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Chapter 1











Deftly weaving his low bike through the throngs of pedestrians, Marcel was making his way forward along the bustling boulevard. Just ten minutes ago, he received a series of messages from Ivy, begging him to meet her immediately. He couldn’t possibly ignore it. He had no idea how he had managed to convince his colleague to rearrange his shift at such short notice. It was a night shift, and it was already eleven o’clock. If he did this normally, his job at Burger King would be soon thing of the past, but at a moment like this he couldn’t care less.




She seemed to be in some kind of trouble - and what kind of friend would he be, if he didn’t respond to Ivy’s call for help? Of course there was more to his haste, but he wouldn’t admit it to himself at this point, after all, he still belonged to Catherine Stauton. Ivy's messages arrived in terse one-liners, growing increasingly confusing with each one. Initially, she simply urged him to meet, offering one place, then another. Then, she changed it again. Finally, she directed him to an unsavory side street in the city center, known for its makeshift homeless camp, a place most decent folk avoided like the plague.




Following her command Marcel arrived there panting, mere minutes after her last message had arrived. Out of breath, he was unwillingly taking in the putrid smell of the overflowing garbage containers, where the nearby fish restaurant dumped all their waste.




 "Got a dime?" The homeless guy shuffled over towards him, the scent of spirits clinging to him like a second skin. Marcel absentmindedly dug out some spare change, scanning the street for Ivy.




"Depends. Have you seen a pretty girl around?" Marcel inquired, declining the guy's offer of what looked like wine dredged up from a sunken Roman ship.




"Ah, plenty of 'em, son," the homeless man replied cheerfully, gesturing towards their makeshift camp where a motley crew congregated around a barrel, a mix of odd and unkempt characters, women included.




"Not quite what I had in mind," Marcel remarked.




"Well, if ya ever change your mind, I'll introduce ya to our delightful ladies... Oh, hold up!" The man suddenly grabbed Marcel's arm and pulled him out of the street to the pavement.




"What...?" A silver car careened around the corner, knocking over a trash can inches from where Marcel stood. The car executed a peculiar maneuverer before finally steadying itself on all four wheels with a screeching halt, the engine sputtering to a stop.




"Seems like that dude behind the wheel's knocked back a few too many. Now you owe me the dime, young man." The homeless man chuckled and brushed off the blotch of mud from Marcel’s jacket.




Marcel laughed, derailed by the fright he got from nearly getting knocked down. But he forgot all about it when the smoked window of the car rolled down and Ivy’s radiant face peeped out of it.




“Ivy?” Marcel breathed. “What - “




“Sorry for that! But hurry now. Get in!”




Marcel obeyed, grabbing the bike and opening the trunk to lay the mini cycle inside. Then he turned, thanking the old guy and pressing into his hand ten bucks, the only money he had left from his wages for the rest of the month. He could hear the voice of the guy lingering behind him, wishing Marcel well with the “pretty gal” and thanking him for his generosity with the solemn promise that not a single penny will be wasted on anything else but booze.




Ivy was wearing an ethereal evening gown that gave her the aura of a delicate forest fairy. To Marcel’s eyes, she was a vision of magical feminine energy. Her hair was styled in a neat updo and her soft face was oh so pretty with gentle make up and glossy lips. Last time Ivy and Marcel saw each other was at the birthday party for Vanessa’ sister Beatrice, where Ivy was one of the guests. And Marcel? He was there in disguise wearing a fetish costume as a Great Dane! That evening he was forced to perform all sorts of humiliating acts in front of her eyes and the eyes of other women. He felt himself blushing to the roots of his thick hair just from remembering that. But after all, back then she didn’t know it was him. Throughout the evening he was luckily hiding his face behind a Great Dane’s face mask. The mortification he felt was purely his own. Fortunately, Ivy was all too busy trying to operate the car to notice his trepidation and shame.




“I didn’t know you have a car?” he said as he buckled his belt. Ivy looked far too fragile and small to even drive a car.




“I do not.” She said shortly.




“...and I don’t recall you telling me you finished your driving lessons?”




“I didn’t.”




“Well, I guess there are some things that need explaining…”




“No time to explain now, we will have enough time later.” she said resolutely. “Now don’t talk to me, I need to focus on driving! I don’t want to knock someone over!”




Marcel held the edges of his seat for dear life, as Ivy stomped on the accelerator pedal and the car darted forward, pressing them into their seats.





Chapter 2













The old-fashioned clock in Catherine Stauton’s office struck eleven and the deep, rich sound of chiming clock was the only sound in the room. Randi, the receptionist and the head of sissies in Catherine Stauton’s company sat on a low stool. Her face and the state of her wig, at other times meticulously styled so that it was indistinguishable from real hair, made the look on her truly pitiable. A stream of tears, a deluge of black, was running down her eyes. It seemed like everyone waited for the show to end before uttering a word. 




"You better have a good excuse ready because you're in a real bind, Randi!” Mistress Doll broke the silence. “Let’s recapitulate. You opened the cage of our new sissy recruit Crystal, who goes by the civil name of Timothy Hansen. You took off your cage and engaged in a sexual act with one of the slaves and you failed to prevent sissy Crystal from escaping the premises of the SLCC. Is that correct?”




Victoria was pacing Catherine’s office, too irritated to stay still, but in control enough not to confront the sissy servant belonging to another Lady. Her daughter just disappeared with her car, ‘abducting’ another Mistress’ servant in training and violating the trust of her hostess. All the rage she couldn’t direct towards her fellow Dommes she channeled at her.




“Do you realize the shame of this situation falls on my head?” Mistress Doll scolded Randi, “You were so stupid to get tricked! You opened the cage of a sissy in training and took off yours! You broke so many rules! And what’s worse you let her escape. Don’t sit there like a molested schoolgirl and speak now. How did it all happen?”




Randi loudly blew her nose and wailed desperately. “It is all my fault… but how could I have possibly known that the little fox - “The hand with the crystal scotch in it trembled like one of a seasoned drunkard.




Mistress Doll cut her short. “Careful now!” She accompanied her exclamation by swiftly tapping her across her knuckles with her cane. “Lady Victoria here is the mother of Miss Maggie!” 




“Oh!” Randi wailed even louder. “Why do I have the worst of luck with everything!” 




“Stop pitying yourself and answer Mistress Catherine’s question!”




Mistress Catherine adopted the role of the kinder of two interrogators. She handed Randi a tissue. She was speaking calmly, but firmly. “There now. Put yourself together and tell us everything. The clock is ticking. We can trace them, but you need to cooperate.”




“Oh, alright.” Randi tried to gain her composure by brushing her cheeks with the palms of her hands, resulting in an even worse mess of smudged makeup. “Well, Miss Maggie used all the things I told her, and even things I didn’t tell her, against me!” 




“What do you mean?” Catherine asked and poured Randi another glass of scotch. Randi looked up but didn’t dare to seek eye contact. She knew that Mistress Catherine was keeping her composure for now because of the guest, but the punishment that would come later would be merciless. That of course applied only in case Mistress Catherine would decide against driving her from under her roof. Such a scenario was completely unimaginable to Randi, who had been living with her for almost a decade. 




“I - I - I…” she staggered, “I don’t know what to tell you… She fooled me. Utterly and completely. I just had no idea what was going on until she and Crystal were long gone…”




“Just start from the beginning. When did you meet Miss Maggie for the first time this evening?”




“Well, she and her friend, Miss Ivy sat together with their assigned slaves at their feet. I admit that Miss Maggie strikes me as quite a beauty and I have a great weakness for pretty women. I took the liberty to welcome her and offer my services. I said that I would happily step in if the slave assigned to her was somehow not fulfilling her expectations. I admit that I also envied Miss Maggie the slave she got… you know, the Adonis.” 




Catherine raised her eyebrows. “You mean Stephen.” 




“Yes, just the one. She called him Balenciaga - this caught my attention, because I love the brand. I have had a crush on him ever since I laid my eyes on him. On one occasion during a play with you, Mistress - “ Randi for a split of a second looked at Catherine, “ - I was made to suck his cock and I dream of him ever since. I know what you say… that I’m not supposed to entertain erotic fantasies without permission, but how can I help it? He looks like Marlon Brando in The Streetcar named Desire. Completely irresistible! I would sacrifice one of my kidneys just to get the chance to touch his marvelous abs!”




“Spare us your raving and get to the point,” said Mistress Doll impatiently, her punishing cane again secured at her waist, dangling to and fro.




“Let her speak, you never know what’s relevant to us,” Victoria said, finally slowing her pacing and looking down at Randi, curiosity overpowering her poorly concealed resentment.




“Well, it was all fine until when the program of the evening started. I was minding my own business, serving drinks, being sociable, and of course helping to manage the sissy servants. If I recall correctly, there was a slave training contest.” 




“Yes, Mistress Camille won the medal for making her slave perform flawlessly in all the slave positions!” Added Mistress Doll, but Victoria shot her a scathing look that reminded her that the subject of this meeting was Maggie and Maggie alone. 




“Yes, Mistress,” Randi bowed her head empathetically. “All of a sudden I felt buzzing in my chastity device.” Victoria’s eyes automatically darted to Randi’s crotch, but her cage was modestly hidden in thick layers of her tulle skirt - black, for elegant effect. “There was an unmistakable staccato of seven consecutive stings to my cock. I recognized the signal instantaneously. Miss Maggie summoned me! I couldn’t believe my luck. Now when I look back she chose the moment when no one was noticing her all that much. She was alone, Miss Ivy was invited to taste one of the special cocktails devised by Mistress Catherine for the Femdom evenings. Everyone was cheering at the improvised podium as slaves were competing. 




I approached Miss Maggie and I admit that I was pleased beyond measure that she was interested in me. The way she looked at me… This should have warned me. Her gaze was quizzical, but it quickly transformed into a playful wink. ‘Randi… right? Is this nomen omen?’ 




‘Ah well, I’m an erotic being through and through.’ I said sheepishly, blushing like a schoolgirl.




Miss Maggie made the most deliciously seductive face and ordered me to fetch a drink, an unmistakable sign that she was about to have some fun with me.  ‘At your service Goddess!’ I said and made an extravagant bow, almost tipping over on my high heels. 




Stephen - or Balenciaga as she called him was there the whole time groveling at her feet like an obedient dog. As I was busy fetching her a drink, she was intently studying the party program, frowning at the little map attached. She was absentmindedly toying with Stephen’s cock in his cage with her foot. When I returned to her, all eagerness to serve her drink according to the finest manners of sissy servants, she said: ‘There is a swimming pool in the house. We can use it right?’ Pointing her finger at the map where was the tiny blue square, marking the underground wellness area. 




‘Yes, Mistress. You can use any amenities of this house, of course. There is a bubble tub, sauna, all available for your leisure and Femdom games.’ said I. My mouth watered when I imagined serving Miss Maggie at the swimming pool or sauna. ‘There is a collection of beautiful brand new swimsuits to choose from.’ I added. ‘Mistress Victoria probably shouldn’t listen here, because from now on it would get a little awkward for her…” 




“Don’t be silly.” Mistress Victoria snapped. “Get on with it, I want to hear it all.”




“Oh, alright. I have spent years around Dominant Women to know precisely what this look on Miss Maggie’s face meant. She got an idea. A deliciously wicked idea!




‘Mistress?’ I said. ‘Can I help you put your plan into action?’ 




She looked at me sharply, as if she saw me for the first time. I felt the need to elaborate. ‘Miss, I can tell that you are getting to a point of fulfilling some diabolical kinky experiment of yours. Let me offer myself as a guinea pig, Miss.’ 




‘Ah, I see.’ She measured me intently, but her eyes returned to their usual, innocent look. ‘The sweet sissy is daring me to make use of her... This could be very interesting. But! For what I got in mind I need another sissy. Now follow. I’m going to get one.’ Miss Maggie said, and I obediently followed her, side by side with Stephen, who was on all fours, nimbly crawling behind her, not at all bothered by my presence, but also not acknowledging it. I admit I was slightly disappointed that Miss M. wanted to add another person to our party, but hey, who am I to question Dominant Lady’s intent?




I was getting infatuated with the smell of her perfume, the sweet flowery scent young girls often wear, that lingered behind her as she strolled on her elegant high heels. She seemed to walk around the place at random, looking for something. Finally, she stopped at the kitchen. For a moment she observed the hubbub of servants, who were preparing the refreshments. Naked slaves were preparing appetizers and sissies were serving them. One of the sissies was the new addition to our party - the Timothy Hansen. We called him Crystal. She was a novice, very early in his hormone replacement therapy, and therefore not a very convincing as a sissy.




‘I like that one.’ Miss Maggie pointed her long-nailed finger forward at Crystal. 




‘Miss, if I may suggest, we’ve got a dozen better-looking sissies who would be better equipped to satisfy your wishes and desires. As you can see, this sissy still looks very much like a male.’ 




She shot me a sharp look. ‘You don’t know what I want to do, so spare me your unsolicited advice.’




I blushed, feeling stupid for my insolent observations. I soon forgot about my feelings. Miss Maggie strolled towards Crystal and spoke to her. She didn’t notice her at first - probably because her wig and the hair and the lash extensions were obstructing her view. When she noticed it was Miss Maggie speaking, she jumped two feet high. She dropped the tray with the appetizers! The noise of the falling metal tray was ear-splitting, but it came right at the moment when a loud cheer sounded from the living room. No one came to inspect. What got into Crystal, I thought. Had she never had a Dominant Woman talk to her or what? I didn’t dare to scold her now, even though as a head of sissies I had every right. But Miss Maggie was in charge, so I just kept my mouth shut. 




Time seemed to stop in the kitchen. Miss Maggie didn’t say a word. She just approached the mess, took off her shoe and dipped her bare foot into the mess. I guess that before Crystal dropped it, the tray was laid with the mini lobster rolls with cream. ‘Lick.’ She commanded, grabbed Crystal’s chin and drove her to her knees. ‘Clean it with your tongue. Now.’ She commanded with an icy, domineering voice. ‘You!’ Maggie said and pointed her finger at other servants in the kitchen. ‘What are you staring at?’ Her sexy leg extended, and her arm resting on her hip, she knew that everyone was mesmerized with her imposing presence and her dominant authority. 




Crystal began to lick the cream. She picked the salad pieces with her lips and cleaned Maggie’s foot. The servants stared. I almost shuddered, seeing Crystal’s humiliation felt somehow erotically gratifying. 




"Don't you have work to do?" Miss Maggie's voice cracked like a whip, sending everyone scattering like startled chickens. Every slave and sissy instantly got back to work, but I could feel their sideways glances; they were just as intrigued and fascinated by the scene as I was. I cannot tell what was happening in Crystal’s brain at that moment… but the humiliation was real. Maggie wasn’t sparing her, she was taking the mess on her foot, until there were no pieces left on the floor, only greasy stains: ‘Now, lick the floor. Lick it clean.’ She pressed Crystal’s head to the floor and navigated it, pushing her head in a different direction. ‘There is a greasy smudge - and there is another.’ She was harshly pushing her head with her foot, until there were no traces of the accident. As a crowning act of humiliation Miss Maggie ordered Crystal to drink from a dog bowl to replenish saliva after the intense cleaning. 




‘Now, all of you, follow me.’ Miss Maggie said, pointing her finger at the three of us. ‘Randi, you will show me where the swimming pool is. I got all sweaty from the cleaning. I want to take a swim.’  




‘Yes Miss!’ I said promptly. She was gaining authority over me very fast. Her merciless treatment of Crystal elevated her in my eyes several degrees. When I watched how she treated her my sissy clit was throbbing in its cage.” Randi said and she was looking somewhere over the horizon with her gaze dreamy. “I admire women who are stern and know how to subject servants to their will with humiliating treatment…” 




“Alright, we get the point. Now stop daydreaming and get on with it.” said Victoria.




“Sorry. I led Miss Maggie and others to the swimming pool. As you all know, it is a generously sized pool with a spa area, with dark marble floor and furnished with wonderfully smelling cedar wood. Miss Maggie let me and Crystal stand at the door. She turned to Stephen.




‘Alright, Balenciaga. You said you'd do anything for me.’




‘I will, Goddess.’ he said. 

















Chapter 3













“Isn’t it about the time you told me where we are going?” Marcel suggested. He and Ivy covered about five miles without much talking. Ivy’s driving was ghastly, and that was putting it mildly.




Ivy’s forehead sparkled with tiny beads of perspiration. “I’ve never driven alone like this. Not without an instructor. But hey, we didn’t run over any pedestrian and the police didn’t stop us. Finally, here is the turn-off to the highway!” 




Marcel was sweating too. He would trust Ivy with his life, but this unlimited and unconditional trust did not extend to her driving skills. He was rightfully afraid they would end up in the nearest ditch or wrapped around the trees that were increasingly appearing around the bend in the road.




“Uh, not that I wouldn’t be delighted to jolt out of the city side by side with you…” Marcel said. “But you look like you escaped from a banquet hosted by the prince of Monaco! Did you do someone in? Whose car is that anyway?”




