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CHAPTER 1










It was a chilly evening at the end of November. A middle-aged couple was walking down a busy street in the classy, elegant quarters of Berlin-Charlottenburg. Massive rain drops that often precede a heavy rainfall, were splattering on the pavement with a clearly audible thud. The energetic woman with a  sprightly step was leading the way, shielding her fresh hairdo with a dome-shaped transparent umbrella. Her husband trotted few steps behind her, his body language clearly conveying his resentment. 

      

"I don't recall ever being here..." The man barked above the loud noise of the cars and busses. "When I think I could be laying on couch and watching the Champion League..." 

      

"Thomas, hurry, they are waiting," the woman said as she threw her head back, sending her dark hair flying, and swiftly walked forward. "They? Who's they?" He asked. The woman laughed, trying to mask that she was caught off guard. "Well, my... friends."

      

"Rebecca, will you finally tell me, where are we going? You know I hate surprises." 

      

She either ignored his comment or didn't hear him over the noises of the street and she walked briskly forward. When they were passing a shiny shop window, Rebecca glanced at her reflection, apparently pleased with what she saw. 

      

Although her figure was a bit too plump to be called slim, she couldn't complain she didn’t attract enough suitors. Thomas' gaze unwittingly gravitated toward the sheer elegance of her figure-hugging skirt. Even though they had already been married for a year, the beauty of her full figure never ceased to elevate submissive feelings in him. He could envision her smothering his face with her booty, just like the giant big-assed beauties drawn by Sardax. Her feet were tiny and gorgeously shaped. She was aware of her merits and wore shiny black stilettos. He often appreciated that even in her forties her feet were delicate and the skin on them was smooth like those of a girl twenty years her junior.

      

As she paused to acknowledge how well she looked that day, the rainfall intensified. Her eyes glided down off her smart looks and dwelled for a second on her spouse. She addressed him a light, conversational tone: "Thomas, do you insist on arriving there soaking wet?" She knew he hated umbrellas and would refuse to carry it, because it made him feel like a wimp. What a stupid notion, she thought, rolling her eyes internally. "Yes," he retorted obstinately. "I hate to restrict myself by carrying this stupid thing." He gestured to the umbrella.

      

She shot him a sideways glance, but her merry eyes gave away that she was more amused than annoyed. "Oh really? Where have I heard that before..." Thomas looked puzzled but she did not elaborate, instead she checked her wristwatch. Apparently, they were running late, because she darted away, jumping here and there over large puddles of dirty brown water. 

      

"It seems you have an ongoing problem with feeling restricted," she noted casually. He kept walking but, for a brief moment, he turned his head right, searching for the meaning of this clearly sarcastic comment. No luck. He was not good in deciphering the double-edged jokes his wife often employed to spice up conversations. He hadn't the slightest idea what this comment was about. 




She rolled her blue-grey eyes, slightly enlarged behind the rims of her rather thick business-style glasses. "Well, last time I ordered you to wear a chastity cage, you complained it restricts you. You whined - Pleease, pleease, open the cage, the damn thing hurts my skin." She mimicked his whimpering in a comical sing-song voice. "I don't need to remind you that it was you, who begged me for two months to make you wear it." 

      

She was right of course. Thomas had spent countless nights fantasizing about her, glorious in her most tight latex suit, bossing him with her Mistressy ways. He had yearned for her to take away his freedom to satisfy himself anytime he liked. He had begged her to use her power over him to postpone his pleasure, and unashamedly use him to gratify herself. Like many other things they tried throughout the years, the idea of wearing the cage was thrilling in theory, but it failed miserably under the grinding of everyday duties. When his morning wood kicked in the cock-ring would stinging the delicate skin of his scrotum. When he fidgeted uncomfortably during the seemingly endless meetings at work, he silently prayed that the feeling of discomfort would just go away. It wasn’t long before his determination to stick it out dissipated. After a mere three days in chastity, Thomas rushed to the keyholder and wife in one person, to have her unlock and remove the 'stupid thing'.  




Thomas knew that in the delicate equilibrium of the relationship he couldn't afford to simply give in and accept what her comment implied - that he was being a feisty troublemaker. He was no troublemaker! He had to defend his honor. Attempting to fend off the criticism he opened his mouth to speak, but his wife had just stopped abruptly and he bumped into her awkwardly. He forgot about his hurt feelings when she said, "Here we are!"

      

The torrents of rainwater were now streaming onto the street and the water quickly saturated the drainage system. The puddles reflected the deep orange light of streetlamps that had just flicked on with the approaching dusk. Rebecca checked the back of her legs. Her stockings were wet and covered with splashes of mud. She shrugged it off, determined not to lose her good humor.

      

Rebecca rang the bell. A melodious female voice sounded from the intercom. "The DWC here, what's your name?" Thomas had no idea what the DWC was and tried in his mind to reconstruct the possible meaning by thinking of various words with these initials. He soon abandoned his mental exercise, because ridiculous things like 'the Devil's Wicked Cunts' kept springing up his mind. 

      

"Hello, It’s Rebecca Stein and Thomas Stein. The password is C-B-T."

      

"That's correct," a melodious female voice sounded. "Please enter and go down the stairs." The intercom buzzed and Rebecca pushed the door open. Thomas hastened to assist her, as the old-fashioned wooden doors with elaborate wrought decorative foliage got caught on a doormat and wouldn't open. When they managed to get in, they found themselves in a stately bourgeois apartment building from the 1910's. 

      

"Hang on... what was the password? CBT? Is it like... cock and ball torture, or am I being delusional?" Thomas asked uneasily.

      

"Shhh! Not so loud," Rebecca giggled and grabbed him by the hand. "Follow me." She navigated him through the corridor, the automatic lights switching on as they walked. On the left side was a downward staircase, less stately than the marble stairs leading to the upper floors.

      

 "You've been here already?" Thomas wondered out loud. Just by imagining his wife hanging around the city and disappearing into unknown cellars made him feel a pang of jealousy. She just smirked. 

      

They arrived in front of the door bearing a golden plaque with the enigmatic "DWC" on it. "What does the DWC stand for?" Thomas asked a bit uneasily. His suspicions were growing, and he remembered how Rebecca always said that "experiences don't need to be positive, as long as they are intense." Most of the times he found Rebecca's boldness admirable, but only when it did not interfere with his own passive, peace and quiet loving preferences.

      

The doors open only a crack and a young woman peeped out. When she noticed Rebecca, she smiled broadly and opened the door for them, stepping back to let them through. Thomas stealthily measured the brightly smiling woman from head to toe. Her looks alone cemented his suspicions as to the character of the place and his apprehension only increased. 

      

Thomas looked around the hallway and he was beginning to lose color in his face. Curious pictures were hanging on the walls... He couldn't be mistaken. Tom pulled Rebecca's sleeve. "Please, Beck, let's go away, I don't like this place a single bit." 

      

"We will stay, Tom and that's an order," she said in a tone that bore no opposition. He sighed shakily. "Um... Yes, Mistress." The doors closed behind them with a solid thump.
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CHAPTER 2










"This is the surprise?" Thomas whispered, his hands shaking in agitation as he was helping Rebecca from her coat. "You just dragged me to a BDSM studio?" 

      

"No, darling. I dragged you to the meeting of the Dominant Wives' Club. You better relax and make yourself comfortable." She was clearly determined to make him obey. Tom kicked off his shoes, still thinking that if he tore the door open and took the steps by two, he would be gone before anyone could say "bloody coward".

      

"My socks are completely soaked, look, and the new black shoes you made me wear stained them," he observed in a mock sad tone. "I guess we’ll need to go home, unless you want to have a husband with dirty socks at the party." 

      

"Never-mind your socks, you won't need them," Becky retorted without looking at him, fixing her hair in the mirror. She looked great.

      

"Surely you don't mean...?" He didn't dare to finish, but he already knew the answer before he even finished the sentence.

      

"I do mean precisely that. Start with stripping off your clothes, dear," she commanded as she pulled on his cravat, untying the perfect knot he was so proud of. "I have something that will suit you better." From her handbag she produced a wide, fine leather collar with red felt lining.

      

"Oh, for Pete’s sake," he wailed in desperation, "I'm not ready for this." Through glass panes dividing the hall from the main room, he saw silhouettes of at least six women strolling around the room and chatting.

      

"Jesus, so many women... they will stare at me, laugh at me behind my back." Tom whimpered, noticing one slave who was carrying around a tray with refreshments stifled a laugh. Rebecca leaned closer and hissed. "Pull yourself together! You are going in and that's final." He dropped his head, staring intently at his toes. "It will do us both good. You will thank me," she added in more lenient tone.  

      

"Did you notice the man, carrying the tray? He was hung like a gay porn star ... How can I ever face the women?" Thomas moaned. Rebecca knew of course that he had an inferiority complex regarding his manhood, but she also knew that making fun of it was one of his turn-ons. "Don't overestimate your importance. The women here are at the center of attention, not your pathetic dick. Anyway, a healthy dose of humiliation won't hurt," Rebecca said and playfully threw her hair back, strolling in catwalk style imto the studio.

      

Before he knew it, Thomas was standing in the door next to his confident wife, his arms behind his back, facing the dreaded moment when the eyes of all women in the room would linger on them. The room was a spacious windowless studio, divided into two halves by different flooring. A wooden floor seating area and stone tiles for the torture chamber covered by a large black and white cow skin. The studio was tastefully and unobtrusively decorated with drapes in a dark turquoise color. A series of dark red sofas added touch of luxury and quaintness. Ambient jazz music was playing in the background and the smell of wood - a new spanking bench made of oak - tickled the nose with a pleasant aroma.

      

But Thomas was blind to his surroundings. He felt as if he was suffocating in an intensely hot sauna. For a moment he almost thought he might pass out. It happened once when he was very stressed at work and had skipped breakfast in the morning. In the room were seven women of all ages and appearances. Most wore sexy high heels, clothed in attractive dresses, or latex. One wore a translucent airy tunic and another a pin-up fifties polka dot dress with net stockings. He noticed two who were barefoot. Becky leaned to him and whispered. "Don't pretend that all these beautiful women seeing your willy is not turning you on..." Exposing his penis in front of dominant women was mortifying to Tom, but he had to admit it was very arousing.

      

"Speak of the devil," a charming blonde in her early thirties exclaimed enthusiastically when Rebecca and Thomas entered the room. She wore a satin blouse, pencil skirt and ablack latex corset with red stripes, fastened with decorative buckles. Her long natural fingernails were painted red as well. She was holding a champagne glass and Thomas noticed her remarkable, elegant hands with spidery long fingers, just like a Gothic Madonna. 

      

"Thank you, Emma. So happy to finally make it." Rebecca walked a few steps forward to shake hands with her. Emma squeezed her hand, but then shook her head and enveloped her in a soulful hug. Rebecca was pleasantly surprised by the display of affection. She appreciated that other women could see that she and Emma were good friends. This reassurance made her feel more at ease among the others that were all new women to meet.

      

When Emma rested her chin against Becky's shoulder, she eyed Thomas. He was just standing there, two steps behind his wife, not knowing what to do with his hands. He had never experienced such a deep, penetrating look. He thought that she probably could see to the bottom of his soul. Nothing would surely escape those clever, sharp dark eyes.

      

"I guess you both need a towel," Emma observed when she let go of Rebecca. She casually snapped her fingers and her slave hurried to the bathroom to fetch towels.

      

Rebecca smiled. "I need a drink, but I'd settle for a towel."

      

"No need to settle, you will get both," Emma quipped. "My slave will pour you a glass of the best Spätburgunder Pinot Noir. But first, dry yourself a bit." A slave handed Rebecca a towel with a respectful bow. It smelled of lavender and had the silver embroidered initials DWC in one of the corners. "Wow, you even have Club towels... They smell divine." Emma just smiled, but she was clearly pleased that Rebecca appreciated her attention to detail. Thomas got a less fancy towel, and commenced to vigorously scrub his wet legs, trying to divert himself from the mortification of his nudity. 

      

"I will just take off my stockings and I'm good to go." Rebecca sat down on a sofa and imperiously pointed down. Thomas threw the towel on the ground, squatted down, and began to roll the wet stockings down carefully, just like he had been taught, to prevent them from tearing.

      

"Your slave is blushing. That's so sweet. If you had placed him next to tomatoes in the supermarket, I wouldn't have been able to tell the difference," Emma joked. She touched Thomas' head, running her fingers through his hair all the way down to the back of his neck. "Don't worry, soon it will be second nature," she added magnanimously and quickly grabbed the scruff of his neck, firmly pinching it with her thumb and forefinger. It felt incredibly intense, and he shuddered as the sensation prickled his skin with goosebumps. 

      

Eva joined Emma and looked down at Tom with barely concealed ridicule. "Yeah, and what about the manners? Will he just throw dirty towels around?" 

      

Rebecca felt slightly embarrassed by the comment. "Sorry, but Thomas has never been exposed to the eyes of other dominant ladies and he has not adapted to the new situation yet." She sprang forward indignantly. Emma smiled, but she gave Eva a significant look. "Eva, this slave does not yet know the rules of the Club." Eva shrugged unconcernedly and joined a circle of other ladies, who were busy admiring the new spanking bench. 

      

"It does you credit, how you sprang forward to defend your slave." Emma noted politely. "Of course, you are not yet used to the direct way in which Mistress Wives treat the slaves of each other. Verbal humiliation of another Mistress' slave is not frowned upon in here, in fact it is considered desirable. Most slaves adore getting humiliated by other women in the Club."

      

Another Mistress, wearing rather bulky leather pants and a matching leather cap, emerged from the kitchen. She wore slippers without a heel, which did not help her rather stocky figure. She had no make-up and from underneath her cap a mane of untamed frizzy hair stuck out in all directions. "I missed your arrival. Sorry! I was busy overseeing the preparation of the refreshments. I'm Mistress Cruella," she said as she took Rebecca's hand and shook it so violently that she almost displaced Rebecca’s shoulder.

      

Rebecca was glad for the intrusion anyway. She finally had an excuse to change the subject. She considered her slave her property and so she felt uneasy when Eva had joked at his expense. It somehow came across like they are making fun of her personally. They continued in a chit-chat with Cruella. Meanwhile, Emma whispered to the girl who opened the door for them, while sometimes looking Rebecca's way. Rebecca's instincts told her that Emma, who was very honest and straight forward, would never conspire against her.

      

Rebecca remembered that Emma had warned her about Cruella. Mistress Cruella was reportedly rather eccentric in her ways and notorious for her bad fashion style, but Emma solemnly swore that she was one of the most authentic dominant women she had the pleasure of meeting. Emma said Cruella was completely fearless, adventurous, and extraordinary in the domination of her slaves, for whom she always invented ingenious activities and punishments.

