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Foreword

This book is a fictional tale set in a real location in the Czech Republic; a village called Cerna.  Cerna is famous for being the home of the Other World Kingdom, the subject of this book.  Although the castle is now for sale and the OWK is no more, it was always a dream of mine to take my husband there; sadly, I never got the chance. 

My hope is that one day the castle will be bought and saved, remaining a femdom empire where everyone can find their own space. 

This book contains more taboo elements later on, and I hope people are open minded to the fact that it is a work of fiction, not reality.  If you are easily offended, then it’s probably not the right book for you.  Everyone else…Enjoy!

Love,

Julia


Prologue

Selling a business at a young age can lead to a few possible outcomes.  For some, they just move onto the next project and fall into the same routine; for others, they don’t know what to do with their money, so go and blow it all on drugs, parties and hookers.  When I sold my business at the tender age of just thirty-four, I decided to do what I always wanted to do, and that was move to a foreign country and write books.  I didn’t even need to be successful as an author, I just wanted to get my ideas on paper, so to speak.

For my wife, Vanessa, selling my business meant she could quit her job as a corporate accountant and move into art and graphic design.  She was always the arty type and I told her long ago to quit and do what she wanted to do, but given my business had been a start-up for so long, she was the one who propped us up financially.  After eleven years of marriage, ten of which was spent watching my business struggle to hold on, you’d think that she would’ve told me to give up and move on, but no, she stood by me through thick and thin, and I know she sacrificed a log, the biggest of which was kids.

Yes, we were still at an age where having kids was not only possible, but also probably right, however after selling the business we sat down and consciously discussed if having kids now made sense, after all, we never had a proper holiday, never had a proper life, and having kids now would prevent that.  We decided that there were enough kids in the world right now, and if things felt right later, then we would adopt.

Vanessa was the same age as me, just a month or so younger, and she aged gracefully.  In fact, she still looked like she was in her early twenties, with her slim, toned body, her large D-cup breasts, and her long slender legs.  Given her Armenian heritage, she had very long jet-black hair, but very pale skin, almost like alabaster.  Her cheekbones were high and defined, and her eyes were sharp, dark brown, almost black.  When she was younger, she’d had offers from top modelling agencies, but she really didn’t fancy the lifestyle. 

However, the most beautiful thing about Vanessa was not her face, or her tall sexy body, but rather it was her loving, caring nature.  She took care of me and asked for nothing in return, which of course made me want to give her everything.  Knowing I couldn’t afford to take her for regular massages, I once paid to go to get certified as a masseuse, that way I could massage her whenever she liked.  I used connections in the tech industry to get advanced test devices of the latest Apple technology, just so I could give it to her. 

Then there was our sex life.  When we began, sex was constant, and I mean, constant.  We got home from work, we fucked.  We woke up, we fucked.  We came back from the shops, we fucked.  Then when the business began taking over our lives, then we fucked less, not that she complained.  In the last three years before I sold, I think we fucked once a month, and even then, I was so stressed, I couldn’t keep it up.  She never complained.  In fact, she always told me how sorry she felt for me.

The business…well, that all started with an idea.  I was a programmer at the time, self-taught, and I had been working for an indy game studio.  Standard stuff.  In the evenings, I worked on a game of my own which involved a more advanced AI that you could communicate with via microphone.  That in itself was not new, there had been games like that before, but they never caught on.  My idea was to make the AI more advanced, rather than just giving it tasks and it saying, “Yes Sir,” or such, it would communicate back to you based on your playing habits, passing orders back, and essentially engaging you in conversation, even humour, at times. 

By the time I had the game finished, I realised I had communicated a highly-intelligent self-learning AI system, far more intelligent than Alexa or anything on the market at that time.  I began defining other areas where it could be applied, developing Word add-ons, browser add-ons, everything I could think of where it could be beneficial for business.  Then I spent the next ten years trying to sell the damned things to businesses who simply didn’t get it, or didn’t believe it.

“Hi Bigmart, this solution can actually define what stock you’ll need in real time, define the best truck route, thus lowering your inhouse inventory, reducing freight costs, and so on and so on.  And it can do it faster than anyone.” I told them.

“Yeah, thanks, but we already have that with our ERP system.” They would reply, uninterested.

Except they didn’t.  They thought they had that, but what they really had was some bullshit machine learning solution, not AI.

I digress.  I sold the solution to smaller businesses, that kept me afloat, whilst trying to find investors.  I found the occasional interested party who bought a percent here or there, but nothing huge.  Then one day, I ended up in a meeting with a major British sportswear brand.  What was meant to be a half-hour meeting turned into a three-day whiteboarding session, where we went over all the areas where my AI could transform their business.  My meeting with two uninterested men in suits, turned into a busy boardroom with thirty men and women, excitedly screaming over each other to get their idea heard.  It was a dream meeting. 

For the next year, I worked hand in hand with them to transform their entire operations over to AI.  Not a single person lost their job, rather the AI became the necessary assistant to each to make their lives easier and to augment each capability. 

In the space of twelve months, their market share increased three-hundred and twenty-two percent.  Their share price boom shocked the industry.  Nobody could understand what had happened, nobody except the company, and me. 

When I signed the company, I also signed an NDA.  They didn’t want it to get out that they were using AI, worried the public would take issue with it.  But when their results were so successful, the CEO asked me why more companies hadn’t taken advantage of my product.  I explained that nobody believed it until then, and even after that, they still didn’t believe or understand the potential.  He immediately purchased forty-nine percent of my company for ten million pounds.  He noted that he knew the company was worth far more than that, but he was also a business man. 

After the deal was done, the CEO not only lifted the NDA, but went public in Forbes to talk about their success and the AI that accomplished it. 

Six weeks later, I sold my entire business for two-point-two billion dollars.  Nearly half of which went to the CEO of the sportswear brand.  I stayed on for several weeks, helping with the transition of the few employees I had, and then bid farewell and retired.

Vanessa loved the idea of moving to an old house in a foreign country and renovating.  We were not massively travelled, as explained, but we had been abroad on weekend breaks.  One of the places we loved was Prague, and we tried to get back there when possible.  But moving to a city was not our idea of fun.  We wanted country life.  As such, we searched the internet, noting down some options of properties for sale.  Then, we flew to the Czech Republic, hired a car, and drove until we found our ideal property.

We visited many wonderful places.  In fact, the place we loved the most was called the Sumava region, down south.  However, none of the properties we visited fit the bill, and the land we had found there was tied to some pretty strict rules.  As such, we decided that we would skip that region.

One property we found online was a huge old house with a big garden right next to some sort of old castle or stately home, literally slap-bang in the middle of the Czech Republic.  It was close to a motorway, but not so close we would hear it, and had easy access to a nearby national park.  The village was called Cerna, meaning black, and the house was an old two-storey building with a huge amount of land around it and a massive stone barn.  The paint and plaster was crumbling from the house and the roof needed replacing, but on the whole, it looked like a fun project.  Right opposite was the old castle, with its white walls.

The owner was an old man who didn’t speak English, but the estate agent, Kamila, translated on our behalf.  The man appeared to have a constant scowl and didn’t really appear friendly at all.  In fact, I got the feeling he didn’t want to sell, and I explained that to Kamila. 

“He doesn’t, but he’s ill and doesn’t get on with his kids.  He’s dying and doesn’t want to leave it to them.” She explained.

I frowned.  “Will this cause us legal issues further down the road?”

She shook her head in the negative.  “No, once it is sold and transferred to you, then no problem.  The problem maybe with your British citizenship, after Brexit.” She noted.

“No, I have dual citizenship.  I have Irish too, so I have an EU passport.” I explained.

“That’s good, then no problem.”

The man showed us around the old place.  It was a dump, mess everywhere, old fittings, old electricity.  It was a dump with potential.  The place had a basement, which was huge, made out of red brick and looked amazing. 

“It’s perfect.” Vanessa whispered to me.  “Can you imagine the work I could get done in that garden?”

I grinned.  “Can you imagine the amount of work that garden is going to be?” Pointing out its sheer size.

“I don’t care.  I want it babe.  I love it so much!” She gushed.

I turned to Kamila.  “What’s the village like?  How are the neighbours and such?”

She spoke to the old man in Czech and then she turned back, “It’s quiet.  There’s a small shop, basic amenities, a pub.  The neighbours are all fine, but the castle has a bit of history.” She smiled.

“What castle doesn’t?” I joked.

“Um, this one is a little more recent.” She explained, now appearing slightly nervous, as if we might run off screaming.

My smile dropped.  “Who died?” I asked.

Her face contorted into shock.  “No, no one died.  The castle was once a sex place.  Erm, they called it the Other World Kingdom.  It was where men went to get spanked and such.  Anyway, I think they went bankrupt or something, because they tried to sell it, then people stopped going there.”

I wasn’t sure what to make of that news, nor did I properly understand it, but what I did understand was that it wasn’t operational anymore and was likely for sale.  It seemed Vanessa reached the same conclusion because she simply laughed and said that it wasn’t a problem for us.

The old man was asking for three million for the whole estate.  That worked out at about a hundred thousand pounds for what was essentially a mansion in England.  I lowered my voice and asked Kamila if the man had made a mistake.  She explained that a lot of these old men were ex-communists who used to work for the state farming cooperative.  They lived there their whole lives, watched one channel on television, voted for the populist who promised them more money or was anti-immigration, and didn’t have access to the internet.  “On top of all that, most people aim for the cities, so this sort of place doesn’t really get a look in.” She explained.  “It’s a lot of land and house, for very little money.”

“We’ll take it.” I told her, “But I want a full breakdown of what to expect, issues, outstanding debt, anything which could harm us later on.”

“I understand.” Kamila agreed.  “I’ll request that from a place we call the Katastr.  That is where you will be registered as owners once the contract is signed.”

Three days later, we were in possession of everything to do with the house, the electrical contracts, the water mains connection details, linked debt, of which there was none, historical legal issues, nothing of importance there.  There was also the valuation report on the house, and of course, it was worth a lot more than it was being sold for, but the report also highlighted the disastrous state of the roof, the mould, and much more.  Still though, I hired a lawyer and experts to go over everything, and a month later, I was the proud owner of a run-down property in Central Europe.  Design, planning and renovations by the company I selected would take over eight months, and then once it was ready, we called up the moving company, and began our emigration from the United Kingdom. 


One

The house had been transformed from dive to a gorgeous mix of historical exterior with modern interior.  The kitchen was huge with all the latest gadgets and appliances, and the master bedroom was airy, with plenty of storage space, connecting to a fantastic bathroom in a mix of black and gold.  The bath was a free-standing affair with legs, under a window which opened up to a spectacular view of our land and forest in the distance.  It was our dream home.

The barn had been converted into an art area for Vanessa, with space to paint, sculpt, even work on her computer for graphic design.  She loved every detail and couldn’t wait to begin work in her new studio.

For the first time in years, we fucked like rabbits.  Gone was the stress of daily life.  Gone was the worry and concern.  We were back to our old selves. 

Writing was not so easy.  I spent time jotting down ideas as they came to me, but really I came up with any excuse possible to procrastinate.  Whilst Vanessa seemed to be churning out painting after painting, I was struggling to put words on paper. 

My first excuse was the garden.  Whilst the builders made a lovely home, we did not contract anyone to do the garden.  I know Vanessa promised to do it, and I knew she would, but I began doing things to make it look a little better.  Then as summer approached, I realised how hot it got in the Czech Republic, so I ordered a huge swimming pool, and watched that get installed.  Of course, then I decided I wanted an outdoor kitchen, so invested time in that.  Then I wanted to dog, so I got one of those. 

By the time summer had ended, I had not written a single page, but I had everything I wanted for my home. 

Autumn, and I got to experience the raining wind of the Czech Republic.  But that was okay, because I had the fire on in my study, and I was working on my book.  Actually, I was staring at the blinking cursor on the screen right next to the word, “The”.  Urgh, what was I thinking?  I was no writer!  And god was I bored!

I moved over to the lazy-boy chair and powered up my Xbox and played Call of Duty, hoping to clear my head.  It was as I was playing that, that I heard the rumble of a truck pulling up nearby.  Looking out of my window, I could see a huge moving truck pulling up to the wooden gates of the castle, along with many cars.  I watched as a pretty yet older blonde woman got out of a Mercedes, followed closely by a plump man.  They walked into the castle grounds, followed by far younger and sexier women who got out of the other cars. 

“Honey?” I called out, then remembered Vanessa was painting.  “Never mind.” I called out again, for no reason at all.

The rain had abated, as had the wind, so I decided to take the opportunity to walk the dog, maybe say hello to the new neighbours.  I decided to go the back way around the castle, walking Logan around past the village houses, through the back field, and then back towards the front gate.  As I approached, the women were back out front smoking and chatting. 

“Afternoon,” I said, walking by with Logan.  Of course, Logan being the happy Goldie puppy she was, he ran over to the women desperate for their attention.  We cute giggles and ahs, the women crouched down to stroke him.  “What’s his name?” They asked me.

“Logan.” I smiled.  These girls were spectacularly stunning.  One of them had short brown hair pulled back in a bun, a slim body, wearing leather pants, a black top which stretched over her boobs, and a long red trench coat.  She was the one talking to me. 

“He’s mega cute.” She said in almost perfect English.  “What are you doing in this little place?” She asked.

“Oh, we bought the house over there.” I said, pointing at our house.

“So you’re the owners.” She smiled.  “We were wondering.  We saw the work going on there.”

“You own this place?” I asked her.

“No, our friend does.  We’re just helping get a few things setup and we’re waiting for our cleaning team to arrive.”

“It’s a nice old castle.” I said, looking up at the place.  “Needs a lot of work though.”

“More than you know!” She laughed.  “I’m Marketa.” She said, holding out her hand.

“Quentin.” I replied, shaking it.

As she sucked on the cigarette, she tilted her head and regarded me for a moment, and then asked me why there.  I told her about early retirement, the chance to do something more for me, rather than businesses.  “Young for retirement, no?” She asked.

“Yes, but I sold my business and don’t really need to work.” I told her.

She burst out laughing and then looked at her friends who were too busy playing with Logan.  “Lucky you!”

“Yeah, well, I’m beginning to wonder if I’m not going to get bored soon.” I sighed.

“I can imagine, especially out here.  You’re married?”

“Yes.”

“And your wife likes it out here?” She asked, seemingly surprised that any woman would agree to move to the middle of nowhere.

“She’s an artist.” I explained.  “She has her studio, so she’s happy.  She was never a big city person.”

Marketa gave me a knowing nod, acknowledging that artists were different beasts.  “Is she good?” She asked.

“I think so.  Would you like to see her work?” I asked her.

She shrugged, “Sure.” Then she said something to the other girls and they replied to her, then whined when I called Logan to me.  Opening the gate to my garden, I led the girl inside and immediately she saw my creation, the beautiful Japanese garden surrounding a huge pool and massive covered outdoor kitchen.  “Wow!  Okay, so I know where I’m hanging out next summer.” She laughed.

I wanted to say she was more than welcome anytime, but I wasn’t sure how Vanessa would feel about that.  Anyway, I led her through to Vanessa’s studio and introduced them.  I stood watching as they chatted briefly, appearing very friendly towards each other, before Vanessa then showed her some of her work.

“You’re amazing.” Marketa noted.  “I love this!  You have a natural talent.  So, I need to decorate my area in the castle; and I’d love some large murals in this style.  Is that something you might be interested in?  We’d pay you, of course.”

Vanessa’s eyes went wide.  “Yes!  Yes of course!  Thank you!” She turned to me with a huge smile.  “You hear that honey?  My first commission!”

“See,” I grinned, “I told you getting Logan was a good idea.”  Vanessa didn’t care if we had a dog or not, she claimed not to be a big pet person, but she was always the one Logan fell asleep on, on the sofa.

“So, what sort of things do you need?” She asked Marketa.

“Um, well, I think it would be better if I show you.  It’ll help you get a better picture in your mind.” Marketa explained.  “Today is not the best time, but tomorrow would be better.”

“Great.  We’re home all day.  Let me give you my number and you can ping me when you’re ready.” The ladies exchanged numbers and then said their goodbyes before Marketa left.

“She seems nice.” Vanessa noted.

I had other concerns though.  What if the sex place was opening again?  What would that mean to us?  Did we really want to live next door to a huge brothel?  I made concerns clear to Vanessa, who simply laughed, noting that I should stop being such a prude.  “One, we don’t have kids.  Two, it’s hardly going to be a huge brothel.  Three, we don’t even know their plans for the place.  Stop worrying.” She told me.

The next day though, Vanessa heard from Marketa and was invited over to see the place.  I asked if I could go too, but Vanessa said she wanted to focus on the needs of a potential customer and not on where I was and what I was doing.  And so, around noon, Vanessa headed over to visit the castle, whilst I remained home and stared at my computer blankly, wondering what to write. 

Instead, I opened up my internet browser and searched for details about the castle in Cerna.  There, I found details about the history, points about its sale, and finally, the official pages of the Other World Kingdom, or the OWK as it was known.  This led me to the site and the new website of Womania Empire where I found a fund going to get another castle up and running. 

In a nutshell, the OWK was a female domination empire where women ruled over men.  It was essentially a BDSM playground for rich men to come and mess around with dominant women.  I found a few online OWK porn videos and watched them, noting how dated they looked, but at the same time they looked brutal, with the men being left with serious marks on their bodies.  This was not for the faint of heart.

About an hour later, Vanessa arrived home with a serious grin on her face.  She then told me all about her experience there.  “So, the owners have been trying to sell this place for ages, mainly because it needs a tonne of work and the upkeep costs are terrible.  However, a new group of people have taken on the place on a lease basis, with the promise to conduct renovations and such.  They have approval to repaint and do work as they see fit.” Vanessa explained.

“You know it was some weird BDSM place?” I asked her.

“Still is.” She grinned.  “These people who have taken it over are all in the BDSM community, and they plan to try to make it work as a business.  That means better advertising and better planning around visits.  They want to make it a place not just for men but for couples who want to spice up their marriages, or who are just adventurous.”

“And you’re okay with that?” I asked her.

She shrugged.  “I honestly don’t care.  Their property, they can do what they want with it, and we shouldn’t care about property value because this is our retirement home, isn’t it?”

“I mean, yeah, one of them.” I told her.

“One of them?” She smiled.  “You got plans?”

“We want a beach house too no?”

“Oh, right, yes.” She laughed, shaking her head at my crazy plans.  I was a billionaire, I could buy what I wanted.

“So what is the plan for you?” I asked her.

This time she gave me a sheepish grin.  “We-ell…” She began.  “She would like some murals in her bedroom and in her dungeon area, as well as the lounge.”

“Murals of…?” I pressed.

“Dominant whip-wielding women and men, sissies and so on, on their knees or chained up, that sort of thing.” She grinned.

“You can do that can you?”

She shrugged.  “Art is art.” I wished I had that sort of confidence with my writing. 

I decided to let her get on with her work, but she needed something else from me.  She was horny and needed release.  I wasn’t exactly sure what she saw in that castle, but I was not going to say no to my horny wife.

As usual, our sex was wild, with her preference for talking dirty something that always turned me on.  It wasn’t anything unusual, just things like, “Come on, do me, fuck me with that big cock!”  Did I have a big cock?  I liked to think so.  I knew I was above average, so there was that.  I digress.

“What got you so turned on?” I asked her.

She gave me a look which kind of suggested I was insane.  “Please!  Like you wouldn’t be turned on after walking into a huge castle surrounded by women in sexy outfits pushing men around.”

“Yeah well…wait…what now?” I asked her when what she said finally dawned on me.

“Who do you think is the cleaning crew?” She asked with a grin.  “They’re all the slaves of the women.  Half of them were dressed up in women’s clothing; no, that’s not right, this wasn’t even women’s clothing, it was some sort of hypersexualised version of women’s clothing.  Marketa called them sissies.  Some were naked. Marketa and girls were constantly going on at them, do this, do that, work faster.  When one stepped out of line, they were whipped or kicked.  It was so funny.” She giggled.

“Funny?” I gasped.  “Doesn’t sound like fun to me.”

“Please!” She scoffed.  “Like you minded when I dressed up in that PVC outfit for Halloween that time.”

“That was different.”

“No it wasn’t.  I whipped you in bed that night and you were begging for more.”

She wasn’t wrong.  She’d dressed up as Catwoman for Halloween, and boy did she look hot.  There was something about seeing her dressed up like that which made me want her even more but also made me completely subservient around her.  Still though, there was a difference between innocent playtime in the bedroom, and having a professional dominatrix go cornholio on your ass.

“Anyway, she asked why I didn’t bring you along, so next time I will.” She told me with a grin.

“Yeah, no thanks.  I have no interest in becoming a slave of the Other World Kingdom.” I told her.

“Pfft, relax!  Nobody is suggesting that; she’s just being a good neighbour.”

As I watched Vanessa retreat to her studio, I went back to my study where I once again watched a few of the OWK porn videos.  After two or three, I decided I needed to do more than just watch porn, I needed to write.  Strangely enough though, rather than writer’s block, the ideas began to flow through me, and suddenly, I was writing.  Within an hour I had the skeleton outline complete for one of my ideas, a love story murder mystery.  Then I moved on to the first chapter, filling in the gaps in my outline and building out the characters. 

Finally happy, I read through what I wrote and then realised what I had done.  My gorgeous, sexy female lead, had become a sexy brunette in latex.  Now how the hell did that happen?


Two

Over the next few weeks, Vanessa spent a lot of time at the castle working on her murals.  They liked her work so much that she was invited back to do more, and also consult on some design work.  On my side, the novel was coming along well but at the same time, my old company asked me if I was open to some consulting work.  It seemed they wanted to put some increased security measures in place in light of the focus on AI since ChatGPT.  Essentially, the whole industry was scared of regulation so they wanted to put some things in place to protect themselves before that happened. 

As part of this paid consultancy, I had to fly to the UK for a couple of days.  When I returned on a Friday evening, I arrived home to find Vanessa sat with Marketa and one other very pretty woman called Sarka.  Just like my Vanessa, and Marketa, Sarka was another tall, sexy brunette with a toned body.  I would later discover that when these girls weren’t working, they were exercising.  Anyway, there they were drinking wine, sat around our dining room table, gossiping. 

“Hello honey!” Vanessa gushed, standing and giving me a long hug and kiss.  “How was the UK?”

“Raining, miserable, but otherwise good to see the old crew.  How are things here?” I asked her, hinting at the visit.

“Good, the ladies came over to keep me company.  Grab a glass and join us.” She suggested, but I pointed to my suitcase.  “Thanks but I’ll go unpack and shower.  Maybe later.”

As I made my way upstairs, I heard laughter from behind me.  Maybe I wasn’t keen on their jobs, but I was really glad Vanessa was making friends.  One of my nightmares was this place turning into the hotel from the Shining.  The laughter and gossiping continued as I unpacked and showered, then I changed into more comfortable clothes and headed downstairs.

“I’ll join you for that drink now.” I smiled, grabbing a glass.

“Great, you can top off our glasses too.” Vanessa told me, raising her wine glass.  As she did so, the others joined her, lifting their glasses into the air.

The evening was very pleasant, with the girls sharing stories of life in the Czech Republic, their travels, but also interesting titbits about their lives in the BDSM community.  Marketa told a story about an American who came to Prague and wanted to spend his whole holiday with her being walked around the sights on a leash.  She basically made him listen to every piece of Czech history, and he probably went home with more knowledge of the Czech Republic than most Czechs.  Sarka told a story about a couple who wanted help teaching the wife to be dominant, but in the end, all she discovered was that she herself was submissive, but not only that, she was also a closet lesbian. 

“So, this is just a work thing for you?” I asked them.

“How do you mean?” Asked Marketa in return.

“Like, you do this BDSM stuff as a job, and have normal relationships outside that?”

Both Sarka and Marketa shared a look and then Marketa said, “I mean, I’m dominant, so when I date I expect my boyfriend to be submissive.  Do I expect him to be a permanent slave to me?  Probably not, I think in today’s society that’s unrealistic, but I do expect him to worship me, and I do expect him to take punishment when it is needed.”

That was interesting.  I had thought that it was all a show for them, but it seemed they embraced the lifestyle.  I chuckled as I thought of something.  “What?” Grinned Vanessa.

“It must be pretty annoying for you guys to see me sitting at the table with you as an equal.” I laughed and they joined me.  “Don’t worry,” Marketa began, “We don’t see you as an equal.” Then she stuck her tongue out at me, blowing me a playful raspberry.

Just then, Marketa’s phone rang.  “It’s Diana.” She said, picking it up and speaking Czech, getting up from the table.

“Who’s Diana?” I asked.

“The boss.” Said Sarka.

“She’s nice.” Vanessa told me.  “Really friendly.  Everyone is really.”

Marketa held her hand over the microphone.  “Mind if Diana joins us?” She asked.

“No, the more the merrier.” I replied, and Vanessa nodded.  “I’ll prepare some snacks actually.”