‘I dare say that the place I just left was much more fun than a party with Prince Albert II of Monaco,” she said. “Although, considering that the Prince has a piercing named after him, he could possibly be more fun that meets the eye.”




“Sorry, what?” Marcel said, confused. Ivy laughed, relieved that they reached the outskirts of the city. When they stopped at the last lights before running into the open landscape, she checked herself in the mirror on the sun shield above her head. “Never mind. Well, let’s say I screwed up. I talked too much and caused my friend Maggie problems with her mom. I owe her one.”




“You owe her and you make it up to her by abducting me? Seems I owe her, for putting me in car with you. But it still doesn’t make sense!”




“Just wait, you will learn all. We will be there in no time. Now you just keep your eyes open and notify me if you see a car that seems like it is following us.”




They traveled for some time, and soon they abandoned civilization. Ivy seemed to know where she was going because she occasionally muttered something like: “Yes, that’s the sign,” or “I knew I had to pass around this tree.” 




It was pitch dark when Ivy sharply turned the wheel to the right. All muscles in Marcel’s body flexed. He was expecting an imminent crash. The picture flashed through his brain that they were both going to die romantically side by side without him ever telling her what his feelings towards her were. But instead of crashing, the car swung and bumped over some terrain irregularity, probably the bump between the asphalt road and the field road. The car then began the strenuous ascent up to a dark mass of what had to be a forest a mile ahead.




“Well, if you plan to do some witch ritual and sacrifice me to the spirits of the forest, this might be just the place!”




“Right?” she said brightly. After reaching the forest, they stopped. She applied the handbrake and said, “Tadaaa. Here we are Sir. Our final destination.“ 




Finally noticing that she was driving all along with her stiletto shoes off, her petite bare feet pressing the pedals. 




“I invite you to a fine stroll in the woods. It is going to be very refreshing.” He looked at her incredulously. It was dark and the forest ahead looked anything else but inviting.




 “A hike? Now? And - what about the dress? You can’t run around the forest wearing that?”




“Why on earth not?” Ivy smiled again, the impish fires playing in her eyes. “Doesn’t it look good on me?” she said, pretending insecurity.




“Oh, stop that, you know it looks good.”




“I have some plans in which my festive dress will come in handy.”




“But… You have no shoes! You would need tracking boots for this.”




“Uhm, yes…” She scratched her head, “What will I do, what will I do…” but yet again he could see she was making fun of him. He knew that Ivy had a playful side to her, he always loved that about her, but on this particular day, she was making quick choices.




“Oh yes, I got it. I will need a strong bearer.”




“Uh, do you want me to carry you? Where to? Into the forest?” Something primitive seemed to stir in his brain. Him and her, alone in the forest, no one near, what does she want to do with him?




“I don’t need a stupid mule to carry me. I need a bearer who knows that serving a woman is the ultimate reward for him.” She looked him in the eye and for the first time he could see her being a tad serious.




So many unsaid things lingered between them at that moment and like a fine line woven of the unbreakable fabric of a spider’s net, it connected their encounters, the moments of joy, disappointment, all the feelings that made him love her and her being fond of him. Her mom was a Domme, he was the servant of one of the most legendary Dommes. She began her training in dominance under the same woman and now they were here, looking each other in the eye. There was nothing, nothing in the world he wouldn’t do.




Catherine Stauton didn’t matter, as if the rope that extended between the two of them, the invisible bond and power she had over him weakened with the distance between them. The rage that she might unleash when she learns they had disappeared together seemed so far away and harmless. All that mattered was the vastness of Ivy’s deep blue eyes. He could drown in them, willingly, obediently, loose conscience and know that his death would be the ultimate sacrifice for his eternal love for her. Even at this moment his thoughts inevitably led him to the land of doubt, where he had lingered for hours on end during those sleepless days when he arrived at the break of dawn from his night shift. Did Ivy still harbor feelings for Timothy, who she dated in the past? Was there at all any chance that she might ever want him? He would have never dared to suggest or impose upon her his true feelings. The disappointment of her refusal would be too hard to bear. He’d rather nurture the unrequited feelings in his heart and admire her from distance, than risk losing her friendship and the subsequent alienation that would surely follow such embarrassing misunderstanding. 




“Yeah, you will carry me. Get used to it!” She broke the stream of thoughts. She made sure the car was safely locked. No time to waste. We need to leave the car. They might get here any moment.”




“They? Whose they?” Marcel asked, suddenly looking around through the dark, half expecting the mysterious pursuers appearing out of the dark right next to him. 	





Chapter 4













‘Alright. I've got a series of tests to see if you can back up your claims or if those are just empty promises.’ Miss Maggie said and walked around Balenciaga with the sway of a Latino dancer. My head was bowed, but I could see all in the reflection of the pool water, motionless and crystal clear. ‘First, let's find out if those muscles are just for show or if you've got some real endurance and stamina.’ 




Judging by the way Balenciaga was flexing his muscles, I could tell he was preparing to prove to her that he was capable of anything to satisfy her whims.




‘I want you to do the plank. Do you know how to do it?’ 




The corners of Balenciaga’s mouth turned infinitesimally upwards. Of course, he knew. Anyone could tell he spends hours in the gym, pumping his muscles. Balenciaga promptly adopted the assigned position, the muscles of his arm showing through his thin fatless skin as he effortlessly supported his body on the palms of his hands. 




‘You will keep it until I tell you to stop, understood?’ She stepped onto his back with her stiletto heel and delved it between his shoulder blades. He probably wanted to hiss in pain, but he clenched his teeth. ‘Keep it solid, dog, keep it until I tell you to stop!’ she said. 




Resolute and enthusiastic ‘Yes, Mistress’ sounded, and she turned back to us. 




‘Now, you two!’




Shortly after, she locked the three of us in the adjacent room, which was the sauna area with a rack of swimsuits for the ladies to choose from. She inspected them for a moment and then picked out a fashionable black one-piece bathing suit with cutouts and straps. My fantasy kicked in again, Miss Maggie’s body is so amazing it was mind-boggling to imagine her in a swimsuit. 




‘This is pretty, let’s see how it fits. You will help me dress, Randi.’ she said and looked me in the eye. I only gaped at her, incredulous that such incredible luck was even possible.




‘Oh, thank you, Mistress!’ 




‘And you, little sissy dick,’ she turned to Crystal, ‘you kneel down here.‘ She pressed down on her shoulder and Crysal clumsily dropped to her knees, ‘You will hold my purse.’ She took her shiny envelope purse and pressed it between Crystal’s teeth. ‘Now that’s it. Don’t clench with your teeth, use your lips, or you will make marks on the leather, and I would have to rip your head off. Or perhaps you’d be lucky, and I would just paint your ass black and blue with a wooden paddle. Now that I think of it, there is a cane in every corner of this house. Even though I’ve never used it yet, I’m a fast learner and your ass would be perfect training material.’ 




Crystal tried to hum something with the purse securely in his mouth, but Miss Maggie had already turned to me.




‘Come now, Randi!’ She was pulling on my collar and led me behind a curtain.’ Crystal was waiting, kneeling on the other side of the curtain, the door was locked, but I suspect she wouldn’t run away - she seemed in sort of a trance.




Miss Maggie pulled the curtain closed, and we stood close to each other. I could feel her breath on me that smelled intoxicatingly of champagne. Then she turned around to set her swimsuit on a stool. I could feel her butt brushing against my front and my chastity cage. I don’t know if she did this on purpose, but I swear she moved her butt up and down to tease me. Then she began to undress.




‘This dress is difficult to take off, you see, you need to help me.’ She commanded. I held my breath as I pulled her dress over her head, inch by inch revealing her smooth skin and lacy black lace lingerie. The shape of her butt in the high-cut panties, and the wasp-sized waist of hers made my head spin.




‘Now close your eyes.’ She said and I obeyed. In the narrow cabin, she was removing the panties and bra, and I could only imagine what was under it. I would never dare to violate her command. I held my eyelids firmly shut and all sorts of thrilling images were rising on the crimson red inside my eyes. My cock stirred as I thought about the mounds of her breasts, her firm nipples, her crotch that was probably shaved and the lips of her pussy that were off limits to a sissy slave like me. Then, I could hear that she was putting on her bathing suit, I could smell the peculiar clean laundry smell of it.




‘Don’t open your eyes. I want you to inspect it to see if it fits properly and this is done best with eyes shut. Just touch it with your eyes closed and check if it fits in all places as it should.’ 




With her back turned towards me, she navigated my hands around her waist. I’m not used to this. Never had any Dominant Lady allowed me to touch her like that. She bent slightly and pressed her butt against me, enough so my sissy clit was feeling it even through the layers of my skirt. She turned, lifted my skirt and pressed her crotch against it so that she was touching and massaging her clit on my cage. She turned back again and was pushing her butt up and down as if we were to fuck doggy style. Then she navigated my hands around her chest until the palms of my hands were inspecting every inch of the front of her body in the sexy swimsuit. Soon I was cupping her breasts, and she was doing fucking motions on my cage. She was no longer pretending she just touched me with her butt by accident. No. This was full-fledged erotic foreplay. For years I was taught to overcome my male instinct, but at that moment I felt a maddening desire to unlock my cage. Holding her svelte body like that, the motions she performed on me, soon I felt my pelvis works against my will to get my locked cock between her legs, under her butt and closer to her crotch. She swayed like some exotic belly dancer and made incredibly sexy little whimpering sounds. To anyone outside of the gently moving curtain dividing us from the spa area, it must have sounded like we were fucking in there for real. It didn’t occur to me at that time, but now I realize she was probably doing this partly to mindfuck Timothy, of course.’




‘Hmmm… this makes me feel so good and sexy.’ She purred. 




All that was running through my infatuated brain was: She wants to fuck; how bad would it be if I gave her what she wanted? After all, I had the key in the key purse on my neck, together with the keys to all the slave and sissy cages. I had learned the hard way through experience in the house of Catherine Stauton that as a sissy I will never get any sexual satisfaction from the Mistresses. Only bulls are allowed to enjoy the women and provide them with the sex they desire. As a sissy, I was lucky sometimes to kneel facing the wall, blindfolded and gagged, listening to their fucking sounds. This girl, however, was new to the game. What if…? This young girl perhaps will have other ideas than the seasoned Dommes!




‘I am dripping like an ice cream cone…’ she whispered into my ear and gave me her sweet juices to taste from two of her fingers.




I automatically whispered back: ‘If you want to try a fully functional sissy cock I’m at your service. I’m ready to give you pleasure.’ I said, my voice hoarse.




‘I believe that. You probably haven’t fucked for ages. Perhaps I should take pity on you and let you experience the pleasure of my tight cunt.’ She purred.




‘Oh… oh yes…’ I moaned completely beside myself. ‘There is a nice little bedroom just across the corridor. I can do it to you in any way you want.’




‘Hmmm… yeah. Have you ever had young cunt?’ But then she just pushed my hands away from her body. ‘But simply letting you in there would be far too easy. You must earn your juicy reward!’ 




She jerked the curtain open with one gesture. Crystal was kneeling there, her mouth stretched wide by holding the purse in it and her expression verging on desperate. Why she should look this desperate I have no idea. But I had no time to muse about it because Miss Maggie made me kneel next to Crystal and turned back to the rack with swimsuits.




‘Look at your mouth, you’ve been stretching it so well, it could probably accommodate something larger than that… What about Balenciaga’s cock?’ The terror in Crystal’s eyes made her laugh and laugh. ‘You are such a pathetic sissy, Crystal… That surprises me, after you learned so much about being a bitch and serving larger dogs as a fucking squeaky toy, you should be more resistant to the idea.’ I didn’t have any idea what she was talking about, but Crystal did. ‘Getting fucked by a strong man such as Balenciaga… He will do anything I’d say, anything I command, even if I told him to fuck you up your tight virgin sissy ass!’ She said and groped under the layers of tulle to reach Crystal’s caged cock. ‘I knew it. You are getting turned on by my dirty talk. Now wait, how turned on you will be when this all happens!’




Then she turned back to the hanging swimsuits. ‘Now one suit for each of you.’ she pointed at us, pushing her hip to the side with a sexy pose. She was going through the hangers and took out one of them whenever some piece caught her attention. ‘Nah. Not sexy enough.’ and then, after several tries, she found what she was looking for. ‘Ah, yes. This is it. Two matching pink pattern outfits for my sexy sissies!’ 




Crystal for the first time shot a glance my way. Her eyes said unequivocally: ‘She wants us to wear that?’ Miss Maggie threw the pieces at each of us. 




‘Wear his.’ she said resolutely in a tone that bore no opposition. I caught the tiny pieces of fabric that would suit a nineties porn star or Borat. Crystal raised her eyes and gaped her mouth open. Neither me nor her would dare to oppose. ‘Now you two beauties make sure you look superb. I’m going to the swimming pool to my Balenciaga. He must be trembling all over, trying to keep the plank. I’m sure he would rather die than to break my command. Now, you put on your bathing suits.’ She said sweetly and turned on her heel. ‘I will give you some privacy, beauties. Be sure to look perfect before you walk out! You will perform a catwalk, so be sure to look gorgeous!’  




She closed the door behind us. Me and Crystal exchanged looks. There was no way not to obey. I began to swiftly undress from my 50’s retro evening gown with layers of tulle under it. Crystal, on the other hand, seemed to be in a sort of trance. When she began to untie her cute little apron, I was halfway through my change of dress. When she began rolling down her fishnet stockings, I saw how her hands trembled. The bathing suits that Miss Maggie chose for us were truly mortifying. Mine was a one-piece with cleavage reaching down to my navel. It looked glorious on my large boobs, but between my legs, it was so tiny it couldn’t possibly contain my cage. It was short for my stature and the tiny fabric unpleasantly pulled in the area near my anus and the cage. Crystal’s piece was a two-piece bikini. Same pattern print. Unlike me, Crystal hasn’t had her boobs done and she wore the silicone boobs. It was held in place by skin glue and looked tolerably good. I helped Crystal to tie the top with straps because she was too shaky to manage.




‘C’mon, pull yourself together.’ I said. I didn’t feel sympathetic. I was enjoying myself, and what was more, I still had hope - there was flickering light at the end of the tunnel in my mind that Maggie would take a fancy to end our evening with a glorious fuck. I didn’t want this silly freshman to screw this up for me. Crystal mumbled something and I quickly fixed my hair. I saw in the reflection of the mirror how Crystal looked at herself in the ridiculous bathing suit and I noticed her cage twitching. Haha, she was getting aroused against her own will.’




I knocked shyly, and I heard Maggie’s sharp voice from the swimming pool. We entered. Balenciaga was no longer in the plank position. Miss Maggie removed his cage and now she was tormenting his cock and balls. She made him kneel at a low table accompanying several comfortable couches used by Ladies after sauna. His cock was rock hard, laid on the table like a course of meal. 




‘Behold the glorious cock, bitches! One of you two will taste it, I just need to decide first which one of you!’ She dropped on the couch. I was suspecting that she drank quite a lot of champagne, her eyes flashed, and she was more domineering and harsher than she otherwise would. She was irresistible. ‘Now, the catwalk. Walk around the swimming pool. Now. And take care to look teasingly sexy!’




Me and Crystal began our walk, and of course, her skills in cat walking were incomparable to mine. Mistress Doll kindly took care that I excelled in that. Crystal’s legs and her style of walking still looked like that of a newborn giraffe. Completely impossible, clumsy, and ridiculous. But hey, Miss Maggie wanted to have fun, if she wanted to look at a guy who sucked trying to look like a woman, she surely chose the right one. She laughed until her eyes were full of tears. ‘I can see the clear winner here.’ she said when we walked around the swimming pool twice. She pointed at me and made the playful beckoning finger at me. ‘Now, your reward, bitch.’

	





Chapter 5













“Who are they?” Ivy repeated after Marcel, checking that the car was safely locked before they departed for the woods. “Well, I’d say that you are just joking. Isn’t it obvious?” She turned on the light on phone on and pointed it on the edge of the forest, looking for something.




“Uhm, no?” Marcel walked around the car and now they stood shoulder to shoulder looking into the darkness, diffused by the cone of light, cast forward by Ivy’s lamp. The light caught a pair of eyes, reflecting a glimmer like silver coins. A fox, no doubt, but disturbing, nevertheless.




“Come, my strong bearer, your time has come to show me your prowess and concern for me. You will carry me from now on. I will hold the lamp and give you directions!” 




She wrapped her hands around his neck and hoisted herself up into his hesitating arms. And so began their journey through the dark forest. Marcel’s blood pounded in his temples, his heart was racing from his effort to carry Ivy safely over the bulbous roots and fallen trees. The closeness of her body to his, her tiny waist and hips that pressed against his belly, didn’t put his mind at ease either. The night in the woods was surprisingly noisy. The adrenaline coursing through his veins was making him anxious and jumpy, but in front of Ivy he naturally tried to look like the paragon of fortitude. To disperse his growing fear, he tried to make a conversation, but he was at a loss for words.




“I was at the CFNM party at Catherine Stauton’s house, I was hoping to meet you there.” Ivy suddenly said.




“You did? ... how did you know I was there?” Marcel asked, bewildered. He lived under the impression that his liaison with Catherine Stauton is unknown to her.




