen wore a sleek and form-fitting metallic silver mini dress that shimmered alluringly under the party lights. I noticed the daringly low neckline, with a halter-style top that left the shoulders and back exposed. The dress was adorned with subtle sequins and rhinestones that catch and reflect the light. To complete the look, thigh-high black leather boots with chunky heels added an edgy and bold touch that not only elongated her legs but also exuded a sense of confidence and attitude. The dress was cinched at the waist with a wide black patent leather belt, adding an extra touch of style and emphasizing her hourglass figure. I realized that other girls also wore bodycon dresses and high heels. When Ellen noticed me and Fred, she ventured to welcome us with her arms wide open.




‘So, you are Cate!’ Ellen warmly hugged me. ‘And this is Fred.’ she observed, a bit flatly. I could feel the coldness in her voice, but Fred didn’t notice. He was swept away by her charm and stared at her, unable to utter a word. Under other circumstances I might have been disgruntled by how she disarmed him with her looks, but in her case I could excuse him, because I felt as flabbergasted by her charm as himself.”




“Don’t you have a picture of her? That Ellen I mean? I’m getting increasingly curious about her!” Ivy said.




“I do, actually! It must be somewhere… Let me think. Oh yes, wait a minute.” Catherine raised and from the library took an old fashioned photo album. “She must be here somewhere,” she said after carefully turning several pages. “Yes, there she is, in her full glory!” She pointed at a photo of her and Ellen. 




Ivy examined the photo with eager eyes. “Oh, you are so young and pretty!” Ivy looked at the two teenage girls with wide smiles, their radiant youth radiating out of the picture. They were standing next to each other, hugging themselves around their shoulders.




“Wow, I can see why you were so enchanted by her, she truly is amazing beauty! She has a taste for extravagance, the clawed glove she wears!”




“Yeah, Ellen effectively pioneered the trend of claws in BDSM, long before it was a thing! She wore them also on the day we met. When Ellen approached us, she got right to the business. 




‘Welcome to the GANG, where you both will find what you need to live a life to your full potential.’ 




‘Sorry? Is this some New Age bullshit meeting?’ Fred was getting more and more pissed. ‘I thought we are going to a party. Or are you some sort of sect or what? Why does everyone look so weird?’ 




Ellen gave him one of her radiant smiles. ‘Are you suggesting that our Ladies here look weird? I’m sure you didn’t mean that.’ 




Now we finally noticed that among the crowd there is a number of very pretty girls in bodycon shiny black dresses with glamorous makeup. It took Fred just a few glances around himself to change his mind as to whether he should stay or leave. 




‘I have so much fun in store for both of you, for you especially, boy!’ Again, Ellen gave Fred a significant look. I stared, she spoke to him in a condescending manner I wouldn’t ever dare.  ‘...but I’d like you, Cate, to meet my friends first.’ 




Ellen took my arm and led me further into the house, Fred trotting behind us, his head turning left and right, so that he didn’t miss any sexy butt and overflowing boobs. Ellen whispered to me: ‘Don’t worry, your fiancée won’t be touched in an improper way. But I don’t guarantee anything else.’ she gave a ringing laughter. I gave her puzzled look, but she just patted my arm affectionately and soothed me with her alluring eyes. 




In the living room a large, ornate, vintage-style area rug sprawled beneath the seating area. The centerpiece of the living room was a grand piano, a glossy ebony masterpiece. A girl, very pretty, with waist length blonde hair was sitting at the piano, playing. She immediately caught my eye, because she had a curious bearing of head, slightly tilted and elegant.”




“Mom…” Ivy said, remembering her mother’s gentle neck and how she always tilted her head when playing a piano, which was her lifelong passion. 




“Yes… I don’t have to tell you she looked like a fairy. She was playing Schubert’s Winterreise. Several guys actually knelt around the piano to listen. 




Ellen said to the fair girl: ‘Patricia, this is a rather weird choice for such an occasion, play something else pronto, or you will make our guests depressed.’ Patricia ceased playing abruptly, not at all disgruntled by Ellen’s bossy ways. She seemed to naturally accept her superiority. 




Ellen turned to me and said: ‘The texts for die Winterreisse are based on poems by Wilhelm Müller. Can you feel the isolation he tried to evoke?’ I did, and I told her. 




‘Thanks, dear. Patricia, I guess that you can keep this for our other guests.’ she turned to me again. ‘Patricia is a specialist in setting a mood… but not for the party such as this.’ 




‘Um, sorry? I fail to get your meaning.’ I blurted out. 




‘Never mind, darling, Fred will tell you when you get home.’ We looked at each other with Fred and his gaze was as blank and uncomprehending as my own. 




‘You will learn soon enough. Patricia, please meet our guests, Cate and Fred.’ I wasn’t sure if my ears failed me, but when pronouncing Fred’s name, there again was a sour, nasty sound to it, almost sarcastic.




‘So pleased to meet you.’ Patricia turned to me. She completely ignored Fred. Ellen told me a lot about you, and especially you, Fred.’ Patricia smiled warmly. ‘Now that you are here, I will naturally not play, we have things to discuss!’ 




The boys, who gathered around the piano, seemed disappointed. Only then I noticed they wore some sort of decorative leather collars. 




‘The guys look like members of your cult.’ I joked and laughed. 




‘Do they now?’ Patricia smiled modestly, but somehow she didn’t oppose me soundly enough. Instead, she took my arm and led me away. Fred was clumsily trying to keep the pace, making his way through the crowd. He probably would get uncomfortable by the blatant lack of respect the hostesses displayed towards him. He wasn’t as thick as not to notice that this is a peculiar place, only he couldn’t make out what sort. But there were the pretty girls attracting his gaze convincing him with their lascivious stares to stay. I also thought it was a bit weird. I had just a brief phone call with Ellen, who invited me to the party and never met any of the girls, who behaved as if we were the best of friends since kindergarten.” 




“I see where this is heading….” Ivy leaned towards the Lady and whispered.




The Lady first listened with wide, curious eyes and then, suddenly she slapped her knee in a gesture of jovial merriment and exclaimed: “You rock, Ivy! Your mother would be proud of how brainy you are! It is fascinating that you can guess so precisely. I have to admit that I was much slower to grasp it, being in the middle of it all. But you still don’t know the best part!”




“I can only hope that in the process you got rid of Fred, because it makes me irritated just to think about him and his behavior towards you!” There was a loud noise and loud clattering of tray that fell to the ground.




“Melinda?!” Catherine exclaimed.




“Sorry, sorry!” apologized Melinda, who was just about to carry the wine on the tray. Thankfully, nothing was broken.




“Well…” Catherine said, eyeing Melinda discontentedly, but there was a little malicious sparkle in her eye. “Fred,” she said empathetically, “of course has a major role to play in this, but if I never met him, I wouldn’t ever meet the Gang, so I should actually be thankful to him. So, let me resume. Ellen gestured to a DJ, a lanky, skinny boy who seemed super impressed by being at such a party in the first place. He meddled with the stereo system and it began to belt out a playlist of chart-toppers, including Destiny's Child, Britney Spears, and N'Sync, while a pile of CDs with names like ‘Now That's What I Call Music’ lay nearby for eager DJ requests… Melinda, would you kindly put yourself together and serve the wine?