When Diana arrived, I had been expecting her to arrive alone, but I was shocked to find a man in leather hotpants, a gimp mask, and a collar, arriving behind her.  As the older, yet pretty blonde woman stepped in the house, the slave dropped to his knees, took off her shoes, then stood and helped her off with her jacket. 

She greeted Vanessa with a kiss on both cheeks, then smiled at me as Vanessa introduced me as her husband.  She then held out her hand in a way which I knew was not for shaking, but rather kissing, but she held it at such a level which required me to stoop.  “Lovely to meet you Quentin.” She said, her voice refined for a foreign speaker.

“You have lovely pronunciation.” I told her.

“I should!” She laughed, following us into the dining room.  “My parents escaped Czechoslovakia during communism.  I lived in Berkshire most of my life.”

“Wow!  When did you get back here?” Vanessa asked her.

“Oh, erm, I think it was ninety-eight.”

As Diana sat down, I poured her a glass of red and directed her to the assortment of snacks on the table, cheeses, olives and so on.  Her slave knelt by her side and I asked if he needed anything, to which Diana said he did not, but I could give him some water in a dog bowl if I had one.  The only one I had was for Logan, and I honestly, I didn’t want him to have to share, so instead I got a normal bowl and put some water in it, putting it on the floor in front of the slave, who immediately began lapping at it.

“So is he your…” I began.

“Husband?” She asked with a smile.

“Yes.”

“No.  My husband is at home back in Prague.  He needs to work, but he’ll be down next week.  It’ll be good for him to have another Englishman to talk to.” She smiled warmly. 

“Oh, he’s British?”

“Yep, Londoner.  Mark.”

“What does he think of all this?”

She waved her hand and laughed.  “Please!  Mark loves this lifestyle more than me.”

“He’s submissive?”

“Of course.  I couldn’t be with a dominant man.  Opposites attract.  Still, tell me about you Quentin.”

I gave her a high-level rundown of what I did with AI and the business I sold.  I didn’t say for how much, but I think she got the gist that it was a lot.  We talked about writing, and she told me that Mark wrote short stories, and had been published a couple of times.  Mark was apparently in property development, standard stuff, buying land for flats and offices.  He hated his job but it paid well, not that they really needed the money.  “I have more than enough.” Diana noted.  “Not enough to buy the castle, but I have family money which was left to me.  I have enough to keep this place running for a couple of years and make it profitable.  If it isn’t, well, then Mark’s money will be important.”

“It’s difficult.” I noted.  “It took us ten years until we really were able to recognise the potential of our business, and those were ten hard years.  It paid off, but there were so many times I wanted to give up and run.”

Vanessa nodded.  “He doubted himself, but I never doubted him.  People were telling me, why do you stick with him if he is so focused on work, but I knew a successful business owner only comes with strong support.”

“I couldn’t have done it without Vanessa by my side.” I said, placing my hand on Vanessa’s.

All the ladies gave an aww sound, holding their hearts.  Dominant women they may be, but they loved a good bit of romance too.  To stop things from getting soppy, I changed the subject.  “So how come you’re not all in latex?” I asked, and that earned me a gentle slap from Vanessa.

Laughing, Sarka asked, “Do you want us to be in latex?”

“Ha, no, but you are into the lifestyle…”

Marketa stepped in, “So should be in latex?  Have you ever tried latex?”

“Erm, no.” I hadn’t.

“It’s not exactly easy to get into.” Diana explained.  “I think we all love how we feel and look in latex, but that is about it.  It’s sweaty, it needs a tonne of work to look after and put on.  But I try to wear things which make me feel dominant, hence the leather pants I have on.  What about you?  Submissive or dominant?”

I was about to say neither, but Vanessa answered for me.  “Submissive.  Not bend me over and peg me submissive, but definitely submissive.” She said.  I gave her a look of shock and a little playful annoyance.  “Bend me over and peg me?” I almost squealed.  “Where on Earth did you learn phrases like that?”

“Well, when you’re around these girls most of the time, you kind of learn the terminology.” Vanessa pointed out.

“You’re corrupting my wife.” I joked, earning a laugh. 

We drank and chatted until after midnight, when the ladies said their good nights and left.  I had to admit, it was a lot of fun with them, and I looked forward to the chance to meet Mark.  As Vanessa and I were getting ready for bed, I asked her if she didn’t have any dominant urges since being in the castle.  She shrugged with a sly smirk.  “I mean, I can understand it.  It’s certainly sexy, but I don’t know if I would want to live my life like that.  Put it this way, it’s given me ideas to incorporate into our sexy time, but that’s about it.”

“I get that.” I replied, tucking myself into bed.  “I don’t think I’d live like that slave Diana brought, but I could picture you as a sexy mistress.”

“Oh yeah?” She purred, climbing onto me in her little white chiffon nightie.  “Make your cock hard thinking about me in latex, whipping you, making you my little bitch?” She asked, as she grabbed my rapidly hardening erection.  “Oh, it does.” Without waiting, she dropped her pussy down, engulfing me quickly.  “Makes me horny too, I’m not gonna lie.  Maybe I should spank you when you’re naughty.”

“Maybe you should.” I told her, staring at her as she rode me.

“I should get a whip.  Maybe the girls can take me shopping for some equipment.”

“Definitely.”

“Hmm…get that strap-on dildo to peg you with.”

“Um…” I said, a little concerned about where this was going.

“No pegging?” She pouted.

“Maybe we can try it one day.” I assured her.  I seemed to remember her saying something similar when I asked about a threesome with another woman.  She saw right through me and gave me a ha-ha look. 

The next day, I awoke before Vanessa, which probably had more to do with her consumption of wine the night before.  As such, I went to the bathroom to do my usual morning ritual, I stood at the sink brushing my teeth, looking at the castle across the road.  I was about to look away when something caught my eye.  There, stood in one of the windows was Marketa, naked and rubbing moisturiser on her body, her hands gently cupping her sexy perfectly shaped breasts, the dark nipples clearly glinting where they had been pierced.  I couldn’t help but stare at her magnificent body, taking in her perfect skin, smooth, slightly tanned, her naval pierced too, but her belly so perfect that the naval was a straight vertical line.

It was as I was staring at her, dumb-faced, that she looked up and stared right at me.  The sides of her lips curled up in a cheeky smile and I could see her tut as she wagged her index finger at me, though she made no effort to cover up, just simply staring at me as she rubbed the cream all over her smooth body.  It was as her fingers made their way to her smooth, sexy slit, that I brought myself back to reality and turned away, running back to my bedroom, where I found Vanessa awake and checking her phone.

“Honey, I need to tell you something.” I said, knowing there was no point hiding the truth.  “I saw Marketa naked.”

She looked at me, confused, as if trying to remember something happening the night before.  “Huh?  When?”

“Just now.  In her window.” I panted, trying to calm myself.  “I’m sorry.”

“Pfft, good for you.” She shrugged.  “It’s not as if you went and fucked her.”

“She saw me though.”

“Oh dear,” she snorted out a laugh.  “Now you’re in trouble.”

“She didn’t seem angry.”

“And yet she knows how to wield a whip.” Vanessa noted.  “Chill babe, I’m sure she knows it was a genuine mistake.” Then she paused and looked right at me.  “It was a genuine mistake right?”

“Yes!” I squealed.  “I was cleaning my teeth and looked up and there she was.”

“And you weren’t wanking off?” She grinned.

“No!”

She leaned over and grabbed my erect cock.  “But you want to.”

I shrugged.  “I mean…she’s not ugly, right?”

“Right.  But don’t wank off.  Stick that cock in me.” I jumped onto her, thrusting inside and fucking her, as she continued to speak to me.  “Close your eyes, pretend I’m Marketa.  Imagine her breasts.”

“They’re pierced.” I told her.

“I know.  I’ve seen them.” She told me and my eyes bolted open with a questioning look.  “I’ve worked in her bedroom, I saw her get changed.  Jesus!  Oh, wait, you think that maybe she and I had a thing?  Oh, you like that do you?  Maybe I will.  Maybe, if you agree to let me peg you.”

“Okay.” I told her.

“Really?  I’ll peg you and then I’ll seduce Marketa?  You agree to those terms?”

“Yes!  Yes!” I screamed, and then came inside her before collapsing next to her.  “So, you’ll seduce Marketa?” I asked with hope in my voice.

“Maybe we can try it one day.” She joked, before getting up, and I groaned at my own stupidity.


Three

When we ran into Marketa later that day, it seemed that she had already spoken to Vanessa about my little faux pax.  She teased me about it but otherwise brushed it off as an accident and that I shouldn’t worry about it.  And of course, I didn’t worry about it.  I spent the rest of my amazing Saturday not worrying about it.  I even fell asleep, not worrying about it.  And yet I still found myself bolt awake the next morning, eager to get to the bathroom before Vanessa.  It was exactly the same time as the day before, and once again, I was brushing my teeth and there was Marketa, doing her morning ritual.  This time, however, she was stood waiting, smiling the moment I arrived, and then allowing her hand to travel south to her pussy as I brushed my teeth.  With her other hand, she made the international wanking symbol but I shook my head to say no, leading her to pout.

I watched her masturbate for a little while longer, and then pulled myself together and left.  Of course, Vanessa got the benefit of my erection, but she knew what was what.  “Saw Marketa again, huh?” She asked with a grin.

“Yes.”

“Good that I’m reaping the rewards.”

“Well, she wanted me to masturbate.” I admitted.

“And did she?”

“It looked like it.”

“And you didn’t reciprocate?  Poor girl!  Jilted like that.” She gasped.  “I’ll need to have words with her.  Remind her you are my bitch.”

“Be nice.  She’s just messing with me.” I reminded her, but she slapped my arm.  “I’m joking.  I don’t care.  It’s not as if you’re gonna go running off with her.  I think our marriage is secure enough for some harmless flirting.”

“So you’re not angry?”

“Of course not!  Fuck, wank off for the girl!  Poor thing putting herself out there and nothing.”

“Sorry!”

The next morning, I was up and in the bathroom again, but she was not there this time.  I assumed her weekday started earlier than mine, so missed her.  However, later that day, as I was working in my study and Vanessa was over at the castle painting, I looked up to see Marketa enter the bathroom again, wearing some sort of buckle-up leather corset.  She undid it and let it drop to the ground before looking out of the window, looking right at our bathroom window.  She didn’t see me, obviously, and for a moment, I detected a hint of disappointment on her face.  But just as she began to turn away, her eyes traced across our house and found me sat in front of my study window staring up at her.  A cheeky grin appeared on her face as she began to play with herself in front of the long, tall window. 

Remembering my wife’s words, I actually pulled my pants down, pulling out my cock and masturbating with her.  Marketa’s eyes flashed with excitement and joy, and soon her movements became more fluid, as if this was the moment she was waiting for.  I couldn’t believe what I was doing, and the raunchiness of our actions was turning me on beyond measure. 

I watched as her panting became more pronounced, her climax approaching, all the while I edged myself, trying hard not to cum before she did.  As soon as I saw her climax hit, I let go, feeling my seed spray over my desk.  Finally, we both calmed down and then she gave me a thumbs up and a gentle wave.

Of course, this happened a few more times during the following days, in fact, it became a welcome distraction from my writing but definitely helped me creatively.

On Wednesday, Vanessa asked if we had plans for Saturday night, to which I said we didn’t, and she told me that Mark would be at the castle and we were invited for dinner there.  It would be my first time visiting the castle, believe it or not, but I was quite excited to see it, especially as I wanted to see my wife’s work. 

As Saturday approached, I asked if we needed to dress up or similar.  Vanessa said that I could wear what I liked but needed to put on a gimp mask.  Thankfully, she was only joking.  As such, we walked over with me in blue jeans and a black t-shirt, and Vanessa in a short red dress. 

The knocker on the gate made a racket and was quickly opened by a young man in fishnet stockings, a strange girlie crop-top, and hotpants.  He looked down as we stepped inside, quickly closing the gate and then standing, head down, in a small guard-post.  I gave Vanessa a look of, “oookay…” but she simply shrugged, having already seen this and more already.  In fact, Vanessa had shared a few stories with me about how the girls treated the slaves, and whilst I felt the sexual excitement of such treatment, I simply couldn’t get myself into that sort of mindset.  However, each to their own, as they say.

It turned out that the dinner would not just be a few of us, but all the women who would be working at the castle were invited too.  At the long table, Diana was sat in a throne-like chair at the head of the table.  To her left sat a smart-looking man with neatly combed hair and glasses.  He looked to be about my age.  He was introduced to me as Mark.  I sat to Diana’s right, and Vanessa then sat to my right, opposite Marketa.  However, before the first course even began, Diana ended up swapping with her husband so that she could join the girls in conversation and could ignore the argument I was have with Mark about why I thought Manchester City deserved to be demoted to the National League for their unfair financial practices. 

Of course, Mark and I hit it off immediately.  He was a lively, fun bloke. 

The drinks and food at the event was served by what I was told were called, Sissy Slaves.  To me they mainly looked like transvestite men in maid’s uniforms; well, most of them; a couple were young and quite attractive, obviously passable as female.  Still, it took me some time to get used to being served by essentially people who were getting their rocks off being submissive servants, and I told that to Mark.

“It’s more than getting their rocks off.” Mark explained.  “It’s a need, a lifestyle.  The company you owned, it was stressful, right?”

“And then some, yes.” I replied.

“You needed to be tough, in control, make sure the people working for you not only respected you, but knew you were in charge.  People relied on you to make decisions.”

He was correct.  It was role I needed to play, even though I never felt entirely comfortable doing it.  I really wanted all there people there to be mates.  I wanted flat management, but that couldn’t happen, the people needed direction and security.  I could see where he was going with this before he even said it.  “I was grateful I had Vanessa at home.” I told him.  “She made the decisions at home, told me what to do so I could switch off from what I needed to be in the office.  She didn’t boss me around, but if she needed something, she would tell me what it was she needed.”

“Right!” He said, excitedly.  “You deferred to your wife to run the marriage, so that you could run the business.”

“Correct.” I agreed.

“That in itself is called a Female-Led Relationship.  It’s a very basic form of female domination where you defer to the woman in the relationship to lead the marriage.  There are many levels of it.  Some couples don’t get past the point that you were in.  Others develop it, hand over financial control to the wife, all the way to disciplining, cuckolding, sissification and more.  But as a man, the moment you release yourself from the shackles and say to yourself, this is the person who will relieve you of your burdens, and you will in turn relieve them of their burdens, is the point where all of a sudden, life just feels free.”

It was spoken with such conviction that I actually fully understood him and had to agree.  In fact, I began to wonder what my life would have been like up to that point had I just given Vanessa full control over our marriage and focused purely on work.  However, there was a nagging feeling that all of this sounded like passing the burden.  Where was the freedom for the woman, when she had to take on all the stresses?

“It’s not like that.” Mark explained.  “Women have spent centuries being subjugated and made to feel inferior to men.  They were not given the control or freedom to manage these things.  But now it is increasingly obvious that women are far better than men for this sort of thing.  We were the hunters, but they told us what to hunt.  We are not passing the burden, rather we are deferring to their best judgment and giving them the control.”

“Okay, I get all that, but how are you helping them?”

“Well, with them controlling the marriage, they control us.  Better distribution of tasks, clean this, wash those, and so on.  For us, the idea of helping isn’t the problem, the problem is getting the drive to actually do those tasks.  And yet why?  Why does it all automatically fall on the woman?” He asked, and it was a very fair point.  “It becomes far easier once you know what you should do and when.  That means the burden of the household chores no longer falls on the wife.  And in more extreme FLR relationships, that blossoms further.”

This all made a lot of sense, but I still couldn’t get my head around the women’s clothes and sissies.  “How does humiliating the husband help with chores?”

“You have a tough life as business man, being the boss, being the respected one.  Or you’re a tough guy on the building site, one of the blokes, a man’s man.  Then you come home and you just want to depart from this stressful world, but you can’t.  Sissies feel the humiliation imposed on them by their wives and it brings an existential relief.  A yin to the yang, so to speak.  It is such a relief that the humiliation feels like the biggest sexual buzz in the world.  It is your freedom to dress up and be someone else, and immerse yourself in a lifestyle which frees you from the shackles of modern society.”

Again, it made sense and I got it, not that I believed it was anything for me.  Still though, what was the benefit for the woman, I asked.  “There’s the power rush, of course.  I’m not saying all women like it, nor do I assume all women are dominant.” He explained.  “But those who are, love the power of it.  It’s like pegging.  Women initially don’t get pegging, after all, what is the benefit to them?  But then they try it and it is an unbelievable rush of power, that they want to do it again.  That’s the first thing.  But in sissification, there is more; usually.  Sissification goes together with cuckolding a lot of the time, so obviously, the benefit for the woman?  She gets to fuck whoever she likes, get sexual gratification, and not only that, she has someone who not only loves her but also waits on her hand and foot at home.  What’s there not to like?”

Jesus, this guy made great points.  For the first time in a while, I felt actually inadequate next to a man.  Ever since becoming a billionaire, I felt kind of, well, not arrogant, but I felt pretty good about myself.  This changed all that. 

Seemingly sensing the change in my mood, Mark asked me another question.  “Say, what was the name of your company anyway?” He asked, pulling out his phone to Google it.

“Logical Acuity.” I told him, watching as he searched it.  I knew he would find the sale value.  He took a sip from his wine glass as he scrolled through the links and then showered the table as he blew out the contents of his mouth.  “Two point two billion pounds!” He cried out loud, alerting the rest of the table.

“Not all of that.” I told him.

“After tax!” He noted.

“And, erm, settlement of outstanding debt.” I added, not really helping myself.

“So you got how much of that?”

“Little over half.” I said.

Marketa leaned forward.  “Wait a second!  You got over a billion pounds from the sale of your company?”

“What’s that in crowns?” Sarka asked her.

“Over thirty billion.” Marketa replied.  Then she turned to Vanessa.  “Honestly, I’m genuinely surprised you’re not pissed off about our mutual masturbation games with Quentin.  If I was in your position, I’d be guarding him with my life.”

Vanessa burst out laughing, especially as I felt the heat rise in my face in embarrassment as Marketa let out what I thought was our little secret.  But Vanessa explained.  “Quentin and I have been through so much together that I trust him completely.  I know, for example, about six years ago, a hot chick from a potential customer came onto Quentin, making it so obvious that she would get him the deal in return for a little hanky-panky, and I mean, she was giving her all and I was in a different timezone, and he still said no to her.”

My eyes went wide.  “Wait, you knew about that?  How?” I asked.

“Tracy, told me.” She said.  “She saw the whole thing.”

Tracy was my old right-hand.  She was hired as my assistant, but she pretty much ran the company with me.  And no, she was not someone I would have been with.  She was not my type, nor was I or any other man her type.  Still, I felt a little bummed that she told Vanessa everything, that said, I was glad there was nothing bad in the woodwork.

“Aw, thanks honey.” I told her, kissing her cheek.

“Besides, I would probably get half in the divorce.” She had to add.

“I retract my aw.”

After dinner, Diana and Marketa gave me a guided tour of the house, together with Mark, leaving Vanessa chatting with Sarka and a couple of the girls.  Mark noted it had been a while since he had seen the place.  We reached a room with some of Vanessa’s murals, gorgeous glossy depictions of femdom scenarios, giantess fantasies, and more.  I had to admit, there was a style to her work, something that felt artistic and yet erotic at the same time. 

“This is the bathroom I’m usually in watching you masturbate.” Marketa joked.

“Ha ha.”

“Highlight of my day!” She said, nudging me with her elbow.

“Not bad for me either.”

I was shown into different rooms, most equipped for BDSM in some way, some for worship, others for serving, others for pain.  I was given the chance to feel what it was like to be strapped to a St. Andrew’s cross, thankfully with my clothes on; and I was also tied over a whipping horse.

“Wanna get whipped?” Marketa asked.

“Not particularly.” I laughed.

“Not hard.  Just a few hits.”

I sighed.  “Over my jeans.”

“Aw, that’s not the same.”

“I’m not pulling my pants down.” I laughed.

“That’s okay.” She replied, then grabbed the sides of my jeans and pulled hard, exposing my behind.  “Hey!” I whined, as Diana brought over a crop.  “Ready?” Diana asked.

“No.” I replied.

Before Diana began, Marketa stepped over and spanked my arse a few times, not hard at first, but progressively getting harder.  “It’s important to do this before a whipping, as it will help you later and prevent scarring.” She explained.

Then Diana lay the first hit of the whip.  “Ow!” I cried out.  It stung like hell, a burning line across my buttocks.  Thankfully, it was not something which lasted, but still, the initial reaction was pure pain.  She did it again, a few more times, and again, I cried out.  “How can anyone get off on this?” I asked them.

Marketa leaned close to my ear.  “You’re our bitch, and we can do what we want to you, and you’re gonna take this beating because you know it is what you deserve, you disgusting filth of a man.” As she was saying that, Diana was hitting me with the whip.

“Oh!” I realised.

“Yeah, now you get it.” Marketa smiled, then kissed me gently on the cheek, before letting me up.  “And, erm, your cock gets it too.  Nice size by the way.  Not bad at all.”

“Thanks.  I do my best.”

“I’m sure you do.” She grinned, as I belted my jeans.

Mark put his arm around my shoulder.  “Seems like you’re learning a lot today.” He told me.

“Seems so.” I laughed.

With that, Diana invited Mark to show me how a professional submissive takes a beating.  I watched as he dropped his trousers, revealing bright pink lacy panties underneath, much to my surprise, although I don’t know what I was, and then saw him drop them to reveal his cock was tightly caged up in a tiny metal nub-like chastity cage.  I knew these things existed, I’d seen them in the porn videos I’d watched, but I had never seen one close up.

“How often is he let out?” I asked.

Diana turned to her husband.  “How long is it now?” She asked him.

“Eight months.” He sighed.

“And he’ll be in there for another four, then he will roll a dice, and if he gets a six, he’ll be let out again, if not, it’s two years.” Diana told me, proudly.

“Wow!  I think I’d shoot myself.” I replied.

“Tell me about it.” Mark whined.

“Maybe we won’t bother with the dice roll at all.” Noted Diana, clearly not happy with Mark’s whining. 

For the next few minutes, I watched as Diana and Marketa took turns beating Mark’s backside and legs.  They didn’t hold back and the result was a mix of deep purple and red welts on his skin.  And from his cage, I saw some fluid dribble, and realised that even though he couldn’t get erect or wank, he could still cum.  That was impressive.

When we arrived back in the library where the others were gathered, I told Vanessa that I’d experienced what a whipping from a professional dominatrix felt like.  She laughed at my experience, especially when Diana explained that she used about one percent of the force she would normally use.

“Still bloody hurt!” I noted.

As we sipped on some form of local plum spirit, the girls were becoming increasingly relaxed.  As the night wore on, Mark found himself on his knees massaging his wife’s feet, and other slaves had been brought in to massage the other ladies, or act as footstools, and so on.  It was reaching a point where I began to feel a little uncomfortable, as if intruding on what was to become some sort of sexual event. 

Turning to Vanessa, I asked if she was tired, and as if reading my mind, she smiled and said she was.  “Thank you all for a wonderful night.” Vanessa told them, standing up.  I followed suit.

Marketa and Sarka whined, telling us to stay longer, but Diana understood what was happening and stood to lead us out.  I said my good byes to Mark and then followed the beautiful dominatrix out of the main building, down to the gate.

“It was wonderful to have you both.” Diana said, kissing Vanessa on the cheeks and then moving to do the same to me. 

“Thank you. We had a great time.” I told her. 

“You’re both more than welcome over whenever, but be aware Quentin, when you come back again, I’m not going to be so nice to you.” She grinned.  “After all, I’m Queen of this place now.  You need to show respect.”

“Of course, your Majesty.” I smiled, earning a giggle from her.  “Good night.”

“Good night.”

As made the short walk across the road and into our house, Vanessa told me what a lovely time she had.  I agreed, I had to admit, it was a lot of fun, and Mark was a good laugh.  It was just a shame that Mark would only visit every three weeks or so because of work.

“How did you enjoy being whipped?” Vanessa asked, grinning.

“Erm, well, the actual act of whipping, nothing special.  But then Marketa put a few words in my head, and well, it sent a spark through me.  Then the whipping sort of became necessary?  Anyway, Mark got off on his whipping.  He came.”

She scoffed.  “He wanked off whilst being whipped?” She asked.

“Oh no, he can’t do that.  He’s been locked in a chastity cage for over eight months.”

“Wait, what?” She laughed.  “That really exists?”

“Yep.”

“Wow.  And he still came.  Well I guess when you don’t fuck or wank for eight months, any stimulant will do.”

I nodded.  “Yep, but that’s not all.  She has him in knickers.”

She returned my nod.  “That I knew.” She told me.  “He usually wears more than that.” She told me, and then noticed my questioning look.  “Mark’s a sissy.”

Suddenly, it all made sense.