“Now - here you take it around this distorted tree to the right. Yes, this is it. It was growing on a large limestone ledge. I remember this place when I was just a little girl. Erosion destroyed it and now it seems like it is suspended in midair…”




Marcel didn’t listen, he mused about what she had said about meeting him at Catherine’s. He decided it would be better to change the subject.




“Is it perhaps the right time to tell me whose car we just left behind?”




“Oh yes, the car. It belongs to Maggie’s mom, Victoria. Maggie asked me to take the car and lead Catherine and Victoria astray.”




“Wait a moment!” Marcel stopped in his tracks, almost dropping her. “Lead them astray? What is this supposed to mean?




"Well, Maggie convinced Timothy, who was currently serving in the SLCC house as a sissy maid, to escape with her. Don’t stand here, we need to move forward,” Ivy directed and so he laboriously continued while she kept talking. 




“You know that Timothy was behaving like a jerk to many people… Well, he also molested Maggie. Last year when she was visiting Beatrice’s parents at their mansion. She just wants to have her revenge, right? So, she sort of - well, for a lack of better word - abducted him.”




“Are you kidding? This girl friend of yours decided to steal a property, a sissy from the house of Catherine Stauton? She’d do better trying to wrestle out a zebra from a lion’s jaws!” Marcel exclaimed. “You are trying to say that you are helping Maggie fool Catherine Stauton. That’s insanity!”




“Well, I wouldn’t put it so bluntly. I think she is morally justified to do that. And anyway, it is too late now.” Ivy said merrily. She clearly didn’t see the risks associated with crossing the path of Mrs. Stauton, Marcel thought. “She was very kind to me. I think she will understand.”




Marcel was not of the same mind. There is no one so vengeful like a disappointed lover, and a disappointed Dominant Lady. That’s a situation like the flood of the Old Testament or the biblical plague.




“Don’t you realize that the two of us are Maggie’s accomplices?” Marcel said.




“Well... yeah! And it gets even worse. I abducted you as well! By bringing you with me, the slave and servant of Catherine Stauton herself, you broke your slave code. This is an even worse situation for you dear boy, because she is quite possessive about you,” she said, yet again in the unconcerned tone.




“How do you know all that?” Marcel again felt the heat rising into his cheeks and all the way up to the roots of his hair. Did Catherine tell Ivy about him? Of course, after his affair with their high school teacher Deborah, Ivy knew well that he had a soft spot for dominant women. In the news she must have read about the perverted activities they engaged in and that he came back to Deborah to continue his submission. No - crawled to her! Crawled to her for more, like an obedient dog who desires nothing more but to gratify his owner. But how else would she learn about his addictive, insanely kinky relationship to Catherine than from Stauton herself?” 




His feet were moving forward, he automatically avoided stones and branches, but his mind was engaged elsewhere. The embarrassment was making way to the curious thought, an idea that quickly expanded in his mind. He saw Catherine and Ivy sipping wine together in her posh living room. Ivy was laughing at the spicy narration of their erotic encounters. Did Catherine disclose details about their Domme/sub relationship? How much detail did she disclose to Ivy? Did she explain vividly how they fucked? The accident in which he ejaculated prematurely, and she flogged him with her belt? Did she elaborate about how often he was summoned to eat her pussy? Again, again and again in all sorts of positions, settings and situations? How was he instructed to lick her anus… how she fucked him up his ass? Pissed in his mouth? What would be Catherine’s reason for doing that? Was she perhaps trying to secure him by marking him as her property in front of Ivy? Show her the depth of his perversion to disgust Ivy and repel her from him forever? After all, Catherine repeatedly proclaimed that she would keep him forever and scolded him for his romantic feelings towards Ivy. All that ran through the feverish mind of Marcel.




“Well, I’m not stupid and I’m not blind either. Unlike you I’m quite skilled at connecting the dots. I saw you leaving her house and she told me about a very young slave. At one point, at Beatrice’s house party, she pointed you out to me while you were serving in the Great Dane costume.”




“So, you knew it was me in the costume?” Marcel breathed, mortified. It all came back to him. He was forced to dry hump Timothy in a sissy costume… Ivy saw all, she even took part in the humiliating treatment! He was beginning to unravel completely new aspects of her that he was not aware of. She was playful, impish at times, he knew that. What he didn’t know, though, was how far her superior dominant instinct grew under the leadership of Catherine. 




“I think that you looked pretty cute in the dog costume.” she said in careless tone and winked at him playfully. He didn’t dare to look at her, her face was too close to his, he was too shy to look her in the eye. “And when you blush like this, that’s cute too. But hey, you can put me down now, we are already here!” 




“What is this place?” breathed Marcel in awe. He didn’t realize at first there was a structure in front of them. He was completely engulfed by his shock of Ivy knowing about him and Catherine, and the thoughts and fantasies that ensued. They stood in front of a carved decorative stone wall that reached up equivalent to two or three story house. The face of the rock was lavishly decorated with carvings and figures in reliefs that ran in horizontal manner in the form of a primitive comic. Down in the middle was a relatively low, but heavy wooden door with decorative wrought foliage and a heavy iron lock.




“This is a former chapel that was built out of a cave where a hermit lived. I don’t know, like, the sixteenth century or something. It was built by a king and the church used it for pilgrimages and masses. Here. I’ve got the key.”




 “Impressive, having a key from a chapel. Is it still in usage?”




“Nah, it was desecrated decades ago. Over time, the pilgrimages to the hermit’s cave turned out of fashion and the church sold the place to my paternal grandpa. It’s pretty cool, huh? He was a passionate hunter and he used it as his hunting lodge. He used to stay here overnight, and he sometimes brought me here when I was a child for a little adventure.” She took out a large, old-fashioned key and asked Marcel to hold the phone with the lamp. She struggled with the lock for a while, until it clicked, and the door opened with dramatic creaking. “I chose this place because people don’t know it is here, no one ever stirs into the deep forest, only the gamekeeper and a hiker here and there. I’m pretty confident no one will find us here. Marcel privately thought that with the clairvoyant skills of Catherine Stauton everything was possible, but he kept this to himself. They entered in. Ivy turned on the lights.




“What? Is this place electrified?”




 “Uh huh.”




She moved around the large space that looked the inside of a dome. The place was equipped with antique hunting props and stuffed deer heads. The furniture made of antlers and skins of all sorts of animals added to the peculiar feel of the place. When the doors were safely closed behind them, he finally felt his anxiety gradually subsiding.




“The stone age people would turn green with envy. This is deluxe caveman living.” Marcel joked. It was cozy indeed. The air in the cave wasn’t stuffy at all, tiny circular windows far above their heads took care of air circulation, and it wasn’t cold nor damp either.




“I can think of no other safer place for us two at the moment.” she said, and he could sense pride in her voice. Marcel watched Ivy as she nimbly danced around the room and set the details of the place to her liking. “Every little thing in this place brings memories. The main reason why we are here right now is that I like memorable moments to happen at memorable places.” Marcel didn’t ask what she thought by that, something told him that he would learn that soon enough.




“In the days long gone, cavemen likely brought women here that they stole from other tribes.” She grabbed his hand and pulled him further in the room. “Well, now the roles are reversed. I stole you and brought you here. Look!“ She led him to the most distant part of the cave. There was a small wooden door. “This is a perfect little wine cellar. There is no fridge in here, and it isn’t needed, because in this area you get the temperature just right. My dad keeps a collection of vintage wine. This one is arguably very good. My bearer deserves to get a treat.”




Her neat hair style was slightly disheveled after the hike through the woods, but it became her. She looked like some forest fairy, ethereal and so beautiful, a Pre-Raphaelite sort of beauty, just like the muses of Dante Rosetti. She handed him the wine and he hesitantly took the elaborately carved crystal vessel adorned with motives of Saint Hubertus.

“I toast to a night to remember!” She smiled. They clinked glasses.




“I want to show you something…” He noticed that in the bag she brought with her there was a velvet covered case. 




“Curious? I hope so!” she winked, and her fine fingers began to unwrap the silky ribbon.

 





Chapter 6













“I fail to see how this undoubtedly spicy narrative is getting us any closer to finding my daughter!” said Victoria impatiently while she glared at Randi, to emphasize that the situation was exclusively her fault.




“Randi, get on with your story, we need to learn how Miss Maggie escaped!” Mistress Doll prompted. “She already has a head start and the trail is getting cold! Don’t you realize time is running short and we need get her?”




“Yes Mistress, I’m getting there!” Randi said, bowing her head respectfully to show she meant no disrespect. “I’m sorry, being concise isn’t my strong suit, but I’ll do my best.” Mistress Catherine nodded to one of her servants to refill Randi’s scotch glass, probably believing it would help coax out more information, but Mistress Doll placed her hand over the glass. “There’s no need to loosen her tongue further; she is already rambling on too much. You, sissy, continue now, and keep it brief!”




“Oh, yes! So, we were at the swimming pool. We just concluded our catwalk around the pool, when Miss Maggie said: ‘Don’t you two sissies get it? I want you to show me your erotic skills! Not just to entertain me, but to gain Balenciaga’s interest. Who knows? Perhaps if your dance is sexy enough, I might make him to fuck your face, just for the fun of it! You could be his fluffer and get him ready for me’ she said that and looked me directly in the eye. She said that with me in mind! I could tell. She knew that I had a crush on him.




‘I want you two to do a sexy dance for him. I want you to seduce him with your fine moves!’ She threw herself on a couch, stretching luxuriously. With a languid motion, she turned on Bluetooth from her phone, and soon the ambient space of the room was filled with the sultry, hypnotic beats of "Earned It" by The Weeknd. The slow, deliberate rhythm of the song created an atmosphere thick with lusty anticipation, each beat resonating through the room like a heartbeat.




‘Why are you staring at me like that? Get moving. Nice and sexy! Like a cat in heat!’ The melody was a seductive blend of deep bass and haunting piano chords, overlaid with The Weeknd's velvety voice, dripping with raw emotion and sensuality. As the music swelled, the tension in the room became almost palpable, setting the perfect backdrop for a strip tease dance.




I promptly began to sway in the rhythm, motivated as I was by Maggie's teasing. The possibility of sucking on Balenciaga’s cock was too good to be true and I was resolved to beat that clumsy Crystal in the competition! Crystal just stared, but after one significant, stern glare from Miss Maggie she began to step awkwardly from one foot to another. She was stiff like a shy intern trying to dance at a teambuilding party, haha! Miss Maggie wasn’t happy. ‘Now, Crystal, that wouldn’t do. Do you think you can seduce anyone dancing like that? I guess I will have to show you how this is done.’




Miss Maggie herself rose from the couch and began to dance, holding her champagne glass in her hand. The dim light from the ceiling spotlights reflected off the water, casting shimmering patterns on her figure. I watched, mesmerized, as her hourglass-shaped body moved with a grace that seemed almost otherworldly. Her figure-fitting swimsuit clung to her curves, highlighting every sensual sway of her hips. She moved with an effortless rhythm, her body swaying in time to the soft, sultry music that filled the room. Each step was a study in elegance, her feet gliding across the tiles with a feline grace. Her arms rose and fell in a fluid motion, the champagne glass held delicately in her fingers, never spilling a drop despite the intricate movements. She moved closer to the pool's edge, the light catching the droplets of water that clung to her skin, making her shimmer as if she were made of stars. The water's surface mirrored her every motion, creating a dance of reflections that caused my caged cock to stiffen as I watched. As she danced, her eyes met mine, and a knowing smile played on her lips. It was a smile that spoke of secrets and promises, of carnal nights that stretched into infinity. I could see the effect she had on the room; even Crystal, who had been clumsily trying to dance just moments before, had stopped to watch, her movements stilled by the sheer allure of Miss Maggie's performance.




‘Now, repeat after me.’ She said and moved closer to Crystal. She touched her hips and demonstrated that sexy sway that only women, women and I, can do. Crystal feebly tried to mimic her motions, but her hips were not accustomed to that range of motion. Miss Maggie pushed her hips and moved them from side to side. ‘Now that’s better! What do you think, handsome, are they sexy enough to tempt you?’ Balenciaga looked up, for a moment assessing what answer would be pleasing to the Mistress. He was determined to deliver.




‘Yes, Mistress. Randi dances nicely.’




‘Oh, wonderful. Perhaps we can get your enthusiasm for our ladies one notch higher.’ Now, let’s see how you look from behind. Get on all fours!’ We promptly dropped to our knees. She walked around us, pushing the small of our backs until we had our butts high in the air like some porn star waiting for penetration. ‘Now let’s move your hips like you are getting fucked.’ I did my best. I was a great deal better of course, but that's just practice. Oh, whom am I trying to fool, I’m born to excel in this. I felt the thong string of my swimsuit delving between my buttocks and my balls hanging out of the swimsuit.




‘Hahaha, we are finally getting somewhere, what do you say, Balenciaga? I like how Randi’s boobs jump when she wiggles her ass. I can already picture her getting fucked!’

‘Yes, Mistress! They look ready to fuck. Begging like they really want it.’




‘I think so too! Time for stage two, my whores!’ she said sweetly. She straddled Balenciaga’s back, curled her legs up, and rested her feet on the small of his back. ‘Forward, my stallion. I want to get some privacy with you and the two bitches. Carry me to the bedroom!’ She grabbed a fistful of his beautiful wavy hair for support, driving his head up.




We arrived at the room with a large oval bed and a cage under it. The post-sauna relaxation bedroom was an oasis of tranquility centered around an elegant oval bed with plush, cream-colored linens, and a sheer canopy. Soft ambient lighting and muted crimson walls created a serene atmosphere. The air was filled with calming scents of lavender, cedarwood, and eucalyptus, blending harmoniously. If you visited the room, you know it looks innocent, until your eyes land on the fetish and BDSM toys adoring the largest wall, just as it happened to Miss Maggie.




‘Wow…’ she dismounted her human horse and examined the collection. I couldn’t get my eyes off her bottom, accentuated by the flattering swimsuit. Her gaze fell on electro torture device, her eyes glimmered with kinky fascination.




‘Hmmm… this makes my fantasy soar!’ She toyed with the gadget, the metallic reflections reminded me, of how I polished them some days ago. She turned around. ‘Come here, handsome.’ 




Balenciaga raised his head, of course, he knew she referred to him. Just being used as a human horse had made him somewhat aroused, his big cock was twitching in his cage, and I could tell with my professional cock sucking skills that it would take just a few lustful thrusts into my mouth to make him stiffen hard for penetration. Miss Maggie used the key on her neck to set his pride free and unlike my tiny clit, his cock sprang up immediately after the cage was removed. Miss Maggie got a grasp of the device fairly quickly and attached the clamps to his nipples and scrotum, and then slipped his cock through a metal ring. Considering how inexperienced she was, she conducted herself with admirable dexterity. Soon, Balenciaga was adorned with clamps in all these sensitive areas. Miss Maggie used the black box with dials to gradually increase the strength of the shocks. 




She raised Balenciaga’s head and looked him deeply in the eye. ‘What level can you bear for me?’ she asked. 




‘Anything, ah, anything!’ he moaned, his muscles were flexing with the increasing pain. A true masochist, I thought, because I could see the pain was making his cock rock hard. I admit I was terrified I might be next, I’m so sensitive to electro-torture.




‘Randi!’ Miss Maggie said sharply, and the tone she spoke in was getting uncannily close to the whip-sharp voice of Mistress Catherine.




‘Yes, Mistress!’ I said in a small voice, as Crystal and I knelt side by side at the door, waiting for further instructions.




‘I want you to open your cage and the cage of Crystal. I want to have some fun with your pathetic little sissy toy penises.’




I felt the large balloon of expectations that was inflating in my chest suddenly deflating. ‘I’m sorry, miss, but I cannot do that. Upon your arrival to the villa, you were presented with the general rules of the household, and the rules of conduct that all sissies need to observe. Sissies cannot, unlike slaves, have their cages removed. It would ruin the emasculation process that is part of their reprogramming. This is a direct order of Mistress Catherine Stauton and therefore non-negotiable.’




I don't know why I said what I did. Perhaps I was subconsciously switched back to my duties by Miss Maggie's voice sounding like my Mistress’s. Perhaps a semblance of my discipline and my survival instinct kicked into my infatuated brain.




Miss Maggie smiled serenely, just as if I hadn’t violated her command and didn't humiliate her in front of the other two servants. “Some minutes ago, you were saying something else, sissy. But kudos to your owner. Your training does her credit. But don’t worry. I will surely find a way around this so that I have as much fun as I want, without violating the rules of the house. Of course, it would be downright disrespectful to the hostess.’




I couldn’t believe my luck. I was bracing for being cast away for my defiance, I expected a caning at the least, but Miss Maggie after all wasn’t as yet accustomed to the ways of real Femdoms. I almost instantly regretted my adherence to your rules - sorry about that Mistress Catherine, I thought that I was probably going to miss out on an awful lot of fun. I was ashamed I could not obey Mistress Maggie and at that point, your face appeared in front of me like a specter. I realized your stern upbringing is imprinted on my brain with invisible, but indelible ink. I thought of what I promised to you… but then I saw Miss Maggie's sexy figure, Balenciaga and his incredible body and the effort to overcome my mad desire, to engage in every bit of perversion she asked, was almost insurmountable.” 