      

"I'm sure that you and your slave will soon appreciate the benefits of our little Club," Cruella said and lightly brushed the back of Rebecca's hand. "No need to push yourself, just keep watching and you will feel in tune with our secret circle in no time." She was being very kind and Rebecca returned the favor by sending her the warmest of smiles.

      

Eva glided towards Emma and pretended to admire the latex corset she was wearing. Then she cupped her hand against Emma's ear, so that Rebecca couldn't read her lips. "Did you notice that whenever a new Mistress/slave couple arrives for the first time, it is always the same? How the Mistress behaves like an owner of a pedigree dog?" "What do you mean?" asked Emma. "The Mistress is always defending the merits of her favorite pet, even though he blatantly fails to meet the breed standards at the exhibition." Eva giggled, hopeful that her comment would sound clever and interesting, but Emma gave her a look that clearly indicated she would not humor Eva's gossipy tendencies. 

      

"Eva, I suggest leaving Thomas out of the Club's slave rituals until Rebecca feels more at ease with the humiliation protocols." Emma said a bit more coldly than usual. Eva nodded, pink in the face, disappointed that she had not impressed the Mistress, whom she admired and was trying to emulate.

      

Rebecca followed Cruella's advice and made herself comfortable on a couch, instructing her slave husband to massage her feet. That way she could enjoy an open view of other couples and study their behavior. Before setting foot into the Club, she had never met an openly dominant woman except for Emma. At this stage each new dominant lady she met was of great interest to her. Trying to get her bearings in the new environment, she observed and learned what was and what was not typical, what it actually meant to be a Domme. She was also internally comparing her Tom to the other slaves. As to his figure, he looked as good as any of them, but the level of service their slaves provided was incomparable.

      

Emma was strolling lazily with a champagne glass in hand, welcoming the new arrivals. She was at ease, relaxed, and enjoying the good management provided by her slave, a fit man in his forties. Rebecca didn't say anything, but she was secretly impressed. Emma's slave was happily buzzing around his queen, being ordered around by hand gestures instead of words. His penis was secured with a chastity belt, a compact, elegant stainless-steel cage. His body seemed to be moving with extraordinary efficiency. He conducted himself like a well-trained soldier. He made no redundant movements and there was precision to his gestures. Emma was managing him through what seemed to be sign language, sparing her the trouble of explaining or wasting energy on spoken commands.

      

"Wow, seems your slave is very tuned to you." Rebecca said a notion of envy in her voice, when Emma leaned down to bite an anchovie filled olive. "I sometimes struggle to even make my slave massage my feet. I guess he's just lazy... I have to pester him to do his slave tasks. What's your slave's name?" Rebecca asked. 

      

"His name is Cunt," Emma smiled innocently. Rebecca choked on her wine. "Sorry... What?" Emma apparently enjoyed the shock she achieved in her unsuspecting friend. She swiped her thumb over the screen of her phone and in an instant her slave, who was nearby serving as a waiter, promptly put down his tray and hastened to take the position "waiting" requiring kneeling in front of them. 

      

"Say your name and why I call you that," Emma commanded. "I'm slave Cunt. My Mistress created the association between the name and strap-on she often uses to degrade me. This name was chosen to humiliate me each time my Mistress utters the word. Whenever my Mistress says my name, I get aroused. I'm very grateful for my slave name," he recited. Emma nodded, satisfied.

      

"Impressive." Rebecca praised as she gave an appreciative nod. "I guess I need to come up with a name like that for Tom," she winked at him. He didn't know which emotion was stronger - the fear that Rebecca would learn devilish new ways to drive him deeper into the submission, or joy from the same.

      

Emma snapped her fingers at one of Cruella's three slaves, who was carrying around a tray of canapes, and she helped herself to a sandwich. Rebecca had one too. "I'm so busy I haven't had a chance to eat... Oh, my stomach rumbles." Emma took a mouthful and gratefully relished the mild taste of her favorite cheese melting in her mouth. "There's nothing like Cruella's sandwiches... Her slaves, bless them, learned her instructions to a T." She mumbled and chewed with a contended smile. Suddenly she exclaimed, "Oops!" Because a slice of ham fell onto the ground. The slave Cunt didn't wait for a command and promptly dived down to devour the ham, grunting like a pig to amuse the Mistresses. "Cunt is trained to eat Mistress' leftovers." Emma explained witha sparkling laugh and patted her ruby red lips with her napkin carefully. "If you choose a slave name correctly, you can turn it into one of the finest mindfuck tools." 

      

Another couple had just arrived. Emma ran her long fingers through her blonde hair, arranging her bangs, and checking herself in the reflection of her cell phone. Then she paused, realizing what she just did and giggled. "Silly me... Madame Valeria and her slave arrived. I’ve always had a fondness for the guy. If he wasn't my best mate's slave, I would already have him collared." Rebecca looked their way, trying not to stare too conspicuously.

      

"Oh, I can't wait for Madame Valeria to hear about your ideas of a new... arrangement." Emma leaned closer to Rebecca, tickling her cheek with her hair, and said conspiratorially. "She is the ultimate...," but her words were drowned in loud exclamations of welcome. Emma waved to Valeria, who was walking into the room. Thomas had no idea what arrangement Emma was talking about, but he forgot all about it when he noticed Valeria. She was a striking brunette in a luxury grey fur and was being helped from her coat by her partner, who was wearing a black leather collar, conspicuously peeping from underneath his white shirt. 

      

The weather outside had not improved much, because they were soaking wet as well. Madame Valeria was petite in stature, but her face was jaw-droppingly beautiful. She was well aware of her beauty and carried herself with the self-assurance of a Byzantine Empress, her ego and authority greatly surpassing her small frame. Her slave, according to the rules of attraction, was every bit as handsome as his Mistress, but distinctly taller. 

      

      When Valeria's slave undressed, he meticulously folded his clothes and placed them into a lockable drawer next to the entrance door. His Mistress placed the key into her handbag. Clever, Rebecca thought. If a slave gets second thoughts, he stands no chance of escaping. No one wants to run around the streets all naked.

      

Emma counted on her fingers, pointing at the individual women. "Yes, that's Eva and Valeria in the hallway, with her back turned to us are Monica with Vanessa, Cruella is in the kitchen... admiring the new spanking bench is Trudi, Clara and Hannah, that's eight. Plus you and me. I guess this will be it. We are complete." 

      

Madam Valeria confidently walked into the room, warmly smiled at Rebecca, and measured Thomas in a stern gaze that made him turn purple in the face. "So pleased to finally meet you, Rebecca." She was hypnotized by Valeria's eyes, direct and confident. She looked like a feline predator, dangerous and ever ready to strike.

      

All the ladies finally gathered around the coffee table, slaves pushing the armchairs closer to form a circle. One by one, the Ladies shook hands with Rebecca, and all sat around a low coffee table into comfortable plush armchairs. 

      

Cruella, who took her place next to Rebecca, leaned closer to her. "You lucky girl! Back in the day we just met to talk Femdom and have a little fun with our slaves, but now? Oh, you have so much to look forward to! It’s a great time to join the Club." Rebecca had already heard some things from Emma, who was her friend from the gym, but Emma was pretty secretive about what was going on behind the closed doors of the Club. "I can't tell you more, first you must be initiated." Cruella winked at her, enjoying whipping up Rebecca's expectation with suspense. Rebecca was sitting on the edge of her seat and noticed that the atmosphere suddenly changed.
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CHAPTER 3










When Mistress Emma stood up to launch the meeting, the Mistresses' slaves automatically adopted their assigned places, kneeling with their faces to the wall, waiting to be summoned, each pushing ear plugs into their ears. Rebecca watched the carefully orchestrated events unfold. Cruella gently nudged Rebecca to send Tom to join them. Rebecca in-turn pushed him away and he clumsily crawled to the wall, sending uncertain looks her way. He bumped his head into the side of Valeria's slave, feeling more awkward and embarrassed than ever. He also pushed in the ear plugs he was handed. The feeling was weird when the foam started to expand in his ear canal until he felt the oppressive silence that was teamed with an unpleasant pressure in his head. Finally, he touched the cold wall with his forehead like the other slaves. Kneeling next to the others, he had to exercise great self-restraint not to look at their genitals and compare himself to them. His cock was probably scared off by the sudden situation and it was completely flaccid. He noticed that the other slaves were caged.

      

"First of all, I'd like to welcome you to the sixty-fifth meeting of our Club." Emma began in an official tone. Clara and Hannah, who were up to that point chatting animatedly, immediately ceased to speak.

      

"I am so pleased to welcome a new candidate for membership." Emma turned to Rebecca, but all eyes were on her ever since they had gathered around the table. Rebecca was pretty tough and fearless herself, but she could sense these women were all head-strong with individualist personalities and a slight shiver ran down her spine. She used to be the strongest personality far and wide. Here she was just one among many. They had the power to accept her but also to turn her down. Suddenly she felt greatly motivated to convince them she was good enough to become one of them.

      

"Let me introduce you in detail, Rebecca. Ladies, Rebecca works in banking. She is fluent in English and Spanish. She is living in a Femdom relationship with her slave Tom for a year. Now she wishes to make him a better slave and root her marriage firmly in the principles of female supremacy." 

      

Tom was almost glad he wasn’t facing the party of women. This way they couldn’t see him blush. He finally had some time to think. Rebecca acted, after all, to make him the slave he in the bottom of his heart wanted to become... When he was attuned to his submissive desires and immersed in his subspace, this seemed like the most thrilling thing happening. But he also knew that often everyday life outweighed the erotic aspects of his relationship with Rebecca and his technical brain was furiously resisting the ultimate fall into chains of slavery. Would she succeed in breaking the resistance of his brain? A loud high-pitched voice effectively cut his thoughts. It was turned down by the earplugs, so he couldn't make out the words, but it was the extravagant Lady - Cruella.

      

"Congrats to the marriage! I myself have always preferred to stay single - for the sake of freedom of course - but I'm a member of the DWC anyway, because this Club is positively awesome! Emma and I have known each other for more than a decade, she knows that I'm..." Cruella chimed, using her happy, chatty voice until she caught Emma's eye. Cruella put a finger on her lips, slightly shrugging her shoulders and gesturing to promise that she will henceforth rein in the flood of words.

      

"Rebecca, this is no easy decision. If you decide to join our club, we will expect you and your slave to follow the rules. Shortly, we will make you familiar with the core principles of the Club and then you will have the opportunity to decide in a procedure we call the Pondering." "You will have a chance to discuss this with your husband of course." Added Vanessa, who in the DWC represented the empathic, gentle branch of Femdom.

      

"Before the TDP, we need to make Rebecca familiar with the ground rules of our Club." Emma reminded. "Eva, would you be so kind?" Eva again happily took the floor. "There are two sets of rules. One for the Mistresses and the other for the slaves. The rules for Mistresses are few because the Club is strictly egalitarian. There is no Lady higher than the other and we all maintain equality, regardless of age, years of experience or number of slaves." "Two sets of rules, different for Mistresses, different for slaves," Rebecca recited to show she was paying attention. "Correct," said Emma. 

      

"Vanessa? Would you give us the first rule?"

      

Vanessa dressed in the pin-up polka dot dress with red shiny stilettos and her hair styled in elaborate curls, promptly said. "The first rule. We are all professional women with successful careers. For the sake of protecting ourselves the Club is secret, everything that we say or do in here is strictly confidential. Violation of this ground rule results in immediate and final expulsion from the Club." 

      

Rebecca was listening intently, and Vanessa was addressing her speech directly to her. Emma, who was watching Rebecca carefully, asked Vanessa to stop. "I see you would like to ask something, Rebecca. Go ahead, you may always ask if you feel the need." Emma encouraged. Rebecca hesitated, not sure it was the right moment. She cleared her throat. "Why is the secrecy crucial, Emma? If the Club had a public presence, perhaps it would help attract new slaves." Emma smiled. "It shows that you have limited experience with the world of Femdom. The existence of our Club is secret precisely because of the massive overlap of slaves desiring to serve dominant women. We don't want their attentions. Right?" She looked around and all women very expressively nodded their heads.

      

The fair natural blonde Hannah joined in. "We already have our slaves and do not desire to have our mailboxes flooded with unsolicited dick pics and offers of service." Cruella sniggered at the reference to dick pics. And raised her forefinger like a shy schoolgirl. "I have my own collection of dick pics. My modest collection consists of five hundred specimens and the number is growing." Other ladies laughed, some, however, seemed a tad tired by Cruella's sense of humor and exchanged significant looks, clearly saying. "Uhhh... not the dick pics collection again."

      

Mistress Emma took back the speaking lead. "You are laughing at the poor boys, but they just don't know better. That's precisely the reason why in 2019 I invented the University of Slavery and Servitude. To teach these subs manners and understand what to expect from the service to dominant women. They don't realize how very badly they conduct themselves in the communication with a prospective Mistress. The most sorely need advice. They are lost and completely unaware of their shortcomings." Valerie cut in. "Here she comes again... You have a swollen savior complex. You are unnecessarily wearing yourself out... if you ask me." Emma smiled. She knew Valeria had a big mouth. They were friends for more than a decade and she could always rely on her complete frankness. "Sure. If you know of a treatment to cure myself of it, will you let me know asap?" Emma suggested. Valeria sent her an air kiss. 

      

"We are all sending destitute slaves Emma's way, if we see they are very desperate for a Mistress of their own and we feel they deserve a bit of assistance." Cruella added and looked fondly at Emma. "I admire her determination to help." Emma leaned towards Cruella and gave her an affectionate hug. "I love you all. I really do."

      

Rebecca smiled politely. A desire swelled in her heart to become a member of this group that, although made of so many different personalities, somehow managed to stick together. 

      

"Sorry, we got carried away, let's get back to the ground rules." Emma said and hushed down the wave of chatter. Rebecca asked what the other rules were. Emma handed her a laminated list in a frame, containing three bullet points. Rebecca studied it, taking off her glasses. "The first point is secrecy. That was already explained." She said to herself. Rebecca read out loud the second point. "Professional Femdom." Emma smoothed creases on her pencil skirt and asked Eva to explain. 

      

Eva, who was the youngest, seemed proud to be called out to explain the rules. She was slowly but surely becoming a valued member of the Club and was very proud of it. "Our members are not forbidden from engaging in professional Femdom, but they are prohibited from bringing their clients to the Club. Only long-term partners and slave husbands are allowed in." Emma smiled fondly. 