Ellen drew us to the side, but she was talking to me only and ignored Fred altogether. ‘I hope you are not too refined for music like this, but I realized that at a party like this people are soon tired by the contemplative and gentle tunes Patricia excels in.’ I assured her that I’m not at all offended by pop music, even if I don’t seek it out. 




Out of nowhere a boy appeared and Ellen beamed, giving him a rather imperious beckoning finger. He smoothly engaged Fred in conversation about the new Grand Theft Auto III, the playstation game that recently came out and was all the rage among youngsters. He suggested that Fred and him may play in the cellar, where he has the playstation. Before I could say a word, they were gone. 




Ellen with her friends, including your mother, took me in their midst, making me the centre of all attention. They served me delicious treats. We were drinking Cosmopolitan and we danced. I was having such a good time! I thought Fred was having a good time playing games and so I forgot all about him. I certainly haven’t missed him.”




I was slowly getting used to the place and the peculiar ways of the guests and hostesses. I noticed that the young males were not behaving how I would expect at a party like that. I couldn’t put my finger on it… but I managed to reconcile this feeling of them just being gentlemanly. The girls ascribed to me a very sweet boy, who was serving me drinks and he was incredibly polite and deferential. You smirk, but please remember that I never ever came across anything remotely similar to this.”




“I don’t smirk, I just realized something from my own life. In fact, I know precisely what you mean!” Ivy said sheepishly.




“Well, after another round of cocktails I realized I had to pee. Probably because I was already in an elevated mood, I was having difficulties finding the right room. The house was rather old and large, with not entirely logical structure. Therefore I soon found myself wandering around a corridor leading to some sort of winter garden. Not that way, I thought when my eyes fell on the garden furniture and chairs stacked in the corner. I was beginning to return when I noticed a door on the left, rather narrow and also shorter than the average door frame with a circular window, like on a boat. The door was slightly ajar with weird, green light escaping through the crack under the door.”




“Not every green light means - go! Some green lights mean - turn on the heel and run!” Ivy cautioned jokingly.




“Now I think the same thing! But I thought that perhaps the toilet was there. God knows why, it looked nothing like a bathroom door. But there was no toilet, only steeply descending stairs with a claustrophobically low ceiling. I found myself descending several stairs down. It didn’t feel right, I was half expecting to stumble upon a den of a serial murderer with body parts suspended in formaldehyde. The noise of the music from the upstairs was heard only as a distant background sound. Then I could hear swift, cracking noises in rapid succession. One, then another, then another. My blood froze and so did my body in the movement. The sound was coming from a closed door at the end of the corridor. I forgot about the need to pee and I tuned my ear to the peculiar sound. What could it be?”




“I know, I know what it was.” Ivy giggled.




“Of course you do! But how was I supposed to know? I was completely BDSM naive! But even in the state of being three sheets to the wind, I realized I’m somewhere I shouldn’t be. Crack, crack, crack! What a weird sound, I thought. I had to see, I had to know what it was! Curiosity prevailed and I found myself listening with my ear pressed against the door. What a daredevil I was! I opened the door, just a tiny little bit… But what met my eye was beyond what I could ever imagine. It was a long room, probably what used to be a nuclear fallout shelter, judging from bunks and shelves with conserved foods, cans, and folded sheets. That was the first thing I saw when I slowly and carefully cracked the door open. I peeped in, but I couldn’t see where the sound was coming from. I gathered courage and opened it just a bit more, until I could press my head through the crack. And then I finally saw it! A sight that I will never in my life forget…"




Catherine noticed Melinda, entering the room. "Oh, here comes the wine, Ivy, you must taste it, it is from the finest vineyards in Australia, a brand I’m particularly fond of. Let’s toast to your bright future!”





Chapter 9













Timothy breathed a deep sigh of exhausted relief; he had escaped the devilish gang of Maggie and her school girls. The horizon over the rich lush pastures surrounding the mansion was already turning a lighter shade of dark blue. For a few moments he stood hidden in the nook sitting on a windowsill, breathing heavily. The stress was beginning to gradually subside - at least for the time being he was safe from this cruelly empowered Maggie. In and out. In and out, the air felt like it was cleaning his blood of all the stress from the encounter with Maggie and the risk of being exposed by her. When he felt grounded enough, he returned to his room. He could only guess if Vanessa was there or not. In case she was there - he carefully tiptoed into the room.




He waited for his eyes to adjust. The room had the curtains drawn and the only light that allowed him to see the contours of the room and the things in it were the bright green digits emanating from the LED alarm clock. After a moment he realized there was a dark shape on the king-sized bed. He dared not use his phone as a lamp and instead sneaked forward to have a better look. The dark motionless form was Vanessa. She was asleep, laying with her face down like a corpse, across the top of the bed. He was scared that Vanessa would try to have sex with him. In her comatose state that was thankfully off the table. He was safe at least till the morning.  Timothy let out another breath of relief and it felt like some portion of his sanity had returned to him. 




As he was creeping around the bedside table to slip into the bed beside her, he felt something brushing on his thigh. He sensed, rather than saw, that something was moving next to him. He instantly realized he had just knocked something over, but it was too late to intercept. Unfortunately, it was a metal trolley tray laden with wine glasses. As merciless gravity sent it to the ground, the trolley and glasses fell, shattering on the hard wooden floor. It made an ear-splitting noise that would wake the dead. He froze, hoping against all hope that his girlfriend was drunk enough to stay fast asleep. To his horror, her dark mass began to stir. He stood there in a weird position like a marionette with hands in midair, mouth agape, as if his immobility had the power to silence the violent awakening sounds he had introduced into a peaceful night. Vanessa rolled over on the bed and groped for a switch. The lights went on, temporarily blinding them both. Her hair was disheveled and her make-up was smudged around her eyes. 




“What… what happened?” she rubbed her face, smearing her panda eyes even more... a distant memory of her once attractively made-up eyes. For a few moments she struggled to focus, wincing painfully into the bright light, but once she did, she looked fairly oriented, not as drunk as he believed her to be.




“Hey... where have you been?” She sat up, throwing her feet down from the tall bed. 




Timothy, being Timothy, had a neat lie prepared, with all the necessary details that would lend credibility to even the most insolent of lies.




“Sorry, dear, I dozed off on the couch in the library, I got sick from the champagne and when I layed down to recuperate, I fell asleep. Don’t let yourself wake up; the maid will clean the mess in the morning.”




Vanessa didn’t seem remotely interested in getting back to sleep. “I was looking for you everywhere.”




“Did you really?” He said sarcastically. Some of his old self was returning to him. Time to turn the tables, he thought… take the wind out of her sails by pinpointing to her own shortcomings.  




“Someone told me you had an awful lot of fun with that pretentious snob, what was his name again? Arsehole?”