Randi sheepishly looked at Catherine, but she gestured for her move on and made an encouraging nod.




“Now I can see it all in clear contours. Miss Maggie was playing on my weaknesses and her ulterior motive was to excite and arouse me into disobedience. But she had fun doing it! 




’I guess I need to find other ways to entertain myself.’ she said. ‘In the rules, there is no mention of your orifices, now is there?’ 

 

‘No, Mistress!’ I answered. ‘In the rules, there are no limitations on your usage of my orifices. They are all at your disposal. Or anyone else's for that matter! I’m just a sissy whore, available to anyone whom my Mistress or other authority commands!”




Miss Maggie approached me, leaving Crystal kneeling at the door. She leaned towards me and whispered in my ear. ‘Balenciaga thinks you’re pretty sexy….’ My sissy clit was throbbing in the cage from her playful words. ‘He said that he wants to fuck your face and see your mouth stretched around his large cock!’




His cock proudly and steeply protruding was ready to invade and conquer whatever got near it. ‘Isn’t that right handsome?’ Mistress Maggie looked at him and displayed a fiendish grin as she turned the dial to send a large shock into Balenciaga’s nipples and groin. His already engorged cock jerked abruptly as he grimaced slightly. 




‘Tell me slave, would you rather fuck me or have these two sissies suck your cock in tandem? Want to try a sample before you make up your mind?’




‘To your knees, whore.’ Miss Maggie said and grabbed me by the hair. She impaled my head on his cock. 




‘I want to see him deep in your throat, show me how you can give a blow job to die for.’ 




I dare say, I did my absolute best. She was roughly setting the rhythm with her hand, grabbing on my hair, pushing my head down and pulling it back up, forcing me down to gag on his massive shaft with my lips pressed against his balls. He was not sparing me either. Eager to show his determination to please Miss Maggie he also pumped his hips into my face in time with her hands pushing my head into him. She was aroused by watching my slutty efforts and pulled herself up on tiptoes to give Balenciaga a deep, sensual kiss. Meanwhile, I was holding on for dear life as his thrusting hips, jammed his large thick cock so deep, I was almost losing conscience from lack of air. I was tearing up and gagging as Mistress Maggie laughed at me and then leaned over again to place her mouth on Balenciaga’s lips and plunge her tongue into his mouth.




From a distance, Maggie’s voice, sensual and husky, sounded and reverberated in my mind, as if my skull was a giant empty dome. ‘Now, give me the keys. I want Crystal to suck your cock.’ 




I guess that my discipline was weakened by the lack of oxygen and my arousal. I cannot tell how it happened, but I saw myself, as if my soul left my body, taking my precious purse with all the chastity keys and singling out the ones belonging to Crystal and myself, and one more. I don’t know which it was anymore. I was in a euphoric daze of lost control.




 ‘I want to see a servant fucking chain here. You suck Balenciaga, and Crystal will suck you.’




Now Crystal began to beg. If my mouth wasn’t stuffed non-stop with Balenciaga’s large cock, I would have told her that there was no point in begging for mercy. It was clear that the more she begged, the more entertaining it was getting for the Dominant Lady. Oh well, no one told her, and Maggie just humiliated and ridiculed her to her heart’s content.




‘Don’t whimper, you pathetic piece of shit. You will suck cock when I want you to. You are going to taste your own medicine. Come now, or I will go to Catherine Stauton and tell her all she doesn’t know yet about you and what you did. Be grateful I’m not forcing you to take in Balenciaga’s giant cock.’




Crystal seemed terrified enough of having Catherine come to get her that she dropped to her knees in front of me. Then, as I felt the ecstatic feeling of having Balenciaga’s huge cock in my mouth, I was unlocked and was overcome by the incredibly erotic feeling of my own cock, so long locked up, slowly recuperating from its long confinement, beginning to stiffen and slowly but surely disappearing into the unwilling, miserable mouth of Crystal. My cock was craving for the sensual pleasure that my mouth was having. I quickly got into the rhythm of being face-fucked and cock-sucked at the same time. Admittedly, Crystal was gagging on mine, but I couldn’t care less. I was giddy with sexy sissy emptiness running around inside my head.




Maggie seemed to be having the time of her life. She was laughing and it was a cold laughter I never heard from her. ‘This is the humiliation you deserve, you motherfucker.’ Miss Maggie said to Crystal.

At that point, I heard her voice as if through a veil, I was too aroused to analyze what she was telling Crystal or Timothy, or to whom she was speaking at the moment.




‘Come on… come on. She told me. Fuck his face really hard!’ but Crystal was gagging badly, unaccustomed to blowjob. Her eyes were streaming tears, yet Miss Maggie still cheered and made me treat her with utmost ruthlessness. ‘Don’t cum, Balenciaga, not yet. You need to last much longer. I still have a job for you to finish before you receive your reward. Then, she stopped our sissy chain cock sucking orgy. Crystal was breathing hard and sobbing, her face and makeup a complete mess.




‘Now…’ she snapped a collar around my neck and attached a leash to it. I followed her where she was dragging me. She led me to the large oval bed.’




‘Good girl, Randi. Now, for your reward!’




I was in a sort of hypnotic trance. I wanted to obey her, and I also felt the forbidden rising pleasure that I knew could build to an orgasm if I was not denied. In that haze of helplessness, I didn’t question her decision to make me climb on top of the bed which was generally only for Ladies. Sissies were never allowed on top of it. She fixed me there with the handcuffs. The softness of the bedding and the gentle support to my knees was heaven compared to the hard floor I was kneeling at moments ago. She put a blindfold over my eyes and pulled my head down to the bed with the leash that she fastened to headboard. She arranged me so that my ass towered high and used lube to moisten my sissy ass.




‘Randi... your Betters want to have fun... and you are their toy. You are just a lowly sissy. Balenciaga is a slave who gets to fuck, and I am a Mistress. You are the lowest of the low, inferior in the hierarchy. Take what we give you.’ Maggie hissed at me.




‘Get on with it. I want to see her humiliated. She is a bitch and ought to be fucked hard!’ 




Balenciaga was determined to do whatever Miss Maggie asked for. I suspect that he would fuck a fox with rabies if it would help him win her approval. I don’t know what she told him, but he was pounding me for twenty minutes straight. Before the two of us realized what happened, she was gone and so was Crystal.

 




◆◆◆

 




Marcel watched Ivy unwrap the box with eager anticipation,  trembling slightly as she opened the wooden lid. Inside, nestled in a bed of tissue paper, was a beautifully crafted dog collar. The collar was made of fine leather, with a gleaming brass buckle. He stared at it for a moment, his eyes widening in surprise. He looked at Ivy.




“What is it?”




“I’ll admit that sometimes you are a bit slow, but don’t fret, I can do the thinking for the both of us,” she said cheerfully. “It is a dog collar. A human-sized dog collar. Do you have some idea who it might fit just perfectly?”




“Is this collar meant for me?” he said in a small voice.




“Okay, women have had to be benevolent to you, males for some time. You demonstrate that males are not very skilled in deciphering the fine hints. Well, I will explain it to you. It is about time we set things straight! You have been groping in the dark for far too long. The affair with the teacher, your service at Catherine Stauton, well, you were searching in the wrong places. Your destiny has finally arrived.”




“Uh, you are right about that I guess, but I just felt so desperately alone and the only girl I have ever wanted fancied herself to be my friend…”




“Au contraire, mon ami! Let me make this intelligible for you. There is only one place you belong from now on and forever... and that’s at my feet.”




He couldn’t believe his ears. His place at her feet? Could this even be true? A wave of emotion washed over Marcel, and he felt a lump form in his throat. “Seriously? You are not in love with Timothy anymore?”




“It is so long ago… I talked to Maggie, and she made me see sense. He is a complete jerk that does not deserve me. He will belong to Maggie, and she will take care of the proper punishment for and a role for him going forward.”




His eyes glistened with unshed tears as he picked up the collar, feeling its smooth, supple texture between his fingers. “So… you want me to be your slave?”




Ivy didn’t respond, she just smiled happily at the collar in his hands. “I have yet to decide on a name, my pet.”




It wasn't just a collar; it was a symbol of the bond he shared with his Ivy. He couldn’t even talk. This gift, so thoughtful and personal, touched him deeply.




“Ivy, dear Ivy!” He dropped to his feet and covered her feet with sweet, a bit too-wet, kisses. His heart swelled with gratitude and affection. How many sleepless nights he longed for her! Ivy was receiving his manifestations of adoration with a kind smile.




”I’ve adored you since time immemorial…” Marcel's smile was wide and genuine, his face radiating happiness when he raised his face to look at her. “...but I always thought you saw me as a mere friend and so, I wouldn’t ever dare to tell you about my feelings. I treasured our friendship too much to risk a misunderstanding. I was devastated when our contact was severed by my foolish affair with Professor Keller.”




“Don’t talk about that now.” Ivy said.




“I know, I know… but I just want you to understand. I guess that it was the desperation of losing your friendship and confidence in me that eventually drove me into the arms of Catherine Stauton.”




“Don’t worry about this now. We have a whole night ahead of us, and a whole life to make it all up between the both of us. You now belong to me and there is nothing to stop your transition into my realm.” 




Marcel thanked her and showered her with words of awe and admiration. But on the inside, he began fearing vengeance from a dark shadow that was forming, elevating a deep sense of guilty disloyalty and it was growing larger and more intrusive every minute.





Chapter 7













Timothy awoke from a groggy stupor on top of a somewhat firm mattress with a thin cover over him. Lying on his back, he slowly opened his eyes. He tried to move his arms but discovered his wrists were tied together. Everything was a blur, but he did remember escaping with Maggie last night. He must have dozed off; but he awoke drowsy as if he had a hangover. No wonder, really, that the events of the past few days finally got to him. He couldn’t tell what time it was; the shabby curtains were drawn closed, and no light was getting in. Slowly, the recollections came back to him.




Maggie had whisked him away in the middle of the night and taken him to a rundown hotel where she brought him upstairs. There had been many opportunities for him to escape, but Maggie held him in the palm of her delicate hand, and they both knew it. Aware of her power over him she was so domineering that all he could do was follow her orders.




When they arrived, she had told him to remove his sissy dress but to leave his bikini bra and panties on.




“That was a close call,” Maggie said, “but we managed to get you out of there. Now it's time for you to rest. I have many things in store for you when you recover some of your strength. You must be thirsty! Take this vitamin water to help you recover.” 




He looked at her, careful not to seek eye contact. He learned the hard way that Dominant Women are like predators, seeking the eye contact is asking for trouble. After he striped his outer garment off, Timothy took the glass from Maggie and was grateful as he gulped it down to quench his thirst. He must have been parched dry thirsty, because he felt himself getting sleepier by the second and could think of nothing else but wanting to lay down on the bed where he was sitting. He could not remember much more after swallowing the drink and figured he must have passed out shortly after.




Now he was coming around, and as he lay on his back, he looked around at the room. He could see cracks that marred the tiles in several places and mold thriving undisturbed in an upper corner. The rhythmic drip of a broken faucet mingled with the deafening roar of a train rattling over an old railway nearby. The sound of clapping heels in the small room next door signaled that Maggie was pacing the room. She was talking on the phone, but her voice was muffled and unintelligible, he could hear she was laughing.




For some time now, Timothy had been enduring Maggie's punishment, which not only matched but surpassed his original offense. After what he had done to her last year, how he molested her in the wine cellar, her retaliation had been unrelenting. In the corner of his mind, he saw she was justified in doing that. Her revenge was harsh, cruel, and completely merciless. And yet, here he was, still bearing her cruelty and scorn. She had saved him from the clutches of Mistress Doll and Catherine Stauton, who were in the process of stripping from him all the ego that made him male. He would also have become the underdog of Randi, who would undoubtedly make him pay with abuse and humiliation for refusing her advances.




If Timothy wasn’t a staunch atheist, he would question God’s sense of humor. The stuff of the wildest, most disturbing visions that haunted his dreams in the last years were materializing out of thin air. His wet dreams about cross-dressing, of wearing women’s underwear were now being used against him. Was he perhaps being punished by providence for his arrogance, ruthlessness, and lack of scruples by the God he didn’t believe in but who existed? Or was he still in the middle of a mind-reprogramming procedure? Perhaps he was still locked in the white tiled cellar room of Catherine Stauton. Perhaps all this was some form of virtual brain training that was working around the clock to fabricate the wildest fantasies with the sole purpose of rewiring his brain to become irrevocably and eternally bound to obey and be subject to Dominant Women. But no… The tight contours of his bondage, the damp smells of mold in the filthy room, the feel of glossy lipstick on his lips, residues of the horrific taste of Randi’s cock in his mouth all of that was too intense, too tangible to be just a fantasy.




Their escape from Catherine Stauton’s Villa was as insane as everything that happened to him in the past week. Timothy couldn’t help but to admire Maggie’s nerve, cunning and presence of mind. She had flirted unashamedly with Randi and left him as a fuck toy for Balenciaga, whom she led to believe would get to serve in the evening as her lover, or at least by eating her pussy. Maggie managed to navigate with Timothy unobserved around the guests in Catherine’s house like a top-notch con artist and took him away in her mother’s car. There were several moments in which he could have legged it. His cock was no longer caged, he was faster, much stronger than her, but for some reason he didn’t even dare to think about it. And now here he was with hands tied and feeling naked laying on the bed, waiting for whatever she fancied to do with him.




Timothy was still lightheaded but had the strong urge to pee. He looked around the room for a bathroom and when he saw light leaking out from another partially opened door, he decided to get up and walk over to it, since his feet were not tied. As he began to move from under of the bed cover, he sensed that his skin was very tender, kind of painful and itchy. As he moved in semi-darkness, with half opened eyes, he felt like he was naked, but noticed the outlines of last night’s humiliating bikini swimsuit on his chest and around his waist.




“Funny, I don’t remember the bikini being this light in color?” When he entered the ugly harsh light of the bathroom he gasped deeply and then shrieked loudly,” Oh, My God”!




As he stood frozen in the mirror in the bathroom, he heard Maggie open the door to exit the other room and say into the phone, “I’ll call you back in a minute.”




As she walked over, Maggie put her hands up to cover her mouth and started laughing in a gleeful condescending tone. “Oh my God is right! You could not have turned out more perfectly. You are adorable and so branded now. You remind me of those Brazilian trannies that have no shame and wear it with pride.”




“What... what happened to me?”




“Well sexy gurl, remember when I told you to keep your bikini on last night? While you were knocked out from the mickey that I put in the vitamin water, I took the liberty of bringing the beach to you. I stretched you out on the bed and placed a tanning panel lamp above you. I had to guess at the duration of time to bake you, but I think this pink sunburn on your skin is both becoming and an appropriate punishment for a bitch boy like you being trained to accept her destiny. You were a bit of a struggle to flip over, but it was worth it to give you bathing suit tan lines, oops I mean burn lines, on both sides of your body! I took the liberty of cutting your swimsuit off after I was done. Sorry about that, but naked is cute! Now, you are physically branded as my sissy slave, and you can’t hide it from anyone. Oh, the humiliation I can see in your face is so delicious for me. I bet you can’t believe it. Now, you can’t hide from what you are, little sissy Crystal.”




Timothy stood looking in the mirror in horror. The shape of bikini breast cup lines stretched across his unburned white skin chest. In the center of the white breast shaped ovals were his nipples... and because of the effect of the female HRT, his breasts were starting to look puffy, more feminine like small tits and not like male pecs. The same humiliating branding was consistent in his crotch area. His cock was hanging down, but it was framed inside of perfectly symmetrical white triangle at the groin.




Maggie could not only see his front side in the mirror, but as she stared at the back of his completely pink body, she started giggling at the crisscross tan lines of the bikini bra straps and the T-shape left by the thong strap waist band just above his pink but cheeks.




 “Turn around Crystal, so I can see your front side better.” As he did, she could not hold back her cutting words of humiliation from him. “Well, it looks like female HRT is starting to help you to get those breasts that real sissies desire. And look down there too, sissy Timmie. I swear your cock was quite a bit larger the last time I saw it in the wine cellar, when you made me suck it. Looks like HRT is really having its way with you. In no time at all, you’ll be so proud of your shrunken limp clitty and deliriously happy that your fantasy has become reality. You will look so cool at the place I’m taking you right now!”







◆◆◆




As the evening unfolded, Marcel couldn’t help but be enchanted by the ambiance of the chapel-turned-hunting lodge. The flickering light from the antique sconces cast dancing shadows on the ancient stone walls, each carved figure and relief coming alive in the wavering glow. The scent of aged wood and stone mingled with the faint aroma of old wine, creating a heady, nostalgic atmosphere that seemed to wrap around him like a warm, comforting blanket. The musty, earthy scent of the cave walls was mixed with the rich, leathery aroma of the antique furniture.




