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Chapter 1













Marcel woke from a brief slumber. When the disorienting nothingness of dreamless sleep made way to the sense of reality, he remembered that he was tied in a tengu hogtie and there was a blindfold on his face. The tight coils that were forcing his body into a bow, flexing his triceps, made his caged cock protrude forward, almost impossible to lay on. It was a position so uncomfortable, he was surprised he even managed to fall asleep at all. He also sensed the warmth of a body close to his, the movement of a heaving chest and soft breathing. He tried to become mindful of his limbs and wiggled his ankles and fingers just a little bit to feel if he had turned into wood for good, or if there was still some life in them. This seemed to wake his co-sleeper.




“Hmmm…” purred a sensual female voice. “That was a nice dream!" Her voice had the sexy coarseness one associates with the movie stars of a bygone era. She stretched and yawned. "So nice to have you here at my disposal, slave! I want your tongue in my cunt." Catherine wore a champagne-coloured satin negligée and was covered in bed by only a white satin cover sheet, as the temperatures were approaching thirty degrees Celsius. The curves of her body were sensually contoured under the sleek fabric and when she stretched, it slithered down off her beautifully shaped legs.




He couldn’t see, but he could feel how she effortlessly glided on the silky surface of the sheets closer to him. "Oh, how we fucked last evening! You are becoming the vigorous lover I may be proud to lend to my friends,” she purred, very well aware that such an idea appealed to him. “But for now, you can simply enjoy the tightness of your cage, while your cock swells at the idea.” 




His cock was closed in a metal prison again, the brief freedom and the unexpected pleasure of fucking Catherine made him ache for it all the more. The playful tone of her voice showed she was in great spirits. No wonder really, the previous day was a smashing success for her company. Although primarily in the cleaning business, she enjoyed using her employees in service roles for clients. Stauton’s Laundry and Cleaning Company made more money and she got to humiliate her employees as waiters in funny costumes. The birthday party her company helped to facilitate, was an occasion to remember. The servants provided flawless service and the birthday girl was pleased with the result. What was more, Catherine was invited with her young protegee Ivy and together they had enjoyed some unforgettable moments. The costume of the female wizard she wore at the Carnival Party was thrown negligently over the arm of a chair.

"You served well, my puppy. My new female party friends were appreciative of your performance. Even my young companion Ivy commented that she thought your obedience was pleasing. You know what she said? That she would like to use you herself in the future.” Catherine said as she reached to the bedside table for a glass of water to moisten her thirsty lips.




Marcel sparked at the mention of Ivy’s name, trembling underneath the desire he had for her. "Thank you, Mistress." Marcel mumbled into the sheets that smelled of her perfume, with the hint of lavender. He turned his head in the direction of her voice, as much as the unnatural position allowed him. He was conditioned to always turn in respect toward her, never showing his back, and subconsciously even while bound in this situation, his body did what it was used to doing.




"But don't think for a single moment that I will forget about how you hurt my feelings. I got carried away last night and I wanted to take your stiff cock inside me, but this may never repeat again. Fucking is a special reward puppy slaves rarely receive."




"Mistress, I never…" Marcel said in a small voice, but with a clearly discernible tone of opposition.




"Tatata!" she clicked with her tongue to stop him in his tracks. "You speak only when I say so. Now let’s recapitulate some basic facts, puppy."




"Yes Mistress!" He hastened to say. Of course, he didn't want to displease the capricious Goddess!




 "You belong to me. And that is your place until I decide otherwise."




“Yes Mistress.” Marcel said again, as Catherine carefully scrutinized his voice modulation for any unfavorable tone.




“You are my boy toy. If I fancy, you will be mine for eternity.”




She grabbed a fistful of his hair and lying on her side, she navigated his head between her legs. She didn’t wash the previous evening and he could smell her infatuating fragrant pussy. She might have had a sexy dream before she woke, because her pussy was running like mad, ready for a lover’s cock or the tongue of an eager submissive to delve deep into her.




“I had thought about a very nice young Lady as your future owner, but you know what? I won’t part with you after all. You are going to become my private property forever, my puppy. I will be your reward for your forbidden fantasies. I will own you!”




The possessiveness of her tone, the sovereign authority she held over him made the hair on his body stand. His skin pressing against the sensually silky sheets was adding to the intense feelings. Yet, she was cruelly crushing any feelings he had for Ivy.

“Yes, Mistress. It will be my honor.” Mumbled from between her legs, but his tone yet again failed to please.




“Why such a deflated tone?” Catherine asked sharply and pushed his head away. She propped herself up on her arms and extended her perfectly manicured foot with a delicate toe ring forward. She pressed the tip of her foot against his lips. “Kiss my toes, show me your devotion slave, lick and suck on them. Offer me divine tingly pleasure and take joy in your submission!”




Marcel extended his tongue and laid it against the fleshy bottom of Catherine’s foot. His flat soft tongue reached for her biggest toe as he opened his mouth to swallow it. He sucked on it to give her pleasure. As she melted, he slid along each toe, taking time to lustfully caress each one, and the space between, obediently worshipping all five toes as expected.




Catherine, feeling erotically empowered by Marcel’s sensual foot worship, felt her Femdom nature arise and pulled her foot back to push into his sternum until his tied body turned to lay on his other side.




The evening before, when Catherine tied him and used him as her fuck doll, it felt like a surreal experience. It was something that he would have given his soul for just days ago. She now seemed irritated by his lack of enthusiasm, but he was very inept in deciphering the workings of a Dominant Lady's mind. Was his tone deflated? Marcel felt his cheeks flushing. He was an open book to her. She probably guessed his thoughts and why he laid throughout the previous evening with eyes wide open.




In the dark then, when all noises subsided and the countryside hotel cloaked itself into pitch darkness, his mind painted pictures of such vividness that at times he had difficulties telling what was real and what his agitated mind conjured up. At times he felt used like a tool without feelings... and his mind felt like leaving his body.




Marcel thought of Ivy, his sweet childhood friend, who just recently disclosed to him that her mother was a Dominant Lady. She had just the previous day shown him that she had a Femdom core in her as well. He couldn’t get the thought out of his mind and the fantasies it created made his mind too agitated to sleep. How his life might have unfolded, had he known this about Ivy before... had he never met Catherine! He was a captive in his own racing mind. How they might have lived happily ever after in the perfect Femdom relationship based on his adoration of her and his submission to her graceful and kind authority. But now it was too late! The genius, devilish Catherine decided to make him her puppet, her toy boy for the rest of time. And when a confident woman like her decides, there is nothing to stop her. He felt hot tears welling in his eyes again. Fortunately, the blindfold spared him the inevitable embarrassment and perhaps a punishment too.




The day before his Mistress had exposed his behavior and yet again confirmed what he knew deep down — that there is no way to keep anything from a Dominant Lady. He believed as firmly as a Christian believes in resurrection that Dommes have a secret organ that allows them to read male minds. It is why females are superior beings. He felt deeply ashamed of his selfish feelings and that he dared at all to think of Ivy. How could he be so ungrateful, when he belonged to a redoubtable Goddess of such caliber as Catherine?




"You will show me your devotion with your tongue and make me feel as the one and only woman in your heart. What I deserve. But first…" Catherine began to loosen the meticulous coils of perfect shibari tengu hogtie. "You will be of more use with your limbs free to touch, caress and adore."




The firm grip of the hemp ropes relaxed. As his movement returned, the warmth of his skin released the captivating smell that he associated with the power of Catherine's bedroom. She adored seeing his young body forced into surrendered compliance and often took pictures of the impressive results. The shibari ropes, one of the most often employed tool of domination in her arsenal, were now resting harmlessly, like sleeping cobras on a lidded plush sitting box.




She lightly ran her fingers over the imprints where the ropes had pressed against his skin the hardest. "Now, time for you to show your Mistress grateful devotion!” She grabbed a large, illustrated book about shibari from her bedside table. "I am going to help you extend your tongue capacity…" She arranged silk covered pillows and leaned on them. She spread her legs wide in a completely shameless way and imperiously pointed at her pussy, snapping her fingers. "Get busy, boy. Meanwhile, I will catch up on some literature. So ridiculously little time to read these days… but when my puppy toy is practicing his licking, I will have at least an hour to look at this thrilling read!" He crawled to her, and although his body was aching like mad to stretch, the mental masochism of suffering pain for the sake of his Goddess made his cock helplessly erect in the confines of his cage.

 

◆◆◆

 

When Vanessa and Timothy were leaving the country mansion of her father, the laughter of his torturer Maggie was still ringing in his ears. Once they sped out of the wrought iron gate with stone lions guarding the entrance, he pushed the acceleration pedal down to the floor, as if increasing the distance from Vanessa's cousin would have any power to attenuate the invisible power Maggie held over him! He sensed that even if he removed himself to the edge of the world, there would be no escaping her. But that wouldn’t stop him from at least trying. Vanessa was spasmodically holding the edges of her seat for dear life, shooting nervous glances his way.




When Timothy read the note Maggie slipped into his name tag during breakfast, he realized she was not going to let him go just like that. In two short days she had succeeded in planting seeds of feelings that he wasn't able to reconcile with his self-image and inflated self confidence. But what did she mean by the last sentence of her note? If he recalled it correctly, it was: Don’t follow the tune of the magic flute calling you, or you will end up like the rats in the fairytale, The Pied Piper of Hamelin. Follow me instead and you may survive. He had no idea what she meant, but deep down he hoped they would never meet again. Just the idea sent a shiver down his spine.




In the two last days, among other things, Timothy had managed to get tormented and feminized by a bunch of drunk schoolgirls, dry humped by a human Great Dane and shamelessly exploited by the seemingly innocent Maggie. She was once his prey, a budding rose, who he had raped in the wine cellar the last year, but who in the meantime, had sprung rather nasty, poisonous thorns. Maggie had unravelled his secret by finding out that he was caged and that gave her the upper hand for the duration of the weekend. Furthermore, she had checkmated him with blackmail by exposing that she was the daughter of Victoria — his female boss. There was no point in trying to explain to her that he had been caged voluntarily in order to spy on the business of Catherine Stauton. If he wanted to survive unharmed from Maggie’s clutches, and keep his girlfriend Vanessa in ignorance, he had to do what she said. Maggie and her female friends held him in the palm of their hands like a fragile beetle that they could crush... and then squish his soft core into jelly under their petite feet. If they talked, he could wave goodbye to his wild career ambitions. His prospects of enhancing his social status by marrying Vanessa and working for a prestigious newspaper would evaporate like morning dew.




As they drove along, Timothy and Vanessa didn't talk much. Timothy was actually thankful that she attributed his agitation to her flirting with the nepo guy, Archibald. At least she didn’t suspect it was her cousin and her gang who haunted his thoughts! Not that he wasn’t irritated by her flirting so unashamedly with him. Archibald quickly turned into his vilest adversary just by being more fortunate in life and wealthier than him.




Trying to put his thoughts elsewhere, and to convince Vanessa about the source of his agitation, he said without introduction: “I googled the painting the asshole Archie referred to when we were in the library. You remember? The Origins du Mound, by the… Ceurbet guy.”




“It is L’Origine du monde by Gustave Courbet,” said Vanessa empathetically in a perfect French accent. To Timothy her tone clearly indicated that she felt above him and was preaching to him from the heights of her superior education. This irritated him beyond measure.




“Yes, thank you for your lecture,” he said nastily, taking one of the turns ahead of them so sharply, Vanessa banged her head on the glass.




“What’s wrong with you?!” she exclaimed, holding the side of her head.




“Well, he was trying to humiliate me, the motherfucker. You know what is in that painting he talked about in the Gallery? Of course you do, otherwise you wouldn’t giggle so foolishly and pucker your lips like a ridiculous schoolgirl as he talked about it! Well, in the picture is a close-up of spread legs and the exposed cunt of a woman with a hell of a bush between her legs. And what did he say? Let me think - oh yes, he said, and I quote: ‘Perhaps you wouldn’t object if I explored the subject matter Gustav Courbet brought forth, here with Vanessa?’ Don’t think I didn’t notice how your body reacted when he said this. And anyway, I know he took liberties touching you and how you danced at the Carnival Party. He had his filthy hands deep into your buttocks and when you danced skin to skin, he was doing fucking motions against your pussy!”




“Oh, yeah? And how could you know how we danced?” Vanessa barked, too annoyed to remain composed. “As far as I remember, you said you were sleeping on a couch in the library. So how could you know? Unless there is something you are keeping from me!” 




The counterattack took Timothy by surprise and it worked to alarm him. He certainly didn’t want Vanessa to connect the dots and realize that the fluffy pink giant poodle on stilettos, the waiter in a ridiculous fetish costume was him! To finish the offensive and drive Timothy back into retreat, she added: “And if you took care of my needs as you should, I wouldn’t need to flirt with other guys. You know I’m a very driven sort of sexy woman, who needs cock in her life. And as far as I’m concerned, I haven’t had enough attention from yours.”




“Are you kidding me? Eating your pussy this morning literally means nothing to you?” Timothy said, indignant and scandalized. He had pushed himself over his hard limits, miles and miles in fact over what he considered acceptable, and here she was, complaining about the lack of sex! Of course, the reason for his withdrawal was the fact that the bitches at the Stauton’s Laundry and Cleaning Company had caged his cock without any way to take it off. And worse, because he forgot the charger back at home, the battery ran out. To his dismay, the cage was programmed to then push spikes into the tube that turned it into a kali bracelet... an extra punishment for his failure to observe their commands. The spikes would not retract until he charged the chastity cage again. He had to avoid an erection to avoid being pricked by them.

 

As they continued their journey, the countryside unfolded like a living canvas. Rolling hills embraced quaint farmhouses adorned with climbing ivy, and ancient oak trees stood as silent sentinels. Suddenly, ominous clouds gathered on the horizon, slowly blotting out the sun's warm embrace. The once tranquil atmosphere shifted, as a cool breeze rustled through the leaves and the temperature dropped.




“Well, there is only one way to prove that you want to be my boyfriend in the future. Have me. Right here and now. Drive to the woods right behind the large pine trees on the right. There is nice, desolate forest road. Show me that you are still the guy I should choose over many others. Put your cock in me. I yearn to give myself to you, like a good, obedient girl.” Vanessa provoked him. His cock twitched and was beginning to swell. Considering that the inside of the chastity was densely covered with spiky thorns, this arousing dirty talk was the last thing he wanted.




Vanessa was getting needy and that was not good. Not good at all. He was supposed to start the weeklong work initiation program at SLCC which would mean him leaving Vanessa at home alone. Considering her almost constant horniness, it was a recipe for a catastrophe! She might abandon him if he did not give her cock. He must not allow Archibald or any other guy for that matter, to take his place. Not now, nor ever.  




“That’s not a good idea. Look at the sky, it is going to rain.” Timothy said hopefully. And true it was. The gentle patter of rain on the car's roof soon escalated into a symphony of nature's percussion, accompanied by the distant rumble of thunder. The once dry countryside transformed into a glistening tapestry, the raindrops creating a shimmering mirage over the fields, as the fresh smell of moist green fields arose and filed the air in the car. The windshield wipers moved rhythmically, attempting to keep pace with the deluge.




Well, we can still fuck in the car...” Vanessa suggested hopefully, as her hand travelled to his knee and slowly on the inside of his thigh. Over the past two days he had survived her teasing and managed to keep her oblivious about his chastity, he must not be exposed now! Her hand was just a few centimeters from the cage.




“When I look at your bulge, I think you are ready for action!” said Vanessa, hypnotized by the sight of his crotch. Of course, the bulge was the chastity cage, considerably discreet, but to the knowledgeable eye as clear as a day. He had to think of something. She clearly wouldn’t be content with receiving oral again, and after this morning and his tongue was still stiff ... so he probably couldn't make her come anyway. After some moments of driving through the downpour, with the windshield wipers moving from side to side like crazy, he navigated the car into the mud at a side road in the fields.




“Have you brought your vanity bag?” Timothy asked.




“What for?”




“Do you want to fuck or not?”




“Yeah, it is right here,” Vanessa groped behind the front seats.




“This.” Timothy said and took out a silk beauty sleeping mask.




Vanessa’s face lighted up. “What are you gonna do?”




“You will experience something you never have before. Just shut your mouth and climb over and onto the back seat!” Timothy commanded and Vanessa instantly obeyed, hopeful that she was going to be fucked after all.




“Now, wear this!” Timothy handed her the ridiculously frilly silk mask with doe eyes painted on it. It looked like Bambi staring at him and it was completely ridiculous. But there was nothing to be done. Vanessa had to be satisfied at all costs, Bambi-looking or not.




Vanessa giggled and promptly pulled the mask over her head, placing it securely over her eyes, all the while keeping the silly smile of a child expecting a nice surprise. Timothy switched on the radio and turned the volume to the right. He needed to hide some of the noises he was about to make so that Vanessa had no idea what he was up to. Then he climbed into the back seat with her.




The radio was playing a loud psytrance. She seemed ready to spread her legs and display her pussy for a good banging. He groped her breasts and roughly pulled the zip on her blouse. He felt good treating her like this, she was a whore after all, and she didn’t deserve anything better. He was angry he couldn’t bang her right now, as she implored him to. It would make him feel like so macho again... and having his cock deep in her would mean he was victorious over Archibald, a welcome thing after the emasculating effect the weekend treatment had on him. He tore the blouse down her shoulders and made her take down her skinny jeans, no easy feat, as she always wore her jeans one size smaller to look sexy.




Adding to Timothy’s desperation, she again wore very alluring, sexy underwear. Of course… she intended to seduce him during their journey, and she always chose the best underwear for that. In her choice of underwear, she was the spoiled, feisty princess. She loved garters, delicate lace and all the delightful decorative bow knots, stripes, and openings. Had he been like other men, this would simply evoke arousal. But in Timothy it was a different matter. His sissy arousal fantasies increasingly revolved around wearing female underwear. What he experienced during the weekend helped to make this fetish of his even more pronounced.  




“Kneel up and put your hands behind your back.” Timothy removed his belt and wrapped it around her forearms, just above her wrists. He secured it tightly to make sure she could not reach out at his cock and accidentally touch his cage. “From now on, you are my fucking doll. Like a fucking doll you are not supposed to touch me, just relax and I will do whatever I like with your body.” Like an illusionist, he was trying to divert her attention from the preparations of his magical trick by constantly talking and touching her. Genius solution, he thought. That way she wouldn’t reach for his cock and find out that it is hopelessly stuck in a metal cage.




Holding her head firmly in both hands, he abruptly slapped her face. Then he began to gently twist her neck as he spoke commandingly into her blindfolded face. “Now turn around on your knees and face the other direction. You know, what fuck dolls are used for. Their owners can abuse them anytime they are horny, any time, any day. And now you are my fuck doll, available, ready for your Master. And fuck dolls are quiet sluts. Master does want to hear words from his fuck doll, just moans of submission while serving her Master.”




As she turned around to face the other direction, Timothy reached into Vanessa’s bag and pulled out two hairbands and a maxi-pad. Ripping open the package he pulled the pad out. He opened the adhesive tabs on the pad and placed the two hairbands in the center beneath them. He pressed the tabs back down to hold the bands in place against the pad. Taking the makeshift gag he had created he reached around her head and told Vanessa to open her mouth. He stretched the bands open and pulled them over her head. He then pushed the bulky cotton gag into her mouth where the hairbands around her head held it firmly into place. Timothy bent her upper body downward into the seat and pushed her face into the seat cushion.