Four

The mural work that Vanessa was doing was drawing to a close, and Vanessa felt a little sad about that.  She told me that during the renovations, the girls had treated her like one of them, and she’d had a great laugh over there.  Now that the castle was about to open for business, she knew that things were going to be different, that they would be putting on a different face. 

However, a week before opening, we had a surprise visit from Diana, who said she wanted to pick my brain.  Essentially, the reopening of the Other World Kingdom was drawing attention in the forums and other places, and already there were bookings, but nothing great.  So she stopped by to ask what could be done from a technology perspective.  I frowned a little, not really knowing how technology might help, but I did have access to an old version of my AI.  We sat down in front of the PC and I loaded the parameters into the system.  This was the response:

	Online Presence and Marketing: Creating an engaging and informative website, including high-quality visuals and detailed descriptions of the facilities and experiences, would help potential visitors understand what the OWK has to offer. Utilizing search engine optimization techniques and online advertising campaigns could increase the visibility of the establishment to a wider audience. 

	Virtual Tours and Interactive Media: Developing virtual tours or immersive 360-degree videos showcasing the different areas of the kingdom, such as the dungeons, chambers, and outdoor spaces, would give prospective visitors a glimpse into the unique experiences offered at OWK. Interactive media, like virtual reality experiences or interactive storylines, could also be developed to provide a more engaging and personalized preview. 

	Online Booking and Reservation Systems: Implementing a user-friendly online booking system would streamline the reservation process for visitors, allowing them to select their preferred dates, accommodations, and activities. This convenience would attract a broader range of guests who appreciate the efficiency and flexibility of online booking. 

	Social Media Engagement: Actively engaging with potential visitors through various social media platforms would help create a sense of community and generate interest. Regularly posting content such as event highlights, testimonials, behind-the-scenes glimpses, and interactive discussions would foster engagement and increase visibility. 

	Mobile Applications: Developing a dedicated mobile application for the OWK could offer visitors an easy way to access information about events, activities, and amenities. Features like push notifications, personalized recommendations, and online chat support could enhance the overall guest experience and provide a more convenient means of communication. 

	Enhanced Security and Privacy Measures: Given the sensitive nature of the OWK's activities, ensuring robust security and privacy measures would be crucial to building trust among potential visitors. Implementing secure payment gateways, encrypted communication channels, and strict data protection protocols would assure guests of their safety and confidentiality. 

	Customized Experiences and Personalization: Utilizing technology to offer personalized experiences based on visitors' preferences and previous interactions could enhance the overall guest satisfaction. For example, implementing a recommendation system that suggests specific activities, events, or workshops based on individual interests could help guests tailor their experience to their liking. 

	Collaborations and Partnerships: Establishing partnerships with related industries, such as BDSM equipment manufacturers, fetish clothing brands, or alternative lifestyle communities, could create synergistic marketing opportunities. Co-hosting events, offering exclusive discounts or packages, or participating in joint promotional campaigns would help attract a wider audience. 



“Wow!” Diana noted, realising that whilst she had invested into the property itself, she hadn’t really invested in the website.  “This is amazing.”

I had to admit that it was.  “In fact, that is something I can help you with.  We could build a questionnaire of experiences and run the results through the AI.  The output could be the definition of the time the customer would spend there.  That would reduce hesitation of spend.  Essentially, knowing what you are getting.”

“Can you please work on that?  I’ll pay you, of course.” Diana told me, but I shook my head.  “Diana, I would happily do this for free.  I have enough money, and this is beneficial for me too.  I want this to work.”

“How is it beneficial for you?” She asked.

“Because Vanessa loves hanging out with you guys.  I don’t want this to fail.”

“Thank you!  I love hanging out with her too!  And you!  Well…for a man.”

I gave her a smile.  “Just pretend I’m one of your slaves doing your bidding.” I joked, but she cocked her head and smiled back at me.  “Oh, don’t worry, I’ve done my pretending in that area.”

“How do you mean?” I asked her.

“Oh, whenever I meet a man I like, I picture him as my little slave boy.  Trust me, I’ve already masturbated a few times.” She grinned.  A few weeks ago I would have been shocked, but instead I laughed and said, “Very open you ladies aren’t you?”

“Life is very dull otherwise.”

Fair point, I thought.  Looking through everything the AI suggested again, I realised there was a lot more I could do for her, including the mobile app and more.  “In fact, I can do the coding and Vanessa can do the graphic design.  Same with the web and also the security.” 

“I owe you big time.” She told me.

“Anything for you Mistress!” I joked, but she returned a stern expression.  “Don’t joke about things like that, otherwise you’ll soon find it a reality.”

I made a zipping motion on my mouth and received a nod in return.  After Diana left, I filled Vanessa in on what was happening.  She actually seemed really happy that we would be working together on something so useful and fun.  Immediately, I began work documenting ideas for the different components, writing user specifications for each element to the best of my knowledge.  However, the questionnaire portion was not easy for me.  Yes, importing a BDSM questionnaire was easy, but I needed to understand the details of each, so that I could give the AI more data.  At the end of the day, AI was always going to be only as good as the input data.

Realising I needed to sit down with someone and discuss the details, I headed over to the castle, laptop in hand, and knocked on the door.  The gate was opened by a guard in leather chaps and harness, and he certainly looked more like someone I didn’t want to mess with than the other guy I had met.

“Yes?” He asked.

“Erm, I’m working on your website and stuff.  I need to speak to someone about some details.”

“Vanilla people are not allowed in without an appointment.” He said, slamming the door in my face. 

“Nice.” I mumbled, then headed home where I asked Vanessa to text Diana or Marketa. 

“Don’t you want them to come here?” She asked.

“I don’t care. I just thought it would be easier.”

“Because you remember Diana’s threat?” Vanessa grinned.

“She was joking.”

“No Quentin, she wasn’t.  They need to keep up appearances.  As a male in a female empire, you cannot possibly have more freedom than others.”

Damn, she was right.  “Okay, I guess they can come here then.” I said.

“I mean, if you want to go there, I don’t mind, but you need to come to that decision yourself.” She grinned naughtily.

“Yeah, no, I’m good.” I told her, and then gestured to her phone.  She called Diana first but didn’t get an answer, so she called Marketa instead, who told me to just come over and she would speak to the guard. 

“But Diana said that if Quentin was to show up again, then he’d need to behave as your slave.” Vanessa pointed out, her hips swaying as she conveyed this news.

I overheard the response.  “Yep, but you don’t mind if we turn him into our little bitch do you?” Marketa laughed, but then said, “Fine, I’ll come over.  See you in a bit.”

Ten minutes later, Marketa let herself in, as she had been doing lately.  We didn’t mind, in fact we encouraged it.  At first she felt it was weird, but we told her that friends who were neighbours are free to come and go as they please, and if we want privacy, the door would be locked.  However, that wasn’t the surprise for us.  For the first time, I saw Marketa in full dominatrix mode; red latex mini-dress, black latex underbust corset, fishnet stockings, thigh-heal patent leather boots, thick stern make-up.  She was the figure of dominance. 

It took me a moment to catch my breath, but finally I let Marketa know where I was stuck.  I asked if she had time, and she let me know that she did, that her slave was caged in the dungeon anyway.  We then spent the next hour going line by line through the questionnaire, where she explained the psyche of those wanting each fetish, helping me to understand the sub-variants of each fetish in order to make the questionnaire super-detailed.  I had to admit, there were times where I found myself so turned on that I had a hard time hiding my erection, to the point where Marketa simply told me to grow up and stop being a pussy.

Once we were done, I asked her if she had plans for dinner, and unfortunately she had, but she said that she might stop by later for a drink. 

The fetish list was written in the documentation, which meant I could move on to the next part of the user-experience.  However, I actually found myself reading the list and considering how I might react to each item.  Obviously, there were a couple of items on that list that made my stomach churn, but many I found tolerable, even exciting.  For example, the idea of cuckolding was a turn-on.  Why?  Because Vanessa was always such a good-girl.  She was faithful, she stood by my side, she gave up so much, so the idea of telling her to run wild and get laid, well, it did something to me.  Then I delved deeper and considered how I might feel if she found out that I was an inferior lover, and she found sex better with others, and as I thought about that, my cock simply swelled thick and hard.  Shit, maybe this stuff was rubbing off on me.

Later that evening, Marketa came by with Diana and carrying a bottle of wine.  I showed Diana what I had worked on.  She liked my process around the design, then asked how long it would take to develop.  “The AI component is already done, obviously, but I have to adjust for this.  I think a month, maybe less.”

Vanessa raised a point which I had already considered, and that was whether or not I was allowed to use the AI engine after selling the company.  “This isn’t the same AI engine.  This is the original version that I built at home.  I’ve been tweaking it for years, but it isn’t the same thing as the one I sold.” I explained.

“Either way, this is amazing.” Diana told me.  “I’m really impressed.  I never thought I’d have such a smart slave working for me.” She grinned.

“Slave?” Vanessa chuckled.

“Yes, didn’t he tell you.  He’s doing this all for free, which essentially makes him my slave.” Diana pointed out.

With a burst of laughter, Vanessa admitted it was true.  “Well if he doesn’t behave, feel free to spank him.”

“I’ll hold you to that!”

The castle was not open long but it was enough to see initial earnings.  I asked Diana how she was doing in terms of occupancy versus costs, and she said that she was at ten percent occupancy.  She wasn’t upset just yet, and based on bookings for the future, they were looking at forty percent by Christmas.  “We have filming happening too.” She pointed out, “Which should help things, but still, we need it to pick up.”

“We’ll help you.” Vanessa told her.

“Definitely.” I agreed.

“Urgh, why aren’t you more interested in BDSM?” Marketa asked me. “You’d be a perfect sub.”

I shook my head.  “Thanks, but I’m not sure.”

“Not sure?” Vanessa asked me.  I could see the confused expectation on her face.

“Like, I’m not closing doors to anything, but I just don’t see it.” I was too set in my ways to change in such a way, but then again, I was open to a little play, of course.

The conversation moved over to other things, with the girls talking about some sort of new make-up they tried.  As they talked girlie things, I continued working on my design documentation.  At some point, Diana made a point to me that she’d told the guards that I was to be let in if I come by again.  I thanked her, but she said, “Don’t thank me yet.  The agreement still stands.  As long as you are in my domain, you belong to us, meaning you behave as we expect you to behave.”

“I get it.” I told her.  “It’s your business, you can’t make exceptions.”

“See, you get it!” Then she turned to Vanessa.  “You’ll still be coming by I hope?”

“I didn’t think you’d want me there when you had the business open.” Vanessa explained.

“Don’t be silly.  You’re always welcome; if you don’t mind bossing some slaves around.”

Vanessa giggled.  “I think I’m up for it.”

After the ladies left, Vanessa and I made love, something we had been doing a lot of lately.  There was no denying that our new friends had made us very horny, there was just a question as to how far Vanessa was willing to take this.  After making love, we discussed exactly that. 

“Are you really going to go over there and become a dominatrix?” I asked her.

“No!” She laughed.  “But I might go over there for a drink with the girls and if I need to be dominant then it could be fun.  Would you mind?”

“Of course not.  You can do whatever you like, but I just wanted to know.”

“Don’t worry, I’m not going to come home and suddenly turn you into a slave, but I want to have some fun.”

We kissed good night and slowly tried to drift off to sleep, but the excitement of the whole situation was too much for me.  Thoughts whizzed through my mind as I remembered the things I read about BDSM, about femdom, and all the things which excited me.  Could I really be a closet submissive?  I then began to wonder what things might look like for me if I went over there.  Would I be forced to crawl, masked, forced into sissy clothes? 

I fell asleep dreaming of being a slave.


Five

For the next few weeks, I worked hard on the website, getting that, the booking system, security, and the questionnaire system operational.  Whilst I worked on that, Vanessa began spending time at the castle.  The first time she went, she was nervous, wondering what it might she was subjecting herself to. But when she arrived home, she was giddy with emotion, happy, excited.  Apparently it was literally just drinks to begin with, served by slaves and sissies, but then the girls started to get feisty.  One of the slaves spilled wine, and that meant punishment. 

“They whipped him, kicked him in the balls hard, over and over.” She giggled.  “Then Marketa and Sarka took out strap-ons and fucked him, calling him all sorts of names.  It was so damned sexy.”

“Sounds it.” I told her.  “So you plan to go back?”

“Yep, if you don’t mind?”

“Of course, I don’t.”

So after that, Vanessa became a more regular visitor to the castle, and as she became more regular there, her dress sense changed too.  First it was shorter skirts, then it was shop-bought PVC/faux-leather pants and skirts, then she got her first latex dress, and I had to admit, it looked amazing, but boy were the ladies right, it was an arse to get into. 

“What do you get up to there?” I asked her.

“Really wanna know?” She replied.

“Yes!”

“I have a slave assigned to me, he looks after me.  He’s a sissy.  He serves me, I beat him, humiliate him, that sort of thing.”

“Have you fucked him?  I mean, with a strap-on?”

“Pegged him?  Yes.”

“What’s it like?” I asked, leaning forward with interest.

“Don’t know what it’s like for him, but for me it’s awesome.  I feel so powerful, in control.” Then she paused.  “Why?  Want to try it?”

I shrugged.  Of course, I wanted to try it, but my fragile male ego wouldn’t allow it.  Here was something really hard about admitting I wanted to try something a lot of men had already tried, but I was scared, even though I wasn’t sure of what. 

“One day.” She told me.

With the website finished, I called Diana to let her know that I was done with that part.  I invited her over so I could teach her the booking system, and show her the so-called playbook, AI generated scenarios connected to the questionnaire system.  Of course, everything was on the test server, just waiting for approval to go live. 

“Don’t you want to come here?” Diana asked me, playful innocence in her voice.  I wasn’t going to fall for that trap.

“You’re the devil!” I laughed.

“Fine, I’ll come over.” She sulked.  “You really are a spoilsport.”

A few minutes later, she was over, reviewing my work.  She was blown away by everything, especially the playbook scenarios.  However, I pointed out that the AI was not infallible.  I said that it relied on data from stories and internet information, which could cause some sort of illegal ideas.  “Before sending them out to the guests, review them, okay?” I told her.

“Sure.”

I then discussed the app with her.  I suggested that the app could be a two-way thing.  One, an app for the ladies, ways to track their slaves, interact with them prior to arrival to build tension, interact with them after to make sure they behave.  “I also had an idea.” I told her.  “I read there’s a Bluetooth chastity cage which can be remotely controlled.”

“Yeah, but they’re expensive as hell.” Diana pointed out.

“I can make my own.  Basically buy cheap metal Chinese cages, the ones with the push-in locks.  I can build a simple wi-fi managed lock system, connected to the app.”

Diana leaned back in her chair and stared at me, a sly grin on her face.  She didn’t say a word, she just stared at me for a long moment, and then she said, “Are you seriously telling me you are doing all this just because you like us?”

“Yes.”

“Do you know what I think?” She began.  “I think that’s part of it, but I also think that secretly, you fantasise about being part of it.  You imagine that I’m going to turn around and make you a slave, or Vanessa will.  You want the fun, but you’re not able to rationalise it in your head.  But honey, much as I love you and everything you are doing, BDSM is all about consent, and until I know you are ready, I’m not going to do a single thing.  You know where the doorway to my world is, you just need to get the courage to go over and knock.”

I inhaled, digesting her words.  Was I really so transparent?  I got where she was coming from, but she was missing one important point; I already knocked, but she was not ready for me.  I knocked on that door and wasn’t let in.  Could I really find my way to do it again after being rejected the first time?

I didn’t answer her.  I just moved on, talking tech, and for a moment, I detected a confused expression on her face, as if struggling to wonder if she had missed something.  Maybe it was just that I had given up, or maybe she realised maybe she was wrong, but at that moment, she was confused by me.

That evening, Vanessa and I were sat watching a movie on one of the streaming services.  We had the fire roaring as outside it was already speckling with snow as winter loomed.  The film was nothing special, so we found ourselves talking over it.  Vanessa had been spending her days at the castle and whilst I didn’t mind her adopting the dominatrix role for a bit of fun, I was slightly concerned that it was distracting from her art hobby. 

“You haven’t painted anything in a while.” I told her.

She frowned.  “Yes I have.  You just haven’t been over to my studio in a while.” She replied.

“When?”

“Weekends, some evenings.  Go take a look.”

“I will, tomorrow.”

“You’re just concerned about the amount of time I spend at the castle.” She smiled.  “What bothers you and we’ll talk about it?”

I shrugged.  It didn’t bother me per se, but I just needed to understand it, to understand her feelings and why she felt the need to do it.  In fairness, her response was plain and simple, that she simply enjoyed it, that she enjoyed the power she felt over the slaves, and they enjoyed being part of the collective over there.  However, she made a point to ask if I was okay with it.  I was, I definitely was, but in the pit of my stomach, I wondered why she didn’t want to dominate me, why these people were special but I was not.  I knew the fastest route to the answer would be to ask, but at the same time, I knew there would be a follow-up question, a question I was not ready to answer; do you want to be dominated?

The next day I was treated to another sight of Marketa naked in the bathroom.  Once again, she made eye contact with me and we mutually masturbated, but as she did so this time, she curled her index finger at me, like a siren’s call, beckoning me over.  I shook my head and she made pouty lips. 

But it didn’t stop there.  For the next days and weeks, that window began to get saucier and more enticing.  Soon it wasn’t just Marketa using that bathroom, but Sarka, Pavla, Jana, and many of the other girls.  By Christmas, I was greeted by a wonderful sight.  Marketa and my wife, Vanessa, making out in front of the window, and both beckoning me over.  Finally, I understood everything.  Vanessa would not dominate me unless I went over there.  The rule still applied, except my wife was applying it too.

During the period from when I first met Mark, to that Christmas, I had only seen him three or four times, and that was for a quick beer at the local pub, or at our house.  A few times I asked him to come watch a footie match with me, but he was either still in Prague, or working at the house.  Then one day, he arrived at my house and asked to come in.  Vanessa was at the castle, as usual, so I was home alone.

“Hey, so I wanted to talk to you about something.” Mark said, nervously.

“Is it about my presence at the castle?” I asked, candidly.

“Yes. Why don’t you want to go?” It was obvious the ladies had put him up to this, that they wanted to understand my mindset.

“Because I’m scared.”

“Of what?  Everyone who is there is part of the scene.  There’s nothing wrong with it.”

“I know there isn’t.  I suppose I’m most scared of where this leads Vanessa and I.  This is my home, I want to know I can always cuddle up to my wife.”

Mark began laughing.  “Do you think I don’t cuddle with Diana?”

“I know you don’t have sex with Diana.” I countered.

“Not with my cock, but one, I don’t have a big cock, and two, being honest, cards on the table, I was so stressed from work that I couldn’t really get it up without Viagra anyway.  It reached a point with me where the thought of having sex stressed me even more.”

“Yeah, been there.” I said, remembering my days running the company and the stress I was under.  I found myself losing erections mid-sex, and all the ‘it’s okay honey’ statements from Vanessa just made things worse.  Then when she would say we should have sex at some point, I began having panic attacks. 

“I still have sex with Diana.  I go down on her.  We kiss, we cuddle.  Sometimes we curl up together and watch a movie.  In fact, these days, I see her so infrequently, that’s pretty much all we do.  And I have less stress because of it.  Heck, I get off on some of the muscle slaves fucking her in front of me.” He told me, and I felt my penis react immediately.  Muscle slaves?  Was Vanessa hanging out with these slaves?  Were they fucking her?

I had to ask.  “Erm, can any domme use the muscles slaves?”

He thought about it and nodded.  “Yes, all of them do.  Otherwise there’d be a lot of horny women in that castle.” We were silent for a moment as I contemplated what he just said.  Vanessa was probably fucking those slaves, and instead of being angry or upset, I found myself excited.  However, in our silence, I had given Mark time to think and it dawned on him what I was getting at.  “Hold on, you’re concerned Vanessa is using them too!  Shit, no, no she isn’t.  I promise you that.  She loves you and wouldn’t dare.”

“Oh.” I said, suddenly feeling dejected.  Fuck, why did I want her to do this?

Once again, Mark put two and two together.  “Holy shit, you want her to do it!  Fuck man, why don’t you just tell her?” He gasped.

“Because I can’t.  I didn’t even know myself till now.  Well, that’s not true, I knew something, but you know how it is.” I told him, unable to properly articulate myself.

He nodded sympathetically.  “I do my friend.  I do indeed.  I know exactly what you are going through.” Once more we were in silent contemplation, and then another look of acknowledgement crossed his face.  He clicked his fingers at me.  “You went to the castle.  You went and something happened.”

“Yeah, when you were there.” I said.

“No,” he grinned.  “After that.  After Diana’s notice.  You went, but something happened, didn’t it?”

I sighed.  “I went and the guard turned me away.  But Diana has since talked to him about it.”

“Right, but that was your one and only moment of strength.  The one moment you found some sort of excuse.  You probably told yourself in your head, if I don’t like it, I can always say that this isn’t the reason I came, and what I had to say was far too important.” He grinned, knowing he had read me like an open book.

For a long moment, I simply stared at him, wondering if to lie or not, and then sighed, shoulders slumped.  “You’re right.  But Diana knows about it.”

He looked confused.  “She knows but didn’t pick up on it?  That’s strange.  She’s usually on the ball with these sort of things.”

“Well, she didn’t, and since then I haven’t gotten up the courage to go.  Anyway, please don’t say anything.  I am busy finishing this mobile app, and after that, let’s see.  I need to focus on that.” I told him.  He shook his head, but finally promised he would.  “How did you work it out?” I asked.

Sitting back, he took a long sip of the beer I’d given him earlier, and then nodded.  “I was married before, briefly, before I met Diana.  I told my wife then that I was into BDSM and she gave it a go, but it wasn’t her thing.  So when I went on business trips, I took my sissy clothes with me, I’d dress up in hotels, but dressing for no-one, well, it wasn’t right.  I thought about going to a professional dominatrix, but when you are in other countries, you just don’t know, and I struggled to spend money on this stuff.  Anyway, I would use a website for meeting guys.  I’m not gay, but it was what I thought the easiest way to get dominated for free.  But not being gay or bi, I kind of needed to be forced, dominated, made to be gay.  My problem was, the moment the guy was in the room with me, I got nervous.  I needed the guy to be strong, push me, force me, rape me if necessary, but no-one did.  I could never get through that door, I couldn’t get past it.”

I nodded.  “I get it.  You didn’t want to say what you wanted because that would take away from the excitement of being trapped.” I told him.

“Yes, and I see that in you.  But at the same time, I also see the worry, that if you do it, you won’t be able to go back.  That’s why I won’t tell Diana anything, because you’re not ready, psychologically.  My advice?  Read some stories.  You are writing a book, right?”

“I am.”

“So you understand the need to delve into the psyche of the person.  It’s the same here.”

He wasn’t wrong, and quite honestly, as well as my book as going, I didn’t have a consistent grip of the character’s inner workings, I lacked character definition.  In my case, I was a person with a nervous disposition.  It took massive strength on my part to start my own company, and the nerves when I did it caused me to vomit on a regular basis.  When I thought about making this leap and admitting that I was a submissive, I felt sick again; voices crowded my head asking questions, and they all began with what if?

“What else turns you on from all this?” He asked me.

Sighing, I thought back to my reaction to the questionnaire.  Nearly everything turned me on in some way shape or form, but it was the cuckolding and humiliation stuff which really got me going.  “You’re like me.” He said.  “Basically, being the submissive husband, not the slave.”

“Yes, when you put it that way.  I mean, I suppose I was always like that, right?  Vanessa even looks dominant naturally, and maybe in the subconscious way, that was what attracted me to her.  But when you have been through everything we have been through, when you see how loving she really is, then you have a hard time picturing her as this dominant, evil Mistress.” I explained, and Mark began laughing.  “What?”

“Nothing,” He said, wiping away a tear.  “It’s just, you haven’t seen her at the castle.”

“What’s she like there?” I actually didn’t have a clue as to how she was a dominatrix.  I knew next to nothing about the details of what she got up to.

“She’s one of the most evil ones there.  Screams, kicks.  Her favourite thing to do, apart from pegging, is ballbusting; kicking, punching, twisting.  I mean, duck to water, mate, duck to water.”

“Shit!  Wow!  I’d pay to see that.”

“You might be able to soon.  There’s a casting happening for a new movie, and Vanessa is wondering how to ask you for permission to be in it.”

That made me sad, not that she wanted to be in it, but that she ever thought she needed my permission for anything.  I didn’t own her.  “Please tell her one thing for me.”

“Shoot.”

“Tell her she is a free woman and she never needs to ask me for permission for anything, and that I’m sorry if I ever gave her the impression in our marriage that she needs to.  If she wants to star in a BDSM movie, then it is her decision, and I will respect it.  Fuck, tell her, anything she wants to do, she has my full support, always.”

He nodded.  “You’re a good man Quentin.”

A few days before Christmas, Vanessa informed me that there would be a Christmas party at the castle, and I was invited.  I asked her if that meant I had to submit and she said no, but I should make an effort to at least appear subservient.  Something felt like I was walking into a trap.