“From now on, you will call me Goddess,” said Ivy as pulled herself up, now sitting straight and elegant with her legs crossed. Her tone was all changed. It was no longer sweet and gentle. The tenor unmistakably signaled that she had entered her Dominant zone and Marcel was therefore bound to obey.




“Yes, Goddess,” Marcel said. Using the title worked like a spell. It sufficed to pronounce it just once and a feeling of profound change was filling his body with the warmth and ease like downing a double shot of the finest whiskey. He instinctively lowered himself to his knees in one smooth motion.




“Now, show me your adoration. I want to see you completely devoted to me, and me only,” said Ivy, and she made herself comfortable on the peculiar couch, its legs made of antlers. “You will tenderly massage my legs and cover every inch of my skin with caresses.”




She watched him and felt powerfully feminine, as his trembling hands and jittery lips slowly started to provide pleasure to her feet, while gradually moving up her calves and thighs towards her knees. He wouldn’t dare to get any higher without direct encouragement, and even then, he would feel trepidation. He had been trained not to take privileges. Doing for real, what he dreamed about for so long, made his head spin. His hands moved gently along her strong legs, fingertips gliding over her smooth, warm skin. He traced the curves of her calves, feeling the subtle rise and fall of muscle beneath his touch. The fine hairs on her legs tickled his palms as he continued upwards, savoring the softness and the way her skin seemed to respond to his touch, a slight shiver running through her. Each caress was slow and deliberate, his touch both tender and exploring, as if he were committing every inch to memory. The warmth of her body, the silky texture of her skin, and the subtle scent of her lotion created a sensory experience that was both intoxicating and deeply intimate.




“Take off your clothes. Now.” Ivy said when she had enjoyed enough of the sensual caressing. There was a wetness rising between her legs as she savored the ease with which Marcel submitted to her control.




“Uh… Uh, Goddess” he said. “There is something that - “




“Never answer a command from your Goddess with a comment or a question... you are to simply DO!” she said and slightly frowned. He didn’t dare to say anything more. She watched him pull his t-shirt over his head. He felt an intense bout of embarrassment and color was rising to his cheeks like fire. He was used to being naked in front of Mistress Catherine, but Ivy? That was an entirely different matter. He felt like a virgin maiden of the Victorian era, mortified to show an inch of skin above her ankle.




She measured him with an expression that did not disclose whether she was pleased with what she saw. “Yes, the trousers too,” Ivy said calmly when she saw him hesitate. He slowly pulled his trousers down. 




“And the boxers,” she said without a hint of a smile. Her change of attitude was a bit frightening to the shy Marcel, but at the same time, it was very arousing. He was descending quickly into a mindset of unquestioning submission.




Yet, he was conflicted with the fear of an obligation that restrained him physically and afraid of losing Ivy due to it. He knelt forward and prostrated himself on the floor, face down, with his hands stretched forward. 




“I beg you, Goddess. May I please speak?”




“Yes, this time you may speak.”




“There is one thing that I was trying to tell you.” He said in a small voice when he slowly began to stand and then roll down his shorts. Ivy’s eyes glided down to his crotch, where the full metal chastity cage glistened.




“I was trying to tell you...”




“Did you?!” she said. “Well, this puts a hole into an otherwise perfect plan. Now I need to send you packing right back to Catherine Stauton.”




“Oh, please don’t! We need to find some other way, I cannot go back to her, not after we finally…”




Ivy laughed. “Dear Marcel, do you think I’m such a fool? Do you think I didn’t know that you wear a chastity cage as a gift of sacrifice? In fact, this can make it so much more fun. I never before had the opportunity to explore chastity, how it makes a male’s mind more compliant and obedient... and I find it positively interesting.”




“But…” Marcel was flabbergasted by her lack of concern, “...you do not own the key and all the cages have GPS trackers. What if Catherine appears at the door of this place?”




"Oh, I hadn't thought of that!" she said with a wink, feigning concern. She toyed with the neckline of her dress. He finally noticed a delicate chain around her neck. The tiny key glistened as she drew it out from her cleavage.




“How?” Marcel breathed. In the universe he inhabited Catherine Stauton was the ruler of fates of all. He couldn’t believe she would have let Ivy take the key from her possessions. She considered him to be just that - her property.




“That is a story for another day. Now let’s put all that aside. Kneel in front of me and put the palms of your hands behind your head. Pull your arms wide apart and raise your chin up, head back. With eyes cast down, let me hear you speak of adoration for me. Prove your worthiness to be with me. Express your fealty, slave.”




Marcel barely hesitated, as he gathered thoughts that were already well formed in his mind.




“Goddess Ivy, I devote my being to serving Your Female Authority. I relinquish my free choice and welcome my destiny at Your feet. I have suffered silently for years, burdened with the unrequited attention of Your superiority. That painful longing has bred me to be the servant of Your needs... without any expectations or reciprocation.

Goddess Ivy, You are my Queen. I will be Your loyal knight, obediently serving as Your protector. No harm will come to You. I will want nothing but Your contentment, comfort and pleasure. I pledge my life and honor to You on this night and all the nights to come."




She took the leather collar and with festivity reminiscent of the Catholic ceremony of holy communion, she put the collar around his neck. Marcel felt the warmness of the leather snuggly hugging his neck and it felt the most natural thing. 




“Come now, my slave, your time is here to show me, what you learned from the Supreme Ms. Catherine Stauton,” as she snapped a leather leash to the ring, and he followed her.

 

◆◆◆

 

The clock in Catherine Stauton’s office struck twelve, its deep, resonant chimes echoing through the room. The clock, a magnificent antique with intricate brass details and an ornate wooden casing, commanded attention. As the first chime rang out, a hush fell over the room, and everyone paused to watch and listen.




The first person to break the silence was Victoria. “I just can’t see why we don’t pursue them. Judging from the position of the car, they are hiding somewhere in the woods,” Victoria said, showing the location on the map and zooming in on the blinking red spot on her phone that marked her car.




“Well, I have a more elegant solution,” came the reply from Catherine.




“What on earth do you mean by that?” Victoria asked, staring.




“First, let me ask you something. How is Maggie’s application to the London School of Economics going?”




“Excuse me? What does that have to do with our situation?”




“Well, I dare say that your answer can help us solve our problem.”




“I hate you being so mysterious all the time! Well, we are anxiously awaiting a reply. Maggie applied to the International Politics section. She is extremely interested in going to London after the summer break. She is very driven young woman.”




“I thought as much.” Catherine said with a smile. “Ah! Speaking of the devil…”




A servant in a latex butler costume arrived with a white little envelope on a silver tray.




“What, you keep a butler too?” Victoria said incredulously, eyeing the apparent parody of a butler with the barely concealed expression silently shouting ‘tasteless’.




“Nothing so classy as the ways of the old English landed gentry,” Catherine smiled. “Well, let’s see if my strategy works out. She took the envelope and opened it.








Chapter 8













The doors had opened. “Fix your hair and makeup, we are going out,” Maggie said to Timothy, who was shunned into the bathroom to have a quick shower. She threw him her cosmetics bag, popping into her mouth a pink chewing gum. She had changed into party clothes, wearing a glittering top that sparkled under the light. "Ivy lent me this, and I must say, it looks quite cool. Why are you staring at me like that?”




“You want me to go out like this?” he asked.




“Yeah,” she said carelessly and blew a large bubble. He was reading her body language, and she was showing him a blatant disregard for his feelings or opinions.




 “I-I-I can’t go out dressed like this, with the makeup and all!” Timothy stammered, gesturing to his face and shooting glances toward the mirror that reflected his pitiable visage.




"I don’t recall asking for your opinion, sissy bitch.” she approached him and slapped his cheek. He wasn’t shocked by that anymore; this came as a natural part of their relationship dynamics. 




“Let’s recapitulate some basic rules. You are not allowed to speak unless I permit you. You will address me as Mistress Maggie. I am now your Owner and Mistress and I decide if you wear your sissy costume or not. You will either endure all of my kinky experiments, or I will return you to Catherine Stauton. You know as well as I do that you are much better off in my hands than hers…” 




She approached him and unlocked the handcuffs she stole in the house of Mrs. Staunton. "And no, you will not go out like this. You need to fix your makeup and hair. You look horrible. I have a costume ready for you, much better suited to the situation. Come on, girl. Ivy lent me this dress; she thinks it should fit you." 




Maggie held up a stunning, ribbed fabric party dress, its shimmering material catching the light, designed to hug every curve and highlight the wearer's figure with an elegant and alluring silhouette. Timothy’s jaw dropped. Escaping from Catherine Stauton with Maggie, he wasn’t aware of what he was getting himself into. At the moment, just the luck of slipping out of the house unobserved and having his cock no longer in the piranha cage felt like the biggest luck under the sun. The events at the wellness center of the Stauton villa should have warned him. Maggie's transformation from a rosy-cheeked maiden into a Dominant Lady was happening right in front of his eyes. It was like watching a timelapse video of a gentle sprout turning into a carnivorous plant. He was just like a fly caught in the deep, pitcher-shaped leaves, locked in the jaws, all resistance melting away with the effect of her pheromones. The innocence he once exploited had swiftly given way to a commanding presence, her demeanor now imbued with authority and control. Even compared to the Maggie he learned to know at the birthday party, where she and the gang of schoolgirls ridiculed and humiliated him was nothing, compared to how she turned out now. She was quickly morphing into the ruthless, dangerous Goddess that elicited fear and admiration. 




And yet, the original Timothy Stauton was buried deep within him, from time to time trying to regain control. His fear and defiance erupted in an indignant exclamation: “I don't want to walk outside like this. What if someone recognizes me in the ridiculous clothes?”




“Oh, I would like that very much!” She said like a child saying yes to a cone of ice cream, clearly putting an end to his ideas of controlling the situation.




“You made a dire mistake by singling me out back then for your abuse. I guess you see that now. Next time, you won’t play with fire, will you?” 




Maggie grinned mischievously as she watched Timothy hesitantly emerge from the bathroom, now shaved, wig on, wearing full makeup with mascara and lip gloss, and dressed in his shiny party dress.




“But then again, I don’t see a next time in your future, now that you’re in my power. You look gorgeous; I’m sure all the guys we meet on our stroll outside will agree!” Maggie, in her glittering top and skinny jeans, looked fresh and ready to party all night.




“Curious where we’re going, aren’t you? Well, you’ll just have to be patient and put all your trust in me.”




Maggie checked her phone, and he could tell by the way she used two fingers that she was zooming in on a map. “Ah, there it is. It will take us ten minutes to get there, so let’s get going my cute sissy.”




As Timothy and Maggie stepped out onto the bustling city street, he couldn't help but feel a wave of apprehension wash over him. What if someone he knew saw him? Dressed in a party dress and in high heels, he stood out conspicuously among the sea of pedestrians, tall as he was. The city was alive with activity, neon lights casting a surreal glow over the throngs of people hurrying past.




Timothy noticed how heads turned, and eyes lingered on him as they walked. Although he had some practice wearing heels, his step on the irregular pavement was still unsure. Some passersby stared openly, their humiliating expressions ranging from amusement to pathetic disgust. A group of teenagers giggled as they passed by, pointing at him and whispering among themselves. Timothy felt exposed, his cheeks burning with embarrassment, yet there was a strange thrill in the attention, however unwanted it seemed.




Maggie, beside him in her glittering top and stylish jeans, seemed unaffected by the stares, confidently leading him through the crowd with a mischievous grin. Her assurance offered him some comfort, reminding him that this was all part of her elaborate plan. Soon maybe, his life would get back to somewhat normal. But, despite his discomfort, Timothy couldn't deny the thrill of being unknown and out in the open, experiencing the city in a way he never had before.




“Mistress!” he finally remembered to address her correctly, “You already forced me to give a blowjob to a shemale. Isn't that enough revenge?” 




Maggie pulled up her most devilish smile. “Not even close.




◆◆◆







Ivy led the way towards a second chamber in the back. Marcel trailed along with head bowed on the end of her leash. Ivy placed a key in the lock and opened the heavy wooden door. Upon entering Ivy reached on the wall for the light switch and when she turned it on, a dimly lit chandelier came alive, imparting a sense of candle glow into the room and illuminating this sumptuous space for their eyes. On the back wall of the room was an oversized poster bed with a canopy raised high off the floor it looked incredibly soft and sexy. Covered with a billowy blanket, the pillows were propped up on the back of the bed. Marcel had never seen a bed that looked more inviting. As Ivy pulled him further into the room Marcel noticed the wall to the right had a slightly recessed alcove, and if his eyes did not deceive him, in the dimly lit alcove he could see a series of canes and whips along with leather restraints hanging from the wall. There was also a bench, more like a horse, that Marcel was familiar with. Several times Catherine had laid him down on his chest, strapping his arms to the legs of the horse along with his knees and caning his bare ass. Those were times when she was not particularly pleased with his behavior.




At the foot of the bed was a kneeling stand, which also had iron rings on the side where the wrists would rest. To the left of the room was a neatly carved and cushioned throne that was imposing. In front of this throne seat was an oversized footstool more like a hassock that apparently allowed the user to stretch her legs out and recline with additional comfort on the throne. Across the stone floor in front of the throne were thin pillows, apparently to accommodate a servant who might be kneeling in front of the throne. Between the throne and the bed there was a wide space and in the center of it was a portal with a curved top archway. Marcel had never seen anything quite as sumptuous and mysterious at the same time.




Ivy turned to the left toward the throne and proceeded forward. Marcel could hear her humming a familiar song that he recognized but couldn't quite place. It was only when he heard her singing the altered words of the song title that he recognized it as a Tom Petty song. Ivy sang it quietly in a very happy and musically whimsical style.







It's good to be Queen and have your own world,




It helps to make friends, it's good to rule boys




A sweet little slave who won’t run away,




It's good to be Queen, whatever I say







When she was done, she chuckled. “I love making up words in a song that are more appropriate to the situation. Don't you find it entertaining?” Marcel was speechless that Ivy could sing so well and make the melody hypnotic. He could not get it out of his head. It was like a spell had been cast over him.




When she got to the throne, she settled in position and placed the leash handle on a hook near the corner of the throne. She pointed with her fingers to the floor where the pillows were and indicated for Marcel to kneel there.




“It's time I explain some things to you about how I expect it to be, if you intend to follow through on your vow to me. Your words before were what I was hoping to hear, and I welcome them. But it's important that you also hear my expectations, if you are to excel at satisfying me.”




Ivy looked at Marcel, her head tipping in a quizzically condescending manner, asking him with her eyes if he was paying attention and wanted to know more about more about how to please her.




“Pardon me, Goddess Ivy. Please instruct me.”




“This is what I expect from you. This will be your regimen... but you are never to let it become routine. Each day you are to thank me for allowing your service. Express enthusiasm and gratefulness for each task I set before you. Anticipate my needs as you become more familiar with my habits. Do not hesitate to cease what you are doing and come quickly when I call you. Your honesty is a sacred promise to me. You will not hide any disobedience, should you stray from your rules. You will admit when you fail at a task. You will provide me a weekly report card on your performance, with an honest assessment of where you could improve, and if punishment is deserved. Whenever I deem it, you will willingly accept whatever punishment I desire to inflict on you... and if you ever deceive me, you will suffer mercilessly for my disappointment. Respond to my requests with haste, but never use that as an excuse to perform inadequately... I will tell you to do it again if you do. It doesn’t matter if you are polishing my leather boots, serving tea or making my dinner. And on that point, I want you to aspire to better things than burgers. You will be trained in the culinary arts to skillfully prepare my daily meals. I expect you to maintain my residence. You are to clean, vacuum, do laundry and ensure that my household is in order. You are to run my errands at the store as needed for my personal needs and those of the household. When I am busy and leave something in disarray, you are to put it back in the proper state of order. When I have guests visiting, you are to make sure that our needs are taken care of, and that they are impressed with the hospitality. That said, tonight, there will be several tests of you to determine if you will also reside in my residence. I hope for your sake you pass them. That is the beginning. There will be more. Did I make myself clear?”




Without hesitation, Marcel responded, “Yes Goddess Ivy. I am committed to your service, comfort and pleasure.”




 “Wonderful Marcel. I think we will get along splendidly. Now massage my feet, while I reveal a bit more about what I am thinking for you. I have several challenges to put you through this evening.”




Marcel reached forward from his kneeling position and gently wrapped his hands around Ivy’s ankles. He moved slowly into the fleshier parts of her arch effortlessly. He had a tender strength to his touch that caused Ivy to exhale, and the stress flowed out of her body as she did. She mused to herself, “Yes, if he keeps this up, we will get along splendidly indeed!”




“That’s well done. Good boy Marcel. Move up to my calves and thighs. I am going to take a short nap to refresh myself. But restrain your male instincts as you near the place of my divine femininity. When I am done, I’ll need your cooperation to demonstrate your sincerity.”




As Ivy dozed off into a short relaxing meditation, she made her plans for the next steps in completing the ownership ritual that would psychologically bond Marcel’s submission to her.




The first test would be to expose some secrets about what he feared for himself. She needed to replace any personal sense of vulnerability and install a sense of trust in this FLR that she knows best for him. The second test would be to see if he could suffer for her, selflessly accepting it, when it pleased her. The third step would be to mindfuck him deeper into devotion by being both a cruel and unpredictability benevolent Mistress.