“That’s it bitch... on your knees... face down...ass up for me. Be quiet and wait for it.  Spread your cunt open and wait. Get nice and wet thinking about being filled and getting fucked like the slut you are!”




 Vanessa, with her head down, was getting delightfully dizzy from the sexual energy coursing through her groin and making her pussy soaking wet.




“Now I want you to know you are my bitch. Nobody else’s bitch. I am going to show you how easy it is to bring out the slutty little whore inside your body.




Timothy reached back into Vanessa's bag a third time and pulled out the vibrator she never left at home and took with her anywhere she went. He knew she was insatiable. Sometimes even after their sex, when he was in the shower, he could see out the bathroom door that she was still lying in bed, legs spread and playing with her vibrator to bring herself to another orgasm. He felt a bit indignant about it, but now, it was a godsend!




Here in the backseat, with her head bent down and ass raised in the air, Timothy took hold of the back of her underwear, turned the vibrator on a slow pulsing frequency, and put it inside her panties so that the tip of the vibrator was pressed against her pussy lips and teasing her by almost reaching up to her clitoris.




As she felt the vibrator against her, Vanessa started to squeeze her thighs together and gyrate her hips in a slow sexy motion. “Ohhhh... Oh my God... Oh my God... Oh my God... I'm getting so turned on.” Timothy reached around with both his hands and stroked her nipples to drive her into an even crazier erotic trance. His goal was to make her so hot with sexual fever, dizzy in her lust for pleasure, that he could now do what he had planned for if necessary... but had hoped wouldn't happen.




While she was writhing and the music was loudly beating with a hypnotic sexual dance pulse, Timothy pulled his pants off. He tossed them harshly on top of Vanessa's head so that she could sense he was getting naked. He wanted her to know she was an object, a fuck toy object for his abuse and pleasure. Keeping her distracted by luring her deeper into her obedient slut girl fantasies.




Timothy reached into his own travel bag on the floor of the car. From inside the bag, he pulled a leather harness. The music was pulsing, and Vanessa could not really hear what Timothy was fiddling with. He fastened it around his waist and tightened the straps. He reached into the bag one more time to pull out a lifelike cock shaped dildo. He had seen women use it on each other and dominant women use it on submissive men. Knowing that Vanessa was such a cock hungry whore, and realizing that he could not get out of chastity, he had bought a strap-on in case of emergency... and this was certainly an emergency. He was unsure how he was ever going to use it, but this scenario in the car was now working out better than he had ever imagined.




It was lifelike, about the same size as his cock and was shaped like a real human penis. He squirted some lube from his bag on the phallus and hoped this would work. He'd done everything he could to put Vanessa into a state of erotic confusion and sexual lust. All she cared about was getting fucked, so he felt confident he could fake this to keep it his secret. With the dildo cock strapped on, he again reached forward. He moved the vibrator back and forth against her pussy to tease her even more. She began to moan louder. Pulling the vibrator out he dropped it onto the seat. He pulled her underwear to the side. He took his fingers and began to massage her cunt. He took his strap-on and began to press it against her mound, pressing it back and forth against her as Vanessa began to coo at the imminent arrival of Timothy's stiff cock into her waiting pussy.




He could tell it was working. She would never know. Her hands were tied, she was blindfolded, she was in a submissive posture, and she was horny... a bitch in heat! All she wanted to do was come while being fucked. She arched her hips up even higher in response to his dildo pressed against her pussy lips. Sensing that motion, he took the flesh-like silicone cock and pushed it into her. Thrusting slowly at first, teasing the outer ring of her vagina and going deeper and deeper with each thrust. In a short time, he had the full length of the dildo inside of Vanessa. He began to push it in and pull it out with a steady sensual energy. He could tell it was driving Vanessa crazy. To make it even more overwhelming, he held on to her hips as he pushed in and out and reached forward with his left hand coming up under her waist, he was able to put his middle finger on her clitoris and began to rub it while he began slowly thrusting in and out of her with his artificial fleshy phallus. The sensation was driving her crazy. He knew when she was going to orgasm. She was an open book and was often easy to bring to an orgasm because she was such a slutty whore who adored being fucked.




While Vanessa was losing herself in the non-stop fucking she was receiving, Timothy was beginning to feel further degraded. Here he was, Mr. Macho Timothy... now in chastity and having to fuck his girlfriend with a fake cock hanging from his hips. He wasn't a real man... real men didn't have to use artificial didoes to satisfy their women. But he knew why he was doing it. All this humiliation would be history after he finished his underground research work and wrote his story. And when that chastity cage came off, he would pound Vanessa as she had never been screwed before. There's no way that Archibald would be able to compete with him once he was out of chastity.




He could feel her breathing start to increase, and he began to rub her clitoris a little bit more... timing his rubs with his thrusts as he felt her body tightening up and getting ready to explode. He pumped into her several more times and on the fifth long deep thrust she screamed a moan that signaled her orgasm was devouring her. He could feel her shaking. She was mumbling through the improvised gag something that sounded like: "Oh my God... Oh my God.. stop... please stop...!” She was asking him to stop rubbing her clitoris while she was coming. It was just too intense for her to bear.




After she came, Timmy pulled his dildo out and while she was cooing in ecstasy, he quickly and soundlessly placed it back into his travel bag. He then removed his harness and put that inside the bag, zippering it shut.




He leaned forward over onto her back and whispered into her ear. “How did you like it? Now you finally understand why I kept you waiting for my cock so many days. I wanted to make this the fuck of a century!” he removed the arm belt and the gag from her mouth.




“Oh my God Timothy,” she breathed, stretching her arms and massaging it, because the rough treatment made them ache. “…you were so hard. I felt like that was the best sex that you ever had with me. I don’t think you were ever this good. You know I love your cock, but today, this was like a fuck in heaven!”




Again she succeeded in humiliating him without knowing so. The dildo was apparently better than his own cock… All the while his own flaccid cock was held captive in the devil’s torture device with spikes mercilessly drilling into the delicate skin of his cock and balls. He had to fight to overcome his frustration before he continued: “I was thinking that it was good to tease you and make you wait to get fucked. Thought it would drive you insane with pleasure when we did. I hope you're not mad at me for dragging it out so long I just wanted you to really want it and I hope you enjoyed it being denied for so long.”




Vanessa’s mind was still obfuscated by the post coitum haze and just repeated: “Yeah… So very well worth it, darling. There was something about how hard you were that felt so delicious thank you Timothy thank you for making your little slutty girlfriend so happy.”




Eventually, the storm began to relent, leaving behind a refreshed and rejuvenated countryside. The car rumbled forward, leaving the rain-soaked fields behind as they approached the outskirts of the city. The satisfied Vanessa sighing happily and Timothy knowing that there are great challenges laying ahead of him at the Stauton’s Laundry and Cleaning Company just tomorrow.





Chapter 2










Timothy, after he arrived back to Vanessa’s apartment, had one and only thing on his mind. Charge the devil’s device, the “piranha cage” as he began to call it. To his intense relief, Vanessa, tired after the eventful weekend, fell asleep on the couch almost instantly. Her favourite true crime series on Netflix was running and the sounds would mask any noise he might make. He locked himself safely in the bathroom and plugged in the charger, sitting down with his legs crossed, while the charging took place. It felt as fun as dialysis and took as much time. Fortunately, Vanessa was fast asleep and so she wasn’t following him with her nosy questions and omnipresent eager eyes of an annoying girlfriend. 




Timothy tried to suppress the memories, but sitting still and waiting caused his mind to wander. The pictures of the weekend were still on his mind. There was one omnipresent theme that was appearing as an imprint on his mind over and over again. The face of laughing Maggie. The malevolent little fires in her eyes and saying things like: “You are mine now and I won’t let you go. You will serve me for eternity. I will make you into my sex toy… hmmm… and I will lock you up in chastity so that you can enjoy how I have sex with other men! You will kneel in the corner and listen to my moans as they enter me. Ahhh… You will lick the semen dripping out of me after the dates with my lovers and serve me breakfast.”  This thought made him very horny and the device, as it woke to life again, reacted with angry electric stings to his hardening cock. Timothy couldn’t help but recall all the transformations Maggie underwent during the two days. He saw each detail of the sleek Catwoman catsuit, her as the innocent rosy-cheeked schoolgirl during the breakfast that morning. When the schoolgirls appeared in the wine cellar and they made fun of the size of his cock, he realized how excruciatingly sweet it was when the bunch of them mocked his male pride. What would at other times be completely unacceptable was under these circumstances a source of arousal. He remembered one of the girls said:




“Is his cock really that small?”




“Well, speaking from my experience, his male pride is microscopic.” said Maggie cruelly. “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 referred to their encounter the previous year. To Timothy was the events of the previous year suddenly surrounded with fog. It was a moment of triumph, as he managed to coax a stupid, innocent girl into submission and forced her to suck his cock. Now it felt almost sacriligeous to think about it.




His brain was overexcited. In many ways the agitation of his mind reminded him of the LSD trip he once took. Being under Maggie’s spell felt for some reason very similar. All the parts of his brain interconnected and all sounds, colours, smells united in a delightful unison with the single and only thing in his mind. Only this time it wasn’t the Universe that was calling him to make peace with humanity, now she was the God and she filled all the brain circuits he had with the desperate need to prostrate in front of her and adore her like his Goddess. With every second that elapsed since he saw her last time she grew on his mind. At once changing from the form of a sensual teenager to that of a carnivorous plant that took into her head to make him into her lunch. She smelled as infatuatingly and her arms and legs were the petals that lured him with the fascinated need to see, taste and enter her. 




Fortunately, the whirlwind of thoughts that threatened to make his brain explode, subsided when he realized that the spikes in the cage began to retract back into the walls of the device. Beeping accompanied with the flickering of small green control announced that the cage is now fully charged. The green light miraculously managed to switch off the insane fantasies about Maggie that was filling his brain. Timothy knew that he had no time to spare. He had to meet Marcel and have him prepare an outline of articles for Victoria, so that she would allow him to take the one week initiation stay at the SLCC. He darted out of the bathroom. He suddenly felt energised and had the sense of freedom. He escaped and the reality of his life, the walls of the apartment, his socks, shoes, the keys he silently grabbed from the key bowl, all helped him to ground himself and his mind after the psychedelic trip to the Maggie land.




He felt like a fish thrown into the water after being caught, he was badly hurt both in soul and body, but at least he was free! Now there was no bossy girl, or bunch of them for that matter, who would try to impose on him their will and he was his own Master. He had so much to do before he started at SLCC the following day, he felt like he is meeting himself, so fast he was moving. Fast, but very quiet, so he doesn’t wake up Vanessa. Finally, he managed to slip away, soundlessly closing the door behind him.




Just when he was storming down the stairs of the posh building in the fashionable neighbourhood, his telephone pinged. He opened it mindlessly, not at all expecting anything out of the ordinary.




I know what you are up to and be sure that you will not escape me. Whether you choose it or not, I’m holding your cock and your small male brain in firm grip. I can crush both if I want. 




Maggie











Chapter 3










“This is not the entrance for servants,” Randi the receptionist said in a measured, sharp tone when Timothy walked in the main entrance of the Stauton’s Laundry and Cleaning Company wearing his brand-new staff uniform.




Last time he met Randi, her zealous blowjob almost made him come. His cock twitched at the memory. Her succulent glossy lips looked as inviting as the last time when they opened to engulf his cock and draw it into her lusty mouth to suck on as though her life depended on it. Randi was a knockout. Her elegant makeup, her boobs so tight in the blouse that he was afraid a button might fly away and hit him in the eye, and the air infused with the intoxicating strawberry smell of her electrical cigarette. When she pulled on it, the recollections of her glorious cock sucking skills became all the more vivid. As his cage was fully charged again, the erotic impulse resulted in an electric shock. He was growing accustomed to it, so he didn’t twitch all over like he would have just a few days ago, he just slightly winced. The thought came to him that maybe the cage training was having its intended mind-fucking effect by subconsciously reducing the intensity of his hard-on, out of fear of pain. He certainly did feel a bit less macho whenever he was stimulated recently.




She didn’t seem to have the same flashback as he did and didn’t look enthusiastic about seeing him. What was more, she was eyeing him with haughty disgust, frowning, her high arched, dramatically painted eyebrows contracted in one pissed -off dark line.




“Clear off, mosquito, hush hush, Randi is too busy to lose time with servants.” She said and continued scribbling into her notepad with one hand, vaping the cigarette with the other. The word ‘servant’ stung him like an angry hornet. Didn’t she recognize him? After he had his cock in her mouth? Just the idea hurt Timothy’s pride. Perhaps he looked beyond recognition in the uniform.




“Oh, but wait...” she raised her gaze from her notebook. He could see her eyes fixing on his crotch. “Aren’t you the guy from friday?” Finally, some semblance of self-confidence was coming back to Timothy. Perhaps he wasn’t so forgettable after all!




“Yeah,” he said smugly.




She dropped her pen and rose up. Her rotating chair was turning in motion as she removed her tight ass from the leather seat. One hand folded in front of her and the other resting on the wrist, her perfectly manicured hand was holding the cigarette showing off her elaborately painted, glittery nails. Behind the veil of the lazy coils of fragrant smoke coming out of it, she was the perfect picture of sexy seduction. When she strolled towards him in stilettos, he realized she was distinctly taller than him.




“Excuse me, I meet so many men… some are just so generic that I fail to recall them…” She drew so close to him that the coils of the smoke began twining around him like a serpent. She reached for his crotch and squeezed.




“Sorry, your cock and your face are very… average. Or rather, below average. I measure cocks every other day and yours, ahem,” she made a delicate ladylike yawn, waving her hand in front of her mouth, eyeing him with amusement, “well, you will forgive me if I say that your size is far below what I’m used to.”




What was she about? Her eyes were seducing him as she told him the mean words, calculated to hurt. He was balancing between anger, humiliation, and arousal. “Why do you…?” Timothy instead swallowed a pissy remark that he thought would make her regret her mean comments. “I have to go now, I won’t listen to this anymore.”




“Not so fast…” she said and stealthily looked around. There was a camera in one of the corners and Randi gave it a fleeting look. “I guess I deserve a little pause, I’m working my ass off here,” she said to herself. “I think that I should double check to see if the chastity cage fits well. My superiors will be pretty pissed-off if they find out it isn’t secured properly…”

His eyes darted towards the door, but her hands were already under the shirt of his uniform, tracing his chiseled body. The combination of her humiliating talk and her horny expression was making him horny, and stings from his cage were getting closer to one another. “But I admit, your body made quite an impression on me and the taste of your precum was one of a kind, really creamy.” She dropped to her knees and feverishly struggled with the fly of his pants that got stuck momentarily. 

“Oh, how would it be if you just pumped all your semen into my mouth. A young stud like you, oh what a powerful squirt you could fill my mouth with. I promise to swallow every, last drop of it!”




“Please, stop this, my cage is hurting me!” wailed Timothy, losing control over his arousal.




“Don’t say!” said Randi in mock shocked face and soon her hand was toying with his cage. “Well, I hope that you enjoyed the first few days of chastity! The first days are truly remarkable, and you will remember them forever. The beginning of a transformation, to say the least.”




Then she dived down and began to tickle the delicate skin on his cock with her tongue and as he became more stimulated, he became more worried.




“Your tiny cock is so privileged to receive such special attention from Randi. A worm such as you, does not deserve such preferential treatment.”




“Uh…” Timothy struggled with a rising wave of indignance - but instead Maggie’s cruel brain reprogramming, that connected humiliation with arousal, kicked in with vengeance, and he became docile and pleased. “Interesting, very interesting…” whispered Randi.




“Ahhh, please stop I need to go now.” Timothy fought to regain his control.




Suddenly she stood up and was right in his face as she pressed him against the edge of the glass reception desk. He could smell her strawberry breath, see her eyes veiled with arousal, feel her left leg wrap around his thigh and soon they were locked in a tight, suffocating embrace with her tongue deep in his mouth... she began dry humping his caged erection with her crotch. Suddenly, something felt off. He couldn’t explain what was wrong about it, but he instinctively knew he had to remove himself from the situation. What was more, having any sort of erotic encounter with the receptionist might jeopardize his undercover plans.




“Sorry, I’m bound to appear before the superiors at 7:30! It is 7:28!” Timothy tried to push her away. “Where is the … the… the servants - entrance?” Randi twisted her mouth in a sarcastic way, enjoying the inner struggle that mirrored in his face.




“Don’t be such a prude…” she breathed hardly into his face, sticking her tongue deep into his mouth. “I can open the cage, I have a spare key!” She began to rattle with a small purse on a fine chain. 




“No, thanks… Miss Randi. I must go, I’m starting my shift in three minutes from now, look!” He was desperately darting his finger in the middle of the face of his luxurious watch.




 “If you refuse me now, I will make your life hell, silly boy!” she hissed.




“Well, I’m used to having enemies, so one more doesn’t make that much of a difference!” Timothy struggled to disentangle himself from Randi’s long arms and legs, but she was surprisingly strong. He felt he was losing his struggle and would be raped by a horny nymphomaniac, which would probably result in him being sacked before he even started. Heavens answered his silent, desperate call, because on the stairs appeared the figure of a woman. 




“Randi?!” Her sharp voice cut the air like the sharpest knife.




“Yes, Mistress!” Randi jumped as a child caught in the act of stealing, at once letting go of Timothy. “Uh, I was, uh, inspecting to see if the chastity device is properly installed!” she explained, fixing her disheveled hair and pulling her skirt back to place. 




Timothy looked with intense relief to his rescuer, who was elegantly descending the stairs. When she finished her descent and he saw her face more clearly, it was that of a Lady in her forties, very elegantly dressed. He thought her vaguely familiar. 




“Randi, keep your hands off our young friend here. We talked about this! I’m sure you don’t want to displease me and have me use my electro play device on your nipples!”




“Oh, please Mistress, no! You know how I hate it.” Randi was at her feet, kissing the tip of her shoes and grabbing on her calves as she did.




“I do. But this is the second time. It seems you’ll need some punishment to properly discipline you...a reminder about your bad habits, when they are not under control.”




The stunningly sexy 40-year-old Lady turned to the console table near the stairs and opened the drawer. She pulled out two foam pads from the drawer and walked over to Randi. “Open your blouse and lift up your bra,” she said with a sinister tease. 




“Oh no, please, no Mistress, please, not the Bee-Pads,” Randi said with pleading eyes. “Silence! You are a bad girl, and you need to be reminded of that for the rest of the day.”




As Timothy watched, Randi unbuttoned her blouse to reveal the tight-fitting bra that barely held her plump breasts. 




“Good girl. Now take this pad and recite your pledge while you place it in the bra cup against your breasts and nipples.” 




Randi took the pad that was handed to her. The pad had one smooth outer side with a slight bump in the center that resembled a nipple. But as Randi took the pad Timothy noticed that the other side was studded with a dozen shiny spikes like thumbtacks, menacingly protruding out of the foam surface. Randi turned the spiky side toward her body and as she pulled her bra fabric out, she inserted the pad into the cup with the spikes facing into her. As she let go of the fabric the bra pulled the spikes against her nipples and flesh.




Randi winced a bit and began to recite her pledge. “Dear Mistress. Thank you for these stings to remind me to “bee” obedient. I will always “bee” responsive to your instruction. I will always “bee” sure to do as I am ordered. Thank you for “beeing” my Superior.” As she finished her pledge the woman handed her the second pad and Randi inserted it into her other bra cup and recited her pledge again.




