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Author’s Note

This was hard to write. I could have easily just picked some dirty stories from my past, but you have my other books for that. This is meant to show who I am and how I got where I am.  I’m very proud of myself. It’s not been an easy road but at the same time, I was very lucky as a woman, I know most don’t get the chances I had.

I wanted to give back to you all. A lot of you write to me asking if I’m interested in being your Mistress, or if I know anyone, or best, how to get a woman like me. I know there are not many female writers of such erotica out there, but there are a few of us. It’s not unusual for women to genuinely like female domination, but we tend not to advertise it the way you think (ignoring online findommes). But either way, I’m grateful to all of you for the support you give me. There are some really nice people out there.

Now listen up, subbies. I want you to remember one thing. As long as you are living in my fantasies, then behave as such. If you want me to be a bitch, I can be a bitch, which means make sure you follow me on Instagram, (@juliagwenslater) make sure you email me asking for forgiveness for being such wimpy sissy sluts, and then make sure to wank that little cock as hard as you can, whilst saying my name.

By the way, if there are typos in my books, please drop me an email and tell me where (juliagslater@writeme.com). I don’t really proofread my stuff because when it comes to smut-books like mine, you’re kind of on a deadline otherwise you lose your place in Amazon. So I usually write, publish, and go back and fix later. I try not to have too many glaring errors, but you never know. Thanks.

As mentioned before, it would be really cool if you could press those little stars at the end. If you are worried about people seeing you liked a kink fetish book, then worry not, people can’t see what you are rating. Same as if you leave a review, you can change the reviewer’s name! So, you know, please do. Oh, once I work out how to do it, I might even do a mailing list, so please subscribe to that, as and when.

Please subscribe to my profile on Amazon, and follow me. Anyway, love you all, and thanks for reading.
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One - London

Ever since I joined Instagram, I've been fielding a handful of questions from curious strangers about my life, nothing overwhelming, mind you, since my following is still modest, a cosy little corner of the internet where I post glimpses of my world. But let's be honest: most of those inquiries trickle in from folks who are clearly in the throes of their own private indulgences, fingers flying across keyboards mid-wank, seeking titillation more than truth. Still, something about it nagged at me, this persistent curiosity. Why not gather it all up, I thought, and pour it into one handy book? A confessional of sorts, raw and unfiltered, to satisfy the voyeurs and maybe even myself.

I'm forty-three now, married for seventeen years to a man who's become the steady anchor in my otherwise turbulent sea of desires. We have two kids, bright, chaotic bundles of energy who fill our home with laughter and the occasional meltdown. But long before this domesticated bliss, my fascination with BDSM took root, blooming in the shadowy corners of my youth when I first grasped its intoxicating pull. It started innocently enough, or as innocently as these things can: some kids at school had pilfered a stash of old porn VHS tapes from God knows where. We'd huddle in secret, hearts pounding with the thrill of the forbidden, popping them into a clunky player. One tape stood out, a gritty import from Germany, all hardcore BDSM with a stern man dominating a willing woman. The scenes were raw, visceral: ropes biting into skin, commands barked in guttural accents, the woman's moans echoing like a siren's call. I watched, transfixed, my body responding with a confusing heat. But it didn't click for me, not deeply. It felt off-kilter, like trying on a dress that fit but didn't flatter. The power dynamic was there, but reversed from what stirred in my soul.

For a time, I shrugged it off, convinced maybe kink just wasn't my thing. Then came the movie Basic Instinct, a sleek thriller that slithered into my psyche and never left. Sharon Stone's Catherine Tramell, she was a revelation. It wasn't just her stunning beauty, that icy blonde allure that could stop traffic, but her dominance, her unyielding presence. She moved through the world like a predator in silk, confident and calculating, turning every glance into a weapon. Everyone in the film knew she was the villain, the one with blood on her hands, but that only amplified her magnetism. I remember sitting in my room, watching a rental VHS, my pulse racing as she manipulated men with a single arched eyebrow or a crossed leg. Her moments of vulnerability? Mere illusions, tools to ensnare and control. God, I was smitten. Not with the murder, of course, but with her essence: strong, unapologetically dominant. In that instant, a fire ignited within me. I wanted to embody that power, to command rooms and hearts without uttering a word.

The trouble was, back in school, I was far from that ideal. A little overweight, painfully shy, I retreated into the background like a shadow, observing the world from afar. I'd watch the boys in my sixth-form year, those cocky, hormone-fuelled lads with their easy laughs and budding muscles, and weave fantasies in my mind. Me, stepping out of the sidelines, making them kneel, their eyes wide with awe and submission. Those daydreams fuelled me, pushed me to change. I started exercising every day, the sweat pouring off me as I ran laps around the track or lifted makeshift weights in my room, my breath ragged with determination. I overhauled my diet, cutting out bread and all the comfort carbs that had been my crutch, watching the pounds melt away like ice in summer. The transformation was startling: the ugly duckling, as I saw myself, began to bloom into something graceful, confident. But by then, school was winding down, and the opportunities I'd imagined slipped away like sand through fingers.

In the interim, my explorations deepened. I stumbled upon different porn, gay scenes, three men entangled in a symphony of bodies. There was a raw beauty to it that stole my breath: these powerful, muscular figures kissing with fierce tenderness, their hands roaming, bodies grinding, then thrusting in a rhythm that felt primal and poetic. It awakened something profound in me, a hunger that demanded more. I confided in the friend who'd shared the tapes, my voice trembling with excitement, and bless her, she wasn't fazed. Turns out, I wasn't alone in my fascination. She hooked me up with a trove of material, and among it, something electric: transvestite gay porn. Skinny men draped in delicate lingerie, their vulnerability laced with strength, fuck, yes. It was like a key turning in a lock I didn't know existed, unlocking floods of desire that left me breathless and yearning.

I lost my virginity just before school ended, in a fumbling rush that still makes me cringe. He was the captain of the rugby team, a towering, buff specimen all the girls swooned over, with his chiselled jaw and easy grin. We snuck away to his car after a party, the air thick with anticipation. But oh, the disappointment. He was clumsy, his small dick barely making an impression before he shuddered and finished in seconds, leaving me staring at the ceiling, unfulfilled and frustrated. It was a far cry from the fantasies that consumed me, a stark reminder that reality often pales against the mind's vivid theatre.

University in London was my fresh start, a sprawling city pulsing with possibility. In my first week, adrenaline buzzing through my veins, I mustered the courage to step into a dimly lit sex shop, the bell tinkling like a secret signal. I intended to grab something vanilla, unassuming, but the shelves drew me in like a magnet. Rows of female domination magazines, glossy covers promising worlds of control and surrender. I lingered for an hour, flipping through pages with trembling hands, devouring stories of women wielding whips and words, men at their mercy. The shopkeeper, a no-nonsense woman with pierced brows and a knowing smile, finally approached: "You gonna buy anything, love?" Flushed and exhilarated, I walked out with ten, my backpack heavier but my spirit soaring.

From there, femdom porn became my obsession, infiltrating my dreams like a seductive whisper. I'd lie awake at night, replaying scenes in my head, the snap of leather, the gasp of submission, my body aching with unmet need. It reshaped my life; what little student stipend I had went toward expensive latex clothing, the material clinging to my skin like a second self, empowering and erotic. I fucking loved it, the way it made me feel invincible, alive.

Then, in a lecture hall amid the drone of economic theories, I met him: Warren, a young heir from Devon, all blonde hair, sculpted muscles, and inherited wealth. He was hot, undeniably, but sweet in a way that felt safe, almost bland. My friends wouldn't let up, "Go out with him, you're perfect together! You need to start dating properly." I resisted at first, but the pressure mounted, and I didn't want to be labelled the weirdo with her twisted cravings. So, we went on a date: candlelit dinner, polite conversation, him making every effort to charm. He was lovely, truly, attentive, funny in that boyish way. But he wasn't my type, not even close. The whole evening, my mind wandered to forbidden territories: the thrill of a man kneeling at my feet, worshipping me with reverent touches. I yearned to voice it, to test the waters, "Warren, what if I told you I dream of binding you, commanding you?", but the words stuck in my throat, choked by fear of rejection. Instead, I smiled through the small talk, my desires simmering unspoken, a storm brewing beneath the calm.

We dated, of course, how could we not, with everyone around us cheering it on like it was some inevitable rom-com ending? Warren was persistent in the sweetest way, never pushy, always thoughtful. Dinner dates became routine: candlelit Italian places in Soho, his hand brushing mine across the table, his easy laugh filling the silences I left wide open. Afterward, we’d stumble back to his flat, posh, minimalist, overlooking the Thames on good nights, clothes shedding like promises we both knew weren’t entirely sincere. The sex was… fine. Competent, enthusiastic on his part, mechanical on mine. I’d ride him with mechanical precision, eyes half-closed, mind drifting to darker, richer fantasies: leather cuffs, whispered commands, a man’s breath catching in surrender. When it was over, I’d slip out of his bed, kiss his forehead, murmur something vague about early lectures, and catch the last Tube home. The carriage would be half-empty, fluorescent lights buzzing overhead, and I’d sit with my thighs still slick, staring at my reflection in the dark window, feeling the familiar ache of something unfinished.

After a handful of these nights, though, I stopped going home. One evening, after he’d drifted off with that contented post-sex sigh, I dressed quietly, heart hammering with a strange mix of guilt and exhilaration. Instead of heading to the station, I turned toward the sex shop, the one with the blacked-out windows and the discreet buzzer. The streets were damp from earlier rain, neon signs bleeding colour onto the pavement. When I arrived, Maxine was already turning the key in the lock, her leather jacket creaking softly. She paused, saw me standing there flushed and restless under the streetlamp, and her lips curved into a slow, knowing smile.

She didn’t say a word about closing time. Just tilted her head, eyes sparkling with mischief, and said, “Come on then, love. A few people are meeting up for drinks.”

I followed her without hesitation, pulse loud in my ears. We walked a few blocks to a quiet pub tucked behind Oxford Street, the kind of place that looked ordinary from the outside, frosted glass, faded signage, but inside felt like stepping into another world. Low lighting, velvet booths, the faint scent of incense and leather. A dozen or so people scattered around a long table in the back: men and women of every age, shape, and style, laughing easily, glasses clinking. Maxine slid into a seat and patted the one beside her. “This is our new friend, Julia,” she announced, voice warm and unapologetic. “Be nice.”

It was my first munch, a casual gathering of the local BDSM community, no play, no protocol, just people talking openly about the things most of the world still whispered about behind closed doors. I sat there clutching a gin and tonic I hadn’t even tasted yet, knees pressed together under the table, feeling like an imposter in my own skin. These were my people, and yet I didn’t look the part at all. Blonde hair falling in soft waves, slim now from years of disciplined hunger, still dressed in the sensible jeans and jumper I’d worn to lectures. Studying economics, for God’s sake, supply curves and demand schedules by day, domination fantasies by night. I felt painfully vanilla on the outside, shy to the point of muteness, even as desire roared inside me like a caged animal.

But they didn’t care. Not one of them looked at me like I didn’t belong. They asked gentle questions, “What drew you here tonight?” “Have you ever played before?”, and listened without judgment when my answers came out halting and small. Someone bought me another drink. Someone else shared a story about their first nervous munch, how they’d sat in the corner for an hour before daring to speak. Laughter rippled around the table, warm and inclusive, and for the first time in my life I felt seen, not as the shy girl who’d lost weight to feel worthy, not as the economics student playing at being normal, but as someone whose hunger for control was valid, even beautiful.

That night, amid the easy chatter and clink of glasses, I met Desiree.

She arrived late, sweeping in like she owned the room without trying. Tall, poised, skin the colour of dark honey, hair cropped close and sharp. She wore a tailored black blazer over a crimson corset top, jeans that hugged her like a second skin, and boots that clicked authoritatively against the floorboards. But it wasn’t the outfit that stopped my breath, it was the way she carried herself. Absolute certainty. No bravado, no performance; just quiet, unshakable command. When she smiled at Maxine and slid into the seat across from me, our eyes met, and I felt it: recognition. She saw me, the real me, the one hiding behind polite smiles and half-hearted heterosexuality.

“First time?” she asked, voice low and smooth, like smoke curling around velvet.

I nodded, suddenly aware of every inch of my body.

She leaned forward slightly, elbows on the table, studying me with calm curiosity. “You don’t look like you’re here by accident.”

“I’m not,” I managed.

“Good.” Her smile was small, approving. “Then stay. We don’t bite… unless you ask nicely.”

The table erupted in good-natured laughter, but her gaze never wavered from mine. In that moment, something inside me shifted, clicking into place like a lock finally finding its key. Here was someone who understood, who lived the thing I’d only dared dream about. Desiree wasn’t just a dominatrix from London; she was proof that the version of myself I’d been carrying in secret could walk in the daylight.

I stayed until the pub lights dimmed and the last stragglers drifted out into the night. When I finally stepped onto the street, the cold air felt electric against my skin. For the first time, I wasn’t running from my desires. I was walking straight toward them.

My visits to the munches settled into a rhythm, like breathing after holding it too long. Every couple of weeks, I’d slip away from campus, ride the Tube across the city, and step into that dimly lit pub where the air always smelled faintly of leather and possibility. Each time, the knot of shyness in my chest loosened a little more. I started speaking, small things at first: a question about rope ties, a quiet admission that I’d been fantasising about control since I was a teenager. The group listened without pity or mockery, nodding as though my words were ordinary, expected. Normal. For the first time, my desires didn’t feel like a defect.

Desiree kept inviting me to her private studio, a sleek, soundproofed space in a converted warehouse near Shoreditch. Every invitation came with the same calm certainty: “When you’re ready, love. Door’s open.” I wanted to go so badly my skin ached for it. I imagined the cool bite of latex against my palms, the soft thud of a flogger, the sound of a man’s breath catching when I gave an order. But fear held me back like a choke chain. If I crossed that threshold, I knew I wouldn’t come back the same. More than that, it would feel like betrayal. Warren was kind, steady, good in ways the world approved of. I wasn’t ready to torch that bridge, not yet.

So I stayed at the munches: safe, social, no nudity, no scenes. Just stories. Men and women trading tales of play partners, professional clients, long-term submissives. I watched the subtle choreography of power, the way a domme’s glance could still a room, the way a sub’s posture softened when their partner spoke. I drank it in like water after years of thirst.

Then one Thursday evening, a perfectly ordinary couple changed everything.

Tristan and Judy looked like they’d stepped out of a Littlewood’s catalogue. Mid-twenties, soft-spoken, neatly dressed in high-street clothes, him in chinos and a polo, her in a floral blouse and jeans. Office workers, newly married, the kind of couple you’d pass on the street without a second glance. They sat close, thighs touching, her hand resting lightly on his knee.

Tristan stood to go to the bar. Judy’s fingers curled gently around his wrist. “One is enough, darling.”

He froze mid-step, smiled sheepishly, and sat back down without a word.

Later, someone made a joke about politics. Tristan opened his mouth to add something, then Judy’s hand settled on his again, light but unmistakable. “Place, dear.”

“Sorry, Mistress,” he murmured, and closed his mouth. The table carried on as though nothing unusual had happened.

My heart slammed against my ribs. I had to know more.

After the laughter died down, I leaned across the table. “Can I ask… how did you two…?”

Judy’s smile was warm, conspiratorial. “We met at college. Normal as anything. I didn’t know a thing about kink. Tristan was just starting to figure himself out, reading books from some tiny press about cuckolding. Back then, I only knew the word from Shakespeare.” She laughed softly. “He didn’t tell me until right before the wedding. I thought he wanted to swing. It broke my heart. I cried for days. But he showed me the books, and… I was curious. So we agreed I’d reach out to an old boyfriend. Drinks. Then his flat. Sex. It was good, really good, but I was terrified of how Tristan would react when I got home.”

She paused, glancing at her husband with something tender and fierce. “And I was right to be scared. He fell apart. Thought I was leaving him. We swore we’d never do it again.”

“But you did,” I said quietly.

“Two years into the marriage. I caught him reading the same books, wanking like it was his job. So I did my own homework. Learned about chastity. Bought a cage, small, stainless steel, very snug.” Her eyes sparkled. “Locked him in it. Sex only on my schedule. I started weaving cuckold fantasies into our play. He opened up. The longer he stayed locked, the more willing he was to let me decide things, money, weekends, what he wore. I liked the power. A lot.”

“Then I bumped into that old ex. Turned into coffee, turned into my flat, turned into bed. Tristan came home early. Walked in on us.” She smiled at the memory. “He didn’t shout. He knelt. Right there in the doorway. The cage had stripped every scrap of fight out of him. Mark looked startled at first, then… relaxed. We carried on. Haven’t looked back.”

“Wow,” I breathed.

Judy reached over and patted Tristan’s cheek. “Fully led marriage now. Once they’re locked, you can make a man do anything.” She turned to him, voice velvet-soft. “Show her, love.”

Tristan stood without hesitation. In front of a dozen people who’d seen far stranger things, he unbuckled his belt, let his jeans drop to his ankles. White lace knickers hugged his hips; beneath them, the unmistakable outline of a chastity cage pressed against the delicate fabric.

My breath stopped. Heat flooded my core, sharp, sudden, overwhelming. My clit throbbed once, twice, and then I came. Right there, fully clothed, surrounded by strangers who suddenly weren’t strangers at all. A soft, involuntary whimper escaped me. Laughter rippled around the table, kind, delighted, not cruel. Maxine squeezed my shoulder. Desiree raised her glass in silent salute.

I left the pub that night floating, thighs slick, mind blazing. There was no going back now. The truth had teeth, and it was time to let it bite.

I invited Warren to my room for the first time. My roommate was away for the weekend; his flat was nicer, but I needed the home ground. My stomach churned so violently I thought I might be sick. I sat him on the edge of my narrow bed. He looked at me with worried eyes, already bracing for the breakup speech.

“I don’t want to end things,” I said quickly. “If that’s what you’re thinking. I just… I need to tell you who I really am.”

“You’re bisexual?” A hopeful little grin.

“Maybe. I don’t know. That’s not the point.” I took a shaky breath, reached under the bed, and pulled out the stack of magazines. Glossy covers: women in corsets and thigh-high boots, men on their knees, collars gleaming. I handed them over.

He flipped through slowly at first, then faster, colour draining from his face. “This is what you want?”

I stood, opened the bottom drawer of my dresser. Black latex spilled out, catsuit, gloves, a riding crop resting on top like a promise.

He swallowed hard. Looked back at the magazines. “So this isn’t just… bedroom fun? Role-play for a laugh?”

“No.” My voice was steady now. “If we do this, it’s who I am. Not a game. Not a phase.”

Silence stretched, thin and painful. When he finally spoke, his words landed like punches. “It’s not doing anything for me, Jules. And my mates… they’d never let me live it down. I’m sorry. I can’t.”

Tears stung, hot and immediate. “Not even to try?”

He shook his head. “It’s weird. I mean… come on. It’s the kind of thing perverts do.”

Something inside me snapped. “Excuse me?”

“It is! It’s fucking weird, Jules. You’ve got to admit…”

“Get the fuck out.” My hand moved before my brain caught up, sharp slap across his cheek, the crack echoing in the tiny room.

He stared at me, stunned, hand to his face. Then he grabbed his jacket and left without another word.

The pain didn’t end there. Within twenty-four hours, the story had spread through the entire first-year cohort at LSE. “Jules is into some freaky dominatrix shit.” “She tried to make Warren her slave.” Laughter followed me down corridors. People I’d sat next to in seminars suddenly found reasons to change seats. Friends drifted away like smoke. I’d come to London to become someone, brilliant, bold, untouchable. Instead I became the punchline.

By the end of the academic year, I couldn’t bear it anymore. I dropped out, packed my life into two suitcases, and bought the cheapest flight I could find. Ostrava, in the Czech Republic. A small industrial city near the Polish border. Get my TOEFL diploma. A job teaching English to adults who didn’t care about my past, only whether I could explain phrasal verbs.
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Two – Ostrava

Ostrava has always been an acquired taste, like biting into raw coal dust and finding it strangely addictive. The city wears its industrial scars openly: towering smokestacks that still exhale faint plumes even decades after the steelworks scaled back, brutalist apartment blocks stained black by decades of soot, the metallic tang of iron and sulphur that clings to the back of your throat on damp mornings. The communist legacy lingers in the wide, empty boulevards designed for parades that never quite happened, in the faded red stars chipped into concrete, in the way people sometimes speak in low voices about the past as though the old regime might still be listening. To many, it’s grim, depressing, a place you pass through on the way to somewhere better. For me, arriving in the summer of 2000 with two suitcases and a heart still bruised from London, it was oxygen. A place far enough from judgment that I could finally exhale.

I transferred the credits I’d scraped together at LSE to the Open University’s Business School, distance learning, flexible, forgiving, and enrolled in a part-time diploma program to teach English as a foreign language. The days blurred into a quiet routine: morning lectures on my battered laptop, afternoons correcting grammar exercises for bored adults who mostly wanted to learn how to order beer in London pubs. It was unglamorous. It was safe. And it paid just enough to keep me afloat while my parents quietly covered the rest.