      

"Very well, Eva. I guess I should explain this point more. We had a very active professional Dominatrix as a member of the club and she tried to smuggle in her paying client, posing as her partner under a hood." "She did a number on us. Ulrike was a cunning little thing! He paid her a fortune to be allowed to serve here." Cruella said. The Club was a source of pride to her and someone willing to pay "a fortune" to serve there was just another of the reasons why Cruella was bursting with pride to be the member of it.

      

"We don't condemn professional Femdom, Emma and I were briefly professionals too, but this Club is dedicated to Dominant wives and their slave husbands." Valeria explained. Rebecca nodded solemnly. "Understood." 

      

"To do justice to all that is honest and right in this club, I must tell you, that I have a few paying slaves." Mistress Clara admitted. Emma snapped her fingers. "Great of you to say so. Do you see, Rebecca? This is the point three." She pointed with her slender long fingernail at the point. "We treasure honesty above all else. In many fully female collectives you can often observe intrigue, gossip and dishonesty. Here we cultivate a safe and honest environment free of any of these vices. As long as our members manage to adhere to the three rules, we can all thrive." And that is exactly the point number three: Honesty.

      

If there ever was a shadow of a doubt in the back of Rebecca's mind, she was now certain that she wished to become a member of the Club. "If these are the only three rules for Ladies, how many rules are there for the slaves?" Rebecca asked. "There are five basic rules all slaves of the Club members must observe. Obviously, each Lady has her own private rules." Emma said. "Let me show you ours." 

      

"Oh, this is my favorite part!" Vanessa exclaimed enthusiastically and clapped her hands. Rebecca, her eyes wide open and curious, watched the slaves beginning to move. They were removing their ear buds, kneeling at the wall springing to their feet one after another from right to left. This was apparently a well-established ritual, because everyone knew instantly what to do. 

      

"Slaves - make a row." The order was issued, but the slaves already knew the protocol. Turning from left to right, they created an orderly formation in the middle of the room, standing precisely on the dividing line between the torture chamber and the seating area. They looked like a police line-up, except they all stood with ankles perfectly together and hands folded behind their backs. They were looking up, above the heads of the Mistresses. Thomas was doing his best not to hamper the perfect choreography watching carefully and imitating more experienced slaves. 

      

Emma took one of the canes, sticking out of a smooth, glass vase in the corner. "The rules are simple, but powerful. They summarize the whole nature of the D/s relationship between Mistress and her slave in a Femdom marriage. They are built upon the wealth of experience I and other Ladies have gathered over the years." "When applied rigorously and long term, the rules can soften even the most obstinate of subs."

      

"Rule number one," she said as she tapped the cane on the ass of the slave on the right. It was Trudi's slave, a young dark-haired boy with a tight little ponytail on top of his head. "My wife rules at all times and I must never question her authority." He recited, his gaze fixed on an air conditioning unit at the ceiling. "This sounds self-explanatory, but you will certainly agree that sometimes slaves try to push the limits." Emma said and lightly slapped the side of the slave, as one would slap cattle. "Oh, tell me about it... "Rebecca rolled her eyes. "Right?" Vanessa said emphatically, "Sometimes I feel like he is testing how far he can go, before I get pissed." Cruella smirked. "That's because, ladies, you don't use enough punishment. Slaves are like dogs. They need a kind, but firm hand. Sugar and whip, as they say."

      

 Emma moved to the next and repeated her tapping on the shoulder of Hannah's slave, a slender guy with a slightly protruding belly. "Rule two. My wife is a free woman who can do whatever she pleases; whereas slave is completely dependent on his Mistress." He said in a high voice that seemed weirdly off. Tom wondered if the guy, a balding, lanky persona with hairy arms, had this high-pitch normally, or if it was a part of his slave role. He decided that probably the second would be true. "This rule is simple but symbolizes the essential principle of the power exchange. The woman is always and forever free to do as she pleases in any situation. The slave, on the other hand, is accepting his complete and unequivocal dependence on his wife. He is not free to do what he wants; he always needs to ask for her opinion first before making any important decision." Emma explained.

      

Emma continued to another slave and repeated the tap on his ass cheek. One of the Cruella's slaves chanted in a voice of a Sunday preacher: "Mistress Cruella is in control of my orgasms. She decides when and if I will cum." Emma, amused with his theatrical performance turned to Rebecca, explaining that Cruella's slaves always replace the title of a wife with her name. This rule number two was probably the most interesting rule so far, since it had such broad applicability and power associated with it. 
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Rebecca itched to learn more, but before she managed to open her mouth to ask, Emma was already at rule number three. She made a mental note to ask about that later.

      

"My wife is fully entitled to deliver physical punishments. I gratefully receive each stroke to become a better slave." Rebecca looked slightly taken aback. Her and Tom never used a beating as discipline. 

      

"Physical punishments? Is it necessary?" Rebecca wondered. Emma turned on her heel and tapped the cane energetically in the palm of her hand. "Oh, absolutely indispensable!" Rebecca looked down and studied her fingernails, avoiding Emma's eyes. "Oh, I see." She was not at all sure if she liked this rule. She was always proud to be the sensual, empathic Mistress who did not resort to physical violence... 

      

"Oh, don't get discouraged!" Hannah weighed in, "The tolerance to corporal punishments can be built gradually. He will learn to love those sessions." Clara, one of the women who was barefoot and who rested her feet comfortably against the armrest of Cruella's chair, also tried to reassure her, "I see how you feel, I was the same when I arrived to the club two years ago. The idea of hurting your beloved husband seems off-putting. I should know it; I'm a nurse and I'm used to treat people kindly. But once you try it on your own and see the enormous benefits of a proper spanking, you will never go back. Just do it and see how your Femdom relationship will reach new levels of harmony and happiness." Rebecca still looked skeptical, but inwardly, without realizing it, her resistance was weakening.

      

"Eva, please, bring Rebecca's slave to us." Emma asked and Eva sprang up, eager to improve her image in Emma's eyes after she joked on Rebecca's and Tom's behalf.   

      

"Every couple joining us has to be in harmony with our core values." Emma explained. Rebecca was becoming uneasy, she understood well enough that either she would revise her stance to corporal punishments, or she could not join the club. Were they going to test if her husband can tolerate pain? She felt a pang of bad conscience. Was she guilty of delivering her husband to a bunch of sadistic vixens, who would exploit his defenselessness? When she was walking down the street to the meeting, she was elated and expecting the best. Perhaps she underestimated the true character of the club. It was not make believe. This all sounded damn serious.

      

Cruella was anxious to share her views with Rebecca and broke in again with her chirping optimism. "Did you hear about the Russian woman who cures addictions by heavy spankings? People are cured just by receiving the caning regularly each day for the duration of a month. They say that beating results in the release of endorphins. The brains of addicts lack the hormones and the beating floods the body with them. With regular spankings, the addicts and alcoholics completely lose the need to drink or abuse drugs. So, I decided to try that. Lo and behold, it works!" Rebecca wasn't at all convinced. The story terrified her even more. 

      

Cruella didn't get discouraged by Rebecca's apprehensive expression. "My slave Microcock, for instance, adapted well. Ever since a teenager, he used to drink fairly large amounts of alcohol. He indulged freely in this detrimental habit until I said, enough is enough! I don't want an alcoholic slave. Fifty solid cane strokes a day and he was cured within two weeks." She roared with laughter.

      

"Now you did it, Cruella. Look at Rebecca's expression!" Emma scowled at Cruella. Rebecca looked terrified indeed. Cruella laughed. "Oh, sorry, but the story has a happy ending! My slave abstains and we have been living happily ever since..." Emma pressed her forefinger against Cruella's lips with slightly raised eyebrows. "Please, Cruella, let me finish. You certainly don't want to postpone Rebecca's pleasure of her TDP." Then she turned to Rebeca again. "...of course, there is a certain percentage of people, who cannot tolerate physical pain, but they are in complete minority. Each man can be made into the most obedient servant, if he accepts the need to be punished for his or her offenses and mistakes." 

      

"Rebecca, will you allow us to do a little experiment on your husband?" Emma asked. When seeing Rebecca's worried expression, she hastily added. "Don't worry, he won't get hurt. He won't have a single mark on his body. We will just find out his real preference." Rebecca shrugged and made an infinitesimal nod, only because she felt embarrassed to refuse. Privately she was wondering if she was in her right mind. After all, she dragged her husband to the den of sadistic women who apparently derived great satisfaction from beating their husbands' asses. Perhaps this Club was not for her and Tom after all...

      

Eva clicked a long leash on the collar Tom received upon his arrival. He knew better but then to resist and obediently shuffled on all fours to the middle of the room. "Eva, would you please be so kind and find out about Tom's real preference?" Eva's face brightened up with a smile. "Hell yeah."

      

"Slave Tom!" Eva took Tom's chin and looked deeply into his eyes, keeping the eye contact for three seconds. The piercing gaze Emma gave him when they arrived was probably some sort of a Domme technique, because Eva had looked at him with the same x-ray gaze. He was convinced that she saw what was hidden deep down in his soul. She used a different tone with him than when speaking to her friends. It was sharper, more authoritative. His head began to spin in a whir of submissive emotions. 

      

"Do you like it when women take charge sexually?" Eva purred and started slowly rolling the leash around her wrist, pulling him slowly closer, all the while maintaining eye contact."

      

Tom was blinking, looking the Domme right in the eye felt like staring into a light bulb, it made his eyes water. He couldn't fake it, he couldn't look into her eyes and not say... "Yes, Mistress." 

      

"You like it when women use their sexuality to make you obey?" She now held him closer and he could smell the clothes she was wearing. He almost felt like he could distinguish the undertone of the smell of her sex. Eva was among those Dommes, who dressed to thrill. She was wearing leather shorts, more like pants, with net stockings. Dangerously sexy. His cock was responding, even though he knew that Rebecca was watching it all. He couldn't resist it. 

      

Emma calmly observed the procedure and sat next to Rebecca. She placed a hand on her knee and whispered. "I get how you feel, but wait to see." Rebecca swallowed a saucy comment and decided to stick it out. She couldn't admit at this stage that she made a mistake. Tom would hold it over her head for eternity. Now she had no choice but to let Eva do her thing.

      

Eva made a sexy little pirouette and stuck her ass out for him to kiss. Tom glanced in Rebecca's direction and she nodded curtly. He kissed the tight young ass. The power exchange, the fact he was there naked in front of all the women who had all the feminine weapons of their bodies to make him obey was making him hornier by the minute.

      

"Do you imagine yourself completely subjected to a woman and her whims..." Eva traced his chest with her finger, briefly circling his nipple. "Dreaming of bending you over her knee and slapping your bare ass with her palm, because you were a naughty boy? Does it sound alluring to you?"

      

"Yes, Mistress." He sighed.

      

"Do you sometimes imagine your Mistress with a whip or a cane?"

      

"Yes, Mistress." He admitted.

      

"Did Mistress Rebecca ever give you a spanking for being a bad boy?" He scowled and hesitated. His mind was blank because all the blood had traveled to his crotch, but he realized he might insult his Mistress. Should he tell the truth? Should he say truthfully that Rebecca simply didn't like hurting him? Humiliation, fetish, power control, yes, but inflicting pain? That definitely wasn't her strongest suit.

      

"No, My Mistress for some reason does not like the idea of beating me."

      

Rebecca's mouth popped open. Eva looked at Rebecca, triumphant smile playing on her lips. 

      

Eva gave a few solid slaps with the palm of her hand over Tom's ass. He moaned and didn't seem hurt at all. When she pushed him from her lap and made him kiss her shoe, Rebecca could see, he was aroused. Eva then took a flat beating instrument in the shape of a hairbrush and performed ten heavy strokes. He howled in pain, but his erection didn't go away. 

      

Rebecca wondered, why Tom never mentioned this preference. But perhaps she was just being blind to his hints. Perhaps she herself was against corporal punishments out of silly prejudice. After all, a riding crop and the red coils of her leather whip she got for Christmas were still reposing motionlessly in her closet...

      

Emma leaned to Rebecca and whispered. "You see? You are missing a wonderful opportunity to use your husband's fantasies against him. He is primed and ready to be turned into a good slave, an obedient slave." Rebecca was finally convinced and resolved she would learn how to use corporal punishment to turn her Tom into a better slave.

      

"Shall we return to the rules?" Emma suggested and Eva 'parked' Tom again into the row of slaves, who were still gazing over the heads of the Mistresses. They knew better but then to get diverted by the interesting show of Eva seducing Tom.

      

Emma laid her cane on the buttock of Vanessa's slave. "Well? What is the fifth rule?" He shut his eyes closed, firmly pressing his eyelids together. Emma's presence had electrifying effect on him. "My wife has every right to lock me in chastity and I must never object or whine about it." Emma looked at Tom and even though she was speaking to Rebecca, she didn't look away from him. "Your slave will serve you so much better, if you keep him chaste. Locking his cock into a chastity device and controlling his orgasm is the single most efficient measure to make him into the best slave." 

      

Tom had been reading so much on chastity and so far didn't have the discipline or courage to submit to Rebecca for more than 3 days. He knew that in the long sleepless nights when his horny cock kept him awake, he would spin wild orgasm denial fantasies featuring Rebecca, his Mistress, locking his cock and jealously guarding her key. He imagined her turning a deaf ear to his begging and teasing him to madness. Tom was feeling he wanted to try chastity again now.

      

Emma moved forward and another slave flawlessly recited the  fifth rule. "My wife has complete sexual freedom and I'm grateful to be her cuckold." Tom's cock twitched again. The treatment he received from Eva plunged him deep into his subspace. He finally tuned himself to the situation and gradually began to realize that this could be the one in a lifetime opportunity to make his dreams come true. Rebecca enjoying sex with a well-endowed male, while he was cleaning their house - that was one of his most intense erotic fantasies. 

      

Emma clapped her hands. "Ladies, the time of TDP for Rebecca has arrived." Rebecca looked from one Lady to another, nonplussed, searching for clues, but their faces did not give away anything. "The time for what?" Rebecca asked, "What does the abbreviation stand for?" Emma grinned. "I won't tell you... I don't want to spoil the fun."
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CHAPTER 4










Emma grabbed Rebecca's hand and led her away from the main room, back to the hall. Her slave was trotting behind them.  Rebecca previously didn't notice that right next to the slave lockers there was another door. Emma held her eyes from behind and Rebecca could hear the door creak as the slave opened it for her. She could smell smoke mingling with essential oils. When she walked in and the door closed, Emma dropped her hands down and Rebecca realized they had just entered a bedroom. There was a large, oval bed and countless rings for chains and ropes, a large expensive looking antique chandelier stood on a table and an elevated little throne in the corner for a goddess to sit on and let herself be adored. A professional massage table was prepared with towels for body and face, arranged like she was used to seeing in professional studios.