“I now have more confidence, as you go about your work today, that the uncomfortable stings to your breasts will be a helpful and constant reminder of what I expect you to be doing to serve me properly. She pointed at the camera and then with two fingers at her own eyes to indicate she was watching her.




“Yes Mistress, of course Mistress.” Randi was trying to make amends for her slip, all eagerness to please her Superior, prostrating herself at the feet of the woman with as much reverence as if she was a Byzantine Empress. 




“Who is it, anyway?” the Lady said, measuring Timothy curiously.




“This is Timothy Hansen, our new servant.” 




“He has agreed to DST and the FRT in the profiler.” Randi added. “He was fitted with a chastity device, I myself measured his erection. I dare say he might turn out to be satisfactory. He starts his shift just now.”




 “I see. We shouldn’t hinder him then,” the elegant woman said slowly and eyed him for a solid five seconds without breaking eye contact. Her expression was impossible to make out and there was the x-ray intensity in her blue eyes that made him feel instantly hypnotized.




“Well, I hope that you will enjoy your service with us.” The Lady addressed Timothy in a sweet tone, turned on her heel and with the serene expression of someone who is above mere mortals, walked away.




“Thank you! Thank you!” said Timothy, bowing just like Randi did seconds ago, but she was already gone.




“I will make you pay for this.” Randi mumbled to herself, but she never dared to get anywhere near him, and returned to her table where she started to scribble into her notebook with agitated ferocity.




“Who was that?” Timothy asked.




“That was your employer, Catherine Stauton, you simpleton,” she said, the measured tone back to her voice. “Now, go away. I’m busy. Go out, walk around the house and the servant's entrance you are looking for is there.” She accompanied her condescending tone with studied female movements and an empathetic move of her head to make abundantly clear how thick he was. “Not knowing such a basic fact, you know what? Your cock is worth nothing, but your lips have a nice shape, maybe made a little plumper, once you are fully feminized, you will make a good blow job whore yourself,” Randi said scathingly.




“Who do you think you are speaking to? You will be sorry when – “ then he stopped himself. What he wanted to say was – when I fuck your face again. Timothy caught himself, in spite of all this, he had to keep this new job. Instead, he stomped out of the door like an angry elephant and tried to slam the glass door, but the silent door closing mechanism prevented him from doing so. Vehemently trying to slam the unslammable door made him look completely ridiculous and the sound of Randi’s sarcastic laughter was heard until he gave up and stormed around the corner of the villa. 




When he was safely out, Randi grabbed her phone in a glittery case and dialed a contact, intently observing her own pitch-perfect fingernails as she waited for the person to pick up. “Excuse me Miss D. I have some news for you… You need to know what I just found out, right now. No, I’d rather not, please come to me. Yes, thanks, I will be here, waiting for you. I can’t wait to learn what you make of it.“


Chapter 4










Timothy stumbled out of the reception room and removed himself from the line of sight through the glass door so that Randi wouldn’t see him so out of sorts after her attempt to rape him. Somewhat refreshed by the crisp breeze outside, he smoothed the hair on his head and took a few deep breaths. Sighing he composed himself, “Relax, now… don’t let that nymphomaniac throw you out of balance!” A few hiccups, but so far, everything was going according to plan. Ever since he returned from the ghastly birthday party of Vanessa’s sister, things seemed to be looking up. He managed to explain to Vanessa he needed to go away for a week and just to be sure, he installed a spying device in her flat and her car. If she decided to step out with Archibald, he would know and make them both pay. The day before Timothy had also managed to meet with Marcel, who stitched together the first article about SLCC.




Early in the morning, Timothy had hurried to the office to visit his boss Victoria, the editor in chief of the newspaper where he had started as a rookie journalist. His probationary period was about to end and so he desperately needed another superstar series of articles. Luckily, stars were aligning for him and he had gotten a tip to explore the money laundering, human trafficking and prostitution business of Catherine Stauton. In her first morning meeting, he was finally presenting the new subject material to his boss. She was the hot brunette MILF, a protagonist of his nightmares, because she held his career prospects in the delicate palm of her hand and his future with it. 




Victoria scanned the first article - prepared by Marcel of course - with a deep frown. But as she read, her face was brightening up until she positively beamed. Marcel truly was a genius journalist in the making, but Timothy pushed this thought away. If he had the time, he could, of course, write every bit as well as his friend. But he was too busy maintaining affairs with willing girls, taking care of his looks, partying and parading around in Vanessa’s expensive car. Timothy was relieved to see his boss pleased. She was pleasantly surprised with his initiative, even impressed by his decision to put himself in the way of danger to get material for the article series. Victoria readily blessed his plan to let himself get locked up on the SLCC premises for a week. They both hoped his articles on Catherine Stauton would become a headline-grabbing sensation. Timothy believed it would detonate like a bombshell, sparking widespread attention and igniting a firestorm of controversy with its revelations.




But that was not the end of the good news that day. Maggie, who was by some horrible coincidence the daughter of his boss, apparently had never breathed a word about his abuse of her to her mother. If she had, Timothy was sure that Victoria would take great pleasure in kicking him in the balls, tearing his cock off, dissecting him and feasting on his inner organs like a cannibal tribe chieftain, then hanging his head as a trophy on the wall above her working desk, as if he was a wild stag, hunted and captured.




After this successful meeting with Victoria, he was euphoric, and now here he was about to walk through the SLCC staff entrance for his first day undercover on the job. He daydreamed about all the success to come and the sexual conquests he would enjoy. Ever since he laid his eyes on the article Marcel wrote for him, promising the most shocking revelations about the infamous Catherine Stauton and her shady business, he knew this was it… His ticket to a blast-off career in the newspaper business! He would exit the probationary period with ease and embark on his journey to stellar success. He could envision himself being invited to appear as a guest on the prime-time TV shows of the national broadcasting platforms, talking to the female presenters. They would be wearing short dresses revealing long crossed legs in stiletto heels and magnificent boobs, speaking to him through seductively plump swollen lips. He saw himself surrounded by swarms of young female journalists who were dying to get laid by him, because he is now so famous and handsome.




Even his bitchy boss Victoria would spread her legs for him. He never was above fucking a good old MILF, and fucking his boss would stroke his ego like nothing else. She deserved a good banging for her condescending treatment of him. The idea made his cock swell again, as he let his mind dwell on how he would push her shapely body face forward against her desk. Bending her at the waist, grabbing her hair and twisting her head sideways on the flat surface, he would enter her pussy from behind with her skirt rolled up and panties pulled aside... and then mercilessly pound her until he ejaculated into her.




With another merciless electric shock into his cock, Timothy woke to reality again, realizing he was shivering in the thin uniform. He was surely asking for trouble by being late. He began his hurried descent down the stone stairs around the wall of the house, leading down to the back of the villa. As he watched his Lacoste sneakers pat the elegant travertine stone tiles, his thoughts returned to the Lady who saved him from rape. The woman was familiar, he must have seen her somewhere already. But where? She was very good looking, had incredible personal charm, the sort of gravitas that would make her gain respect from all, even mob bosses and all sorts of rogue criminals. It must have been Catherine Stauton herself. He was told that she was guilty of money laundering, pimping, human trafficking, and drug dealing. But was she really? Upon seeing her he wasn’t so certain anymore, but it didn’t matter. Only through her ruin would he achieve the glory of a star journalist, her reality was, therefore, of little consequence. All that mattered was the success he could make for himself from her misfortune.




The servants’ entrance door was slightly ajar. Timothy took another deep breath and stepped in. He felt that once the door closed behind him, there would be no turning back. Now that he was encouraged by Victoria’s enthusiastic support, his own determination to prevail and turn this into his triumph was greatly strengthened. He would do anything to enhance his chances in life, to which fate seemed to deal its cards so unfairly. 




Timothy was armed with several recording devices and secret cameras that he bought in a store specializing in spying gadgets. Shopping for them he felt like a child in a candy store. So many ingenious little devices, he couldn’t decide and bought a dozen different ones and hoped for the best. He wore a pen propped up in the front little pocket of his uniform shirt with a tiny camera, there was a recorder hidden in the heel of his shoe, and in his watch was another recording device. Standing on the threshold of SLCC, a company with such a reputation, his trepidation was morphing into the feeling of excitement that a sociopath feels when facing a jump into abyss. He managed to convince himself he was as witty, sexy and cunning as James Bond. He only hoped that they won’t search him or make him take his clothes off. But considering he expected to start work in the laundry, he didn’t think it likely. 




“So here you are, Crystal,” said a pleasant female voice when he knocked on the door. After a brief pause it opened.




“Eh?” said Timothy, seeing nothing in front of himself when the doors opened, seemingly of their own accord. Or at least that was what he thought at first. He had to bow his head deep down to notice the person who had just greeted him. It was a young, very short girl, probably younger than himself. 




“Uh, hello, little Lady.”




“Well, hello. So nice to finally meet you, Crystal! Come in!”




“Uhm, thank you,” said Timothy as he stepped inside. “I don’t want to be rude or anything, but you must be mistaking me for someone else. My name is Timothy.” He stated and straightened himself a bit more to add dignity to his persona. 




“Oh.” she said and closed the door after him. “My name is Priscilla.” When she turned to face him, he had the opportunity to look at her properly. She was a peculiar girl. Her sing song voice, delicate features and large eyes reminded him of an anime character. Her figure was very 3D, her shapes and curves were sensual, almost on the verge of chubby, but very attractive nevertheless because her waist was tiny and her hips seductively round.




“Nice to meet you.” Timothy grabbed the offered hand and shook it so vehemently he almost ripped her arm out of the shoulder socket. “As I said, my name is Timothy.”




She politely disentangled her hand, but the good-natured smile was still on her face. “It is good of you to join us, Crystal.” 




Timothy shook his head, unable to make sense of her obstinate insistence on a name that would suit a hooker but not a sporty man of six feet. “Ahem, I said that my name is Timothy.”




“I heard you the first time. I was just giving you the opportunity to correct your attitude. It seems you forgot that you signed the contract that stipulated you will be given a new name! A name the company will choose for you,” she said in a serene, unconcerned tone.




Timothy hesitated. “Uh… It is true, I forgot about the name change,” he said when he was led into the hall. “But why Crystal, of the million names to choose from? I’m not a burlesque dancer. When I decide to change careers, I will surely let you know, but in that case the name of my preference would be Velvet Vixen. Perhaps we could agree on some other name? What about Cruz Dynamite or Ryder Roadster?” He joked. 




She laughed so much, her boobs moved violently up and down. Her laughter sounded like an avalanche of a thousand little bells. “That is so funny. But I regret to say that it is not in my power to change the moniker that our superiors decided to call you.”




His next thought was that he needed to get into the house to shoot the material for the articles. It was completely unimportant what stupid rules they devised and how they decided to call him. When he was done with spying, he would escape the bizarre situation that was clearly devised to humiliate and emasculate him.




 “I understand… Miss Priscilla. You may call me Crystal, even though I think it completely ridiculous.”




“I’m so sorry to hear you don’t like your new name, but you will learn to appreciate it eventually,” she said as her large eyes opened wide, and the disarming smile came back to her face. “Here you are, our complimentary welcome gift.” She was handing him a neat package held together with a white silk ribbon. In there also is the underwear you asked for, I hope you will be pleased with my selection. I stuck religiously to your preferences and I’m rather proud of my choice.” 

 

“Uh, okay?” Timothy said, even though he had no idea what she was talking about. He certainly did not order any underwear and he failed to comprehend why he would need special underwear working at the laundry company? He just added this particular thing to the list of things he didn’t understand about SLCC. But after the original work interview nothing should surprise him anymore, he thought. This girl was so unlike what he expected! Where was Mistress Gabi with her feline charm, confident manners and her covert manipulative skills that made all males into her helpless toys? Priscilla was a girl who would otherwise be his ideal victim, the target of his advances and a means to satisfy his sexual needs. He considered himself a connoisseur of human characters and could tell instantly that this fairytale creature who looked like it escaped from the candy floss world of hentai porn would be very easy to play to his advantage.

 

Priscilla began to rustle with some papers, and he took the liberty to peek further into the facility. He saw through an open door the large room full of washing machines. The rhythmic hum of industrial washers and dryers created a symphony of efficiency. Rows of neatly sorted and labelled clothing moved along conveyor belts, undergoing meticulous inspection and treatment by the workers. The air was permeated with the fresh scent of detergents as the dedicated team orchestrated the meticulous process, transforming soiled garments into crisp, immaculate pieces ready for their owners. From his fleeting glance everything looked pretty normal.




“Please sign the secrecy clause here. It essentially says you are forbidden to talk about what you see here and cannot disclose anything about the things going on under this roof to anyone.” 




Timothy didn’t bother to read what he was signing, after all he was here to violate their secrecy by exposing the company for what it really is, so the procedure of signing that was a complete sham on his part.




After he added his large, overtly confident signature, Priscilla led him into the spacious room full of machines and workers. There was very little out of the ordinary, although the walls were tiled in violent red. Workers, who were all males, moved around with admirable efficacy. 

Timothy soon realized that they wore collars, matching the color of their white uniforms. Priscilla happily babbled about the inconsequential details of operating a laundry business, until she noticed what caught his eye. 




“Oh, the collars. We find that our employees tend to work much more efficiently when they receive electric shocks,” Priscilla said pleasantly, with an innocent smile on her face.




“Naturally,” he said. “Uh, am I to get one like that too? I always thought electricity somehow unnatural and intimidating… Electricity is amazing at making our lives easy, but it doesn’t agree with my sense of body integrity.” He tried to talk as much as possible to mask that he was covertly taking pictures with his James Bond pen. He was also recording what she was saying, hoping that she would slip some interesting facts that Marcel might use during his writing of articles.




“As far as I know, you had quite a history of electric shocks in the last days, it must have been so hard on you, given where your body was tormented,” said Priscilla with a tone of sweet concern. She didn’t look like someone, who would know what a chastity device is, yet that must have been precisely what she was alluding to. “I guess that receiving shocks into your neck might be a bit easier than into your wing-dang-do,” she added. “But don’t worry, your tasks here will be different. You are destined for much better, larger things than folding laundry.” 




This did not appease Timothy, the way Priscilla’s eyes filled with dreamy haze prophesied something very, very unpleasant for him. 




She checked her phone and her eyes darted to the ceiling where an omniscient camera eye was watching them. The camera control that was weakly blinking in red, flickered in green for a fleeting moment and Priscilla gave an almost undetectable little nod. Timothy was too busy with taking pictures to notice that. 




“So, we are all essentially slaves to Catherine Stauton, no?” Timothy suggested. “Not that there is anything wrong with that…'' he offered hastily, suddenly realizing that if not careful, he might expose his intentions. 




“No, of course not, each and every one of the workers has signed a proper contract,” Priscilla explained. Oh yeah? Timothy thought sarcastically. If they signed their contracts under the same circumstances as he did, they were signing with cocks hard as stone and their minds obfuscated by the smoldering looks of Mistress Gabi, their eyes buried between her legs or in her deeply cut cleavage. That could hardly be considered fair.




“Everyone is paid royally to perform the tasks ascribed to them. All of us employees are insured against any harm. You are pampered here and treated with utmost respect,” she explained.  




Ha-ha, thought Timothy again. He never saw men work their asses off with such speed and efficiency. Aside from an electric collar on their necks and chastity cages on their cocks, they probably had radioactive butt plugs up their asses to make them work faster.




“Please follow me, I will show you to our dorm, before we begin with the COP procedure.” 




“Before we begin what?”




“Sorry, Crystal, darling. You were a bit tardy with your arrival so we need to make it up by moving a bit faster. You will learn soon enough.” Then she grabbed his hand and pulled him upstairs. These were the narrow stairs for servants that used to be installed in older buildings. Her arm was brushing against his and he felt the attraction between them. Perhaps after this all was over, he could fuck her. He could tell that she was interested in him.




“We will be the best of friends, I’m sure,” said Priscilla as she looked him in the eye with eagerness, pressing his hand for emphasis. Timothy nodded mechanically. Nothing at this place made sense to him. When they reached the first floor, they found themselves in a corridor with a number of doors. 




“These are the servants’ quarters, where we all sleep. These rooms here are for the general workers.” She opened one of the doors and a windowless room opened to his sight. Long horizontal cages were set to the wall, twenty of them in one large structure reaching to the ceiling. It looked like the coffin homes in Hong Kong, but there was no mess. The place was immaculately clean. Each worker had his own cage-space tagged by name and a correspondingly marked locker on the other side of the room. In each cage was a bed with shackles, and some sort of digital interface with a headset attached to it. Timothy’s eyes were almost popping out of its sockets and his secret camera was on heavy duty. What caught his attention most of all, were what only could be a spanking bench, an Andrew’s cross on the wall and a frightening collection of beating instruments and BDSM gadgets, including large butt plugs on a long shelf on the wall, illuminated with LED lights as if it was a collection of expensive porcelain. 




“What is that?!” Timothy stared, almost forgetting to take pictures.




 “Oh, this? It looks menacing, I know. Before our Owner Ms. Staunton bought this place, this villa was used predominantly to shoot BDSM porn. The former owners never returned to collect the toys, so we just left it here and thought it a capital joke to have the workers see it, like we are saying - work hard, or you get spanked, or get a plug shoved up your ass. Ha-ha. Don’t you think it’s funny?” said Priscilla. The whole thing was getting weirder and weirder. He sensed that this curious little imp was lying to him with insolence bordering with insanity. 




“Oh yeah? And what about the shackles and the cages?” Timothy suggested saucily.




“Well, we employ some mentally compromised individuals who actually do find it incredibly comforting and mind easing to be securely locked away. Have you heard of the heavy blankets that give you the secure sense of comfort? When you wear the shackles, you feel like someone is holding your hand, which is nice,” She chirped. “Or leg…” He added curtly. It made no sense contradicting her, but he couldn’t help but expose her lies. What mattered was that he documented all he heard and saw. Even now he had the evidence that Catherine Stauton held people caged, forced, or tricked them into wearing a chastity cage and beating them into compliance. What more would he need? 




“You won’t stay in here. Our dorms are next door.” 

 

“Uh-huh, that’s somehow reassuring.” He felt a relief, he certainly did not desire to have any of those BDSM beating instruments strike his own skin. He followed her into the next, smaller room. It was fitted differently. Female clothing was hanging helter-skelter on chairs, hangers dangling on the window knobs, shoes and high heels lying everywhere. The bunks for sleeping were running up to the ceiling making for eight beds with a ladder. These bunks were without cages, although the shackles were in place and the same digital interface with headsets were here as in the room next door. In the corner was one simple bench with a leather basket holding several rather ominous canes. What intrigued him the most was a row of vanity tables lining one of the walls with lighting bulbs and adorned with large amounts of makeup bottles, lipstick, mascaras, and countless other articles of cosmetics. Wigs propped up on wooden heads and all sorts of sexy lingerie was thrown negligently over the chairs furnished with red velvet. It all looked like a theatre dressing room for exotic dancers in a cabaret. He couldn’t fail but notice there was one of the bunks with the name ‘Priscilla’ on it. “So, this is where you, women, sleep?” 




“Yes, you, me and the other six girls. I have already prepared name tags for you. Isn’t it pretty, Crystal?” She pointed at what looked like a hand-sewn decoratively executed pink and baby-blue name tag above the bunk. “I sewed them myself.” she said proudly. 