I should probably explain the money, because you’re wondering how a nineteen-year-old dropout could afford to relocate across Europe without blinking. The short answer: I’m spoiled. Not Kardashian-level spoiled, but the comfortable, invisible kind that comes from parents who never had to worry about rent. Dad spent his career in the diplomatic service, boring logistical roles, visas, security clearances, the kind of work that sounds mysterious until you realize it mostly involves spreadsheets and polite phone calls. We moved often: Singapore’s humid gleam, Tokyo’s neon-ordered chaos, brief stints in quieter European capitals. Mum is French, left home at sixteen to study in England, met Dad in sixth form, and never looked back. They fell in love the way teenagers do, fiercely, irrevocably, and somehow stayed that way. She came from old bourgeois money (textiles, mostly); he from quieter, older English money (land that had been in the family since before anyone bothered keeping records). We were never flashy rich. We were never poor. We were cushioned.

When I left LSE, I couldn’t face telling Dad the truth, too ashamed of the gossip, the slap, the way my carefully constructed life had imploded. So I told Mum. I showed her the magazines, half expecting horror. Instead, she shrugged and told me, voice dry as gin. “The British are prudes, darling. And that boy is an idiot. He should have been grateful to lick your boots.” A pause. “You’ll find your little slave one day. Don’t settle.” Then she gave me the money for the flight, the flat, the tuition. No lectures. No tears. Just quiet, unshakable acceptance.

Ostrava opened doors London had kept locked.

I’d been to clubs in the UK, sweaty student discos, the occasional illegal rave in an abandoned factory, but nothing prepared me for the Czech scene. One of my younger students, a lanky nineteen-year-old named Milan with dark curls and an unabashed crush, invited me to a techno party in an old warehouse on the edge of town. The building looked condemned from the outside: cracked concrete, graffiti tags in looping Czech script, broken windows taped over with black plastic. Inside it was alive. Strobe lights sliced through thick clouds of cigarette smoke and dry ice, bass so deep it vibrated in my ribcage, bodies moving in ecstatic, unselfconscious waves. No one cared who you were or what you looked like. Everyone was free in a way I’d never seen.

I fell in love with the freedom first, the music second, Milan a distant third. He wasn’t my physical type, too boyish, too eager, but he was kind, funny, utterly without pretence. One night, high on ecstasy, I told him everything: the magazines, the munches, the fantasies of control that kept me awake. His pupils were huge, black in the pulsing light. “I’d be your submissive,” he said simply. “If you want.”

That same night I did something reckless. When we came back to mine, I tied his wrists with a spare belt, pushed him to the bed, and spent an hour alternating between open-handed slaps, my riding crop, and careful, cruel squeezes to his balls. We were drunk, high, breaking every safety rule in the book. Stupid. Dangerous. But we were young, and the risk only sharpened the edge. When I finally let him come, after edging him until he was shaking and begging, I came so hard my vision whited out, thighs trembling, a silent scream caught in my throat.

After that, Milan became mine in the ways that mattered. We fucked, yes, but I was always on top, literally and otherwise. At parties he wore a simple black leather dog collar I’d bought from a pet shop; I held the leash loosely, guiding him through crowds that parted without comment. No one judged. No one stared. In Ostrava’s underground, my dominance wasn’t scandalous; it was just another flavour of freedom.

Things progressed naturally. For his birthday I arranged a threesome with Renata, a sharp-eyed brunette we both knew from the scene. She loved the energy of domination, the way Milan’s eyes glazed when we took turns edging him, slow strokes, sudden stops, whispered taunts, until he was whimpering, leaking, desperate. We laughed together as he begged; she kissed me while he watched, helpless and aching. It felt like power distilled.

But three months in, I wanted more. I craved the deeper surrender: lace panties under his jeans, the slow burn of chastity, the exquisite humiliation of watching me with someone else. Milan had hard limits. Panties were “too far.” Cuckolding was unthinkable. He said it gently, but firmly. I nodded, smiled, told him it was fine.

The moment he drew that line, though, the wind went out of me. The games lost their heat. I stopped reaching for the collar, stopped giving orders. Without the hunger driving it, the dynamic withered. We didn’t have a dramatic breakup. We simply faded, texts unanswered, parties skipped, until one day we weren’t seeing each other anymore. Last I heard, he’d moved in with a vanilla girl from Karviná. I felt nothing. He’d been a mirror, a tool for me to see myself more clearly. Once the reflection sharpened, I no longer needed him.

Teaching grated on me. The endless conjugations, the rote explanations of present perfect, the polite smiles of students who’d rather be anywhere else, it drained me. But I had another skill I’d buried since childhood: coding. I’d started on a BBC Micro as a kid, typing BASIC programs that made pixelated spaceships shoot across the screen. When we got our first PC, I taught myself C from library books, wrote text adventures, little utilities, anything to make the machine bend to my will. I never saw it as a career, just a private language I spoke fluently.

When rent loomed, I started picking up freelance work: basic database scripts for a struggling Czech mining company, 4GL queries on ancient Informix systems. Nothing glamorous. Reliable money, though. Enough to cover the bills while I studied.

Then Desiree called.

She’d been invited to an event at a castle in the Czech countryside. “The Other World Kingdom,” she said. “They shoot BDSM porn there. Rich men pay to stay and get whipped properly. Come with me. You don’t have to work, just drink, watch, enjoy.”

I said no at first. Professional domination felt like crossing into a different life, one that might swallow my dreams of boardrooms and leadership. But curiosity won. I took the train south to Černá, stepped through the wooden gates of an old baroque estate turned fetish kingdom, and felt the air change.

The OWK in its prime was a fever dream of female supremacy. Stone courtyards rang with the crack of whips and the low moans of men in chains. Dominatrices from across Europe strode the grounds in latex and leather, trailed by naked slaves crawling on gravel. This wasn’t negotiated play with safe words whispered every five minutes. This was hardcore, welts that lasted weeks, screams that echoed off ancient walls, marks that would never fully fade. And God help me, I felt at home.

Most of the women were polite but distant. Then there was Viktorie, mid-forties, from Ostrava, warm brown eyes and a smoker’s rasp. She took one look at me and decided I belonged. She showed me things I hadn’t known existed: the precise angle for a single-tail to wrap without cutting, the psychology of breaking someone without breaking them, the strange intimacy of golden showers.

My first time pissing in a man’s mouth happened under her guidance. He was on his back in a tiled dungeon room, wrists cuffed overhead. I stood over him, legs trembling, bladder full from hours of nerves and beer. It took forever to start, the old shyness about bodily functions clamped down hard. Viktorie murmured encouragement, hand on my shoulder. When the stream finally came, hot and steady, splashing across his tongue, something in me unlocked. After that, public toilets stopped terrifying me. I could pee standing over a man’s face and feel only power, not shame.

That weekend I learned canes, the whistle, the bite, the way a well-placed stroke turns skin from pink to deep purple. I beat one slave until his arse was a map of bruises, his screams raw and real. The sound went straight to my clit. I came untouched, shuddering, horrified and exhilarated. For the first time I understood: I was a sadist. Not a cartoon villain. Just someone who found beauty in a man’s genuine suffering.

Pegging, trampling, spitting, verbal humiliation that reduced grown men to tears, I tried it all. Desiree watched me work one slave into sobbing surrender and grinned. “You’re a natural. With that body, those looks, you could make a fortune in BDSM porn. You don’t have to go pro full-time. Just films.”

The idea set me on fire. But fear doused it. I still wanted to be the woman on stages giving TED talks, not the one on niche websites getting googled by future employers.

The trip did something I wished it hadn’t. I became a smoker. Everyone there smoked, and with good reason. There was something great about running a cigarette on a man’s skin, depositing the ash on his tongue, even blowing smoke into his mouth. Before then, I had avoided the stuff, but there I was smoking morning, noon and night, and together with the draw of femdom, I found myself craving them.

Back in Ostrava, the absence ached. After a week of restless nights, I called Viktorie. We met at a quiet pivnice near the river, drank dark lager, talked for hours. I told her my dreams, my fears, the itch that teaching and coding couldn’t scratch. She listened, then leaned forward.

“Come work with me. Not alone, at first. Join me at the studio every so often. I’ll pay you. We’ll have fun together.”

Her place was a converted house on the edge of Zábřeh, backed by dense forest. The first time I walked through the door, polished wood floors, heavy curtains, the faint scent of leather and candle wax, I was terrified someone would recognise me, or worse, that I’d love it so much I’d never leave.

Instead, it fit like a glove. What began as assisting Viktorie, her “comtesse,” she called me, became covering her cancellations, then taking solo sessions when she travelled. Eventually I worked shifts. Professional dominatrix. Only one person knew: Mum, who shrugged over the phone. “As long as you’re safe and happy, chérie.”

It was fun. It scratched the itch, hard. I vented anger on willing flesh, lived out fantasies I’d carried since adolescence, watched men tremble under my heel. But it was transactional. They came with scripts, budgets, boundaries. I performed. I felt nothing for them. No love. No connection. Just a job well done.

The realisation came slowly, then all at once: I needed to be in love to truly dominate. Without that emotional tether, the power felt hollow. A performance, not a revelation.

So I kept working the shifts, kept coding on the side, kept studying. Waiting. Because somewhere out there, maybe in Ostrava, maybe beyond, was the man who would kneel not because he paid for it, but because he belonged to me.

Over the two-and-a-bit years I spent in Ostrava, I never had what you’d call a boyfriend, not after Milan drifted away. There were flings, plenty of them. Men noticed me. I was twenty-one, slim and blonde with that post-transformation confidence still fresh, skin pale against the city’s perpetual grey, eyes that had learned to hold a stare without flinching. In the techno warehouses, at the pivnices, even in the quiet cafés near the university, heads turned. I could feel the weight of their attention like heat from an open furnace.

But none of them stuck.

Most of the men in Ostrava fell into one of two camps, and neither appealed.

The first were the post-communist “alphas”, self-styled kings of the concrete jungle who still believed the nineties playbook was gospel. They drove Audis A4s or Octavia vRS models, always grey or dull yellow, but always polished to a mirror shine even when the rest of the city was coated in coal dust. They wore puffer jackets (usually Moncler knock-offs or the real thing if they’d done well enough), gold chains tucked under tight T-shirts, hair slicked back with product that smelled faintly of aftershave and entitlement. They moved through bars and clubs with the swagger of minor mafiosi, loud laughs, back-slaps, eyes scanning for the next conquest like it was a business transaction. They’d buy you a drink without asking, lean in too close, drop compliments that sounded rehearsed. “You’re too beautiful for this shithole city,” they’d say, as though Ostrava were a punishment and they the saviours offering escape. I’d smile politely, let them talk, then slip away when their attention drifted to the next short skirt. They wanted possession, not partnership. They wanted a trophy, not a woman who might one day make them kneel.

The second group was sadder, quieter, the ones who’d simply given up. Pale men in their late twenties or thirties who still lived with parents in paneláks, who worked dead-end jobs at the remaining factories or in call centres that paid just enough to buy cheap beer and cigarettes. They had soft eyes, defeated shoulders, voices that trailed off mid-sentence. They were kind, sometimes painfully so, but there was no spark, no hunger. They’d look at me with a kind of wistful awe, as though I were a painting in a gallery they could never afford. Conversation petered out after the first drink; sex, when it happened, was mechanical, apologetic. I’d leave their flats feeling like I’d borrowed someone else’s life for an hour and given it back unchanged.

The interesting ones, the ones with ambition, curiosity, a pulse that matched mine, never stayed long. Ostrava was a launchpad, not a destination. The clever, the driven, the restless packed up as soon as they could afford the train ticket to Prague. They went for startups, for multinational offices, for the lights and the energy and the promise of something bigger. I watched them go, one after another, and felt the city shrink a little more around me each time.

I was lonely in a way that didn’t match the word. Not desperate, not pitiable, just aware, constantly, of the gap between what I craved and what was on offer. I wanted a man who could kneel without shame, who could meet my gaze and hold it, who could laugh at my darkness and still want more. Someone who saw the sadist in me and didn’t flinch. Someone who belonged. But belonging wasn’t something Ostrava could give me.

After two years and change, enough time to finish my Open University degree with a solid first-class honour, enough time to save a modest nest egg from coding gigs and studio shifts, I knew it was over. The decision came quietly one winter afternoon, snow falling thick and silent outside my rented flat in Ostrava-Poruba. I sat at the kitchen table with a cup of black tea gone cold, laptop open to job listings in Prague, and felt the certainty settle like frost.

If I wanted to build something real, a career, a life, a future, I couldn’t do it here. Ostrava had been sanctuary, classroom, crucible. It had let me discover who I was without the world watching. But sanctuary isn’t the same as home. I needed momentum, not stasis.

I gave notice at the language school. I told Viktorie over slivovice at our usual bar near the forest edge. She didn’t try to talk me out of it, just raised her glass, eyes shining a little brighter than usual. “Prague will eat you alive if you let it,” she said, “but you’ll eat it right back. Go be terrifying, comtesse.”

I quit the studio the following week. My last session was with a regular client who liked needle play and quiet humiliation. I worked him slowly, methodically, until he was trembling and tear-streaked, then cleaned the room, locked the cabinets, and walked out without looking back. The forest behind the house was dark, branches heavy with snow. I stood for a long minute breathing the cold air, feeling the weight of everything I’d learned there lift just enough to let me move forward.

I packed light, clothes, laptop, the few pieces of latex I couldn’t bear to leave behind, a riding crop wrapped in tissue paper like a secret. I used the money I’d earned to put a downpayment on a tiny apartment in the Zizkov district of Prague, and then asked mum for the money to study for my MBA. For the first time though, I felt like I was home.
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Three – Damien

Prague in 2003 was electric with post-millennium hangover and pre-EU optimism. The city still felt raw around the edges, tourists hadn’t yet fully colonized every alley, graffiti still bloomed unchecked on the peeling plaster of Malá Strana, and the air carried the faint ozone tang of tram sparks mixed with the sweet rot of Vltava water. For someone fresh out of Ostrava’s grey grip, it was intoxicating. Best of all, it was full of foreigners. English rolled off tongues without apology, accents clashing like mismatched furniture in a squat party flat. I could finally speak at full speed, slang, sarcasm, filth, without pausing to check if the other person understood. No more mental subtitles. Just conversation, fast and filthy and free.

The expat scene back then was small enough that everyone knew everyone, or at least knew someone who did. Faces repeated across bars, house parties, Sunday recovery brunches. Friendships formed fast and fierce, fuelled by cheap beer and the shared knowledge that we were all running from or toward something.

My first real haunt was Jama, The Hollow, a dimly lit basement bar off Wenceslas Square owned by an American expat named Max who looked like he’d stepped out of a 90s skate video: baggy jeans, faded band T-shirt, perpetual half-smile. Two things made Jama legendary. First, the buffalo wings, crispy, nuclear-hot, served in red plastic baskets with blue cheese that tasted like actual heaven after a night of drinking. Second, the front room: a cramped VHS rental nook stacked floor-to-ceiling with foreign films, cult classics, arthouse oddities, and yes, a discreet section of porn that no one pretended wasn’t there. It was at Jama that I first rented Preaching to the Perverted, a gloriously trashy British comedy about a dominatrix and her suburban slave. I watched it alone in my flat the next night, laughing until my sides hurt, feeling seen in a way that made my chest ache.

Jama keeps threading through my story, but the night that really mattered was an ordinary Thursday drinking session that stretched into Friday morning. The place was half-full, sticky air thick with cigarette smoke (still legal indoors then), music low and thumping. That’s where I met Damien.

He was Canadian, twenty-six, lean and loose-limbed, with dark hair that fell into his eyes and a laugh that cut through the noise like a knife. He bought me a shot of Becherovka without asking, clinked glasses, and said, “You look like trouble.” I liked him immediately.

Damien was as wild as I was, maybe wilder. He knew every corner of Prague’s nightlife: Roxy’s pounding industrial beats on Dlouhá třída, Radost FX’s velvet-and-mirrors decadence in Vinohrady, secret warehouse parties that only started after 3 a.m. He had the best cocaine in the city, clean, sharp, never cut with speed, and the purest ecstasy that turned the world soft and golden. But what really hooked me was how completely he didn’t give a shit. Rules, judgment, tomorrow, he shrugged them all off like dandruff.

I dominated him from the start, and he loved it. I made him wear half-cup black lace bras under his T-shirts to clubs; the straps would peek out when he raised his arms, a secret only we (and eventually our friends) knew. I cuckolded him shamelessly, fucked other men while he watched, tied to a chair, hard and leaking and thanking me for every second. He was down for anything: public humiliation, edging sessions that lasted hours, pain that left marks for days. We got our nipples pierced together in a tiny parlour near Národní třída, the needle’s sting sharp, blood beading like tiny rubies. A week later I got my navel and clit done while he got a Prince Albert; we laughed through the pain, high on adrenaline and each other. For the first time since London, I thought: This might be it. This might be the one.

We were at a sprawling outdoor techno festival somewhere outside the city in late summer 2003, fields turned dancefloor, sound systems the size of houses, air thick with weed and bass, when we ran into Gary and Veronika.

Gary was British, wiry, quick with a grin; Veronika was Czech, dyed-blonde hair and sharp-eyed, pretty in a cutesy way, though I suspected there was more beneath that layer. They’d just married, still glowing with that newlywed sheen. Gary was openly into female domination; Veronika hid it from view but embraced it when she spoke. The moment I tugged Damien’s shirt up to show them the lace bra framing his freshly pierced nipples, silver bars glinting under festival lights, Veronika reached over, hooked a finger into Gary’s waistband, and yanked down just enough to reveal pink lace panties peeking above his jeans. Gary blushed crimson but didn’t pull away. We all burst out laughing, the kind of laughter that seals something instant and permanent. I knew then: these were my people.

Gary used to DJ back in the UK but now worked in IT by day. Nights and weekends he threw underground techno parties, small at first, then bigger, drawing crowds from across Europe. When he announced his first proper major event in Brno, proper sound, proper lineup, friends flying in from London, I knew I had to be there.

Damien called in sick the day before. “Can’t make it, babe. Feeling rough.” I rolled my eyes, probably hungover or crashed from the week, but I wasn’t missing this. I dolled up alone: black latex hot-pants that clung like paint, red bikini top barely containing me, heavy boots, hair wild. The bus to Brno rattled for three hours; I stared out at passing fields, buzzing with anticipation.

The party was mental. Hard techno so loud it rearranged your organs, lights strobing white and violet, bodies packed shoulder-to-shoulder on concrete floors. Cocaine flowed like tap water, too much, too fast, but no one cared. It was one of those nights where time collapses and everything feels possible.

Halfway through, I got talking to two of Gary’s mates from London. They were drunk, chatty, dropping names. Then one of them paused, squinted at me. “Wait, you’re Jules? As in… Warren’s ex Jules?”

My stomach flipped.

They told me everything. After our breakup, Warren had dated a Korean girl for a few months, paraded her around campus like new arm candy, all performative possession. It fizzled fast. Then came Danielle, a tattooed goth with a septum piercing and a mean streak; he claimed they met at a concert, but the story smelled rehearsed. He changed overnight, hair dyed black, new clothes, new friends, suddenly too cool for his old crowd. He vanished for a while, ghosted everyone. When he resurfaced, he was with Tonya. Black, stunning, confident. And a professional dominatrix.

“They’re still together,” one of the guys said, grinning. “We see them at Lost sometimes. He’s usually on a leash. Collared and everything. Your name came up once, Warren got real quiet, then said you were the one who ‘started it all.’”

I stood there in the pulsing dark, latex slick with sweat, bass hammering my ribs, and felt something hot and bright bloom in my chest. Vindication. Not anger, not regret, just quiet, fierce satisfaction. I’d cracked him open, planted the seed, and watched it grow into something he couldn’t deny anymore. Maybe I hadn’t changed him. Maybe I’d just shown him who he already was.

I rode the high all the way back to Prague. Dawn was breaking when I let myself into my flat, body still thrumming, ready to wake Damien with kisses and commands and the full force of my newfound certainty. No more half-measures. No more hiding.

Instead I found him in our bed, our bed, with another woman. Blonde, naked, tangled in sheets that still smelled like us. He wasn’t sick. He was just a cunt.

He scrambled up, babbling excuses. “You fuck other people all the time! Why can’t I? It’s only fair…”

I cut him off cold. “This isn’t cuckolding, Damien. This isn’t negotiated, consensual play. This is you lying to my face because you thought I wouldn’t find out. This is cheating. We’re done.”

He tried to argue, voice rising, excuses tumbling out in a rush, but I didn’t listen. I stood in the doorway of the bedroom, arms crossed, face blank, until the words ran dry. Twenty minutes later he was gone, dragging a hastily packed duffel behind him, the front door clicking shut with a finality that echoed in the empty flat.