      

"The TDP stands for the Taste of Delights and Pleasures." Emma explained, smiling. Rebecca only stared, just like so many times since she crossed the threshold of the Club. "You mean - " and her gaze wandered to the prominent bed, laid with black satin cover. Emma smiled. "That usually is not part of the TDP, but if you wish, I'm sure some of the Ladies would be willing to loan their slave. Of course, our slaves are taught to excel in giving oral. Rebecca hastily shook her head and waved her hands. "No, no, no... I just thought..." Emma laughed, still completely relaxed. "We are not promiscuous around here. The bedroom is the only room that provides a bit of privacy. The TDP is our way of showing you, what your slave can become if you both join our Club." 

      

Rebecca breathed out, relieved. She wasn't ready to engage in a sexual act of any sort with other woman's husband. She was secretly worried that this might be some sort of a swingers Femdom club. 

      

"Let me explain. You will be sent one slave after another, and you can ask them questions and experience for your own curiosity, what skills they acquired here. At the end there is going to be a special surprise." Rebecca, unlike her slave Tom, enjoyed surprises and didn't insist on learning then and there, what Emma had in store for her. "It is going to be one of the best experiences of your life, I guarantee that. After that you will have twenty minutes with your slave to make your decision."

      

Emma again took Rebecca's hand and guided her to the throne. Gently taking her by the elbow, she helped her climb the few steps, no easy feat considering her very high stiletto shoes. Rebecca sat on the very comfortable dark red cushion with embroidered DWC on it. "Wow, so comfy." She smiled broadly. "Glad you like it. Enjoy! I will leave slave Cunt with you. If you want my personal recommendation, ask him for a foot  massage, he excels in that."

      

Emma shut the door soundlessly behind her and Rebecca was alone with slave Cunt, who knelt with knees spread wide and his arms folded behind his back.

      

"So, slave Cunt. You will massage my feet." Rebecca said. Her voice sounded much higher than usually and was far from her usual authoritative tone.  She was silently cursing her trepidation, but he was so obedient, so completely submissive, she soon felt at ease. He was ready with a little cushioned stool, which he gently placed under her left foot. Asking, if she was comfortable, he fluffed the pillow. Then he produced the massage oil smelling of ylang ylang, first pouring it onto his palms and working it in his palms to make it release the smell and warm up. 

      

Then he took her tiny foot into his hands and began massaging, first increasing the blood flow by pressing the whole foot, pulling on it. Once the foot was warmed up, he began massaging the arch of the foot. Soon, Rebecca was moaning with pleasure. "Your Mistress was right, this feels soo....ahhh!" He skillfully pressed the reflex zones and circled around the most sensitive spots. 
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"You learned that here in the Club?" Rebecca asked. Slave Cunt smiled modestly, not daring to raise his eyes. "Mistress, we are instructed by professionals. Our Mistresses regularly bring a professional masseur who teaches us how to perform massages correctly. We have courses in Thai, sports, lava stones and recently we upgraded our skills with reflexology."

      

Rebecca already noticed that there was a map of foot reflex zones, perched against a vase on a chest of drawers. 

      

"What else you do?" Slave Cunt began to massage the toes, gently pulling them up, one by one. "We also do face massage, but mostly at home, as a ritual before Mistress goes to sleep." Slave Cunt pressed his fingers between Rebecca's toes and carefully circled her foot to relieve strain on the ankle. Rebecca, whose slave is pretty lazy in the evening, wondered if some of the rules for slaves might indeed help her to make him more eager to serve and obey. She would certainly enjoy a facial massage in the evening.

      

"Each of us slaves, provide some value. I'm often praised for massaging feet, Mistress Trudi's slave bakes exquisite chocolate chip cookies, Mistress Cruella's slave no. 1 owns a shop with wine and cheese, providing the best catering for Mistress' meetings." Rebecca exchanged her feet, resting her foot comfortably on the pillow. "Well, there is hardly anything better than a slave, who can bake." Slave Cunt fluffed the pillow under her foot again. "Mistress Hannah's slave is an accountant, so he takes care of the tax matters for all our Ladies. Rebecca laughed, "I agree, that good accountant slave might be sometimes better than chocolate chip cookie slave, and in the end of February even better than the oral service slave."

      

Slave Cunt, upon finishing his massage, bowed deeply. "Mistress, the special surprise awaits you." 
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CHAPTER 5










Tom watched, how five slaves disappeared from his view into the bedroom where Rebecca had been shut with slave Cunt. Again, he felt the pang of jealousy. Feeling left behind, he was ordered to wait in the corner, while the Ladies discussed private matters. They were laughing and drinking wine, completely unconcerned that his wife was behind the closed doors with five naked men. Admittedly some of the slaves wore chastity belts, but it felt unsettling and uncomfortable just the same.

      

Mistress Cruella was busy managing her slaves, who served a new l'amuse bouche selection. She was very proud of her culinary experiments. She took a great pleasure in ordering the slaves around, taking care that everything was just perfect. She noticed Tom kneeling helplessly at the side. It was one of Mistress Cruella quirks to unintentionally embarrass others with her comments. She presently spotted Tom's expression. "Look at him, he is stewing in his juices, I can see him perspiring! He is jealous, right? Plain jealous!" She hit the nail on the head. Ladies all laughed, getting pleasantly relaxed by the wine. 

      

"Come here, boy." Mistress Hannah called to him, beckoning playfully with her finger. She was in her forties, but a girl a generation younger might envy her her shape. She was wearing a short leather dress that accentuated her hourglass figure. Her relatively long nose and overly full lips were too prominent for beauty, but she had confident manners to compensate. He couldn't help but linger with his eyes into the alluring crease between her breasts. She pretended not to notice and offered him place at her feet. 

      

"Are you jealous?" Mistress Hannah asked him. He had no idea what a correct answer might be under these circumstances. He was wary to provoke the vixens in any way... what if they decide to bind him to the spanking bench and show him their skill in painting his ass black and blue? His eyes wandered to the ominous instruments in the glass vase. He never experienced a true caning. What if they just decided to satisfy their sadistic needs when his Mistress was safely out of the way? He knew that he would not be able to put up with it. If he tried to run, the eight slaves in the room would undoubtedly overpower him. He decided to play safe. "Eh... I suppose that I am sometimes..." an embarrassed pause,"... I feel a teeny tiny bit worried my wife might enjoy the company of other men..." he blurted out the second half of the sentence so fast, he was scared he might lose courage. Ladies laughed at this evasive response. "Don't be a coward." Mistress Eva cried out. "Of course, you are jealous." Tom didn't dare to contradict, he just remained silent and hoped that they would not press the point further. 

      

"Slave no. 2, come here." Cruella snapped her fingers. He promptly landed on his knees, shuffling close to adopt his place at her left foot. "That's it." She said. "Microcock, tell the slave candidate, how I drove the jealousy out of you."

      

Mistress Cruella's slave no. 2, otherwise nicknamed as Microcock brightened up. "My Mistress, you got the jealousy out of me by cuckolding." He explained, the contented expression spreading on his face. Tom was staring at him, wondering what on earth made him smile about it like a kangaroo on LSD. "Correct." She said and stroked fondly his curly hair. "My slave used to be fairly jealous. I found it rather annoying and so I discussed with Emma, who gave me few suggestions. Slave no. 2 had learned to accept that my needs and my sexuality have a priority and that I do what I want, anytime I want. Jealousy is a cloaked sense of ownership that is misplaced. A slave never owns a Mistress and if he understands this basic fact fully, there is no longer any jealousy." 

      

"It is good for the Club to have a former teacher. You always know best how to explain stuff! I'd never have put it better myself" Trudi praised. "Perhaps the fact you took another two slaves to compete with him in your stable helped a bit too?" Suggested Eva, who was entertaining Clara and Hannah with a little contest, making her and Hannah's slaves catch almonds in chocolate into their mouth without using hands. 

      

Cruella summoned her other slaves. She looked incredibly proud of her little slave herd. Three naked slaves paid their homage to the Mistress - a glamorous scene that was worth of being captured in a painting. "Well, certainly! I admit that's quite drastic, but stripping my slave/partner of the privileged position of my only slave and ascribing him number two, made him value his Mistress even more." Meanwhile, Mistress Cruella made her slaves lick her feet clean. Tom was watching how their tongues flicked between her toes and it was incredibly erotic. 

      

Tom realized that the inner life of the Club was filled to the brim with things he yearned to try for years, but was too shy and afraid to bring up to his partners. Now in this Club he watched Mistress Emma just squat down and piss into her slaves' mouth like it was the most natural thing in the world. Slave Cunt was obviously well trained to drink her golden nectar. He didn't cough and drank thirstily as if it was the most delicious champagne. When she was done, there was not a single droplet on the ground under him. He cleaned his Mistress properly with his tongue and blew on her genitals like a hand drier.

      

Tom watched, enthralled by the sight of something he often dreamed about but never tried himself. He knew that if Rebecca joined the Club, there would be no looking back. He knew his wife well enough. If she made up her mind, it was final. Suddenly, Cruella pointed to the bedroom door. "Look - here come the masseur slaves, you can go to your wife now!" 

      

Tom sighed shakily and crawled around the seated Mistresses towards the door. The beam of red light was fighting its way through the creak of the half-shut door, inviting him in. As he laboriously moved forward on all fours, the struggle of reason and lust was raging below the surface and was reaching its peak inside him. He timidly asked, if he could enter. The sound, decisive voice of his wife invited him in.
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CHAPTER 6




  




    Six months later

      




Mistress Emma was kneeling on an almost closed hard shell suitcase. It was crammed so full, it looked on the verge of explosion. Her fifty-five kilos did not particularly help, even if she was jumping up and down. "C'mon, you already crammed bigger things into smaller spaces." Emma encouraged him playfully. She referred to his extraordinary skill to put on a chastity belt the fastest of all the slaves of the Club. Slave Cunt was grunting savagely, trying to zip it up, too occupied to appreciate Emma's comment.  At other times he would beam with pride.

      

      "No. It. Won't. Close!" he growled, furiously tugging on the zip. "Do you really need all of these rags?" He scowled at her. Emma frowned. "Excuse me?" Are you suggesting I should leave my dress made of imitation wombat fur behind?" She exclaimed in a mock horrified voice, quoting their favorite TV show. He didn't laugh. 

      

      She pushed him aside and with a sarcastic smile pulled a minuscule silk scarf, sticking from the suitcase's side, and in an energetic gesture threw it at him. It made an elegant arc and landed on his head, where it lingered for a second and then soundlessly glided to the ground. "Well, I guess I can live without that. Does it help at all?" She stared him down. Slave Cunt clenched his teeth. His wife of fifteen years knew how to drive him up the wall. He knew she was testing him and dared him to lose his temper. He could hear his own teeth grinding.

      

"No, not really." He uttered through gritted teeth, but he was sorry before he finished the sentence. Dangerous to talk to her like that... He knew that the punishment for insolence would be prompt and severe. He had a very eruptive and choleric personality and it took heroic self-control to simmer down. Mistress Emma made it very clear years ago, she would not tolerate any display of short temper in him. She was surprisingly sadistic and wasted no opportunity to give him a caning that often resulted in cut skin and bleeding. His ass was a mess already for serving burned eggs last week, let alone the regular morning caning used to keep him in a submissive mood throughout the day. She was ruling him, an obstinate and head strong man, through her authority and pain reinforcement. He wouldn't manage to remain submissive and obedient if she wasn't as cruel and ruthless as she was.

      

"Darling, I will not leave at home a single outfit. That's a given. Deal with it," she said, smiling and crossing her arms in front of herself.  "Or do you suggest I should leave my collection of nipple torture toys at home to make more space?" She cooed innocently, striking the chord of her punishment discretion again. Of course he didn't want her to leave them at home. They were so very well-tuned to each other that she could reconstruct his feelings up to the precise sentences that were running through his head.

      

The nipples were his major erotogenic zone and their torture therefore belonged to evergreen practices they both immensely enjoyed. Whenever Emma and slave Cunt traveled to unwind at a Femdom style vacation, his task was to make sure they didn't forget any of their favorite toys. He shook his head.

      

Mistress Emma dramatically ran the fingers of both hands through her hair, looking up in the expression of someone, defying suffering imposed by a deity. "Then just pack some of the things into another bag, for heaven’s sake!" 

      

"Yes, Mistress." He nodded once, carefully modulating his voice to mask his annoyance. It was always such a fuss to get all things in order before departing for a Femdom vacation. The hectic tempo of the preparation often resulted in clashes. Just to pack the kids and hurl them at a willing grandparent or other was a heroic task worthy of Hercules. Once a favorite toy was forgotten at home, another time the cunning little devils decided that their beloved mommy needed to watch another three episodes of Peppa the Pig before agreeing to be tied to the car seat. Mistress Emma was an extraordinary Dominatrix, but she was a loving mother too. Slave Cunt often wondered how she managed to be so good in both roles - at one moment swinging on a seesaw with her children, whooping and laughing like crazy, and just mere minutes later switching into a redoubtable and sadistic Domme. He greatly admired her for it.

      

Slave Cunt was just grabbing another empty bag from the wardrobe, when the doorbell rang. A British national anthem melody sounded, and Emma squinted. "Isn't there a different melody to choose for the alert?" Slave Cunt dropped the bag and ran to open, calling back. "If my Mistress prefers the Sweet Home Alabama...?" Emma walked to the door more slowly in the elegant stroll of a hostess. Rebecca and her slave Fuckboy confidently walked into the hallway. It was not the first time seeing Rebecca since she entered the Club. They often met for an evening of Femdom games and fun. 

      

"Oh, this makes me miss London." Rebecca hummed the tune of the anthem with an impish smile. "Well, yeah. A pretend for the business partners who come to call from time to time. They think we are a pretty conservative sort of people." Emma said, making a solemn face, but she failed to keep it for long. Rebecca laughed heartily. "You? Conservative? That's hilarious." "Right?!" Emma frowned with mock seriousness. "They really believe I wash his socks and serve him beers when he watches football." She threw her head in the direction of Slave Cunt, who was just helping Rebecca out of her light leather jacket, and she burst out laughing.

      

"I'm very pleased that you are staying overnight before we go." Emma ran her arm around Rebecca's shoulder, leading her to the living room. "A private evening, with just the four of us is always the hallmark of the week." Emma smiled, dialing an ambient light on the wall panel. 