It would only help his cause if he shamed her with knowledge that he knew she was flirting with some old money bloke. For all intents and purposes, he considered his girlfriend his property and as such he didn’t like anyone else touching her. The fact that her behavior didn't hurt his uncaring heart at all was of no consequence. Instead, his pride was dealt a serious blow simply because there was even a competitor.




“... And I wonder who could have slighted me off behind my back…” Vanessa sat up in the bed and crossed her arms in front of her in a pugnacious stance.




“No matter! Don’t try to change the subject. You were behaving like a whore.”




“Excuse me? I couldn’t find you and Archibald kept me company. He is the perfect gentleman and behaved like one.” 




Timothy opened his mouth, but then realized that he could not speak of how he saw Archibald winding his long, lanky arm around her shoulders and how he repeatedly wandered with it to rub against her ass. Timothy clenched his teeth, remembering when she and that prick were dancing to the most disgustingly sweet love songs from the Bee Gees, their bodies pressed tightly against each other. He could envision how it went down as they embraced… She could feel his erection against her groin and he, being infatuated with her firm breasts and half-closed eyes, the promise of a well lubricated pussy, were both moving their pelvises in the perfect sensual rhythm of an anticipated fuck. He swallowed fearfully at that remark.




“Well, I’ve been waiting for you all evening! After you promised to make me feel like a Queen, you tell me that tonight you dozed off and left me all alone.” she pouted and turned away from him. “Now I think that perhaps you don’t like me at all…” 




She had learned some of the manipulative tricks from him, using sexual and emotional pressure to make him feel guilty and divert the conversation from her own mistakes. 




“Oh shit!” At this point his chief worry was his little secret, not her bitchy ways. “I don’t care, I’m too tired. Let’s go to sleep now. We can talk it through in the morning.”




He made it abundantly clear that the discussion was over by turning his back to her. He jumped fully clothed into bed and drew the duvet up to his shoulders, turning on his side with back facing away from her.




But Vanessa was not in the mood to let him escape her. She jerked the duvet off his shoulders and climbed on top of the bed, over his legs. When she got near enough to reach for his cock, he rolled over onto his stomach, fearing that in her lustful mood she would accidently find the humiliating cage mercilessly biting his cock. 




Instead, she reached under his chest to tweak his nipples. “I don’t think so. I was faithful to you and waited here, even though I was horny as hell all evening… You owe me a nice fuck.” Straddling his ass now, Vanessa pressed her crotch into him and began to grind her pussy back and forth over his muscular ass cheeks in a fucking motion. 




“You were flirting behind my back, and I should take care of your needs now, when I’m tired as hell?” Timothy tried to salvage the duvet by pulling on it, but Vanessa’s weight was holding it in place, her knees resting to the sides of Timothy’s waist as her hips dry-humped him through the duvet cloth on his ass.




She leaned forward and teased his nipples even more. “Well, I think you should care for my needs. I can still go and knock on Archie’s door. Something tells me he won’t throw me away…” 




Timothy felt the shift in the dynamics between them. Vanessa, god knows from where, had dug up self confidence that wasn’t on par with her usual behavior. He didn’t like this a single bit. It was reminding him too much of Maggie. Perhaps the macho male energy he used to have had been drained out, after Maggie and her friends humiliated him so deeply. Perhaps women could use their intuition to sense when a beta male made the transition into a submissive male, conditioned to serve women and obey them. 




To his intense relief, Vanessa realized she overdid it. Suddenly some of her cocky edges smoothed down. She looked at him a bit sheepishly. “Sorry love, I didn’t mean to say this, the alcohol is speaking out of me.” She leaned over him. “I just want to fuck really bad, I want to feel your cock deep in me.” She ran her arms around him and pressed herself against him. “Come and punish me for being saucy.” She ran her hands under his shirt. “I want you to claim me and show me that my place is under you, come on! I know you want it too; I’ll bet your cock is getting ready for action now too…”




The situation was getting increasingly dangerous for Timothy. At any time she might reach for his cock and expose the truth. Timothy pushed her to the side and wiggled from her grip, but she didn’t let herself get so easily discouraged. “I want you to lay on top of me and force yourself on me, telling me that I’m your bitch and you won’t have me fool around with other men.” 




Timothy had to avoid taking off any of his clothes at all costs. Not only were there angry red marks on his butt where Maggie had mercilessly beaten him, but the dildo plug in his ass was still there and he wouldn’t dare to take it out. There was only one way out of this pickle. But his anger and pride swirled… His girlfriend had been shamelessly flirting with his competitor earlier, and now he was expected to serve her orally? Oh, that was a tough pill to swallow!




He breathed deeply and reluctantly accepted the bitter alternative he had teased her with earlier to fight his predicament, as he said: “No dear. I’m still a bit pissed about you fooling around with that prick, but I promised you something, remember?” 




Vanessa licked her lips. Of course, she didn’t forget. “Okay, that sounds more like it. Let’s see what you can do with your nimble tongue!” There it was again, that self-assured tone… Once the cage was off, he would need to teach her some fucking manners! 




“Take it as a sign of my magnanimity.” He said with his accustomed haughty airs, but it sounded lame and silly. Even though he tried feebly to make it sound like he was dominant and offering oral was a part of him being the boss, the dynamics between them were shifting. He knew it and she unwittingly sensed that too. But there was no way around it, he had to do it, or she would know. Not only that he wore a cage, but that he was also the pink poodle, whom she had humiliated with such joy.




He perched her on the fluffy snow-white pillows smelling of the tangerine essential oils the housekeeper used for laundry. He even went to light the tall candles on elaborately decorated silver chandeliers that reflected in an expensive Venetian mirror from the seventeenth century. 




“Make yourself comfortable, my love... this may take a while,” she teased. He dropped to his knees as she giggled and pulled her Harley Quinn mini shorts down, together with the fishnet stockings. She spread her legs wide. He grabbed her buttocks and pulled her closer to him, so that he could reach her pussy with his tongue. It felt foreign and unnatural. After all the banging he had done to her by thrusting his cock and strong bucking hips into her, he felt humiliated as he feebly bent forward to put his tongue into her. “Oh fuck, this is where my cock should be!





Chapter 10













Ivy took the offered glass of white wine, but her face was drawn. “Oh please, will you stop tormenting me? Tell me what did you see in the cellar!” she exclaimed finally, unable to curb her excitement.




“I’m so pleased I piqued your interest, dear.” Catherine looked into Ivy’s eyes and clinked glasses with her. She turned to Melinda. ‘I will tell you, when you are needed. In the meantime, get used to staying on the stilettos for longer time stretches. It makes me aroused to think of how you are going to suffer.’ She imperiously pointed to the corner. 




Ivy heard Melinda sigh in a way that showed that the humiliation of the situation was turning her on very much. Ivy looked at Catherine and she playfully winked at her, whispering to her so that Melinda didn’t hear. 




“After so many years of marriage it was high time to explore the deep corners of my hubby’s soul where Melinda lived for some years...” 




Melinda put her hands behind her back, facing the corner like a child in a timeout.