The breakup broke me in ways I hadn’t expected. For weeks I carried a quiet, gnawing shame that whispered I was the problem: too demanding, too twisted, too much. I stood in front of the full-length mirror in the hallway every morning, searching for the woman I’d once imagined, tall, unyielding, Sharon Stone in Basic Instinct with her ice-cool gaze and effortless command. Instead I saw a twenty-something with tired eyes, roots showing through the blonde dye, small breasts that suddenly felt inadequate, thighs that looked soft instead of strong. A girl who’d failed at “normal” and failed at her own perversions. The reflection stared back accusingly, and I hated her.

I cut myself off. No more Jama, no more warehouses, no more late-night texts. I buried myself in the MBA coursework, spreadsheets glowing on the laptop screen at 3 a.m., and in freelance coding gigs that paid just enough to keep the rent current. The flat became a cocoon: curtains drawn, dishes piling in the sink, the only sound the low hum of the fridge and my own breathing. In a low moment I gathered the toys into a black bin bag, the heavy black strap-on with its harness still smelling faintly of silicone lube, the leather riding crop with the worn handle, the steel clamps that left perfect crescent marks. I carried the bag down to the communal bins behind the building and dropped it in without ceremony. I stood there in the cold stairwell afterward, palms stinging, half-convinced I’d feel lighter. I didn’t. I thought about taking out the nipple bars, the navel ring, the clit hood piercing, but the idea of the pain, of explaining it to a piercer, stopped me. They stayed, small stubborn reminders.

After a month of that grey limbo I forced myself out. I met friends at Jama again, the familiar smell of hot wings and stale beer almost comforting. That’s where I met Jay, an American, early thirties, software salesman with an easy smile and a Midwestern accent that softened every sentence. He was decent. Solid six inches, good stamina, never finished in thirty seconds like some of the boys back in London. We dated the way normal people date: dinner at a mid-range Italian place on Národní, weekend walks along the river, missionary sex under clean sheets with the lights off. I tried, God, I tried, to be the girlfriend he deserved. I stopped going to techno gigs because the pounding bass and strobe lights made him anxious. Instead we went to discos, places like Duplex or Zlatý Časy, with their predictable Euro-trance remixes and sticky floors. I smiled through it all, nodded at his stories about quarterly targets and fantasy football, but inside I was hollow. Desperately, quietly unhappy.

Life drifted. I landed an entry-level coding job at a British outfit I’ll call Logical Extrusions, LX for short. They built software that ingested CCTV feeds and flagged “suspicious behavioral patterns”: loitering too long, sudden direction changes, clusters forming where none should. We called it pattern recognition back then; today you’d call it the primitive ancestor of modern AI. The work was meticulous, sometimes mind-numbing, debugging algorithms at midnight, tweaking thresholds so the system didn’t scream “threat” every time a delivery guy paused to tie his shoe. But it paid better than freelancing, came with a desk in a glass-walled office near Anděl, and gave my days structure. Still, I was going through the motions: code, study, meet Jay for pasta and polite sex, sleep, repeat. My fantasies had been locked away in the same mental cupboard as the discarded toys. Why bother with them when no one seemed to want the real me?

Not being able to dominate, to feel that electric current of control running through my veins, left me fractured. I cried more in those months than I had in the rest of my life combined: silent tears in the shower, sudden sobs on the tram when a song came on that reminded me of Roxy. I felt empty, scraped out. Jay must have sensed it, I barely laughed anymore, my smiles were thin, my touches mechanical, but he never asked. Never pushed. He just kept being kind, steady, normal. And that made the guilt worse.

One night at Zlatý Časy, a grim, neon-lit disco in a converted cinema with thumping bass and the permanent smell of spilled vodka, I ran into Veronika. She wasn’t with Gary; that didn’t surprise me, this wasn’t his scene. She was there with Pavla, a colleague from her marketing job, petite, dark-eyed, all sharp cheekbones and easy confidence. The two of them were on the dancefloor, giving a teasing lesbian show for a knot of drunken expat guys: slow grinding, hands sliding over hips, lips brushing without quite kissing. Then they let the boys in, quick kisses, wandering palms, laughter over the music. My stomach twisted with jealousy so sharp it hurt. I wanted to be in that circle, wanted the heat and the chaos and the permission to be shameless. At the same time something felt wrong, off-key.

We stepped outside to smoke. At first Veronika was all bright chatter, how much fun the cuckolding was, the sissification games, how Gary loved watching her with Pavla. I nodded, smiled, envied her certainty. But as the cigarettes burned down and the vodka shots kept coming, the story shifted.

“Gary’s really jealous,” she admitted, voice lower. “He wants this, says he does, but he can’t reconcile it. Things aren’t great.”

“I’m sorry. Have you talked to him about it?”

She shrugged, flicked ash. “How? He gets quiet, changes the subject.”

“You’ve reassured him you won’t leave, right?”

Another shrug, eyes on the pavement.

The next week I messaged Gary, met him for coffee near his office. He insisted everything was fine, he was in heaven, wife dominating him, her hot girlfriend on the side, techno gigs keeping him busy. But the longer we talked, the cracks showed. Veronika was secretive: hushed phone calls, plans made without telling him, arrangements that surprised him when they landed. There was another submissive in the picture now, and Gary’s possessiveness was creeping in, small comments, tight smiles. Communication had collapsed, yet both were pretending the machine still ran smoothly. Gary buried himself in parties; Veronika acted single. They were chugging along on parallel tracks that no longer met.

Watching their slow-motion unravelling made one thing crystal clear: Jay and I could never work. I ended it over coffee at a quiet café in Vinohrady. When he asked why, I told him the truth as gently as I could: I was still sorting myself out, couldn’t give him what he deserved, couldn’t focus on us. He looked sad but not shocked. “I could feel it,” he said quietly. “You haven’t been happy for a while.” We agreed to stay friends, empty words we both knew wouldn’t hold, but he hugged me goodbye without bitterness.

After that I started going to gigs again. Gary pulled me into his orbit: warehouse parties in Holešovice, outdoor raves on in forests, after-hours in basements that smelled of concrete and sweat. I hung out with him constantly, and through him I met more of the Czech techno crowd, DJs, promoters, dancers who spoke rapid Czech laced with English slang. For the first time since arriving in Prague, I found myself spending more evenings with locals than expats. The language barrier thinned; the music became the common tongue. It felt good, grounded, real, less like hiding. It was through him that I met my friend Silvie who went on to become one of my best friends in the world.

Then came the day I’d been quietly dreading for months.

Veronika told Gary she was leaving. She said it plainly, over dinner in a nice restaurant on a June evening, no dramatics, no long speech, just the words. It just so happened that it was on their two-year anniversary. Gary told me later he’d sat there frozen, cup halfway to his mouth, whilst she told him everything. She continued to live with him for about a month, before one day, he came home and found her gone.

After that, Gary became a ghost. He stopped answering texts, stopped showing up at gigs, stopped posting on the Techno.cz forum he used to moderate. I’d send messages, simple ones at first, then worried ones, then angry ones, and they sat unread. For three months the city swallowed him. I’d walk past places we used to haunt, Roxy, the little after-hours bar behind Nákladové nádraží Žižkov, and half expect to see him leaning against the wall with a cigarette and that quick grin, but he was never there. Friends said he was holed up in the flat, blinds down, surviving on instant noodles and whatever beer was left in the fridge. I worried he was drinking himself into oblivion, or worse. I couldn’t reach him.

Then his birthday rolled around in early spring. A group from the Techno.cz crew, DJs, promoters, the guys who’d been throwing parties since the late nineties, decided enough was enough. They messaged the group chat: “We’re doing a night for Gary. Cross Club. No excuses.” Someone booked the main room, someone else handled the lineup, hard-hitting Czech techno, no frills, no tourists. I helped spread the word, printed a few flyers with his name in bold white letters on black, stuck them up in the usual spots. It felt like pulling teeth, but we got him to agree. One short text back after weeks of silence: “Okay. Thanks.”

Cross Club that night was everything it always was: a labyrinth of rusted metal, salvaged airplane parts, and exposed pipes lit by cold blue neon. The air smelled of solder, spilled absinthe, and hot electronics. The sound system thumped so hard you felt it in your teeth. People danced in the corridors, on the stairs, against the walls. Gary arrived late, looking thinner, eyes shadowed, but he was there. When the first track dropped, a relentless 140 BPM roller, he let himself move. Just a little at first, shoulders loosening, then more. By 2 a.m. he was in the middle of the floor, arms up, sweat shining under the strobes, and for the first time in months I saw the old Gary flicker back to life.

The night was perfect, until it wasn’t.

Veronika showed up just after three. She walked in a friend, a protector, hair pulled back, wearing a simple black coat over jeans, carrying a small gift bag. Heads turned; but we all did the same thing, frowned at the bitch. She went straight to Gary on the dancefloor, handed him the bag with a small, sad smile. He opened it right there, under the pulsing lights. Inside: a pair of pink lace panties, the same shade as the ones she’d once tugged teasingly from his jeans at that first festival. A cruel little reminder of everything they’d been, everything he was losing. He stared at them for a long second, face blank, then closed the bag and nodded once. She kissed his cheek, quick, almost sisterly, then turned and walked out without another word.

The air in the room changed. Gary stood still while bodies moved around him, the pink fabric crumpled in his fist. I watched his shoulders sag, the spark snuffed out again.

I couldn’t let it end like that.

I took his hand, led him through the maze of corridors to the exit, past the smokers and the people queuing for the toilet. Outside, the pre-dawn Prague air was cold and sharp. We didn’t speak on the tram ride back to my flat in Vinohrady. He sat beside me, head against the window, bag on his lap like it weighed a ton.

Inside, I locked the door, turned off the overhead light, left only the small bedside lamp glowing amber. I didn’t ask questions. I didn’t offer platitudes. I just took his face in my hands and kissed him, slow, deliberate, the way you kiss someone who needs to remember he’s still wanted.

That weekend we didn’t leave the flat.

We fucked, hard, hungry, no rules. I rode him on the living-room floor, nails digging into his shoulders; he took me from behind against the kitchen counter while the kettle whistled forgotten. We slept tangled in sheets, woke up, did it again. I made him kneel between my thighs on the sofa and eat me out for what felt like hours, slow and reverent, until I came shaking and pulling his hair. He cried once, quietly, face buried against my stomach; I held him until it passed.

There were no collars, no commands, no games. Just two broken people trying to stitch something back together with skin and breath.

By Sunday evening the city outside was waking up again, trams clanging, church bells ringing, and Gary looked at me with something close to gratitude. “Thank you,” he said, voice rough from lack of use.

I shrugged, lit a cigarette. “Don’t thank me. Just… don’t disappear again.”

He didn’t promise. But when he left Monday morning, he hugged me longer than necessary, and the pink panties were gone from the gift bag which he left behind on my nightstand like a quiet surrender.


Four – Crossroads

Gary and I never became a couple, not in any official sense. We never held hands walking down Wenceslas Square, never posted couple photos, never talked about moving in together. But for a solid stretch of months, maybe a year, we were inseparable in the ways that mattered most to us then. We fucked often and without apology: slow mornings in his flat with sunlight slanting through half-closed blinds, frantic quickies in club bathrooms between sets, lazy afternoons where I’d tie him spread-eagled to the bedposts and edge him until he begged. We played hard, impact scenes that left his thighs mottled purple, verbal humiliation that made his cock leak before I even touched him, public outings where I led him on a discreet chain under his jacket.

We travelled to Berlin together constantly. Train journeys from Prague, cheap hostels near Alexanderplatz, then straight into the night: KitKat Club’s sticky-floored decadence, Berghain’s unforgiving door policy (we got in every time), the sprawling chaos of Love Parade where a million bodies pressed together under industrial beats and summer heat. One year I made him march the entire parade route in a red sissy dress, black stockings, heals clicking with every step. He blushed crimson under the sun but kept his head high. Halfway through, a German rave TV crew stopped us for an interview. Gary, makeup smudged, dress riding up, spoke earnestly about freedom and self-expression while I stood behind him smirking, one hand resting possessively on his hip. That clip is still floating around on YouTube somewhere, grainy and dated.

We joined a local BDSM group too, a loose collective that met monthly in an old pub in Bile Hora, Prague 6 named after the Marquis de Sade. The munches were casual: old chairs around pub tables, cold beer, people trading stories about rope ties and aftercare. From there we graduated to private play parties in converted basements or old event halls. I’d lead him through rooms on his knees, let strangers watch while I caned him, or sit back with a glass of wine while he serviced me under the table. It was liberating, filthy, and exactly what we both needed at the time.

But we never crossed into couple territory. The divorce from Veronika dragged on for years, endless paperwork, court dates in the Czech labyrinthine justice system. Until the papers were final, Gary had no closure, no clean slate. Trust came hard for him after that; commitment felt like walking onto thin ice. He’d pull back whenever things got too soft, too domestic. I understood. I could picture us together, lazy Sundays, shared playlists, maybe even a collar that meant more than play, but it would have taken work, patience, therapy. I wasn’t sure I had the energy, and he wasn’t sure he could risk it.

Eventually the cracks showed. Berlin weekends turned into benders: too much vodka, too much MDMA and coke, too many strangers in dark rooms. I was usually right there with him, ashamed to admit it now, pushing him further because it kept the darkness at bay for both of us. One Monday he stumbled back to Prague still wired, went straight to his IT job, and in a fog of exhaustion accidentally emailed a client the full cost-price breakdown of their latest order instead of the retail quote. His boss called him in, face thunderous. He wasn’t fired, barely, but they sent him on mandatory leave. “Go somewhere. Sleep, go on holiday, and forget that bitch ex-wife. Come back when you can think straight.”

He did. He came back quieter, clearer, focused. A few months later, on a business trip to London, he met Šárka. She was Czech, steady, warm in a way that didn’t demand performance. They talked over bad conference coffee, then dinner, then everything after. Within a year they were engaged; two years later, married. She grounded him in a way I never could have.

That left me alone again.

Not dramatically alone, just the slow, ordinary kind. Gary was busy building a life. The techno crowd thinned as people paired off, moved to suburbs, had kids. I partied less, his crash had been a cold slap of reality for me too. I kept up with the BDSM munch group, showed up reliably, played occasionally, but the hunger felt muted. Work became the anchor: coding at LX, debugging pattern-recognition algorithms that were starting to feel eerily prescient, my MBA done but useless.

Then in late 2006 I met Katka.

She was tall, almost my height in flats, long curly brown hair that caught the light like dark honey, green eyes that crinkled when she laughed. She worked in marketing for another company, two floors above me in the same glass office block near Anděl. We kept running into each other at the ground-floor café during lunch: same queue for overpriced panini, same complaints about the espresso machine. One day she smiled and said, “You’re the one who always takes the corner table with the laptop, right?” I laughed, we started talking, and within weeks we were friends outside the building too.

I didn’t hide who I was with her. Over wine in a quiet bar in Vinohrady I told her about the kink, the munches, the years of playing dominant. She listened without flinching, asked smart questions, shared that she’d experimented a little in university but never found the right dynamic. It felt safe to be fully myself.

Prague in 2006 was a city in awkward adolescence. The British stag parties had discovered it hard, every weekend groups of sunburned lads in matching T-shirts roamed the Old Town, leering at anything female, shouting “Get your tits out!” or worse. Walking anywhere near Charles Bridge after dark meant steeling yourself for catcalls. Katka and I learned to avoid the centre on Fridays and Saturdays, sticking to the quieter pockets: the sloping vineyards of Vinohrady with their benches and views of the castle lit gold at dusk, hidden speakeasies behind unmarked doors, jazz bars where the smoke was still thick and the cocktails strong.

Katka knew the city’s better veins. She also introduced me to something entirely new.

I’d never been into team sports, Formula One with Dad on Sunday afternoons was the extent of it. But Katka was a die-hard Sparta Prague hockey fan. She insisted I come to a game. “It’s the Prague derby,” she said. “Sparta vs. Slavia. You have to see it.”

We met at the gates of the arena in Holešovice. I almost didn’t recognise her: red Sparta jersey stretched across her chest, red scarf knotted around her neck, red, yellow and blue stripes of face paint under her eyes like war markings. She grinned, handed me a spare jersey. “You’re not standing in the kotel in civilian clothes.”

The kotel, the “boiler”, was the home-end ultras section: standing-only, packed shoulder-to-shoulder, drums thundering, chants rolling like waves. We pushed in, bodies pressed tight, air thick with beer and sweat and cigarette smoke, still allowed inside then. The puck dropped and the place erupted. Sparta scored early; the roar shook the rafters. I found myself screaming along, arms up, voice hoarse on songs I didn’t know the words to yet. When Slavia got a penalty, the kotel turned venomous, insults flying in rapid Czech, fists pounding the barriers. It was chaos, tribal, alive. For the first time I understood why people loved sports.

I’ve been a season-ticket holder ever since. Sparta is in my blood now. If you ever want to kneel for me, know that you kneel for them too.

That game changed more than my Saturdays.

I’d slept with women plenty, casual hookups, orgies, nights where I went out specifically to pull a girl and take her home. But love? That pull in the chest? Never. Until then.

After a beautiful Sparta goal, clean wrister from the blue line, top corner, I turned to Katka, adrenaline surging, and kissed her. Deep, urgent, right there in the roaring kotel. The noise around us dipped for a heartbeat; I felt eyes on us, heard a few low whistles. I didn’t care. She kissed back, fierce, hungry, hands fisting my new jersey.

When we broke apart, her eyes were wide. “Why did you do that?”

My stomach plummeted. “I’m sorry… I thought, I misread the signals.”

“I’m not a lesbian,” she said quietly. No anger, just honesty. “I’m sorry.”

My face burned. “I’m really sorry.”

“It’s fine.” A small, soft smile. “Let’s just watch the game.”

We stood side by side, cheering mechanically. The mood had cracked; the joy leaked out. I wanted to disappear, to bolt for the exit and never face her again.

Then, after a few minutes of heavy silence, I felt her hand brush mine, tentative, then deliberate. Her fingers threaded through mine. I glanced over; she kept her eyes on the ice, cheeks flushed, breathing shallow and quick. I squeezed back.

We shouted at a bad call from the ref together. She laughed, small, nervous, and slid her arm around my waist, pulling me closer. Our hips touched; I could feel her heartbeat through the jersey.

I still didn’t know what it meant. I’d been rejected; maybe this was just forgiveness, kindness. Maybe more.

Between the second and third period we found seats, cracked open plastic cups of beer. Silence stretched. Then she spoke, voice barely above the crowd hum: “I wouldn’t know what I’m doing.”

“That’s okay,” I whispered. “No pressure.”

“I’m not saying no. But… I wouldn’t know how to tell my friends, my family. I’m not embarrassed. I’m scared of being rejected.”

I swallowed hard. “I’m not asking for announcements. Just… whatever this is.”

More silence, deafening amid the noise. Then she took my hand again, leaned in, and whispered: “Kiss me again.”

We kissed, slow at first, then desperate. Lips, tongues, teeth; her little sounds of need vibrating against my mouth. We missed the buzzer for the third period entirely.

Ten minutes from the final buzzer she pulled back, eyes dark. “I live closer.”

We left early, first time she’d ever done that as a loyal Sparta fan. Hand in hand, jerseys still on, face paint smudged, we walked into the Prague night, hearts hammering, toward whatever came next.

Everything about that first night together was pure experimentation, tender and tentative and electric.

For Katka, every touch was a first. The first time another woman’s lips brushed hers in the dark. The first-time soft fingers traced the curve of her hip, then lower, parting her thighs with gentle insistence. The first time she felt a tongue, mine, circle her clit in slow, deliberate spirals until her back arched off the mattress and she came with a sharp, surprised cry. Then again. And again. Three consecutive orgasms left her trembling, thighs slick, breath ragged. When I finally lifted my head, lips glistening, she stared at me with wide, dazed eyes. “I wasn’t sure I could…” she started, then trailed off. I kissed her inner thigh. “You don’t have to do anything.” But she was already moving, pushing me onto my back, hair spilling across my stomach like dark silk as she settled between my legs. Her tongue was hesitant at first, exploratory, tasting me like I was something new and fragile. Then she found rhythm, and I came hard against her mouth, fingers tangled in her curls, whispering her name like a prayer.

For me, the real experiment was the morning after. I woke to pale winter light filtering through the blinds, her head on my chest, one long leg thrown over mine, her breathing slow and even. I waited for the usual post-sex clarity, the moment when affection fades into detachment, when I’d feel the itch to be alone again. It didn’t come. Instead there was quiet contentment: the warmth of her body, the faint scent of her shampoo mixed with sex and sweat, the steady thump of her heart against my ribs. Was it love? No. Not yet. But in that soft, suspended moment, I was happy, deeply, uncomplicatedly happy, to be exactly where I was, with her.

Our relationship unfolded like spring after a long winter. At the office we kept it light: quick smiles across the lobby, shared eye-rolls over bad coffee in the break room, casual “how was your weekend?” chats that gave nothing away. She wasn’t ready to come out at work, Prague might have been tolerant, but corporate Czechia still had its unspoken rules. I respected that. I gave her the privacy she needed.