“Sorry… You, six other girls and me? I fail to get your meaning. There must have been some misunderstanding. Do you perhaps have some sort of eye defect? Unless you noticed, I’m a male, six feet tall, who can sweep a girl like you off her feet and make love to her all night long, until she screams!”




“I don’t doubt that.” she looked him daringly in the eye and her gaze slowly glided to his crotch. She inclined her head like a curious dog and his cocked twitched from this unexpected attention.




“Right. I’m glad you agree. And yet here you stand telling me that I somehow belong in here as another girl and giving me a silly female name?” This all just erupted from him. Even though he was determined to play their game according to their rules so that he had the best chances to spy, he couldn’t bear this.




Priscilla checked her pinkish girly watch, slapping her mouth in terror. “Oh my, I didn’t realize what time it is! I would love to talk with you about how you would bang a girl like me until she begs you to stop, it makes me very horny, but I have other things to attend to.” She darted out of the door, where she caught herself on the doorknob to stop her speedy departure and called: “Will you please unpack yourself? I would dearly like to help you, but I need to check if everything is ready for COP. I will be back in, like, twenty minutes. In the meantime, be sure to put on the clothes I prepared for you and left on your bunk. Then wait for me here.” He could hear her speeding to the staircase, until she skidded to a halt, her high heels screeching on the wooden floor. She probably remembered something she needed to tell him, because she stuck her head into the door again, saying: “Please be sure never to steer near Mistress Catherine’s office! It is on the second floor. She gets mad when servants trespass, especially when the security system is temporarily off like today.” She made a playful castigating gesture with her forefinger and then she was gone for good.




Timothy stared after her with his mouth popped wide open. Then he reminded himself again why he was here. What does he care about their weird ways? What does he care if some other people suffer under the insane rules of these weirdos? Then he realized that he was in the female bedroom, which triggered in him a voyeuristic desire to explore. This probably was the bedroom of the hookers whom Catherine sold as prostitutes. For a few minutes he just looked around the room, then walked around and touched various feminine articles that he found attractive, dispersed around the room. Peacock feathers on a headband, silky nightgowns with slits for nipples, fishnet stockings, and garters. He was touching it with his fingers and felt stimulated by their sensual qualities.

 

Then he recalled the gift package Priscilla talked about and the underwear she was so proud of selecting for him. He approached his bunk bed, the lowest and closest to the ground. Clearly, as a newcomer he would occupy the lowest place in the hierarchy. The decorative tag with the name ‘Crystal’ was already in place. There was the mysterious package and a neatly arranged white dressing gown made of terry cloth with the hand sewn tag on it. They wanted him to undress for the COP procedure, whatever it was. He unfolded the snow-white dressing gown and realized it was just like one of those you would get in thermal baths or in a hotel. He shrugged and swiftly removed the uniform, until he stood there naked. It was warm in the room and he felt quite comfortable without clothes. Moreover, if a girl came into the room, he wouldn’t mind her seeing him like this, quite on the contrary. Aside from the cage, he was a pleasure to look at and he knew it. 




Then his eyes lingered on the gift package again. He pulled on the silk ribbon and the package opened. The layers of fine paper opened like petals of some delicate flower and there was deep red, very hot Victoria’s Secret lace underwear. There always was this covert feeling of arousal around these clothing, but he usually managed to keep it under the lid. But now, this boiling mixture of fetish eroticism was bubbling up in uncontrollable bouts. It felt festive and alluring to take it out, just like removing layers of clothing from a girl. He handled it with growing trepidation. Before giving it a second thought, he held it against his body, looking at himself in one of the lightbulb laced mirrors. It was quite becoming against his flesh. 




An idea sprang to his mind of him wearing fishnet stockings, this red underwear and the gown, kneeling submissively on the ground before Maggie and serving her orally, being her bitch, as she was banged by a strong, male stud from behind. The fantasy was so vivid he felt like someone gave him a strike in the solar plexus. He just threw the underwear to an armchair as if it stung him. The bra and panties didn’t sting, but his cage did, when his cock reacted with swelling. What was wrong with him? He swiftly looked out of the door. No one in sight and no sign of Priscilla. What if he just put it on? Something happened to him, something snapped in his mind ever since Maggie dressed him in female clothes. He knew it, but he couldn’t control it.




No… regardless of what his brain was telling him about his dignity and manliness, he had to see how it looked and felt when he put it on! Quickly, do it now, as if he was trying to act before his rational self kicked in again to stop him He slipped into the satin panties And when he felt the fabric brushing against his skin, he couldn’t resist the mounting arousal. When he drew it over his chastity device it somehow fit perfectly over it. He’d put the bra on using the same method as he saw girls using. He turned the cups to the back and closed the hooks at the front, then moved the cups around his waist to the front, pulling the straps on. 




When the underwear was in place, it was time for a little show. He was trying different angles, pushing his butt up like a pin up girl and when he put an arm to his side and pushed his hip to the side, his body shaped itself into a sexy, female silhouette. It was in an instant the body of a girl with a sporty figure… What was missing were high heels. He found matching shoes kicked under one of the vanity tables. It was a picture of perfection! 




The fantasy engulfed him again. He was kneeling at Maggie’s bed with his hands tied behind his back. She sat on top of a muscular buff male, her back turned to him The stud held her thighs spread wide from behind. His phallus was invading her young, juicy cunt, effortlessly gliding in and out, in and out like a piston of a machine. This position was clearly chosen so that he, as her bitch, could see every inch of her lover’s massive cock pushing in and stretching her vagina. He, or rather she, bitch Crystal, was waiting for the stud to finish, waiting for the signal from Maggie, so that she could clean all the messy semen he was going to squirt into Maggie any minute. Maggie was whimpering and giving her bitch hypnotizing looks from under her half-closed eyes that were telling Cristal without words: 




You are just a bitch, not a man. Just a pathetic little cock and a sissy cuckold. You will never have me. You will just watch me get fucked by men with big cocks! 




She was enjoying it so much, the double pleasure of being taken by a strong, endowed male and at the same time humiliating her bitch. Then suddenly, there was Archibald, suitor of his girlfriend Vanessa whom Timothy ferociously hated. Now he was the guy fucking Maggie! The guy with a cock twice the size of his, his veins throbbing with desire to make Maggie come. Crystal saw him lustfully grabbing on Maggie’s breasts, changing the fucking rhythm from fast and ferocious to slower and deeper. This was a humiliation beyond anything. Crystal knew deep down what this was supposed to mean and why it was so deliciously torturous. It meant that Archibald was fucking all the females Timothy lusted for. He fucked Vanessa and Maggie too… This was too much to be borne and Timothy was writhing in pain of the electric shocks, because his cock was as hard as stone from the humiliation. 

 

It was all ridiculous! And on top of all that, it was very painful! Timothy knew that if he managed to regain focus from the inside of his brain to his surroundings, all the disturbing fantasies would be gone. He hurried, bent forward from the pain, to wash his face in a bassinet next to the door. The sobering effect of the cool water was a welcome salvage from the daydream, or rather a nightmare in the broad daylight. Within a moment or two he was as sober and as realistic as before, deeply ashamed of slipping again into the mud of his deep, subconscious desires to be submissive and humiliated, which he considered completely blasphemous. 

What madness had just overcome him?! Then it finally dawned on Timothy. What did the girl, Priscilla, tell him? She went away and he was alone. All alone for twenty minutes! The security systems were switched off… This was an opportunity that would never repeat. There was no time to waste, he already squandered five minutes with this fantasy folly. He threw the dressing gown over the sexy underwear. Perhaps the capricious goddess Fortune had some treats for him up her sleeve to make up for the torment of his mind and soul in the last days. He knew it, he knew his luck was striking this time! He needed to take a look around and perhaps find some more controversial stuff to support his evidence of Catherine Stauton’s criminal activities, on top of what he already discovered. Her office… that would be the treasure trove! He must get in there. The second floor, was it? 




Soon, Timothy was standing in front of Catherine’s office. The golden plaque on the door was unequivocal. There was a rug in front of it, saying: Warning: High heels, high expectations! Timothy shrugged. The door looked impregnable, made of reinforced steel, and equipped with biometric security measures. His heart sank, it was no use in trying to break in by force. The doors wouldn’t give in, and he would alarm the whole house with the loud noises. But then he thought that perhaps the biometrics might be malfunctioning too, if the security system was off. He simply tried his own fingerprint on the display. To his utmost amazement the door opened! 




In a few large leaps he was at the table. The table was laid out with a large number of folders and documents. As Timothy sifted through the files and documents scattered across Catherine's desk, his heart pounded with anticipation. His eyes widened as he stumbled upon a folder labelled "Confidential Transactions." With trembling hands, he opened it, only to find meticulous records detailing suspicious financial transactions involving offshore accounts and shell companies. His breath caught in his throat as he unearthed evidence suggesting ties to human trafficking operations and money laundering schemes. Shock washed over him as he realised the magnitude of what he had stumbled upon. In a daze, Timothy frantically searched for more evidence, each discovery further confirming his worst fears. With a jubilant feeling in his gut, he knew he had uncovered something far more sinister than he could have ever imagined.




With adrenaline coursing through his veins, Timothy hastily photographed the incriminating documents using his pen camera and quickly returned them into the folder. It was time to clear off, before he was detected. Considering the seriousness of Catherine’s offences, he was not safe. Being in her office was like trying to build a nest in between crocodile’s jaws. His mind was alert like never before. Every creak of the floorboards seemed deafening as he tiptoed towards the door, praying that no one would catch him in the act. Just as his hand reached for the doorknob, he froze in terror. He heard footsteps approaching from the corridor outside. Panic surged through him, but he forced himself to remain calm.




Thinking quickly, Timothy ducked behind a large potted plant near the door, his heart pounding in his chest. The footsteps grew louder, closer, and he held his breath, his entire body tense with anticipation. The clicking sound of stiletto heels was ominous. It was Catherine Stauton! He held his breath and waited for her to turn her back to him. Then he slipped out of the office like a shadow in the night. 




As he hurried down the hallway, his mind raced with thoughts of the evidence he had uncovered and the danger he had narrowly escaped. Now that he had the incriminating material, it would be highly advisable to remove himself from the SLCC, pronto. There was one caveat. He was wearing a dressing gown and lacy red underwear. He had to, at least, return to the women’s dorm room to collect his uniform and his bag. The time was running short. If he moved his ass, he might manage to grab his things, slide into his regular clothes and dart out of the doors before anyone could say, ‘filthy cheating bastard’. But before he reached the bottom of the stairs, he realized that this was not going to happen. He froze on the spot, the hair on his body raising all at once. 





Chapter 5










“It was written in the stars that the two of us would meet again!” said Maggie with a wide smile, as she hugged Ivy upon meeting her. They stood in front of the facade of a stylish restaurant. A brass plaque etched with the establishment's name gleamed subtly beneath the soft glow of a vintage street lamp, inviting passersby to step into a world of culinary indulgence.




“I couldn’t wait… after what we experienced at Beatrice’s birthday party, I was counting time to meet you again.” 




“Yeah, I feel that we are in the same boat, you know, trying to explore the world of female dominance!” 




“What is this place?” wondered Maggie. “Fete en Maison: Dining Oasis Magnifique?” Read Maggie, squinting on the brass plaque. “That sounds extravagant…!” she said, before they entered through the door, held open by a uniformed doorman with CS initials sewn on the front of his red uniform.




As Ivy and Maggie stepped into the restaurant, a hushed elegance enveloped them, the soft glow of candlelight casting a warm ambiance over the plush furnishings and tasteful decor. The air was redolent with the tantalizing aromas of gourmet cuisine, promising an exquisite dining experience ahead.




The waiter who cordially welcomed them addressed them in the most respectful manner, as if they were exceptional VIP guests. And he already knew them by names. They were led to a secluded corner table nestled beneath a canopy of trailing ivy and twinkling fairy lights, offering a sense of privacy amidst the bustling restaurant. The seating was upholstered in sumptuous burgundy colored velvet, inviting them to sink into its luxurious embrace as they settled down for the evening. The table was covered with an embroidered heavy tablecloth reaching almost to the ground.




"I think my wallet just fainted at the mere thought," Maggie quipped, though Ivy could sense her genuine concern about the potential cost. "You know, my mom's more likely to send me a care package with instant noodles than splurge on a place like this," she added with a wry smile.




"Well, aren't you lucky! At least you won't end up with a gold-plated attitude," Ivy teased, nudging Maggie playfully. "Guess we can dine like royalty without worrying about our peasant pockets. Thank the food gods for Catherine Stauton's generosity!”  




“Mrs. Staunton…?” said Maggie pensively, before her eyes lit up with recollection of the name and the person to whom it belonged. “Oh, the Lady whom we met at the party!” Ivy swallowed the bait. She didn’t have to know that, for quite some time, Maggie was musing about Catherine Stauton and her power over Timothy. Maggie knew that Timothy was about to start to work at SLCC. She had been eavesdropping behind the doors of her mother’s office when Timothy was presenting to her mom the first article related to Catherine’s business.




“Just the one. We have an open account, covered by Catherine Stauton. Did you know that Mrs. Catherine supplied the staff with funny fetish costumes at Beatrice’s party?” said Ivy with a smile. “This place is owned by her and she told me we should come here to discuss our girl secrets and eat whatever we like... and as much as we like!” 




”Uh, huh!” Maggie exclaimed, “I get it now - Fete en Maison: Dining Oasis Magnifique! It reads FEMDOM!” she mouthed the word, looking sideways to make sure nobody overheard. “Well then, let’s honor Mrs. Stauton by doing justice to her wishes, but someone should have warned her that I have quite an appetite!” 




The waiter helped them to their seats, pushing their chairs to the table for them. He was addressing them respectfully as “Lady Ivy” and “Lady Maggie” and his manner was deferential and submissive. When they were out of ears’ reach of other guests, he spoke. “Please allow me to welcome you to our restaurant. You are being seated at our special table, honoring Female Supremacy for those Ladies who know the correct world order, where women rule, and males obey. Let me present to you the special services that accompany the gastronomical experience.”




With a polite bow, he handed them a neat little brochure. “Please feel free to use any of the additional services we offer, complimentary with your dish,” said the waiter as he removed himself from their presence with a deep bow.

Their curiosity was strong and so they dived right into it, putting their heads together. 




The brochure read:




Welcome Beautiful!




You were chosen for this day of endless pampering and the service that you are entitled to, because of your divine female nature. This is a place that knows how to treat Superior Ladies! Your waiter has a chastity device with a remote that you will find attached. Be sure to use it against him as much as your heart desires!




The brochure had a cut out in which a flat remote was nestled reminiscent of a camera remote control with numbers on it. There was a dialogue bubble saying, ‘Try me. Press a number and see the waiter dance as you whistle!’, followed with a list of services. Ivy took it up and inspected it, leaning her head closer so that she could read it more easily.




1 - Summon your waiter

 2 - Give your waiter an electric shock (your waiter is conditioned to react with arousal)

 3 - Summon the waiter to serve wine

 4 - Summon the waiter to massage your feet under the table

 5 - Take the waiter to privacy (The waiter will show you to the private quarters where you can use him in any way you like)

 6 - Summon your waiter to serve as your toilet (in the bathroom only)

 7 - Choose a different waiter (use special code from the catalogue)




Make yourself familiar with the codes and your waiter will be your puppet, completely at your disposal. If he is not to your liking, we have a number of other servants waiting for your signal. Just press 7 and the waiter will be immediately replaced, when you make a choice from our catalogue you find under this QR code. I selected each male specimen to satisfy the feistiest Lady, who requires complete obedience and tireless endurance in all areas of services. No boundaries, no limits to your enjoyment. 




With my warmest regards,

Your friend,

Catherine Stauton




“What do you think?” Ivy smiled with a blush. ”Should we use some of the services?” 




“Well, a nice massage can’t hurt, and who could possibly refuse some good oral worship after lunch?” They both giggled.




The waiter patiently waited for them to inspect the brochure. As both the girls raised their eyes, he could instantly tell what they were up to - most Ladies got familiar with the remote control like this. He braced himself for what was to come. Ivy pressed number two and the eyes of both girls darted to his crotch with breathless anticipation. And indeed - the waiter’s body jerked suddenly. He had to keep the decorum and it was just a tiny twitch, but they could tell from how he bit himself in the lip, that the shock was quite strong.




“How does it feel, George?” Maggie asked playfully.




“Thank you for your attention. I just received a strong shock into my penis and testicles and because I’m primed to react with arousal, my penis is now trying to get erect. For your entertainment, the pain of swelling in the cage will continue for a while as a result,” he explained with the cadence of a schoolboy, asked to explain the reproduction of frogs. 




The girls giggled. “So, you are primed and willing to serve us in any way we desire?” said Maggie when his face relaxed again. “Yes, Lady Maggie,” but his voice was hoarser. Ivy gave it a go and another cruel shock was sent into George’s cage.




“Now, I wonder if you will know what to do, if I press…” Maggie pressed number three. 




“Command received. Shortly I will be serving you the best wine we have in our cellar, which Mrs. Staunton herself selected for the dominant Ladies who attend our establishment.” He bowed deeply and backed off.




“This world never ceases to amaze me.” Maggie observed, incredulously browsing on her phone through the catalogue of sexy handsome waiters, who were available to replace George, if they didn’t like him.




“And do you know what’s most incredible? How our fate just comes our way, precisely as we need it to, at any given moment… I wanted to get to know real Femdoms, and look at me, sitting in Catherine Stauton’s restaurant! The Mrs. Stauton, who has a restaurant, featuring a Chef with a caged cock! And what’s even better, her protégée is my friend now!” 




“Oh, I don’t know if I can be called her protégée, but she certainly is most kind to me. She is sort of stepping in for my deceased mother, teaching me about female dominance. She is the kindest teacher!”




“That’s amazing, to have a tutor like that! My mom does not share with me many details about her sex life - thank god -” both girls laughed, “but I suspect she has a Dominant side to her.”




Before Ivy could ask Maggie about what was on her mind, the waiter arrived to serve them wine. He leaned over them, a white cloth over his elbow and with his other hand behind his back. He served the wine with great professionalism. When he reached forward, his sleeve moved up and they could see a tattoo with the initials CS, very much like those they saw on the doorman’s uniform. As Ivy and Maggie perused the menu, their eyes danced over the array of tantalizing options, each dish more enticing than the last. 




“Mrs. Stauton apparently is a playful sort of Lady - or are my eyes deceiving me?” Maggie stared at the menu. Foie Gras-stuffed Lobster Ravioli? As in FLR? And what is this? Crispy Fried Nectarine Medley?”




“Oh, that one is Mrs. Stauton’s favorite, she likes to serve it at the Clothed Female Naked Male Party she throws every Friday. But she is delighted above anything, when some old prude orders the dish at one of the vanilla tables,” the waiter beamed. “Be sure not to miss the highlight among our desserts, the CBT - Caramelized Banana Tiramisu. I can assure you that you can enjoy that in abundance with all our slaves,” he said in a hushed voice, as some old posh Lady from one of the regular tables was passing them on her way to the toilet, looking very, very curious. 




The waiter, noticing they could not choose from the vast array of options, said: “All of our dishes are delicious. They are prepared with special care by our Chef, who I’m sure you will be pleased to learn, is permanently caged by our Owner, Catherine Stauton. Just like myself, being caged and denied orgasms serves to focus our thoughts on the needs of our Ladies, rather than selfish desires for pleasure. This secures the highest level of attention to each detail because our Owner is also very swift with her cane. You can, therefore, rest assured that both he and I strive to deliver the best possible service for the enjoyment of you, dear Ladies.”