“But there will be ample opportunity to talk about my marriage. Let us get back to the story. So, we are in the cellar where I found myself lost after looking for a toilet in Ellen's vast house. Imagine this,” Catherine made a generous gesture with her hand. “Against the wall in front of my view was a structure of metal cages, four at the ground level and another four on top of them. To my surprise my eyes fell on naked men stationed inside them like overgrown white lab rabbits. One of the lower cages had the door open. A man, who had just recently crawled out of it, was pinned against an X shaped cross. And a girl, roughly my age, was administering a very brutal cane beating to his bare buttocks. He had a mouth gag. I couldn’t see it, but I could hear him moaning into it with muffled groans. My mind went haywire and I admit I got a bit scared too.




‘So let’s go over it again. You are supposed to serve dinner at 7:00 PM! Am - I - clear?!’ The girl chopped her words with the staccato of the cane strokes. 




‘Yes, yes, Princess Cassandra! I must serve dinner at 7:00 PM!’ The man’s courage was failing him and he was now hanging on his hands, wailing desperately, perhaps a bit too loudly and theatrically, although the strikes looked pretty solid.




Fortunately, all the males were crouched within their cages with their foreheads touching the ground, so they couldn’t see my shocked, white face sticking out of the door. The girl in a tight skirt, crop top and military flat soled boots was far too busy dominating the man to notice me either. Her athletic stomach muscles looked as tight as a washboard when she pulled the cane back before each stroke.




“Let me ask you… Suppose you are having a delay while cooking on the stove… Would perhaps 7:03 PM be acceptable, if you, of course, informed your Mistress wife?” The gasping slave stuttered as he thought and answered, “perhaps my Mistress would understand if I explained?”




Crack! Crack! Crack! The stinging cane came down seven times in rapid succession.




“Maybe those seven slashes of the cane will help you with the math! You are an IDIOT slave. What do you not understand about serving dinner at 7:00 PM? Your wife wants dinner at 7:00 PM… not before and not after. She doesn’t want excuses from her servant husband. She wants her dinner served at 7:00 PM exactly!”




‘Your wife confided in me that you don’t follow your part of the Female Led Relationship agreement. When you are here with me, you seem very obedient, but whenever you return home, you reportedly act up and disobey. But that’s over from now on. You will listen, or else… I have something much more sinister in my toy collection for you. You know what it is, don’t you!’ 




I was mesmerized by what I saw. Someone else might have taken a flight, but not me. I was glued to the ground and taking it all with my eyes, half horrified, half excited by the unexpected show that unfolded before my eyes. 




‘At the GANG Correctional Facility you will learn manners, or else I will take the electro kit you are so scared of…’ Cassandra said, as she unfastened his hands from the cuffs binding him to the cross. The man, a piggy sort of guy in his fifties - at that time he seemed ancient to me - collapsed to her feet.




‘Oh, please, Princess Cassandra, spare me. I’ve learned my lesson already.’ He began to feverishly cover her knees and leather strap military boots with kisses. ‘No need to tire your beautiful little hands and execute another punishment, please, pretty please… My ass will hurt another two weeks!’ 




‘Go off me you worm, don’t think for an instant that your groveling will soften me. Either you learn your lesson now or next time, I won’t be so lenient with you!’ She kicked him in the side and he fell to the ground with a rather theatrical howl, twisting on the ground. It was a pathetic, humiliating picture… You know, like when seeing someone embarrassing themselves… it makes you want to look away, but instead, you find yourself staring at them with fascination.




‘Your ass. Now. Or else I’ll call Goddess Ellen!’ Cassandra threatened. This did the trick, the piggy man knew better than to resist and soon the swift, loud strokes by the tawse were landing onto his miserable ass amid his whining. He was on his knees, ass raised in the air and forehead pressed into the stone floor. ‘Count them!’ she ordered. Cassandra delivered the whipping in groups of 7 lashes. 




‘One, two, three, four, five, six, seven!’ the slave husband cried out hysterically. 




‘Again!’ Cassandra screamed at him as she began another series of seven whippings with the tawse and he resumed counting, wincing as he uttered each number. She conducted herself with such confidence it was magnetizing to watch. After seven cycles of seven she stopped. She was done. He had been turned into a contrite, crying man. I felt sorry for him! But at the same time I thought, god, what would it be like if I could make someone crawl like that, begging for mercy? It struck some harmonic chord within me that I didn’t even know was there!  




‘Here, this is the letter to your wife. Don’t you dare to try to open it, or you will pay for your insolence.’ 




The defeated husband accepted the envelope and bowed with as much deference as a Japanese subject would show to his Samurai. I watched, unblinking, how she made him lick the soles of her boots and how he was sweating, his skin gleaming with small beads of perspiration. His ass was beet red displaying evidence of the cruel tawse beating he had received.




‘Ehm…’ sounded right behind me. Immersed as I was in the show I was witnessing, I didn’t notice that someone had descended the stairs. I froze as if someone had switched the light on a burglar - I was the burglar! All the excitement was gone instantly. I turned swiftly and there was Ellen.




‘Darling,’ she said sweetly. I couldn’t bring myself to remain calm. I began to stutter. Suddenly it occurred to me that I had unraveled some sort of dirty secret. Now all the weirdness of the house, the people and the way they dressed made sense. Would they now try to get rid of me, because I saw what I shouldn’t? Will they put me in a cage too and spank me, until I crawl on the ground of the cold cellar like that poor man, who just seconds ago had made me strangely desirous to be the girl who beat him?’




‘Uh.. um… I didn’t actually see anything. I will just take Fred and leave. We will never ever lay eyes on this house again! We won’t be a problem.’ I blurted out with panic in my voice. 




But Ellen didn’t seem concerned about my intrusion to this part of the house where I thought I obviously wasn’t supposed to be. ‘Calm down, Cathy. Nothing is going to happen to you.’ 




I wasn’t entirely assured. ‘Criminals always say that!’ I fearfully said, cursing myself before I even finished the sentence. 




Ellen began to laugh so hard she had to lean on the wall for support. ‘Hahaha, I had no idea you have such a talent for comedy! Ah… I can’t breathe… Sorry. Sorry,’ I waited for her laughing fit to subside, perplexed. ‘But seriously now, I assure you there are no criminals under this roof. I thought we would be introducing you to our Facility and its staff gradually, but now that you have discovered this aspect of our program, you may as well learn much more about the GANG Correctional Facility.’ 




‘A what?’




‘Yes, a re-training facility… Well, specifically, we are a bunch of confident strong willed girls, determined to make the world a better place. I know what you think, this probably wasn’t the ideal way to learn about what we do around here…Well, this is the place where we correct malfunctioning relationships. We help men to realize that serving women is the only right way of life. Especially those men, who for some time have been living under the impression that being selfish and domineering toward females is the way to go.’ 




With an open palm Ellen pushed the doors wide apart and all the caged men, as well as Princess Cassandra and the castigated male turned their heads towards me. Ellen stepped in, beckoning me to follow. I hesitated for a moment, but I couldn’t resist. I followed her in with mixed feelings, partly relieved that whoever this Ellen was, she is probably not intending to bury my remains under the winter garden, not yet anyway. I didn’t dare to breathe and just listened with my eyes wide and mouth popped open.