Evenings belonged to us. She always had a plan: dinner at a tiny Georgian place in Vinohrady where the khachapuri arrived steaming and golden, a late screening at Kino Aero with sticky seats and cheap wine, walks through Grébovka Park when the cherry blossoms were out. She kissed me without hesitation in public, quick pecks on Národní třída, longer ones on tram platforms, hands linked as we strolled past the old art-nouveau buildings. No hiding. No shame.

One afternoon we sat on a bench in the fragrant public gardens outside our office block, lilacs in bloom, bees humming. She leaned in, kissed me slow and deep, then pulled back just enough to speak against my lips. “I told my best friends, that I’m with a girl.”

My heart stuttered. “How did they take it?”

She shrugged, small smile tugging her mouth. “They said, ‘This is Prague. We don’t care.’” We both laughed, relieved, giddy, grateful for a city that, for all its flaws, mostly let people live.

Hockey became our ritual. I went to every Sparta game I could, home matches, the kotel roaring, red scarves waving like battle flags. I learned the chants by heart, the rhythms of the drums, the exact moment the ultras would light their flares and turn the stands into a sea of smoke and fire. Katka dragged me to away games too: Brno, Plzeň, once even Ostrava, long bus rides filled with beer, singing, and the sweet ache of standing shoulder-to-shoulder with strangers who felt like family. Sparta was in my veins now, permanent as any tattoo.

Katka was curious about my world. She asked about BDSM, not the tabloid version, but the real thing: why it called to me, what it felt like to hold that power. I’d never really dominated women emotionally, professionally, yes, in the studio with Viktorie, but that was scripted, transactional. With Katka it shifted. The psychological games didn’t land the same way. What burned was the physical: rope binding her wrists to the headboard, the way her D-cup breasts swelled and darkened when I wrapped coils tight around them, nipples pebbled and straining. Blindfolding her with black silk, then teasing her for hours, feather-light touches, ice cubes trailing down her stomach, my tongue everywhere except where she begged. E-Stim pads on her inner thighs, TENS unit dialled low then higher, watching her hips buck as electricity forced moans from her throat I’d never heard before. She’d come shaking, gasping my name, body slick with sweat. We were both addicted to it.

But she sensed something missing. “I love this,” she said one night, curled against me, “but it doesn’t feel like the real you. Not completely.”

Then she said the words that changed everything: “Let’s find a boy. Dominate him together.”

My stomach dropped. I was falling for her, harder than I’d admitted even to myself. We were practically living together; my flat had become a storage unit, my toothbrush lived in her bathroom, my clothes in her drawers. The thought of bringing a man in terrified me, not because of jealousy, but because I worried it would remind her of heterosexuality, pull her back to something safer, simpler. Still, I couldn’t deny her. I reached out to the old munch group, found Jan: twenty-four, eager, experienced enough to know his limits, curious enough to push them.

The first session Katka watched from the armchair, legs crossed, glass of wine in hand. I started slow: made Jan strip and dance naked on the bed, awkward and flushed under our gaze. Called him pretty little slut, worthless cock, sissy bitch. Dressed him in pink lace panties, a matching bralette, sheer stockings. Applied smudged eyeliner and red lipstick, then whipped him until tears streaked the makeup in black rivers. Made him kneel under me while I pissed slow and steady into his open mouth, watching his throat work. Strapped on my favourite dildo, thick, black, unyielding, and fucked his throat until drool ran down his chin.

Katka’s breaths grew shallow. She gasped at the whip cracks, cooed softly when he whimpered. Then she stood, shed every piece of clothing, and joined me. She picked up the cat o’ nine tails, dragged the leather strands lightly across his back while I pegged him, slow at first, then deeper, harder. By the end she’d tried everything: the piss, the strap-on, the verbal degradation. She looked at me afterward, eyes bright. “I get it now. We should make this regular. Our thing.”

The fear dissolved, but not for the reasons I expected. Watching her that night, confident, curious, powerful, reminded me what I truly craved in a partner: someone who could kneel beside me, not just under me. I loved Katka, still do, in a quiet, permanent way, but she didn’t fill every hollow space inside me. When I looked into her eyes, though, the words wouldn’t come. I couldn’t break her heart.

Jan became a fixture. We played with him regularly, then I brought in Martin, a gay friend, clean, tested, trustworthy, to introduce forced bi. Jan had consented, of course, but he’d never touched a man. The first time I knelt beside him, voice low and calm, and whispered, “Open your mouth, sissy. Good girls take cock bareback because they know their place, you know cum belongs inside you, don’t you sweetie, you’re my good girl,” Katka watched, transfixed. She came, hard, sudden, thighs clenching. Later she told me why: “It wasn’t cruel. Your voice was so soft, so smooth, but it carried this… weight. You made him shrink without raising your volume. It was the most erotic thing I’ve ever seen.”

I smiled, remembering Sharon Stone in Basic Instinct, that effortless, velvet menace. For the first time, I felt it in myself: the power I’d chased since I was a teenager. It wasn’t the start of our end. It was the beginning of something else.

We moved in together. My lease ended; it made sense. Rent saved, mornings tangled in sheets, evenings planning scenes. Life felt aligned, femdom fixed, love present, future bright.

Then Dad died. Sudden. Heart attack in his sleep. Mum called at 3 a.m.; her voice was small, broken. I flew home the next day.

A week later LX was sold, acquired by a larger firm in London. Restructuring rumours started immediately. My team was told to “prepare for changes.” Everything, grief, security, routine, crumbled at once.

The apartment felt too quiet. Katka held me when I cried, but the cracks were already forming.

Our life together settled into a quiet, comfortable routine that should have felt secure but instead began to feel like a slow drift. Mornings started the same: coffee brewing in the small kitchenette, her curls still wild from sleep, me scrolling emails while she packed her lunch. Evenings were predictable, takeout from the Vietnamese place on the corner, episodes of whatever Czech crime drama was trending, then bed where we’d curl together, her head on my chest, my fingers tracing lazy circles on her back. The sex stayed good, intense when we played with Jan, tender when it was just us. But something inside me had gone quiet. Distant. Numb.

Dad’s death hit harder than I let on. The funeral in England had been small, rain-slicked graveside, Mum’s hand cold in mine, relatives I barely knew murmuring condolences. Back in Prague, the grief didn’t fade; it just changed shape. It became a low hum under everything: a tightness in my throat when the phone rang unexpectedly, a sudden need to be alone in the shower where no one could hear me cry. The company sale compounded it. LX was absorbed into a faceless multinational; three months after the ink dried, they relocated our team from the glass tower near Anděl to a new build on the Vltava riverbank in Karlín. The new office was all smooth concrete, steel beams, and floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the river. It should have been inspiring. Instead it felt isolating. No more quick lunches in the ground-floor café. No stolen kisses by the coffee machine. No five-minute walks to meet Katka for a cigarette break. Just a longer tram ride each way, the river grey and indifferent outside the windows, and an empty desk where her presence used to be.

One evening in summer, Katka sat across from me on the sofa, knees drawn up, glass of Moravian white in her hand. She looked nervous, fingers twisting the stem, eyes on the floor.

“I’ve been having feelings for Jan,” she said quietly. “Nothing’s happened. We haven’t even talked about it properly. But I needed to tell you. Before it becomes something I can’t control.”

I waited for the flare of jealousy, the sharp sting of betrayal. It didn’t come. Instead there was only a soft, resigned sadness, like watching a tide pull away from shore. I reached over, took her hand, squeezed it once.

“Then be with him,” I said.

She blinked. “You’re not angry?”

I shook my head. “I love you, Katka. I always will. But I’m not… enough for you anymore. Maybe I never let you in. And you deserve to chase what feels right.”

Tears welled in her eyes, but she didn’t let them fall. “I don’t want to lose you.”

“You won’t.”

We were too good at being friends to let it end in wreckage. After a long, quiet conversation, wine bottles emptying, tissues piling on the coffee table, we agreed on the only thing that made sense: I’d move into her spare room. The flat was big enough, two bedrooms off a long hallway, high ceilings, original parquet floors that creaked underfoot. My things migrated slowly: clothes first, then books, laptop, the few toys I still kept in a locked drawer. The spare room became mine, simple, functional, a single bed against the wall, a desk by the window overlooking the courtyard where neighbours hung laundry on lines that sagged like tired smiles.

We became roommates. Best friends. The kind who still shared everything: late-night talks on the balcony with cheap cigarettes and cheaper wine, inside jokes about Jan’s nervous stammer when we first pegged him, mutual teasing over who left the dishes. She started dating him properly a few months later, tentative at first, then open. I met them for beers sometimes, watched the way she leaned into him, the way his hand found the small of her back. It didn’t hurt the way I thought it might. It just… was.

We kept going to Sparta games. The kotel still roared, the red scarves still waved, but the seat beside me was occupied by my friend, not my lover anymore. I’d shout the chants, feel the bass of the drums in my chest, and for those ninety minutes everything else quieted. Sparta was still mine, still in my blood, even if other parts of me felt adrift.

We were still us, just rearranged. Friends. Roommates. Survivors of something beautiful that had run its course. And somewhere in that quiet rearrangement, I started to wonder what came next.
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Five – Personal Assistance

I’d like to think you’ve all read Personal Assistance by now. If you haven’t, stop right here, go find it, and come back when you’re done. I’m not going to rehash the whole story, suffice it to say that while it’s packaged as fiction, every page is drawn from a very real chapter of my life: how I met my husband, the way our worlds collided, and how what started as professional tension became something far deeper and more permanent. If you’ve read it, you already know the broad strokes. If you haven’t… well, spoilers would ruin the fun.

When LX was acquired by TrentMajor, an IT firm playing in roughly the same sandbox of pattern recognition, behavioural analytics, and the early stirrings of what we now casually call AI, I braced for the worst. I’d clawed my way to dev team lead for maintenance in the old regime: a modest promotion that came with a title bump, a small pay bump, and exactly zero real influence. The rest of the ladder was blocked by a tight-knit clique of expat managers who bonded over weekend golf at the courses outside Prague, Sunday brunches at expat-friendly cafés, and the kind of casual networking that happens over pints at The Globe. They weren’t cruel, just comfortable in their bubble. I was the local girl who didn’t play golf, didn’t laugh at the same tired jokes, and didn’t hide my opinions behind polite British understatement. I feared TrentMajor would be more of the same: bigger logo, same glass ceiling.

I was wrong.

The new head of location arrived like a sudden change in wind. Tom Slater. Thirty, only three years older than me, tall, broad-shouldered, with the kind of easy, boyish clumsiness that made him seem younger than he was. Dark hair that always looked slightly too long, wire-rimmed glasses he kept pushing up his nose, and a habit of apologising for things that weren’t his fault. He scheduled one-on-ones with everyone on the floor within his first two weeks, no exceptions. When my turn came, we sat in one of the new glass meeting pods overlooking the Karlín riverbank, grey water sliding past, trams clanging in the distance, the faint smell of fresh paint still clinging to the walls.

He started with the usual HR script: performance, goals, blockers. Then he leaned back, loosened his tie a notch, and asked the real question. “Julia, you’ve got a fucking MBA. Why are you still babysitting maintenance tickets?”

I could have deflected. In the past I would have, shrugged, smiled, said something self-deprecating about “paying my dues” or “team dynamics.” But something about the way he asked, direct, no bullshit, a little frustrated on my behalf, made the truth spill out.

I laid it bare.

The three heads of department ran the show like their personal fiefdoms. Ferenc, my boss’s boss, head of development, sharp, Hungarian, always impeccably dressed, but allergic to confrontation. Danny, head of operations, loud American laugh, golf handicap he mentioned too often. Jozef, head of R&D, quiet, brilliant, but loyal to the old guard. All three reported to Peter Rupert in the US, who’d already been quietly pushed out in the acquisition. Rupert had spent most of his Prague visits drinking, playing eighteen holes, and, according to the rumours, frequenting the strip clubs and brothels. Not that I judged the last part.

“There’s nothing wrong with a man wanting to pay for sex,” I said, watching Tom’s eyebrows climb. “If the woman’s choosing to sell it, that’s her agency. The problem isn’t the transaction.”

He blinked. “You’re… surprisingly relaxed about that.” He said. “It’s the men propagating the problem.”

“I would argue it’s also the wives who are too dull.”

His eyes flicked down to his left hand. The ring indentation was still pale and obvious against tanned skin, no band in sight.

“Divorced?” I asked gently.

“Recently.”

“How recently?”

“Last month.”

“That’s very recent.”

“Indeed.”

“Still hurts?”

“Not as much as what she did to me.”

“With your consent… or without?”

He flinched, visible, involuntary. Recognition flashed across his face like a struck match. He held my gaze for a long beat, then answered slowly. “Without.”

I let the word hang there. Then I smirked, just a small one, the corner of my mouth. “Interesting.”

We steered back to safer ground. The three heads, I explained, hired who they liked, promoted who they liked, and sidelined anyone who didn’t fit the mould. Their official line on me: “not a team player,” “lacks respect for colleagues.” Locally, the Czech devs got on with me just fine, or rather, I was tolerated; I reviewed their code fairly, taught juniors without condescension, bought rounds after big releases. The problem was the US team. They hated my code reviews.

As code reviewer, I saw everything. The Prague output was solid, clean, efficient, well-commented. The Atlanta and Austin commits were a dumpster fire: same rookie mistakes repeated ad nauseam, same developers ignoring feedback. After the fiftieth time fixing the same null-reference bug in the same guy’s pull request, I got petty. I started leaving comments in the code:

text

// ---this section was corrected by Julia for the 800th time, because the moron in Atlanta still doesn’t understand .NET try-catch blocks---

It got noticed. It got me written up. But TrentMajor was British-owned now, and the new CEO, an Australian in his late thirties who threw the word “cunt” around like punctuation, didn’t suffer fools. He liked bluntness. He liked results.

Tom listened to all of it without interrupting, scribbling notes in a battered Moleskine. When I finished he closed the notebook, looked at me straight.

“Thanks for telling me. Now I can actually do something about it.”

A week later I was promoted. Senior Lead Developer, dotted-line reporting to Tom, with a pay rise that made my bank account glitch when the deposit hit. A real seat at the table. A real voice.

And that, right there, is where the problems began.

Obviously, I wasn’t shy about my sexuality. I didn’t parade around the office in latex or announce my weekend plans over the coffee machine, but I didn’t hide it either. No slutty office attire, jeans and blouses like everyone else, but rumours spread like wildfire in a place like that. People notice things: the faint bruise from a rope mark peeking above a collar, the way I’d check my phone during lunch with a private smile, or how I’d disappear to munches without explanation. Posting regularly on NYX, an online BDSM forum where I shared femdom short stories, and shared found pictures in the local group threads, probably didn’t help. Prague’s tech scene was small; someone always connected the dots.

The moment the promotion hit my inbox, Senior Lead Developer, new responsibilities, that fat pay bump, the rumours started. I was fucking Tom. Simple as that. Never mind that my performance metrics had been top of the team for quarters: lowest bug rates, fastest resolution times, three successful migrations without downtime. Never mind the MBA hanging on my wall or the glowing reviews from devs who actually worked with me. No, I was young, attractive, female, and suddenly visible. Ergo: sleeping my way up.

It escalated fast. Side-eyes in the kitchenette, conversations stopping when I walked into the open-plan floor with its rows of monitors and ergonomic chairs. Emails cc’d to unnecessary people, passive-aggressive comments in stand-ups about “favouritism.” HR in the UK got wind of it, anonymous tip, probably, and flew over an investigator. Tammy: mid-forties, chubby blonde with sensible glasses and a Midlands accent, dressed in a no-nonsense trouser suit and carrying a leather-bound notepad.

We sat in a small conference room off the main floor, blinds drawn, fluorescent lights buzzing overhead, the faint hum of servers from the adjacent room. She started polite: questions about my promotion timeline, interactions with Tom, any perceived conflicts.

Then she leaned forward, voice dropping. “Is it true you’re involved in a group practicing sadomasochism?”

“Yes.” No hesitation. No shame. I met her eyes steadily.

She blinked behind her glasses, pen pausing mid-note. “Okay. Erm… is it true you’re in a lesbian relationship?”

“What’s that got to do with anything?”

“Well, if you’re a lesbian, then you’d hardly be sleeping with Tom, would you?”

I nodded slowly. “I see.”

“So?”

“No. I was in a lesbian relationship, but we broke up a few months ago. We just live together now.”

Her eyebrows shot up. “You live together?”

“Flatmates.”

“Oh.” She scribbled something, then looked up again, curiosity cracking her professional mask.

“Me, her, her boyfriend, my former submissive.” I said it casually, watching her reaction.

Her eyes bolted wide. “Excuse me?”

“Oh, well, when Katka and I dated, we used to have a man who served us, as our, erm, submissive. They fell in love.” I smiled faintly, remembering Jan’s awkward first scene.

“Riiiight.” She gulped audibly, made a quick note, then set her pen down. “You’re an open book, aren’t you?”

“Pretty much.”

“So if you were…” She frowned, sighed, adjusted her glasses. “If you were fucking Tom, you’d pretty much admit it?”

“Definitely. But I’m not. And if I was, it wouldn’t be to further my career. You’ve seen my education and work history, you know I didn’t sleep my way here.”

She put the notepad aside, removed her glasses, and rubbed the bridge of her nose. The room felt smaller, the air thicker with unspoken understanding. “Julia, I’m aware of the organisational challenges from the previous administration. And I know Czech workplace culture, there’s a lot of jealousy when someone, especially a woman or a foreigner, gets promoted over locals. From what I’ve heard, and what I’m seeing, that’s exactly what this is.”

“It is.” I shrugged, leaning back in the chair.

“It’s not going to go away.”

“So what should I do? Quit?”

“No, I’m just explaining you might face these rumours again.” She paused, then smiled, a real one, crinkling the corners of her eyes. “Are you going to show me this funky BDSM group you’re in? I go to Torture Garden, by the way.”

And that’s how a plump little HR woman named Tammy became my friend and confidante. We swapped stories over private messenger: her wild nights at TG in London, my munches in Prague. She offered real advice, not corporate platitudes, but human ones. “Own it, love. They’ll tire themselves out eventually.”

Unfortunately, she wasn’t wrong. For the next few months, the Prague team did what they could to undermine me. Subtle sabotage: delayed handoffs on projects, “forgotten” invites to key meetings, nitpicky complaints in retrospectives about my “management style.” Even though I was their boss now, running the local dev pod, assigning tasks, reviewing performance, I couldn’t command real respect. They smiled to my face, nodded in stand-ups, but behind my back? Whispers in Czech I pretended not to understand, eye-rolls when I led demos.

I wanted to fire the worst offenders, the ones who dragged their feet on deadlines or “lost” critical docs, but their performance metrics were just fine on paper. Mediocre, but defensible. No gross misconduct. No leverage. HR wouldn’t back summary dismissals without ironclad cause, and I wasn’t about to manufacture it.

In the end, I gave up. Not on the work, I kept delivering, kept pushing my team harder than they pushed back. But on winning them over. I focused on my pod, ignored the noise, and started eyeing the horizon. Because if respect wouldn’t come from within, maybe it was time to build something outside.

Gavin, the CEO, was growing increasingly frustrated with the regional heads of operations. Across Europe, the Middle East, and APAC, traction was minimal, projects stalled, teams resistant, numbers flatlining. Only Tom was delivering: Prague’s site consistently hit KPIs, code quality improved quarter-over-quarter, voluntary attrition stayed low. Yet out of all the heads, Tom was the most despised. The 360 feedback was brutal, zero support from peers, direct reports, even some of the global functions. Comments ranged from “arrogant outsider” to “bulldozes without listening” to “doesn’t understand our culture.” Gavin didn’t care.

He called Tom into his London office during one of his rare European visits, glass walls, Thames view, the faint smell of expensive aftershave and fresh espresso. Gavin leaned back in his chair, sleeves rolled up, forearms tanned from Sydney summers.

“We ain’t here to make friends, mate,” he said, voice carrying that broad Australian drawl. “We’re here to get shit done. If those fuckers don’t like you but still put out quality work, and they’re not quitting in droves, then I’d say their feedback ain’t worth shit.”

Tom nodded, jaw tight. Gavin didn’t wait for a reply.

The global Vice President of Operations role opened up a few weeks later, strategic oversight across all regions, direct report to Gavin, serious equity package. It only made sense for Tom to step into it. He was the only one with proven results. The Prague regional head position, the one Tom had held, was offered to me next. Bigger title, bigger budget, bigger target on my back.

I turned it down flat.

I didn’t want every decision second-guessed by the same clique that had spent months undermining me. I was already in talks with another company, a Prague-based fintech startup that had headhunted me quietly. Better culture, remote-friendly, stock options that actually meant something. I’d had the final interview; offer letter was in my inbox.