“That’s amazing,” said Maggie and her eyes glided to his crotch. The waiter was young and very handsome. “I’m pleased to learn that you work to secure the happiness of dominant Ladies…”  




“...such as us,” added Ivy who didn’t want to stay aside in the conversation with the handsome guy. “Are you able to provide us with all the services described in the brochure?” she added.




“I can, if a Lady gives an order, there is no way for me not to obey to it. But if I can give advice, I’d recommend starting with a lunch, as Ladies enjoy their pampering better with their stomachs full.” The girls agreed and inspected the menu. Their eyes landed on a dish featuring succulent shrimp adorned with a garnish of fresh herbs on top. Maggie pointed her finger at the picture. 




"Does this have a playful abbreviation as well?” she asked, but George shook his head. “Regrettably not.” 




“Nothing is perfect, I guess. This looks nice, though.”




”That is the featured delicious course of the day, lime chicken with shrimp and cilantro.” 




“Oh, I see. No thanks, George,” she said. “As far as I’m concerned, cilantro tastes like soap!"




Ivy nodded vigorously in agreement. "Absolutely! Did you know there's actually a genetic reason why some people hate cilantro? George, as you take commands from dominant Ladies, take care your Chef removes all traces of cilantro from the kitchen tonight! My requirement comes from my authority as a Dominant Lady, and a specialist on unappetizing herbs, so you should absolutely obey."




The waiter chuckled, playing along with their whimsical request. "Of course, I cannot guarantee a general ban on cilantro in the kitchen, but I'll make sure the chef keeps the cilantro far away from your plates."




"Thank you. Two of the shrimp scampi, then. If I find a hint of cilantro, I will hold you personally responsible, if you get my meaning," Maggie said, frowning with rather exaggerated sternness at George, before she broke out in laughter.




"See, Maggie?” Ivy grinned. “Another thing we have in common. Not only our minds are aligned, but also our genes.” They watched George setting wine glasses to their table, winking merrily at Maggie, a conspiracy of friends who both enjoyed a good flirt. “Anyway, you didn’t finish what you started. Would you like to tell me more about your troubles?" Ivy asked, eager to show her new friend that she cares about her plight.




When George removed himself to place their order, Maggie told Ivy the story of how she was molested by Timothy in the cellar at the mansion of Vanessa and Beatrice’s parents. The soft murmur of conversation and tinkling of silverware provided the perfect backdrop for their tête-à-tête, ensuring their secrets remained safely guarded within the intimate confines of their booth.




Maggie felt that exposing too much too soon might jeopardize her plans, but she couldn’t resist using the particulars of that story to strengthen the rapport between her and Ivy. Ivy was extremely shocked by Maggie’s narrative and Maggie didn’t shy away from the traumatizing details. Ivy had a soft spot for Timothy, but she believed Maggie. She had to concede that in recent years Timothy was behaving like a jerk and that the self-indulgent, selfish traits of his character were gaining the upper hand. 




Maggie caught herself in time and didn’t continue to tell Ivy about her current plans with Timothy. This had to remain a secret even from a friend like her, because if she disclosed the details to Catherine, Maggie’s careful planning might be thrown to the wind. Instead, she summoned George with number four. 




"I guess I will use his more personal services... after all, his expertise extends beyond just matters above the table." Maggie suggested when she was delving her fork into the CBT dessert. 




“Did you see that?!” An elderly Lady said. She was the one who was passing the girls on her way to the toilet some moments ago. She was one of a couple sitting at a table distant enough from the girls to obscure what they were saying. They were entertaining themselves watching the pantomime of what was happening at the other tables. The Lady disclosed all of what she overheard on her way to the toilet, which was not much, only the word - slave. It was rumored after all, that the restaurant was a place for secret meetings of a scandalous nature. Some of the guests were attracted just by the gossip. The elderly couple belonged in that category. They, however, could only guess about the mystery. Other Lady guests who didn’t arrive with Catherine’s personal recommendation couldn’t experience the unique things the two girls did. 

“See what?” goggled the gentleman, every bit as curious as his nosy wife.




“I swear the waiter disappeared into thin air! They strained their eyes as much as their cataract allowed, but one moment he was standing there, bowing politely and another he was gone. They, of course, couldn’t notice, that the tablecloth gently swayed after the waiter George performed his Houdini trick. The only thing they could see was how one girl and then another glided down her chair with a blissful, relaxed look on their faces. 

 





Chapter 6










“How did you enjoy your day with Maggie?” asked Catherine, while serving Ivy a glass of homemade liqueur. 




Ivy tasted it and smacked her lips. “So good, I shouldn’t get used to this… calories, you know.”




After the lunch with Maggie, Ivy was invited to Catherine’s for their quiet evening together, as became the habit of each Wednesday. This became an occasion that Ivy was increasingly looking forward to, because disclosing her innermost feelings to Catherine was refreshing and liberating. 




“Don’t be so stern with yourself.” Catherine reminded her. “As a Dominant Lady you won’t need to bother yourself with calories anymore. The exercise with the cane will keep you in top shape.” 




“Alright, I need to improve the muscle tone of my arms, I hope you will loan me some willing subject to exercise with.” They laughed and Ivy pushed her glass forward to get a second round of the delicious treat.




“Women in general are tangled up with expectations of what they should look like and how to behave. You will learn soon enough after you become a true Domina, not to give a damn about what other people think about you. As Dommes, we are own individuals to the utmost. When I take you to my next large fetish party you will notice the incredible diversity of shape, color, manner of dress and make up. And still, each of the Dommes have their own devoted servant or two. Or a legion. But I got carried away, now tell me if you enjoyed the lunch?”




“It went far beyond my expectations! George is… I don’t know what to tell you. I guess I fell in love with him.”




“And that, my dear, would be a dire mistake,” said Catherine, but her tone was light. “You will learn to treat these male servants as tools to your pleasure and not fixate on them. If you desire a slave of your own, you know I already have one identified that I am grooming, but you still have to grow as a Domme before settling down with your own servant.”




“Oh,” Ivy said, excited at the prospect, but a bit taken aback. “I guess I have a lot to learn yet. But yes, we enjoyed it immensely. It was most fun when Maggie told George to lick our feet under the table. That guy knows what he is doing! And what came next, oh, I don’t need to tell you. He took me to the moon and back with his tongue!”




“And did Maggie enjoy the experience too? It seems that she has a potential, judging from what I saw of her at the birthday party! She has some confidence, just her bearing clearly shows what she is made of.”




“Well, she probably gets it from her mom, she told me that her mother has a dominant side to her as well.”




“Do I know her mother? What is her name?”




“She works as an editor in chief for a paper or something like that, and she is supposedly also a Domme, but I don’t know her name. Now, come to think of it, I don’t even know what Maggie’s family name is.”




“Well, well, well, this is getting very interesting.”




As Catherine did not elaborate, Ivy happily talked about their budding friendship.




“And so, I said - no cilantro please. Did you know that dislike of cilantro has genetic reasons? Some people cannot stand it, and it seems both Maggie and I belong to the club. How about you? Do you like cilantro?"




“Uhm… sorry what?” Ivy seemed to wake Catherine from a deep thought.




“I was just saying - “ Ivy tried to repeat her last thought, but Catherine interrupted.

“How old did you say your friend is?” Catherine asked and Ivy promptly answered the question, puzzled by Catherine’s lack of interest. 




“Well, she seems to know you from hearsay and talked about you very highly.”




“I’m pleased to hear that.”




“She said she would be very pleased to meet you! She was especially interested in your Laundry and Cleaning Business, saying that you must be very skilled to operate a business like that with an obedient staff of chaste servants.”




“Well then, let her know that I will be expecting her at the next CFNM party. I surely cannot wait to get to know her,” Catherine said.




When Ivy began to yawn, Catherine sent her home with her own driver in her Chevrolet. It was rather late, but she dialed a number and the person on the other side answered the phone almost immediately. 




“How is our friend thriving? Nice. He is taking his time to come round, but that’s no problem really. When he wakes up, you can proceed. No, you can leave him with Priscilla for now... Uhh, would you come to my place? There is news I think might interest you.”

 

◆◆◆

 

Maggie arrived home in an elated mood. Fortunately, her mother was still at work, and she had the house to herself. She put on a song from her Dancefloor Classics playlist, swiping with her thumb until she found what she was looking for. Dancing on My Own from Robyn filled the air with futuristic synthesizer beats. She turned up the volume on the loudspeaker and began to sway to the rhythm, humming along to the melody, swaying her hips more and more. 




With each beat, Maggie's body responded instinctively, syncing perfectly with the music. She twirled and spun around the room, her sexy feminine movements fluid and graceful, as if she was in her own private dance club. There was a sense of abandon in her erotic dance, as if she was letting go of all her conservative inhibitions and simply allowed the music to guide her. She wiggled out of her tight, sexy pants and tiptoed around in her panties and an oversized t-shirt. She pirouetted to the fridge, grabbing a ginger tonic and continuing to sing her lungs out.

As Maggie danced and sang, lost in her own world of beats, her phone chimed with a text notification, transmitted onto the loudspeaker. She got hold of the phone and a quick glance at the screen was all she needed to conjure up a broad grin on her face. 




Mrs. Catherine is looking forward to meeting you. Can you come to a party? Clothed females, naked males only :-) A slave will be ready for you and Mrs. Catherine will give you a tour through the villa.




She threw the phone on the couch, turned up the music even louder and began to dance with even more energy, moving with sexy uninhibited joy, as if the house was her own private dance club. Imitating a catwalk and waving her hands like a belly dancer, she arrived at the mirror in the hall. She playfully seduced herself with looks and gestures. She could feel the empowering surge of her female dominance rising up and then whispered:




“Everything is going according to plan!”

 





Chapter 7













Timothy’s consciousness was gradually returning to him. He had no idea how long he was out and what had happened during that time. He blinked as the bright light invaded his unprepared eyes. When he moved his head, he found himself in a white, sterile room, much like a hospital operating room. Instinctively, he tried to raise his hands to shield his face from the blinding light, but he couldn’t move them. He flexed the muscles in his strong arms, but they wouldn’t move an inch. When his eyes grew accustomed to the fluorescent tubes that shone right to his face, he could see that he was immobilized by strong leather straps. He was laying on his back, his legs spread wide apart, secured to a table like a psychiatric patient after a fit of murderous rage. 




What happened? It took him a while before it dawned on him. He was spying in Catherine’s office and when he was trying to escape, he was caught in the act! He surely was already dead, this must have been his own personal hell, considering that it was Catherine Stauton herself who captured him. 




“Ah, so you’re up!” said a female voice in a flat, icy tone. He was still working with the hell hypothesis and had to admit that the devil, singled out to torture him for his sins, looked surprisingly good. First, he noticed the svelte shape of her body because she was turned with her back towards him. His male sexual instincts kicked in, when he took at the round shape of her firm butt and the gentle curve of her back. Her long, luscious hair was combed up into a high ponytail that was swaying around her when she moved. She was a woman, a very sensual woman at that, clad head to toe in skin tight latex. She strongly reminded him of a life-size latex doll. Her catsuit was translucent, hiding nothing of her eye candy body from his sight. Enhancing her figure even more dramatically was a black corset built into the waist that created and extreme hourglass shape through her middle. 




So, this was hell’s strategy for punishment! He was to be tormented till eternity for his sins by lusting in vain for a woman in revealing clothes, who would devise all sorts of excruciatingly torturous ways of denying him of sex. He had to admit that this probably was the best possible punishment for his life of sybaritic pleasures and self-indulgence! But his personal devil had a mole on her back, he could spot a speck of dust on her shoe, and she smelled like a real woman. He wasn’t in hell after all… This undoubtedly was still the world of Catherine Stauton’s making, full of curious characters such as Mistress Gabi, Randi, the anime character Priscilla and now, this live-sized latex Doll.




He raised his head, searching for her eyes. “Please, latex Lady, what is going on in here?”




Arching an eyebrow, the lady retorted with a sly grin, "Crystal, if you need a roadmap to figure out what's going on, next time don’t forget to insert your brain before you try to play James Bond with spying toys and gadgets." 




She grabbed a few things from a table next to her. She was holding his spying pen and the little camera that was hidden in the heel of his shoes. Then she turned towards him, everything was exposed to his eyes - the nipples, her clean-shaven crotch was clearly visible through her translucent latex suit. He could see the camel toe shape of her labia taunting him. She stood authoritatively in front of him proudly displaying herself, reinforcing that she was in charge and that he would be teased with pussy, but always denied. Her body form was sexy and tight, but he couldn’t see her face properly. The mask covering her face was black, with wide cuts for eyes showing her dramatic makeup and for her glossy ruby lips. There was no doubt about it, she was pretty, although it was difficult to guess her age. If one of his past lovers had ever greeted him like this, he would have welcomed it. But being tied up on a gurney in a sterile, white room, in anticipation of something dreadful, it took the sheen out of the visual pleasure he would at other times waste no time experiencing. 




Whoever this was, she meant business. She busied around with what looked like a sophisticated electrical device with electrodes including pads, probes, clamps, needles, fluids and attachments. He didn’t have to think hard to realize that it was not going to be good for him. He should consider himself being alive as a strike of luck, because by now Catherine Stauton surely knew that he tried to spy in the house for his own ulterior motives. Timothy's heart pounded in his chest. Yes! He realized the gravity of his situation. And then, with a sinking feeling in the pit of his stomach, realization dawned upon him like a thunderbolt. Catherine Stauton, the notorious criminal he had been foolish enough to cross, was in the room with him. He could feel her presence looming behind him, a silent specter of danger and malice. Terror gripped him in its icy embrace as he imagined the horrors she might inflict upon him for daring to spy on her. Every fiber of his being screamed for escape, but he was immobilized, a helpless pawn in Catherine's deadly game. She stood behind his head, so he couldn’t see her at first. 




“Done,” said the Doll.




“What’s done?” Timothy asked, looking around in confusion.




No one paid him any attention. “Now that we downloaded his neural personality data, we know all about his needs. I have to admit though, that I’m a bit confused. There seems to be some error, perhaps caused by malfunctioning software, but our programmers will hopefully help me decipher the cause of this occurrence.” The Doll said. 




“Surely, and report to me immediately. Now let him down.” 




The Doll gave Catherine a doubtful look, but Mrs. Catherine seemed adamant, so the Doll just loosened the leather bonds holding him in place. When he was free, she raised her hands in a gesture saying - this was your choice, I have nothing to do with this.




“You may climb down and kneel in front of Mrs. Stauton.” 

The Doll said when he stayed put, lying on the table like a cadaver. Slowly, as if he was afraid of getting another electric shock into his cock cage, he slowly sat up, then let one leg down the table, then another. The floor was very cold. He realized that he was still wearing the red Victoria’s secret underwear. Mortifying!




Timothy collapsed at the feet of Catherine Stauton. Instinctively, he knew that prostrating in front of her and showing his deference might be the correct thing to do. Should he try to escape? If he decided to leg it, the two women in high heels would hardly stop him. But he knew better. The doors were probably locked and outside of it a dozen men who would easily overpower him, even if he was twice as strong as he was.




Catherine sat on a tall stool and towered over him; her height greatly enhanced by her natural upright posture. "Well, Timothy, it seems you've stumbled into quite the predicament, haven't you?"




"Please, Mrs. Catherine, I didn't mean to intrude. Just let me go, and I promise I'll never set foot near your office again."




Catherine chuckled, "Oh, my dear Timothy, if only it were that simple. You see, I'm not exactly keen on sharing my secrets with just anyone. You will not walk around babbling about what you saw in here. Lucky for you, there are ways to solve this situation."




Timothy’s eyes widened in fear. "What do you mean? Please, what can I do to make this up to you?”




“You want to make it up to me? Why, this is a hundred and eighty percent turn. First you want to destroy me by exposing me for being a dangerous criminal and now you want to make it up to me? How would you do that I wonder?”




As Catherine's icy gaze locked onto him, Timothy could sense the weight of her scrutiny, each second stretching into an eternity of dread. He knew he was at her mercy, completely vulnerable to whatever fate she deemed fit for him. A shiver ran down his spine as he imagined the countless ways she could exact revenge for his intrusion into her world. He could only pray that whatever punishment she had in store for him would be swift and merciful, though deep down, he feared he may not be so lucky.

Timothy summoned the courage. Sometimes an attack is the best defense. After all, he knew he could manipulate women to desire him, he knew how to woo them and how to get between their legs. He quickly spit it out: “Well, they say I’m a very good lover. I last a long time and have a very decent cock size. I could take you to heaven with my superb lovemaking skills.” When he said it, he almost immediately regretted speaking, and then to his utter surprise, she began to laugh. She laughed and laughed.




“This is classy. I just cannot, dear Doll,” she laughed, tears in her eyes, “this pathetic toy is one of a kind. One of a kind! Let me have him, Doll, he’s such a fun!” 




“Oh, but you can’t do that!” The Doll objected. “My claim on Crystal is greater than yours. Remember what you promised me.”




"What? What are you talking about?” Timothy intercepted, but at that very moment a hard slap landed on his right cheek. 




“You shut your mouth when Ladies are talking.” Catherine said sharply. He couldn’t comprehend from where the explosive energy appeared, because Mrs. Catherine had been conducting herself with such great dignity and elegance that the speedy reactive slap seemed to be in direct contradiction.




“It seems that you completely missed the point of your new name. I assumed that with the introduction to your role by Priscilla, who so kindly took over the process of showing you around, even a simpleton like you could have arrived at a correct conclusion.” He stared with eyes wide open, so she continued. “... that according to your personal profiling you are destined to become a sissy maid.”




Timothy stared and it took him a couple of seconds to digest this new information. “I’m sorry? Me of all people? The stud Timothy Hansen? The womanizer who bangs any female that has tits and a cunt, as my ex told me?”




Catherine and Doll laughed again, his extraordinarily inflated ego was so ridiculous, they couldn’t help themselves.




“I know all about your fantasies without you opening your naïve mouth. Do you think that because you succeeded in fooling yourself that you are a macho love gun, that you will fool us too? No, stupid. I know what fantasies permeate your dreams. I know what turns you on and your secret desires for happiness. I know that whenever you fuck your girlfriend or any other lover, you imagine yourself wearing women’s underwear.”




“That’s… that’s… not true!” babbled Timothy. Catherine exposing so accurately his most cautiously guarded and hidden fantasies that he was so ashamed of, felt earth-shattering. He couldn’t even whip himself up to show some of his usual bravado. 




“I know that deep down you want to be feminized, cuckolded and locked in chastity! Look at yourself! It was you and you alone who decided to put on this underwear and then pose in the mirror, undoubtedly imagining some spicy scenario... And let me tell you this,” Catherine continued “by trying to ruin me you really made this easy! Look at me now. You made this all too easy for me - you surely are not the sharpest tool in the shed - you are facing a grave dilemma. Either your friends will find you six feet under for violating my domain, or you will, of your free will, start to work as a maid here under the supervision of Mistress Doll.“




“Uh, I thought I was supposed to work in the laundry room. Perhaps I could help with folding the cleaned stuff? Or I can even sort the dirty things for you, I really appreciate your original offer of working here and will do my best to outperform,” he suggested, but the expression of Catherine quickly shattered any notion of that offer still being possible.