      

"I immensely enjoy the evening together as well, but quite frankly I wanted to discuss something particular before the meeting of the Club." Emma's eyes opened wide, and she looked at Rebecca with animated, curious expression. "Okay?" She had a childish joy of little secrets and swiftly looked back at Fuckboy, who was there talking to slave Cunt. Emma finally noticed a black box, wrapped with a black satin ribbon. Fuckboy held it carefully on a red pillow like a reliquary with the skull of a saint. 

      

Emma hissed, still holding her around the waist: "Is it what I think it is?" Rebecca giggled and disentangled gently from Emma's embrace. "Oh, come on, can't you wait just a minute longer? Let's have some wine first." Emma moaned. "I can't wait, come oooon." Rebecca shook her head and fixed her hair in the mirror. Emma was at her side and in the bright light coming in by the window she looked at her. "Wait a moment - is there a blush on your face? Oh, it is, it is." Emma laughed. "Alright, I will leave you be, but as soon as we sit down you have to tell me all."
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CHAPTER 7










Emma's large family Volkswagen was not glamorous, but it turned out to be very convenient when looking at all the luggage piled at the pavement. All the belongings that had to accompany both couples to their vacation were sitting there with the solemn dignity of Matterhorn. Emma was always determined to take with them everything that might turn out useful. 

      

Both slaves adopted the heroic task of loading all the diverse bags into the large trunk. The boys were getting along nicely and for the duration of the journey they were allowed to talk to each other. Meanwhile, the ladies made themselves comfortable in the back seat. Rebecca poured herself water infused with herbs she found in the armrest compartment. It had a pleasantly spicy taste of ginger and the cooling effect of mint.

      

"My slave prepared homemade lemonade for us. He knows how much the kids and I love the lemonade, so he grows the herbs on the balcony." Emma said with barely concealed pride and buckled her seat belt. Rebecca smacked her lips, tasting the cooling combination of lemon, ginger, mint and basil. "Quite spicy though!" She added when the ginger kicked in. Emma nodded "Wait till you try his tuna sandwiches, they are delicious." Rebecca looked inside the door compartment where a neatly packed baguette winked at her. It had elegant handwriting on it 'Bon Appetite, Mistress.' "Resist the temptation and leave it for later, we will travel for a few hours." Emma said. "I admit I'm green with envy... Your hubby is an incredibly hands on sort of slave. But why all the fuss? You can buy refreshments at the gas station." Rebecca suggested.

      

"Where would be the fun then?" Emma retorted. "Each time we hurl the kids at the grandma, we immediately switch to our 'kid free' Femdom regime. You don't have children yet, but once you do, you will learn that D/s couples with kids are incredibly challenged. Every opportunity to train my slave is welcome. Making him prepare us refreshments is surely one of the best uses he can be put to, and it helps me to send him into the subspace."

      

Rebecca politely listened, swallowing up her remark and thinking that she was quite relieved not to have children. She was a few years older than Emma and with every year she was less and less inclined to even consider it. Ever since she entered the Club, she was happily exploring all the possibilities of Femdom and becoming a mother felt like the most counterintuitive thing to do, if she desired to become a true Domme. But of course, she didn't vent these opinions in front of Emma. She reminded herself that her friend, ever since having children, completely changed her opinion. Now Emma often repeated that children are such a high value in life that it is worthy of the temporary sacrifice, even if it means to somewhat dial down the Femdom that was her lifestyle since time immemorial.

      

Rebecca waited for a suitable moment to change subject. When Emma paused to drink, she weighed in. "I'm rather nervous. A Femdom weekend sounds like such a fun, but my hands shake, look." Rebecca lifted her cup and the liquid in it was dancing as her hand slightly shivered.

      

"Oh, come on, these are the same women you already know and slaves you already kicked, stomped upon and humiliated. How could you possibly be nervous in such a society?"

      

Rebecca shrugged. "I just feel you are all so experienced. I'm still a freshwoman after all." 

      

"Everyone had to begin somewhere. Mistress Cruella for instance used to be a submissive herself. For a number of years even! This often happens - some women take longer to awaken their inner Domme. But once they do, they never look back."

      

Rebecca turned pink, remembering her own submissive experiments. The pictures were springing up her mind, some disturbingly erotic. She recalled how one dominant guy spat into her mouth during a D/s scene. She was disgusted and didn't enjoy the situation a single bit. But at other occasion she had passionate sex with her ex, and he tied her to the bed and that was an entirely different experience.

      

"Don't feel uneasy about experimenting with your submissive side." Said Emma, rightly guessing the source of Rebecca's embarrassment. "If we didn’t experiment, how would we find out what rings our bell and what doesn't? I also experimented, but it took me just about two minutes to find out I absolutely hated it. Everything in me was screaming. Losing control to a man rubbed against everything that constitutes my personality. I knew since childhood that I want men to subjugated to me, not on the contrary.

      

"But how did you come across Femdom as a lifestyle?" Rebecca asked. She, however, knew the answer before Emma could respond. "Oh, I see now. After all, you are the generation who already had the internet at home as a young girl... That must have made it so much easier for you. I had no possible way of learning about these things..." 

      

"You are right of course. When you think about the generations and generations of people, who were left fumbling in the dark, ashamed and convinced they are broken or evil." Emma shook her head solemnly. The slaves finally finished piling up all the luggage into the trunk and boarded on. "Yes, one has to be very grateful for the wealth of information she can find online." Rebecca agreed.

      

"Back then I was a very rebellious, long-legged vixen with gorgeous waist-length hair and wasp-thin waist..." Emma started her story with a nostalgic smile. Rebecca, who was always struggling with her figure observed somewhat scathingly: "Tell me which of these things is no longer true, aside from you not being thirteen anymore..." Emma modestly waved down the compliment but looked flattered. 




"At the time I studied at a pretty expensive private school and would hang around with rich kids, which made me even more cocky and haughty then I was to begin with. My best friend Mathilda was the daughter of a famous actor, Berndt Hartmann..." Rebecca mused for a moment. "Hartmann... Hartmann... It does sound familiar. Oh! Yes, I do remember him! He used to be quite popular." "Right. He was quite famous and got pretty rich by selling merch for the series he played in... and later he opened his own theatre." 




"This Mathilda, was she a fellow Domme?" Rebecca asked. "Oh no, she wasn't." Emma exclaimed. "Not of her own accord, anyway. Only after I dragged her into it. It is an exhilarating story - but I will get to that later."

      

The traffic was gradually subsiding and villages around the highway were getting sparse. Slave Cunt was accustomed to drive considerately so that Ladies in the back seat could travel in comfort. He was taking the turns in slow speed and steering the wheel so that the passengers at the back didn't have to hold fast to counteract the centrifugal force. 

      

"At that time chat rooms and instant messaging were all the rage. ICQ for instance, do you remember?" Emma continued. "I used to spend countless hours messaging with guys. I came across some kinksters, who invited me to special online groups. I was only seventeen, mind you." 




Rebecca let air off her mouth. "Envision what it would be like to be a parent of a girl, who dives right into the world of online kink. That's quite creepy." "Right?" Emma laughed. "I was hopelessly curious back then. Luckily, I met nice people only. If my parents knew, they would have cut me off the internet and locked me up at home, but they were very busy dealing with their marriage crisis at the time..." she paused and looked out of the window. 




This apparently was a sore subject even after many years. She made an almost inaudible sigh. "Essentially, my mother started to date women..." Rebecca stared. "My father insisted on keeping the marriage afloat, but it was just getting more and more turbulent... Never mind, I can tell you more about that later." Rebecca nodded gravely, her brows still lifted much higher than usual. "My parents split up when I was just six, but I think you can imagine how unpleasant it must have been to deal with it in my teenage years." "Well, yeah... But luckily this is an old story. My first Femdom experiences are of greater interest to you I'm sure, so if you don't mind, I will stick to those." Rebecca was interested in Emma's personal history - she liked to learn about people's past and try to understand their character and motivations, but she didn't press it.

      

"I met my first slave in one of the chat rooms." Emma started. Rebecca expected Emma to skip the subject of her first romantic Femdom encounters, while the slaves were in the car, but Emma apparently kept no secrets from her slave and continued her story, completely unconcerned that their slaves were listening. "Tell me all about it!" Rebecca encouraged and Emma smiled at her sudden curiosity. " Don't forget how young I was, my stage then was that of exploration and curiosity. I wasn't at all in a hurry to have sex or anything, even though some of my classmates claimed they have already gotten laid." Rebecca laughed. "Yeah, the peer pressure. I guess that most of us were just trying to be cool." "Yeah. Me, instead of snuggling on a park bench, I was hanging around with fetishists, getting my boots licked. That's what my first submissive was - a foot fetishist. Before I met him online, I never even knew that such a thing existed. I was intrigued when he explained his fantasies to me, because I was always interested in all things bizarre. A guy getting all worked up by sniffing my feet and stockings seemed very bizarre back then." Rebecca giggled. "I guess it takes some sort of open-mindedness. Some people lack that altogether." 

      

They were weaving their way through the dense traffic. A truck driver almost bumped into them because he gaped at Emma, who just pulled down the window to get some fresh air. The truck driver made apologetic gesture and Emma blew him a playful kiss. 




"The guy that caught my attention called himself Ernesto and used a Che Guevara face instead of his own pic, refusing to send me a photo. He was quite secretive about his looks and identity. In the course of our communication, it turned out that he lives in the Köln district with a predominantly Turkish population. He later admitted that he is from a strict, religious Muslim family, a Marxist, trouble maker and black sheep of the community. As you can probably understand, as a girl of seventeen I found his rebelliousness rather exciting." Rebecca used the occasion of the car stopping at the red light to correct her make up. "Curious how we are always attracted to the troublemakers..." She mused as she copied the outline of her lips with lip contour pencil and swiftly painted them red with the lipstick. 

      

"That's a very nice color!" Emma exclaimed, admiring Rebecca's make up. Rebecca laughed and without hesitation offered Emma her lipstick, handing it over with a compact mirror. Emma skillfully circled her full lips and smacked them to make the color sit evenly. "So pretty! It becomes you." Rebecca said generously. "Anyway, I'd be cautious about types like that," she added. Emma returned the lipstick. "Say that to seventeen year old and she will go running right to him. For over the course of a week we corresponded almost constantly. At that age, knowing someone for a week feels like being soul mates for ages. So, when he asked me, I agreed to meet him. We arranged our rendez-vous in a bar he suggested, late in the evening the following day." 

      

Rebecca shook her head. "If you asked me back then, I would tell you, you are asking for trouble." Emma shrugged. "Back then we didn't know each other, unfortunately. My parents were failing miserably in their obligation to set boundaries. My mom moved away with her new girlfriend and my father was depressed. He attempted suicide twice... Oh please, Rebecca, don't look so downtrodden, I assure you there is no reason to be sad over that. After all, his suicide attempts were purely demonstrative, he always made sure to be found just in time. He is in superb health till this day. He takes medication for his bipolar disorder and is as right as rain." Rebecca smiled a bit sadly, feeling able to relate all too well. Emma took her hand and pressed it affectionately and they exchanged looks. Sharing their past was cementing their friendship on a deeper level. 

      

"So, I was basically free to do whatever I wanted and go wherever and whenever I desired. I'm ashamed that I used my father's temporary weakness to my advantage, plus he always was rather easy to manipulate." Emma said. "Young people are rather self-absorbed, rarely thinking of others..." Rebecca observed calmly. "You are not the only one. Most of us behaved despicably at some point or other when young. What happened then?"

      

"Okay, now it's gonna become more interesting! Get ready to hear a suspenseful story of adventure and love, betrayal, disappointment and surprising twists." Emma sang in the voice of a magician, introducing his next trick and with spread fingers waved her hands to add drama to her statement. Rebecca laughed, relieved Emma didn't lose her good humor over the memories of her family troubles. 

      

"Picture this - " Emma began and Rebecca furrowed her brow and pursed her lips, determined to give it her best. "Okay." " - a warm night in July. My classmates and I hanging out at the party on the bank of the river Rhine. Dancing in the warm light of paper lanterns suspended above the river. The flickering light painting dark ripples with bright reflections gliding on the surface." Rebecca giggled. "Poetic!" "Only as far as the description of the natural beauty goes! In all other aspects the party was very physical. Us being seventeen, with the hormones raging... " Emma laughed. "Envision my girlfriends flirting with boys a few years older, snogging in the dark... I see you are nodding; you can surely relate..." Rebecca rolled her eyes. "Quite! Exploring each other’s bodies, the stealthy kisses in the school yard..."

      

Emma snapped her fingers and tapped on slave Cunt's shoulder. He briefly nodded, acknowledging silently her command.  "I had three or more boys, fiercely trying to charm me with their break dance tricks. If they knew how completely unimpressed I was with their efforts, perhaps they would have spared themselves the trouble... They got so absorbed in their little competition to win my favors, they didn't even notice me stealing away. I had no interest in this partying, in my mind I was already with the enigmatic Ernesto. I had a few drinks already that made me pleasantly relaxed. I had to disappear soon or some boy or another would insist on accompanying me... It was a charming night, so I decided to walk. I always had extraordinary orientation skills. I just choose a direction and always arrive precisely where I want. I walked for nearly twenty minutes, and I didn’t meet a living soul, which, looking at it from todays' perspective, was probably pretty fortunate. The district harbored unsavory individuals." Rebecca nodded significantly. "Yes, I know that it is not a good idea for a woman, let alone one of good looks, to wander the district alone." 

      

"Well, I guess you didn't stir up the most remote parts of it. The main street with the water pipe shops looks like a Parisian boulevard, compared to the dim and dirty neighborhood I had just gotten myself into. The bar I was looking for was obscurely placed - I left the main road far behind and went down into increasingly narrow side streets. The entrance door was a few steps down, situated in a cellar of a block of flats. I almost hesitated to walk in through the door, it looked unkept and slovenly, almost abandoned. When I pricked my ears, I heard the throbbing beat of music. A pack of ethnic youths that appeared at the corner guided me right in. When I descended the few steps, I recognized some of the less known songs of Bob Marley. Perhaps it was “I shot the Sheriff”, but I cannot recall. The air was infused with weed, the cloud of smoke so heavy I could barely see through it. It was a small Rastafarian Cuban sort of place. 

      

Since Ernesto was so mysterious about his looks, I had to recognize him based on the Che Guevara t-shirt he was wearing. I checked the few guests who were sitting there. They were mostly stoned and drowning in the lazily hanging smoke. Apparently long over the giggling phase, sleepily nodding, their elbows supporting their heads, glued to the sticky tables. None wore the Che Guevara t-shirt we agreed upon, which was, frankly, quite a relief."