Ivy awoke from her blissful relaxation still feeling Marcel’s hands on her calves. She yawned slightly and instructed Marcel to bring her a glass of champagne from the ice bucket on the counter as she sat up in the throne. Marcel returned with the glass holding it with both hands to serve it to her. “Thank you, slave,”




I would like you to kneel before me and reveal something about yourself. There will be other times when we do this exercise, but for right now, I want you to talk to me about your experience with your Mistress Catherine. It is my understanding that you've been trained very well and she prized you dearly for entertaining her and satisfying her carnal needs. No doubt she can probably be very cruel at times. I am sure I have a lot to learn from your experience with her.




Slave, tell me about your least favorite moments with Catherine. I'm not asking for your complaints. I want you to tell me what you most feared when mistress Catherine was having her way with you. Were there times when you questioned your role as her submissive?”




Marcel was taken aback by the question, and he was afraid of the answer. He shuddered a bit. There were times with Mistress Catherine that popped into his head, which he had forgotten about. He wanted to hide from the answer. But the words of Goddess Ivy kept ringing through his head. She had told him about her expectations of loyalty. She was very specific about honesty. It was a sacred promise that she expected from him. He was compelled to act with integrity, just as a knight should. Marcel swallowed his fear and exposed his vulnerability before his Queen.




“Mistress Catherine often told me that I was her property, and she had no plans to release me from my servitude to her. That I would never have an exit. She made me wear a collar around my neck that marked me as her property. I had to be very careful with others that they didn't inquire about it. I was always fearful of exposing it accidentally and having to answer questions... Several times she threatened to make it permanent, so I could never take it off. I don’t know why, but whenever she threatened me like that, I worked twice as hard to l please her. I think that, maybe subconsciously, I wanted the permanence of being marked with her collar. Feeling that more bound with a deep sense of being owned. I never got that.”




Ivy smiled gently towards Marcel. She was pleased with his emotional confession. She had just begun probing him as part of her planned ritual, and it had yielded a rich prize for her, much more than she had expected with her first foray into the mind of Marcel’s inner workings. She knew what she would do this evening, sooner than she ever expected, and could not have been more thrilled. Just the thought of owning Marcel and how he would react, caused her vagina to become wet with the prospect of sexual power. He was passing the test with flying colors. 




“Well, I accept your demonstration of honest fealty for your Queen. That is the mark of a loyal knight.”




Marcel felt at ease and pleased that Ivy was proud of him. It was easy to do. It seemed the more he followed Ivy’s direction the happier he always ended up being! She is often so right about knowing me and leads me to places I never knew I should be, he thought.




“Marcel, I have a second test for you, and it may not be as easy. But your trust in me has not failed you, so keep in mind that I am a good thing for you. It will steady your courage.”




Marcel’s brain clicked with awareness of an old observation he well understood. It was clear that Ivy had the power of those powerful women who can read male’s minds. “She knew what I was thinking”, he thought to himself, “she is a special Domme, meant to lead.”




“Go over to the alcove Marcel. Kneel on the spanking bench.”




Ivy followed Marcel over and after he straddled the spanking bench, Ivy attached wrist cuffs to his arms and secured straps around his thighs and calves to secure him in place. Ivy then wrapped a leather strap around his waist. He was completely immobilized, with his torso and limbs securely strapped to the bench. There was no going anywhere.




As he lay there secured to the horse, he noticed a burning fire, a rimmed vessel on a stone shelf to his right. It was the only light and it cast shadows in the alcove enclosure. It was glowing with embers and lent a ritualistic hue of amber to the lighting against the stone cellar walls.




Ivy stepped in front of him. The front of the spanking bench was elevated up at a slight 30° angle, so that as he looked forward, he was able to look into Ivy's eyes.




“The time has come for your transformation ritual. I dare say that these next few moments will be the harshest part of the evening for you. Take comfort in knowing that as we bond in this shared experience of your sacrifice to me, I will be experiencing the erotic pleasure of wielding my power over you. It turns me on to accept your gift and my wet pussy awaits you when you emerge transformed.

 This is my gift to you. I will own you. I will mark you with my sole ownership. It was clear from your confession earlier that you desire be possessed under female authority. You naturally serve better when ownership is permanent. I am your destiny realized. Now, you are my slave. I have also decided to accept you as my knight in training. Your new name will be “Squire”. You will attain full knighthood when you have proven your vows, devotion and integrity to me alone. Shortly I will mark you to own you. Don’t disappoint my confidence in your abilities to serve me."




Marcel was fearful, trembling and trusting at the same time, glad that Ivy was there with him. Ivy caressed the sides of his head with her palms, her nails gently scratched the hair on his temples. 




“Be brave Squire. I believe in you. Know that your screams please and excite me.”




From underneath the horse Ivy pulled out a black ball gag. She pushed it into Squires mouth, reached around and fastened the straps tightly, so that the silicone ball was securely in place and squelched any sound from his mouth.




“My mother, Patricia, passed a gift along to me through your former Mistress Catherine. It was something she had made for me well before I knew my true nature. But back then, she did. She personalized it with my initials. She left instructions for me to use it with the right male slave, the one that was my destiny. Her note said that ‘I would know’.




 “Squire...” Ivy looked into his eyes with conviction and certainty, that all things were as they should be, “we are here today, because... I know.”




Marcel lay still. Ivy stepped over to the fire and pulled a rod from the flames. It was glowing and had a filigreed ornamental end. It was the diameter of a poker chip and the lacy filigree with stylized capital letters spelled ‘GI’.




“My mother had this made for me knowing someday I would become ‘Goddess Ivy’. She knew I would want to brand ownership of my possessions. Now I know.”




Marcels eyes bulged in his face as Ivy strode behind him and stood beside his haunches. She did not prolong the anxiety and pushed the hot branding iron against the side of his ass cheek. The agony of searing pain quickly replaced any spinning confusion in Marcels head. It lasted 2-3 seconds but to Marcel it seemed that time had stopped. His muffled scream lasted longer before it dissipated into a simple moan.




Ivy placed the branding iron on the shelf and walked to face her slave. She removed his gag and looked into his watery eyes.




“You were very brave Squire and have earned a place in my bed this evening. Come with me and let us consecrate your transformation. I am in trembling in sexual heat from sharing your selfless sacrifice. I want you to fill my wet cunt. Give me your saber, Squire. I want to feel you split me open and plunge it deep inside me. Take your revenge with pounding angry thrusts. Thrust in and out of my pussy until you scream and shiver in the ecstasy Release your cum into me so I can consume more of you. I own you, every piece of everything you are. Come with me to my bed now and consummate our ritual. Use what you have learned from your past training to please your Queen. I surrender my body to you to worship, so that you may elevate my senses and drive me through timeless layers of pleasure and orgiastic bliss.”







◆◆◆




Late at night in the luxurious villa, three women sat in an opulent office filled with the scent of polished wood. The room was lined with dark wood bookshelves, filled with leather-bound volumes that seemed to absorb the soft glow of the antique lamps. The rich aroma of scotch mingled with the scent of old books, creating a heady, nostalgic atmosphere. But the women, at least two of them didn’t seem in the mood to relish the nostalgia, one of them was pacing the room and the other looked very wired.




"What are we waiting for then? I just received the coordinates of my car from the company. We can go and find Maggie and Timothy very quickly," said Victoria. She leaned forward, gripping her phone tightly. "They're just a few miles outside the city, hiding in the woods. Let's bring them back!"




"Yeah, let's go get them!" Deborah exclaimed, springing energetically to her feet, ready to dash out the door. The texture of the plush red couch left an imprint on the back of her thighs as she stood up in her short dress.




Catherine remained seated in the leather chair behind her antique mahogany desk, unmoving. The soft creak of the chair's leather was the only sound as she leaned back. "Do you think Maggie is that naive? Do you honestly believe she wouldn't anticipate that we might track them? She knows it's quite easy these days to trace a car. She deliberately misled us to throw us off. I just received additional information that the car was spotted in the city center, driven by Ivy. She's also involved in this conspiracy."




"What?!" everyone exclaimed at the same time, including Randi, who usually adhered to the command not to speak unless encouraged by a Lady.




"Uh… well, I feel like a failure that my daughter decided to steal your slave and servant, Catherine. But Ivy? I thought her such an innocent soul…" Victoria said.




"Well, that Hansen bitch boy isn't Maggie’s or Catherine's servant; he is mine," Mistress Doll glared at her. "Catherine promised. There's a contract between us stating she must give him to me! I need—no, I must exact my revenge on him. I was only getting started with his punishment at SLCC during his sissy maid conversion regimen. He didn’t have a clue who I was. I particularly enjoyed giving him his female HRT and innocently telling him they were just vitamins. Do you know what he did to me, Victoria?"




"I do, yes."




"He disgraced me, destroyed my reputation. I lost my job as a teacher because of his spying. He ruined my life, and he needs to suffer for it. Catherine, you made a promise, and you must fulfill it!" Deborah was pacing the room again like a caged lioness captured in the wild, her steps muffled by the thick Persian rug that covered the floor.




"Dear Doll, I will deliver on my promise. You won’t be denied your rightful revenge. Just be patient," Catherine said soothingly, her eyes calm as she watched Deborah. The firelight flickered, casting shadows that danced on the walls, adding to the room's already intense atmosphere.




"Always patient... I'm sick of this. I already had him in my grasp, now I need to start the reprogramming again..." Deborah muttered under her breath, glaring at Victoria, whom she blamed for what had happened because she raised Maggie.




"What about Ivy? How did she get involved in this?" Victoria turned to Catherine, attempting to change the subject and give Deborah a chance to temper her passionate nature. "You seem so calm! Aren't you feeling betrayed that Ivy helped Maggie escape?"




“Not at all. In fact, this is all going precisely as I planned it. Admittedly, I assumed that the ownership transfer would happen under my supervision. After all, I was conditioning Marcel to become the ideal slave for Ivy. I was programming his mind to be loyal, obedient, submissive and eternally grateful to her. It was going to be my gift to her, a gift to Patricia’s daughter.”




“Sometime soon everything will fall into place, I feel it, and my gut feeling is never wrong. Let’s sit together and toast to the future.” Victoria reluctantly sat down to a chair, but she was sitting on its edge. “Even you, Doll.” she pointed at Deborah. “Come and sit with me.” Deborah too sat down, but she looked sour. “We can stay away all night and talk about the old times. Something tells me that the events of the past need to be opened once more, so that all of us get the comfort of absolution. In the morning when the sun comes up, the resolution will offer itself to us. Cheers. To Patricia.”




“Patricia...” Victoria looked out of the window and for a moment her eyes glistened. “I guess I will never forgive myself…” she sighed heavily and for a few moments she intently stared into her glass in the vain effort to stop her eyes from tearing. “Do you still keep Oliver as a slave?” She asked, carefully tapping her make upped eyes with handkerchief.




“Well, it was one of the stipulations in her will and testament; That I would take care of the training of her husband, and then, when the time comes, I would teach Ivy how to become a Dominant Lady.”




“Of course. I could never look him in the eye again, I feel so miserable.” Victoria said, her voice quieter now, almost drowned out by the ticking of the old-fashioned clock on the wall.




“Anyway, I’m sure you will be pleased to learn that Ivy has made great progress. She has already adopted the key Femdom principles into her manner and outlook, and I have no doubt that she will turn out to be an incredible Domme.” Catherine said, trying to cheer Victoria up. “You ask if I feel resentful about her taking Marcel. Not really. I’m actually pretty impressed that she decided to take that action into her hands and claim what she sensed would be rightfully hers. The truth be told, I did lead her on about such a prospect during my Domme training consultations with her. This shows true agency and female authority to a place claim on her slave rather than meekly wait for him.”




“It is not always right to think that something is rightfully yours and act against the interest of the other person. Do you remember the summer many years ago when the accident happened?”




“How could one forget.” Deborah said. It feels like yesterday. “Curious how the memory keeps the emotionally charged moments so vivid in our mind.”




“I guess the time has come to fix a thing or two between us. It is many years since the three of us lost all contact.” Victoria sighed, and it was obvious that just saying this took great effort. “Every year that elapsed made me feel worse and worse. I was just using my job to keep all the guilty thoughts at bay. Staying very busy was doing the trick, but I suppose that I was not making enough time for Maggie… And the result? She was molested by the bastard when I was busy at some fucking journalist conference.”




“We were willing to mend things, but you chose to sever all ties between us," said Catherine gently. “I stayed in touch with Deborah over the years, and when she reached out to me in a time of need, I immediately took her into my home, found her suitable employment, and shielded her from the media storm after the school affair. I would give you all the support you would need like a single mother and a busy professional. You would never be alone.”




“I know, but it all became too much for me to bear. I had to pretend nothing had happened. I decided to change my name so that nothing would remind me of what I had done. I need another glass of scotch. I buried all of that deep within my soul; otherwise, Patricia would haunt me.”




“Just the fact that your conscience keeps you so penitent and remorseful is enough for me. Your offense is your punishment. I considered myself Patricia’s best friend, so I feel entitled to offer you absolution if you feel you need it,” said Deborah, somewhat soothed by Victoria’s self-reflection as she too sat down. “Oliver should have his say of course… but I guess that he has forgiven you long ago.”

“Hey, servant. Isn’t this the time you said something too?”




Suddenly, the servant that was taking care of the drinks and who was wearing a hood. stood up and took off the hood.




“Mistress Ellen.” he bowed his head low.




“Oh, Christ… I-I-I, you should have told me…” Victoria pinched the bridge of her nose, overpowered with emotion.




“Oliver. I have no words. You lost your wife over my selfishness. I will never forgive myself that I caused Ivy to lose her mother.”




“I have forgiven you long ago, Mistress. Now it is up to Ivy to forgive you, but she is a kind girl with a large heart.”




“That will do, Oliver. Now, leave us alone. We want to talk in private.” Oliver, contrary to rules established a long, frank eye contact with Victoria and was gone.




"Oliver’s forgiveness means a lot. Now please let me talk about it; it has been so long, and I feel that putting my cards on the table might finally heal my soul.” said Victoria.




“Of course. We have a whole night ahead of us.”




“Now you, Randi. Miss Maggie advocated for you in her letter, but I’m not at all sure if I should keep you in my service after such a spectacular failure! Seems my confidence in you was completely unfounded. Surely, I knew that your sex addiction makes you sometimes vulnerable to erotic temptation, but I would never believe that you could so blatantly violate your rules of conduct!” said Catherine sternly. “Go now and think in your room about what you did that dishonored me. I don’t even have the will right now to devise any punishment.” Randi arose from her chair. She knew this was no longer the time to apologize and beg and so she silently crawled on all fours out of the room like a dog, beaten after he destroyed his owner's favorite boots.




“You see, the time when Ivy and Maggie will need to learn the truth is getting near. Questions will inevitably arise that I must truthfully answer. This weighs heavily on my heart. I always tried to be a good role model for my girl, and this... this history paints a negative picture of me and my character. Perhaps if I succeed to get Maggie’s and Ivy’s forgiveness as well, my soul will finally find peace.”




“People change. I suppose that after the initial shock they will understand. They will lose something, but they in turn will gain something very valuable too.” Catherine said.




“I was such a willful, obstinate, and selfish girl back then.” Victoria sighed and uncomfortably fidgeted in her seat. ”I fell for Oliver, and at that moment, all that seemed to matter was to have him, no matter the cost. After all, it was me who brought him into the house,” Victoria paused to take a sip of her drink and then continued. “I invented the Correctional Facility. I was in charge, at the top of the hierarchy, I guess it got into my head. Feeling on top of the world made me ruthless and inconsiderate.” Victoria took a deep breath, glancing around the room before continuing. “Oliver was very handsome, the most handsome guy I have ever met. He was accepted as a slave who was supposed to be shared equally among us, Ladies. But I felt that I had the right to claim whoever took my fancy and that my position entitled me to have the best boys for myself.”




Victoria paused again, her fingers fidgeting with the hem of her sleeve. “My ego couldn’t stomach that a servant I brought into my house, who I instantaneously singled out and, in my perspective, belonged to me, fell in love with another girl. Patricia was a freshman, just learning the ways, and she immediately won his heart. I felt disgraced, and my self-confidence back then was much less stable than I pretended it to be. I felt the rage of a shrew, and when they began to form a full-blown relationship, I put in all the intrigue, all my seductive skills to take him away from her.” Victoria sighed, her eyes reflecting a mixture of regret and sorrow.




“Yes, I remember how livid you had been when you found out that they eloped together. Doesn’t it remind you of something? Well, but then you, as you say, used your seductive skills and lured Oliver from Patricia. But Patricia was heavily invested in the relationship. When she learned that you had actually made plans to marry Oliver to make sure he would stay yours, the agitation of this betrayal caused her to have that accident in the car.”