‘Perhaps you already have an idea - I don’t know how much you’ve witnessed. Cassandra, this is Cathy, one of our clients. Cathy, this is Cassandra, one of our most efficient educators. Her skills with the tawse are legendary.’ Ellen said warmly. I swallowed on the question, wondering why on earth Cassandra was legendary and in what sense am I their client. ‘...She is currently taking care of Paul here, who forgot after ten years of his marriage that he is obligated to show his wife the utmost respect and adoration at all times.’




‘Hi, so pleased to meet you.’ said Cassandra, who negligently kicked Paul to the side to make way for me. Paul willingly cleared off to the side, happy that someone spared him another punishment. Cassandra’s face morphed into the most amicable expression, in direct contrast to the former stern gaze she gave Paul.




‘Uh, hi!’ I breathed and Ellen walked past her to Paul and used her forefinger to raise his head up, gripping it in a rather harsh way, pinching tightly with her nails digging into the sparse hair on his chin. ‘Tell our new friend here why you are caged and how it happened.’




‘Yes Mistress!’ Paul was all eagerness, willing to oblige the Ladies in any way imaginable to escape another dose of educational spanking. Any way to reconcile the stern Cassandra and Goddess Ellen, who was, despite her youth, as wise and redoubtable as any Lady a generation older.




‘My wife was getting increasingly unhappy in our marriage. I was slacking in my marital obligations and there was no spark between us anymore. She resented my obstinance, until that moment when my wife confided in Goddess Ellen…’ He made a subservient bow like an over zealous butler. ‘She was so kind as to take the pains to convince my wife she needed help in improving me. Now I’m getting conditioned to properly obey my wife, with the generous help of Princess Cassandra here, who is so good to me…’ 




I had some difficulty reconciling his apparent gratitude with the reality of his ass screaming pain, but he seemed very happy. I noticed another weird thing: his cock was stuck in, what I later learned was the chastity device. 




‘Princess Cassandra taught my wife how to use chastity to improve my obedience and I swear I have never felt so eager to serve my wife in any way she pleases! We have this arrangement - She tells me the overall expectations she has for me, the specific behaviors I am expected to adhere to and the devoted awareness I am to have regarding her needs. At the end of the week I must submit a report card to her regarding my performance on her behalf. I kneel, while she reads the report and then she compares it to any infractions she has noticed during the week. She then looks at me. I can tell if she is pleased, nonchalant about the week or worse, disgusted with my efforts. It is then that she tells me if I have earned any credits toward a release from chastity.. When I have enough credits, never before the month’s end, she lets me know if release for an orgasm is possible, and if…'




‘Alright now, don’t get overly zealous here, slave Paul. Our guest is not accustomed to the rules and practices of our charming community, so don’t overdo it. All she needed to hear now is, how very happy you are. Now scram, you are released from your incarceration… your wife’s waiting.’ Slave Paul backed away in a deep bow and Ellen gave me another of her radiant smiles.




‘We are no criminal gang, darling. We are just good girls who know what power we hold over bad men… and use it for the greater good of humanity.’




I was still far too astonished to say anything. It seemed, I always opened my mouth to say something, but no sound came out. 




‘So, let me give you a tour… These - ‘ she stroked elegantly the railing of the cage structure ‘are the customers of our charming facility. Those are the specimens who require long term incarceration. They are here to mend their ways, because they were behaving very badly as males not submitting to females - you see, this gentleman right here was having a series of affairs. Essentially addicted to sex. His wife attempted suicide twice, but that was only until she met me. Now he is on the way to his complete transformation into the husband he was meant to be. This guy here - ‘ she moved to another, a ginger man with wide shoulders, ‘- he was beating his wife…  Oh yes, we even have cases such as that. But no one is beyond redemption. Now he is almost completely cured by the power of Cassandra’s cane.’ 




I could see his wide back and it was covered with strokes in different stages of healing, from yellow bruises to fresh blood filled marks. 




‘Seems cruel, I know, but how else is he to mend his ways? Of course we also employ advanced methods of mindfuck. The reality is that most males have the natural desire to submit to women. They are weak and let their cocks and easy masturbatory pleasure cloud their true submissive calling to serve females in this society. We help them find their way to accepting what they fear most… submission! Which they find out will bring them true happiness. Here is one subject that we are intensely mindfucking into submission.”




As she said that, she squatted and stuck her hand through the bars and grabbed a fistful of the ginger’s hair. She led his head up until their eyes met and she locked their eyes. There was intense longing and desperation in his gaze, mingling with desire. 




‘He seems… broken?’ I said a bit uneasily. 




'Yes… He has almost surrendered completely. Chastity is a critical part of his behavioral… and in his case, physical transformation. For this little worm, who was beating his wife, we use a special chastity cage with Kali spikes on the inside that press against his shaft. We are training him to detest having an erection. He used to be aroused by beating his wife. We are now conditioning him differently by associating wicked pain to his cock with any masculine arousal that used to define his violent male ego. In a sense, we are emasculating him without feminizing him. He is being trained to shun any testosterone urges that engorge his cock. You see, when this poor scum gets aroused, his swelling shaft pushes into the small pointy spikes of the chastity cylinder, creating intense pain all around it. He is tormented beyond his mental capacity, as he tries to escape the conflict we have created in his mind. On the one hand he wants to feel the masculine validation of an erection to fuck women with… but on the other hand the intense spike pain forces him to resist against his male instinct. He has to mentally force himself to become flaccid in order to end the intense stinging pain. Over time he is becoming conditioned to simply avoid an erection before it ever gets big enough in the cage to hurt him. It is really quite devilishly cruel and very effective for behavioral adjustments in this male beast.'




Ellen maintained eye contact for a few more seconds and then let go. ’Indeed. He knows I’m the sole ruler of his erections and orgasms. He spends sleepless nights trying to get rid of the thoughts of fucking me, but he cannot. This drives him crazy. He will do anything I say, anything, just to be allowed a bit of freedom from the Kali cage to masturbate. I condition him in this way. When his mental circuits are sufficiently hardwired to obedience, I will start to gradually change his imprinting to change his obsession of me into that of his wife. In that way he will soon be docile as a lamb. If his wife manages to take over the discipline aspect, she will take care of his training herself, otherwise, Cassandra will be happy to do it and help her maintain his obedience.’ 




I noticed the slender, finely shaped arms with gentle muscles playing around Cassandra’s shoulders. She certainly administered many discipline beatings. 




‘That’s… I don’t know what to say! Anyway, where is Fred?’ I suddenly got anxious. 




‘Don’t worry, he is tippity top fine.’ Cassandra sang. ‘You will see him at the right time.’




‘Something tells me that you singled me out for a reason!’ I said.




‘Indeed we did.’ Ellen beamed. ‘I watched you for some time and you have hidden potential. I’m about to change your life in ways you wouldn’t believe possible.’"