I put on a suit for the event, whilst Vanessa wore a long black latex ballgown.  It was now one of the many latex items she owned, and as was usually the case, she needed my help getting in it and shining it.

As we approached the castle, my stomach was doing somersaults.  Was this the beginning of my descent into submission?  Diana met us and other guests at the gates, and as I stepped inside, she grinned and said, “Now what was it I said to you Quentin?  The moment you come here again…?” My stomach muscles tensed, but then she let out a burst of laughter.  “I’m kidding!  Consider this one of my Christmas presents to you.  Go on inside.”

The party was being held in the Great Hall, a tastefully decorated almost medieval feeling room.  Champagne, beer and wine was being served by sissies, and finger-food was being served by muscle slaves in black leather thongs, wearing little bow-ties around their necks.  Vanessa immediately saw Marketa and Sarka and went running to them as if they hadn’t seen each other in years, whereas I strolled over nonchalantly, trying to appear like I felt like I didn’t belong.

“Well, well, well,” began Marketa, “we finally got you into the castle.”

I shrugged. “This hall is nice.” I said, trying to appear disinterested in their little games.

“It was the last room finished.” Marketa told me, acknowledging that my nerves were in no mood for games.  “You can see you wife’s work all around.”  It was true, Vanessa’s art was everywhere.  It was fantastic.  “By the way, I wanted to ask you something about the mobile app.” Marketa began, and Vanessa and Sarka rolled their eyes, said something about tech and wondered off, leaving me alone with the stunning young girl. 

“What about the app?” I asked.

“Nothing, I just wanted you alone.” She grinned.

I looked around at all the people in the hall.  “Hardly alone.”

“You know what I mean.  I want to give you one of your Christmas presents early.”

“You didn’t need to get me anything.” I told her.

“Not exactly something I got.  Come with me.” And with that, she took me by the hand and led me out of the hall and down the corridor to the main house.  There, I was dragged up to the second floor and into her bedroom. 

Marketa was wearing a rather loose-fitting black silk dress which more resembled a nightie or a slip to me.  The moment we were alone, she let it fall to the ground, revealing her naked body to me.  Immediately, I felt myself panic.  Did she expect me to cheat on my wife?

“Calm down.” Marketa told me, stepping towards me seductively.  “Vanessa knows.  I asked her permission first and she’s fine with it.  We won’t do anything you don’t want to do, but I need you to get undressed and come sit on the bed with me.”

With a gulp, I stripped down, then joined her on the bed.  In an instant, her lips were on mine, and we were kissing with a nervous passion; the nerves being on my side.  She slid her hand down to my hardening erection and rubbed it to strength.  “He’s not small.  Nobody can make fun of you for being a little shrimp dick.  He’s not the biggest, but he’s definitely not small.” She admitted.  “Now, suck on my nipples, carefully.” She cradled my head as I sucked on her pierced nipples, and then gently, she pushed me down her body to her shaved pussy, where I found one more piercing, a small one above her clit.  “Eat me.”

As I ate her pussy, she began to tell me some information.  “So, after some long, long coaxing by me, your wife recently took advantage of the services of our muscle slaves.  I know you said she can do what she wants, but since then, she has been racked with remorse.  I need you to reassure her that she is fine to fuck who she likes.  Is that understood?”

“Mmm.” I moaned into her pussy in acknowledgement.

“Good boy.  By the way, just like all of us, she wishes that you would make the effort and come over.  But it seems you just don’t want to be a submissive, and that’s fine too.  She loves you like mad and every day talks about how lucky she is to have you, and I agree with her.  You are one fine example of a man.”

Shortly after that, I felt her hand on my head, pulling me tighter; her leg began to tremble as she tried to stave off the orgasm for as long as possible, until she could no longer hold back, letting loose a torrent of expletives as she came.

“Now fuck me!” She screamed.

Wasting no time, I plunged inside her.  She was by no means a quiet person in bed, and her dominant side didn’t stay hidden.  Screaming directions, calling me humiliating names, clawing at me, were all things which just served to make the whole experience with her an adrenaline fuelled encounter.  We rolled, we kissed, she slapped and bit.  If I had any hope of hiding this from Vanessa, which I certainly wouldn’t do, then it was gone.  I would be bruised and scarred, but it was worth it. 

She didn’t cum from my cock.  Put it this way, with how we fucked, there was no way in hell I was going to last.  However, after I came inside her, she didn’t rest then either.  “I need to cum again.” She said, climbing up and lowering her cum-filled cunt on my mouth.  It took me a moment to recognise what she expected of me, but by the time I did, it was too late; her hand had grabbed my hair and she was already riding my face.  In for a penny, in for a pound, I licked her clean of my cum and then to another orgasm.

“Was that your first time eating cum?” She asked me.

“It was.” I grinned sheepishly.

“But you’ve imagined it, right?  You know, because you want to be a cuckold?” She told me, knowingly.

“What did Mark say?” I growled.  Marketa burst out laughing.  “He didn’t say anything.  You just said it all.  For fuck’s sake, Quentin, why don’t you just talk to her?”

“Because I’m not ready to say it, and I don’t think she is ready to want it from me.”

“Oh!” She gasped, hands flying to her mouth.  “You’re right, she isn’t ready!  She is so scared of messing things up, she isn’t ready to assert herself.  But she may never be ready.” She warned.

“Neither might I be, but let’s be honest, this is a long way from where we were just a few weeks ago.”

She nodded and pulled me in for a hug, and once again, I felt her pierced nipple on my chest.  “Don’t worry, I won’t say anything to her, but rest assured, I’m going to play with you from now on.  Right, so, ready for round two?”

“Really?” I laughed.

“Can’t get it up?” She asked, but then she looked down and saw my ready-to-go erection jutting upwards.  “Never mind.” She said, sliding onto me.


Six

The mobile app was finished and handed over in February the following year, and after that, I did maintenance and enhancements for them, but I was essentially done with the main body of work.  After that Christmas party, I thanked Vanessa for allowing me to be with Marketa, and she told me it was the least she could do.  That was when I told her that she should stop feeling guilty for sleeping with the muscle slaves.  Of course, she was reduced to tears, saying how scared it was that it would ruin our marriage, but I told her that nothing could ever do that, and she should have fun with them whenever she liked.  As the months went by, I knew she had continued to see them, and I really wished she would tell me the details, but I never asked, and she never told. 

Marketa, on the other hand, became far more playful around me.  Whenever she visited, she would be playfully bossy to me, clicking her fingers, making me serve her.  Vanessa found the whole thing hilarious, and I did my best to look like it was all in jest, but secretly, I was desperately grateful to the young dominatrix. 

At times when Marketa and I were alone in the house, she would be more strict and controlling, telling me it was all just training for the time when I would one day become Vanessa’s dutiful slave.  She never whipped me or anything like that, but she did show me the submissive positions and poses to make, explained how to respond to orders, that sort of thing. 

One day, Marketa visited when she knew I was alone, and this time she brought Sarka.  “Today’s training will be a little different,” she noted, revealing a bag full of whips.  “You will be taught pain management today.  My advice, if you don’t wish Vanessa to know this is happening, is to think of a plan to avoid her seeing you naked for a few days, because this is going to leave a mark.”

As Sarka placed a spreader bar between my arms and also my legs, Marketa selected the first whip to use.  She decided the crop would be a good place to start.  “Slave, you have the option of gag or no gag.” Sarka told me softly.  “Obviously, safe, sane and consensual rules for a safe word, something to stop things if they get too much.  And we will abide by that.  Or, you can trust us that we know best and go without.  We really won’t do anything your body can’t take, we’ve been doing this for years, and you know we are all trained in CPR, anatomy, everything needed to make sure we do it right.”

I nodded at her.  “Yes Mistress.” I said, “Gag please.”

“Good boy.” She smiled, placing a leather mask over my mouth and forcing a small fat penis inside.  “Let’s begin.”

Sarka spent time warming me up with her hand, then some sort of leather spanker.  After several minutes, Marketa began.  I remembered the pain from when Diana did it, but Diana also said that she didn’t do it hard.  Before I could question how true that was, Marketa lay down the first strike. 

There are no real words for how to describe the pain of being whipped at full force by a professional, but honestly, I couldn’t see how being cut open by a light-sabre could hurt less.  I screamed my lungs out as she continued to subject me to the torture, whilst Sarka told me what a limped-dick sub loser I was, a good for nothing speck of dirt man compared to powerful women. 

“You should beg your wife to turn you into a sissy slave, because that’s all you are good for!  You’re not even good enough to lick the shit off my shoes!” The girls hissed at me as they took turns using crops, switches, whips, canes on me.  It seemed to never end, but then something really bizarre happened.  The pain seemed to change, it seemed to morph into a warmth, and every strike seemed to shoot into my crotch. 

The whips were dropped but soon after a boot connected with my balls.  They had moved onto ballbusting now, apparently the favourite pastime of my wife.  There was no doubt that this was excruciatingly painful, and yet at the same time, I couldn’t help but want more.  For half an hour, the girls laughed and taunted, taking turns to kick and punch my bollocks, but not once did my erection go down.

Then, out of nowhere, I was pushed over, falling onto the large sofa, cock jutting upright, and Sarka standing over me.  Still gagged, still unable to move, I lay there, watching as the girls took turns riding my cock, until I came inside Sarka.  As I came, Marketa ungagged me, and I knew what my next task was.  I cleaned Sarka with my tongue, bringing her to orgasm, but moving on to Marketa, and giving her very quick relief.

“How do you feel?” Marketa asked after I was released.  She was applying cream to be back, legs and bottom. 

“It was bizarre.” I told her.  “At first it was just this horrible pain, but then I just felt, I don’t know, high?  Every time you hit me, I just felt hornier and hornier.  Holy shit, I fucking get it.  I get how this is addictive.”

“Subspace.” Said Sarka, who was stroking my hair softly as I lay over her.  “It’s an amazing feeling.  And yes, it’s like a drug.”

“No wonder it’s addictive.”

“Good!” Marketa said.  “Soon you’ll be so addicted, you’ll be begging Vanessa to do it to you.” Then she stood.  “By the way, we have one more surprise for you.  We heard it’s your birthday next week.”

“Yes, you got the invite to the party, right?” I asked them.

“We did, but we wanted to give you your present early.  Vanessa doesn’t know.” Marketa said, reaching into her bag and pulling out a small package.  “Happy birthday sweetie.  I hope you will model it for us one day.”

I took the gift, giving each a quick kiss of thanks.  “Can I open it now?”

“Sure.  If you want.”  Ripping open the paper, I found numerous items of clothing. Pink lacy satin panties, a matching bra, satin nighties, and a bright pink bikini.  I knew exactly why they’d given it to me.  “Show us the panties at least, please!” Marketa begged.

Laughing, I slid the thong panties on, surprised to find that they were actually very comfortable against my skin.  “Help me put the bra on then.  Let’s do this properly.” I told them, and squealed in delight.  I modelled each item for them, then took it all off, put it back in the package and after they left, put it as far into the back of my drawer as possible, where I deemed they would never be seen again.

Over the winter period, Marketa was visible at the window as usual, and frequently we shared an intimate moment.  However, but in the week after she gave me the birthday present, she made signals that she wanted to see me in the panties.  Of course, I didn’t give her the satisfaction, but I won’t deny that I went back on my promise to keep them in the drawer.  There were moments when I was alone that I put on each item and masturbated in them.

My birthday party was attended by our closest friends, which of course was Diana, Marketa, Sarka, and Mark, and as a surprise, Diana had invited some slaves over to help with the serving, which was something I never expected to see in our house.

Presents were handed over, even though I said no presents.  From Diana and Mark, a rare single malt Scotch, clearly something Mark had chosen, but for me, the perfect present.  From Marketa, a t-shirt which said, Evolution on it, and then showed the evolution of man, right up to bowing down to a superior female.  “Funny.” I smiled. 

Then I was given a collective gift from the Kingdom.  It was plain looking box, but when I opened it, I found four gifts inside.  A large strap-on dildo, a metal chastity cage of my own making, controllable by the app, a big tub of anal lubricant, and a gag. 

“That’s for bedroom play.” Diana laughed.

I couldn’t help but smile, and then I thanked them all with a hug and kiss, bizarrely, even Mark, though it was not planned on my part. 

“Put the cage on!” The girls laughed.  I shook my head with a smile, but then nodded and picked up the cage, heading to the bathroom.  I won’t lie, I had already tried it on when I made the thing, to make sure it still fit okay with the electronics on it.  “No!  Put it on here!” Marketa cried out.  “We’ve all seen your cock, come on!”

With a sigh, I slipped on the cage and watched as Diana pressed something in the app.  Immediately, it locked.  “So,” she began, “One month without sex or masturbating, what do you say?”

I burst out laughing.  “You know I programmed these?”

“I know, but I also know how to change the unique keys you setup.  Anyway, don’t be a spoil sport.  Try it for a month.”

“Week.” I said.

“Three weeks.”

“Fortnight.”

“Month.”

“Wait…that isn’t how negotiation works.” I laughed.

Vanessa shook her head and kissed me on the cheek.  “There is no negotiation with a dominatrix, honey.” She told me.  “Keep it on for a month to try.  We’ve gone longer without sex.”

“What about you?” I asked.

“I think you already know I have that covered, right?” She asked with a wry smile, looking over at a tall muscular slave. “In fact, in order to get the full experience, would you mind if I took a moment to myself in the bedroom?”

I felt my cock try to swell in the cage, only to find its way blocked.  “I thought I said you don’t need my permission for things.”

“I know, but, I just don’t want you upset.” She told me, her nerves well and truly visible in her eyes.

“Babe, I promise.  Have fun and don’t ever ask my permission again!”

“Thank you honey.” She said, kissing me.  And then, in front of everybody, she walked over to the slave and slapped her own hip twice.  The man dropped to his hands and knees and followed my wife up the stairs.

“That’s progress.” Diana said, but I didn’t have a reply.

For the next half hour, we mingled and made conversation, but in the background, I could hear the screams and moans of my wife as the slave fucked her senseless.  I desperately wanted to run upstairs and tell the man to get out, but at the same time, I wanted to run upstairs and watch.  My brain was a confusing mess of emotions, and the only person who stood by me the whole-time explaining things, was Mark. 

“Relax.” He said, “If things get tough, take a deep breath and remind yourself that it’s all just a game.  Sexual penetration means very little in the bigger scheme of things.  And by the way, this time she is doing this for you, not for her.  This time she wanted you to be part of her new world.”

His words were actually helping.  In fact, the more he explained each emotion I was having, the more I understood why cuckolding was such a fun game.

“He’s going to cum inside her.” He told me.  “You can go up and clean her, or not, up to you.”

After the half-hour, the slave came back downstairs and continued working, but Vanessa didn’t join him.  I waited a moment, until Mark gave me a nudge and signalled upstairs. 

“I don’t know if I can.” I said.

“You’ve eaten your own right?”

“Yes.”

“So?”

He was right.  With nerves rattling, I headed upstairs.  I had a feeling everyone was staring at me.  This was a huge step forward for me, but what would it all mean for us? 

Arriving at my bedroom door, I gently pushed it open and stepped inside.  It was pitch black, but thanks to the light from the doorway, I could see Vanessa’s silhouette on the bed, her legs tightly closed.  As I slowly stepped inside, I saw her legs part, ready for my service.

“Close the door.” She whispered.  I did, and then she asked light on or off.  “On.” I told her, wanting to see her face, her expression.  I had expected to see sexy confidence, but what I saw was fear and expectation.  I don’t know why, but I stripped down completely, revealing only my cock in the cage.  She looked at it briefly, a grateful and happy smile appearing on her face for a brief second.  Looking down, I saw the ooze of cum trying to force its way out of her, the slave’s cum, not my own.  Could I really do this?  “It’s okay if you don’t want to do this. I won’t be upset.” She told me.

“No, don’t do that.” I said firmly.

“What?”

“Don’t give me options.  Don’t put this on me.  Please.”

She shook her head, as if to clear it, then took a deep breath in.  “You’re right.  What am I thinking, you little bitch?  Get your head between my legs and clean me of my lover’s cum.  Now bitch!”

The abuse allowed me to savour the moment more as a submissive, rather than some weird perv.  I tentatively lowered myself, telling my brain that I’d survive, that I wouldn’t die from eating cum, that I wouldn’t vomit.  Vanessa took the initiative, reaching over and pulling me into her snatch.  “Now lick!”

The taste was similar to mine, salty, a little acrid, nothing special.  But the act was mindboggling.  I should have been disgusted by my actions.  I should have been angry with Vanessa.  However, what I really felt was extreme desire, a wanting inside me, desperate to taste and seek out as much cum as possible.  I licked her to a very quick orgasm, then I asked her to sit on my face, to let the cum drip onto me. 

Now gone were her nerves and for the first time I got to see the true face of Vanessa when she was in dominatrix mode.  Her grin was the epitome of evil and sexy at the same time, the way she grabbed my hair, forcing me tongue into her.  Her words, dark, laced with fake anger directed at my failure as a man. 

It was then that I noticed the strap-on box, the present from earlier, on the side board.  If there was ever a time to do it, it was now.  “Please Mistress Vanessa, please fuck me.” I begged.

At first she thought I meant take my cage off, and she was about the sneer out a response to that, but then she saw where my eyes were looking and her expression changed.  She gulped and was about to say, “are you sure?” when I shot her a warning look.  She switched back to boss-lady mode and grinned.  “I’m gonna fuck that ass up!” She said, jumping off me and grabbing the box. 

She ran to the bathroom and I could hear water running.  She was washing the dildo, always considerate.  Then she came back in, and there it was, a purple monster jutting out from her crotch, eight inches of cock.

“Suck it!” She ordered, presenting it to my mouth.  With caution, I gently parted my lips and allowed her to push inside.  She was careful not to choke me immediately, but as I became more active in sucking it, she allowed her hips to move a bit more, eventually guiding it towards my throat.  “Breathe through your nose and then swallow as the cock goes towards your throat.” She told me softly.  “Breathe…swallow…  That’s it my little bitch, choke on my cock.  Mmm, bet you never imagined your sexy wife saying that to you, huh?  But you enjoy it, don’t you?” She asked.

“Mmm-hmm.” I said.  Fuck, yes I enjoyed it.  My wife always was sexy, but with this renewed confidence, she had multiplied that by a million.

“Come on, on your knees.” She said, pulling out. 

As I got on my knees, I watched her open the tub of thick gel.  She then slathered it all over the phallus before applying a generous coat to my anus and the skin around it, before pushing in a couple of fingers, twisting them inside me.  I let out a moan of excitement as her fingers worked me, followed by a moan of disappointment as she withdrew them.  I needn’t have worried though, because I then felt the coolness of the rubber cock pressing against me.

“Relax and push back.” She told me.  There was no dominance in her voice, rather a concern as to not hurt me.  “It’s okay, just open yourself, open your sphincter and it’ll slide in.” I did as she suggested and she was right, the head of the cock literally slid inside, but accompanying that was a strong stinging sensation.  I hissed in pain as Vanessa held still.  “It’ll pass, don’t worry.”

“It hurts!” I begged.

“Hold on.  It always does the first moment.  It’ll pass.”

She was right, the stinging fell away, but as she began to move in, the pain returned.  “I can’t do it.” I said.

“Almost in.” She said softly, holding onto my hips as she rocked in and out, pushing forward.  “Almost in.”

“Please…” I begged, tears coming to my eyes.  In fact, the pain wasn’t all that bad, but the fear that maybe I’d done some sort of damage was what got me. 

She stopped pushing and I felt her skin touching me.  Suddenly, the pain was gone, replaced by a bizarre feeling of fullness.  In fact, it was such a nice feeling, it kind of felt like something that was missing my whole life.

“Ready?” She asked.

“Yes, I think so.”

Her movements were slow and deliberate, building up the tension inside me.  With each thrust forward, I didn’t feel pain, but I did feel a sudden surge of excitement.  Every time the cock brushed against my prostate, I found myself letting out a deep moan of satisfaction, as if every single nerve in my body sent positive energy through me.

“Oh god, yes, please Vanessa, please fuck me!” I screamed, not caring who heard me.

“Call me Mistress Vanessa.” She told me, not harshly, more like asking me to get into the role.

“Yes Mistress Vanessa!  Please Mistress, please fuck me! Harder! Faster!  Please!”

I lasted less than a minute before cum dribbled out of the cage.  Suddenly, the cock was not as pleasant as it once was, but Vanessa seemed to acknowledge that, pulling out carefully.  She had a wide cheesy grin on her face.

“Did you like it?” She asked softly as she took the cock off.

“I loved it!  Fuck, peg me anytime you like!  That was amazing.” I said, as she lay on top of me and planted her lips on me. 

“Did you like everything though?” She asked.

“I did.  I loved it all.” I told her, honestly.

“I wanted to do something special, but I also love the life we have.  I wouldn’t want to lose you to this fantasy.  But the occasional playtime is fun, right?” She asked.

For some reason, I felt a little disappointed that it seemed she didn’t want to introduce this lifestyle to our homelife, but at the same time, I didn’t have the courage to tell her no, that I really wanted it too.  Again, I got the feeling she was saying the things she thought I wanted to hear, but I did not dare correct her.

As we walked downstairs, we were greeted by whoops and cheers from the guests.  Of course, I turned various shades of red in embarrassment, but I had to admit, it was good to be around such a wonderful group of people.


Seven

A month in the cage felt like a lifetime, and yet as we approached the day when Vanessa promised to take it off, I found myself feeling a little down.  It wasn’t that I had a problem with the cage, or was becoming addicted to it, it was that I knew Vanessa wouldn’t change her mind and suddenly extend my imprisonment.  You see, since my birthday, Vanessa hadn’t once pegged me, nor had she been in any way dominant.  In fact, things just went back to normal, and I didn’t really understand why.  Yes, I could have asked for a pegging, but I didn’t dare to.

And so, the next day, she simply laughed and said, “Well done!  You survived a month!” And then disabled the lock.  It went into the little protective bag, and into the drawer.

Summer arrived properly in May.  One weekend, the temperature became so hot, I had to clean and ready the pool.  Owning a pool is fun, right up until you realise how much work it was.  Not just cleaning but also checking the pH, fiddling with the filter, skimmer, and so on.  It’s a hassle.  But!  Czech summers were bloody hot, which meant the pool was worth it. 

“I need to clean the pool today.” I told Vanessa over breakfast.  “That’s going to be a nightmare.”

“Oh, I’ll send a couple of slaves over, if you like?” She said.

“Um, I really don’t want to abuse the fact that they paid for a unique experience.”

She waved it off.  “It’s fine.  Me and one of the girls will come over and sunbathe, we’ll take our whips and push them around.  They’ll love it.”

“What about me?” I asked.

“I’ll whip you too!  You’ll love it too!” She joked.

“No, I meant, should I just let them do it?”

She shook her head.  “No, you’ll be in there helping.  I meant it.  Three slaves, three cleaners.  You’ll address me as Mistress whilst they are here.”

“Yes Mistress.” I told her, and she smiled at me.  “Well, not now.” She said.

“Sorry Mistress.” I replied, and she chuckled.

When Vanessa and Marketa arrived with the two slaves in leather shorts, they immediately began barking orders at us.  Both Vanessa and Marketa were in sexy bikinis, black shiny thong, and a tiny black thing covering their nipples.  Vanessa held a bullwhip, Marketa a crop, and both wore sunglasses.  They looked stunning.

“Undress!  Now!” Vanessa screamed.  I looked down at my swimming shorts and asked if that meant me too.  Vanessa and Marketa stomped over and pulled my shorts down.  Immediately, Marketa began beating me with the crop at full force as Vanessa held me still.  Then Vanessa slapped my cheek.  “Are you going to behave, slave?”

“Yes Mistress!” I cried out. 

“Good.” Then she did something completely unexpected.  I felt Vanessa’s knee connect with my balls at full force.  “One my step out of line,” she hissed, placing her foot on my face after collapsing to the ground, “and I will beat the living shit out of you, and piss on your face, got that?”

“Yes Mistress!”

“Now get to work!”

For the next few hours, the girls drank cocktails and barked orders, all the while making fun of us, saying how useless our cocks were, and so on.  These slaves were no muscle slaves, that was obvious, but both were clearly enjoying themselves.  Not once did we speak to each other though. 

Once the pool was cleaned and treated, we were made to line-up in front of the girls, both lying down on the sunbeds.  “I think we’re in need of a little entertainment,” Marketa began.  “What do you think?”

“Hmm, indeed.” Vanessa agreed, twiddling her whip in her hand.

“I think we should watch the slaves give each other a blowjob.” Smiled Marketa. 

Vanessa’s eyes, visible behind the shades, looked over at me.  My stomach lurched when I heard that, I didn’t think I could go through with it, but thankfully, Marketa continued.  “You and you.” She said to our slave guests.  “Get on the grass in a sixty-nine and cum in each other’s mouths.” Then turning to me, “and you slut, stand over them and masturbate.  Make sure to give them a proper bukkake.” The girls both giggled at that.