“Yes. But Oliver ran away from the altar. After all his regard for me was only based on my erotic spell and mindfuck games, and so he rushed back to Patricia the instant he learned about the terrible thing. He stayed at her side and nursed her out of her heavy injuries. Their bond was stronger than ever! Everything blew right up into my face. But Patricia never fully recuperated from the effects of the accident and died six years later from some minor infection, leaving behind young Ivy.” Victoria yet again seemed to struggle with tears. “It feels good to say it out loud…”




“You will have a chance to say that to Ivy and Maggie too,” said Catherine gently. “They will be shattered, of course, but the implications of the old history will sweep them off their feet and the joy of sisterhood will soon replace any resentment they may feel,” said Catherine.








Chapter 9













Timothy and Maggie approached the venue. “This is it!” Maggie pointed to the name "Luna Lounge" flashing in bright, alternating colors. The exterior of the club was an electric riot of neon lights. The muffled thump of bass-heavy music pulsed through the walls and vibrated right through Timothy’s ribs into the core of his body.




“By entering in, you will pass a point of no return.” Timothy didn’t dare to ask her what she meant, he felt his legs are carrying him forward as if he was an automaton, a bizarre artificial doll with rickety legs moving by a force outside of his body.  The force was Maggie’s power over him, and he had no agency left to choose not to enter. He just felt compelled to obey. 




“Not that you have any control over it anymore, it is all settled now, and you can do nothing about it,” she added, pushing the door open. They were hit by a wave of sound and light. They began their descent down the stairs. The inside of the club was a sensory overload. Multicolored lights flashed and spun, casting playful shadows across the room. A large bar stretched along one side of the room, illuminated by under-lighting that made the bottles of liquor gleam enticingly.




“What is going on in here…?” He could tell instantly that this was not an ordinary Friday party. Timothy's heart pounded in his chest as he followed Maggie into the club, the music and lights swirling around him in a dizzying haze. He was still adjusting to the absurdity of his situation, dressed in the women’s party costume that Maggie had insisted he wear. 




In the center of the room, a group of young women were gathered around a girl in a white dress that looked fluorescent under the neon party lights. Everywhere he looked, there were signs of celebration: balloons tied to chairs, confetti on the floor, and a table in the corner piled high with gifts wrapped in shiny paper. The girls took turns giving toasts. As Maggie and Timothy made their way through the throng of dancers and revelers, a sinking feeling began to take hold in his stomach.




“Look, there she is!” Maggie called brightly and pointed at the girl in the white dress, who was a natural center of the party. 




When the girl finally turned her face in their direction, the reality hit him like a freight train. Everything slowed down for Timothy, the sound was suddenly muted, and he just felt the throbbing of the music in the pit of his stomach. 




“Why, I thought you would have guessed! This is a bridal shower for Vanessa!” shouted Maggie over the loud music, seeing him freeze. “Tomorrow she is marrying Archibald!” 




The girl in the white bodycon dress was indeed his girlfriend, Vanessa, there was no doubt about it. She stood at the center of the room, radiant and glowing with happiness. Her laughter rang out, clear and carefree, as she clinked glasses with her friends and accepted their congratulations. Timothy felt his world crumble. His vision blurred, and a cold sweat broke out across his forehead. He felt weak and staggered, so Maggie had to support him.




“Come, let’s have a drink first, before they notice we are here. I don’t want you to faint on the spot, there is a lot for you to enjoy, so I don’t want you incapacitated.” Maggie said and Timothy tripped forward after her. She was assertively leading the way through the dancers who were shooting curious glances his way.




“Here you go.” Timothy could taste the alcohol tang of tequila on his lips from the drink he’d been handed, but the tell-tale flavor somehow turned into a bitter disgusting liquid.




How could this be even possible? How come Vanessa had made such a quick turn and decided to marry that superfluous asshole? This was not just a blow to his heart but a devastating strike to his ambitions. He had seen Vanessa as his ticket to a better life, a way to climb the social ladder and secure his future. Marrying her would have meant stepping into a world of wealth and power, a world he had dreamed of for so long. And now, that dream lay in shattered pieces at his feet, along with his pride.




Maggie’s voice cut through the chaos, dripping with a satisfaction that sent chills down his spine. "Oh, look at that, Timothy. Seems like your sexy old girlfriend Vanessa found someone better. Someone richer, someone who has a future. Someone who is a real man, not a sissy who likes to wear women’s lingerie." Her eyes sparkled with a cruel delight. This wasn’t just a coincidence. She had orchestrated this. She had known all along. She had brought him here, dressed him in this humiliating costume, just to watch him break.




Timothy's knees felt weak. He wanted to run, to hide, to escape from this nightmare, but his feet were glued to the floor. The room seemed to close in around him, the laughter and music becoming a distant roar as his mind spiraled. How had it come to this? How had he fallen so low? The betrayal cut deep, not into his heart, but his ego. Vanessa hadn’t even had the decency to break it off with him properly. She had simply moved on, choosing the wealth and position that Archibald offered without a second thought. And now, Timothy was left with nothing. No future, no Vanessa, and no way to salvage his shattered dreams.




Maggie leaned in closer, her voice a venomous whisper. "You see, Timothy, this is your reality now. You thought you could use Vanessa to climb the social ladder but look at where you are. Look at what you've become. You succeeded at nothing. You're mine now. Forever.”




The weight of her words crushed him. He felt his spirit breaking, his resolve crumbling into dust. The enormity of his situation, the hopelessness of it all, pressed down on him until he could barely breathe. The girl he had hoped to marry, the life he had envisioned, all of it was gone.  And in its place was the prospect of humiliating, inescapable servitude to Maggie, perpetuated by an unexplainable mad desire to be near her that never seemed quenched.




Timothy sat there on a bar stool, thunderstruck and derailed, as the party continued around him. The lights, the music, the laughter—all of it was a cruel mockery of his shattered dreams. He was trapped in a nightmare, and there was no waking up from it. His future, once so full of promise, was now a bleak, desolate void. And he had no one to blame but himself.




The music was loud and infectious, a mix of current hits and timeless party anthems that had everyone moving. The girls were dancing wildly, their laughter and cheers blending with the music. The bride-to-be, adorned with a tiara and a sash that read "Bride-to-Be," was at the center of it all, surrounded by her closest friends who were equally decked out in glittery attire. They danced with abandon, their movements carefree and joyous, as if the world outside didn’t exist. In the past, he would have seduced and bedded any one of them. The drinks flowed freely, the bar staff expertly mixing cocktails that were as colorful as the lights overhead.




“Are you curious why she changed her mind about you so quickly? I very much hope so!” Maggie licked the salt off her wrist and downed a shot of tequila. “As I said. You made a dire mistake by singling me out for your wicked games with women. You humiliated me and I promised myself that you would pay for this. A thousand times more! So, I watched you. I watched you the whole year after that you raped me in the wine cellar. I patiently documented each and every one of your affairs. I took pictures. Loads and loads of them. After we parted from the Beatrice’s birthday party, I gave Vanessa an envelope packed full of photos of you and other women. The proof of how you seduced them using Vanessa’s own fancy car to impress them. I haven’t seen her reaction to the photos yet, but she must have been disgusted. Lo and behold, she did precisely what I hoped for, she decided for immediate revenge! Archibald is keen on marrying her, both wealthy families delighted … it is a match made in heaven." Maggie said happily, her face bright and beautiful.




“And now that you have stomached your new reality, it is time for you to enjoy the evening!” Maggie grabbed him by the hand and dragged him forward, with the clear intent to speak to Vanessa. 







“Oh, darling Maggie!” Vanessa hugged her heartily, whereas Timothy was standing awkwardly few steps behind her.




“And who is this?” Vanessa wondered. Oh god, she didn’t recognize him! Perhaps he could at least crawl out of this place without her disgracing him for being a pathetic sissy. 




“Oh, this? This is my sissy Crystal, who used to go under the name of Timothy Hansen.” It felt like someone shot a gun into the air and suddenly everyone within hearing distance stopped dancing and turned towards their group. The DJ noticed that there is something going on and dialed down the music. Everyone was suddenly staring at him. 




“Oh, really?” said Vanessa with the most sour, mocking smile. “This parody of Cher? This is him?” There was no trace of sympathy, no hint of love that she used to feel for him. “He looks ghastly. What a freak. He must really have no respect for himself.”




“Yeah, I decided to find him a better role for living his life. He is now my sissy and slave servant. He deserves nothing better after how he treated you and how he fooled, tricked, misused and even molested other women. I have already taken care of punishing him with some marvelous training experiences, but I’m just warming up. The time has come for him to taste his own medicine, will you help me with that?”




Each glance from the other partygoers felt like a stab to his pride. He was a spectacle, a joke, a pathetic loser. The whispers and snickers burned in his ears, and he realized with horror that there was no way out. Maggie had made sure of that. She had stripped him of his dignity, his hopes, and now, his future.




“I invite you all to enjoy this parody of a man.” Maggie exclaimed loudly so that more women could her her. Timothy could see how the bar tenders stopped to watch the show with eyes large in amused expectation of what humiliation is coming for the pathetic fool in a female dress. 




“There are so many things you can do to humiliate him. He will serve you drinks, lick your feet, get fucked by anyone you point at, or suck cock if any of you handsome alpha males that desires it. He is now ready to fulfill every command I issue. The perfect servant and fucktoy for the bridal shower!” she advertised his services like an impresario of the Freak show.




“Alright, let’s do this!” exclaimed Vanessa’s sister Beatrice, who was always the bold one. “Come here, you bitch,” she beckoned Crystal. “I’m well versed with a bunch of kinky things that I’ve been dying to try out. I will make him so humiliated the whore will remember it for the rest of her life!” she said as Maggie nodded in approval. 




“Please do! And you... obey anyone here as if it was me-” she turned around to others, please don’t be shy and show the sissy where her place is!”




“So, Timmie, you’re a sissy now? I heard from my sister that you used to fancy yourself as a macho stud with a dick always ready for action. Did I hear your new name is now Crystal? Is that right?” There was a momentary pause before Beatrice barked, “I said what’s your fucking name bitch?”




Timmie blinked, swallowed hard, and closed his eyes briefly while he responded, “Maggie calls me Crystal.”




“Open your fucking eyes, look at me and tell me what YOU call yourself.”




Timmie turned toward Beatrice and she slapped his face as he opened his eyes. She glared at him with smirk on her face that was punishing to see, as he stammered, “MM...Miss Beatrice, my name is Sissy Crystal.” 




As he acknowledged his humiliating name, there were moans and snickers of laughter from the women and men nearby. 




A big cunning smile emerged on Beatrice’s face as she ordered, “Lift your party frock and show me what you used to have for brains. Curtsey first and then show me what is now your little sissy clit.”




Crystal was now so mentally broken she simply reached for the sides of her skirt, pulled them out slightly and bent at the knees in a curtsy motion. After she stood back up, she lifted her skirt hem and revealed her groin area. There were gasps and murmurs of “oh my god” from the astonished ladies in the room. Crystal’s clit was encased in a button style chastity cage with no tube. Her clit was squeezed down like a pancake underneath and the flat pink cage surface was embossed with simulated vagina lips. She wore no panties, but that did not matter. The bare white skin that Maggie had branded Crystal with, perfectly created the shape of a bikini panty against her pink sunburned skin. Her little sissy clit in the pink faux vagina cage, was centered right smack in the middle of the white skinned panty shape.




“You will lick the dirt off the soles of my shoes!” Beatrice ordered and Crystal shot Maggie a desperate glance, but she gave her a cold stare back and turned to chat with another girl. Beatrice pressed Crystal down and shoved her sharp, long stiletto heel into her mouth. She mercilessly fucked her face with her heel. She then spit into her face and slapped her. Soon, the news had spread throughout the whole party and very soon a row of women lined up to humiliate Crystal, one after another…





Chapter 10













The long night, filled to the brim with the excited energy of power exchange was slowly but surely clearing way to the dawn of a new day. The early morning air was crisp and invigorating, carrying with it the faint scent of blooming jasmine and the earthy aroma of dew-kissed grass. As the first light of the day began to break over the horizon, the rays of golden sun fell on the stately facade of the Fete en Maison: Dining Oasis Magnifique.




Despite having not slept a wink, Marcel and Ivy arrived in Victoria’s car fresh like a daisy, their love's warm and fuzzy feeling making the world a lovely place. Just when Marcel was helping Ivy out of the car, they noticed Maggie arriving with Timothy. Timothy was changed to jeans and a black shirt, but his posture betrayed that there was nothing left of the cocky, self-confident star journalist he once was. He was trotting three steps behind Maggie who had drawn her attractive figure to her full height. She walked with the assurance of a professional businesswoman in a tight pencil skirt and an airy Madeira linen blouse. Ivy waved at Maggie, who enthusiastically waved back.




“Heeey, so good to see you!” As soon as they reached each other, they hugged heartily. Ivy subconsciously avoided looking at Timothy. She felt strange about him, considering that just a few months ago, she had been platonically in love with him. Fortunately, those feelings had been extinguished by the horrific stories told to her by Maggie. Marcel tried to say hi to Timothy, but Timothy responded with a bowed head and barely intelligible mumbling sounds.




“Sorry about him. He is currently adjusting to his new role,” Maggie said pleasantly.




“I’m pleased that your daring escape worked out!” Ivy said when the greetings were over, and they turned to walk to the door of Catherine’s restaurant still talking.




“Ah, yes, I have enjoyed Timmie, or rather - Crystal’s company to my heart’s content! He is a very, very good sissy, as long I dangle the proverbial carrot in front of his face.” Both girls laughed and they walked arm in arm.




“Well, I felt quite nervous when I saw the message from Catherine, as if a wave of heat rolled over me,” Maggie said. “It would be ill-advised for anyone not to take Catherine seriously. Considering that I fooled her servants and stole her slave, I was very surprised by her cordial tone. I expected her to threaten me or try to coax or blackmail me into giving Timmie back.”




“Right?! I was also very surprised.” Ivy exclaimed. “But deep down I knew. I have known her as a woman of character and understanding. I will read to you the message I got, so we know if we both got the same,” Ivy suggested and when Maggie agreed, she read out loud:




Hi Maggie and Ivy,




I’m not mad you decided to take your fate into your own hands. In fact, this is ultimate proof that you are ready now and that you can join the ranks of Dominant Ladies. You know what you want and have the courage to take it! Maggie, you can keep Timothy. Ivy, you can, of course, keep Marcel. But would it be too much of a favor to ask you to join us for a brunch tomorrow?




I dare say you realize that this way of disappearing isn’t by any means courteous. You owe me to show up. There is nothing so detrimental to the world of Femdoms like the atmosphere of distrust. We, Dominant Ladies, are heavily reliant on an immaculate record of honorable conduct, and a reliable net of friendships and contacts. Let’s start a new chapter of relationships with a level playing ground and you, accepting your share of responsibility for your conduct like the adults that you now are.




There is some happy news for both of you. Maggie, you can look forward to something significant that pertains to your future.




Place: Fete en Maison: Dining Oasis Magnifique at 10 AM. 

Dress code: Elegant clothes, slaves and sissies welcome too.




Disclaimer: Victoria and Deborah will be attending. I will take care that your slave and sissy servants come to no harm. This is going to be a peace negotiating conference.




Your friend as always,

Catherine Stauton




“I believed the whole time that she would understand me and my motives and that I meant to cause her no harm…” Ivy said, a tone of relief in her voice. She had a happy smile on her face and Maggie couldn’t help but smile with her.




“Yeah, her message convinced me too. After all, here I am, putting my trust in her, albeit she has the resources to make me pay for my insolence and take Timmie from me no problem. I also didn’t mean to cause her harm… Honestly, I quite admire her! But as Catherine summoned my mom, I simply had to take the matter into my own hands.”




“Isn’t it a bit awkward that your mother is going to be there?”




“Well, I hope my mother has calmed down a bit. And hey, Catherine promised peaceful negotiations, so fingers crossed mommy doesn’t leap over the table like a ninja and turn Timmie into mincemeat with her nunchakus!” Maggie laughed, but Timmie wasn’t so sure.




“Look, Marcel,” Ivy pointed at the brass plaque. Fete en Maison: Dining Oasis Magnifique! It reads FEMDOM!” she whispered to him and gave him a conspiratorial look.




“Classy!” he said in awe.




“How come you were the servant of Catherine and had never been in here?” Maggie asked him.




“Miss Maggie,” he made a little courteous bow with his head, “I guess that’s because of what she has always said - that I should try my best to keep a low profile with my BDSM activities because I never know what I’m going to do later in life.” Marcel shrugged.




The attentive doorman opened the door for them with a polite smile. The interior of Fete en Maison opened to their eyes. It was a masterpiece of luxurious design. Plush, velvet chairs in deep burgundy and royal blue were arranged around elegantly set tables, each adorned with fresh flowers and gleaming silverware. That was what both Maggie and Ivy remembered from the last time when they dined there together. The thrill of the last visit made them miss the corridor leading into the inner court where a garden oasis awaited the guests who arrived at the restaurant in the summer. The waiters, dressed in immaculate black and white uniforms, greeted them with polite smiles.




“Wow, I never noticed that the place has a garden to sit in!” Ivy exclaimed. “I love garden dining, or brunching for that matter!”