Chapter 11













Now Timothy was kneeling in front of Vanessa like a dog serving his mistress. Trapped inside his secret chastity torment and lured by her seductive teasing, he felt like a dog whose owner had just put peanut butter on her pussy so that her pet would give her the sweet orgasm she craved… At least that was the fantasy that suddenly hatched in his mind. What was wrong with him?! Timothy sank deeper into himself thinking about the humiliating aspects of the situation and a fantasy of him being a licking dog for his mistress. It suddenly seemed maddeningly sexy. His body began to react with arousal and an electric impulse stinged his cock. He was already getting used to it, so it wasn’t as shocking and paralyzing as the first time. If he managed to give her satisfaction, there still was a chance he would get out of this situation as a winner. He would find a way to make Maggie's school girls keep their mouths shut and the bold plans for his future would come to fruition after all! For now, focus, keep calm and lick. He tried to drive the thoughts of oral submission out of his mind and replace it with very erotic memories of his cock fucking Vanessa. He began to lick. First, he covered her inner thighs with kisses. She grabbed his hair lustfully, pressing it into her pussy.




“No foolin’ around, don’t tease me, I’m aching to come. Get to work!” Her way of getting what she wanted made his arousal grow even more. “When you spoke about it first, it felt somehow wrong to not have your cock in me, but now I see you were born to do just this!” Vanessa moaned.




He had his mouth full of her pussy and even if he could, he was helpless to say what was on his mind: “You will be sorry bitch, for thinking that I will ever become your licking slave dog! Just wait for this cage to come off. You will get a hard pounding from my cock to show you what I was born to do!” But at the same time, the thoughts of his old self were beginning to fade. He was fighting to recover his macho instinct, as he tried to recall what it felt to be in charge, the infatuating feeling of having all the girls at his disposal and tricking them to give him just what he wanted. 




After satisfying Vanessa, Timothy was so drained he fell asleep kneeling on the ground with his head in her lap. Timothy awoke with his knees stiff from the unnatural position he dozed off in just an hour or so ago. He moaned as he turned to sit on his butt. The world was beginning to materialize again after the merciful oblivion of sleep. He gradually remembered it all. It was Sunday morning and his ordeal was finally coming to a close! Just the formal breakfast left to attend, enduring the mocking looks of Maggie and her gang and he would be free to return home and get himself together before starting at SLCC the following day. He had many things to do - he had to meet Marcel, because Victoria, his boss, had sent him a very ominous message. He had to see her first thing before departing for SLCC on his undercover assignment. He had to soothe her apparent anger and inform her that SLCC was likely to keep him there for the course of a week. 




But then he realized it wasn’t the pain in his knees that woke him from his uncomfortable slumber. There was another discomfort that he began to notice. It was a prickly sensation around his cock, coming from inside his chastity cage. He had started to get hard before, but he hadn’t been shocked as he usually was. Weirdly, there was now a prickly sensation surrounding his shaft and it was becoming increasingly painful. He noticed that the inside of the metal cage did not feel smooth anymore. “What is happening?” He thought. “Have I been wearing this too long?” It felt like small pins, many of them, stabbing his cock.




Suddenly he remembered… “Oh my God! I forgot to charge the chastity belt last night. I just assumed that if it didn't get charged… the shock would fade!” They warned him. It had to be charged daily, or the punishment would be very intense and cruel. He thought that was a bluff to keep the battery charged so his cage would always be ready to shock him. It now seemed they were telling the truth. The cage was getting more painful on all sides of the fleshy shaft. He had fucked up by not obeying.




He had to see what was happening down there. He rushed to the bathroom. Thankfully, Vanessa was fast asleep, resting spread eagle on the bed, looking almost like a victim of a horrendous crime, and snoring loudly. He carefully closed the door made of translucent glass. The design of the door was such there wasn’t a way to actually lock it. He closed it behind himself and turned his back to it. He had the uneasy feeling that Vanessa could see through it if she woke up and looked for him. He opened his belt and dropped his pants and underwear to the floor right where he stood. He looked at the cage, inspected it, and yes there were little pieces of metal jutting out from the inside of the cage into his cock. 




Then it dawned on him from fetish porn memories he carried. Randi had locked his cage on him while referring to it as the “K” series… The cage was becoming a Kali bracelet! Unbeknownst to him, the last use of the charge in his cage was extending little pins outward into his cock. To ease the pain, he started bending over with his legs squeezed together trying to endure the pain. He had to find a way to recharge the cage battery to retract the pins and return the cage to its smooth shape.




His pants and underwear were now tangled tightly around his feet at the ankles. When he bent down to pick up his pants the Kali chastity cage dug even more deeply into his soft penis flesh. He now felt like someone had tied his ankles in bondage straps. He felt a sense of panic he never experienced before. He began to jerk his feet to remove the entangled clothes. He was fighting like a dying elephant, and he made so much noise, until - “Timothy?” a drowsy Vanessa, waking up to the new day with the hoarse voice of a professional drunkard, became aware of his absence. 




Timothy froze at once, the last thing he needed was a concerned Vanessa, trying to fight into the bathroom and see what was going on. He pulled himself together. “I’m in the bathroom darling, getting ready for breakfast.” 




“Oh, okay, but move your ass, I need to pee.” She called in an unfamiliarly domineering voice. 




So that’s how it is, he thought, he gave her an oral once and now she thinks she’s a Queen of Sheba. Suddenly he realized that the pain was subsiding. He looked again and it seemed that the pins had somehow withdrawn themselves. Uhhh… so the battery is now completely dead, isn’t it? He waited a few moments to be entirely sure and… nothing. The feeling of having his cock bitten off by a piranha was gone. So this is all you can do, you devil’s torture device? Timothy thought, suddenly cocky. His confidence was getting back to him. Haha, these damn women. They thought they could outsmart him by scaring the guts out of him. Well, nearly, but in the end, he endured. Now his cock is stuck in the cage, but at least it can’t hurt him anymore.




“When I’m done, I’m done. I’m washing my face.” called Timothy back saucily. She won’t be telling him what to do! 




Soon, they were all put together in their casual, yet elegant clothes, dressed and  prepared for the occasion. Walking side by side, they left the right wing of the mansion and passed through the generous hall. The sunny parlor, where the breakfast was being served to the close family circle, was adjacent to the dining room. Vanessa fussed a little, but Timothy couldn’t care less. He had other worries on his mind, like Maggie for instance, who he was about to meet again. Just the idea was making his cheeks feel like they caught fire.




At the corner of the gallery they had to pass on their way to the parlor, Vanessa ran into Archibald and in a magic moment, she was back to her most charming self. They recently learned that he was her distant cousin, which apparently didn’t cause either of them to consider their flirting shameful. They were all inbreds, those miserable haughty motherfuckers… born with silver spoons in their mouths, Timothy thought nastily. 