I stood over, rubbing my hard cock as the two men went at it.  That wasn’t turning me on, but what was, was the whole submissive experience.  In fact, I was so turned on, I was genuinely scared I might cum too soon.  Marketa seemed to sense that and whispered something to Vanessa, who nodded.  Sitting up, Marketa lit a cigarette and strolled over to me, circling us and blowing smoke in my face.  I hated cigarettes, Vanessa knew that.  In fact, it was something we both agreed on adamantly.  So imagine my surprise when Vanessa walked over to Marketa, took the cigarette from her, inhaled, and blew the smoke in my face.

Now, if this was meant to somehow delay my orgasm, it wasn’t working.  It only served to make me more excited.  However, as I felt my orgasm rise, both women grabbed my cock and held it tight, blocking me from reaching my climax.  All of sudden, my cock drooped but I felt zero relief.

Vanessa grinned at me as she took another puff at the cigarette, blowing it right into my face.  Her lips were barely millimetres from mine.  “Open.” She said, softly, barely a whisper.  I opened my mouth, and then she sucked on the cigarette again, as Marketa lit another.  Then, Vanessa leaned against my open mouth and blew the smoke inside, before pushing my jaw closed.  “Breathe in.” I breathed in and then began to hacking cough.  Vanessa giggled sinisterly.  “Open.” She said again.  “And wank.”

I opened my mouth again, this time rubbing my cock slowly.  She sucked on the cigarette and blew the smoke in my face, but then did something completely unexpected.  She raised the cigarette towards my mouth and tapped the ash inside.  “Swallow.  You’ll be my ashtray.” She said.

Of course, I swallowed the disgusting burnt tobacco, and the moment I did, I felt like I would cum, but again, seeming to sense it, she grabbed me and stopped me in my tracks.  Then, crouching down, she pulled at my cock, leading me closer to the top slave, then grabbed his hair and directed him to me.  Instantly I felt the man’s wet mouth sucking on my cock.  I didn’t dare look, instead closing my eyes and pretending it was someone else.  “Open your eyes and watch.” Vanessa told me, her grin wide, her eyes beaming excitement.

Out of nowhere, I had Marketa next to me.  “I heard you don’t like cigarettes.” She whispered, placing the butt to my lips.  “Suck in, then hold.” She ordered.  I did as I was told.  “Now inhale a little.” I inhaled the air into me, joined by the smoke.  “Hold it, now out through your nostrils.” I did that, and immediately felt a little sick and dizzy.  “Good sissy, now, again.”

As she made me smoke the cigarettes, Vanessa was now directing the other slave to get on his knees and join his friend, taking turns on my cock and balls.  The moment I had finished one cigarette, Marketa was lighting another, holding it to my lips.  The slaves hands were on me, holding my legs and arse as they licked and sucked, all the while, Vanessa was whispering instructions to them.  As she whispered, I felt one the fat hands move across my bum towards my hole.  I instinctively tried to move my arms to stop it but Marketa was faster, grabbing them hard.  “Ah, ah, ah. No…” She warned. 

“Behave sissy!” Vanessa warned.  It was the first time she had referred to me as sissy, which concerned and excited me. 

Sure enough, the fat finger found its way to my anus, gently rubbing it, making me moan slightly, before finally, I felt him slip inside.  As it snaked up to my prostate, I moaned into the cigarette.  I was being finger-fucked by a slave in front of my wife, whilst getting blown by men, and all I could think was, why can’t Vanessa be like this all the time?

“Feel good sissy?” Marketa said into my ear.  “Nice fat finger in your asshole?  Or would you prefer his cock?  I’m sure it could be arranged.  These men are very horny after being in chastity all week.  It’s there first time out of it since then.  Didn’t want them getting wet, did we?” I didn’t dare reply.  I didn’t know what I wanted.  “Tell me.  Tell me you want cock.” I didn’t.  I couldn’t. 

Vanessa stood and walked away, going into the house.  When she returned, she was carrying the cage.  “Let the slave fuck you, and you can keep this off.  Don’t let him, and when you cum, you wear it for another month.” Vanessa explained. 

“I can’t.” I told her, moaning as the finger ravished my anus. 

“Shame.” Vanessa said, and just then, I came inside the man’s mouth.  Immediately, Vanessa caged me, locking it with her phone.  Then she kissed me on the cheek.  “Go inside.” She whispered softly.

After climaxing, I no longer felt horny, I just felt stupid, but Vanessa seemed to recognise that.  A few minutes later, she was back inside and she cuddled up to me on the sofa.  Not a word was said about what had happened, we just cuddled and watched TV.

The next morning though, Vanessa had a question for me.  “How safe are those things for water?” She asked, pointing at the cage.  I had actually thought about that, right from showering to bathing.  They had taken the cages off the slaves in order for them to clean the pool, but really, there was no risk.  “I sealed them completely.  You’ll notice there are no ingress points.  That’s because I filled all the seams.  So yeah, you can swim in them fine.”

“Okay, good.” She nodded.  “So, some of the girls are going to come over again today, with slaves.  We’ll have a pool party here.  It’ll be similar to yesterday, so again, you’ll be a slave.  I won’t ask you if that is what you want, because it is what I want.” She grinned at me, but it was a knowing grin, a grin which said, “I remembered.  You don’t like options.” It was as she was grinning, that the grin fell away.  She had realised something, although she didn’t let on what.  “Honey, sit down next to me.” She said, patting the bed.  “When I pegged you, did you enjoy it?” She asked.

“I loved it.”

She cocked her head as she regarded me, then said, “I’m sorry we haven’t done it since.  I just forgot we had it.  But it’s good to know anal sex is something you enjoy.  I’ll remember that.  Next time, I won’t ask you, I’ll just do it.”

“Yes…Mistress.”

“Good boy.” She said, slapping my cheek gently, then getting up.  “Don’t bother with clothes, you won’t be needing them.  Come find me in the downstairs bathroom and I’ll put sunblock on you.”

That day, there were four women lounging by the pool.  Vanessa, Marketa, Diana, and Sarka.  We were made to massage, serve drinks, wave coolers and so on for the girls.  Eventually though, they began to get bored and made two of the slaves dance for them. 

As I massaged Diana’s back, I watched Vanessa call over one of the muscle slaves she had invited.  He was tall, white, and had a shaved head.  These slaves did not wear a cage, and I could see why.  His cock wasn’t hard but it was already huge. 

She pulled the slave to her, and I watched as they kissed.  It was the first time I had actually seen my wife make out with another man, and it caused my cock to strain against the cage. 

“Focus!” Diana warned, as I barely moved watching my wife massage this man’s massive dick to life.  Then, right in front of us all, she guided him bareback to her vagina.  “Focus slut!” Diana warned again.  “One more time, and I’ll beat you in front of everyone.”

I tried to heed Diana’s warning, but it was no good.  As Vanessa stared into her lover’s eyes, a wicked smile on her face, gasping and moaning as the huge cock thrust in and out of her, I lost track of the massage and Diana got angry, pushing me off her, then grabbing me by the hair.  “Come on!” She said, pulling me by the hand towards the front of the house.  Fuck!  What if a neighbour saw me in the cage?  Diana didn’t care.  She dragged me over to the castle, hitting me with the crop to make me move faster.  Once inside, she said, “I really don’t care about our agreement.  In fact, it occurred to me that you had asked permission to come in after my ultimatum, so as far as I am concerned, you are a slave now, and that’s that.  Come on, to the dungeon with you.”

As we walked through the busy castle, I saw various Mistresses with their slaves, beating them, riding them, doing all sorts of bizarre things.  I couldn’t help but comment.  “Looks like you’re busy.” I said.

Rather than getting angry for speaking out of turn, she stopped and turned to me with a smile.  “All because of you.  I owe you everything, which is why we are doing this.  I know what you want, Quentin, and I’m going to give it to you, all of it.  Don’t worry about Vanessa.  She’ll come around.  She wants it too, and once she sees you are invested in it too, then it’ll become second nature.”

Suddenly, she seemed to think of something, and she walked over to a post where collars and leashes were hanging.  Grabbing one of each, she collared me and attached a leash.  “Crawl.” I dropped to my knees, feeling the pain of the gravel beneath me, then followed her towards the house, then down into the basement, to a huge sprawling dungeon, with prison cages housing slaves, Mistresses dressed as jailkeepers, and so on.  I was then put in some stocks, forced to bend over, as Diana laid into me with her crop, alternating between that and the bamboo cane.  By the time she was done, my backside was deep purple and beading with droplets of blood. 

“Come on, back home.  I’m sure Mistress has a yummy pussy waiting for you.” She grinned.  “And be sure to be back here tomorrow for more training.  Remember, you are our property now, understood?”

“Yes, Your Majesty.”

“Good boy.”

When I arrived back with Diana, Vanessa saw my backside and laughed.  She was still lying there, post-coital, with her slave-lover, arm in arm, but then she opened her legs and I saw the cum sitting there.  “You know what to do.” She told me.  I dived in, eating out her used pussy.

The pool-party continued into the evening, where I got to see Vanessa used twice more.  Thankfully though, nothing was required of me except serving drinks and eating pussy.

As we were climbing into bed, Vanessa said, “Did you enjoy today?”

“I loved it.  How about you?”

“Babe, I’ve loved every moment I’ve lived here.  Things just keep getting better and better, and I love you for being such an amazing husband.” She told me, kissing my lips.  Then she sat back and looked away, and immediately I knew she had something on her mind. 

“Out with it.” I told her.

She sighed.  “When I was fucking that slave in front of you, how did you feel?”

It was so hard to put into words the feelings that go through a cuckold’s head when he sees the woman he loves taken by another man.  There are such a range of emotions, that saying them out loud might not set the right expectations.  I gave it some thought.  “You know when you see a movie is coming out, and you see the trailer and you think, that looks amazing, and as the date of release grows near, you get excited by it?  Then you think, what if it’s crap?  What if they’ve ruined it?  What if it ruins the whole idea for me?  And then you go and see it, and you’re sat there silently hoping that in the end, you’ll still love the theme.  But then you watch it, and it captivates you, you sit on the edge of your seat, and you just know that it’s perfect, and everything is working out.  You get to the end, and you want a sequel, but what if no-one else liked it.  What if they don’t make it again?  It’s like that.  It’s so much fear, excitement, and much more, that you can’t even put words to it, but in the moment, when I see the pleasure on your face, seeing you as I have never seen you before, clearly better satisfied, I just feel such happiness for you, such joy.”

Vanessa stared at me for a long moment, not saying a word, and then she said, “You get all of that from a film you’re excited about?  Holy shit, am I glad I don’t live inside your head.” She giggled.  “Seriously though, that sounds like it’s like BDSM, right?  Pleasure and pain?”

“Yes!  Exactly that.  It is the emotional version of being whipped.  That pain of jealousy and humiliation, that suddenly feels so good.  I love it.”

She nodded, looking away again.  This wasn’t what she had on her mind.  This was leading up to something.  “I understand you got a present from Marketa before your birthday?” She asked.  Here it was.  This is what it was leading up to.

“Yes I did.” I told her, half expecting her to tell me to show her.  She didn’t.  “Tomorrow, after you get back from the castle, I expect you to change into the bikini, both pieces.  You will wear them whenever we are by the pool, is that understood?”

“Yes Mistress.” I told her.  It was the first time we had entered into our characters outside of usual playtime.

“I also expect the other items to get use too.  No point in those ladies spending good money on knickers and such, if you aren’t going to wear it.  You don’t need to wear the nighties, not now.  But when I have lovers here, I expect you to defer to your role as my sissy.  Is that clear?”

“Yes Mistress.” I told her, feeling my cock begging for release from the cage.  For the first time, I decided to ask where this was going.  “Is this it now?  Are we Mistress and slave?”

She smiled softly.  “Of course not.  Well, not completely, but let’s be honest, I think we can start making some adjustments.  It makes things easier.”

“I understand.”

“If you agree, that is.” She said.

I shook my head at her.  “Please don’t say that.”

“Quentin, this is a marriage, a partnership.  I don’t want to lose you.”

“Mistress,” I said, highlighting the word, “I don’t want you to ever ask if something is okay with me again, if you believe it is right for us.  I trust you wholly and fully, and I promise you, if something doesn’t feel right, I will make myself known.”

“BDSM doesn’t work like that.” She mumbled.

“It does, if I consent to it.  If I don’t like something, I’ll say avocado.”

“You hate avocadoes.” She grinned.

“Exactly.”

“I love you sissy.” She said.

“I love you Mistress.”


Eight

Summer was a bizarre experience.  It all began with my first trip to the castle as an official slave of the OWK.  The guard said nothing when I was let in, he simply pointed me to an alcove to the side of the courtyard where I saw a couple of new arrivals, already collared and kneeling.  I was still wearing the collar Diana had put on me the day before, albeit mine was missing the padlock that the others had.  We knelt there waiting for nearly fifteen minutes, nobody daring to speak, until finally a row of ladies turned up carrying crops and dressed in various types of fetish garb.  Of course, I recognised one as Sarka. 

“Well, well, well,” Sarka said, approaching me.  “I knew we’d get you here eventually.  Her Majesty will be out in a moment.”

“Thank you, Mistress Sarka.” I said, smiling.  She gave me a wink and then walked over to her slave for the day.

Once everyone was gone, Diana walked over and my mouth dropped open.  I always did find her attractive; I mean, yes, she was older than me by maybe seven or eight years, but she looked amazing anyway.  But here she was with her make-up done dark and smoky; she wore a red latex underbust corset, her boobs complete exposed, her pierced nipples visible, along with an intricate lattice tattoo between her huge breasts.  She also had a mini-skirt, also latex, black and finishing just above her lacy black self-holding stockings, and thigh-high lace-up boots, complete with five-inch heel.  She looked stunning.

“Good morning slave.” She told me with a smile of victory.  “I must admit, I was a little worried you’d have a change of heart, but here you are, and still wearing the collar!  Did you take it off at all?” She asked, clearly impressed.

“No, your Majesty.” I said, remaining in my nadu position, not daring to look up. 

“And you didn’t want to come here.” She chuckled.  “You’re a born submissive if I ever saw one.  Anyway, would you like to know what we plan to do first?”

“Yes, your Majesty.”

“Well,” she began, stroking my hair as she spoke.  “We are going to sit down in front of my computer, and you’re going to fill in your questionnaire, and then we’re going to look at the results and talk them through.  We’re going to have an honest conversation together about what you have discovered about yourself, and what you want to discover.  Come on.  Off you pop.” She said, clipping the leash to the collar and pulling me along my way.

After a long crawl through the busy courtyard and house, we finally arrived at Diana’s large private office.  We went through the questionnaire and then looked at the scenarios brought up by the AI.  Nearly all involved cuckolding, sissification, and so on.  There were references to Mommy-dom fetish, which was interesting as I didn’t actually say I liked age-play.  “Mommy-dom fetish doesn’t mean you want to be a child.  It means you want a dominatrix who treats you like a nursing mother, belittles you without making you into a child.” Diana explained.  “I like that one.”

“Quentin, when you read all of this, what do you feel?” She asked.

“Embarrassed, aroused, foolish.”

“Why foolish?”

“Because I can’t believe I’m only discovering this right now, that I hadn’t enjoyed all this sooner.”

She smiled at me with a soft, caring look.  “That is foolish, because everything happened at the right time.  Don’t you think if you did this earlier, you wouldn’t have arrived here, maybe not even sold your company?  Things tend to work out for the best, be glad with what you have, not regret what you didn’t have.  And by the way, you are far richer now than you ever were in the past.”

That confused me.  “Why Majesty?”

“Because so many people love you.”

“Really?”

“You think Marketa normally fucks submissive men like you?” She asked.  “It’s not usual at all.  Marketa has said to me how often she dreams of you.  She loves you, romantically.  Vanessa knows by the way, and she thinks it lovely.  Sarka feels similar.  If I’m honest, if I didn’t have Mark, I could imagine being with you; I think you’re very special.”

I actually cried; not sobbing, but I had tears roll down my face.  Diana stood and pulled me to her, hugging me for a moment, then she guided my mouth to her nipple and said, “suck mommy’s nipple baby.  My little cry-baby, suck my nipple, be good for mommy.” As I sucked on her, the words continued, soft, nurturing, yet desperately humiliating.  “Yes honey, you love mommy don’t you?”

Finally, she pushed me away and slapped me hard around the face, leaving me confused and excited.  “Get undressed.  All the way.” She told me, walking behind the desk and picking up the crop and the leash.  Clipping the leash back on, she led me out of the office, down a staircase and into a very feminine room, pink, lacy curtains, and pink cupboards.  Opening them up revealed a huge number of sissy dresses.  “I think you’ll agree that your role is a sissy, correct?” She asked.

“Yes, your Majesty.” I agreed, feeling myself desperate to put on the extravagant satin dresses. 

She looked me over briefly, judging my size, and then walked over to a drawer where she pulled out a pair of very lacy, ruffled white satin panties.  She threw them at me but told me to wait first, as there was an order to things.  Next, she threw the matching suspender belt to me, telling me to put it on, and then the matching bra, which had very large cups.  In another drawer, she pulled out a large silicone pull-over breast form, which she helped me put on.  The boobs were ridiculously huge and heavy, but for some reason, I felt like they belonged.  Unfortunately, Diana didn’t feel the same way.

“We don’t usually do this because most of the sissies who come here just want to be humiliated, but I would prefer to shave you completely, so let’s get this off you and into the bathroom.  I’ll have a couple of other sissies join you in the shower to shave you.” She told me.

“Thank you, Majesty.”

It was a strange experience to shower with two effeminate men as she shaved every millimetre of you, but I was glad that I didn’t need to do it myself.  Then moments later, I was back in the room, breast form on, lingerie on.  There was something so wonderful about the feeling of stockings going up a shaved leg, and I had to admit, I could get very used to wearing such lingerie, fiddly as it was. 

“What colour dress, sissy?  What takes your fancy?” She asked me.

“Baby pink Majesty.” I told her.

“Perfect.  White lace, lovely.” She said, handing me the dress in my size.  She then zipped me up and I felt a padlock clip under the collar from behind.  “Make-up and wig.  Come on, I’ll show you how to do it, and then you can learn to do it.”

Twenty minutes later, I was stood in front of her, made-up, wearing a long curly blonde wig, in pink Mary-Jane shoes.  Next, she showed me how to paint my nails, gluing on long fake nails and then painting them bright pink to match my dress. 

“You make a perfect sissy, darling.” She told me.  “I always knew you would.  So, this week you’ll be taught sissy etiquette.  You will learn how to serve, how to behave, and most of all, how to embrace your feminine side.  Because you are not a slave per se, but a submissive, beatings will be reserved for punishment only.  However, I have spoken to the girls, and they do have some requests for me.”

She pulled out her mobile phone and read.  “Firstly, Sarka wants you wearing a butt-plug at all times.  Marketa wants me to highlight the fact that you need to be dressed as a sissy at all times for this induction period.  We will require proof via the bathroom window.  That means sissy nighties to bed, and such.  Don’t worry, we will provide you with some.  Finally, Vanessa wants you to smoke five cigarettes today.  You can have one now on the balcony.  I want to see lipstick on the butt.” She said, handing me a pack of Marlboro reds and a lighter. 

I stepped out onto the balcony and then tried and failed to get the packet open without almost crushing it.  Thankfully, Diana stepped out and helped, even though it earned me a chastisement as being a useless dumb bimbo. 

Diana watched me light the cigarette and smoke two drags, watching me hack out a cough; then with a sigh, she pulled out a cigarette and showed me how to inhale, hold and breathe out.  We smoked like that until it was all gone, and she told me to light another.  For the next half hour, she kept telling me that I was smoking it wrong, so I had to light another.  By the time we were done, I was dizzy, sick, and I had smoked twelve cigarettes. 

“Smoking fetish is actually quite a popular one.” Diana explained. “Cigarettes harm you, they are disgusting, and smoked correctly, they make you look like a whore.  But they can also be very erotic.  You’re probably wondering what Vanessa’s fascination with them are.  Obviously, she doesn’t want you to get sick, but at the same time, she knows how much you hate them, and how humiliating cigarettes are for you.  She said that maybe she can’t drag you to your parent’s house in the UK wearing a sissy dress, but to get you addicted to cigarettes to the point where you can’t hide it from them, it would be extremely humiliating for you, she knows they’d not be afraid to show their disappointment.”

It was so brilliantly evil that I couldn’t help but admire Vanessa for coming up with it.  The moment I thought of it that way, I found myself wishing to be forced to smoke more, because the humiliation was too exciting to pass up.

“Come on, let’s get you a butt-plug.” Diana said, leading me back inside and towards another room. 

As we stepped inside this new room, we walked in on Vanessa and Pavla punishing a sissy for doing some infraction or other.  For a moment, neither girl noticed us, and we stood watching as Vanessa screamed at the sissy in the baby blue dress, kicking him and jabbing a high-heel into his exposed buttock.  Vanessa was in a PVC bra and panties, in thigh-high boots, and had a huge strap-on dildo dangling from her crotch, and when I say huge, this thing was ridiculous; fat and easily a half a meter in length. 

“You fucking dozy little cunt!” Vanessa screamed at the sissy.  “Do you think I want your spit on my boots, you asshole?  Come here, you like spit, I’ll give you spit!” She screamed, and as she grabbed his head, both women began to spit on his face.  “Open your mouth, you little shit!” Vanessa screamed, spitting into his mouth.  Then, as she held his head, she squatted over him and pulled her panties to one side.  “I’ll give you something else to drink too!” She said, and immediately began urinating in his mouth.

“Holy shit.” I whispered, earning a cautionary look from Diana.  It was as I said that, that Vanessa looked up and saw me for the first time.  Her mouth turned into a range of looks.  Initially, I could tell how cute she thought I was, her wife mode kicking in first, a reminder that she really loved me; then she remembered she was now a tough dominatrix and the smile turned into a sinister grin. 

“Who the fuck said you could talk in my presence?” She said, replacing her panties and stomping over, slapping me hard around the face, before connecting her knee to my balls.  “Fucking sissy!  Look at you!  I always knew you were a little bitch, that’s why you could never fuck me properly.” When she said that, the other sissy looked over at me in confusion and a little awe.  “Oh didn’t you know cunt?” She asked the other sissy.  “This is my husband.  My friends and I have turned him into a sissy so I can get fucked by proper dicks.” She pressed her foot down on my head, pushing me to the floor.  “Now he's only good for serving me and keeping me in money.  Isn’t that right, you little bitch?”

“Yes Mistress Vanessa!” I told her, having a hard time keeping a straight face.  She saw that and almost snorted out a laugh too, but glossed over it.

“Damned right.” She said, then winked at me quickly.

“I’m not worthy of you anymore Mistress.  I’m sorry I failed you!” I told her, getting into the role.

“You failed me as a lover, but you did well for me otherwise.  Maybe that’s why I won’t punish you right now.  Later, maybe.”

Much as Diana was enjoying the roleplay, she had other plans for me.  “He has smoked over a half a pack of cigarettes,” she explained, “mainly because he didn’t know how to inhale properly.”

“Stupid cunt!” Vanessa snarled, tapping my cheek with the top of her foot. 

“He seems to have the hang of it for now, but I’ll make him finish the pack in a bit, maybe another too.  First, he needs a butt-plug and a new collar.  This one is not fit for a sissy.”

“Yes, something pink and sparkly.” Grinned Vanessa.

“Indeed!”

Walking over to a drawer, Diana pulled out a packet containing a four-inch-long butt plug.  It was black and rubbery, and not overly wide.  “We’ll start you off with this one.” Diana explained.  “Bend over, drop your panties, and hold your skirt.” She said.  I did exactly that and I felt a small amount of lubricant being applied to my anus, followed by a tolerable insertion of the plug.  “Keep that in you at all times for the next twenty-four hours; except for when you need the loo, obviously.” She told me, clearly used to the question.

She rummaged through another drawer and pulled out the collar she had in mind It was a shiny pink leather band, adorned with glittering letters that spelled Sissy-Slut.   “This is your new collar.  You will be locked in and you are to wear it at all times.  Outside of the Kingdom, you will defer to your Mistress as to if she will allow you to take it off.” Diana said, snapping the lock shut and handing the keys to Vanessa.  Between sissy and slut, was a small loop used for connecting the matching pink leash, and from there I was led out of the room into another, more private chamber.  This was a splendid, lavish salon, decorated with rich fabrics and paintings. A velvet sofa and a carved coffee table stood in the centre, surrounded by gilded mirrors and porcelain vases. It was the epitome of elegance and luxury, befitting a castle or a noble residence.

She glared at me as I stumbled in the high heels and snapped her fingers. “You’re pathetic. You can’t even walk properly.” She said, lounging on a luxurious sofa. “Listen up. This is what you’re going to do. Straighten your back, now. Lift your chin and look forward. Don’t you dare take long steps, but swing your hips more, and put your heel down first.”