“Don’t worry, dear Crystal!” You will learn to appreciate your sissy training. “I have most delicious things up my latex sleeves.” said the Doll with a devilish smile. “But first, the COP procedure!”




With that decided, Catherine looked at Doll and nodded to her with an expression that indicated Let’s begin! Doll stepped behind Timmy and brought a gag up behind his head. Reaching under his chin, she painfully squeezed his fleshy cheek against his teeth with such intense pressure from her thumb and middle finger that she forced his mouth to accept the 4-inch dildo gag. She forcefully pushed it in place. 




“Moomph!” groaned Timmie, as Dolly pulled the strap tightly around his head to lock it in place. Catherine’s stern and uncompromising eyes glared deeply into his.




“Sorry Crystal… changed my mind. I’ve decided we need to accelerate your sissy transformation. Hitting on me like you did, with your cocky male arrogance, is not very becoming for a submissive sissy gurl. I am hosting a CFNM party in less than 2 weeks and your maid service will now be expected. I want your mind fully shaped into accepting your new sissy outlook, along with completing your servant service training, so that perfect sissy maid service is first nature to you.” 




Timmy’s eyes widened as he realized he was helpless to object to her plan. He feebly tried to resist, but the fetish for submission and humiliation that Maggie had imprinted on him during the prior weekend’s Carnival Party resulted in pleasurable spasms of obvious stimulation. 




“Oh, Crystal, look at that,” Catherine smiled confidently. It seems that your swelling clit approves of our plan. I am glad that the neural brain path downloading of your personality traits and the map of your ideal self-image was accurate. Even with the blind data spots we are encountering, I am very encouraged we are on the right path to motivate you to assume a fulfilling new role that excites you… one aligned with your true destiny and purpose in your life. You are going to be living your fantasy for real, gurl... are you excited? Your body will first be pampered by Mistress Doll and her medical-beauticians so that you have no physical hindrances to hamper your mental transformation. We will make sure that happens… With your new physical look, you’ll always go through the day wearing a full wardrobe of sexy female undergarments, bras, panties, pantyhose, maybe somedays a garter belt and nylons… always stiletto heels! And you’ll wear a beautiful wig until your hair grows out. You will have a variety of maid uniforms to wear, in an assortment of colors, some with lace, some with even more frills and tulle lace…” 




As Timothy’s mind processed the vision of himself dressed in female clothing, his face softened in accepting submission to the now smiling glare of Mistress Catherine. As she glanced down at an erection, Crystal realized her swollen clit left no option of reclaiming her former male pride. Catherine smirked in satisfaction.




“Now, be at peace Crystal, we have our work to do to transform you.” Catherine looked at Doll who then pushed a needle into Crystals arm. In an instant, the soon to be sissy maid was knocked out.




It was 2 days later when Crystal came out of her stupor and tried to focus her eyes. As she awoke Ms. Doll was there standing tall and smiling. “You’ve done very well. The dream data exceeded our expectations. Now we are ready to start.”




Crystal reached for the glass of water offered from Ms. Doll, and as she grasped it, noticed the long nails on her own fingers. They were a glossy red pink color and the length was beyond her fleshy fingertip pads. As she tasted the water, she sensed a film of oily wax against the glass from her lips. Sure enough, on the rim of the glass was the same red pink colored stain now as lipstick transferred from her lips! When Crystal blinked, she could swear that she was looking through the leaves of small bush? What was this? Mascara? Crystal was slowly putting it together with each new clue of female cosmetic treatment that she had been made over. Her sense of smell returned and with it she noted the aroma coming from her neck and wrist. It was subtle, but seductively feminine and floral. As Crystal reach up to touch her cheek near the source of the perfume smell, she noticed that her face was smooth… baby smooth! With her hand still on her face, she could feel the light touch of longer hair brushing against the back of her hand. She realized she was wearing a wig, but it felt attached firmly to her head, like the longer hair was her own. She pulled gently at her hair and as she brushed it past her ear, she felt stud earrings embedded in her earlobes. 




Ms. Doll smiled as she saw the emotional expressions of realization and astonishment on Crystal’s face. “Yes, you are quite a looker now sissy. With the help of some Botox, filler and saline injections, your body has been contoured to display more feminine qualities.”




Crystal was shocked by what little of her transformation she had discovered… and she had not even looked in a mirror yet. 




“Our team had done masterful work. My guess is that, you’ll have Randi all frustrated with lust when he sees you. But let’s not dawdle. You need to get dressed and learn your service skills. It won’t do to have you useless at the CFNM party, unable to serve any food or drinks. Let’s start with the outfit you’ll wear that evening.”




Ms. Doll, with the help of two other sissies Crystal haven’t seen before, had Crystal’s bra and panties pulled into place on her naked body. As they pulled on an elastic belt with four garters on each leg, Crystal noticed that her chastity cage was a new one, now in the same color pink as her nails and lips! And as they attached the white garter straps with bows on them to the tops of sheer white nylons, Crystal suddenly realized she was perfectly hairless… Not a strand of hair on her legs, torso, chest, face or arms! As the two sissies slid her pink stiletto heels on her feet and strapped her ankles in with a locked side, Crystal was momentarily smitten by the clean cut of her smooth legs inside the nylons. She had to admit they were sexy legs and she almost felt the urge to want to fuck herself!

They continued to efficiently dress Crystal in a short pale pink satin dress with a tulle lace skirt underneath that matched her red pink nail color. The dress had a satin apron and three white ribbons coming down the front above the apron. It flared to the sides at the bottom and floated weightlessly on the tulle skirt underneath. What surprised Crystal was that her breasts seemed plumped out, feeling weighty and filling the bra, and as she looked down, she was stacked and presenting a chest with 38D proportions under her dress that created a realistic feminine curvy shape. Her sissy maid look was complete. Little did she know yet that Mistress Doll had prescribed saline injections into Crystal’s breasts and then had silicone breasts glued onto her chest area to really boost the appearance of her bosom. She was ready to begin service protocol training.  




Catherine stood there in front of Crystal with her arms folded and a cane in her right hand, and told one of the sissy helpers to hand Crystal a serving tray. 




“Stand up gurl! Legs together. Heels touching with toes straight ahead. Face forward, head up and eyes down. Shoulders back. Hands in front on the side of the tray held close to your body. Begin your service and present the tray forward to offer drinks to the betters at my party. Importantly… Courtesy gently as you present the tray and offer a drink!”




Crystal was awkward and slow, never achieving the correct posture that Catherine expected. After three tries Catherine told Crystal to band forward, put the tray on the floor and grab hold of her ankles. Catherine stepped behind the sissy maid. Her short skirts rose up high in the air revealing her panty clad bottom. Catherine pulled her panties down and exposed both her tender looking white skinned ass cheeks.




“You only have a week until the CFNM party to master the serving skills expected of you as one my sissy maids. Do not embarrass me. Do not disappoint my superior female guests with inferior service. Learn how to proudly display your humiliation for their pleasure to enjoy. Suffer degradation while they giggle at the sacrifice of your masculinity for their entertainment as their servant. When you master the posture and service role of a well-trained sissy maid, you will be open to enjoying the exciting feeling of humiliation and male degradation. It will bring sexual energy to your sissy clit that will motivate you to enjoy respectfully serving superior women well. Until then you will simply have to make do with learning from the pain from my cane or that of Ms. Doll.”




Immediately Catherine let loose with a salvo of stinging cane strikes into Crystals ass and thighs. When Crystal started to move her hands to protect herself, Catherine screamed at her, “Don’t you dare move those hands from your ankles, or I’ll double the count! Put them back… grab hold of your ankles.”




And so, it went. As the week progressed and the party night got closer, Crystal required less caning and began to relish the joy of humiliation and degradation of being a sissy maid in service to superior females. 








Chapter 8










“Would you repeat this to me? I guess I must have misunderstood, because if I didn’t, someone will get hurt. Like, seriously hurt!” Victoria said in a perfectly polite, but dark tone. Her hand clutching on the arm of her comfortable rotating chair in her editor-in-chief office was serving her by channeling out the emotions that were simmering under her calm facade. The person on the other side of the phone was talking as Victoria’s knuckles, spasmodically clutching her arm, were turning white. 




“Okay. Now that you’re telling me this, you know that I have no other choice…” Finally, the emotions were too much for her and she lost her composure. “I will go right there and rip the motherfucker’s balls off!” The person on the other side spoke in a soothing voice. Victoria sprang to her feet and began swiftly pacing the room. “I know that. But do you think that I can just stand aside and watch after what you just told me? I’m coming to your place and that’s that! But I have an important assignment to deal with first. Now that I think of it, the young Lady must also explain a thing or two. I will call soon.”




When she hung up, Victoria immediately dialed her daughter, but the phone was ringing without an answer. In limbo, Victoria just stared at the picture of Maggie and her on a holiday in Mauritius propped up against a flower pot on her table. Maggie was very independent and Victoria trusted her, being too busy with her job to supervise her. But now, the nagging thought of letting her too far off and failing to protect her… the parental guilt kicked in full force. How come her only daughter, the apple of her eye, did not bother to confide in her with such a serious matter? 

 

“This definitely wasn’t a good idea, Catherine,” frowned Mistress Doll, this time in a modest little black dress. No one would be able to tell this was the same woman as the latex doll. She was uptight, wearing a pencil skirt and looking like a sexy teacher. “Now you will have Victoria flying in at any minute, ruining the sissification process underway. You can’t let her! You know what my stipulations were. I agreed to come and work for you as the head of the sissy department under one condition. And you know very well what it was. After I’m done with him, she might have a claim on him. But not right now… and I cannot tell how long it will take me to...”




“I know, I know. And I am sorry. As a mother, I just felt like Victoria ought to know what Timothy did to Maggie. And after all, I owe her so much… If it wasn’t for her, I wouldn’t be where I am today.”




“Yes, of course, I know, I feel the same about her too. But why do you treat Maggie like a child? Young girls are every bit as independent and headstrong as we used to be at their age, remember? They are perfectly able to fight their own fights. I just can’t see why Ivy told you what was surely disclosed to her under strict confidence.”




Catherine looked out of the window, crossing her arms in front of herself. “Yes, perhaps you’re right. We have the compass in us that shows us the way! You know deep down that males belong to your feet to serve you ever since you were a child.”




“See? You know it, and still you meddle in the process of Maggie’s Femdom exploration. The unfortunate encounter with Timothy will set her on her path to dominance better than anything else, unfortunate as it might be. I remember how I met you for the first time, at Ellen’s. It didn’t take you long to realize you have it all in you, either. And your boyfriend served just the same purpose. He was a complete jerk, if you ask me.” 




“Yeah, good old times of the GANG… You called yourself Cassandra back then. You know how it all started. Ellen invited me to a party. Me and Fred. The entire bunch of you just made me feel included, so valued. After the treatment I was getting from Fred this was so refreshing! We danced, laughed, drank… at some point I went looking for a toilet and I descended to the cellar. And what did I see in there? You disciplining a guy! You looked like an Amazon, wild, powerful… At that moment I knew that there was no going back. I remember distinctly, how I felt when I realized that the house was inhabited and run by Dominant women who humiliate and torture males. I had a very indistinct idea what Femdom was about… I thought at first, that you ladies just chop the poor males’ limbs off and bury them in the garden. When we arrived to Ellen’s house party, me and Fred, we simply thought you as an eccentric bunch of Depeche Mode fans.”




“It didn’t take you long to become a valuable member of our team,” said Mrs. Doll with a fond smile.




“I was shocked when Ellen explained how the Correctional Facility worked. There was a piggish guy - I don’t recall his name - whose wife was unhappy about their marriage, and you just transformed him through the power of your tawse and your mind programming skills into a perfectly obedient hubby! Do you remember my boyfriend, Fred?”




“Ha-ha, yeah. I guess you must have been shocked to learn Ellen’s methods… A bitter pill to swallow.”




“Well, what woman would be happy about another woman doing such a thing to her boyfriend, even one such as Fred. I loved him, you know? It gives me goosebumps when I recall what happened on that evening and the week that followed. The intensity of the feeling I experienced back than made me remember it as if it was yesterday. At that time, I couldn’t possibly understand. Only later I learned to appreciate the extent of Ellen’s generosity towards me, because she set me on the path to independence and to dominance.”




“Well, her methods back then were very… how to put it? Well, unconventional, even for a Domme. And in a girl this young, it borders with insanity. But Fred was not her only victim!”




“Yeah, you can surely imagine how it felt, when I got the letter a week later. At the party, Ellen informed me that Fred went home. She told me that he is a jerk and I should stay away from him. I couldn’t reach him on his phone. And a week later I got that letter from him.”




“I didn’t know you got a letter from Fred!” Mistress Doll said.




“Yeah, Ellen forced Fred to put his experience in writing. She knew the power of written words to imprint change into one’s brain. I still have it with me. Until this day I still question the necessity to torment him in such a way, but the results certainly accelerated my turn to Femdom!”

“Oh, you’ve still got the letter? Would you mind me reading it? I always like to remember Ellen, the Ellen we both knew before the unfortunate thing with Patricia. Her mindfuck skills are legendary, perhaps I will learn something from her.”




“I,ve got it right here, in my drawer. You will surely agree that the mastery of her mindfuck is one of a kind.” 




Catherine unfolded the paper and handed it to Mistress Doll, who sat on a window sill, exploring the several pages of densely written text. “It has dialogues in it! Your Fred was a writer for sure.”




“Funny, isn’t it? When you read this, I guarantee you that your panties will get wet. But back then, I felt pretty miserable.” 







Dear Cathy,




Goddess Ellen commanded me to write this letter to you. Every word is the truth. I will disclose everything and keep no secrets from you. Such is her command, that I willingly obey.




Ever since I met Ellen, I felt a desire and sexual attraction towards her. I thought she had a magnificent bosom and I immediately imagined us fucking. I had to conceal from you how my cock got hard when she turned her back towards me. I saw how her firm butt revealed sexy contours under her tight clothes and I imagined bending her over the bar top and having her. It was just a fantasy… I was quite fine with spending the evening gaping at her. A girl like Ellen must already have a long line of sex partners, eager to serve her that evening. But then, something incredible happened. A guy, under the pretense of playing video games together, led me to her bedroom. 




I forgot all about you at that very instant. While I waited for her, I was getting very aroused, my cock was stiff. Of course, I was sure that she wanted to fuck me, especially when I found a little square of paper with ‘Strip your clothes’ written on it. Just the expectation of fucking this unapproachable beauty was enough to completely obscure my thinking. I thought that I had hit jackpot with a girl who chooses who she fucks… and I thought that she chose me as her next lover. I stripped off my baggy pants and waited for her, my cock protruding. It never occurred to me she might have another agenda…




When she entered the room like a sleek panther, she scanned me up and down and slowly licked her lips. The situation was so sexy… I have never been so aroused in my life. Certainly not with you. I have always found our sex lacking the thrill I felt with fucking other girls. You became non-existent to me when I first laid my eyes on Goddess Ellen. What were you compared to her?




She strolled slowly towards me, keeping eye contact until she reached me. I could smell her breath. “I see you are ready… Good boy.” Her straightforward ways were making my muscles tense, ready to give her what she wanted. “Hmmm… such a nice erection.” She was seducing me with her eyes, her relaxed face with half closed eyes, and her wet shiny lips parted in sensual anticipation… drove me wild with lust. She gripped my cock firmly and my pressure was going up like a golden rush. 




I began to explore her boobs with my hands. With every inch of skin revealed, I wanted to feel  her body more and more all over. 




“Tell me, how you like it.” she purred and slowly pumped my cock. 




“I like it rough. I like to hear you scream with lust… as you overpower me with your muscles and masculine stamina.” Her boobs were shapely and perky. I felt the urge to suck her nipples and so I stripped her sleek, metallic silver dress that shimmered as I was pulling it over her head. I began to cover her bust with wild kisses. I took one of her nipples into my mouth and bit it, sucking on it ardently, to let her know that I was in charge and she was in for very passionate evening of loving making pleasure she had never felt before. 




“Uh huh, you want me to be defenseless, at your mercy, don’t you?” she whispered into my ear. 




“Yeah!” I said and sucked on her lower lip as I began to massage my hard cock on her public mound, pressing my body against hers until I pushed her against the wall. My animal instincts were kicking in, I wanted to impale her on my cock this instant, but I was rushing myself. I must not be too harsh, too early, I thought. Not until I hold her tight, when she can’t escape, when she is ensnared in desire for me that she can’t control. She might slip away. When we are in full ride it will be too late for her to complain and I will take care she does not escape. I will show her who is the boss. I know that girls sometimes struggle, but that is front of fake resistance… and damn when they do consent, they gratefully endure a good banging. 




“I knew ever since I laid my eyes on you that - you - like - it – hard,” she smiled and paused with each pump of my cock. “That’s why I singled you out for this very special treatment. But first - “She wiggled out of my tight embrace. “Let’s drink to a night of the best sex we will ever have.” She reached to her left and there was a conveniently set couple of tall champagne glasses, dewy, with a bottle of cooled bubbly, ready just for us. We clinked glasses and then I just emptied it with one large gulp. No time to waste when there was this gorgeous pussy to be claimed. 




Then with one big push she sent me flying to bed and she climbed on top of me. Woah! I thought. This is not what I’m used to. Instead of getting her pussy ready to get conquered by my cock, she sat on my face. Her pussy smelled intoxicatingly sweet. I thought this to be a foreplay and so I grabbed her legs, stiffening my tongue and trying to penetrate her as deep as I could muster, preparing her pussy for my large cock. 




Then with one big push she sent me flying to bed and she climbed on top of me. Woah! I thought. This is not what I’m used to. Instead of getting her pussy ready to get conquered by my cock, she sat on my face. Her pussy smelled intoxicatingly sweet. I thought this to be a foreplay and so I grabbed her legs, stiffening my tongue and trying to penetrate her as deep as I could muster, preparing her pussy for my large cock.




She navigated my arms to lay flat on the bed as I became completely absorbed in eating her pussy. She was riding my face and her juices were flowing, the sweet nectar that made my balls ache for squirting into her cunt. She was squirming and massaging her breasts, riding faster and faster.




As she was letting loose her sexuality, I was beginning to feel queasy. Not now! I thought. What did I drink? I had a beer and now a glass of champagne. How come I felt like throwing up? Everything was getting fuzzy. My head started spinning and I felt like time froze. My limbs felt like they weren’t mine. It took me a while to realize that she had immobilized me with straps. “What… this is not exactly how I like it,” I said slowly, as if very drunk. I tried to move but I realized I couldn’t  move an inch. 




She put a forefinger on my lips and then used two fingers to open my mouth. She made me suck her fingers. I sucked on them, the weird feeling slightly alleviating. Then she used the lubricated fingers to massage my cock, which was, weirdly, getting flaccid. “Don’t worry, this is only temporary. I will help you get the erection back. What if my cunt and your cock made friends?”




She wore no panties and sat on me astride. She began to massage her clitoris, gliding up and down on my cock without taking my penis in. My precum and her juices were lubricating it. If she wanted to fuck me like this, I was content to stay strapped in place. 




“Oh, just do it. I ache to have you.” 




“Say pretty please.” 




“Uh…” something in me blocked the words from coming out of my mouth. 




“Say pretty please!” 