Tom found out the same afternoon. He called me into his new office, the glass pod now felt bigger without the river view distraction. He closed the door, leaned against the desk, arms crossed.

“What can I do to stop you from leaving?”

“Nothing,” I said. “It’s a done deal.”

He exhaled through his nose, rubbed the back of his neck. “How about my Executive Assistant?”

I raised an eyebrow.

“And before you ask, no, not my secretary.”

I rolled my eyes, letting my voice drop into that low, teasing purr I knew affected him. “Jeez, Tom, I know what an Executive Assistant does.”

He looked away, cheeks flushing pink under the stubble. “Sorry,” he muttered.

I grinned. It was so easy to unravel him, just a shift in tone, a lingering look, and he turned to mush. I loved that about him. When we were alone together, the masks dropped. No corporate polish, no careful phrasing. Just us. Whenever he entered a room, my spine straightened instinctively, a quiet power uncoiling in my chest I’d never felt with anyone else. It wasn’t play; it was presence.

“If I take the job, they’ll talk,” I warned.

He shrugged. “Their problem.”

I smirked, eyes locked on him. He stared down at the desk, avoiding my gaze, fingers drumming lightly on the wood. I could practically see the tension in his shoulders, the way his breathing had shallowed. He was hard under the desk, I’d bet money on it, but he was still my boss. Still the man who signed my timesheet.

I couldn’t resist one last dig. I leaned forward slightly, voice soft. “You know, things might be easier if I quit.”

His head snapped up. Our eyes met and held. Then I saw it: a flicker of real sadness behind the professional mask. Not anger, not frustration, just quiet hurt.

“I think it would be easier if you stayed,” he said.

The words landed heavier than I expected. I’d misjudged, thought this was all banter, all surface tension. But there was something deeper there, something vulnerable he rarely showed.

I nodded once. I accepted the offer.

Executive Assistant to the Global VP of Operations. Personal gatekeeper, scheduler, confidante, travel partner. Close enough to feel the heat of him every day, far enough to keep the line professional.

And God, I’m so glad I did.




[image: ]


Six – The Leap

Moving from coding into executive administration felt like stepping off a familiar treadmill onto unfamiliar ground. I’d never planned to be a developer in the first place, it was just something I was good at, something that paid the bills while I figured out what I actually wanted. The logic puzzles, the late-night debugging sessions, the quiet satisfaction of a clean merge, they were fine, but they never lit me up. What did light me up was the idea of leadership: real leadership, the kind where people listened because they respected you, not because you held the org chart over their heads. I wanted to be the woman in the room who commanded attention without shouting, the one others turned to when decisions mattered.

I could have taken the regional head of operations role when it was offered. On paper it looked like the fast track, bigger title, bigger scope, direct reports, budget authority. But I saw the trap. Too much, too soon. The same Prague team that had spent months undermining me would have doubled down; the clique would have circled wagons. I’d have been set up to fail spectacularly, burned out before I turned thirty. As Tom’s Executive Assistant, though? That was different. It was proximity without immediate exposure. I’d learn the global machine from the inside, how decisions really got made, who held real influence, what buttons to push and which to avoid. I’d support, observe, demonstrate competence without the weight of a full department on my shoulders. It bought me time to build credibility the slow, deliberate way.

Still, as I settled into the role, calendar Tetris, travel bookings, preparing briefing packs, sitting in on calls with Gavin and the other VPs, a new thought crept in and refused to leave.

Tom had invaded my mind.

Night after night I dreamed of him on his knees: eyes upturned, lips parted, the same clumsy blush that appeared when he fumbled a joke now spreading across his cheeks for entirely different reasons. I imagined him in pale pink panties, the lace stretched tight over his hips; imagined him on all fours, sucking cock while I watched, directed, praised or degraded as the mood took me. I pictured him as the one, the man who could kneel without shame, who could take everything I wanted to give and still look at me like I was the centre of his world. No one had ever consumed my thoughts like this. It was torture: delicious, aching, relentless. I’d wake up wet, thighs pressed together, heart hammering, and have to force myself to focus on the day’s inbox instead of texting him something filthy.

Katka knew, of course. We still shared the flat, her bedroom down the hall, Jan’s things gradually migrating in, and I couldn’t stop talking about him. Over late-night wine on the balcony or while we folded laundry, the words spilled out: his nervous laugh, the way he pushed his glasses up when he was thinking, how he always apologised for things that weren’t his fault. She found it hilarious.

“You’re like a teenager with a crush,” she teased one evening, legs tucked under her on the sofa. “But there’s one massive problem, love.”

“What?”

“You know nothing about him.”

She was right. Our working relationship was effortless, inside jokes that skirted every HR guideline, late-night Skype messages about nothing and everything, the occasional shared eye-roll during endless Skype calls. I knew he was divorced, single, that the split had been ugly. But why? How? What did he do when the office lights went off? Who was he when he wasn’t the boss?

I tried to bridge the gap. Invited him out for beers in Prague, casual, group things with the local team, a chance to meet people outside the org chart. He always had an excuse: late call with Sydney, early flight to London, family visiting. Polite deflections, never rude, but consistent.

Then one evening at the hockey arena, Sparta vs. someone unimportant, I spotted him in the stands. He was with two British guys I didn’t recognise, expat types, probably from the finance crowd, wearing casual jackets and scarves, pints in hand. When our eyes met across the section, his face went bright red. Instant, unmistakable embarrassment. His friends noticed, followed his gaze, started ribbing him with the kind of good-natured filth men reserve for each other. One elbowed him, nodding in my direction; the other made an exaggerated hourglass gesture. Tom said something quick, face still flaming, and they calmed, nodded respectfully, raised their glasses in a small salute. He looked away after that, but I caught him glancing back twice more during the first period.

I’m not going to pretend I don’t know I’m attractive. I work for it every day: gym at 6 a.m., weights and cardio, meticulous skincare routine that costs more than my first Prague rent, hair appointments that leave me smelling like expensive salon products for days. Tall, long blonde hair, slim build, tiny arse I’m proud of. Tiny tits though, barely an A-cup back then, my one real insecurity. I’d get implants a couple of years later, settling comfortably into a C-cup that finally matched the rest of me, but I’m not arrogant about it. I’m proud of the transformation, the overweight, shy schoolgirl who starved and trained herself into someone who turns heads. That’s earned, not given.

The fantasies didn’t stop. I walked into the office constantly wet, mind spinning ridiculous scenarios: him bent over his desk after hours, me behind him with a strap; him in lingerie, collared, begging; him watching me with someone else while he leaked in his cage. I wanted that skinny, geeky bastard so badly it hurt. But I still knew almost nothing real about him.

Until I gained access to his email as part of the EA role.

FetLife notifications. They popped up in his inbox like little beacons, new messages, likes, comments. Back then FetLife was still relatively new, still the place where kinksters gathered without mainstream scrutiny. I had a profile, obviously, under a fake name, no face pic unless you were a member, but active enough in local groups. I hadn’t seen him like or follow me, so I assumed he hadn’t looked, but the second I saw those notifications, I searched his username.

There he was. Profile set to the UK, not updated since before the Prague move. Relationship status still listed as married, out of date, clearly. No photo, just a blank avatar, but the kinks were public: submissive, cuckolding high on the list. Forced smoking, forced intoxication, impact play. Nothing about sissification, which disappointed me a little, but the rest… interesting.

I knew for a fact he didn’t smoke. Never once saw him with a cigarette, never smelled it on his clothes. Forced smoking was pure fantasy for him, a hook, a lever, something I could use.

The realisation settled in my chest like a lit coal. I had the key now. Not just to his professional world, but to the hidden one beneath it. And I intended to turn it.

I took my time. Rushing in headfirst would have scared him off, and probably cost me the job I’d only just started to enjoy. Tom was already skittish around personal boundaries; one wrong move and he’d retreat behind polite deflections and extra layers of professional distance. So I waited. I observed. I let the small moments build: the way his eyes lingered a second too long when I wore the black pencil skirt that hugged my hips, the faint flush when our hands brushed passing a folder, the way his voice softened when it was just the two of us in the office after hours.

The turning point came after our first major shared victory: the annual budget plan. Weeks of late nights, endless spreadsheets, tense calls with Gavin in Sydney, and last-minute revisions had paid off. The board approved it without a single cut. Numbers were tight, projections aggressive but defensible, and for once the regional heads didn’t have ammunition to snipe. Tom walked into my office at 6:45 p.m., tie loosened, sleeves rolled to his elbows, glasses slightly askew, and dropped into the guest chair with a tired, genuine grin.

“We did it,” he said.

“We did.” I leaned back, crossed my legs, let the moment stretch. “So we should celebrate.”

He nodded absently. “Yeah. Go on, then. Take the rest of the week if you want.”

“No.” My voice dropped, firmer now. “You’re taking me out.”

His smile faltered. “Julia, that wouldn’t be appropriate…”

“Tom.” I folded my arms, held his gaze until he stopped fidgeting. “Drinks. Tonight. We talk. Is that understood?”

His throat worked visibly as he swallowed. His eyes locked on mine, wide, uncertain, pupils dark. After a long beat he nodded once, quick and jerky. “Yes, erm… Julia.”

I let the smirk show, slow and deliberate. He saw it. His cheeks flushed deeper. “Very good.”

We ended up at a quiet bar in Malá Strana, tucked away from the tourist crowds, low lighting, wooden beams, jazz playing soft enough to talk over. No one from the office would stumble in here. We took a corner booth, ordered beers, and let the first drink loosen the air between us.

He talked. Really talked. About his ex-wife, how it started with the classic narcissistic playbook: gaslighting, emotional erosion, making him doubt every decision until he second-guessed his own name. How it escalated to physical, shoves, slaps, once a thrown glass that left a scar on his forearm he still covered with long sleeves. How he’d tried to explain his submission early on, hoping it might bridge the gap. She’d called him a pervert, a freak, threatened to expose him to colleagues, to his family, to anyone who’d listen. Every time he gathered the courage to leave, she reminded him what the gossip would do to his career.

“Did she ever follow through?” I asked quietly.

“Yes. In the end. Told a few people. No one cared much, Gavin especially. He got me proper legal representation, made sure the divorce went through clean. That’s why I’m loyal to him. He protected me when no one else would.”

I reached across the table, rested my hand over his for a second, just long enough to feel the tremor in his fingers. “I’m sorry you went through that. BDSM is about consent, not violence. What she did wasn’t kink. It was abuse.”

He exhaled, shoulders dropping a fraction. “Right.”

“So how do you know so much about it?” he asked, finally meeting my eyes again.

I smiled, slow and knowing. “You really haven’t seen my FetLife profile, have you?”

He shook his head, quick. “No… I didn’t…”

“But you feel it, don’t you?” I leaned in slightly. “My dominance?”

He froze. The jazz piano filled the silence between us. Then he nodded, small, almost imperceptible. “Yes.”

“I’ve spent years waiting for the right person,” I said softly. “I always told myself I’d know when I found him.”

“Julia…” His voice cracked on my name. “I can’t. My work… I’ve already made such a mess of things.”

“I know.” I kept my tone gentle. “It’s fine.”

It wasn’t fine. Not even close. I wanted him so badly my skin felt too tight. But pushing now would break whatever fragile thread we’d just started to weave.

We finished our drinks in relative quiet. Paid the bill. Walked out into the cool Prague night, cobblestones slick from earlier rain, streetlamps casting long shadows. He saw me into a taxi, lingered at the open door a moment longer than necessary.

“Goodnight, Julia.”

“Goodnight, Tom.”

Back at the flat I poured everything out to Katka, wine in hand, pacing the living room while she sat curled on the sofa with Jan’s head in her lap. She listened, eyebrows raised, then gave a small, sympathetic laugh.

“It’s probably for the best,” she said. “He’s your boss. The optics…”

“I know.” I dropped onto the armchair opposite. “But it isn’t. I want him, Katka. I’d do anything to make him mine.”

She studied me for a long moment, then reached over and squeezed my knee. “Then be patient. If he’s the one, he’ll come to you. And if he doesn’t… there are other men who’d kneel without you having to beg.”

I nodded, but the ache in my chest didn’t ease. I wasn’t done waiting. Not yet. But I was done pretending I could wait forever.

I was getting ready for bed, brushing my teeth, hair still damp from the shower, the flat quiet except for the distant hum of trams outside, when my phone lit up on the nightstand. FetLife notification.

TOM: Found your profile. Holy shit Julia…

My pulse jumped. I wiped toothpaste from my lip, sat on the edge of the bed in just a loose T-shirt, and typed back.

JULIA: Too dark for you?

TOM: No, just… unexpected. You’re amazing.

A small thrill ran through me, sharp, electric. I could picture him in his own flat, phone in hand, face lit by the screen, cheeks probably flushed again.

JULIA: Tom, are you in bed yet?

TOM: Yes…

JULIA: You have my permission to masturbate.

A short pause, three pulsing dots, then nothing, then:

TOM: Thank you, Mistress Julia.

The words hit like a spark. Mistress. From him. I was in, one way or another, I was in. Tomorrow he might wake up flooded with regret, second-guessing every word, every fantasy. That was tomorrow’s problem.

I opened my private album, photos I’d never posted publicly. Sent the first: me in black latex catsuit, front unzipped to the navel, pierced nipples bare and hard under studio lights. Then another: me behind Jan, strap-on buried deep, one hand fisted in his hair while he gasped. Then darker ones, me standing over a bound slave, golden stream arcing into his open mouth; me whipping Katka’s thighs until red welts bloomed across pale skin.

TOM: Mistress, you are the single most beautiful woman I’ve ever met, but I’m broken. I caused my problems with my wife, I shouldn’t have told her about my fetishes.

The self-pity grated. I wasn’t here for whining.

JULIA: Shut the fuck up Tom! If you feel bad about your fetishes, by extension you’re calling me weird. I’m not weird, and neither are you. We both deserve happiness. At work, I will be very professional, but outside of work, I’d like to explore this possibility with you. If you don’t want that, make it clear now.

No reply. The status dot went grey. Offline.

He’d probably cum, hard, fast, shame crashing in right after, and logged off before he could overthink. I stared at the screen, irritation flaring hot in my chest. He was being a coward, a pussy, and I’d wasted my time. This stupid job, this careful dance, all of it. In that moment I decided: fuck it. I’d quit. Find something new. Walk away before I got more tangled.

I tossed the phone on the nightstand, flicked off the lamp, and lay in the dark, staring at the ceiling. Sleep came eventually, restless and shallow.

The next morning my phone was already buzzing when I woke, FetLife notifications stacked one after another.

TOM: I’m sorry, Gavin called and I couldn’t respond.

TOM: I’m sorry I upset you, that was the last thing I wanted to do, and no, you are not weird. I’m just scared because of how Fiona treated me, but you are right, it’s not weird, just different.

TOM: I would be glad to call you Mistress, it would be an honour, but I can’t just call someone Mistress if it is for play. I tried a professional dominatrix once and there was nothing there because I didn’t feel anything for the person. I need to know there is love and attraction there.

TOM: If I was to be your submissive, it would mean being your partner, and I’m not sure that is what you want, is it? If it is, that makes things even more complicated…but nothing that can’t be fixed.

TOM: I will leave it with you. If you are serious about this, then I’m sure you will find a way to let me know… Good night, Mistress Julia.

I read them twice, heart warming with every line. The fear was real, he wasn’t playing games; he was protecting what was left of himself. But he hadn’t run. He’d come back. He’d laid it bare: he needed more than scenes. He needed connection. Love.

In Personal Assistance, I’d used a different identity for those early messages, layers of anonymity to test the waters, to keep things safe. But in reality, I’d been honest from the first night he called me Mistress. No games, no fake names. I already had feelings for him, real, aching ones, and pretending otherwise felt pointless. Either he wanted me, all of me, or he didn’t.

As it turned out, he did. And that changed everything.

He was already at his desk when I walked in that morning, head down over his laptop, coffee steaming beside the monitor, the quiet click of keys the only sound in the open-plan floor still half-empty at 8:15. I’d dressed for the occasion, deliberately, ruthlessly. Black leather pencil skirt hugging my hips and thighs all the way to the knee, the material creaking faintly with each step. Black leather boots, four-inch spiked gold heels that announced every footfall like a warning shot. Under the sheer black halter-neck top, a black lace bralette so thin the pierced nipples pressed visibly against the fabric, dark and defiant for anyone who dared look closely. Makeup heavier than usual: smoky charcoal shadow smudged into the crease of my lids, winged liner sharp enough to cut, lips painted full dark crimson that caught the fluorescent light like fresh blood.

Tom looked up as I passed his desk. His eyes widened instantly, pupils flaring. His throat worked in a hard, audible gulp. He tracked me, unblinking, as I crossed to the side office, dropped my handbag on the desk with a soft thud, and turned back toward him.

I pulled the slim cigarette case and lighter from the bag, held them up so he could see. “I’m going for a cigarette.”

“Okay…” His voice was barely above a whisper, already fraying.

“You’re coming too.”

His lips parted, then curled, just the smallest, involuntary twitch of a smile he couldn’t quite suppress. “Yes, Mistress,” he breathed, so low I almost missed it.

I let the grin spread, slow, predatory, teeth showing. “Good boy.”

The smoking deck overlooked the Vltava, morning light glinting off the water, cold air sharp enough to sting. No one else was out here yet, just us, the low hum of traffic from the other side of the building. I leaned against the railing, lit a slim cigarette with a soft click of the lighter, inhaled deep, then turned and exhaled the smoke directly into his face in a slow, deliberate plume.

He didn’t flinch. His pupils were huge now, chest rising and falling too fast.

“Mis…” he started.

“Stop.” My voice cut clean. “Not at work.”

“Yes, sorry.” Immediate. Blush creeping up his neck, ears red. “I just… wanted to thank you.”

“For what?” I took another drag, held the smoke, watched him watch my lips. “You’re not doing me a service,” I said softly. “I’m courting you, Tom. For a relationship. I’m lonely. I haven’t found anyone I can honestly say I connect with, not really, not deeply. But when I’m with you, I feel… understood. Like we speak the same language no one else hears.”

He exhaled a long, shaky breath, like he’d been holding it for months. “I felt it the first time we talked. That moment in the one-on-one. I tried to stay professional. Told myself the feelings were ridiculous, the fantasies impossible.”

“They’re not.” I chuckled low, smoke curling from my nostrils. “Things just… work out. It took time to get here. I’m glad I was patient. But that patience has run out. I want something real now. I want a man I can go on holiday with, watch stupid films with, laugh with. And most of all, I want a man who’ll let me explore every fucked-up desire I have and won’t ever make me feel wrong for them.”

He laughed, short, disbelieving, relieved. “I think I’m your man.”

I tilted my head. “Then what’s the problem?”

“Work.”

“Work.”

I nodded once. Took another drag. “Remember when they accused us of having an affair?”

“Yes.”

“I made friends with the HR BP who investigated. Tammy. She’s… like us. Kink-friendly. Goes to Torture Garden when she’s in London. I think before we do anything, I should talk to her. Find out the smart way to handle this. No surprises.”

He swallowed again. Nodded.

I finished the cigarette, stubbed it out in the ashtray. Then I slid the slim silver case across the railing toward him, followed by the lighter.

He stared down at it.

“I don’t smoke,” he said quietly.

I turned my face toward the river, voice dropping to a velvet murmur. “Pick one up. Light it. Smoke it.” I paused, let the words sink in. “That’s an order, bitch.”

His hands trembled, cold air, anticipation, both, as he lifted the case. Fingers unsteady, he pulled out a slim white cigarette, placed it between his lips. The lighter clicked twice before it caught. He inhaled, shallow at first, then deeper, and coughed once, soft and startled.

I watched the smoke drift from his mouth, watched his eyes water slightly, watched the flush deepen across his cheekbones.

He didn’t look away.

Neither did I.

The tension between us was a live wire, humming, dangerous, ready to spark. Work waited inside those glass doors. But out here, in the cold morning light, with the taste of smoke and possibility on our tongues, we both knew the line had already been crossed.

The moment I stepped back into the office, the glass doors sighing shut behind me, I headed straight for my side room and closed the door with a soft click. Heart still racing from the deck, from the smoke, from the way his hands had trembled when he lit that cigarette, I opened Skype. Tammy’s status was grey, too early in the UK, probably still on the school run, wrestling kids into coats and yelling at traffic. Perfect. Quiet time.

I grabbed my phone, slipped out to one of the soundproofed call pods, tiny glass cubicle, padded walls, a single chair and a small table, and dialled her. She picked up on the second ring.

“Oh-oh. This early?” Her voice crackled with amusement and the low rumble of London traffic. “Something wrong, love?”

“Erm… are you alone?”

“Yes, honey. Kids dumped at the gates, and I’m stuck behind some twat on a bike. Hang on…” A long, angry beep blasted through the speaker, followed by Tammy’s sharp shout: “Move your fucking bike, you tosser!”

I laughed despite myself, quiet, relieved. HR people in their natural habitat were never as buttoned-up as the policy manuals suggested.