I tried to follow her instructions, but the heels were too high and uncomfortable. I felt like a clown, trying to walk gracefully in them. She watched me with a smirk, enjoying my struggle. “That’s it. You’re doing great.” She said sarcastically. “Now, let’s see how you do with a little obstacle course.” She pointed to a row of cones and poles that she had set up in the room. “You’re going to walk around them without touching them or falling. And if you do, you’ll be punished. Do you understand?” She asked, raising an eyebrow.

“Yes, Majesty.” I told her, wondering how I might explain my soon to be broken ankle at the hospital.

She smiled wickedly and clapped her hands. “Good. Now, off you go. And don’t disappoint me.” She said, watching me with amusement. I took a deep breath and started to walk towards the small cones, hoping for a miracle.

I managed to avoid the first cone, but the second one was too close to the wall. I tried to squeeze past it, but my heel got caught on the edge. I lost my balance and fell to the floor, hitting my head on the pole. I groaned in pain and looked up at her. She was frowning and shaking her head. “You failed. You know what that means.” She said, getting up from the sofa. She walked towards me, holding her leather crop in her hand. “You’re going to get a spanking. And not a gentle one.” She said, grabbing my hair and pulling me up.

She pulled me over the sofa, pushing up the hem of my skirt before grabbing my panties forcefully down my legs.  “Fucking useless slut!” She snarled, smacking my buttocks with her hand, before laying into me with the crop.  I sobbed but didn’t dare say anything; I took the beating, hoping to make her proud with my tolerance to pain.

She gave me a firm smile and said, “Come on, get back on your feet and try again. And this time, pay more attention to what I’m telling you.” She sounded confident and encouraging. “You’ll be strutting in those high-heels like a pro before you know it!”

I braced myself and approached the miniature obstacle course again, trying to remember her tips on how to walk in heels. I felt like a clumsy giraffe balancing on toothpicks. What did having a straight back have to do with anything? And how could I not look down when there were so many things to trip over? As expected, I soon lost my footing and went crashing down, sending the obstacles flying and earning another disapproving glare from Diana.

“You’re loving this humiliation, aren’t you, sissy?” Diana hissed, throwing the obstacles back in place. “Get up, you pathetic worm! I’m not here to play games with you! You will obey me and learn this skill or I promise, you will regret ever crossing me and my crop!”

I groaned and got up from the floor, feeling sore and embarrassed. I glanced at Diana, who was watching me with a mix of impatience and amusement. I knew she was enjoying this more than I was. I took a deep breath and stepped into the obstacle course again, determined to prove her wrong. I tried to keep my back straight and my eyes forward, as she had instructed me. I felt the heels wobble under me, but I managed to stay upright. I reached the end of the course and turned around, feeling a surge of pride. I had done it! Well, almost. I still had to walk back without falling. I smiled at Diana, hoping for some praise. She smiled back, but it was not a warm smile. It was a wicked smile. She raised her crop and flicked it at my ankles, making me lose my balance and fall again. She laughed and said, “Nice try, sissy. But you’re not done yet.”

She walked over to me and grabbed my arm, pulling me up. She looked at me with a smug expression and said, “You thought you had it, didn’t you, sissy? You thought you could impress me with your little walk. Well, you were wrong. You still have a lot to learn. And I’m going to teach you. Whether you like it or not.” She dragged me to the obstacle course again and pushed me into it. She said, “Now, let’s try this again. And this time, don’t make me use my crop. Because I will. And you won’t like it.” She gave me a wicked grin and said, “Or maybe you will. Maybe you’re a masochist, sissy. Maybe you enjoy the pain. Maybe you crave it. Maybe you need it.” She leaned in close to my ear and whispered, “Do you need it, sissy? Do you need me to hurt you?” I shivered and felt a surge of fear and excitement. I didn’t know how to answer her. I didn’t know what she wanted from me. I didn’t know what I wanted from her.

I nodded and tried to block out her words and her crop. I focused on the pain and the challenge. I felt the heels dig into my skin and bruise my bones. I felt every bump and crack on the floor. I felt every muscle and nerve in my body tense and ache. I walked through the obstacle course with grit and determination. I did it again and again, until I felt nothing but numbness. I looked at Diana, expecting some scorn or mockery. She nodded and smiled, but it was not a cruel smile. It was a tender smile. She said, “You did it, sissy. You endured it. You conquered it. You’re a strong and brave sissy. And a loyal and obedient one.” She walked over to me and wrapped her arms around me. She said, “I’m proud of you, sissy. You’ve suffered so much. And you’ve grown so much. And you’re not done yet. There’s still more to endure. And more to grow. And I’m going to help you. Because I love you. Because you’re mine.” She kissed me passionately on the lips and said, “Do you love me, sissy? Do you belong to me?” I felt a surge of emotion and devotion. I didn’t know how this had happened. I didn’t know how she had broken me. I didn’t know how she had rebuilt me. But I knew one thing. I loved her. I belonged to her. I said, “Yes, Majesty. I love you. I belong to you.”

“That’s right, sissy, in this castle where I am Queen, I demand nothing but love and obedience.” Diana said.

She turned swiftly and strode back to the sofa, gracefully retrieving the riding crop before settling herself down. Placing it gently on her lap, she snapped her fingers and gestured towards the floor, prompting me to kneel before her. "I must commend your exceptional performance for a first-timer," she remarked, producing a packet of cigarettes and skilfully lighting two, extending one to me. “We’re going to finish this pack now, and then you’re going to go home and clean your house in the sissy dress. Call me when you’re done.”

I took the proffered cigarette reluctantly, its presence an unwelcome intrusion in my hand. The acrid scent wafted towards me, assaulting my senses with its bitter reminder of everything I had vowed to avoid. Today marked the day I had started smoking—a decision borne out of a peculiar circumstance. A part of me despised the very idea of it, despised the taste and the health risks it carried. Yet, strangely, I found myself drawn to it in this particular moment.

As I knelt before Diana, her commanding presence looming over me, a mix of conflicting emotions swirled within. The riding crop she wielded symbolized control, power, and a submission I had willingly embraced. It wasn't just about the cigarettes or the sissy dress; it was the surrender to her dominance, a thrill that coursed through my veins.

Her voice carried a subtle authority, complimenting my performance despite its tentative nature. In that instant, I couldn't help but feel a strange sense of accomplishment. The conflicting desires within me clashed like a tempest, torn between my distaste for smoking and the intoxicating allure of Diana's dominion.

With every inhale, I tasted the bitterness on my tongue, a reminder of the internal struggle I faced. The smoke curled and swirled, creating ethereal tendrils that whispered promises of subservience and obedience. It was a paradoxical sensation—my body rejecting the act, yet my mind succumbing to the intoxicating spell she cast.

As the smoke dissipated into the air, I knew what awaited me once the last cigarette was extinguished. The distaste and discomfort would linger, but the rush of fulfilment that came from fulfilling Diana's orders would remain.


Nine

Over the course of the next six weeks, I found myself at the castle on a daily basis, initially for training, but eventually as a servant.  Whilst the whole experience was beyond my wildest expectations, the most incredible part of it all, was seeing how different Vanessa was at the castle compared to home.  At home, she was my usual sweet darling, not really daring to bring her dominance home with her, but in the castle, she was a completely different person; sadistic, violent, angry, sarcastic, evil.  All the things which simply augmented her sexy self. 

The only times Vanessa was dominant at home were when we had the girls over for drinks or pool parties, or the moment my entrapment in the chastity device reached its deadline.  That was a night to remember.

It was bedtime.  As usual, I was in my pink babydoll nightie.  I wore nighties on a daily basis now, which really didn’t bother me as they were so sensual.  That night, Vanessa sat me down and said, “You know what today is, right?”

“Yes Mistress.” I replied.  She had told me I didn’t need to call her that at home, but I found it second nature to do so, and believed that it was respectful of my place.  Over time, she no longer commented on it.  “I get to remove my chastity cage.”

“No.” She began, slowly, “I decide whether or not to remove your cage.  However, I have another idea.  This time, if you don’t like the idea, you need to say something.  Seeing as you now spend as much time as me at the castle, I think we are ready to move on to the next phase of our relationship.  Rene, the slave who is under my management, is a so-called lifer.  He is an old friend of Diana’s who basically asked to be a muscle slave here.” She took a moment to gather her thoughts, but I could already see where this was going.  I knew Rene.  He was the one who took her upstairs on my birthday, and he was almost always by her side at the castle.  Normally, Dommes and slaves didn’t have sexual intercourse, but the muscle slaves obviously were very different to people like me.  They were masochists, enjoying pain, loved being whipped, but other than that, were sexual beings.  As such, the dommes used them for sex too.  “I have the opportunity for Rene to be my personal slave at all times, including here at home.” She said, slowing down so that I understand the implication of what she was saying. 

I stared at her, expressionless, making sure she understood that I was in no position to argue with someone who I deemed to be my superior.  She frowned a little at that because I knew she wanted me to say I was okay with it, but I had already made it very clear that I didn’t want to make any decisions.

“As such, I want you to continue wearing the cage for the foreseeable future, with the fact that Rene would move in here.” She said.  “He would not sleep in our bed, rather he would be in the spare room, but he would dress me, clean me, and, of course, satisfy me…sexually.”

Once again, I did not say a word.  She had not given me a question, so I took what she said as gospel. 

“Nothing to say on the matter?  No words?  Some type of green fruit for guacamole?” She asked, highlighting my safe word.  Again, I remained silent.  I wanted her to be acutely aware that I wanted Rene to move in.  I wanted to be that sort of cuckold to be denied even in my own bed.  Heck, had she told me to move out of my room so that he could sleep with her, I would have been ecstatic.  Sure, I would be jealous and upset, but that would be clouded by the sexual tension she had created.  But the spare room?  Come on!  I was now a trained, seasoned sissy.  I could take that.

“Good!” She clapped. “This means that you can continue to address me as Mistress from now on, and we will be changing the dynamic here at home too.  No more husband and wife, you are my sissy forever, and that is how things will be.” She told me, again staring at me.  “Anything to say?”

For the first time, I allowed myself a smile and said, “Thank you, Mistress.”

Her features softened and then she said, “My god, you really want this too, huh?”

“Yes Mistress.”

“I was so scared for so long.  I was desperate to change you, to transform you.  I hated this separation between our lives there and here.  I’m dominant, that’s what I am.”

I had nothing more to add.  I simply subserviently replied, “Thank you, Mistress.”

“I really am proud of you.  I’ve always been proud of you, even when you were struggling, I knew you’d be a success.  Now we’ve entered this phase of our lives, well, I think we deserve to have fun and open up a bit.  I’m so glad we moved here.” She told me.

“Me too, Mistress.  When I discovered all this, was working on the website and then you working over there, I just wanted you to come home and turn me into, well, this. But I also understand that it was better this way.  It made me better prepared.” I told her.

“And we’ve only just begun.” She smiled.  “I just hope you don’t end up hating me for what I hope to turn you into.”

“No, I could never hate you, Mistress.”

The next day, Diana informed me that Mark’s birthday was coming up.  I was in her private chambers, ironing her clothes as she worked on some bookings.  It was quite usual those days for me to be her personal maid, washing, cleaning, ironing, and when she required it, bringing her to orgasm with my mouth.  I was allowed breaks for the toilet, but I needed to ask first, obviously, and much of the time, she denied me and I needed to hold it.  And I was also allowed a break for cigarettes, of which I smoked about ten or so per day, sometimes more.  That was about to change.

The cigarettes were now almost constantly on my mind.  I woke up, I grabbed a cigarette.  I stepped outside, I lit a cigarette.  I came home from the castle, I lit a cigarette.  Vanessa had won, I was well and truly addicted.  However, Vanessa asked Diana a question in front of me one day.  “If I was to take him to his parents house for a visit, is he so addicted that he won’t be able to hide it, or will he be able to go without long enough to sneak one later?” She asked.

“Well,” began Diana, staring at me.  “There is only one way to get him to that phase, and that is to increase the daily intake.  Packet a day, maybe two?”

“At least two packs a day.” Vanessa said.  “I want him to chain smoke.  Then after our visit to his parents, we’ll force him to quit.  That should be fun.”

“Oh, you’re nasty!” Laughed Diana.

And so, whilst I was not allowed to smoke when I near Diana’s clean clothes, I was encouraged to always have a cigarette in my mouth at every other time.  The damned things made me feel sick, and all of my dresses stunk to high-hell, but they found the whole thing hilarious.

I digress.  Mark’s birthday was coming up, and whilst normally I would be a party guest, I was told that I would be serving with the other girls.  “You will not speak a word.  You will be silent and do your job as a sissy maid.  Is that understood?”

“Yes, your Majesty.” I replied, a little disappointed that I wouldn’t be able to party with my friend. 

That afternoon, Diana asked me to join her in the bedroom.  Usually she did that for one of two reasons; either she wanted an orgasm, or she wanted to fuck me with the strap-on dildo.  In this case, it was the latter, but this time she focused a lot harder on how I gave head, sucking on the realistic phallus whilst receiving instructions.  Again, I was reminded how to swallow the cock into my throat, how to use my tongue and so on, but honestly, I was quite proud of my cock-sucking capabilities, not that I had any proof they were good.

A half an hour later, Diana had removed my butt-plug, which was a damned sight bigger than the original one was, and was now fucking me with the dildo.  Again, this was a daily occurrence for me in the castle, and also a fairly regular occurrence with Vanessa too, so I was not only fine with it, it was something to which I usually found myself looking forward. 

“Remember, when you take a cock, use your sphincter muscles to make it feel good.” Diana explained.  Well, that was new.  She usually called me names like slut, whore, bitch, that sort of thing, but this time, she was explaining how best to please the cock that was fucking me.  This actually became a daily occurrence thereafter although for the life of me, I didn’t know why.

That evening, I arrived home to find Vanessa naked on the sofa with Rene, as he sucked on her recently pierced nipples.  I waited by the door to the living room on my knees and my head down, until Vanessa whispered for me to come closer.  “Here.” She said, tapping the side of the sofa next to her.  I knelt down and watched as the sexy blonde man placed his penis inside my wife’s pussy and began fucking her.  “Oh Rene!” She moaned.  “Sissy, look at what he’s doing to me.  Look at how he’s taking me with his gorgeous cock!  Isn’t his cock beautiful?  Take it out Rene, show him.” Rene withdrew and I looked at the long fat circumcised cock.  It was cock, what could I say?  It was bigger than mine, which meant something.  “Tell me how beautiful it is.” She cried.

“It’s gorgeous, Mistress.” I told her.

“Yes, yes!  Put it back in and make love to me.” She told him.  A shot of sexual energy fired through me when she said that, her eyes sparkling as she looked at him, then giving a sideways glance to me.  She knew how it humiliated me for her to say make love rather than fuck because it was so much more deep, personal.  “How does it feel sissy?  How does it feel knowing you can’t fuck me and he can?”

“Amazing, Mistress.” I said, being one-hundred percent honest.

“Maybe I should deny you forever.” She grinned, not looking at me, just taking the increasing thrusts of her slave-lover.  “Maybe I should take Rene into our bed and move you to the spare room.” She teased.

“You should, Mistress.” I replied.

“Mmm, maybe I will.” She joked again.

“You definitely should.  I would give up everything to be your sissy slave fully and totally.” I told her, and that got her attention.  Suddenly the smiled was gone and she was looking right at me, mouth agape.  It clearly got Rene excited too, because he was now fucking her harder and faster.  The shock on her face wore off and was replaced by an understanding smirk.  She then turned to Rene and said, “How about it slave?  You share my marriage bed, and sissy gets his own pretty little room?”

“I would love that, Mistress.” He said, clearly enjoying where this was going.

“Then it’s decided.” She said, cheerfully.  “No more sex for you sissy, you will remain permanently locked, and you will move into the spare room.  I suggest you start thinking about designs, something pink.”

“Yes Mistress.” I replied, my heart racing with excitement.  “And thank you, Mistress.” Once again, her eyes caught mine, this time her smirk also suggested something else; gratitude.

The turn of events drove both Vanessa and Rene into a collective climax, and whilst I was looking forward to my cleaning duties, the couple took time to themselves to kiss like long-lost lovers.  Then finally, Rene released himself from her grasp and I climbed in to clean her up.

“Sissy, I think now you have other duties.” She said, pulling on Rene’s deflating cock.  He inched closer to my mouth and I gulped.  I never thought I would ever do something like this, but then again, all of this was new.  It was what my Mistress required of me, and I did say I would do everything.  Remembering what I had been taught, I opened my mouth and took his cock inside, lapping it clean, before then sucking on it, trying to get it to regain strength.  “I’m so proud of you.” Vanessa said in a momentarily lapse in dominance.  “I’m so proud of who you’ve become.  My little sissy cocksucker.  I love you so much.  From now on, you’ll clean both me and my lover, always and every time.  You’ll suck him for my entertainment, and one day, when I think you are ready, then you will take his and other cocks, because that is what you are and what you will be, a cock hungry whore.”

I couldn’t deny it, Mark was right about everything.  There was no explaining it, but this was the single best experience of my life, the humiliation of it, of being transformed from heterosexual business man, to sissy cock whore, and that was who I was desperate to be.

That night, I would get numerous chances to suck Rene’s cock, and I would take the chance to taste cum direct from the source.  Then I helped him move his things into the master bedroom, whilst I moved into a spare room.  This spare room was on the side of the house next to my study, which meant I had a clear view of the bathroom window where I used to watch Marketa.  She would now see me for what she always knew I was, a submissive sissy slave, who couldn’t satisfy his wife.

Over the next week, having Rene at home began to feel like second nature.  It was decided that I would no longer eat at the same table as them, instead always serving dinner to them before eating on my own in the kitchen.  That was a little sad, but the humiliation of it was too much to say no to. 

Then came the evening of Mark’s birthday.  I had naively believed that Mark would be in his normal male attire for his party, but that wasn’t the case.  He was dressed up in a very extravagant, pink sissy party-dress, with ruffled puffy arms.  The dress was not long enough to cover his big satin and lace panties.  I was wearing the usual pink satin maid serving dress, walking around and offering drinks.  As ordered, I did not speak a word, not even to wish Mark a happy birthday.  However, throughout the evening, Mark appeared to have a more free hand, or rather, a roaming hand. 

Whenever I walked by Mark, he made sure to pinch my backside, or playfully spank me.  Being unable to speak, I did nothing to chastise him for the behaviour, after all, it was his party, but it was his wife who was my Queen. 

Finally, this all reached a head when I was cornered by Mark in the kitchen and pushed into the pantry where he forced his lips to mine.  As he kissed me, I tried to squeeze away, but he kept saying things like, “Oh come on, it’s my birthday, give me a little sugar.”  In the end, I just thought, fuck it, and wrapped my arms around him and we kissed.  Then, dropping to my knees, I pulled down his panties to find that his cage had been removed.  That should have been clue number one, but I didn’t think about it, I just took his cock into my mouth without a second thought, and gave him the best birthday blow job I could.

A blow job was not enough for him though, and sure enough, he was stood, spinning me to face the wall, before pulling down my panties and shoving his cock inside me.  It was the first time I’d taken a real cock up my arse, but I had to admit, it somehow felt a lot better than the fake thing.  Seconds later, I cared less about the rule forbidding me to speak, and I was now begging him to keep fucking me, harder, deeper, faster.  It was as I was doing that, that the door flew open to reveal nearly everybody from the party, standing there watching.

“Happy birthday honey.” Diana told her husband.  “I know this was what you wanted, and now you have her.  Your own sissy playdate.”

“Thank you, Majesty.” He grinned at her.

Everyone assembled watched as Mark continued to pound me, and soon I got back into it too, audience or not, until finally, I was grinning at Vanessa, my head bobbing forwards and backwards as my sissy friend fucked me. 

That evening, I got to experience what it felt like to be repeatedly fucked by a man who had been in chastity for over a year.  He was told that he would remain in chastity whenever he was in Prague, but whenever he was at the castle, he would get the chance to fuck me, as the castle fucktoy.

Of course, given that Mark only had a certain number of erections in him, I thought I would be done, but Vanessa told me not to bother getting up from my position on my hands and knees on the soft carpet in the middle of the room.  Sure enough, other men, muscle slaves, got to take their turn fucking me, as well as assembled dominatrices with their strap-ons.  I know this was meant to be Mark’s night, but for some reason, I felt like it was better than any birthday party I had ever had. 

When we finally left at two in the morning, I was sore from the anal sex, but I found myself wondering when Rene would fuck me.  Turning to Vanessa, I said, “Mistress, may I speak?”

“You may.” She sighed, before winking.

“I look forward to the day Rene will use me, for your amusement.” I smiled.

Before she could reply, Rene grinned naughtily and said, “Me too sissy, me too.”


Ten

I had planned to visit my parents at the end of summer, but then their holiday plans fell through and they didn’t know what else to do but come and visit us in the Czech Republic.  This became a bit of an issue, because I was told in no uncertain terms that if I was home in the Czech Republic, I was to report for duty to the castle.  Not only that, Vanessa and Rene were now inseparable, and she made it very clear she was not going to interrupt our lifestyle for them. 

Don’t get me wrong, Vanessa got on great with my parents, but this was a moment where she had certain expectations, and didn’t feel that we should hide anything. 

Here’s the thing about my parents.  They weren’t conservative by any stretch.  In fact, I didn’t really know the ins and outs of my parents’ private life anyway, mainly because I spent the first half of my childhood being mainly raise by my grandparents.  Why?  Because my idiot dad, got my dopey mum, pregnant when they were both only just entering puberty.  How?  Playing two minutes in heaven or some shit like that.  Anyway, it boiled down to the fact that my parents were only fourteen years my senior.  Yes, I kid you not.

Again, I digress.  When I announced my parents had decided to come to our place instead, Vanessa called a time-out on the D/s stuff and said we needed a sit-down as husband and wife…and lover.  Rene offered to move back to the castle temporarily, but Vanessa wouldn’t hear of it, and admittedly, I didn’t want that either. 

“Listen,” Vanessa began, “I think it’s time we had the discussion about us anyway, because clearly, Rene and I are very close and intimate now, and I need to know that you still understand that you are my number one priority, that I love you, and all of this is for us both.  If you feel I am taking things too far, tell me.”

“No, I love you.” I told her, “And, I’ll admit, I love Rene, not just as a friend, but as a lover too.” Rene reached over and gently stroked my face.  “Ah, thank you sweetheart.  I love you too.”

I smiled, and then continued.  “And I know you love Rene a lot.  Probably more than you expected to, correct?”

“Yes,” She said, smiling at her lover.

“We are in a polyamorous relationship, admittedly one where I have sex a little differently, but as far as I am concerned, this is our lifestyle now.” I said.

Vanessa squeezed my leg and nodded, her eyes shining with love and mischief. “I know. I love you both, and I don’t want to lose either of you. But you and I have a special bond. We’ve been through so much together. I couldn’t just…” She trailed off, biting her lip.

“You don’t have to.” I reached for her hand and gave it a gentle squeeze. “If you love Rene more, and I wanted to end things, you could break up with me. But I know you don’t want that. And honestly, if you told me you loved Rene more, it would only make me hotter for you.” I smiled at her, trying to hide the nervous flutter in my stomach.

Vanessa flashed a wicked smile and winked at me. She leaned closer and whispered in my ear. “I do love him more. Way more than you, you dirty little sissy.” She kissed my cheek and then pulled back, her expression turning serious. “All right, time-out over. I’m the boss and this is what you’re going to do. You’re going to call your parents and tell them about our new relationship. You’re going to tell them that you’re a submissive and a crossdresser; a sissy, and that you don’t identify as male anymore. You’re going to tell them that they can visit us, but they might not like what they see. Only your mom can come to the castle, not your dad, unless he follows the same rules as every other man here. Got it?” She raised her eyebrows and stared at me intently.

I swallowed hard, bracing myself mentally. I felt a surge of fear and excitement as I nodded. “I got it. I’ll call them right away.” Taking a deep breath, I mentally steeled myself for the forthcoming conversation.

I held the phone in my hand, feeling a mix of anticipation and anxiety as I dialed my parents' number. Each ring resonated through the receiver, stretching the silence into an eternity. Finally, my mother's familiar voice filled the line.

"Hello? Oh, it's so good to hear from you, dear. How have you been?" she asked, her warm tone exuding maternal affection.

A rush of familiarity washed over me, momentarily easing the weight of the conversation that lay ahead. "I've been well, Mom. Just keeping busy with well, work around the house, and... uh, other things," I replied, my voice betraying a hint of nervousness.

"Oh, that's good to hear. Your father and I have been doing well too. So, have you been following the news?”

I mustered a smile, grateful for the familiar small talk that provided a temporary respite. We exchanged pleasantries about the weather, upcoming family events, and the latest movies. The conversation flowed smoothly, as if we were treading familiar territory.

As we navigated through mundane topics, I couldn't help but wonder how my parents would react when I revealed the truth about my new lifestyle. Would they understand? Accept? Or would it create a rift between us? The uncertainty weighed heavy on my heart, but I knew I had to be honest and share the most vulnerable part of myself.