Suddenly a hard slap landed on my face. “What are you…? Uh, pretty please.” So, I finally met my equal, I thought. This could have been expected, normal girls don’t steal boyfriends, have them undressed in their room and fuck them, especially if they see them for the first time. She is a wild thing. This will be violent mating, like two tigers! Whrreeew! First, she immobilizes me, and after she teases the hell out of me, she will let the tiger out of his cage and see my violent fucking energy that will rise in me. She wants to charge my Black and Decker cock up into action! All this mental effort was very difficult in the weird state I was in. Okay, let her have it her way.




 “Pretty please, beautiful Ellen. I want to feel your tight cunt around my cock, pretty please.”




“I bet you do, everyone does… but, first you have to show you are up to it and that you can last a very, very long time.”

“I will last a very long time satisfying your cunt! Just let me loose and you will get a taste of my loving.”




 “Well, that’s what you say, but I want proof first. I have a nice game for you, little dick boy, to see if you can last.” 




Under other circumstances I would probably object indignantly to her calling me that, but I thought this was just a game I needed to play in order to actually get my cock in her. Some of the consciousness was returning to me and my cock was reacting to her presence and her touch.




“First, you will call me Goddess Ellen.”




“Yes, Goddess Ellen.” I said, albeit it felt rather weird.




“Now, here’s the rules of my game.” She was now stroking my skin. “I will tease you…” she gripped my cock firmly and gave it a few strokes. “…and tease you…” she pressed her clitoris against the head of my penis, pressing it against my belly. She sat on it, massaging her clitoris and moaned lustfully, biting her lip. I automatically felt my hips trying to push my cock up against her pussy, but instead of taking it in, she pressed my cock hard against my abdomen, using it to rub her clit against it. “I will tease you and under no circumstances may you cum. If you cum, you will get punished and what’s worse, you won’t get anywhere near my cunt ever again. You know, I only take lovers who are able to keep up with my explosive energy. Until you manage to bang me in all sorts of positions for thirty minutes straight, there is no way you could have me.”




“You don’t have to test me. I can last that long! Doggy style, or any other style. Just let me loose and I will show you,” I said, my hips elevated as high as my straps allowed me, in the tense desire to finally, finally get into her. 




But she just smiled, smirked even, at my vain efforts. “I feel you want to get in so bad… Should I take pity on you?” She moved just above my cock. 




“Oh, yes, yes! I never wanted to fuck a woman so much in my life!” 




I saw girls taking my cock to lead it inside them before, and holding my breath I expected her to do the same. 




“Oh, I’m so so sorry to make you that horny,” she said in a childish voice. She pushed my cock to the entry of her cunt. “I know, that you ache to fuck really badly.” She was squatting just above my cock. She bit her lip and threw her hair back. it was so long it brushed my legs at that moment. She was getting ready, yes, getting ready to impale herself on my cock. 




But then, suddenly, she said: “Oh, well. Too bad for you. I’m not that horny yet. Let’s see instead, how you can take my test.” She slapped my cock and I howled in pain. She gave a laugh. “I will make it more interesting for you.” She took a black silk scarf that she had at the ready and twisted it around my head. “This way you will feel my pampering even more intensely. Listen to my voice and I will guide you.” 




My other senses sharpened as the world in front of my eyes disappeared. But a whole universe of sensual touch and erotic sound of her voice opened to me. She was talking to me, I was no longer following the precise sense of her words, it all melted into one insanely sensual feeling. I don’t know what was in my drink, but I was relaxed, receptive and keen to please my tormentor. At one point, she was whispering into my ear and sucking on my cock at the same time, and this apparent contradiction did not bother me in the very least. Then she was whispering to me and her voice at one moment split apart and sounded into each of my ears individually, one ear taking in the sweet sensual eroticisms, the other was dissecting my self-perception. As she subjected my cock to all sorts of tease and torture, she made me eat her juices, she moaned into my ear like a woman in the throes of orgasm to induce me to cumming. But I managed not to cum. I prevailed! 




After a while - I don’t know how long it took, she announced to me that I passed the test. She removed the blindfold from my face, standing before me naked like the Goddess Venus who had just jumped out of a giant pearl clam, only she had larger breasts and a firm belly, compared to Botticelli’s beauties. 




“Welcome back. Now it is the time to unleash you.” She released my straps and climbed into the bed next to me. We were both naked. Malicious little fires played in her eyes. I finally, finally put my hand around her slender waist. Just feeling the curves under my hand, supple and gentle, made me wild with lust. I pulled her closer on the satin sheets and she glided smoothly towards me. 




“Now we will fuck…?” I said, trying to reassure myself. I somehow was unable to believe that she would be mine after all.




“Come on top of me.” She purred. 




How could I not obey? This was in my mind the whole time. Her thighs spread wide, her legs curled around me, and the bouncy bed ready to help me thrust very deeply into her.

 

“Now fuck me. You promised to fuck me.” She said, an evil smile playing around her mouth. But then I finally realized what happened. I realized that I could not! My cock was stuck in a weird metal thing. How come I didn’t notice earlier? She must have drugged me, because I don’t recall the moment when she put it on.




“What the fuck is that?” 




“Fuck…, no fucking way.” She laughed, relishing my astonishment. “This is the newest design. A cock cage you won’t possibly be able to take off. Now, you belong to me. You undertook a reprogramming from me with the help of ketamine. Now there are deeply seated beliefs planted into your brain that you won’t be able to get rid of. It will be a bit difficult to wrap your head around it, but you are now officially my slave.”




“I’m what?” I sprang to my feet. She was lying in her bed, shamelessly sexy, legs spread apart like a prostitute waiting for her client. I was just standing there, completely clueless at what to do. She began to toy with her clitoris. 




“Well, you probably should listen to rumors about me before entering my house and heed them. Now there is no going back.” She delved her fingers into her pussy to moisten her fingers and licked it. “Search your mind and you will know that now, you have no other agenda, but to make me happy. No other agenda but to take care of my orgasms!” 




She grabbed a dildo from the drawer of her bedside table. She was seducing me with her eyes when she pushed it into her juicy vagina, moistened by all the dirty talk and playing with my dick. It took her only several movements with the vibrator in and out to explode in orgasm. I knew that she was right. I wanted to be her slave, completely, unreservedly, my whole purpose in life was to serve her.




“Now, it is your turn. I ache to come again and again and again. Let’s see what your tongue can do. I will teach you to give orgasms properly. You suck at it.”




But that was just the beginning…




Cathy, you stupid fool, what did you do to me? All that happened is your fault, I didn’t even want to go to the party, but you insisted and here we are. Goddess Ellen is my Owner, from now on until the day I’m cured of my faults. I came into this house as a miserable bastard, but now? I cannot tell what is going to happen to me. I cannot even bring myself to feel resentment. All I can think of is Goddess Ellen’s juicy vagina! Jesus Christ, I’m obsessed with her, I cannot sleep. I cannot eat. She keeps me confined in a cage. This a goodbye. Don’t search for me, I’m at her mercy and I have no kind words for you. You fool, what have you allowed to happen to me. I write to you just because my Goddess commanded me.




 Fred.

 




Catherine watched Mistress Doll as she perused the letter, emotions playing on her face. “I admit that at the time it was a bit painful for me to see him obsessed with Ellen, only later I found how it served him well… In the process, she peeled off one layer of his character at a time until he unraveled and revealed his true nature. When I think of it, Timothy is his copy. The same ego, the same feelings of inferiority, the same need to exploit women.”




“Unhappy childhood. Undervalued men, ridiculed, fatherless or with an abusive father. But that doesn’t give them the right to perpetuate female abuse and suffering.” Mistress Doll said, carefully folding the letter and giving it back to Catherine. “What a jerk that Fred was.”




“Right? I was sorry the GANG fell apart in the end… The cause was very worthy and the world still needs the Correctional Facility for naughty men who treat women like this. What becomes of all the arrogant, selfish men now? They need their Ellen to show them the priorities.” 




“Well, I never believed we would see Ellen ever again. Not after what happened to Patricia. And see? The wheels of fortune are spinning again. It appears that we will see female justice come to town again.” 





Chapter 9










As Maggie arrived at the Villa of Catherine Stauton, driving her mother’s car, her anticipation was almost palpable. The Villa stood tall, exuding an air of sophistication and luxury that only added to Maggie's feeling that Mrs. Staunton really has to be someone truly special. The fact she was about to attend the first CFNM party in her life was another reason for her trepidation. But what caused her body to pump adrenaline like mad had nothing to do with the apparent wealth and stature of the hostess…




Maggie checked herself in the rear-view mirror and felt a surge of confidence. Her bold, smoky eyes paired with a statement of red lip gloss created a glamorous and striking look. It became her. She opened the doors of her car, setting out her delicate little foot. Dressed in an elegant bodycon dress that hugged Maggie’s curves in all the right places, the fabric of her dress brushed against her skin with each movement, its sleek silhouette accentuating her figure with understated elegance. Right at that moment a man in a tuxedo appeared, literally out of nowhere. 




“Goddess, I’m your slave for the evening, courtesy of Mrs. Stauton,” he informed Maggie and offered his hand in assistance. He politely helped her out of the car, providing her with the solid support of his bulky arms as she unsurely stepped into the gravel at the parking lot with her stilettos. 




“It is an incredible honor, beautiful Lady, that I can be of assistance to you,” he said, when they stood against each other. He was in his mid-twenties, a guy with a peculiar, sullen expression, yet tall and handsome, towering over 6.8 feet. She lifted herself to her full height and still she stood no taller than his chin. She felt an instant desire to reach out and grab his ear and drive him to his knees. She would pull up her dress with a very high slit and have him sniff her pussy, like a dog meeting his owner. 




“Well, let’s see what you can do,” she said instead with a charming smile. Catherine Stauton was probably very skilled at matching slaves and Ladies, she thought. The erotic charge between them was indisputable.




“Do you have a name?” She inquired, a tone of authority subconsciously stealing into her voice. 




He bowed his head. “My name is of little consequence, please call me slave, or give me any name you desire.”




“You look like a Balenciaga model, I will call you Balenciaga.” 




“Balenciaga it is, beautiful Goddess.” He kissed her hand with solemn seriousness, establishing an electrifying eye contact that ran through the synapses of her neurons to her toes and back. For a few moments she relished this delightful sexual feeling that was making her instantly aroused. She briefly closed her eyes and inhaled the freshening evening air.




“Alright Balenciaga, shall we?” 




“Perhaps you’d like me to carry that large bag of yours?”




“No thank you, men should not carry around Ladies’ personal bags. Who knows what I’m carrying around - you should steer clear of my belongings.” said Maggie playfully.




“Excuse my suggestion, Goddess. Sometimes I think that Dominant Ladies can stuff the whole torture chamber into their bags, complete with shackles and chains. At least judging by the weight of it.”




He offered his arm as support to deliver her to the entrance door, their arms linked as they walked for a few moments in good natured silence. To an outsider they might look like a dream couple. Young, prodigiously handsome and famous, the picture of elegance and sophistication, probably a model and her partner, a professional sportsman, judging by his wide back, a swimmer of sorts.




“This looks just like an evening party for the upper crust - the gentlemen are wearing tuxedos! I admit that Mrs. Stauton is a true genius. No one can suspect anything out of the ordinary!” Said Maggie and it was true. The couples were arriving and all the males wore tuxedos, looking conspicuously normal, just like regular attendees of a posh party. 




“Yes, the arrival dress code is black tie. Of course, behind the closed doors it is an entirely different matter…”




“I don’t doubt that!” Maggie grinned. “The guys all look very dignified, but I guess that after the doors close behind them, they drop to their knees and their Ladies rip the clothes off them.”




“Well, it is not as uncivilized as that, but otherwise you hit close to home.” 




“Don’t say, I bet that whenever the guys fail to meet expectations, they get beaten with telescopic canes their wives carry around in their envelope bags!” Maggie thought the idea very entertaining, so she smiled. “This is interesting, how the mere idea is turning me on!”




Maggie and Balenciaga were walking side by side around the row of cars. “What is that on your wrist?” 




“This is a bracelet made by Mistress Doll, Goddess. It is her hobby, making stainless steel jewelry with BDSM themes. All slaves get these for the duration of the evening. It reminds us of our subservient roles. It is curious that Dominant Ladies tend to have high education and often extraordinary interests, aside from being universally charming, just like yourself.” He observed and she smiled. 




Maggie was pleased with his determined effort to keep the conversation flowing, it helped her mask her trepidation. Her heart pounding slightly faster with each step towards the elegant entrance. The sound of soft music drifting from inside the Villa filled her ears, setting the mood for the evening ahead.




They reached the foot of the staircase with decorative rails made of wrought iron. It had a coarse feeling when touched and Maggie traced the shape of iron foliage with her hand. She went up a few steps, the stairs were shaped like they were molten lava, spreading from top all the way down to the base of the stairs. She playfully pushed Balenciaga to stay on the lowest step. She looked down on him, the look of a Queen, looking haughtily down on her low subject. He dropped to one knee, to the passerby it would look like he is going to propose to her, because he gently took her hand into his and kissed it. 




“I will personally see to it that you experience an evening of a lifetime.”




Maggie searched his eyes again, but they were cast down. Probably an order from Mrs. Stauton. “Hmmm… And I will see to it you are fully and completely enslaved and all your faculties used to the fullest extent in pleasing me. Will you do absolutely anything for me? Anything whatsoever?” Both of them experienced another rush of arousal.




For a brief instant Maggie thought that this sullen guy, whose devotion manifested in the grave, stately subservience, was more handsome than Timothy, but… there was that allure to Timmie that this Adonis would never have. The allure of lust and revenge mingled in the perfect love potion of mad desire. That of course didn’t mean she cannot have a bit of fun with Balenciaga.




“All my body parts are ready for the roughest treatment, and all my faculties are prepared to provide you with endless pleasure according to your personal wishes.” 




Maggie resisted the urge to set her stilettoed foot on his face, which would, after all, ruin all the effort of the tuxedo secrecy. But she was keen to strut her dominance.




“Don’t tempt this Goddess, lowly subject, you may untether a monster inside that you never dreamed of ever meeting. What if I ordered you to a fuck a pig for my amusement, would you do it?” She said in a confident, yet sterner tone of voice. She privately praised herself for stepping into the game with such an ease. She was having so much fun and the evening hadn’t even started yet!




“If you order me, there is nothing I wouldn’t do. The more I have to overcome personal limits for your sake, the more gratifying it will be for me. I will bear all humiliation for you.” Maggie’s face broke out in a wide smile. “I will take your word for it, but the proof will be in the pudding,” she winked.




Arriving at the same time with them were several couples, chatting and laughing amongst themselves as they removed their top layers in the hall, helped by already naked male servants. She realized that they were still yet to get completely flow into their roles of Dominas and their servants. The miracle of “transubstantiation” was as yet to occur. A sign was pointing to a room in the cellar, dedicated to this transformation on the part of the males, Ladies had their own dressing room in the ground floor. Maggie didn’t have to change, because she arrived in an elegant and classy dress that would fit a night at the opera or a banquet at an embassy.




When Maggie and Balenciaga entered, Maggie could feel the eyes of the newcomers on her as she approached. A mix of curiosity and admiration reflected in their gazes. She felt as if her plan was written on her forehead and everyone who looked at her didn’t admire her youthful beauty, but rather saw with an x-ray gaze right into her head to unravel each aspect of her intentions. 




Luckily, before Maggie could betray her plans by acting weirdly, she spotted Ivy. Her radiant presence instantly drew Maggie's attention. Ivy's beautiful blond hair was styled in a neat updo, framing her face with effortless elegance. She excused herself from the circle of people she was just talking to and greeted Maggie with a warm smile, her eyes sparkling with excitement as they hugged affectionately. The Balenciaga guy removed himself to the designated room to change into the naked slave servant. Maggie was very curious if his body was as chiseled as his V shaped tuxedo suggested, but her thoughts were soon diverted.




As Maggie walked arm in arm with Ivy further into the house, they were enveloped in an atmosphere of sensual fastidiousness. Even though the evening hadn't officially started, many people were already there. Both girls entered the spacious living room. The space, painted with dark petrol blue walls, was furnished with luxurious walnut furniture that transformed it into a place for decadent, kinky pleasures. 




The room was customized with spanking benches, a number of divans for the Mistresses, chairs and armchairs, covered with cushions. The ceiling lights were dimmed and the room was predominantly lit with candles set in antique chandeliers. But the most captivating was the stark contrast between the refined, kinky and sexy clothing of the Ladies, who were mostly dressed in sleek latex, light reflecting silk, or rich fur—and the shining nudity of the males. Each male slave wore absolutely nothing, aside from a bowtie and the bracelet. Some wore a chastity cage and some didn’t. 




As Maggie’s eyes were gliding over the dimly lit living room, this endless erotic feast for the eyes opened to her sight. The guests seemed very much at ease and although the program hadn’t started yet, the Ladies were already being pampered by their slaves. Maggie saw a ginger Lady in a tight latex corset having her bare calves and feet massaged, her eyes locked with her servant and the almost palpable erotic tension between them that hot-wired Maggie’s brain with dominant sexual thoughts. Her voyeuristic fantasy of seeing them fucking wildly immediately presented itself to her excited brain. She wondered if sex was on the menu at all for them, when she noticed that he was locked up. The elegant ginger probably will simply drive him mad with lust and then have him eat her pussy, giving her one orgasm after another with his tongue, before she falls asleep. And him? With the bittersweet feeling of being chaste for her pleasure and writhing in frustrated arousal, he would stay awake till the small hours of the morning. 




“Who is that?” Maggie pointed to the most extravagant woman in the room - clad as a latex doll. She had a face mask and tall ponytail reaching all the way down to her buttocks.




“That is Mistress Doll, she supervises the sissy servants.”




“She is supervising what?!” Maggie hissed. Everything was new to her and this world that operated under a different set of rules was full of surprises.




“Oh, look, here are two free armchairs.” Ivy pointed to a cozy spot with the ideal position for keen watching and observing of the fascinating set. “I would like to introduce you to Catherine, but at the moment she is attending to the last-minute party details so that everything flows seamlessly for our pleasure.” Ivy said.




Then Maggie realized that in addition to naked servants and slaves a couple of weird beings dressed as ballerinas were scuttling around on high heels, their short ballerina skirts sticking out to the sides, thanks to numerous tulle underskirts. 




Ivy saw where Maggie’s gaze was directed. “Yes, these are the household sissies.” Maggie stared in perfect astonishment. She watched their carefully orchestrated moves, their studied feminine motions, the incredibly convincing elegance of hand movements as they served beverages and curtsied with the sophistication of an English baroness granted an audience before the Queen.




“Mrs. Catherine is renowned for training the most exquisite sisses. In most of them, you wouldn’t be able to tell that there was any vestige of their former male demeanor left.”




“Come on, you can always tell, however perfect they are,” Maggie said, pointing at one of them, whose protruding belly was far too manly for him to pass as a woman.




“Well, some are still too early in the training process. Diet, exercise and hormone therapy are as important as posture, for a proper sissy transformation to happen. But look at the girl over there.” Ivy pointed towards an elegant, posh Lady with a tall glass and a bunch of keys hanging between her giant breasts.




“What…? That can’t be…”




“She saw us watching her, look, she is coming to us.” Ivy whispered and smiled, slightly ashamed they were gossiping about the lady and she noticed. 




“Hello young Ladies,” said the elegant woman. “My name is Randi.” She dropped down from the height of her stiletto shoes and knelt before them, looking at them from the perspective of a sitting dog at their feet. “Whatever you need, if our assigned slaves cannot do it for you, I will happily step in.” 