“Right,” she said, calmer now. “What’s up?”

“So… Tom.”

Instant cackle. “Yeah, you think I don’t know about his darker side? You two are perfect for each other. I’ve been waiting for this shoe to drop.”

“Right?” I exhaled, the tension in my shoulders loosening a fraction. “Right.”

“But you work together,” she finished for me. “And you’re worried.”

“Exactly.”

“Don’t be.” Her tone shifted, professional, but warm. “We’ve got a standard form you’ll both need to fill out. Declaration of personal relationship. Promises no funny business on company property, no pegging him over the boardroom table, no handcuffs in the supply cupboard…”

“Tammy…” I sighed, half-exasperated, half-laughing.

“You know what I mean. No sex at work, no using company time or resources for… extracurriculars. He’s your boss, technically, but he can’t promote you, give you raises, bonuses, or performance ratings. That all routes through Steffen in Amsterdam now.”

“Steffen’s a nice guy,” I said.

“Exactly. And Gavin? He won’t bat an eye so long as the work gets done and no one’s screaming harassment. He’s said worse things in stand-ups than anything you two are likely to get up to.”

I let out a breath I hadn’t realised I was holding. “Oh thank God.”

Another chuckle from her end. “So… you fucked yet?”

“Tammy!” I gasped, then dissolved into giggles. “No. But we spent the evening chatting over FetLife. He found my profile last night.”

“He has a FetLife profile?” Her voice rose an octave. “You have a FetLife profile? Oh, this I have to see.”

“No.”

“Please!”

“No, Tammy!” I was laughing properly now, cheeks hot.

“Bitch.”

“Takes one to know one.”

We gossiped a little longer, her complaining about the school-run traffic, me telling her about the cigarette on the deck, the way his hands shook. She promised to email the relationship disclosure forms that afternoon and set up a quick joint call with us both, “just a formality, love, twenty minutes tops”, and we hung up.

I felt ten kilos lighter. My pussy several degrees hotter.

When I walked back into Tom’s office, he was standing by the window, staring out at the river like he could will the water to give him answers. I closed the door behind me, leaned against it for a second, and smiled.

“All good.”

He turned fast. “Really?”

“Yes. Tammy’s sorting it. Forms, quick call with both of us. No pegging in the boardroom, apparently.”

His laugh was short, nervous, relieved. “That’s… specific.”

“She knows her audience.”

He exhaled, shoulders dropping, then looked at me, really looked. The reality hit him in stages: the forms meant permission; permission meant possibility; possibility meant me, fully, unfiltered, the woman whose darkest photos he’d just jerked off to, whose orders he’d already started obeying.

He swallowed. “So… we’re dating.”

“We’re dating.” I stepped closer, voice low. “And I’m a tough, mean-bitch dominatrix who’s seen exactly what you want on FetLife. You’ve read my profile. You know what I need from a man. And now you have me.”

His pupils dilated again. He didn’t speak for a long second, just stared, breathing shallow, the pulse visible at the base of his throat.

I reached out, brushed one fingertip along the edge of his jaw, barely a touch.

“Scared?” I asked softly.

“Terrified,” he admitted.

“Good.” My smile turned slow, wicked. “That’s how it should feel… at first.”

I let my hand drop, turned, and walked to my desk, hips swaying just enough to remind him what he’d signed up for.
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Seven – The Test

That evening we left the office together, the glass doors hissing shut behind us like a held breath finally released. The Karlín streets were already dimming, streetlamps flickering on one by one, the river reflecting bruised purple from the sunset. Tom walked beside me, shoulders hunched against the cold, hands jammed deep in his coat pockets. He was a wreck of nerves: fidgeting, glancing sideways at me every few steps, then quickly away when our eyes met. Every time he opened his mouth to speak, he closed it again, swallowed, tried again. It was adorable. And powerful. I liked the way he unravelled around me, the way my presence alone could turn this confident, decisive VP into a blushing, stammering boy. The hold I had over him felt like electricity under my skin.

We found a small, dimly lit restaurant tucked behind a row of old warehouses, wooden beams, candlelight, the kind of place where conversations stayed private. He pulled out my chair like he’d rehearsed it; I let him, watching the tremor in his fingers. We ordered wine, red, full-bodied, and let the first glass loosen the air between us.

I kept things light at first. No immediate plunge into kink. We needed to know if the rest of us fit, if the vanilla layers could hold before we tested the darker ones. We talked about everything: favourite foods (he loved Czech svíčková with its thick cream sauce; I still craved proper British fish and chips with malt vinegar), movies (he could quote The Big Lebowski start to finish; I admitted I’d worn out the VHS of Basic Instinct rewatching Sharon Stone cross her legs), TV shows (he was deep into The Wire at the time; I confessed to a weakness for The Sopranos marathons). Sports came up, Sparta hockey for me, rugby for him back in the UK. Travel: he’d backpacked Southeast Asia after university; I told him about Ostrava winters and the way Prague felt alive in summer. Conversation flowed easy with him, always had, still does. No awkward silences, no forced small talk. Just two people discovering the shape of each other.

Eventually the wine and the low light coaxed out the heavier things. I told him about my past, schoolgirl fantasies, the munches, the studio in Ostrava, the professional sessions with Viktorie. He listened without flinching, without judgment, just quiet nods, eyes steady on mine. When I mentioned working as a pro-domme for a while, he didn’t blink. Just said, “That makes sense. You’ve always had… presence.”

He opened up too. The Prague role hadn’t been random. Half-Czech by heritage, his mother’s side, he’d jumped at the chance to come here after the divorce. Distance from Fiona, from the memories, from the people who’d whispered behind his back when she started spreading stories. “I needed to start over,” he said quietly. “Somewhere the gossip couldn’t follow.”

I reached across the table, brushed my fingers over the back of his hand. “And now?”

“Now…” He exhaled. “Now I’m here. With you.”

The night deepened. I slid the slim cigarette case from my bag, opened it with a soft click. Lit one slowly, inhaled deep, held his gaze as the ember glowed bright between my crimson lips. His pupils dilated instantly.

I exhaled the smoke in a slow, deliberate stream toward him. Then I turned the cigarette, held it to his mouth. “Suck.”

His lips parted. He took it, drew in shallow at first, then deeper when I didn’t pull away.

“That’s it,” I murmured. “Good boy. Now inhale deep… and hold it.”

He did. Chest rising, eyes locked on mine. I watched the flush climb his neck, watched his Adam’s apple bob as he fought the urge to cough.

“You read my list of fetishes online,” I said softly. “What scared you the most? You may breathe.”

He exhaled in a powerful rush, panting softly. “Thank you, Mistress. Well… erm, nothing scared me away, obviously, but I’m not sure I can… be with another man.”

I tilted my head, considering. “We’ll circle back to that. What else?”

“Public humiliation. I’m not sure…”

“Obviously,” I said. “But there are ways, discreet ways, without your identity coming out. What else?”

He thought for a long moment, eyes distant as he mentally scrolled through my profile. Then he shrugged. “Nothing stands out. I’ve never worn knickers, don’t know if I’d enjoy it or hate it, but if you want to dress me up, they’re just clothes. Water sports… never done it, but I see the attraction. Urine’s generally sterile, so no health issue from my side. Knife play, I assume just pretending? Not actually cutting?”

I rolled my eyes, amused. “Yes. Maybe minor scratches. Never anything dangerous.”

He nodded slowly. “Then… I think we’re aligned.”

I smirked, took another drag. “If we do this, I want the freedom to fuck who I like.”

“Of course, Mistress.”

“When I’m with a lover, you’ll watch, or I’ll send you photos, videos. You’ll be caged whenever I’m with someone else.”

“Yes, Mistress.” His voice was hoarse now. “I… I have a chastity cage. CB-5000.”

“Of course you do.” I smiled wider. “Bring me the key tomorrow.”

“Tomorrow?” Surprise flickered across his face.

I gasped theatrically, pressing a hand to my chest. “Thomas Slater, please don’t tell me you take me for a slut who’d go home with you on the first date?”

His face went scarlet. “No, Mistress! Of course not!”

“Good.” I pulled out my Blackberry, thumbed a quick message to a regular hookup, simple, direct: You free tonight? The reply pinged back almost instantly: Door’s open. I held the screen up so Tom could see.

“How does that make you feel?”

“Jealous,” he said immediately. Then quieter: “And excruciatingly horny.”

I leaned in, voice dropping to a whisper. “Good. Me too.”

The air between us crackled, thick with want, restraint, possibility. I stubbed out the cigarette, stood slowly, smoothed my skirt.

“Tomorrow, then,” I said. “Bring the key.”

He nodded once, speechless, flushed, already half-gone. I walked out first, hips swaying, knowing his eyes followed every step. The test wasn’t over. It was only just beginning.

As my date and I fucked, I made sure to document every part of it, phone propped carefully, angles deliberate. A video from above: me on my knees, lips stretched around his thick cock, eyes flicking to the lens as I took him deep. Another of the moment he pushed inside me, slow at first, then hard, the wet sound of penetration filling the quiet room. The final clip: me mid-thrust, breathless, staring straight into the camera. “Is this what you wanted, Tom? To be my sissy cuckold? To know another man is fucking your Mistress right now?”

I sent them all, short, silent at first, then the talking one. No caption. No explanation. Just raw evidence. He didn’t reply. I didn’t expect him to. This was going to hurt him, deeply, deliciously, and that was the point. The ache would tell me how real his submission was.

It was almost midnight when I left the flat. The Prague air hit like a slap, frigid, cutting through my coat, stealing my breath. Warm cum still leaked inside me, held in place by the tight red thong I’d tugged back into place. Every step toward the metro felt obscene: the slick slide between my thighs, the faint ache where he’d stretched me, the knowledge that I was carrying another man’s seed straight to Tom’s door.

I stood on the platform, wind whipping my hair, and something shifted inside me, sharp, urgent, undeniable. I didn’t want to go home. Not to the flat I shared with Katka and Jan, not to my own empty bed. I wanted him. Needed him. The ache wasn’t just between my legs anymore; it was in my chest, a hollow pull that had nothing to do with sex and everything to do with the man who’d looked at me across a restaurant table like I was the only thing in the world worth seeing.

My fingers were already dialling before I could talk myself out of it.

He answered on the first ring, voice rough, breathing uneven. “Mistress?”

“Do you want to clean me?” I asked softly.

“More than anything, Mistress.” The words came out in a gasp, raw and immediate.

“Send me your address.”

The metro ride across to Vinohrady felt endless. I clenched every muscle to keep everything inside, no leaks, no stains on my stockings before I reached him. The car was half-empty; a few late-night commuters stared at the strange woman grinning at her own reflection in the dark window. I didn’t care. I was giddy, almost dizzy with it, the thrill of what I’d done, the anticipation of what came next, the bone-deep certainty that this was right. I’d cheated on him hours after our first real date, sent him proof, and now I was crossing the city to make him taste it. And he’d waited. Locked. Ready.

When the lift doors opened on his floor, he was already at the door, shirt untucked, hair mussed, eyes wide and dark with a mix of fear and hunger. I didn’t speak. I pushed him backward with both hands flat on his chest, guiding him down until his back hit the hallway floor. The door shut behind me with a soft, final click.

I hiked my skirt, straddled his face, pulled the thong aside with one finger.

“Lick,” I whispered. “Get all that juicy cum out of my pussy. Suck it down like a good little sissy. There you go.”

He moaned into me, “Mmmmph”, the sound vibrating straight to my clit. His tongue dove in immediately, eager, thorough, lapping at the mess another man had left. I reached back, palmed the front of his trousers. Solid plastic. Locked.

“Did you do that now or when you got home?” I asked, grinding down slowly.

“Mmmph, when I got home,” he managed, muffled against my folds.

“So you haven’t wanked? Not once?”

He shook his head frantically, no.

“Oh, I’m so proud of you.” My voice cracked with sudden need. “Where’s the key?”

He fumbled in his pocket, handed it up with trembling fingers. I took it, but the angle was impossible while I was sitting on his face. I gave it back. “Do it yourself. Get ready for me.”

He wriggled beneath me, unbuckled, unzipped, worked the lock open. The cage came off with a soft click. His cock sprang free, hard, flushed, decently thick, veined, curving slightly upward. Not small. Not huge. Perfectly average in length, but fat enough in the middle to stretch nicely.

I laughed, genuine, delighted. “You’re a decent size.”

He rolled his eyes, half-laughing, half-mortified. “That’s not what a submissive cuckold wants to hear.”

I burst out laughing too, the sound echoing off the hallway walls. “Sorry, yes, you’re right. I was trying to…” I sank down onto him in one smooth motion, taking every inch until my clit ground against his pubic bone. “Nnnngh, fuck, yeah, trying to make you feel better, but it’s really… oh fuck, fuck, yeah… small. Can’t feel, oh fuck, I think I’m gonna cum already!”

I am sensitive when the connection is real. When I feel safe, seen, wanted in every twisted way, I cum fast and hard. It wasn’t just his cock. It was the whole night: the dinner, the cigarette, the videos I’d sent, the way he’d waited here locked and aching, the taste of another man still on his tongue while he worshipped me. It was love, early, raw, terrifying love, and it tipped me over the edge in seconds.

He groaned beneath me, hips jerking once, twice, then stilled with visible effort, fighting not to follow. His hands gripped my waist like anchors, knuckles white, every muscle taut with restraint.

I collapsed forward, kissed him deep, tongue sliding against his, tasting myself on him, tasting the faint salt of the stranger still lingering, tasting us. The kiss was slow, filthy, tender all at once.

When I pulled back just enough to speak, my voice was wrecked. “Do you want to cum in me?”

“Yes please, Mistress.” The words came out hoarse, almost pleading.

I tilted my head, studying him. “Do you really? Or should I make you wear a condom?”

His eyes widened, pupils flaring at the implication. I hated condoms; always had. The barrier dulled everything, stole the heat, the slick slide of skin on skin, the moment when a man spilled inside and I could feel every pulse. With casual lovers I insisted on them, safety first, always. But with Tom the question wasn’t about trust or health. It was about power. About reminding him that filling me was a privilege, not a right. That other men had already claimed that space tonight, and he had to earn it.

He understood. I could see it in the way his breath hitched, the way his cock twitched inside me. He wanted me to decide. But that wasn’t the point of asking.

“Can I cum in you this time, please?” His voice cracked. “I… I want to be yours.”

My heart squeezed. I smiled, soft, real, and kissed him again, slower this time. “I’d like that too.”

I rode him right there on the hard corridor floor, back arched, one hand braced beside his head, the other tangled in his hair as our mouths met again and again. His touch was gentle, reverent: fingertips tracing my spine, palms cupping my breasts, thumbs brushing over pierced nipples with careful worship. Every glide sent ripples through me, not just pleasure, but something deeper. Connection. Safety. The kind of intimacy I’d never quite reached with anyone else. This wasn’t fucking. This was making love, raw, unguarded, terrifying in its tenderness.

When the next orgasm built, slow, inevitable, coiling low in my belly, I squeezed around him deliberately, milking him with every roll of my hips. He groaned into my mouth, hips lifting to meet me, control fraying.

We came together, soft moans, pained expressions, perfect synchronicity. I felt him pulse inside me, hot and deep, filling me exactly the way I’d denied so many others. I shuddered through the aftershocks, forehead pressed to his, both of us breathing like we’d run a marathon.

Over the next two or three weeks we barely touched the edges of our BDSM dynamic. No elaborate scenes, no collars or whips or protocols. Sure, I made him smoke with me on the deck, watching the flush climb his neck as he inhaled on command. I called him “bitch” in quiet moments, delivered little digs that reminded him who held the leash. But mostly we just… existed. Touching constantly, hands brushing in the lift, fingers laced under restaurant tables, bodies curling together on the sofa after long days. We made love slowly, often, laughing when limbs tangled, sighing when mouths found new places to worship. We were so enamoured, so wrapped up in the simple miracle of each other, that the darker games felt secondary. For once, affection was enough.

One crisp weekend afternoon we walked through Stromovka Park, leaves crunching underfoot, the air smelling of damp earth and distant bonfires. The paths were quiet, sunlight slanting gold through bare branches. We’d been talking about nothing, work, a new restaurant we wanted to try, whether Sparta would finally win the title, when he stopped suddenly in the middle of the path.

I turned, curious. He looked at me, really looked, eyes soft, unguarded.

“Julia,” he said quietly. “I love you.”

My heart stuttered. A tear slipped free before I could catch it, hot against my cold cheek. I stepped into him, wrapped my arms around his neck, buried my face in his shoulder.

“I love you too, Tom.” My voice cracked. “With all my heart, I love you.”

He held me there, tight, steady, like he’d never let go. The park moved around us: joggers passing, dogs barking, leaves drifting. None of it mattered.

I’d found happiness. Finally. Not the sharp, fleeting kind I’d chased for years. The quiet, bone-deep kind that settles in and stays.

And it was his.
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Eight – All Change

I moved into Tom’s apartment after just six weeks. From the outside it looked like any new relationship in its honeymoon phase: shared toothbrush in the bathroom, my clothes slowly colonizing his wardrobe, lazy Sunday mornings with coffee in bed and newspapers strewn across the duvet. Colleagues smiled knowingly when they saw us arrive together some mornings; the Prague office gossip mill had already moved on to fresher scandals. But behind the closed door of that high-ceilinged Vinohrady flat, something entirely different took root.

My dominance didn’t arrive with fanfare or contracts. It grew quietly, organically, like ivy finding cracks in stone. The first real marker was my “moving-in gift”, a carefully curated package I’d ordered some weeks earlier from Birchplace. I presented it to him on our first night officially sharing the space: pink satin and lace bloomers with ruffled legs, matching sissy panties trimmed in white lace, a delicate pink bra with padded cups, sheer stockings, a suspender belt, and the pièce de résistance, an extravagant pink sissy dress. Short enough to expose the curve of his arse with every step, puffed sleeves, layered petticoats that flared dramatically, a white pinafore apron tied in a perfect bow at the back. The whole thing screamed deliberate, humiliating femininity.

He stared at the contents spread across the bed, cheeks already colouring.

“Try it on,” I said softly.

He did, without protest, without hesitation. Once the dress was buttoned and the wig (cheap, platinum blonde, shoulder-length with bouncy curls) was adjusted, I stepped back to admire my work. Then came the waxing.

I’d bought a full home kit, strips, warmer, soothing lotion, the works. He wasn’t excessively hairy, chest lightly dusted, legs moderate, back almost smooth, but he was still a man, and men have hair where women don’t want it when they’re dressing them as sissies. I worked methodically: chest first, then arms, legs, the sensitive skin of his inner thighs, finally his pubic mound and balls. Each rip was accompanied by a sharp intake of breath, a muffled whimper, the occasional “fuck” hissed through clenched teeth. He never once asked me to stop. By the end he was pink and glistening, skin baby-smooth, trembling slightly from the adrenaline and endorphin rush.

I showered him myself, gentle now, washing away the residue, towelling him dry with careful pats. Then I dressed him again: panties sliding up smooth legs, stockings clipped to the suspender belt, bra fastened, dress settled over his hips. Makeup last, foundation to even his flushed skin, smoky eyeshadow, thick mascara, blusher high on the cheeks, glossy pink lips. The cheap blonde wig completed the picture.

I stepped back, tilted my head.

“So how do you feel?” I asked. “Big strong VP of Operations… and now a snivelling, pathetic sissy.”

He blushed furiously beneath the makeup, but the corners of his mouth lifted in a shy, almost proud smile. “It feels… pretty good.” The admission came out quiet, halting, like he was still surprised by his own words.

My heart kicked hard. “Really? You like it?”

He nodded quickly. “Yes, Mistress. I actually do. It’s… a rush.”

“Oh, honey.” Relief flooded me, warm and bright. “I’m so relieved.”

That wasn’t the only surprise I’d planned for our first night living together. In those six weeks I’d seen other lovers a handful of times, quick, satisfying hookups that left me sated but never quite full. Tonight was going to be different. Tom had met Katka a couple of times, casual drinks, polite small talk, but he hadn’t yet met Jan.

“Clean the apartment,” I told him after I’d finished his makeup. “We have guests tonight.”

“Guests, Mistress?” His voice pitched up slightly.

“Katka and Jan are coming for drinks.”

He gulped, audible, then nodded. “And I’ll be dressed…”

“Like the sissy you are. Yes.”

Another blush. Another small, nervous smile. “Yes, Mistress.”

God, we were so right for each other.

That evening, as Tom, now fully transformed, dress swishing with every careful step, served chilled white wine to Katka and me on the sofa, Jan knelt on the floor at our feet. Collared, gimp mask zipped shut over his face, he painted our nails with meticulous focus: cherry red for Katka, deep burgundy for me. The soft brush strokes were the only sound besides the low jazz playing from the speakers and the occasional clink of wine glasses.