Eventually, a pause settled between us, signalling the perfect moment to broach the subject. Summoning all my courage, I took a deep breath and began, "Mom, there's something important I need to discuss with you. It's about my life and the choices I've made."

There was a brief pause on the other end, followed by my mother's gentle response. "Of course, dear. You know you can always talk to us. We love you unconditionally, no matter what."

Her words offered a glimmer of reassurance, emboldening me to open up about the depths of my newfound identity. With each word, I carefully explained my journey of self-discovery, unveiling my submissive nature and my embrace of the sissy lifestyle. It was a revelation that held the power to reshape their perception of me.

There was a prolonged silence, as if the words hung in the air, suspended in uncertainty. My heart raced, my palms grew damp with anticipation. Would their acceptance waver? Would they understand the complexities of my desires and choices?

Finally, my mother's voice broke through the silence, filled with a mixture of surprise and what I assumed was concern. "Well, this is quite unexpected. We didn't see this coming. But remember, we love you, and we will always support you."

Relief washed over me, mingled with gratitude for their unconditional love. Their acceptance, even if tempered by initial surprise, kindled a flicker of hope within me.

The conversation that followed was filled with questions, seeking to understand this new facet of my life. We discussed their concerns, addressing misconceptions and providing reassurances. I told them about how things would look if they visited, going into detail about how they would not see their son, but rather a serving girl and nothing much more than that, and yet they still wanted to come over.

“Son,” It was my dad this time. “I think it is still a good idea for us to visit. You might not just realise how much we understand what you’re going through.  In either case, it would just be good to see you.”

As the call drew to a close, a profound sense of liberation settled within me. I had unburdened myself, revealed the depths of my being to those who had raised me. Their acceptance was a precious gift, I knew, and one which rarely played out in such a positive way for most.

I relayed the call to Vanessa and Rene, with Vanessa saying that of course I didn’t need to be a serving girl at home whilst they visited, but I declined, stating that I was a sissy maid, they needed to see me for who I really was.

“So when are they coming?” She asked.

“Three weeks.” I told her, still wondering what they would say when they saw me.  I felt so humiliated at the fact that I had to explain to my own parents about why I dressed as a sissy, why I got off on being humiliated, why it was so important to me to be downtrodden by women.  They said that I shouldn’t worry, that they love me no matter what, but still, how would they react in person?

That evening, Vanessa received a text message from my mother.  That in itself wasn’t totally unusual as they did exchange messages sometimes, but this one was a text asking if they could talk.  Looking at me with a little apprehension, Vanessa called my mother and exchanged the usual pleasantries, before listening to her for a moment.  I then saw a grin appear on her face, before she said, “Claire, you don’t need to do that, it’s fine.  No really.” Another pause.  “Oh, you want to.  Then, sure, if you want to do it.  Yes it is very exciting.  Sure, I can send you some, or just Google it.  No, anything goes really.” Another pause.  “Yes I do, as I say, anything goes.” She giggled.  “Stupid dumb whore.” She said, “Idiot cuckold sissy, that sort of thing.  Yes,” she giggled again and then listened.  “Oh yes, Rene, he’s my sex slave.  He sleeps with me, sissy has her own room, very pink and lacy.” Again, I heard laughter from both my wife and my mother, but I could only hear my wife’s conversation.  “Yes, me too Claire, and thank you, I really appreciate that.  Yes, he will too.  I’m looking forward to it. Sorry?” Again the call didn’t end, but extended.  “Oh in the UK?  Yes, they are expensive, but try Honour.co.uk, they’re reasonable, and of course Aliexpress, but I’m not sure they’ll make it in time for the trip.  But no worries if not, we have a tonne of stuff here from sponsors.  Yes for Mike too.  Yes, he would look funny.  Okay Claire, yes see you soon.”

The call ended and Vanessa keeled over with laughter.  It reached a point where I forgot my place and simply said, “What?” If Vanessa minded, she didn’t say, she was in too much hysterics.

“Sorry, I need the girls over for this one.  They need to hear it.” She said, immediately group calling Marketa, Sarka, and Diana.  Five minutes later, they were sat in our house, holding a glass of wine, and listening to the story up to the point of the phone call from my mum.

Then Vanessa began…

“Claire, Quentin’s mum, and Mike, Quentin’s dad,” She began slowly. “Have spent the last few hours from speaking to Quentin till now, researching everything about femdom, BDSM, cuckolding, pegging, sissification and forced feminisation, forced bisexuality, and such like.  They have read stories together, watched porn videos, read articles, I kid you not, they have been reading up like nobody’s business.” She said, and the girls laughed, whereas I groan in embarrassment.  “But they read all this, and Claire said to Mike, ‘well that’s us that is!’  Mike didn’t get what she meant, and she said that she was the dominant one, and him the submissive, and that she thinks it all sounds gloriously kinky and would love to ‘give it a go’.  So they’ve ordered a strap-on online, been looking at latex clothes, and been looking at dating apps to find a man to fuck your mother.”

Whilst the girls cried with laughter, I bent over and just groaned.  “Oh no.”

“Apparently, they want to try to get through as much as possible in three weeks, so they can be fully ‘ready to join in the fun’ when they get here!” She squealed with laughter, as did the others, again driving me into deeper humiliation and embarrassment.  “I’m going to text her links to all sorts, especially some really kinky stuff.  Claire said the darker the better.”

Marketa turned to look at me, “What do you think sissy?  Should we send her some incest stuff?  Maybe of daddy fucking his sissy daughter?” As the girls laughed at my expense, I groaned, shouting, “No, no, no!  Avocado, avocado!”

“Oh relax sissy!” Diana said, “nobody’s going to make you do anything you don’t want to do.  But I think it’s great that you have such accepting parents.  You should be proud.  Most people aren’t so lucky.”

I sighed.  Of course, she was right, but it didn’t make it any less weird. 

The conversations previously made me feel extremely nervous.  Every single person I knew in my life never wanted to think about their parents having sex, but yes, as an adult I should know better.  And then there were the jokes about my dad fucking me.  I mean, not only was that illegal, but it was not even something I could fathom.

The next day, I had some time to myself to write, but instead of writing, I read stories about family BDSM.  I had expected to be sickened by it, but instead I found myself getting turned on.  Jesus, I was sick!  The more I read, the more I realised that it wasn’t a complete stretch of the imagination, but at the same time, these stories were fiction, so there was no chance of this happening in reality.  And on top of that, there was no way my parents would take part in such a thing.

Two days later, Vanessa pulled me aside and sat me down.  “It seems your parents have fallen feet first into this lifestyle.” She told me, and then held a picture up, showing my dad in a huge pink and white satin sissy dress.  “Fuck!” I gasped, but weirdly, I found myself getting excited.

“Yep. Your mum has found a lover.” She giggled.  “A black man she knew from the past.  An ex?”

“This is insane.”

“She has an expectation that you will address her as Mommy when she gets here.  I agree, understood?” She said firmly, making sure I followed her orders.

“Of course, Mistress.  But you don’t expect me to do anything sexual with my parents do you?” I asked.

“I haven’t decided yet.  I want to, but you said avocado.  If you want to take that back, then I’ll reconsider having a more formal discussion with them.” She told me.  That gave me pause, a more formal discussion?  Had there been an informal discussion?  Seeming sensing my thoughts, she elaborated.  “Your mum and I have been exchanging emails and messages.  She read some stories which got into a more incestuous situation, and apparently they turned her on.  She asked how open you would be to playing.”

I felt my face burn with shame and embarrassment, but it wasn’t at my mother’s sudden interest in me, but more that I found it extremely hard not to take back my avocado.  “Is she aware that it is very nice as a fantasy, but is actually illegal in real life?” I asked her.

“Very nice as a fantasy?” She mocked.  “Somebody sounds like they’re coming around.”

“Why does something so, erm, well, wrong, turn you on?”

“Seriously?  It’s so humiliating that it’s hot.  And your dad is really cute.”

I didn’t rescind my safe word but I came extremely close to doing so.  Over the following weeks leading up to my parent’s visit though, Diana, Marketa and Vanessa kept working on me, pushing me harder to doing something so humiliating.  Finally, I broke and rescinded my safe word, still firmly of the belief that my dad would never do something which was just so wrong. 

The day of their arrival finally came, and Vanessa drove me to the airport in Prague to greet them. I had no choice but to wear the sissy clothes she had picked out for me, since all my male clothes had mysteriously disappeared from my closet. I felt like a walking spectacle in the arrivals hall of Terminal One, where hundreds of eyes seemed to follow my every move. I was clad in a purple satin sissy dress that was so extravagant and frilly that it looked like it belonged in a fairy tale. The dress had a tight bodice that accentuated my slender waist and a full skirt that flared out in layers of ruffles. The hem was trimmed with thick black lace that matched the lace on the puffy sleeves, the collar, and the edges of the dress. A matching bonnet with ribbons and bows covered my head, and a pair of long gloves and a face mask completed the outfit. The face mask was the only thing I was grateful for, as it hid my flushed cheeks and embarrassed expression.

Received message. Here is a possible rewrite of your novel excerpt with more descriptive depth to the dress: The day of their arrival finally came, and Vanessa drove me to the airport in Prague to greet them. I had no choice but to wear the sissy clothes she had picked out for me, since all my male clothes had mysteriously disappeared from my closet. I felt like a walking spectacle in the arrivals hall of Terminal One, where hundreds of eyes seemed to follow my every move. I was clad in a purple satin sissy dress that was so extravagant and frilly that it looked like it belonged in a fairy tale. The dress had a tight bodice that accentuated my slender waist and a full skirt that flared out in layers of ruffles. The hem was trimmed with thick black lace that matched the lace on the puffy sleeves, the collar, and the edges of the dress. A matching bonnet with ribbons and bows covered my head, and a pair of long gloves and a face mask completed the outfit. The face mask was the only thing I was grateful for, as it hid my flushed cheeks and embarrassed expression.

“Everyone’s laughing at you.” Vanessa told me.  I looked around and had to admit that one or two people were trying to hide their chuckles.  “I should’ve removed your cage.  You’d have an erection the whole time.”

“I would, Mistress.” I replied.

All eyes were drawn to Vanessa, a true dominatrix in every sense. She stood there, commanding attention, draped in a knee-length black latex pencil-dress that clung to her voluptuous curves with an enticing tightness. The fabric embraced her ample bosom, accentuating her womanly charms. The onlookers couldn't help but be captivated by her magnetic presence. She held onto a delicate pink leather leash, its connection leading to my collar, a symbol of her control and my submission. A smile of unmistakable pleasure danced upon her lips, displaying her unabashed enjoyment of the situation. If there was even a hint of embarrassment within her, she concealed it masterfully.

My mind wandered, contemplating the attire my father would be donning. With both my parents having embraced our shared lifestyle, I assumed my mother would have dressed him in a manner akin to my own sissy attire. The thought lingered, stirring curiosity within me. How would he appear alongside my mother, stepping into this new chapter of our lives?

Before long, the sliding doors parted, granting entry to my parents. As they emerged into the hall, gazes were fixed upon them, mirroring the intense scrutiny previously bestowed upon Vanessa and me. My father, making a bold statement, donned a striking bright pink latex sissy maid dress. Its hem was adorned with thick, pristine white lace, adding an extra layer of femininity and playfulness to his ensemble. He stood beside my mother, a picture of submission and transformation, capturing the attention of all who beheld them.

Mum looked stunning in her black leather ensemble. She wore a micro-skirt that barely covered her thighs, revealing her fishnet stockings and knee-high boots. Her top was a shiny red satin cami with lace trim, which hugged her generous curves and left little to the imagination. A black leather mini-jacket completed her outfit, adding a touch of edginess. Mum seemed to defy time with her youthful appearance. She was in her forties, but she could easily pass for a woman in her thirties. Her blonde hair was styled in a neat ponytail, and her body was slim and fit.

My nerves were a mess as dad approached me, head bowed submissively.  Mum hugged me, telling me that I looked wonderful, and then she turned me to dad and said, “Give each other a lovely sloppy sissy hello kiss.”

Without hesitation, dad took my in his arms and kissed me, slipping his tongue in my mouth without hesitation.  He didn’t say a word, simply kissed me. 

“That’s enough now.” Mum said.  “You’ll have plenty of time to play with each other in the car.”

I’d prepared for this in my head so many times, but nothing prepared me for the sheer erotic excitement I felt by this taboo play.  As we sat in the back of the car together, the ladies in the front, mum provide direction.  “Kiss the whole journey, no talking, just keep making out.” She ordered.  “Sissy Quentin, or does he have a feminine name yet?”

“Slut.” Said Vanessa with a grin. 

“Oh, very nice.  Slut, Sissy Candy here, your daddy, doesn’t have his cock cage on because of the flight, and I promised him that you’d take care of him.  So, slut, put your hand in his panties and play with his cock, and if you really want to make your daddy happy, you can suck his cock.”

“Yes Mommy.” I agreed, kissing dad again and now rubbing his fat hard cock.  Then, with a gulp, I lowered myself to his cock and sucked.

“Oh yes son, suck me.” He gasped, and fuck me was that one of the hottest things I ever heard.  Yes, I was fucked up in the head, but I was loving this.

I sucked him for a bit, then sat up and kissed him again before leaning to his ear and whispering, “Do you want to fuck me, daddy?”

“Yes!  I really do!” He breathed. 

I undid my seatbelt and dad repositioned himself for me.  Pulling my panties down, I put my legs either side of his whilst he aimed his cock at my excited man-pussy. 

“They’re gonna fuck.” Mum told my wife with an excited grin.  “I told him that I wanted him to fuck our boy and he loved the idea. He couldn’t wait to fuck his little sissy boy.”

Dad’s cock was huge, it felt like he was splitting me open as he entered me without any lubricant.  I bounced on his cock as we drove, moaning like a slut in heat.  My mind was telling me how disgusting and fucked up this was, but sexually, I was too far gone.  This was beyond my imagination.  I couldn’t believe I was doing something so taboo and humiliating.

“I couldn’t believe it when Vanessa told us you wanted me to fuck you.” Dad told me, and immediately I shot a glance at Vanessa through the rear-view mirror.  She was smirking; it was her who planted the seed.  “I said no outright,” Dad panted, “but your mother convinced me that it would be extremely humiliating for both of us.”

“Oh god.” I didn’t care anymore; I just wanted this feeling of humiliation to last forever.  “Fuck me daddy.” I gasped over and over until I came, spurting onto the floor of the car.  Dad also didn’t last long, letting out a moan and then climaxing inside me.

I moved back over and we went back to kissing and cuddling.  I still couldn’t believe we’d done something so bizarre, but at the end of the day, I couldn’t get pregnant, obviously, and I had accepted this life.

When we arrived, we introduced them to Rene, who immediately made love to my mother, right in front of us all.  Again, it appeared to be something which was planned ahead of their arrival. Another thing which was planned, which I didn’t know if I could stomach, was the clean-up duty.  Whilst I was informed it was usually dad’s duty to perform clean-up, this time that honour fell upon my shoulders.  We apprehension and a very nervous stomach, I leaned forward to my mum’s snatch.  It was not shaven bare, there was a still a small tuft of blonde hair above it.

Pushing my tongue forward, I tasted my mum’s pussy for the first time in my life.  Behind me, I heard Vanessa chuckling at how uncomfortable I was.  It was all so brutally humiliating that I couldn’t help but lick harder, really getting into it.  But it didn’t stop there.  As I was on my hands and knees on the sofa, licking my mum, my dad came up behind me with his erection, and pushed inside, all whilst Vanessa filmed it all on her mobile.

Mum held onto my head, pulling me deeper inside her, moaning out in ecstasy, as my dad continued to pound my arsehole.  In front of me, Vanessa also climbed onto the sofa, lowering her pussy onto mum’s mouth.  As mum lapped away at my wife’s pussy, Rene, now hard again, pushed into my dad, which dad fucked me.  The whole situation was totally insane…and I never wanted it to end.


Eleven

My parents’ trip was only meant to be for a week.  However, they ended up having such a good time, that they extended it for an additional two weeks.  During that time, the sleeping arrangements were designed around the maximum humiliation of me and my dad, and the maximum sexual satisfaction of the ladies.  Vanessa continued to share the master bedroom with Rene, whilst mum shared her bedroom with Tomas, another Czech muscle slave who was actually the same age as mum and took a shine to her.  And where did dad sleep?  Well, with me of course, both of us in our sissy nighties.

For the first time in months, I was given a treat and allowed to take the chastity cage off.  This was so that dad and I could explore our bodies in bed however we wanted.  I was initially hesitant to do anything with dad alone in bed together, after all, what was the point with no-one watching?  However, dad seemed to go with the whole ‘in for a penny’ principle and literally attacked me the moment we were in bed together, dressed in our sexy satin nighties.  With his tongue in my mouth and his hands all over my cock, of course my defence dropped and we ended up fucking.

There was one problem with my parents’ trip, and that was the amount of sleep I ended up getting.  Our day would begin at six in the morning.  The alarm would go off, but that wasn’t what usually woke me up.  No, I was woken up by the feeling of my daddy’s cock entering me.  He would fuck me until he climaxed, which was usually fairly fast as he didn’t want to waste time, and then we would get up, shower together, shaving each other’s bodies, before I would get the chance to fuck him.

We then headed down to the kitchen where we prepared a full breakfast, with a mix of different fruits, cereals, fried items such as bacon and eggs, freshly squeezed orange and grapefruit juices, pastries baked that morning, and more.  We would spend an hour preparing the breakfast, and then we would each take a selection up on serving trays to our respective rooms; dad to Vanessa and Rene, me to mum and Tomas.

Before eating, we would both be locked in our chastity cages for the day, and then we were told to perform clean-up duties for our respective Mistresses, i.e. me for mum, dad for Vanessa; oh, and their lovers.  Then, after breakfast, each lady would bathe and it was our duty to wash them, dry them, and then dress them. 

After all that, the ladies and their slaves would go to the castle, leaving us behind to clean, do the washing and chores, before going over to the castle for training.  Some days mum and dad had a day off to see sights, and one day we even took them to Prague.  We received a lot of stares there in our sissy dresses, but there was nothing we could do about it, we were forbidden from wearing male clothes. 

Of course, Diana and the girls in the castle got on with my mum like she was a part of their family, and mum absolutely loved the castle, getting involved with some of the other dominatrices doing their work, and also learning from them too. 

Then in the evenings, dad and I cooked dinner for everybody, served drinks, and took part in their frankly outrageous play sessions and orgies.  That all meant I was usually in bed with dad by midnight, cages removed, and dad wanted to play.  Frankly, I wanted to play too, and we usually played together for an hour, sometimes longer, fucking and sucking each other as much as possible. 

And that was why I was so tired.  Yes, I knew that sleep depravation was a silent killer, along with the outrageous number of cigarettes I smoked per day, but honestly, I was having too much of a good time.

The cigarettes obviously came up with my parents.  Dad didn’t say anything about them, although I had imagined him saying something, but mum obviously took exception to them.  I had grown up in a household where my grandparents talked about how disgusting and trashy cigarettes were.  My parents, for all their faults growing up, never smoked, and drummed the same into my head.

Initially, when they saw me smoking, mum gave me a speech about how disgusting cigarettes were, but then Vanessa explained why I smoked, and that I was a dirty whore who had to smoke.  The moment mum understood that, she suggested to dad that he should start too.  Of course, then mum tried one and it spiralled from there.  By the end of the week, both had their own packets and we lighting up almost as frequently as us.

As such, by the end of the week, they’d had such a good time, they postponed their flight home by another two weeks and stayed on.  Not that we minded; it was so fun to have them around.

However, one evening, mum and Vanessa sat us down because they’d had an idea.  “I want you to have one day with your mum where you can have fun, on equal footing.  Therefore, tomorrow we are giving you and your dad a day off from being slaves.” Vanessa explained.

“We went shopping today and bought you some nice skirts and blouses that you can wear out.” Mum told me.

“Not male clothes?” I asked her.

She grinned.  “A day off from being a slave, not a sissy.”

Still, it was nice to have a day off, to be able to go out for a meal, do some sightseeing, walking, really be human.  It felt like ages since Vanessa and I had done that, and it brought home the reality that we had gone into the deep-end with the BDSM stuff.

When we finally arrived home that evening, Vanessa appeared to read my mind.  “We should reserve one day for us, once every two weeks or so.” She said.  “Not as Mistress and sissy, but as a couple.”

“I was thinking the same thing.  I love all this, but I miss the two of us sometimes.” I explained.  “But, that doesn’t mean I want to stop, just to have a date night or something every so often.”

She nodded, and then pulled me in for a long passionate kiss, the first in as many weeks.  “I agree.  And, I’ve been thinking about that no sex thing, and if you want, we can let him come out and play once in a while.”

As much as I enjoyed sex, I enjoyed the humiliation and appeal of being cut off.  I was slightly concerned that giving me too many freedoms maybe a slippery slope to this ending eventually, something I didn’t want to happen.  “Mistress,” I began, “I don’t think that is a good idea.  You have Rene, and I should only be unlock sparingly, and not for sex with women.”

She cocked her head, nodding thoughtfully.  “I fully agree, but I don’t want you to get bored and run away from me.”

“Mistress, I will never get bored.  I love this more than you know.  I’m not going anywhere.”

“So we’re agreed?  We will never, ever fuck again.  You’re okay with that?” She asked, a kinky smile on her face.

“More than okay.” I smiled back.

Eventually, we were just two days away from the end of the extension of my parent’s visit, and I was beginning to feel sad that they were going.  I loved my time with them both, but I had gotten used to the time I spent with dad in the evening.  Whilst I was serving Diana in the castle one day, we discussed my parents and how I felt about them leaving.  I let her know that I was not happy about it and was closer to them now than I ever was.

“You know you look about the same age as them, right?” She laughed.  “It’s funny how you aren’t recognisable as parents and child, more like brothers and sisters.  They really hit every lucky branch on the gene tree.”

I smiled at her.  “I used to get that a lot.  When I turned eighteen, my parents took me to a rave and did ecstasy with me.  People thought we were just partying friends.  They were always very free, so it shouldn’t surprise me they got into this too.”

“And I’ll admit, it was hot watching your dad fuck you, even though it’s mega bizarre.” She told me.  “But, the humiliation on your faces, god, that was something you can’t buy.”

“Yeah, and I hate to say it;” I felt myself going red with embarrassment.  “I’m gonna miss dad’s cock.”

“That’s something I never thought I’d hear someone say.” She paused what she was doing, thinking a bit.  “What do they need to go back for?”

I shrugged, dad had work, mum had, well, nothing because she quit her job.  They had the house.  “Nothing really.  Work for dad, why?”

“Does he need to work?  I mean, you have money, right?” She asked.  It was a good point.  They didn’t have many friends, they didn’t need to work, and the house was rentable, sellable.  Diana continued as I pondered this. “Why don’t I give them jobs here?  Your mum as a domme, your dad, well, as a slave.  They can live here to keep them out of your hair.  And I know Tomas has taken a shining to your mum.  Why not?”

“You’d do that for me?” I asked her.

She waved her hand dismissively. “Please, after all you did for me?  This place is actually profitable thanks to you.  I get you’re my slave and everything, but god, I love you to bits.  I’d marry you if I could!”

“Aw…” I blushed at her.

She stood and walked over to me, taking my cheeks in her parms, and she looked at me, eyes dead serious.  “No Quentin, you don’t understand.” She said softly.  “I love you.  I genuinely have fallen in love with you.  I dream of you, I masturbate thinking of you.” And then she placed her lips on mine and we kissed for a long, long time.  “I love you.” She whispered into my ear as we hugged.

“I love you too Majesty.” I told her.

“You don’t need to say it back.” She replied, and I thought I felt a tear on my neck. 

“But I do, because that’s how I feel.  I love Vanessa, yes, but I love you too.  You have changed my life for the better, I feel so free thanks to you, and yes, I find you desperately attractive.  I love you, and I never want to lose you.” She held me tighter as I said these things, so I continued.  “But I love Mark too, and I love Marketa.  I think we were not meant to ever be monogamous, and I think it is more than possible to love more people.”

She pulled back from me, her forearms resting on my shoulders. “I agree, and yes, I love Mark, and I love Vanessa, but I know this is maybe wrong of me to say, but I love you more.  I don’t think I’ve ever wanted to fuck a sissy before, but you, I want to fuck you.”

“You know you also control my chastity cage?” I told her with a grin.

With a pained look, she turned away. “Argh!  Don’t tempt me!  Do you know how close I have been to doing it?  But I can’t do that to Vanessa.”

“Me neither.” I admitted, “Not without her permission.”

“And she won’t give it.  I know that for a fact.”

“You asked her?” I almost squealed.

“Not directly, just hinted around it.  Something about you never, ever having penetrative sex with a woman ever again.”