His heart was not invested in his relationship to Vanessa, she could wiggle her ass in front of Archibald and Timothy couldn’t care less. It didn’t hurt his feelings. But it did hurt his pride and his ambitions. He envied Archie with a ferociousness equaled only by his desire to succeed at beating him. He reminded himself that the only way to break in between those, was to stick to Vanessa. He possessively ran his hand around her hip and drew her closer to himself. Vanessa giggled, surprised, but she seemed flattered how the two roosters battled for her attention, even aroused by it. 




The three of them walked around the long gallery of pictures Vanessa’s dad filled the walls with, including impressive items by Edouard Manet, Whistler or Edvard Munch. The visceral animosity between the two men was sticking out like a sore thumb. They were passing Gustave Courbet's faithful depiction of a young couple sitting in a café. 




“Look at the fine strokes, the realism of his brushwork is phenomenal. I always thought his L’Origine du monde to be especially bold. What do you say, Timothy?” Archibald gave him a wink, but since art history wasn't Timothy's cup of tea, he was totally lost on what Archibald was on about.




“What do I say? I say go and stuff your snobbish bullshit up your ass.” Vanessa stared at the cross tone and coarse language Timothy used. She noticed he didn’t bother anymore to pretend decency and Archibald’s smooth, cavalier ways seemed all the more attractive.




“Alright then, you don’t care for art. I wouldn’t expect anything else. But Vanessa and I do like art, right, dear? We can appreciate the sensuality, we can feel the profound effects of emotions captured in art…” 




Timothy glared at him thinking savagely, “You are full of shit you slimy disgusting ‘nepo’ bastard. All the rubbish about emotions and feelings… All you care about is to impale Vanessa on your cock and this is your pathetic strategy. Timothy imagined taking the nearest Corinthian column supporting a Chinese vase and cracking Archibald’s skull open with it. 




“Perhaps you wouldn’t object if I explored the subject matter Gustav Courbet brought forth in his famous painting, here with Vanessa?” 




“Oh, Archie, you are impossible!” Vanessa giggled in a girly way, but her body language said she wasn’t as scandalized by Archie’s motives as she pretended to be.




Timothy knew he was missing some private joke, which made him even more enraged. And he was sure the joke was on him. To Archie’s eyes Timothy was an uneducated bumpkin. He didn’t graduate from Oxford or Ivy League and his knowledge of history was sketchy at best. They both knew it and Timothy acutely felt their unequal status. Before he could think of any nasty sarcasm soon enough, they arrived at the double-winged entrance door to the parlor.




When all three joined the company, the morning light streamed through draped windows, casting a soft glow on a table laden with the sumptuous offerings of a posh breakfast. The air was thick with the enticing symphony of sizzling bacon, mushrooms on the grill, and the unmistakable aroma of freshly brewed tea. The serving waiters were buzzing around like happy bees - Vanessa’s father was well known for being very generous to his staff - making for the picture of serene perfection. Most guests had departed to their homes and there was only Vanessa’s parents, Beatrice, their aunts and their children, which meant of course - Maggie. 




The richly laden round table boasted the savory allure of crispy bacon, succulent sausages, while the rich, buttery notes of fried or scrambled eggs, golden hash browns and slices of fried bread provided a delightful crunch. The scene was completed by the comforting warmth of a steaming cup of tea or coffee, creating a sensory feast that reflected the elegance and indulgence of the mansion's refined ambiance. 




How lovely all that might be, how exquisite… Timothy, the boy with a modest background eating breakfast with one of the most consequential men and his family. Nothing could tickle Timothy’s ego better than that, if it wasn’t for the degenerate Archibald. And not just him, but most of all - the diabolical girl Maggie, who held him in the palm of her hand, or rather under the heel of her capricious foot, ready to crush him. She didn't preside over the table, but he couldn’t see anyone else. It seemed to him as if a spotlight was directed on her at the stage. She was clad in a pink dress with a ribbon, sitting with her back erect like a diligent school girl. A mimicry of a chameleon, he thought, or rather - a carnivorous plant. Smelling of sweet nectar and capturing the unsuspecting flies to devour them alive. She had youthful, plump cheeks with a peachy hue, the picture of innocence. Her hands delicately operating the antique teapot without breaking the intense eye contact with him, he failed to understand why no one else noticed that she singled him out for perpetual torture. She politely listened to the prattle of Aunt Cordelia and smiled sweetly. Only he could see behind the angelic facade, only he could see her for what she truly was.




Timothy, Vanessa and Archibald adopted their assigned places at the table, hierarchically arranged to reflect the structure of the family. Archibald sat at the table right across from Timothy and was giving him direct, provocative stares. Timothy realized, there was a little piece of folded paper inserted into the nameplate carrying his elaborately calligraphed name. The way Maggie looked at him, it must be her who had put it in there. He felt a pang of arousal. After all she conditioned him to expect pain and experience arousal when looking at her, but the chastity device was dead and no shocks were coming. There wasn’t a way to read the little paper without drawing attention, so he simply slipped it into his pocket and waited for the right occasion.




Fortunately, the gang of Maggie’s school girls was already gone, which took one level of worry away. His relief probably mirrored on his face, because Maggie said:




“Hey, Timmie, what are you smiling about? Seems you remembered a good joke, perhaps you might share it with the company?” Vanessa gave her mildly surprised look, for the unconventional name she called her boyfriend.




“Uh, no, I just remembered a funny moment from yesterday's evening.” Timothy lied promptly.




“Oh, I thought that you would retell the joke you told me yesterday. Would you mind if I tell it instead?”




Timothy was puzzled, yesterday he certainly wasn’t in a position to tell any jokes.




“You know which one I mean? The one about the man, who thought that he could have the upper hand in a relationship.” She spoke with a tone of naivety. Timothy sensed that this was going to be one of her covert ways to make him experience her power and braced for what was to come. Maggie established eye contact with other guests at the table and they all went silent as their faces brightened up with expectation, because whenever bold young Maggie spoke, it was going to be special, whether in a positive or negative sense.




“I warn you,” she looked at Auntie Cordelia, “It is a bit improper.” 




“Oh, go ahead dear, I may look like an old bat, but I had a lot of fun in my hay day.” 




“I’m sure you did, auntie.” Maggie laughed. “So, Timothy told me this, and I think this is such a deep truth I need to share it with you. Well, there was a guy, who thought he'd try his hand at being the boss of the house and proudly announced to his wife, ‘From now on, I'm wearing the pants in this family!’ His wife looked at him, nodded, and said, ‘Sure, dear. Just remember, I'm the one who buys those pants, picks out the color and tells you when to wear it.’ 




“Haha, so true!” laughed Aunt Cordelia, who adored Maggie and was ready to weigh in anytime to whatever her great grand niece had to say, regardless of the contents.




‘But you know what? I have a way to make the joke even better.’ Maggie said merrily. And Timothy held his breath. 




“The wife would say: ‘First and foremost don’t forget, dear hubby, that I have the key for what is underneath it all!”




"You’re top-notch!" laughed the aunt uproariously, spreading her spit to the neighboring plates. Timothy privately hoped that the occupants of the table didn’t get the chastity reference.