      

"One would say that the guy, whoever he was, should meet you some place safe, not make you walk around the city that late..." Rebecca reprimanded. Emma shrugged. "Whenever someone got me interested back then, I wouldn't hesitate to go to hell to meet him. Now, after a while I noticed that there was a bar tender. His arms were folded in front of his body, but I could clearly see the likeness of the Cuban revolutionary icon on his chest. He was wearing an amused smile, clearly thinking it is a capital joke to let me flounder about." 

      

Slave Cunt suddenly turned right, and they left the highway. "Are we there yet?" Rebecca wondered. "Not quite." Emma soundlessly pressed the forefinger on her lips and Rebecca clapped the palm of her hand over her mouth as if she just let something important slip that ought to stay a secret. Thomas didn't notice their silent exchange of gestures and Emma hurried to continue with the story to fill the awkward silence. 

      

 "He then told me he owns the place - and proudly called it the haven for weed smokers and vagabonds. I sat at the bar and as Adem was drawing beer - his name was Adem - we talked. He was a very outgoing sort of a guy, with boyish looks and a disarmingly cute smile, too ruffianly to be called handsome, but with undeniable appeal. He clearly didn't care about his looks all that much, but with the degree of confidence he had, it didn't matter. I immediately noticed that he had a tight butt and his tattooed arms had nice definition. What intrigued me the most, was how very relaxed he was in his movements - so comfortable in his own skin and self-assured enough to command the space around him. He had a dark complexion, but his features could allow him to pass for a Spaniard or South American."

      

 "Oh, I see. You always had a great fondness for a tanned guy. How old was he? He could hardly be seventeen if he owned a bar..." Rebecca wondered.

      

"Sure, he was twenty-eight at the time. After all, my generational peers were playing video games at that point. I was hanging around with guys ever since thirteen. My classmates were playing with miniature cars back then." Rebecca smirked. "Fair enough. So, I guess he was of Turkish ancestry?"

      

"Yeah, he didn't like his Turkish heritage, I almost felt he was ashamed of it. He spoke about Islam in pretty derogatory terms. When he realized he could pass for a Spaniard, he often proudly claimed to be Cuban - a descendant of Guevara and one of his lovers. I heard him lie with innocent eyes that he was a grandson of a black woman, who had an affair with Guevara when he lived in Europe."

      

"Lying Turkish Marxist. Is it just me, or does it sound like a recipe for a spectacular disaster?" Rebecca quipped.

      

Emma cleared her throat significantly. "Well, if I knew then what I know now, I would probably leg it. But I stayed up to two in the morning in animated conversation with him, up to the closing hours of the bar. So far, we had discussed our favorite movies, books... talked about politics, communism and ways how to vanquish capitalism. Don't yawn, I'm getting to the point! He didn't mention what we had chatted about online, not once in those two hours. As I listened to him speaking about the idea of permanent revolution, I was wondering how his confident, fiery personality went together with his self-proclaimed passion for female dominance."

      

Rebecca agreed. "I already noticed that males, who have submissive inclinations, are often those in whom you would expect it the least, they often have good careers and are confident in the workplace."

      

"Precisely, I also arrived to the same conclusion. But on that July night I was still completely oblivious to the nuances. I almost thought I must be mistaken... I couldn't believe that the self-assured guy with direct gaze and confident body language would derive pleasure from crawling at the feet of women. But then Adem switched off the lights to expel the remaining guests. When he locked the door of the bar, pushing out the last of the stoned guests, he completely changed." Rebecca curiously leaned closer. "Jekyll and Hyde, really. He dropped to his knees in front of me. It was very warm, almost tropical night and I was wearing open high heel sandals. He covered my shoes with kisses, passionately, stroking my calves. Consider, that I hadn’t met a submissive guy before - his manners to me, his calling me Lady and adoring my feet was novel and interesting feeling. He raised up, navigated me to the bar stool and offered it to me, yet again prostrating himself in front of me."

      

"The nerve of some guys... They just find stealthy ways to dominate from below, if you ask me." Rebecca noted. "Quite right, but at the time how was I to distinguish the signs of topping from the bottom? I was still a Femdom naivete. When he was gazing at me from the floor, he wore an adoring expression like I was a Madonna he prays to. He asked me if he could massage my feet. When I nodded, he expertly and swiftly unbuckled my shoes and with religious adoration took them off, admiring my bare feet. Now when I think of it, the offer of a massage was just a pretext for him to see my naked feet. He held my feet high for a moment and observed the wrinkly soles. Taking in each beautiful detail he murmured something quite delightful. He dived his nose between my toes and sniffed them, inhaling deeply, his eyes closed. I remembered he mentioned how he enjoyed the sight of my foot soles, the smell of them. The whole situation, us being alone, his obvious arousal made me aroused too." I can see why you were enjoying yourself!" Rebecca said. Emma sighed with a bittersweet smile. "I have to admit, it was one of the most intense feelings ever. Somehow, the fact that he was paying homage to my beauty by adoring my feet made a lot of sense. It was chivalrous and sexy. It felt right, it felt like it was meant to be. Do you feel the same thing when your slave adores your feet?"

      

Rebecca didn't have to think about an answer for too long. "The adoration of feet is the best display of my slave's submissiveness. Slave Fuckboy is very attentive when it comes to ladies' feet..."

      

Emma was anxious to repay Rebecca for her compliments about her good looks she’d said earlier and hurried to praise her "...I have to say that your feet belong to the most beautiful woman I have ever seen." Rebecca waved her hand dismissively, but she knew it to be true. "Don't stop, now it is getting really interesting!" 

      

Emma got back to the story. "Ever since that moment something changed on my feelings. I felt like he was about to become more important to me than I expected. But then he dove down and his tongue flicked at my toes. I couldn't help but giggle... It tickled so bad."

      

Rebecca said, "Isn't it curious, how ticklish we all are when it comes to foot licking in the beginning? These days I'm so accustomed to having my slave lick my feet it doesn't tickle at all."

      

"Yes, the same. It doesn't tickle now, but back then I suffered from bouts of giggling. He didn't mind me laughing. I didn't realize that by sniggering about him licking my feet was in fact making him more humiliated and therefore more aroused."

      

Rebecca finally noticed, occupied as she was with the story that slave Cunt had steered to a desolate dusty country road and stopped on the brink of a thick forest with an amazing view of the surrounding hills. Emma, who was sitting behind the driver, looked at Fuckboy's confused expression. They surely couldn't be there yet... There was not a single building to be seen. She and Rebecca exchanged conspiratorial looks.
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CHAPTER 8










"Slave," Rebecca tapped on the shoulder of Fuckboy, who sat on the seat in front of her, "Help me out of the car." Slave Fuckboy swiftly jumped out of the car and chivalrously, with a respectful bow, offered his hand to her. She gripped his offered hand and got out to the dusty road. As soon as she stepped out, her fine black shoes began to gather dust. "You will change my shoes for the riding boots." Rebecca commanded and pointed to the bag she took with her to the cabin. Fuckboy, who on that very day celebrated his fourty-fifth birthday zipped the bag open and curiously stared into it. Aside from the boots there was a shiny, wonderfully smelling leather mask of a horse. 

      

He looked up on his Mistress and could hardly contain his surprise. Rebecca just smiled. "Don't stare," she admonished jokingly, "put on my shoes and then follow slave Cunt to where you will help each other to put on your horse things." He dropped the bag and hurried to put on her riding boots. Emma was also helped by her slave and soon both women were standing there, getting their riding crops ready. Slave Cunt lead slave Fuckboy behind the car and both women strolled slowly to the fields, turned into meadows with countless buttercups, vetches, thistles and all sorts of weeds. Emma hung her riding crop on her wrist and plucked a daisy, observing the fresh, natural beauty of the simple flower.

      

"Did you see Fuckboy's face when he found the horse mask? It was a great surprise, thanks for helping me stage it!" Rebecca beamed. Emma winked playfully, mimicking the sensual expression of Marilyn Monroe, and placed the flower behind her ear. "You know me. I'm willing to participate in any sort of mischief." Rebecca ran her hand through the velvety ends of meadow weeds, gently swaying in the summer breeze. "It is a marvelous place, it seems quite remote, but are you sure no one will come here?" Emma waved her hand dismissively. "Even if someone walked around, most people don't get aggressive meeting weirdos like us. Most just try to get away from us, as quickly as they can muster." "Did it happen to you already during your outdoor Femdom activities?" Emma smirked. "It is a story for another time." Emma didn't feel like spoiling Rebecca's fun by her recollections of running away from a bunch of drunk youths on the occasion very similar to this.

      

"I guess that's the best birthday present Fuckboy could ever get! He was raving about the photos of you and slave Cunt. You know which one - the one where you are riding in your jean-shorts in a beautiful meadow... And now we are here! Oh, look, here they come!" Rebecca exclaimed and giggled. The two horses were walking towards them in studied horse step, looking at each other’s feet to synchronize their step. Their harnesses were identical, made of leather straps with a ring around their cock and testicles. Emma's horse wore a large backpack. Suspended by straps on the sides of their rib cage, the stir ups dangled as they walked forward. "Are you sure he will manage? We never ever attempted a horse ride... Perhaps he doesn't have the necessary fitness." Emma threw her head back and laughed. "Of course, he will manage. And if he doesn't, I have my braided red leather whip hanging on my belt and he will learn to manage before you can say lazy couch potato."

      

Rebecca imitated Emma, who slightly squatted and pulled the horse head between her thighs. Now she understood why Emma was wearing the tight equestrian pants. It was way more convenient than her own attire - a pencil skirt. She had to roll it up and expose her buttocks in order to mount her horse. Fuckboy carefully held his Mistress by the shins, slowly raising and keeping balance. When he was steady, she wiggled to make herself comfortable on his shoulders and carefully put her feet into the stir ups. "Wow, I have such a better view!" Rebecca exclaimed. "Walk!" Emma commanded and Rebecca followed suit. Both horses began to walk, raising their knees high, walking side by side. Emma advised Rebecca how to tilt her body and how to move her hips to improve stability. Rebecca slapped her horse's side with her riding crop. "Raise your knees higher! Look how high the other horse is raising them!" Her new slave horse in training obeyed and improved his step.
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The two equestrians on their two-legged horses were riding along the edge of the forest, passing an abandoned old shed, when Emma clicked her tongue and commanded: "Right!" She steered her horse by the reins to a farm road, cutting the vast meadow in two halves. Emma made a kiss sound, twice and her horse started to jog. "I guess it is far too soon to make my horse run - yet." Rebecca called. Emma just laughed, her hair streaming. She called from few meters distance "You will get there! The point is to have fun!" Rebecca laughed and patted her horse's butt with the riding crop. "Speed up." Her horse increased his tempo to a swift walk and at once Rebecca's hair was streaming too. She whooped happily. "I see now why you love the horse training!" Rebecca called when she and her horse caught up. "The gentle breeze on my face, the refreshing air, the humming of bees, not a soul around... That's my idea of perfection!" Emma laughed and gently kicked the sides of her horse, who slowed down at once. "During the summer I perform horse training at least once a week - this forest is not too far from Berlin - no one around for miles and miles... It helps me to keep my horse in top condition and I have so much fun training him! Next time you are welcome to come with us and join me in classical dressage discipline! If my car is not packed to the roof with luggage, I will happily take my ponyplay cart for two! If this is fun for you, wait till you try that!"

      

After fifteen minutes the horses were panting and sweating in the glare. They reached a top of the hill, breathing hard. The place had a superb view and a little Christian Crucifix richly laid around the base with withering flowers, standing at the foot of an ancient wild rosebush. "Now, dismount." Emma commanded and her horse carefully placed her feet to the ground, backing slowly from between her legs. She pushed his head and stretching her legs and back, she walked towards the summit to relish the breathtaking view of the surrounding nature. Rebecca dismounted too and joined her. "Living in the city I often forget the amazing feeling one gets outside in nature..." "Quite right, me neither. I like the amazing feelings too, especially those I get from my slave pleasuring me while being out on the ride." Emma quipped. 
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Both slaves, still in their horse costumes, began to conjure up a picnic blanket, refreshments and even a foldable sun umbrella, all crammed in Emma's slave's backpack. "You are the Mistress of surprises!" praised Rebecca, while both slaves, still in their horse masks, were arranging cutlery onto the blanket and laying out smoked meats, cheese, chopped salads with tomatoes and balsamic vinegar. "I have to admit I never in my life saw such a skilled horse. He is even folding napkins into swans." Rebecca laughed. Emma smoothed the blanket, so that Rebecca's slave could place a bottle of wine into a bucket with ice. "I'm not too fastidious about my horse training. We don't practice pony play with all the bells and whistles, like some people do. When we arrive to place like that, my horse turns into a valet and prepares a picnic. The true pony players would stone us for such sacrilege, but who says what's right? As long as we are having fun..." 

      

They nestled on the comfortable blanket and Rebecca, who was already getting hungry, gratefully took a bite of the smoked ham. "Quite right! You know what my mother used to say? If you want to have a nice life, you must put in the effort. I upgraded that motto: If you want to have a nice life, your slave must put in the effort." Both women laughed.

      

"Here our horses can rest from the strenuous exercise while we enjoy a little pause. They can graze on the lush green pastures." Emma pointed to the spot with fluffy turfs of green grass, far enough, so that their slaves couldn't hear them talk. "Go, horsey, go, graze like a good little pony and find me a four-leaf clover." Emma patted her slave horse on the ass gently with her riding crop. "Whoever finds the first four-leaf clover will get the chance to masturbate for ten minutes under our supervision." Rebecca's mouth popped open, but she was getting used to Emma's capricious, deliciously perverse ideas. Emma's horse trotted away, and Rebecca's horse followed his lead, resolved to find the token, the promise of pleasure, sooner than his rival. 

      

"There now, we will have a few moments to ourselves." Emma smiled. Rebecca was just munching on the delicious Italian cheese. Her mouth full, she mumbled, "Hmmm... so delicious." "That's the cheese my slave manufactured. It has unique properties... The milk comes from our pedigree goat, the herbs in it were plucked at midnight on the Midsummer night!" Rebecca stared. "Really?!" Emma laughed. "No. Just joking. Where would we keep the goat? In our cupboard?" Rebecca rolled her eyes. "You are never serious, are you?" Emma shook her head and glanced toward the two horses, who were galloping over the meadow, searching frantically for the four-leaf clover. Malicious joy was clearly written all over her face. "I'll never grow tired of this. Males - always so eager to touch themselves, they would do anything. If I asked them, they would sing the Celine Dion Titanic song on prime time of the Superbowl in fluffy underwear, if I promised them their orgasm after three weeks of tease and denial." Rebecca laughed so hard she almost suffocated on the piece of the cheese. "Oh god, stop it, or you will have me on your conscience!" 