“So, you are a sissy as well?” Maggie wondered.




“I’m just an obedient modest little sissy. Gratefully, I enjoy Mrs. Stauton’s confidence and I also serve as an assistant to Mistress Doll. I measure the cocks of all the incoming subjects before their sissy conversion and then hold the keys to their chastity cages after their oversized “clits” are locked up. I just wanted to personally say hi and congratulate you. Mrs. Catherine selected the most amazing personal slaves for you. I envy you both for her generosity and your good fortune.  Honestly, your slave, dear Maggie, is one of a kind. I have to keep myself restrained not to have him… But I’m forbidden as I am being trained to curb my slutty passion for handsome boys.”




“So, you like boys and girls?” Maggie teased. 




“But you wear a chastity cage, so you don’t enjoy that much sex, right?” Ivy suggested.




Sissy Randi pulled up the numerous layers of her frilly skirts and her pink cage was revealed to their sight. “I do, Goddess. Alas, the erotic pleasures of penis stimulation are forbidden to me. I’m being treated by Mistress Catherine and Mistress Doll for sex addiction. They feel it detracts from my attention as a sissy servant devoted to their needs.”




“So, you hold the keys to all sissy’s cages?” Randi nodded. “But… when you are the guardian to the keys to the cages of all sissies, who is yours?”




“I can proudly say that the key to my cage is right here.” She singled out one of the tiny keys on the chain, buried between her giant boobs. “I’m caged under the honorary terms of my honesty chastity. That means that I never take it off and my cage is not equipped with any of the measures other cages are, aside from the remote summoning tool. I’m not followed by GPS, my cage does not sting and I never, under any circumstances, would take it off. I’m conditioned to remain chaste and if I would violate that command, my Mistress would consider it a blatant violation of the terms of my service and I would need to leave the service immediately.




We, household servants are held to the highest standards of conduct. Mistress Stauton expects absolute perfection of manners and flawless observation of the moral code of conduct. She instils these principles into us with mind conditioning and I cannot NOT  obey. Nevertheless, there is still a pretty wide margin of what I can do to make you happy. I would consider it the highest privilege if I could serve you during the evening. I’m trained in all skills you might require or desire, including superb tantra massage… and I’m trained to last very long with oral. This is a remote to my cage, if you desire my services, press the button and I will be right at your service.” 




Balenciaga appeared and promptly assumed his place at Maggie’s feet, giving Randi one of his poker face looks, not hinting at any jealousy to Randi. 




Randi gave Ivy and Maggie a conspiratorial wink and glided to a table that she shared with Mistress Doll, silently gesturing for them to press the remote, then acting out a “pretty please” hands and drawing hearts in the air.

“She is attracted to you like a moth to a flame,” Ivy said to Maggie, when Randi was out of hearing distance.




“Well, I don’t know if I should be flattered or scared. But she has a crush on my Balenciaga as well, so she is not that picky. Maybe I need to sample Balenciaga’s goods before Randi has a chance to steal his sexual attention from me?” Maggie laughed. “So far, I never thought of having sex with a woman and Randi just looks hundred percent like one.” 




Maggie measured Balenciaga and determined his figure and his manhood were very satisfactory. She wasn’t too surprised Randi thought him very desirable. He was cleanly shaved around his genitalia and was, of course, locked up. He reverently handed her the key on a silver chain and she placed it around her neck - she noticed other Ladies were wearing the keys on their necks and she certainly didn’t mean to stick out.




“You will get me a Sex on the Beach, slave.” Maggie commanded. “Sex on the Beach will be nothing, compared to what you will experience under the roof of Catherine Stauton.” 




Balenciaga bowed so deeply that his forehead touched the ground, and moving backwards he went to fulfil the order. Ivy was talking, but Maggie didn’t listen all that much. She was getting used to the scene and was curiously looking around at all the interactions of the people. There was one group where several naked slaves attended to the needs of one Queen in a sumptuous, yet revealing lace dress. One slave in her entourage was serving as a footstool, another was waiting on her and mixing her drinks and yet another was giving her a neck massage. 




“Ladies, erm… May I… sorry, ahem,” asked one of the sissies in a very unnatural, high tone of voice. “May I get you something?” 




Maggie, however, just waved her off, she was too invested in her own thoughts. The sissy curtsied with a proper respectful dip and tottered away on her high platforms.




“These sissies… How come they are so perfectly feminine?” Maggie wondered. Ivy popped an olive into her mouth and munched on it with a delighted smile on her face. “Well, this behavior is all thanks to the training of Mistress Doll… She is a skilled professional - and she does not spare her cane to be sure.” 




“That’s her? The one in the latex costume?” Maggie asked and watched Mistress Doll, who was leading in the role of a supervisor to the team of her sissies.




“Just the one. I don’t even know how does she look without her fantastical fetish style. She always wears this costume.” 




The stern look, on Mistress Doll’s face, clearly indicated that indeed, she  wouldn’t spare her cane. In fact, she was holding one, leaning on it like it was a cane for walking and talking to an elderly Domme with perfectly styled curls of grey hair in a rather revealing evening dress. 




“Other grannies are knitting at home and look at that Lady. She is having slaves grovel at her feet” Ivy observed. 




“I hope that I will be like that at her age.” Both laughed at the idea. “Oh my, what does she have there?”




“Wait a moment!” Maggie said and fidgeted in her seat to have a better look. The Lady untied her long skirt and there was a sexy lace bodice underneath with a leather harness over it. “What is she going to do?!” Soon, the Granny revealed a large strap on phallus on her hips, protruding forward violently. Maggie couldn’t help imagining the Lady will soon bend her slave over one of the benches and invade the anus with rough impatience, mercilessly holding his hips in place as the humiliating, large phallus penetrated him in public. Maggie didn’t know if she should be fascinated, aroused or appalled. Fortunately, the granny shoved the dildo into her slave mouth only, and he began sucking on it as if it was a real thing. 




Maggie’s eyes moved to the most distant corner, where she saw a bunch of daringly seductive clothed young Dommes, a few years older than her with ostentatious long nails and wearing sky high platforms and heels. One wore a slutty mesh-net body stocking revealing all of her slim figure with deliciously plump young buttocks. The budding breasts of another were shamelessly exposed in a top made of chains with nipples protruding forward. Maggie couldn’t help but think that the young bodies of these Dommes were aching for sex. Maggie envisioned them being banged by black bulls in a night of endless pleasure, with their slaves waiting obediently in the corner, to clean up after. Maggie couldn't rid her mind of the tantalising idea that a powerful woman like Catherine Stauton might have a black stud or two up her sleeve, in case any Lady guests were inclined to seek such BBC services…




Maggie was becoming aroused and had to shake her head to stop the whirlwind of the intense fantasies. They were making her so horny; she would need to draw Balenciaga into an empty room and make use of him in a completely shameful way. But wait! This was not the reason she was here in the first place and she had to remind herself of that, because, as she felt her pussy getting very, very wet…  that didn’t help her cognitive capacity.




In the meantime, Crystal, who just a moment ago had offered to serve Ivy and Maggie drinks, disappeared into the kitchen and hid in shame in the pantry, the only place where she could hope for a semblance of privacy. Of course, she had GPS on her and Mistress Doll would find her and punish her at any minute, but she couldn’t help herself. It was too much to take in. Either she would get a moment to breathe, or she would faint right there on the spot, laced up as she was in the tight corset. Her curly wig became messed up as she stumbled into the store room and brushed against the hanging garlic and onions with her head. Slowly squatting down and holding her face in her hands, she felt the faux eye lashes brushing against her palms. She trembled in fear and confusion, her hormones kicking in. She felt her eyes begin to moisten. She felt like she could cry and she did not understand how this could be happening to her, she was emotional about Maggie and Ivy sitting together




How did SHE get here? Maggie of all people! Crystal felt a surge of emotions so ambivalent she could hardly make sense of that. The hormones Mistress Doll administered to her were kicking in and she was getting emotional. She recalled all that Maggie told her. It seemed ages ago, now that she undertook several days of sissy training alongside chemical FHT. She didn’t even know what was the truth and what wasn’t anymore. All that she recalled was that during the initiation procedure Mistress Doll complained about the procedure somehow failing to meet their expectations. 







◆◆◆




“Hello,” said a pleasant female voice. Both girls turned their heads and there was Mrs. Catherine Stauton, in her full glory. She with a wide smile on her red lips and a slave on her leash bearing a tattooed C on his hand and chest.




“Thank you for inviting me, Mrs. Staunton!” Maggie immediately sprang up and bowed her head slightly to show her respect to the legend. “It is an honor. We didn’t much time to talk at Beatrice’s birthday party. Such an amazing party! You have an amazing attention to detail! I had so much fun.”




“Thank you, darling, but don’t spoil me with such extravagant praise. Ivy thinks very highly of you, and if she does, I do as well. Ivy told me you are very interested in my Laundry and Cleaning Company…”




“I do, in fact I consider it genius, you know, employing slaves like that to do your bidding and help you run the business. Perhaps if you’d be so kind, you might give me a tour! But considering how you keep the business very under the lid, I understand that you do your best to keep it that way and you are not too keen on anyone looking around.”




“Oh, but there is a distinction between the nosy public and promising young Dommes such as you, and my dear Ivy! If you are interested, I will show you around this instant, there is still twenty minutes to the start of the program.” 




Maggie knew she must not look overzealous. Not now when everything was going so smoothly! She politely nodded and followed Mrs. Catherine. 




First, Catherine led her to the cellar with the washing machines and the rooms for sorting, folding and ironing of the clothes. Aside from framed instructions hanging on the door with clearly Femdom oriented requirements, such as posture, appearance and respectful behavior regarding a Female Superior entering the room, the establishment looked pretty normal, amidst the  crisp cleanliness of the mountains and mountains of towels, linen, tablecloths, hangers with shirts and dresses. Catherine was showing Maggie the utmost attention and answered every question. Maggie looked around with great caution, taking in every detail. 




“Do you keep your workers permanently stationed here? If you forgive me, I’ve heard quite a number of rumors regarding your business, mostly they mention pimping and female human trafficking. Upon meeting you this seems rather unfounded…”




“When you know me better, you will realize this is complete rubbish. As a female supremacist, I would of course never exploit women.” Maggie smiled and thought something around the lines of - I wouldn’t doubt it for a single second.




“But men? That is a different matter altogether.” Catherine smiled at Maggie fondly and patted her cheek. Maggie now realized that Catherine had arrived to that point in her life when she considered the junior Dommes she met as her pupils, or daughters she didn’t have.




Maggie was almost sorry for what she was premeditating to do, but there was no choice.




They finished the ground floor and were ascending the stairs to the first floor. 




“This is where the servants are stationed. Right now, they all serve at the party, so you won’t see them around.”




“All of them?” Maggie inquired, with some surprise.




“Yes, all. I don’t let anyone cut corners, everyone has to help - preparing refreshments, serving, providing all sorts of personal services. I invite you to use your slave to the utmost. I have given you a special one. You have complete liberty to do with him what you like. You are not obligated to participate in the official program, do whatever your heart desires.” 




“Sounds marvellous, Balenciaga is very handsome.”




“Who?” Catherine asked. 




“Ah, sorry, I called the slave I was given for the evening Balenciaga. Because he has a poker face all of the time. He looks haughty and bored at the same time, but that’s just his face, not the attitude. I guess that you have to have your house very well secured against intrusion and also to prevent the servants from changing their mind,” she said, pointing at the various security devices installed around the house.




“Let’s say the workers here wouldn’t dare to escape. Wearing their cages reminds them of the consequences of seeking their freedom. You see they know we women own their slave cocks, or for some, ‘sissy clits’. Their identity with their manhood has been subsumed by the desire to sacrifice for women. They find peace and purpose in serving superior females and denying their male identity. They are rewarded when they feel that joy to amplify the submissive conditioning. Maybe you think it is the fear of having their cocks blown off inside their chastity, but I think not… They have truly come to love serving dominant women. All this conditioning helps them to concentrate on their obligations and keep their minds on the job.”




“Oh dear!” Maggie said, suddenly shocked by the idea of a slave’s balls being blown off.




“We do apply intense heat that scars so they remember to obey… Oh, excuse me. Sorry dear, I have to take this…” Catherine’s phone rang and she picked up. “Oh. Well, not that I wouldn’t like to see you… But I’m afraid that I cannot. There is a party going on and I don’t have a spare slave for you. I would love to see you next Friday at the next CFNM party. Yes, I know. Perhaps when she is done with him. And anyway, perhaps you’d like to know where your…” the phone was suddenly deaf. 




“She hung up.” Catherine said dryly. “Oh well. Sorry to rain on your parade dear Maggie, but your mother is pretty irritated. Recently she learned that Timothy, ehm, messed with you. I suppose that she is coming here.”




“What… How did she learn that?!” Maggie exclaimed.




“I’m sorry, this is my fault. Ivy told me in strict confidence, of course. I felt that a mother should know about a situation like this. I know you are angry, but I meant well. I will try to explain when she arrives. I told her that he is in my establishment and that he will be taken care of. Please appreciate that I have known your mother ever since my college years and I understand there might be ways to soothe her. She will not ruin your ability to enjoy this Femdom evening. She is one of us and will understand. I will divert her. Come. I will show you the sissy quarters. It is after all, related to the business at hand - the Timothy in question is now called Crystal. He is undergoing the procedure of getting transformed into a feminized maid.”




“Indeed.” Maggie said in as politely a curious tone as she could muster, but blood was boiling under the surface. She overpowered her anger instincts and outwardly remained composed. “But why a sissy maid of all the available options? He is stout and handsome. I see so many other better jobs for him. Why emasculate him, when you can drive him to your knees as a slave? I’d rather if you let me have him, I’d buy him myself to train him as that, rather than having someone else make him a sissy.”




“I see your point. I don’t doubt you are very capable to fend for yourself and make him pay for what he did to you. But you don’t realize that Timothy, running around the world with his arrogant, unprincipled ways, stepped on an awful lot of important toes. You are not the only one who has a claim on him. But we have spent far too much time on talking about that nobody. Now, let’s see the sissy quarters, I suspect you might find it instructive.” 




Maggie was silent, pretending to listen to what Catherine was telling her about running a business, but the determination with which she arrived at her villa was only solidified.








Chapter 10










Livid Victoria stormed up the stairs of Catherine’s villa and rang the door like there was a fire or a military coup. Catherine went to see her at the door.




“Hello Ellen.”




“Don’t call me that. You know very well I changed my name decades ago.”




“Sorry, Victoria. Pray, come in.” 




Catherine pulled Victoria toward the stairs leading to the top floor. They passed a view of the ground floor salon, where the thumping musical entertainment of the evening party was just peaking on the dance floor… driving the sexy writhing female Goddesses… who were enjoying dancing with each other again. In a space near the room entrance was a sensual performance by sexy Mistress Gabi disciplining her slave and demonstrating the precision of her cane strokes on his poor ass.




“I’m sorry you couldn’t join us today for our CFNM party.” 




Victoria was led into the house. “Please spare me the pleasantries and lead me to the bastard. I want to see him this instant.”




“I’m very sorry, dear E... I mean, Victoria. I cannot do that.”




“Excuse me? You want to stand up to me? Don’t you realize that you owe me a big one? Without me you would be living a life of mediocrity, a life of submission and passivity with men unworthy of you. Lead me to him NOW!”




“This is not about me wanting or not wanting to oblige you.”




“What are you talking about? Don’t play with me, I’m in no mood for that! My daughter disappeared with my car and doesn’t pick up the phone and you are standing here, defying me!”




“Well, if you didn’t hang up on me, I would have told you that your Maggie is attending this party. I suspect it was your car she used to arrive here.”




“What? So where is she then? My car wasn’t outside in the parking lot.”




“No. It wasn’t. We have no idea where she is now.”




“Seriously, Cathy, this is too much!”




“Please, follow me to my office and I will tell you all that I know.”




The doors of Catherine’s office closed behind them. Victoria stood in a pugnacious stance, every muscle in her body tense. “Spit it out!”




Catherine, wordlessly handed her a folded piece of paper. 




Dear Catherine.




I thank you warmly for your hospitality. I enjoyed the evening immensely. I’m very grateful to you for your kind instruction and tour through the house. It pains me to tell you this: I could not let Mistress Doll turn Timmie into a sissy. I desire him with an intensity bordering on madness. I furiously hate him and love him and hate him again in one vicious cycle of revenge and lust.  I will shape and mold Timothy to suit my needs and no one will stand in my way. I deserve to be revenged and I will have my way and satisfaction at his expense!




Rest assured that I will take care he is punished, but according to my rules. I hope that one day we will meet without any feelings of resentment.




Maggie.




PS: Randi is not to be blamed. She handed me the key to his cage only after I commanded that she obey me, as you instructed her, she should respond to my requests as her Femdom superior. She is an obedient sissy… you should be proud. I sincerely beg you not to punish her. 







“Oh, Jesus Christ... “Victoria put her face into the palms of her hands. 




“Well, not that I would be that much surprised. She has clearly taking this incredible stubbornness and insolence from her mother.” 




“What happened then? What did she do?”




“She seduced my chief sissy Randi and took advantage of her trusting service protocols to obtain a key to Timothy’s cage. We have cages that can destroy a servant like Timothy’s cock if he leaves the premises. Maggie unlocked Timothy and convinced him to run away with her. I might say she abducted him, but considering their different weights and physical strength, I would be defying physics.”




“My crazy girl!” Victoria exclaimed.




Mrs. Doll, back to her regular clothes, without knocking properly, broke into the room, dragging poor Randi by the ear.




“Ellen, for fuck’s sake! What did your daughter just do?! Is she crazy? All of my efforts with the sissification training performed on him, are now down the gutter. I was this close to making him into a proper sissy puppet!” And she gestured with a thumb and forefinger to indicate something tiny.




“Don’t worry, D., this is not over yet. Maggie will be brought to reason and I will see to it that Timothy gets fed his own balls! You will have your sissy puppet back… and better yet, you will have a castrated sissy puppet groveling for you!” Victoria growled.




“Now you, tell us specifically what happened!” Mistress Doll commanded to Randi. Randi was handed a glass of brandy into her hand and started her story.
















THE END










Hello, dear reader!




Did you like my story? I write every day, year round to deliver  my thrilling stories to you. I have a favor to ask. Please write a nice review on Amazon, it really helps me.




Thank you! 

Your Emma
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Teaser







Volume 5 is available for pre-order! 




Buy now at a reduced price and get it delivered the minute it gets published! 




In volume 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! 




Follow the tracks of the fugitives Maggie and Timmie, as Catherine, Victoria and Doll embark on the quest to bring Maggie to her senses. The history of the GANG is revealed, the old wounds are healed and the new generation of Dommes emerge, who are using their inborn talents to drive males to their knees! 




PhDomme Emma conjures up another titillating adventure where spice and kink meets ingenious, believable plots inside the twisted skillful storytelling.  Through our 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!




Do not miss the grand finale and  see our heroes Maggie, Ivy, Marcel and Timothy adopt the roles destined in the stars. And please don't forget to give a nice review on Amazon, it really helps!




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





About The Author

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

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

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

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

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

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

Also don’t forget to check Her blog!



Books By This Author

The Femdom Syndicate Trilogy

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

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

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

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

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

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


 The Adventures of a Young Dominatrix 

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

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

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

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

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

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



My Femdom Marriage

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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