Katka had slipped into the femdom dynamic with surprising ease. What started as curiosity during our time together had deepened over the months with Jan. She’d always had a quiet authority, never loud, never performative, but now it showed in the casual way she extended her foot for him to blow on her freshly painted toes, the gentle “good boy” she murmured when he finished without smudging. I’d seen it in other women over the years: many who started out vanilla found, as they got older, that the power felt natural. Comfortable. Right.

Let me pause the story of us for a moment, because this needs saying, and it needs saying plainly.

Over the years, dozens (hundreds, really) of men have slid into my messages asking the same desperate question: “How do I get a femdom girlfriend?” “How do I find a Mistress?” “How do I make my wife/girlfriend dominate me?”

Most of them are whiney, entitled brats who don’t understand the very first thing about boundaries, consent, or emotional labour. They see the porn, the captions, the curated Instagram clips of women in latex cracking whips, and they think that’s the prize. They think we exist to service their fantasy on demand.

Let me be brutally clear.

We want a man first. Submissive second.

We want the person who, when we come home after a twelve-hour day of meetings and spreadsheets and people being idiots, will pour us a glass of wine, rub our feet, and actually listen when we vent. We want the partner who makes us laugh until our ribs hurt, who plans surprise weekends away, who fucks us senseless when we need it or at least lets us have some to do that, and holds us when we don’t. We want someone who sees us as a whole human being, not a kink dispenser.

Yes, social media sells the dream that there are legions of “big bad women” just waiting to lock you in chastity and ruin your life in the hottest way possible. The reality is far more mundane and far more beautiful: most of us want to be loved, deeply and properly, and then (only then) play the games that turn us both on.

BDSM is the spice, not the meal.

If you walk into this expecting a 24/7 porn script, you will fail. If you “top from the bottom,” sulk when she’s tired, or beg random married women on the internet to “please step on me,” you will fail. If you think submission is just a shortcut to getting your specific fetish ticked off a checklist, you will fail.

Do the work.

Go to munches. Have real conversations. Listen more than you speak. Be interesting. Be kind. Be emotionally available. Be the man she wants to come home to, then show her, slowly and respectfully, the parts of you that kneel.

Trust is earned in small, ordinary moments long before it’s ever tested in a scene.

And here’s the part most of you don’t want to hear, but I’ve seen it again and again: A lot of women (especially over thirty) have spent years with “strong dominant men” who turned out to be selfish, fragile-egoed twats. They’ve had the alpha, the macho, the guy who talked a big game and then sulked if she earned more, cried if she criticised him, or couldn’t find her clit with a map and a torch.

And then they met a submissive man who listened, who served, who put her pleasure first in and out of the bedroom, who made her feel safe and adored and powerful.

Every single one of those women? They never went back.

So stop whining. Stop begging. Stop expecting us to do the emotional heavy lifting for you.

Be worth kneeling for.

Because when you finally earn it, when she looks at you across the breakfast table and realises she can have love, respect, laughter, great sex, and the thrill of your surrender at her feet, she will move mountains to keep you.

I know. I’m living proof.

Tom was serving wine in that ridiculous pink dress, petticoats swishing with every careful step. Jan knelt on the floor between Katka’s legs, collared and gimp-masked, painting her toenails cherry red with the kind of focus usually reserved for bomb disposal. Katka and I lounged on the sofa, glasses in hand, watching the scene unfold like it was the most natural thing in the world.

We decided we wanted a show.

“Sissy,” I said, voice low and deliberate. “Get on your knees and get ready, like we practiced.”

Tom froze mid-pour, wine bottle trembling slightly. We’d done the groundwork: I’d pegged him more than once, made him suck the strap-on while I stroked his hair and called him my pretty girl. We’d watched gay porn together, at my insistence, to his initial annoyance, and I’d noticed how his cock twitched despite his protests. I’d warned him this day would come. I just had to hope it wouldn’t cross the line I’d never forgive: the moment he said the words I dreaded.

“Mars is ambitious.”

That was our safeword phrase. One word felt too easy, it could slip out in panic and end everything when we didn’t really want it to stop. A full sentence required intent, a conscious decision to pause. So far, we’d never needed it, not even the night I took him to a private BDSM studio and whipped him until his back looked like abstract art, welts rising purple and angry. He’d sobbed, begged, come untouched. But he’d never said the phrase.

This, though, this was different. He was heterosexual. No latent desire to suck cock, no secret fantasies of being fucked by men. But he knew I wanted it. He knew his own turn-on was being forced, after all, the man was a smoker now because of me.

I could see how nervous he was: the slight tremble in his hands as he set the bottle down, the way his breath came shallow and quick. Jan stood, unbuckled the PVC shorts, let them drop. His cock sprang free, thick, hard, already glistening at the tip.

Tom’s eyes flicked to it, then away, then back. His body shook.

I crouched beside him, close enough that my lips brushed his ear.

“I know you can do this,” I whispered. “Because you’re Mistress’ lovely little sissy. You know you aren’t a real man, so it’s not gay. I love you, but you know you need to do this. So be a good sissy and suck that big juicy cock, okay?”

“Okay, Mistress,” he breathed, eyes closing like he was steeling himself.

I placed my hand gently on the back of his head, guiding, not forcing, and looked up at Jan. A small nod.

Jan stepped forward. The head of his cock brushed Tom’s lips. Tom gagged instantly, reflexive, startled, but didn’t pull away. I stroked his hair.

“You’re doing so well,” I murmured. “Just open a little more. That’s it. Good boy.”

His lips closed around the tip. Tentative at first, pained, conflicted. I watched the war on his face: the flicker of disgust, the deeper flash of humiliation, the slow dawn of something else. Later he told me what shifted in his head: from Oh my God, what if someone finds out? to I’m sucking cock like a dirty sissy for my Mistress. The moment those words formed, everything changed. The humiliation turned sweet. He wanted it, not the act itself, but the surrender. The offering.

His hands rose to Jan’s thighs, steadying himself, then gripping. He began to move: shallow bobs at first, then deeper, tongue working the underside. He sucked on a ball, tentative, exploratory. A soft moan escaped him.

I moved back to the sofa, pulled Katka into a kiss, the way we used to, slow and hungry. Tom’s eyes opened at the sound. When he saw us, two women tangled together, hands roaming, mouths open, he seemed to relax. The symmetry of it, the shared bisexuality in the room, made everything easier. His rhythm steadied. He took Jan deeper.

The defining moment came when Jan tensed, groaned low, and came, hot pulses filling Tom’s mouth. Tom swallowed, instinctive, surprised, then pulled back slowly, lips glossy, breathing hard.

Later, when we were alone, he laughed, shaky, disbelieving.

“It felt like victory,” he said. “I made him do that.”

I cupped his face, kissed the corner of his mouth.

“My sexy little sissy cocksucker.”

He smiled, shy, proud, utterly mine.

And in that moment, I knew we’d crossed another threshold. Not just in play, but in trust. In love. The BDSM didn’t change who we were to each other; it revealed us. Deepened us.

Katka and Jan remained woven into the fabric of our lives. Tom and Jan became genuine friends, meeting for beers after work, talking football and tech, laughing about the absurdities of corporate life. They were mates in the ordinary, daylight world. But whenever Jan came over, or we went to their place, the dynamic shifted without apology. Tom knew the rule: he would suck Jan’s cock. Later, once I’d eased him into it with plenty of preparation and lube, he would take it up his rectum.

That step took another month. We went slow, fingers first, then plugs, then the strap-on again and again until he could relax into the stretch without tensing. When the night finally came, it was like ripping off a band-aid: quick, intense, irreversible. Jan was patient, careful, but once Tom felt the real heat, the real pulse, something unlocked. He couldn’t get enough. The first time he came untouched while Jan fucked him slow and deep, eyes locked on mine across the room, I knew we’d crossed into new territory.

I’d always known he enjoyed being fucked. The dildo sessions had turned him into a complete slut, moaning, begging, hips rocking back to meet every thrust. But the real thing was different. Seeing him on the bed, on his knees, ass up, pleading “Deeper, please, Jan, more”, knowing they’d been laughing over pints together just hours earlier, it did something primal to me. Power, possession, tenderness, all twisted together.

Jan and Tom fucked weekly. For a childless couple in our thirties, that wasn’t enough for me. I needed to see Tom used more often; he understood my hunger and never once complained. We found a gay guy online, clean, tested, discreet, who came over two or three times a week. Condoms always; I wasn’t reckless. Then there were the nights I took Tom to gay clubs, full sissy regalia, wig and makeup flawless, collar discreet but visible. I’d sit at the bar with a drink, watching strangers take him in dark corners, bathrooms, sometimes right there on a couch in the back room. By then he was used to it. It was simply who we were.

Then came the day I walked in from the gym, sweaty, endorphins still buzzing, hair damp, and froze in the doorway.

Tom was in full sissy gear, as he always was at home when we had no plans: pink dress, stockings, heels, wig perfectly styled. But the makeup was professional, contoured cheeks, winged liner, glossy lips that caught the light. Around him stood six men, all in smart trousers, no shirts, black bowties around bare necks. Muscular, groomed, calm. Waiting.

“What’s this?” I asked, grin already spreading.

Tom stepped forward, petticoats rustling, voice steady despite the flush beneath the foundation.

“These men are people I’ve been recruiting for tonight. All tested, all safe, all bisexual.”

“Tom…” I purred, stepping closer, already peeling off my gym top.

“No, I didn’t pay for them,” he said quickly.

“We’re volunteers, ma’am,” said the one with spiky hair, smiling.

I laughed, low, delighted, and dropped my shorts. “I need a shower first.”

Tom glanced around the room. “I don’t think any of us mind how you smell right now.”

The men shook their heads in unison, eyes hungry but respectful.

“But before we begin…” Tom sank to one knee, dress pooling around him like pink clouds, and reached under the skirt. When his hand emerged, he was holding a small velvet box.

My breath caught.

“Mistress,” he said, voice soft but sure, “will you do me the honour…”

“FUCK YES!” I screamed, tears already spilling.

He laughed, bright, startled. “You’re supposed to let me finish…”

I launched myself at him, tackling him backward onto the floor. We landed in a tangle of limbs and lace, my mouth crashing into his. “Yes! Yes! A million times yes!” I kissed him everywhere, cheeks, jaw, neck, lips, mascara smudging, lipstick transferring. “Fuck, yes, my sissy, my love! Yes! Oh my god, oh my god!”

I slid the ring onto my finger, simple platinum band, small diamond that caught every light in the room. Then I looked up at the six men watching, smiling, one already recording on his phone.

“Don’t just stand there,” I cried, laughing through tears. “Ravish us!”

The room erupted in good-natured laughter. Hands lifted us onto the bed. Clothes vanished. Bodies pressed close. It was chaos, beautiful, filthy, loving chaos.

They fucked us both all night and well into the next morning.

Hands, mouths, cocks, everywhere. Tom on his back, legs spread, taking one after another while I rode his face or his sheathed cock or simply held his hand and kissed him through it. Me on all fours, filled at both ends, watching Tom’s eyes roll back as another man fucked him slow and deep. We swapped, we shared, we laughed when someone’s knee slipped and we all collapsed in a heap. At one point I straddled Tom’s face while two men took turns in my pussy and arse; at another he knelt between my thighs and licked me clean while the others stroked themselves over us.

Through it all, sweat, cum, moans, laughter, our eyes kept finding each other. Every time our gazes locked, something wordless passed between us: gratitude, joy, absolute certainty.

It was the greatest proposal ever. And when the last man finally left at dawn, sunrise painting the walls gold, we lay tangled together on ruined sheets, exhausted, sticky, smiling like idiots.

I lifted my hand, admired the ring.

“Mrs Slater,” I whispered.

Tom kissed my knuckles. “Mistress Slater.”

We laughed, soft, tired, perfect.

And in that quiet, wrecked room, with the city waking up outside, I knew:

This was forever. Not just the kink. Not just the love.

All of it. All change.
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Nine – Consequences

It was about three weeks after that wild proposal night that the first signs crept in.

At first it was just a vague unease, certain smells hitting me wrong, turning my stomach in the middle of the afternoon. Coffee from the office machine, once my lifeline, suddenly smelled like burnt rubber. My favourite Czech cheese, hermelín, soft and pungent, went from comfort food to instant revulsion; the thought of it made bile rise in my throat. Food I normally loved tasted metallic or too rich or simply wrong. By the third day I felt like absolute shit: exhausted, queasy, headachy, the kind of bone-deep fatigue that no amount of coffee could touch.

I ignored it for two days. Told myself it was a stomach bug, stress from work, maybe something I ate. I had an IUD, copper, reliable, no hormones to mess with my cycle, so pregnancy wasn’t even on the radar. I’d been meticulous about protection with casual partners; Tom always wore a condom when we fucked. It couldn’t be that.

But the nausea kept coming, always in the afternoons, never the classic “morning” kind. I started googling symptoms in secret, heart pounding. By the fourth day I was scared, really scared. What if something had gone wrong with the IUD? What if I’d caught something serious? STI panic flickered through my mind, even though everyone we played with was tested regularly.

In the office that afternoon, I couldn’t hold it together. I locked myself in the small meeting pod, sat on the floor with my knees to my chest, and cried, quiet, ugly sobs. Tom found me there. He didn’t knock; he just opened the door, saw my face, and dropped to his knees beside me without a word.

“What’s wrong?” he asked softly.

I told him, halting, embarrassed, about the sickness, the smells, the fear that something was seriously wrong. He listened, hand steady on my back, then pulled me into his chest.

“Whatever it is,” he said, “we’ll deal with it. Together. No matter what.”

He took the rest of the afternoon off, booked us into a private clinic near Anděl. The waiting room smelled of antiseptic and coffee; I sat gripping his hand so hard my knuckles went white.

The nurse listened to my symptoms, nausea, fatigue, sensitivity to smells, then drew blood and, without comment, handed me a pregnancy test stick.

“No,” I said immediately. “I have an IUD. I can’t be pregnant.”

She gave me a look that said seriously? more clearly than words ever could.

“Humour me,” she replied. “Bathroom’s down the hall.”

I went. Peed on the stick. Waited. Watched two stark lines appear almost instantly.

My knees buckled. I sat on the closed toilet lid, staring at the plastic wand like it might change its mind.

Back in the exam room I thrust it at her. “But I have an IUD!”

She didn’t blink. “Let’s check.”

She had me lie back in the gynaecological chair, cold stirrups, paper sheet crinkling under me. The ultrasound wand went in; the screen flickered to life. There it was: a tiny, pulsing blob. And beside it, the IUD, tilted, displaced, embedded in the uterine wall but no longer in position.

“It’s there,” she said calmly. “But out of place. Quite common, actually. Happens more than people think.”

“Fuck,” I whispered.

Tom squeezed my hand so hard it hurt.

We left the clinic in silence, walked along the riverbank until we found a bench. The Vltava was slate-grey under a heavy sky; gulls wheeled overhead. I stared at the water, mind spinning.

The father couldn’t be Tom. He’d worn a condom every single time we fucked, part of our dynamic, part of keeping things clean and controlled. It had to be one of the others. My regular lovers, maybe. Jan was unlikely, he fucked Tom and Katka far more than me. Most likely one of the six men Tom had recruited for the proposal night. All tested, all safe, all volunteers.

I looked at Tom. “Can you get hold of them again?”

He nodded. “I’ll message them tonight.”

We arranged a discreet meet-up two days later, neutral venue, a quiet wine bar in Vinohrady after hours. Tom explained the situation in advance: positive test, unknown father, decision pending. I wanted to give them the chance to speak if they wanted involvement. I wasn’t anti-abortion, I’d always supported choice, but I also knew, deep down, that I wanted a child. Eventually. Ideally Tom’s. But if this was happening now…

The men were kind, respectful. None panicked. None bolted. They listened while I explained: I was keeping an open mind, but I needed to know where they stood. One by one they spoke.

They were fine if I kept it. None wanted active involvement. Some were already dating other women and kept their bisexual play life compartmentalised. Others simply didn’t feel ready for fatherhood, even as a distant figure.

No anger. No blame. Just honesty.

When the last one left, Tom and I sat in the empty bar, glasses untouched.

“I feel bad,” I said quietly. “If I keep it… the kid will grow up knowing their real father didn’t want to be part of it.”

Tom took my hand. “They’ll grow up knowing we wanted them. That we chose them. That we fought for them.”

I looked at him, really looked. The man who’d knelt for me, who’d taken cock for me, who’d proposed in the middle of an orgy and meant every word.

“We’ll be enough,” he said.

Tears spilled over. I nodded.

We talked well into the night, curled on the sofa in the half-dark, city lights flickering through the blinds. The conversation circled and circled until it finally landed on the one question I’d been avoiding.

“How will you feel,” I asked quietly, “looking at your child every day… and knowing they aren’t really yours?”

Tom didn’t answer right away. He took my hand, traced the lines of my palm with his thumb like he was memorising it. Then he looked up, eyes steady.

“Honey,” he said, “I will love that child no matter what. Because it’ll be yours.” He paused, a small, crooked smile tugging at his mouth. “And let’s be honest here, from the kink perspective, it’s kind of a trope, right?”

I laughed, sharp, surprised, the sound breaking the tension like glass. “True. Makes you a true cuck.”

He grinned, sheepish but unashamed. I leaned in, kissed him slow and deep, then sighed against his lips.

“So… keep?”

“Keep,” he said firmly.

And that, my friends, is how I got the most wonderful daughter anyone could ever ask for.

Chloe Slater.

We married quickly, before the bump became impossible to hide. A small civil ceremony at a town hall, just us, Katka and Jan as witnesses, a handful of close friends, and my mom, my wonderful mom who supported me in my decision and didn’t even blink when I told her the truth. I wore white silk that skimmed my still-flat stomach, Tom in a simple black suit, no tie. It was sooner than I’d planned, but it felt right. Urgent. Like we were claiming each other before the world could rearrange itself around us.

The pregnancy wasn’t easy. Nausea lingered longer than the books promised, fatigue settled into my bones, and toward the end I developed preeclampsia, high blood pressure that forced me onto early maternity leave. I spent the last two months mostly horizontal, feet elevated, reading baby books and arguing with Tom about nursery colours (he wanted neutral colours; I insisted on soft pinks and yellows because “she deserves joy from day one”).

The birth went smoothly, thank God. A few hours of intense labour, Tom holding my hand the whole time, whispering encouragement even when I was cursing him through contractions. Chloe arrived just after dawn on a crisp October morning, tiny, furious, perfect. Dark hair like her father’s, whoever that was, my piercing grey-blue eyes, and lungs that could wake the entire maternity ward. When they placed her on my chest, slick and warm and screaming, I looked at Tom through tears and saw the same awe mirrored back at me.

Two years of paid maternity leave in the Czech Republic meant I could breathe. No financial panic, no rush back to work. Guaranteed job waiting when I was ready. I breastfed for seven months, long enough that my breasts swelled to a full B-cup, something I’d never had naturally. When I finally weaned, they deflated almost overnight. Worse than before. Flat. Empty. I stared in the mirror one morning, topless, and felt a pang of something close to grief.

Tom found me there, wrapped his arms around me from behind.

“You’re beautiful,” he said quietly.

“I’m flat,” I muttered.

“You’re still beautiful.” He kissed the back of my neck. “But if you want them back… we can fix that.”

He paid for the surgery without hesitation. A top clinic in Prague, top surgeon, silicone implants that settled into a comfortable, natural C-cup. When the bandages came off and I saw the new shape, fuller, rounder, finally matching the rest of me, I cried again. Happy tears this time. Tom stood behind me in the mirror, hands gentle on my waist, chin on my shoulder.

“There she is,” he whispered.

My dominance didn’t vanish after Chloe arrived, it just evolved. We had a frank conversation one exhausted evening while she slept in her crib: the sissy clothes, the dynamic, how much to show her. We agreed Tom would continue wearing them at home when she was little, normalising it early, making it part of the household fabric rather than a secret. As she grew older we’d scale it back gradually, so she’d see him as both: Daddy in a suit at breakfast, sissy in pink at bedtime when the mood struck. The plan worked. Chloe is seventeen now and couldn’t care less how her dad dresses. She’s seen him in everything from boardroom tailoring to frilly maid outfits since she could toddle. To her it’s just… Dad. Normal. Boring, even.

She teases him sometimes, “Nice dress, dad”, but there’s no shame in it, no confusion. She grew up in a house where love looked like many things: suits and ties, lace and collars, board meetings and bedtime stories. She knows her parents are kinky as hell. She also knows we’re solid. Unbreakable.

And that’s the real legacy. Not the kink. Not the titles. The love that held through every consequence, every test, every beautiful, messy change.

I filled the maternity leave doing part-time work for TrentMajor, mostly remote consulting on process improvements and the occasional video call from home while Chloe napped in her crib. The company had been acquired again in the meantime, this time by a sprawling German venture capital group that seemed to own nothing and everything at once. On paper they were modest; in reality they were a web of nine silent partners, each controlling a parent company that owned a dozen subsidiaries, each of those owning a dozen more. A private empire that stayed deliberately under the radar, no public shareholders, no flashy headquarters, just quiet, ruthless control over dozens of mid-sized tech and service firms across Europe and beyond. TrentMajor was now just one small node in that invisible machine.