      

The were having no luck, hindered by their horse masks. But that, as Emma explained to Rebecca, was part of the fun. Moreover, it gave them more time to talk in private. 

      

"You know what? You didn't finish the story about that Turk - what was his name again?" "Adem." Emma retorted. "Where were we anyway?" Emma waved away a troublesome wasp, fascinated by the bright red cherry on top of a muffin she just carried to her mouth.  

      

"Last time you talked about the evening at the bar, where he adored your feet." Rebecca reminded her. I recall how you spoke about the interesting disparity between his everyday personality and his kinky side...

      

"Ah, right. That was a night I will never forget, that's for certain. Looking at it from what I know now, I made all the mistakes one can make as a fresh Domme... But disappointment aside, thanks to him I realized, what it really means to be a Dominant Woman. Capital D and capital W. I should in fact be grateful to him."

      

Rebecca shielded her eyes, because the large, glaring sun was just above the brink of the umbrella that was shielding them from the invasive sunbeams. "I just can't imagine you as an inexperienced Domme, you are so self-assured and confident in your dominance these days..."

      

"Well, I most certainly wasn't that confident at the time." Emma smiled and moved the umbrella so that Rebecca didn't have to look into the sun. "If you care to learn the rest of the story..." "You bet I do, it is so interesting to learn how you became the Woman you are today." Said Rebecca. "Alright then. If you remember, I told you about the way he treated me with reverence and adoration and how I found it very natural. But what came next was even more surprising for me."   
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CHAPTER 9










"Being treated like a Goddess was hell of a good feeling! Adem talked to me with the honorific, addressing me as we, Germans, address our superiors and elders. At that point I was not able to distinguish the new, amazing feelings of the D/s interaction, of dominating him, from his charming personality. Behind the window a new dawn was coloring the sky light blue, but I was completely immersed in this new experience. At the age of seventeen I hardly noticed I was not tired at all..."

      

There was a strange sound of rustling leaves close to the woods and Rebecca gave a start. They remained silent, but it did not repeat, and they decided it probably must had been a partridge or a hare. 

      

"I just thought all this was unique, and I was completely mesmerized. Adem, being very well versed in reading people and their feelings, could tell I was all in. He sensed he could take the next step right away. He asked, if I wanted to learn, how I could manage a slave even better than by humiliating him and letting him sniff my feet. I naturally was very curious. He started to unzip his trousers. I jumped right up, exclaiming "Whooah! Put the trousers right back up!" But then I noticed something weird. He didn't intend what I thought he did. His cock was locked in chastity cage! It was the first chastity device I have ever seen. He explained to me how this works, how chastity simultaneously turns him on and obedient at the same time. You smirk, but of course you know that I was very interested in the way this works!" Emma said.
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"Well, learning about chastity training at the tender age of seventeen, you surely had a head start!" Rebecca laughed, a hint of envy in her voice. "If I knew at that age, my life might evolve very differently."

      

"I most surely did have a head start. I'm grateful to it every minute of my life. Learning about it helped me to understand the male psyche and how I could use it for my own ends. But back then, for me it was about him, and the new fascinating relationship peppered up with Femdom."

      

"Was our proud Emma falling in love?" Rebecca teased and pushed Emma's shoulder in playful way.

      

Emma gave her a sheepish look. "True enough. I was plain stupid! I was in love with him before the night was over. I now have a simple motto. I got it from Adem himself, It was another thing I learned from him that changed me forever: What's the worst? A Dominatrix in love!"

      

"Hang on, you suggest that we shouldn't love our slaves?" Rebecca edged slighty frowned and looked puzzled. Emma shook her head. She knew before even saying what she had, that Rebecca would struggle with this opinion. She and Tom were too freshly in love... "You certainly can and should love your slave. But if you know what is good for you, you should love him as a favorite pet, not with the doting love of Romeo and Juliet. That just hinders the D/s relationship and knocks the whole relationship dynamics off."

      

Rebecca studied the flower decoration on the hem of the picnic blanket. She seemed suddenly pensive. Emma knew why Rebecca was so taken aback. She noticed long ago that Rebecca's  D/s relationship was far too subordinated to Tom's needs and perspectives. Rebecca always asked about her husband's opinion, even during D/s scenes. Emma had suspected that Rebecca was still very much stuck in the old ways, in the relationship dynamics they had before they embarked on the Femdom journey together. Emma pretended not to notice her friend's sudden thoughtful expression and cleared her throat to bring her attention back. Rebecca slightly jerked her head and was at once fully aware.

      

"Oh, please continue, I just remembered something." Rebecca said distractedly.

      

"Well, then he produced the key and dropped the tiny thing into my open palm. I studied it and he showed me, how the little key fit. He didn't take the device off, though. He knew better than to cross the fine line. If he tried to push the situation any further, the butterflies in my stomach might have taken wing." 

      

"I hope I don't rain on your parade here, but don't chastity devices usually have two keys?" Rebecca suggested carefully. Emma snapped her fingers. "Very good, my friend. Wait to hear the rest of the story and you will see your observation is quite to the point. That morning I don't even remember how my feet brought me home. I just dreamily walked the pavement in the approximate direction to my home, completely lost in thoughts of him. Somehow, I couldn't drive him from my mind. I saw his captivating dark eyes, recalled each of his features, his physiognomy, mannerisms, and the way he moved. Even today I remember the fantastic feeling, the elation, the happiness of that moment. I felt like I could sing out loud for all people to hear. I was getting high on love and was enjoying every second of it. Being seventeen, I believed, quite romantically, that I had found the man of my life."

      

Rebecca smiled leniently. "Been there, done that." "After the eventful night, I felt like I needed to tell someone and the closest soul was Matilda, my best friend, who lived just few blocks away from my place. She resided in a magnificent large villa, with her rich parents... Did I already tell you about Mathilda?" Rebecca nodded. "I dropped by, I was used to walking in and out as I liked. They were sociable people and always pleased to see me, often embarrassing me with rather expensive little gifts and treats. At that time, I wasn't mature enough to tactfully refuse. They were just having their breakfast as I arrived. Her father, Berndt was known for being a womanizer, his wife Elke put up with it, probably struggled with the idea of losing her status, so she turned a blind eye to his numerous affairs. Perhaps she didn't even know, as it often happens, it is darkest under the lamp post." He gave me one of his rather tight hugs and Mathilda welcomed me with her usual loud, jovial voice. "Join us for breakfast," they offered. They were all drinking vegetable juice; it was pretty fashionable to lose weight drinking beet juice. I joined in and we talked. I have already noticed that Mathilda's father was  gazing at me when I was looking elsewhere. He apparently just noticed that I'm not only Mathilda's best friend, but also an attractive woman. But I didn't make anything of it, I'm used to men staring at me, usually it ends with that."

      

"By the way you say it, it did not end with that." Rebecca observed.

      

"Not that serious face again, please!" Emma laughed. "I promise this is not going to be a story of rape or something. In fact, I soon realized that Berndt probably harbors some sort of erotic fascination with assertive females. I never learned to this day if I was right in that, but he might have had a submissive side to him."

      

"I don't know how you do it, but it seems males submit to you sort of naturally, even those that who didn't have the slightest idea that they would actually like that sort of thing." Rebecca quipped.  

      

"Perhaps they sense it. I'm both self-assured and assertive, I look men directly in the eye. Shy guys run away from me screaming." Emma giggled.

      

Rebecca checked on the horse slaves and saw their butts sticking out of the tall grass. "Seems they are struggling to fulfill the task." Emma smiled, her eyes glinting mischievously. "I know from experience it takes ages to find the four-leaf clovers here, but so much the better, we have a time to talk!"

      

"Oh, I see! Well, it will do my hubby-slave-horse lot of good to work on his obedience." Rebecca conceded. "No offense, he has a lot to improve." Emma agreed.

      

"None taken. That's why I joined the Club after all. To move my Femdom life to the next level. But I still would like to hear how it turned out between you and Adam."

      

"It's Adem, a Turkish version of the name. Well, Mathilda saw the state I was in and I suspect she was rather envious. For quite some time she hadn't met an interesting object of interest. I always was the pretty one, she was the rich one. She wasn't exactly bad looking either, but it was me who effortlessly attracted guys, everywhere we stirred. She couldn't help herself not to give me the hint of her family's riches to compensate. She was humiliating me by giving me expensive gifts and taking me to the vacations of her family to exotic destinations. It probably gave her the much-needed feeling of condescending superiority. I didn't understand that back then, but now I can see quite clearly that she in fact was in her own weird way friends with me and despising me at the same time."

      

"She must have had a serious problem with her self-confidence." Rebecca mused. Emma shrugged. "I guess she was too spoiled by her parents. She expected everyone to adore her, but others failed to see the qualities her parents saw in her... Oh, look! Here they come!" Emma pointed to the meadow and the horses were coming back. "Your boy found it!" Emma exclaimed with mock disappointment. Rebecca clapped her hands and whooped enthusiastically. Her horse, all sweaty, was galloping towards them, victoriously waving the four-leaf clover. His fair skin turned pink from the unexpected long sun exposure, but he was on cloud nine. 

      

"Mistress Rebecca, my Mistress, I got it! I got it!" Rebecca smiled, a wide grin on her face. "Good job!" Emma joined in warmly. Her slave and horse in one person, who was very benevolent and supportive of new slaves of the Club, was calmly walking back towards them and dropped to Emma's knees, apologizing loudly for disappointing her. But Emma patted his chest, a silent praise she bestowed upon him for letting Rebecca's slave win. Emma staged the show as a gift for Tom's birthday, pleased when she could make her friends happy without them being grateful to her.

      

"Take the masks off, now." Emma commanded. Her authoritative tone instantly changed the feel of the moment. The playful fooling around made way to a sexier, more erotically charged atmosphere. Both slaves quite happily obeyed the direction, the weather was too hot and they were boiling in their masks. The blissful breeze that bathed their sweaty faces refreshed them instantly. Even though they were all flushed and their hair was glued together from sweating in the black mask, they were very pleasantly turned on. They were, after all, horse slaves providing rides for their Mistresses and the humiliation of seeking the four-leaf clover. The harnesses stayed on and Emma commanded slave Cunt to serve as their stool. He was well trained to carry heavy weight. It was no difficulty for him to carry on his hips and shoulders the compound weight of both Mistresses. 

      

Rebecca imperiously kicked her leg forward and Fuckboy immediately covered it with eager kisses. Emma lent her foot too and shortly his cock was fully erect. Emma pressed thoughtfully her forefinger against her lips. "Hmm... I know we promised him ten minutes of masturbation under our supervision, but - isn't it a bit too generous? Did he actually earn it?" Slave Fuckboy didn't dare to look her in the eyes, but his face mirrored his confusion. Was she about to deny him the reward he labored so hard for? He sweated buckets to get the damn four-leaf clover... "Look at him, he looks like a puppy, slapped by the newspaper for soiling the floor." Emma sneered and Rebecca laughed, the merciless, cruel laugh she saved for special occasions such as this. She weighed in, readily jumping on the wagon. "Yeah, I also think that perhaps we were way too generous in promising such a reward. Such an honor really - to jerk off in front of us... Do you have something special in mind, my friend?" Rebecca coiled her arm around Emma's waist, and they looked down on Fuckboy.

      

"Let me think..." Emma stood up, leaning on slave Cunt's head for support.  "Oh, yes! I got it!" She grabbed Rebecca's hand and pulled her up. "To deserve the privilege, he must first lick your sweaty feet clean, I don't know about yours, but mine are so sweaty in the riding boots..." Rebecca swept tiny beads of perspiration from her forehead. "Oh yeah, I sweat like hell." 

      

Emma walked her to the graffiti covered bench in the pleasant shadow of the large tree. "It will take a really thorough licking to make our feet all fresh and clean again..." Fuckboy was still kneeling next to the slave Cunt who, not instructed to move, patiently remained in the "stool" position. Fuckboy felt his cock twitch. He was very aroused by the smell of his Mistress feet after she'd spent the whole day walking around in closed leather shoes and nylon stockings. Now, with Mistress Emma around, the prospect of cleaning the soles of his Mistress' feet and in between her little perfectly manicured toes felt very thrilling.

      

"Come here. You know what to do." Rebecca commanded and Fuckboy eagerly crawled to her and dived down to remove her shoes. Slave Cunt patiently waiting, was summoned by one of Emma's wordless gesture commands. He knelt close to her and began to unzip Emma's high boots and with careful consideration he slipped them from her feet. Her feet, even though bigger than Rebecca's looked very pretty in black nylon socks that accentuated the elegant shape of her high arches. Both slaves carefully rolled down Mistresses' socks. "Now enjoy the wonderful aroma of our feet, you pathetic foot lickers." Emma ordered. The slaves held the the nylon to their noses and inhaled the divine aroma, soaked in the socks. They were inhaling so deeply the hyperventilation made their heads spinning.

      

"Now lick our feet clean, slaves! Nice and slow! Start with our toes, and sniff them well before you wash them with your tongue!" Rebecca crossed her legs to sit more comfortably and leaned on the back of the bench, spreading her arms on the back, and leaning her head on Emma's shoulder. Emma breathed out contentedly, when her slave began to perform a simulation of a blow job on her big toe. "Isn't it heavenly?" Slave Fuckboy was simply sticking his tongue between his Mistress' toes as she hummed approvingly. "I always say - if women of the world knew, how easy it is to subjugate a male, they would all become Dommes just like that - " Rebecca snapped her fingers. 







[image: Mistress Emma]




      

After a while, their feet were licked thoroughly several times over. "I guess my feet are now tolerably clean. Do you think that Fuckboy finally deserves his reward?" Rebecca asked Emma and showed her the sole of her feet. Emma frowned and inspected her foot. "To me they look clean. But you’ll have to decide for yourself, if your slave is worth the reward! Rebecca smiled. "What do you think, my slave? Do you deserve your reward? Rebecca asked her Fuckboy. He knew that there was only one correct answer according to rule #2. "It is up to my Mistress to decide. I'm just a slave, a thing my Mistress can do what she wants with." Rebecca beamed. "Correct." Mistress Emma nodded approvingly. "Your slave is finally grasping what being a slave entails." Rebecca looked pleased. "Well, how can you wonder, having a teacher like yourself, I'm becoming better Domme every day."

      

"Let's see how your chastity regime has been keeping Fuckboy horny... How long is it since his last orgasm, anyway?"

      

"Fuckboy is heading to seven days without orgasm... of course compared to you and slave Cunt, we are amateurs... But I have to say that it keeps him in very nice submissive mood."