As the two couples stepped into the garden, the group was greeted by the heady fragrance of roses and lavender, mingling with the rich aroma of freshly brewed coffee and baked pastries wafting from the kitchen. Soon, they arrived at the table where Catherine, Victoria, and Deborah were already seated, engaged in friendly conversation. The table was situated in a secluded corner with a pergola overhead, adorned with massive hanging clusters of richly blooming wisterias.




The table was a veritable cornucopia of breakfast delights: freshly baked croissants, golden and flaky, sat alongside an assortment of gourmet cheeses and charcuterie. Bowls of vibrant, seasonal fruits added a burst of color, while silver platters held fluffy scrambled eggs, crispy bacon, and delicately smoked salmon. There were freshly squeezed juices, matcha tea, and rich, dark Nicaraguan coffee to wash it all down.




Despite their sleepless night, none of them showed signs of fatigue. Catherine's calm demeanor radiated authority that washed over everything in the close vicinity like aura. The atmosphere of the place was thick with anticipation, and Victoria looked particularly tense. The history of mutual relations made them all look forward to the occasion with mounting expectations and the tension was almost palpable.




“So good of you to come!” said Catherine cordially, hugging Ivy, and shaking hands with Maggie. Both boys were supposed to kiss the hand of all the Ladies at the table. But at that very moment, something weird happened. Timothy jerked himself so violently, he knocked over one of the empty chairs. Everyone turned to look at him. He was white as a sheet, his eye fixed on Deborah, who had just risen to greet the girls.




“Oh, yes. I thought that you might be a bit surprised, Timothy,” said Catherine in a light, conversational tone. “I’m sure I don’t need to introduce to you my good friend Deborah, formerly known as Professor Keller. She currently works in my house under the name of Mistress Doll,” said Catherine pleasantly. Deborah nodded his way as if Catherine was just introducing some rather uninteresting acquaintance, but her eyes were fixed on Timothy in an ominous way.




“You look ready to faint. You should sit down here.” Catherine said to Timothy, gesturing to the waiter. A waiter promptly pushed chair under him, and Timothy collapsed into it. It took his stunned brain half a minute to connect the dots. So, the latex-clad Lady, who was performing the procedures on him back in the SLCC was Professor Keller?! She had conspired with Catherine Stauton to take her revenge on him. Oh, these wicked women! Maggie, Professor Keller, his boss Victoria, all of these women were determined to make him suffer. He was a hunted prey! Victoria, his boss, who was glaring at him with a gaze charged like a thunderbolt. A desperate thought crossed his mind that had he known what would become of his spying and his bad behavior, he would rather fry hamburgers like Marcel.




“Today all of us will share one table, because there are some serious things to talk about, and our boys here need to turn on their brain circuits for a moment. It would not do for them to have their small brains incapacitated even more by having their blood moving south among all these sexy Ladies.” The laugh that ensued helped to relax the atmosphere.




Maggie hugged her mom and apologized for taking her car. “Sorry about that, mom. I was sure that you would understand in the end. I just had to have Timmie… When you learned from Catherine what I told Ivy, you would chop him to pieces…” Maggie adopted her assigned place, sitting next to Timothy. “I had to do this. You see, I can fend for myself! Let me assure you that he has learned to regret what he did to me last year. Isn’t it right, dear?” Maggie nudged Timothy into his ribs.




“Uh… yes. I regret all my bad behavior very much,” feverishly thinking about the right thing to say to appease the capricious Goddesses, he added: “I have been deeply humiliated for my arrogant male ways, I realize my inferiority and the superiority of women. My place is to serve. I’m an entirely changed person.”




“You better be, because if I get the slightest indication that you are sliding back into your former ways, I will cut off your balls, and tattoo a picture of them on your groin to remind you every day that castration happens to cheating bastards.”




“That won’t be necessary, I’m sure.” Catherine soothed Victoria’s pugnacious mood. “Maggie, I’m sure, will take care that Timmie is on his best behavior.”




Victoria’s eyes turned to Timmie again. “Now that you are my girl’s sissy boy, I will keep an eye on you.”




“Why are you staring like that? You have a work to do. The series of articles on the business of Catherine Stauton waits to be finished. Now you have all you need to write how things are. Catherine is, after all, no criminal. The Stauton’s Laundry and Cleaning Company is a legitimate business, and the rumors of prostitution and money laundering are completely false. Your task is to tell the world the truth. That’s what journalists ought to do, right?”




Timothy listened and felt like Alice in Wonderland, in fact, in the last days he hasn’t left Wonderland.




“Uh… yes, Missus, oh sorry, I mean Boss… Or should I call you Mistress Victoria?” he asked, honestly, with his eyes wide open. Ladies laughed to his apparent embarrassment. Their scorn and mockery worked like spell. All the circuits that wired his brain to react to humiliation were at the ready, tuned to the slightest indication of female ridicule.




The idea of working for Victoria again, after all, that had passed between him and Maggie was the epitome of weird. And yet, Maggie was just a younger version of her mother. Now that this idea nestled in his brain, just the thought felt deliciously wicked. A mixture of ambivalent emotions and feelings filled Timothy’s soul to the brim. He felt his gut contract and the hair at the back of his neck stood on end, at the same time his cock was beginning to twitch again.




“Oh, we will discuss that… what if I’m accepted to the school in London? I want to take Timmie with me!”




Timothy was not the only one, whose stomach was doing somersaults. Marcel was red to the roots of his hair. He was now sitting at a table with his three lovers. Could it get any weirder than that? Marcel had to admit that Deborah’s job working with Catherine Stauton benefited her. She looked rested, very confident and beautiful. He couldn’t help himself but to recall their stealthy encounters in the teacher’s lounge, his memories guided him back to the fateful day when she invited him in for the first time. She knew from the very first moment that he had a crush on her. He hadn’t seen Deborah since their affair that cost her job loss, except to ask her to help find a way to revenge them both. After that their contacts ceased, aside from an occasional text message on the state of their common interest of making Timothy suffer. When he saw her sitting there at the table, it all came back to him. The sweat, the smell of her pussy, the earthy smell of her anus, the touch of her clammy skin when she revealed her naked body under a long cloak and pressed him possessively against the edge of the table to penetrate him with a strap on. Deborah understood that as a sub boy he desired to belong to someone and Catherine readily took over…




The spell of Deborah over him had already faded, even though in some distant corner of his soul she would still be there as his first lover, an authoritative teacher who singled him out to quench her thirst for D/s encounters with young males. She introduced him to Femdom at the time when he was beginning to realize that there was no other option for him, but to be submissive to a woman. All his dreams, all his masturbatory fantasies inevitably led him in the direction of dominant women and Deborah was there, the first woman who knew how to take advantage of that. She helped him accept his destiny and natural inclination without shame.




And then, there was Catherine, the sexy cougar, the mindfucking vixen, queen of fuck, who opened new horizons to him by caging his cock and keeping him in chastity! She relentlessly subjected him to perpetual anguish and the thrill of tease and denial, which he both relished and hated. When he woke in the small hours of the morning at home with an insane need to masturbate and the ring on his cock was mercilessly cutting into his flesh, she was sending him titillating messages about how she spent her morning in bed with her bull. She wrote to him “I just came,” when she was getting fucked by her bull, and when it was done, she was teasing him endlessly with erratic photos of penetration and blowjob she made. Sometimes, as her bull was leaving, she would order him to come right over, and clean up the cream from her pussy.




Marcel shot a glance towards Ivy, but she looked perfectly composed and unconcerned that she was occupying this table with two other women, who were using him unashamedly to quench their thirst for domination and male servitude. She was confident, elegant and beautiful. She just pressed his hand firmly and he felt reassured of her affection. His admiration for her was raised. She had the confidence to measure up to Ladies more experienced and powerful, who held in their hands the complete arsenal of tools to make males obey. In the past, both Deborah and Catherine held power over him, but it was power not based on love. It was rather a relationship based on his addiction to their infatuating erotic spell, on the taste of their sweet juices and the perpetual circle of teasing and denial they used to trap his submissive mind in their grip.




The anticipation of what the day might bring lent an electric undercurrent to their interactions, making the morning feel even more special.




“I want to recapitulate so that everyone is on the same page.” said Catherine. “Ivy, you already know parts of the story, since you read your mother’s diaries, but Maggie doesn’t know everything yet. Victoria, would you, perhaps, tell us all? Maggie deserves to know…”




“I was afraid of this day, but I guess that it had to come at some time or another. I have two reasons for being worried. I’m at risk of losing the esteem of my daughter and exposing myself to justified rage from Ivy. My behavior towards your mother was inexcusable…” Victoria then explained everything about the Correctional facility, and how she and Ivy’s mother Patricia fell in love with the same guy. She explained with great detail how she became obsessed with the idea of that slave for herself - that was where she saw in the eyes of her daughter understanding, stemming from the similarities of their characters - the stubbornness and headstrong determination to have their own way. She continued about how she plotted to keep Patricia and him separate from one another. Later, this man nursed Patricia and they had a child. When she used the name Oliver, Ivy blinked a few times, before she said:




“Oliver? That’s the name of my father…” Ivy’s eyes covered with a haze of deep introverted thought. “Could it be…?”




“Oh, I guess I see where this is going!” exclaimed Maggie and she began to point at Ivy and then at herself.




“Well, let me finish, it pains me so, I have to get this off my chest… In my time of trying to marry Oliver I conceived a child too.”




“I knew it!” Maggie exclaimed. “Me and Ivy, right? We are sisters, we have the same father.”




“Yes. After Patricia’s accident and when I realized I had lost Oliver, I severed all ties to all of my friends. I didn’t want anyone to know what happened and that I purposefully tricked Oliver into impregnating me in the vain effort to secure his affection. This plan of mine backfired, but I was not ready to give up the child… I knew that it would be a wonderful boy or a girl, amazing and beautiful. And so, it is! After that, I disappeared to France for several years to give birth to my baby girl and establish an independent existence as a journalist, and later an editor-in-chief. But after a few years I became homesick and I returned with five-year-old Maggie, back to this city I have always called home.”




Maggie and Ivy looked at one another as if for the first time, mesmerized by looking at each other, the bearers of the same blood and now the same destiny of female power over males.




“Our bond will be unbreakable! I could sense that before and now… there is nothing to divide us ever!” They both hugged. Ivy’s tears of joy dropped on Maggie’s Madeira blouse, Maggie just laughed happily. “I will never forget this moment! Finding my soulmate and my sister in one person, here under the canopy of flowers. Whenever I smell this delicious smell of thousand blooms, I will remember this magical moment.”




“Oh, wait a minute!” Maggie said after some moments of the unbridled joy and tearful reunion. “That means, that my father is alive, and I can meet him!”




“Yes, he is, in fact, in the service of Catherine Stauton.” Victoria said. “That was one of the stipulations of the will of Patricia before she died.”




“Whatever, as long as I can meet him!” Maggie said. “It was difficult, growing up without a father, it would be a godsend to talk to him, learn about my ancestors and all the other things!”




“I forgive you, Victoria.” said Ivy and by the expression of her eyes. “It was not your intention to harm my mother, you just got blindsided by love and the need to possess a male you desired. All dominant women know the feeling. Who am I to judge you, when I did the same?”




Victoria hugged her and this time tears were dropping onto Ivy’s gentle bare shoulders draped the dress with spaghetti straps. “I will see to it like your godmother that you are safe and happy in life. Catherine stepped in as your mother, let me become your aunt.”




“This is turning out much better than I have expected!” Catherine said with a wide smile, and they toasted on a new chapter of their lives where all the grievances of the past are forgotten.




“There’s one thing I’d like to know,” Maggie said as they all began to enjoy the delicious, warm croissants. “I always like to learn from the best, and as far as I can tell, no one matches your expertise in plotting. I’m a small fish compared to you. While I was trailing Timothy, trying to gather photos of his affairs, you orchestrated a scheme of much larger magnitude with several people involved. Tell me more about the conspiracy against Timmie! I’m sure he’d be thrilled to know he’s garnered so much attention from the dominant Ladies who’ve decided to put him on a better path in life!”




“Ah well, thank you for your kind words, but I don’t consider myself a professional conspirator, the circumstances just fit into place.” Catherine said. “There were several coincidences involved. In the beginning Deborah and Marcel came to me, both with damaged reputations caused by Timothy, who set the avalanche of media coverage of their affair when Deborah was teaching Marcel and Timothy at school…”




“I know that Timothy was jealous of Marcel.” said Maggie who by now was familiar with the backstory of her property. “He, in fact, always harbored fantasies about crossdressing and dominant women. His low self-esteem, that he was trying to mask with machismo and his faux bravado, couldn’t stand it that Deborah had singled out Marcel as her toy. He was jealous, because he thought he was more attractive. To seek revenge on them he began to blackmail Marcel. Using Marcel’s talent as a journalist, he coaxed Marcel to give him a series of articles on the Appleton and son affair on which Marcel was working as freelance investigative reporter. It was Marcel’s sole hard work, hoping to get an internship in a New York paper. Timothy, as his lifelong friend of course knew about it, and he blackmailed him into giving him his finished articles. Timothy used it to get a job at Victoria’s paper. But after all the articles came out, Marcel refused to give him any more, because he was busy making ends meet. Then Timothy decided to do the most unprincipled thing imaginable - he brought the videos of Marcel and Deborah to light, presenting it to Victoria.




“I agreed to publish it, of course for a paper this is a gold mine! A scandal of this type at a prestigious high school… who wouldn’t take it? But please don’t see me as being more evil than I really am. From the sex video taken in a dark room I did not realize that the woman was, in fact, my long-lost friend Deborah! She looked rather different than how I remembered her seventeen years ago… Then later, when I was hunting for her headshot online, I realized who it was. I was horrified! First Patricia, then Deborah, wherever I step the grass won’t grow for thousand years...”




“Oh, Victoria, don’t be so melodramatic please.” Deborah said. “I understand you didn’t mean to do this… The news was already out and you could do nothing about it. The storm that ensued resulted in me getting sacked from my job as a teacher.”




“Yeah. I was so sorry, and I reached out to you immediately, trying to make amends. That was the moment when our Gang got back on track! I gave Marcel to Catherine to make headspace for adopting my new role in SLCC as the head of sissy training.”




Catherine nodded. “When I read in the paper about the scandal between Deborah and Marcel, we hadn't been in touch for years. I had no idea about Victoria either—I’ve always known her as Elen. Deborah offered me her services on the condition that I help her get revenge on Timothy. And so, I did… Now you know everything.”




Maggie looked at Timothy. “I guess that under my leadership Timothy will be docile as a lamb. I already started his training and will continue with it throughout the summer.”




“Ah! Now I get it why my procedure at SLCC didn’t work on Timothy! You already mindfucked him at the birthday party!” Deborah exclaimed.




“I have to say I’m very proud how you girls turned out. You are both confident adults, ready to take your place in the world as owners of your own sissies and slaves…” Catherine wore a contented smile on her lips.




“Ahh, it is nice how you are all so happy with how things turned out, but I still haven’t gotten my own brand of revenge on Timothy. I am here today first and foremost to negotiate the rental of your sissy slave to take my own revenge on him. I am willing to adhere to some of your rules and limitations, but I must have my way with him. Experience tells me that he deserves to cruelty from me to fully mend his ways.”




“Let me think of it.” Maggie mused “I admit that I have insatiable lust for my slave and sissy. My young body is screaming to enjoy all of his faculties and to torture and tease him to my heart’s content. But perhaps when the summer is over, we can negotiate. After all, I still hope to hear back from London regarding my studies there.”




“Right, good that you brought that up about it.”




Catherine handed Maggie a white envelope with the mysterious initials “DF” in the top right corner.




“This does not look like an admittance letter!” Maggie said.




“Well, it is something way better. Something tells me, my dear young friend, that your future holds a promise of greatness. It’s up to you to decide whether to embrace it or let it slip away…”

 




The End 




... or is it?
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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.


The Femdom Conspiracy

Femdom meets politics in one ingenious concoction of power, lust, sin and depravity! Take your fantasy one notch higher and let Emma, a real-life Mistress and Femdom Goddess, take you on a wild ride to the highest levels of politics. Mistress Emma will share the adventures of submissive males obeying wildly ambitious Femdoms, while those women enjoy the power exchange of making males crawl at their feet... even making make them serve dressed like maids and dolls for their amusement. Another Femdom series richly infused with authoritative women and male feminization, told inside an engaging plot that hooks erotic minds with fetishism and sensual experiences.

Nigel seems to have it all. He is a successful politician, who has just won the country elections, he has a beautiful wife and a Lamborghini. But he has a weak spot. He loves being dominated by women. Femdom is his kryptonite, and something that voters won’t forgive in a leader. Nigel knows this, but he cannot help himself.

Frequently visiting professional Dominatrices inevitably leads to trouble for this high-profile politician. When a blackmail letter arrives, he tries desperately to avoid fate, and he is willing to do anything, anything at all to save his dignity. But he soon learns, that the stakes are much higher than his own political career…

Another suspenseful Femdom series from PhDomme Emma, infused with thrill, adventure and conspiracy.
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