“I’m not good with jokes, but I have a parable. I always liked them, there is a deep wisdom in them.” said Archie. “It’s not funny, but since we are already talking about relationships…”




“Go ahead!” Maggie encouraged with a charming smile. 




“Alright! So, there was an eagle and a rat. The rat saw how the eagles fly high in the sky and was spitefully envious of their wonderful gift of flying, of their majestic appearance, their amazing wings and shiny feathers. He thought that if he dated an eagle, wings would grow on him too and he would become what he both envied and desired. He made himself a feather coat to look like an eagle. He tried to walk like an eagle and eat like an eagle. But no matter how hard he tried, he was still a rat and he sprang no wings. The female eagle he dated finally realized how ridiculous the rat is in his false feather coat and decided to ditch him. And everyone lived happily ever after, except for the rat who returned to the gutters where he died of plague.”




“How dare you!” Timothy jumped from his spot and everything froze in that very moment. Archibald looked as if Santa had arrived months sooner. The corners of Maggie’s mouth twitched, until they stretched in a sarcastical, ironic smile. Everyone else just stared with their mouths popped open. Vanessa was scandalized as were other women of the family. The expression of Vanessa’s father didn’t change, but his eyes were apprehensive.




“Timothy,” whispered Vanessa through gritted teeth, tugging on his sleeve. “Sit down, now!” 




When he relaxed his hands that curled into angry fists, he yielded to her pulling hand. 




“What got into you?! Don’t embarrass yourself like that ever again!” She hissed. 




Timothy realized he made a dire mistake. Archibald's deliberate move surely had a greater impact than his adversary had expected. By reacting in this way, Timothy made it abundantly clear that Archie's parable touched him personally. He had exposed himself for what he truly was by reacting to this pathetic provocation. Mortified and red to his ears, he pressed himself deeper into his seat, trying to become invisible. He shouldn’t have reacted! He should have sipped his tea serenely and smirked at Archie’s futile efforts. His nerves were getting the best of him. 




“Uh, sorry, I just, I…” but he was lost for words. 




“Thank you, Archie! That was a very interesting parable.” Maggie smiled, pretending she didn’t even notice Timothy’s sudden angry ejaculation. “I heard this same parable before, but with a twist that seems to make it so much better! Do you care to hear it?” No one opposed that, probably due to the shock of the weird Timothy’s behavior. With a smug smile she started: “The rat was not only hanging out with eagles with the sole intention of flying, it was determined to live in a palace made of diamonds, so that his feathers glistened most beautifully when the wings eventually grow on him… But then, he came across someone much smarter than him, a cunning fox.”




Aunt Cordelia clapped her arthritic clawed hands. “The fox will show him, the damn rat!”




Maggie, who sat next to her, affectionately patted the old Lady’s hand, covered with liver spots. “Wait for the ending, dear aunt, you will love it. So, the fox told him: ‘I will help you get your diamond palace! The only thing to do is to give me something in return. The rat was all eagerness. Of course he would sell his soul! But this was no devil to sell his soul to, this was a fox, who had different plans. She said: ‘All I want is just one tiny, inconsequential thing: your manliness.’ The rat was blinded by greed, so eager to get his diamond palace, he agreed without thinking to give up the essence of what makes him male. And, in the act of emasculation, he was stripped of all his powers, because without his manliness he became just a pathetic weakling, a wimp, a sissy if you like. His male pride was taken away from him and he was, from then on, destined to serve the foxes forever, dressed in a cute little apron.”




No one around the table understood what this was about, so a few people just laughed awkwardly, aside from aunt Cordelia, who yet again blessed the table with one of her laughing fits that sounded like the donkey’s braying. Timothy was resolved not to give away his emotions again, but he turned deep purple regardless. Everyone sat in embarrassed silence, waiting for Aunt Cordelia to calm down, until Vanessa’s and Beatrice’s mom took over the conversation and skilfully revived the pleasant atmosphere by completely changing the subject. 




Timothy, was grateful that the conversation turned to horse racing, a leisure activity all the women in the family engaged in. Finally, a moment to rally the powers. He could sense that Vanessa was slowly but surely getting dubious about him, but he could fix that later. If that wasn’t enough, the chastity belt began to wake from its supposedly discharged state and the prickling feeling returned. Those bitches at SLCC tricked him into believing he could outlast them and escape their clutches… The pain was horrible. He had to keep his cool, it wouldn’t be long before the breakfast was over and he would be back home and find the recharger… But soon, the pain was too much to be borne. He couldn’t keep his poker face. He excused himself from the table, followed by the jubilant gaze of Archie, who clearly considered this 1:0. 




Timothy reached the toilet and shut himself in the cubicle, stuffing his own fist into his mouth to prevent himself from screaming in pain. Soon, the pain subsided, probably he got used to it, or his focused mental effort helped him to mind it less. As he rolled down his trousers, the little square of paper fell out of his pocket. He forgot about it altogether. He reached for it and read: 




You are the rat. You guessed that, didn’t you? Timmie, the Rat! You have sacrificed your manhood to greed and ambition. Soon, when Catherine Stauton delves her talons into you, the fabric of your reality is going to be irreparably torn, the last vestige of your self confidence will shatter and take with it all your hopes for the future. You can still prevent all that, Timmie, the Rat! Don’t follow the tune of the magic flute calling you, or you end up like the rats in the fairytale The Pied Piper of Hamelin. Follow me instead and you may survive.




Timothy turned the paper to see if there was more, but it was all there was. Timothy gulped dryly. Maggie knew more than he assumed. She knew what he was up to, and somehow she also knew what Catherine Stauton’s plans with him were… He had no idea how that could be possible, but in the world of dominant women, the world he never knew existed, everything was possible. When he returned to the table, Maggie raised her glass to him and winked. Her fun had just begun.







THE END
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Teaser







In volumes four and five of the popular series, Enslaved and Feminized by Dommes, you will return to the world, where Dominant Women rule submissive men and turn them into puppets, serving their own kinky desires! 




Through our young sexy protagonists you will experience titillating feelings of humiliation, submission and the awe at the whims of all powerful Dominant Women, who are insatiably obsessed in making men obey!




Volume 4 and Volume 5 are both available for pre-order! Buy now at a reduced price and get them delivered the minute they get published! 




Tick tock, the clock chimes, announcing the end of Timothy’s freedom. Desperate to keep his job, he enters the SLC Company for a one week training camp where he is going to quickly discover his loss of free will and Femdom treatment he never imagined. Unexpectedly locked in chastity, and having signed the absurdly stern contract he is about to learn the hard way what it means to mess with Dommes! The weekend at Vanessa’s mansion was just an innocent foreplay to what Timothy is going to experience cowering at the feet of Catherine Stauton! You will unravel more about the GANG, the correctional facility for naughty husbands with mysterious Ellen in the forefront.




Be sure not to miss the epic narrative as Timothy, Marcel, Ivy and Maggie face the grand finale and adopt the roles destined in the stars. 







 Use the pre-order feature for buying Volume 4 and Volume 5 to save money and have them delivered as soon as they come 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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