I decided to change the subject, lest we do something silly, but I had to admit that it felt good to hear from such a beautiful and powerful woman that she had fallen for me.  We ended up speaking about my parents and we agreed to discuss it with Vanessa first, and then approach mum and dad after.

Of course, Vanessa was fully on board with it, as she and my mum got on like two best friends.  And when we asked my parents if they wanted to come live here, they didn’t even have to think twice. 

“I do have one stipulation though.” Mum said.  “Your dad sleeps here, and I sleep in the castle with Tom.”

Vanessa agreed.  “I agree, I think your dad should move in with you and become your sissy girlfriend.”

“Freud would have a field day with this.” I pointed out with a grin.

“Fuck Freud and fuck everyone else.” Vanessa noted.  “Your dad is not your girlfriend, and that’s final.”

As if sealing the deal, dad stepped over to me, his poofy massive sissy dress rustling as he moved, and then he pulled me in for a hug and a long passionate kiss and said, “Now I can love you as a son and a girlfriend.” He said, reaching behind me and pushing his fingers into my satin sissy panties, before pushing a finger into my anus. “And we’re gonna fuck all the time.” He whispered into my ear.

“Yes daddy.” I gasped.


Twelve

It had been a year since I became a sissy, a year of me working for Diana in the castle, a year of firsts.  My own father was now my sissy girlfriend who I made love to on a regular basis.  My wife was my Mistress and was now in a loving relationship with her personal man-servant Rene, to the point where I heard them say they loved each other, and my mother was living in the castle with Tomas, her man-servant and lover, and recently she and my father announced they were divorcing and that she was marrying Tomas.  Of course, dad was going nowhere, this was all for his humiliation, but it was still one of the many strange turns of event.

Reflecting on my year, I had to say that whilst taboo, unorthodox, or downright perverse, it was still the best year of my life.  Vanessa and I regularly told each other how much we loved one another, and honestly, I could see that twinkle in her eye.

About three weeks ago, over a girl’s night out, Diana came clean with Vanessa and told her that she’d fallen in love with me, and she didn’t know what to do about it.  She said she wasn’t going to leave Mark, but she craved me more than anything.  Vanessa wasn’t angry, far from it, she encouraged Diana to explore it, but she said she was not willing to unlock me, nor was she willing to give me up. 

However, when she arrived home, she took me aside, telling the others that she needed time alone with me.  She seemed very serious and for a moment, I was concerned I’d done something wrong as her slave and was scheduled to be punished.  That didn’t happen very often, but it did happen from time to time, and the punishment was absolutely brutal.  “We need to talk about Diana.” She said, and immediately I knew what was going on.  I frowned and she nodded.  “You know?” She asked.

It had been some time since she told me she loved me, but since then, I began noticing Diana’s longing looks at me.  There was a sadness whenever I was around her and I knew it wasn’t because I was disappointing her, it was because she wanted me and she knew she couldn’t have me.  “For some time, yes.” I admitted.

“Why didn’t you tell me?” She asked.

“What’s to tell?  She admitted she loves me but also admitted there was nothing she could do about it.  I’m not sure what admitting it to you would do for her, the situation is what it is.”

“Do you love her?” She asked me, her expression one of confused thought. 

Without hesitation, I answered that I did.  “I love her very much, but I also love you very much.  Nothing is going to change that.”

“Maybe.” Vanessa told me.  “I should be angry with her, but I’m not.  I love her too, probably just a much as you do.  I…I really love Rene, to the point where I can’t imagine life without him.  We talked, and I’m considering having his baby.”

“Oh.” I said, feeling a little sad.  I’ll admit, I never wanted kids, but really I gave up on the idea completely because she said she didn’t want one. 

“I won’t, obviously, if you don’t want it.” She told me.  “If you think it is too far, then I won’t.”

“You’ll resent me.”

“No, I promise you, you come first, always.  This has always been a very elaborate game.  I’m capable of loving more people, but you were my first true love, and you always will be.  I’m not here to hurt you, not really.”

“Then don’t do it.” I told her.

She nodded and then smiled with a shrug.  “Okay.”

“Okay?” I asked, unsure if she was just saying that to make me happy.

“Really, I’m okay.  I wasn’t sure to begin with, but please, tell me why?” She asked me, and I told her.  I was okay with her having a child, and I would happily be the father or let someone else be the father; but we lived a very taboo and daring life, which was difficult to explain.  We’re adults, and bringing a baby into this world would not be the best idea, especially if she was doing this for Rene and not for herself.  “Whose idea was it?” I asked her.

“Rene’s.  He wants kids, and well, we discussed us staying together, and, erm, the idea of me divorcing you and marrying him.  Obviously, just for the name and paper only.”

“Obviously.” I said, not really caring about that.

“And well, he wants kids, what can I say?”

I nodded.  She didn’t want kids anymore than I did; she just didn’t want to lose Rene, which she felt sure she would.  My biggest concern now was the potential fallout of Rene leaving, or convincing Vanessa to leave me.  However, something clicked, “How did you connect this to Diana?” I asked her.

“I thought that maybe if me and Rene had kids, you could move to the castle.” She shrugged, looking away.  “I’m sorry.”

Nodding, I pulled her to me, hugging her tight.  “Honey, you know that I’ll do what ever you tell me to, but you know that too.  I think you asked me about this because you yourself aren’t sure.  But if I am wrong, feel free to tell me what to do.  I promise you, I won’t be upset with you.”

“Thank you.” She said, pulling me in for a hug. 

The next day, I was working in the castle when Vanessa walked in.  She looked far more confident than she did the night before, but that could have been her dominatrix persona.  Either way, she strode over to me carrying something in her hands.  She then passed it to me and told me to throw it away, before walking out again.  I looked down at the plastic box and saw that it was her birth control pills.  Without second thought, I walked over to the bathroom and poured the contents into the toilet, before flushing.

Three weeks later on our one-year anniversary, Diana approached us with bad news; it was news which would impact us all.  “Whilst the business is very successful, the owners of the castle are struggling and they are desperate to sell.  They state they won’t be renewing my contract in three months’ time, which means that we need to vacate.” Diana told us. 

Of course, we were devastated, but not so much as Diana, who did her best to hold back tears and appear dominant.  We sat there for hours, drinking, talking, discussion ideas to move to a different castle, anything.  There was no hint of BDSM or Mistress/slave in the conversation, all ideas were welcome. 

By late night, we were all quite drunk when it suddenly dawned on me.  I was a billionaire; I could afford to buy the castle and still have most of my money left over.  “I’ll buy it.” I said as the others talked, trying to come up with a plan.  They didn’t hear me so I said it louder.  “I’ll buy it!”

Everyone stopped talking and turned to look at me.  Instantly, recognition dawned on Vanessa’s face.  We hardly spent the money so we often forgot we were rich, and given we didn’t have kids, we could do what we wanted with it.  Sure, we put a lot to charity, but this was our kind of charity now. 

Diana’s mouth was wide open.  Mark was with her at the time and he too was shocked, but then he said, “Diana, if you don’t go over there right now and kiss that sissy, then I’ll do it.”

Jumping across the coffee table, she landed right on me and planted her lips on mine, wrapping her arms around me.  “Thank you, thank you, thank you!” She gushed.  “I love you so much!”

“I love you too.” I told her.  “However, I have a stipulation, or rather, a few.”

She sat back but not leaving my legs.  “Go on.”

“One, I buy the castle, but you are the owner.  I don’t want to own it.” I told her.

“I can’t…”

“I’ll pay all rates, upkeep, everything.  Or rather, I will give you part of my cash, and you do it, but you will be the owner.”

“I can’t take your money like that.” She gasped.

“You can and you will.  It’s done.  Two, Vanessa, you and I will sell this house and move into the castle.”

“And when I get pregnant?” She asked.

“Good point.” I said, thinking about it.  “Okay, keep the house, but you’ll move in with Rene once you get pregnant, or rather, once the baby is due.”

“Deal.” Vanessa grinned.

“Three, Mark, with your permission of course, I would like to move in with Diana to the servant room next to hers, so that I can be at her constant beck and call.  And, if you’ll allow it, and Diana will have me, then one night a week I want to sleep with her.  Not sex, or rather, not using my cock, just being with her, as a couple.”

Mark smiled, but there was a small amount of hurt there.  He nodded slowly, looking away, before saying, “Quentin, Diana and I are separated. This long-distance thing wasn’t working for any of us and I met a man.  Long and the short of it, I’m gay, so yeah, there’s that.”

Again, I looked at Diana who was beaming with delight as she held me, but then she turned to Vanessa.  “Do you mind?” She asked.

“No, of course I don’t.” Vanessa noted, “But I have one non-negotiable request.”

“Anything.” I told my wife.

“On the nights you sleep together, I want you to remove his cage and fuck him senseless.” She said with a wide smile, and as I looked back at my Queen, I saw her face beaming with happiness.

“I love you.” I told Diana.

“I love you so much.” Diana replied, kissing me again. 

Everything seemed to have worked out for the best.  The following day, I contacted my lawyer and my estate agent and asked them to open a dialogue with the owners of the castle.  The owners were willing to meet to discuss terms in a city some hundred plus kilometres away.  We went into this expecting things to be easy, pay the money, sign a contract and go, but we were in for yet another surprise.  It seemed the owners of the castle were no longer the owners, so to speak.  They had missed payments on some loans they had used the castle as collateral on, and whilst the castle was still under their name in principle, there was a hold on the deed.

“We literally cannot sell to you right now.” Said Ms Kumzakova, the owner.  “But, we wanted to meet because maybe we can settle this.  If you pay off our loans, then the hold on the deed will be released and we can then sell to you.  We will reduce the cost of the castle by that amount.”

It made a lot of sense, but I didn’t trust this woman.  Something smelled fishy about the whole thing.  “If we do that, then we do it with a contract stating exactly that.” I told her.

“We could, but unfortunately, the deed has a first call right on it, which means you first need to agree with the loan owner to allow you to buy it.”

Okay, so now this smelled terrible.  Something was going on here.  Taking a moment to confer with Diana and my lawyer, both agreed that it was way too risky to do things like this.  Instead, my lawyer asked for the details of the credit agency holding the loan and he would discuss with them directly.  Ms Kumzakova handed over the details as well as copies of the original contract.

“I hope we can make a deal.” Ms Kumzakova stated, “I would like the castle to continue to be used as it is used today.”

“Why did you stop?” I asked her.

“I never started.  I bought it from the previous owners with the intention of preserving the Other World Kingdom there, but I never raised the support or capital to do it.  I had friends who said they would go into this with me, but they backed out.” She told me, and I believed her but not enough to fork over so much money without protection.

As Diana and I drove back to the castle, we talked about our lives, about our coming together.  She said there are moments in life when you just know everything is going to be okay, and that was how she felt coming out of that meeting.  “Since I met you, things have been going my way.  I know being a dominatrix makes me look like some sort of man-hating lesbian, but that couldn’t be further from the truth.  I love men, but mostly, I love submissive men, like you.  Your need to satisfy us women, it's a beautiful thing that most people can’t recognise.”

“I never really understood it until I started.” I told her.  “Why humiliation?  You know?  Why does this all mean so much to me? But humiliation provides a sense of emotional release or catharsis. It allows me to explore and express intense emotions; vulnerability, shame, or embarrassment in a controlled and consensual environment. This release is extremely psychologically satisfying.  It’s given me a sense of freedom from personal responsibility, to disconnect from my usual identity, which is a really liberating experience.”

She smiled at me.  “Just like Mark told you.”

“I know.” I chuckled.  “He knew it the moment he saw me the first time, I guess.  Even this stuff with my parents, I know it’s massively taboo, but the act of being humiliated tapped into my taboo fantasies and desires.  Engaging in activities that are considered socially unacceptable or forbidden creates a heightened sense of excitement and arousal.”

I hadn’t actually said any of this out loud before, but actually saying it made me feel stronger emotional, more aware of who I was.  It really created an outlet for my personal acceptance.  “I love being a sissy.  I love dressing like this.  I love being dominated, controlled and humiliated.  I love every single thing we are doing.  This has been the best year of my life, and I never want to go back.  I love you Majesty, I love you so much.”

My lawyer, Jan, contacted me some three days later stating the representatives of the credit company wanted to come to the castle to discuss terms.  We offered to meet them at their offices but were very insistent.  I asked Jan if they knew what they were visiting, and allegedly they said they did and were not concerned by what they might see.

The day of the visit arrived and we awaited them at the gates of the castle.  I wondered how they might view us, especially my in my shiny satin pink sissy dress.  I was less concerned about people’s opinions of me lately, especially since my formal acceptance of who I was on the inside.  Besides, I absolutely loved these extravagant dresses, I loved how they felt on my body, I loved the sound they made when I walked. 

Finally, a sleek black Mercedes S-Class glided to a stop, and a driver in a sophisticated grey suit emerged, circling the vehicle before opening the rear passenger door. A slender leg, clad in a smooth black silk stocking with a delicate seam, emerged, accompanied by a foot adorned in glossy Louboutin heels. The lady gracefully stepped out, immediately capturing my attention. She exuded an aura of elegance and intrigue, standing before us—a stunning Asian woman in a figure-hugging black latex dress.

"Queen Diana?" the lady stated with certainty.

"Yes, and you must be Tamara Langova," Diana acknowledged.

"Correct." A smile played on Tamara's lips as she glanced at me and the others, her gaze lingering on me for a moment. "A very pretty sissy you have there," she remarked, sauntering towards me. She reached beneath my skirt, searching for the confinement of my cage. "And caged too, very good."

Diana's brow furrowed, a mix of confusion and unease. Eventually, she spoke, "I'm sorry, I wasn't aware you were part of the scene."

"All my life," Tamara replied. "Shall we go inside? I'd love a tour before we discuss business."

Diana, Vanessa, and I led Tamara around the castle, showcasing the various rooms and play areas. Observing her discipline a slave in the dungeons, revelling in the infliction of pain upon the portly, bald man, revealed her profound satisfaction. As we walked, Tamara disclosed her involvement in the early days of the castle and her disappointment when its activities ceased. She had provided the funds for the castle's acquisition by the new owners, hoping to revive its former glory. Regrettably, her expectations went unfulfilled.

Finally, we arrived at the grand throne room, settling down at the table to initiate our discussions. Tamara seemed taken aback by my presence there, but Diana asserted that I was her financier and insisted I remain.

"Very interesting," Tamara smiled. "Good to hear you found a sissy and paypig with such capital." She nodded towards me, a gesture I perceived as a mark of respect. "I have reviewed your request to buy the castle, and after witnessing your success here, I am thoroughly impressed. Therefore, I propose a counteroffer. I will assume ownership of the castle from its current proprietors, eliminating their debt, and you will continue operating it."

Diana and I exchanged a knowing glance. Although unplanned and undiscussed, the notion of continuing to rent a place we had invested immense effort into felt disheartening. What if Tamara decided to seize control and run the establishment herself?

Leaning close to Diana, I whispered my concerns, and she nodded, acknowledging my apprehension. Her eyes met mine, silently conveying, "I share your worries." Turning to Tamara, Diana responded, "We have poured substantial funds into this castle, expenses we had to bear to ensure its success. Paying rent without security poses a risk we are unwilling to take."

Tamara appeared surprised. "That's precisely what you've been doing until now," she pointed out.

"Indeed, and look where we are," Diana retorted. "Back then, I was naïve and lacked business acumen. With my sissy by my side, I will not fall into that trap again."

Tamara smirked, raising an eyebrow. "And does your sissy possess business savvy?"

"He sold his company for over a billion pounds, sterling, so yes, he does," Diana responded, wiping the smirk off Tamara's face.

One intriguing aspect was Tamara's solitary arrival. While my lawyer sat beside us, prepared to offer legal counsel if necessary, Tamara arrived without legal representation. I later discovered her background in law, realizing her formidable intelligence.

"I'm not willing to sell," Tamara firmly declared, prompting my lawyer to intervene. "However, the decision is not yours to make. While the legal hold is at the land registry, we can take this to court and demonstrate to the judge that we have made a fair offer, accepted by the current owners, and you are impeding a just process."

"I have first call rights," Tamara countered.

"You do, but that does not mean the owners have to accept your offer. A judge will side with the better and more reasonable offer," he informed her.

Tamara nodded, acknowledging the truth. "Yes, but you know our legal system. That could take years."

"Indeed!" My lawyer's smile conveyed triumph. "And during that time, you will be unable to take any action concerning the property, allowing my clients to retain control."

Defeated, Tamara leaned back in her chair, fixing her gaze upon us. Though satisfied for the moment, we couldn't help but feel puzzled as she suddenly burst into laughter. Why would a woman cornered in such a manner find amusement in the situation?

"Of course, I was aware of all that," she admitted, her laughter subsiding. "But I wanted to see if you were." Tamara opened a file, sliding over a prepared contract, offering to become a fifty-percent co-owner of the castle and a partner in the company operating the Other World Kingdom. "I want to be part of this project to ensure its continued success," she explained.

Shock washed over us, leaving us stunned by this unexpected turn of events. Jan, sensing our need for a break, requested a brief intermission to confer with us. Rather than all of us leaving the room, Tamara suggested she go for a walk, granting us time to deliberate. "Perhaps I'll find a slave in need of discipline," she grinned, rising from her seat and departing.

"We don't know her," I asserted once she was out of earshot.

"No, but we can gather information about her," Diana noted. "She has undoubtedly been involved in the community before. Someone must know her."

As we discussed our options, Jan scrutinized the contract, speed-reading to uncover any potential pitfalls. "She's remarkably flexible in her terms," he murmured, interrupting our conversation. "Meaning?"

"Meaning she explicitly states she won't interfere with the day-to-day operations of the business unless absolutely necessary. Essentially, she'll be a silent partner unless we jeopardize the business," Jan explained.

"What does she gain from this arrangement?" Diana inquired.

"Well, a share of the profits, naturally," Jan replied. "Additionally, we need to ensure the business remains a femdom empire and doesn't deviate from its founding principles. We cannot sell the business or transfer ownership to anyone who would alter its essence."

Once again, we exchanged glances, contemplative and uncertain of our next move.  This an eventuality for which we had not counted.  Diana decided to call some friends in the industry and try to find out more about this woman.  Five minutes later, she had all she needed.

“Tamara was once an active member of the BDSM scene.  She used to run munches in Prague and worked as a dominatrix whilst she studied law.  Her parents were Vietnamese immigrants, but they weren’t fond of her lifestyle, so they fell out.  Apparently BDSM and femdom was part of her life; she moved out of the Czech Republic, practicing law in Germany where she represented many in the sex community.” Diana explained, before taking a deep breath.  “I think we should trust her.”

I was nervous, obviously, but I could see Diana’s point.  Turning to Jan I asked him how secure the contract made us in the event Tamara stabbed us in the back.  He shrugged and said, “I see nothing which harms us, no specific clauses.  If anything, I would say the balance of the contract is tipped towards us.”

“Fine.” I said, “Let’s agree to her terms.”

One of the slaves was sent to retrieve Tamara, and when they returned, we gave Tamara the news; we were ready to sign.  Grinning warmly, Tamara nodded politely.  “Thank you for your trust.” She told us. “I really want this place to remain a safe haven for all of us involved in the fetish and kink scene.”

“We believe you.” Diana told her.  “I do have one more question for you.”

“Please.”

“Did you bring an overnight bag?” Smiled Diana.

“I did indeed…I had hoped.” The lawyer smiled back mischievously.


Epilogue

The house was sold to a young couple who were looking to settle down.  Yes, I sold it under market value but for me what was important was having the right people nearby, not the money I got from it; I had more than enough of that.  But you maybe wondering why I sold, and where Vanessa and Rene were living.  Well, Vanessa was now living in the castle, sharing a bed with me and Diana, a happy and comfortable arrangement, especially for me.

Unfortunately for Vanessa, she and Rene tried for a baby for a number of months but nothing came of it.  It turned out that she has what is known as an unhospitable uterus, which means that it is next to impossible for her to get pregnant.  I was with her when she got that news, and rather than being upset about the whole thing, she seemed relieved.  It was then that I realised that she didn’t really want to have a baby, but at the same time, she didn’t want to lose Rene.

Of course, Rene tried to convince her to try other options, from surrogacy to adoption, but the news made Vanessa realise that she was being selfish.  She needed to let Rene go free, to find his own wife and Mistress.  He understood, and whilst both were upset, they knew it was for the best.

Marketa ended up leaving the Kingdom, only returning every few weeks.  She decided to open her own studio in Prague, given that she was still young and missing city life.  Of course, I financed her new studio, and she promised to pay me back, but I told her that as a financial slave, that would not really be a domme thing to do.  In fact, I told her that I would be sending her money on a regular basis, keeping her in the high-life, so that everyone could see that she was a top dominatrix.

The Kingdom recruited new dominatrices and invited top dominatrices from around the world.  The more we invested in the place and turned it into a true femdom resort with all the luxuries for the perfect holiday, the more attention we got.  Our crowning moment came when a Hollywood A-list celebrity came to stay with us for three days, accompanied by her A-list celebrity husband and slave.  Everyone in the industry knew she was dominant, but we never expected her to visit us.  That brought a lot of media attention, although they were barred from entering the castle. 

Sometimes though, all news is good news, and with celebrity status came everyday interest.  Soon couples who had never considered such a vacation began showing an interest. 

Vanessa and I enjoyed date night once a fortnight, where we would go to the cinema, eat a meal, act like a semi-normal couple, albeit, I would always be a sissy.  Sometime after Rene left, we had the chance to reflect on our new life, on how things were going.

“Would you change anything?” I asked her.

She gave that a moment’s thought, but then shook her head.  “No, not at all.  I love being dominant, and I love you as a sissy.  But we did it at exactly the right point in our lives.  I love that your mom and dad decided to follow us and are part of our lives.  I love the castle, and I love Diana.  I can’t picture our lives any differently.”

“Even without Rene?” I asked, knowing it might be a sensitive topic.

“Rene was a nice young guy and a great fuck, but I’ve realised that we have a castle full of great fucks, and I plan to use all of them.” She told me with a cheeky grin.  After eating a mouthful of food, she asked the same question of me.

Of course, I’d given all of this a lot of thought over the time we had spent doing this, and I knew we were very lucky to have the money to afford this lifestyle, but it didn’t mean others could not do it too.  Obviously, female domination is not everyone’s fetish, neither is humiliation, but for those who live for it, having a partner who supports you is key.  My luck wasn’t money, my luck was Vanessa, a woman who stood by my side and was the yin to my yang.  Without her, I would never have truly discovered myself.

“I have zero regrets.  I wouldn’t change a thing.” I told her.  “I’m having the time of my life, and I worship the ground you walk on.  I love you, Mistress Vanessa.”

“And I love you, Sissy Quentin!”

Every month I was invited to a business meeting to discuss how things were going with the castle.  I said that as a sissy slave, I didn’t need to be there, but both Tamara and Diana insisted upon it, stating that part of my value as an exceptional slave, was my knowledge of good business. 

That day, it was sweltering outside, and even the usually cool castle was suffering from the heatwave.  Our female customers were taking advantage of the new outdoor pool, and slaves were encouraged to drink water as much as possible, after all, we didn’t need a lawsuit on our hands. 

Even with the heatwave, we were fully booked until the new year.  Our new celebrity status was bringing in everyone from everywhere; but I just wished we had a sea to swim in.  It was then that I thought about another business venture.

“So, the Kingdom is great, but it is missing one thing.” I pointed out to Diana and Tamara.

“Which is?” Tamara asked.

“A beach.” I grinned, and both Tamara and Diana smiled back.  “You think we should open a second location?” Said Diana.

“Yes.  Maybe Greece?  Or France?  France has some nice castles.”

The new neighbours were a young Austrian couple the husband of which recently found a job with a company in a town nearby.  Robert and Emily were both super sweet people, him with his lanky body and geeky glasses, and her with her short blonde hair, small frame and small boobs.  When they were buying the house, they never asked about the castle, and they never met me, instead dealing with Vanessa directly. 

The first week after moving in, Emily went for a walk whilst Robert was at work and ran into Vanessa who was just coming out of the castle with Sarka to go to get something to eat.  Emily smiled, waving to them, running to catch-up, and then she saw what they were wearing, in their latex and corsets.

“Going to a party?” She asked them.

“No, just going to get some lunch.  Want to join us?” Vanessa asked her.

“Sure.” She replied, still admiring their very sexual dresses.  Over lunch she finally got the truth about the castle and the workings of the Kingdom.  Rather than be shocked by it, she asked if she could see it sometime.

That afternoon, Emily got the chance to walk around the castle, to see sissies, and slaves, learn about BDSM, cuckolding, female domination and more; she even had the chance to use a crop on a slave, which she thoroughly enjoyed.

“Maybe I can bring Robert here someday.” She giggled, to which Diana had the perfect response.  “Please tell Robert about what goes on here, but the day he voluntarily steps up and knocks on that gate, is the day he gives himself up for submission to all women.” Diana explained.

Emily stared at the sexy blonde Queen, and the shyly broke into a dark grin.

THE END
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