When I returned full-time, Tom’s temporary assistant was quietly reassigned, and I slid back into my Executive Assistant role. The Germans, however, weren’t thrilled with the optics. A married couple, one the Global VP of Operations, the other his EA, felt too close for comfort in their risk-averse world. I braced for a lateral move: reassigned to some other executive’s desk, demoted in all but name.

Instead, after a tense video call with HR in Frankfurt and a surprisingly frank conversation with the new regional director, they offered me something else entirely: EMEA Head of Professional Services, reporting into the CTO org. The position had been open for months; no internal candidate had impressed them. They felt I was ready.

In the old LX/TrentMajor days, that role would have meant leading a few hundred people, mostly Czech and Slovak consultants. Under the new German structure, Professional Services was a single shared organisation across EMEA: four thousand people, spread from Lisbon to Istanbul, delivering implementation, support, and custom development for every portfolio company in the region. It was a staggering jump in scope, budget, and visibility.

I took it.

And somehow, despite the scale, the politics, the cultural differences, it worked. I tore into the old ways of operating: endless billable-hour tracking, bloated reporting templates, siloed teams that guarded their hours like dragons. I streamlined everything, cut non-value-add paperwork by 60%, introduced outcome-based metrics instead of time-based ones, flattened hierarchies so senior consultants could actually talk to clients without three layers of approval. Within months the numbers started moving: faster project delivery, higher client satisfaction scores, lower internal friction. Emails from Frankfurt arrived with grudging praise; the COO even name-checked me in a quarterly all-hands.

Then the nausea returned.

No IUD this time. No surprises. We’d gone into the possibility of a second child eyes open, with quiet agreement from a friend abroad: if it happened, it happened. We’d talked about it openly with Tom one night after Chloe was asleep, wine on the balcony, city lights glittering below.

“What if none of the kids were yours?” I’d asked him softly.

He hadn’t flinched. Just looked at me for a long moment, then smiled, slow, dark, completely at peace.

“That would be… the ultimate humiliation,” he said. “The darkest game. And I’d love every second of it, because it would be yours. Our family. Our choice.”

I’d kissed him then, hard, tasting relief and love and something feral.

So when the test came back positive again, we weren’t shocked. We were ready.

Markus in Germany was the father, one of the men from that proposal night who’d stayed in touch, clean, tested, discreet. We offered him involvement if he wanted it. He said yes, quietly, respectfully, but we agreed it would be better to tell the children when they were older. My biggest concern was Chloe. If our second child grew up with an active, present biological father while she didn’t, it could hurt her. We wanted fairness. We wanted both kids to know they were equally loved, equally chosen.

To settle the worry some of you might have: we were always honest with Chloe about her origins. She’s seventeen now and still doesn’t care. Tom has been her father, completely, fiercely, without reservation. He’s the one who read her bedtime stories, taught her to ride a bike, stayed up all night when she had fever. Biology never mattered. Love did.

This time I didn’t take the full two years off. I returned after twelve months, partly because I loved the work, partly because the new role needed me. And there was another reason.

Tom had been headhunted. A rival firm offered him a Global Head of Operations position, better pay, bigger scope, equity package. He was tempted, but it would have meant relocating, and neither of us wanted to uproot Chloe. So he turned it down.

The vacancy he left behind, the Global Head of Operations for the TrentMajor division under the German umbrella, suddenly had no obvious successor. Management approached me.

I hadn’t even considered applying. I was still proving myself in PS, still learning the scale. But the COO in Germany, Max Rind, a blunt, old-school Bavarian who swore like a sailor and told filthy jokes in meetings, looked at my results and said simply: “You’ve been Tom’s right hand for years. You know the business better than anyone. Why not you?”

So by 2014 I was Global Head of Operations for the TrentMajor piece of the portfolio, reporting directly to Max in Munich. He was exactly the kind of boss I could work with: no corporate polish, no political correctness, just straight talk and a wicked sense of humour. He once ended a strategy call with: “Good job, Julia. Now go home and fuck your husband properly, he’s earned it.” I laughed so hard I nearly choked on my coffee.

The job was enormous, thousands of people across delivery, support, presales, all reporting into one structure. I travelled constantly: Munich, Amsterdam, Warsaw, Istanbul, Dubai. I restructured teams, killed sacred cows, built new processes from scratch. The Germans liked results more than feelings, and I delivered.

At home, life kept its own rhythm. Chloe grew into a bright, fearless little girl who thought nothing of seeing her dad in a pink dress on weekends. Jonathan arrived in early 2013, dark hair like Markus, with my stubborn streak. We told Chloe the truth early, age-appropriately: Tom was her daddy in every way that mattered; Jonathan had a different biological father who loved him but lived far away. She accepted it the way children accept the sky being blue, simple, unquestioned.

Tom never wavered. He was their father, completely. And every night he came home to me, knelt at my feet, and thanked me for the life we’d built.

The kink never faded. It evolved with us, less frantic, more woven into the everyday. But the love? That only deepened.

Consequences, yes. But also joy. And family. And home.
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Ten - Growth

Kids change everything. That’s not a cliché; it’s physics. Sleep becomes a luxury, spontaneity a memory, and the quiet moments you once took for granted now feel like stolen treasure. But Tom and I had made a promise to each other early on: we wouldn’t let parenthood erase who we were. The kink didn’t vanish, it adapted. His sissy dresses still hung in the back of the wardrobe, pulled out less often, but ever present. The pink satin and lace didn’t disappear; they just waited patiently, like old friends who understood the new rhythm of our days.

In 2016 I decided I wanted one more child, this time, it had to be Tom’s. We tried. We tried hard. Months of tracking cycles, supplements, scheduled sex that started passionate and slowly turned mechanical. Nothing. I began to worry that something had torn or shifted during Jonathan’s birth, some hidden damage the doctors had missed.

One night, after another negative test, Tom sat me down on the sofa and told me the rest of the story about Fiona. Not the surface version he’d shared before, the gaslighting, the emotional cruelty, but the part he’d buried deepest.

“When she first found out about my submission,” he said quietly, “she seemed excited. We played. She tied me up, used toys, even pegged me once or twice. I thought maybe she understood. But then the episodes started. She’d flip, suddenly I was disgusting, perverted, broken. She weaponised it. One night she came at me in steel-toe boots. Kicked me in the balls so hard I blacked out. I woke up in hospital. They said it would heal, that there’d be no permanent damage.”

He looked down at his hands, voice cracking. “It wasn’t fine.”

I pulled him into me, held him while the shame he’d carried for years finally broke free. The damage had been done: low sperm count, poor motility. The doctors had told him years ago, after the divorce, but he’d never let it define him, until now.

“If it wasn’t for the donors,” I whispered, “I wouldn’t have Chloe or Jonathan.”

He laughed, wet, shaky. “Lucky us.”

We stayed at two. No more trying. We poured ourselves into the life we had: work, travel when we could steal weekends, play when the kids were with my mother (who had moved to Prague to be closer, teaching Chloe and Jonathan French behind my back so they could gossip in a language I still hadn’t mastered). It was a blessing and a low-key irritation, I’d walk into the living room to find them giggling over some secret phrase, then switch to English the moment they saw me.

Katka and Jan, now married, now expecting their own children, remained constants. Playdates turned into adult evenings after the kids were asleep: Tom and Jan still went for beers like any mates, but when the door closed behind them at our place or theirs, Tom knelt. He sucked Jan’s cock without hesitation now; took him anally with eager, practiced moans. The friendship and the fucking coexisted without contradiction.

My dominance didn’t fade after motherhood, it sharpened. I became more open about my sexuality on business trips: quick hookups in hotel bars, weekend slaves in foreign cities who knew exactly what I wanted and never asked for more. I collected lovers and the occasional dedicated submissive, but one rule never bent: no play at work. Ever. The line between professional and personal was ironclad.

Tom loved it. Loved knowing I was out there being a massive slut while he waited at home, caged, aching, scrolling through the photos and videos I sent. He loved that I had more sex with other men in a single trip than he did with me in a month. It fed the dynamic perfectly.

Everything was humming, kids thriving, careers climbing, sex filthy and frequent, until 2019, when my role as Global Head of Operations for the TrentMajor division quietly expanded. The German parent group restructured again; TrentMajor’s operations were folded into the larger Meridian-Excelor portfolio. Overnight I was Global Head of Operations for the entire organisation, thousands of people across delivery, support, presales, reporting directly to Max Rind in Munich. He was still the same blunt, politically incorrect Bavarian who told filthy jokes in board meetings and respected results above all else. I thrived.

Then COVID hit.

I braced for disaster, lockdown tension, cabin fever, the slow erosion of intimacy under the weight of constant proximity and children. Instead, we adapted. We had space: a big house on the outskirts of Prague with a garden Chloe and Jonathan could run wild in. Tom and I turned isolation into opportunity. We fucked more than ever, quietly, creatively, whenever the kids napped or played outside. We watched too much TV, baked terrible bread, laughed at the absurdity of homeschooling French with my mother over Zoom.

One afternoon in the first lockdown, early 2020, Tom found an old external hard drive in a box of my things. Short stories, raw, unpolished, written in my twenties during late-night bursts of inspiration. Erotic, dark, full of the hunger I’d carried for years. He read them all in one sitting, then looked at me across the kitchen table.

“You should publish these.”

I laughed. “Who’d want them?”

He showed me Kindle Direct Publishing. Encouraged me. I resisted, too raw, too personal, but with the world on pause and no one to fuck but him, I had time. I started writing again. Polished the old stories. Wrote new ones. The words came easily, like a muscle I’d forgotten I had. Training Joe was the first: my own little fantasy, four months of tinkering, late nights after the kids were asleep. Publishing it felt terrifying and exhilarating.

Writing brought me something I hadn’t expected: peace. The more I wrote, the more I remembered the parts of myself I’d tucked away after motherhood, the darkness, the playfulness, the need to explore every twisted corner of desire. I missed it. And through the stories, I reclaimed it.

Two months before Training Joe went live, in October 2020, two people I cared about caught COVID.

First, Max Rind. He complained on Teams, coughing, hoarse, joked he couldn’t taste his beer. He stayed on calls, stubborn as ever, until one day he didn’t. Late-night ambulance. ECMO. Dead two days later.

The company didn’t hesitate. I was next in line. Temporary COO until they found someone permanent. I took it, grieving, terrified, determined.

Then Tom got it.

I was paralysed with fear. Max’s death was still raw; now the love of my life was burning up in our guest room, isolated, oxygen mask on, coughing until he couldn’t breathe. I thought I was losing him. The kids and I probably had it asymptomatically, our tests were inconclusive, but Tom got hit hard. Hospital. ICU scare. I sat outside the ward in my car at night, crying, watching the windows.

I hated social media more than ever. Facebook and LinkedIn were full of people calling it a hoax, posting conspiracy memes while my husband fought for air. I started typing furious replies, then deleted them. The CEO called me personally: “Do what I did. Delete it all. It’s poison.” I did. Facebook gone. LinkedIn gone. I haven’t looked back, except light use of Instagram now to promote my stories.

Tom recovered, slowly. Deaf in one ear (steroids fixed it eventually), blood pressure spiked permanently (meds for life). And then the side effect no one warned us about: erectile dysfunction. The pills didn’t work well; the side effects were worse.

I made the decision one quiet evening while he sat on the bed, head in his hands.

“Full-time chastity,” I said. “Better than Viagra and hoping.”

He looked up, relieved, almost grateful. “Yes, Mistress.”

We had cages at home. We started with a flat nub, small, discreet, locked every morning. Daily removal for cleaning and inspection when I was home. Over time it stretched: three days, then five when I travelled. When he travelled to less open countries, we removed it entirely, practicality over protocol. Permanent chastity sounded hot, but life demanded flexibility.

Through it all, the love never wavered. The kink adapted, became quieter, more intimate, but it never disappeared. And neither did we.

We grew. Together.

Three months into the temporary COO role, the board called me to Munich.

The meeting room was on the top floor of their discreet headquarters, floor-to-ceiling glass, a long ebony table, nine partners seated around it like silent judges. No PowerPoint. No slides. Just me, standing at the head of the table in a charcoal suit I’d bought for the occasion, palms damp despite the air-conditioned chill.

They offered me the position permanently.

Huge pay increase, enough to make my phone screen blur when I saw the number. Equity. A seat at the real table. And responsibility that made my previous role look like child’s play. The conglomerate spanned offices, factories, data centres, and delivery hubs across five continents. Travel would be constant: quarterly board meetings in Munich, site visits in São Paulo, client dinners in Dubai, crisis calls at 3 a.m. from Singapore. It was the kind of role most people spend decades climbing toward.

I accepted, immediately, without hesitation.

But as the champagne was poured and hands were shaken, a quiet dread settled in my stomach. I’d already published books: Training Joe, The Plaxis Affair, “Her” Next Door. They were niche, selling steadily in the erotica and BDSM categories on Kindle, but they were out there. My face on the author photo. My unapologetic filth.

I worried they’d find out. I worried they already had.

They had.

When you’re tapped for C-level in a company like this, the decision isn’t made in a vacuum. Before the ink dries on the offer letter, a discreet third-party firm is hired to dig. Deep. Credit history, criminal record, litigation, debt, social media ghosts, old forum posts, deleted photos, anything that could be weaponised. They don’t just google you; they scrape the dark corners.

The risk assessment landed on the board’s table two weeks before the vote.

They knew I’d worked as a professional dominatrix in Ostrava. They had screenshots of my old FetLife profile, kinks listed in blunt detail, photos cropped but recognisable. They knew about the lovers, the parties, the occasional recreational drugs in my twenties. They knew Tom was a sissy, knew we played publicly in Berlin warehouses, knew about the cuckolding, the forced bi scenes. They even had photos: one grainy shot from a darkroom, me in a leather harness, tits bare, pierced nipples glinting under strobe lights, pegging a faceless man against a wall. Another more recent, multiple men around me on a bed, my new C-cups on full display, face flushed and unmistakable.

I sat across from that same board now, the images projected silently on the wall behind me like a perverse gallery. Nine faces watched me, calm, assessing, waiting.

One woman, mid-fifties, sharp grey bob, pearl earrings, leaned forward.

“Do you care?” she asked.

“Excuse me?”

“That we have all this.” She gestured vaguely at the screen. “You don’t seem particularly… distressed.”

I swallowed. Looked up at the photo of myself mid-orgasm, surrounded by strangers. Then back at her.

“Obviously I’d prefer they weren’t public,” I said evenly. “But I’m not ashamed of my sexuality. Never have been.”

She smiled, small, approving, and leaned back. “Good.”

They sent me out. Ten minutes in the corridor, pacing, heart hammering, certain I’d just thrown away the biggest opportunity of my life.

When they called me back in, the CEO, a quiet, silver-haired man who rarely spoke in meetings, stood.

“Your work speaks louder than any background check,” he said. “You’ve put your heart and soul into this organisation. You’ve delivered results when others couldn’t. That’s what matters to us.”

He paused.

“We were founded on the belief that business should do good in the world. Part of that is culture, real culture, not posters on the wall. We support the LGBTQ community openly. We support individual identity, even when we don’t fully understand it. What matters is pride. With pride, no one can humiliate you.”

He looked around the table, then back at me.

“We don’t want to work with anyone who doesn’t share our values. We’re not ashamed of who you are. We stand beside you, with pride, in your identity.”

A beat.

“Therefore, we accept you as Chief Operations Officer. With open arms.”

Relief hit me like a wave. I smiled, giddy, almost dizzy.

“We would ask one thing,” he continued. “Limit what you post online. Should you choose to share, we have software that can apply overlays, watermarks, slight distortions, that make reverse image searches far less effective.”

“I’ll do that,” I said, voice steady despite the emotion clawing at my throat.

“Welcome to the team, formally.”

They stood. Handshakes. Quiet congratulations. No fanfare, just acceptance.

I walked out of that building with a title that still felt surreal, a salary that made my old self laugh, and the strangest, most profound sense of freedom I’d ever known.

They didn’t just tolerate me. They chose me, every part. And that changed everything.

From that day on, work and family carved up most of my waking hours, but I always found time to write. Never once did my employer make me feel uncomfortable about the books. No whispered comments in corridors, no pointed questions in performance reviews, no sidelong glances when my name appeared on a new release. The board knew. They’d seen the photos, read the risk assessment, and still chose me. That silence wasn’t avoidance, it was acceptance.

Kamila, the woman in her late sixties who’d asked if I cared about the images during my final interview, reaches out now and then. Private messages, never from her corporate email. She’s quite the fan. She’s read every book, leaves thoughtful comments under pseudonyms on the review sites, sends me quiet emails when a new one drops: The scene in chapter seven, brutal, beautiful. You write pain like someone who understands it. I wouldn’t have expected that from a woman who sits on the board of a multi-billion-euro conglomerate, but people are rarely what their titles suggest.

As COVID receded, masks discarded, offices slowly repopulated, Tom and I reclaimed our nights. Prague’s kink scene had survived the lockdowns in pockets: private munches in a Prague 10 basement, warehouse parties in Holešovice that never made it online, discreet gatherings in friends’ lofts. We went back. Bit by bit, Tom slipped into the sissy role again. The dresses came out more often, pink satin on quiet evenings, the wig adjusted just so, makeup applied with practised care. He’ll never pass as a pretty woman, his shoulders are too broad, his jaw too square, but he makes a wonderful sissy. Graceful in his submission, eager in his humiliation, beautiful in the way only someone who’s chosen to kneel can be.

One night, after he’d finished reading one of my darker books, he closed the Kindle, looked at me across the bedroom, and asked quietly:

“Is that what you want for me?”

I set my own book aside, studied him. “Would you do that for me?” I asked, smirking just enough to keep it playful. “Become a full-time whore?”

He thought about it, really thought, then nodded. “Yes, of course, Mistress.”

I laughed softly, reached over, traced the line of his jaw. “Good. Then that’s all I’ll ever need. No, I don’t want that from you. But it’s a nice fantasy.”

Well… sort of.

There is a club in Prague, old, unadvertised, tucked behind a nondescript door in Zizkov. On the second floor: cabins with glory holes, sofas bolted to the floor, a wide bed in the back under dim red lights. I take him there sometimes. Full sissy regalia, dress hiked up, panties around his ankles, wig slightly askew from eager hands. I stand nearby, arms crossed, watching strangers use him. I police it religiously: condoms only, no exceptions. I check every wrapper, every wrapper discarded, every man’s face when he finishes. It’s controlled chaos. Safe, but barely.

Seeing him take cock after cock, mouth, arse, sometimes both at once, does something to me. The sounds: wet slurps, muffled moans, the creak of the bed frame. The sight of him: dress rucked up, stockings laddered, lipstick smeared across his chin, eyes glassy with subspace and shame. Knowing he was laughing with Jan over beers earlier that week, or helping Chloe with homework that morning, makes it darker, sweeter.

It satisfies the part of me that still craves the edge, the part that once dreamed of whoring him out for real, of counting cash while he serviced strangers in a motel room. I think about it sometimes, late at night. The money isn’t the point; it’s the surrender. The ultimate proof that he’s mine to give away. But I’m a realist. I have children. A career. A life that can’t withstand that kind of exposure. So it stays fantasy. The club is close enough.

Tom never complains. He comes home marked, bruises on his hips, throat raw, arse tender, and curls into me like nothing happened. I hold him, kiss the top of his head, tell him he’s perfect.

Because he is.

We’re still us. Just… more.
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Epilogue

That’s basically it really. You’re pretty much caught up. Maybe just a few facts about me:

	My name: No, it isn’t Julia G. Slater, but Julia is my middle name. It is a pen name, sorry for that boys, but I do use Julia in my normal life because I don’t like my first name. 

	My stats: I am 177cm tall, which is 5’8”. I weigh 61kg – 134lbs. My hair is blonde, my breasts a perky, fake C-cup. 

	I’m about to turn 44 sometime in 2026. And yes, I have had some cosmetic surgery. 

	My skin and haircare routine involves a lot of Korean cosmetics. A lot. 

	I am not embarrassed about being dominant. Women don’t always put themselves out there, but I do. I enjoy my lifestyle. I’m not religious, I don’t think you need a deity in your life to be a good person, and I am a firm believer that everybody deserves to be happy. 

	My main fetishes: Cuckolding, Sissification, Forced Bi, Forced homosexuality, forced smoking and intoxication, Water sports, Pegging, Piercing, Knife Play, Breath control, and Exposure/Public humiliation Play. 

	I live in Prague, Czech Republic. 

	The photos are of me but I run them through AI to remove the possibility of reverse image search. Usually, they will have a cover over them to distract pattern recognition. 

	I do not meet fans…but I love you all. 

	My final piece of advice, don’t ever think you are weird because you are into BDSM. Don’t let anyone call you that. You have a superpower; you can turn pain into pleasure. They can’t do that! 
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