      

"Naturally. My slave is restricted from orgasms for such long periods of time that I need to carefully control his self-gratification... Cunt, you will watch how Fuckboy masturbates. You haven't found the four-leaf clover for me, so you surely agree it is only fair." Emma gave slave Cunt a superior look and he hurried to acknowledge his Mistress was completely justified in taking any course of action she fancied.

      

"Now let's play a little game." Emma fished her mobile phone and turned on a synth pop song. "Now, slave Fuckboy, you will masturbate to the beats of the music. The beats are slow to fast and back again. You are absolutely and completely forbidden to cum at any point during masturbation." She turned conspiratorially to Rebecca and whispered in her ear. "It is a song of my own making, tailored to fit these masturbation games. I created it to make the slave boys wild with lust. There are intervals of slower beats to prevent them from ejaculating, followed by faster pace, and then slow again, and so on. 

      

"You write music too? Can you tell me one thing you don't do?" Rebecca whispered back. "It's not real music, just synth pop, I'll send you a link to the software. Anyone can do it."

      

"Now, Fuckboy, grab your cock and start jerking off!" Fuckboy, his knees spread wide, started to pump. He was following the beats of the music. The track started slow, but the pace was gradually increasing. 

      

"This is fun to watch, it is almost like performance art, masturbation to Femdom music." Rebecca said amusedly.  

      

"If you ejaculate by accident, here awaits my magnificent red whip." Mistress Emma warned and her tone was not playful anymore. "Yes, Mistress." Fuckboy breathed, his voice quivering with arousal. Rebecca was still not up to performing corporal punishments on Fuckboy and Emma just took over anytime a really harsh punishment was warranted. In Fuckboy's head, Emma took the form of the Goddess of revenge, beautiful and terrible at the same time. He felt incredibly submissive towards her because she was completely merciless. He feared disappointing his Mistress Rebecca, because she would not hesitate to turn him over to Emma’s discipline methods. She turned a deaf ear to his begging and whenever a punishment was due, she performed it to the end and didn't ever yield to his begging. His Mistress Rebecca, on the other hand, was prone to forgiving him and often sabotaging his slave education by her failure to divide her Domme persona from her inherently kind character.

      

Both Mistresses began to tease Fuckboy by squeezing his nipples and stroking his chest and back. They were completely lost in the moment and soon they didn't notice any sounds of the surrounding nature, the glaring sun... and not even the sound of soft approaching steps.
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CHAPTER 10










Emma, who noticed first the suspicious sounds, swiftly turned around. A few meters away stood a figure of a tall, bulky man. Everyone else turned around too. It was a gamekeeper, dressed from head to toe in dark green uniform, with a rifle hanging on his shoulder. In the heat of the moment, they ceased to mind their surroundings and this was the result.

      

"Hey Missus, quite glad I didn't mistake you for the game." He said, grinning from ear to ear. "Your grazing horses would be such a convenient target."

      

Emma didn't lose her composure and said in a dignified tone, "You should have made your presence known, Mister." 

      

Rebecca turned beet red. He was watching the whole time, wasn't he? Slave Cunt promptly jumped up and put on boxers from his backpack throwing boxers at Fuckboy, whose erection was gone in split second. He didn't lose composure either.

      

"Why so indignant? Perhaps I wouldn't mind joining you in your, eh... games." He said in low voice. As he spoke, he was scanning Emma from head to toe and stroked his beard.

      

"Oh, would you?" Emma said, boldly measuring him from head to toe and unbuckled the whip at her waist. Slave Cunt sprang to his feet. 

      

"Sorry about this, we are about to leave." Slave Cunt said, drawing himself to his full height. He grabbed Fuckboy under the arm and swiftly hoisted him up on his feet. The man saw the two strong men and realized that if the situation asked for it, they would easily overpower him. Not that he would attempt to struggle with them.

      

The gamekeeper, a scruffy man in his sixties with messy beard just shrugged. "Okay, okay. But next time I won't be this lenient." He turned around and slowly walked away, with two fingers pointing to his eyes and then to them in a silent gesture "I'm watching you".

      

Rebecca seemed shaken by the intrusion. Emma grabbed her around shoulders. "That's alright, when playing outdoors, things like that occasionally happen. When there is adrenaline, there must be some risk, otherwise it wouldn't be such fun."

      

As they walked back toward the car, the tension eased and when they joined up the highway, they were already laughing about the incident. "He would have joined us, eh?" Emma grinned. "Upon my word... such an insolent fool." 

      

"At one point I thought you intended to beat him with your whip." Rebecca laughed. In the relaxed atmosphere even the slaves weighed in with their opinions. Slave Cunt was frowning ever since they left the meadow to go back to the car. "Mistress is reckless. He might have caused us trouble. Did Mistress actually believe she could threaten him with Her whip?" He used the third person when addressing his Mistress. "Nonsense," she waved her hand dismissively. "I was just curious to see how he would react. I could drive him away even without your intervention." Rebecca backed slave Cunt up. "Yeah, I also thought you were going to chase him across the meadow with your long whip." Everyone laughed. "Well, at least he will have a good story to tell in the pub." Emma exclaimed into the roaring laughter. When the laughter subsided, slave Cunt added: "I bet that he will leave out the part where he offered himself to join us."

      

"How far do we have to go?" Rebecca wondered. "Approximately two hours’ drive. "Well, in that case you have plenty of time to tell me the rest of the story about Adem."

      

Emma smiled. "Certainly. But get ready because you will soon learn shocking things about him."
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CHAPTER 11










Emma peeled off the foil with the 'Bon Appetite' inscription from her tuna sandwich. They drove past Dresden and in the distance beyond the vast, plain fields were large trees looking fluffy and plump like giant florets of broccoli. It was signaling the change of landscape as it became more dense with woods.

      

"After that first night in the bar with Adem, I increasingly spent my afternoons at his place and evenings in his bar. I even learned to draw beer and was helping him out with throwing parties. When the bar closed, he was guiding me in explorations of my dominant personality. He crawled at my feet and licked my soles and toes, got me my first riding crop, and had me trample all over him... I learned how to make him moan with lust from orgasm denial. I was his keyholder, teasing him endlessly with false promises of release. He knew perfectly well what made him tick and he wasn't shy to ask for it."

      

"Wow, this is getting hot... So, you were doing it then?" Rebecca wondered. "Well, that's the thing - we didn't. Our relationship was based exclusively on Femdom, we never ever got close to having a relationship outside of the D/s. We never even made out. His role was that of my slave. It was Femdom only."

      

"Hmmm... curious. Why would he never attempt to push it to the next level?" Rebecca mused.

      

"Why indeed." Emma smiled. "But there was another effect to his remoteness. What do you feel when you love someone, and he does not return your favors? I soon was head over heels in love with him, his emotional distance was driving me crazy."

      

Rebecca frowned. "I can't see how he wouldn't attempt to make you his girlfriend. There must have been something off about him. I don't mean to say something wrong, but his behavior feels rather selfish to me." Rebecca observed. "He definitely didn't appreciate what he had in you."

      

"Well, he always seemed to be not invested in the relationship, but he was very skilled in making me do things he liked. Essentially, even though I was the Domme, he was ruling the game." Emma admitted. "But how was I possibly to decipher signs of manipulation? I had no idea that some submissives can puppeteer their Dommes. Unfortunately, I failed to see that back then. I found myself thinking of him every day and all day at school. His likeness was hovering at the back of my mind, always present, on the background of my conscious thoughts. I never attempted to curb my enthusiasm, because at the time I was not able or willing to do so. Every day after school I rushed into his apartment. The messiness of his place was shocking. Rubbish was everywhere. Empty cans, the smell of moldy remnants of weeks old stir-fry, the omnipresent smell of smoke - he was a heavy smoker. On the table, on the floor, muffled into his dirty bedding was his unwashed underwear." 

      

Rebecca disgustedly wrinkled her nose. "How could you put up with it?" Emma shrugged. "You know, as they say - love is blind. Mine was, completely. Till this day I can vividly recall him lying in the bathtub, his tattooed arms resting on the sides of the tub, his eyes closed and the cigarette butts floating around him in the water."

      

"Yikes! Well, regarding the puppeteering, it didn't happen to me, but I've heard something similar from Mistress Valeria. She was in love with her submissive and was striving to satisfy his every need. Soon she realized he was ordering her around and the whole principle of the D/s dynamics somehow got completely reversed." Emma nodded. "This happens so often it is hard to believe... But this was not all. Wait to hear the rest of it!" 

      

Rebecca frowned again. "Well, by now I already sense where this is heading." 

      

"One month into my curious relationship with Adem a petite black-haired girl arrived at the bar. Her stature was very slim, if someone told me she was anorexic or abusing drugs, I wouldn't be surprised. She walked confidently right in and without looking left or right she approached the bar. When she got near, I noticed her green eyes, framed with a black pencil. She looked like a fox, her eyes were predatory and mean. Adem was just in the storage room. She measured me with cold eyes. "Who are you? I didn't know Adem employed a bar tender." The tone she used made it abundantly clear that she saw me as an intruder, despising me ever since she laid her heavily pencil-framed eyes on me. Before I could respond, Adem walked through the rope curtain doors. He noticed the newcomer and the momentary look of surprise then gave way to the amused smile he wore most of the time. 

      

"Emma, this is Veronica. Veronica, this is Emma. My new Domme."  I looked at him, surprised. He never ever talked about me as his Dominatrix in front of other people. The girl didn't move, didn't blink, she was just piercing me with her eyes."

      

"Oh," she smiled sourly. "Well, this is yours," she barked. With a jerk she tore her necklace off and threw it on Adem, who instinctively covered his face with his arms. A little shiny thing, far too delicate to cause him real harm, bounced of him and landed right at my feet." She stormed out of the bar, shutting the door behind her with a bang, sending the glass panes ringing in the door frame. The guests, observing the drama, giggled amusedly, and returned to the business of smoking and drinking. I leaned down and took from the floor a tiny key to the chastity device. The second key to Adem's cage! I looked up at him and he knew that at that precise moment our weird relationship was over. For a moment he hesitated and then darted out of the door after her. 

      

One of the men sitting at the bar, a punk sort of guy in leather jacket covered with studs and spikes, nudged my shoulder. "Sorry Lady, but someone has to break it to you. Adem is still in love with that girl."

      

"No, really? If I didn't have you to interpret, I'd miss that!" I said sarcastically. He shrugged. “I witnessed their stormy relationship and he often said they are destined for each other. My best guess? He was just using you to make her jealous. He was seeing her behind your back. Now that you know, perhaps you might like to go out with me instead? I have tickets for a concert this evening, are you into punk?" He was babbling along, but I was lost in thought. Now it finally made sense... Adem was emotionally distant, because he was in love with another woman. It was so damn simple, I should have noticed ages ago... Instantly, I agreed to go to the concert with the punk guy, just as if I would revenge myself on Adem, who didn't care anyway.

      

"Oh, I'm so sorry." Rebecca cried out. "No need, I assure you." Emma said cheerfully. "Then I was quite hurt, not used to the rollercoaster of feelings you get when experiencing unrequited love... Today I'm sorry for him. You know I tend to keep in touch with my old loves. More than fifteen years later he is the same... Drinking, smoking, and running the bar, probably still taking baths in the cigarette buts. Only now he is not handsome anymore, his face is swollen from drinking too much, he has grown himself a massive beard and a beer belly and looks like a guy from a fishing and hunting magazine. He didn't ever got Veronica back; she married a wealthy businessman. We met some years ago as friends and he told me that he never in his life was so attracted to any woman. Veronica remained his ideal and he never married and never dated anyone else again. If I wasn't the casualty, hit at the crossfire, I would think this was a pretty cool love story. But I always find a positive perspective. At least, I lost the expectation that I would get any man I want, just because I'm assertive and pretty."  

      

"The worst mistake of his life, surely." Rebecca said generously. "Slave Cunt got pretty lucky that Adem failed to see the incredible Dominatrix you are." 

      

"Well, after the disappointment, I couldn't stay in Köln anymore. Everything reminded me of Adem, I just needed a change of scene. The punk guy took me to Berlin. It was hell of a ride! We just attended all the punk concerts and became real good friends. I told my parents I would be staying with them for a while. Mathilda was covering up for me. They were so occupied with their own problems, they didn't even check my story."

      

"Wait, had you finished school back then?" Rebecca wondered.

      

"Ehm, no. I just skipped school. Mathilda always invented some excuse for me."

      

"Oh, you were getting into trouble, did you realize they might kick you out of school? Mathilda wasn't exactly a good friend if she didn't persuade you to stay."

      

"Well, at that point I was so depressed from splitting up with Adem, I couldn't care less... If they sacked me from school, I guess I wouldn't even mind. I was clever, always had very good grades. I felt sort of above going there, sitting there all day long. It felt like an abomination and was getting extremely bothersome."

      

 Rebecca followed Emma's example and took a hearty bite of the sandwich. She mumbled with her mouth full. "Why I don't wonder... Independent minds usually hate school, it is just trying to fit us all into one mold... But you got back to Femdom soon I guess?"

      

Emma nodded significantly while chewing. She swallowed and followed it down with the lime water. "Once I tried it, I knew I could ever go back. The scenes of me, dominating guys was increasingly appearing in my dreams. For a few days I stayed with the punk guy, sleeping at the couch of his parents' flat."

      

"Well, you were quite adventurous." Rebecca observed, licking her fingers that had mayonnaise on them.

      

"Sounds worse than it actually was. Contrary to his looks, the punk guy was pretty gentlemanly, and we became good friends. He was guarding me like a treasure. But I couldn't stay at his place forever, even though his family took an instant liking to me."

      

"During the days when I was supposed to be in school, I browsed the internet in the Berlin library. I returned to the chat rooms where I met Adem. One of my virtual friends offered me a place to stay in Berlin, with a fellow Domme, Mistress Chiara. He claimed she's was searching for a flatmate who would share her Femdom inclinations. I had never met another Domme, aside from Veronica, with whom I was never were on friendly terms with. I agreed to meet her, I was very curious about other women who like to dominate men."

      

Slave Cunt, who usually did not comment, patted himself on the shoulder. "What was that supposed to mean?" Emma wondered, but her tone was light. "I was merely praising myself inwardly for saving you from the den of Mistress Chiara." Mistress Emma sneered but laughed good-naturedly. "Oh, I know you never fail to claim credit for that." 

      

"Mistress Chiara? Chiara..." Rebecca wondered. "The name doesn't ring any bells." "That's probably for the best." Emma laughed. 

      

The two women, engaged in animated talk, didn't notice that slave Cunt steered down from the highway to a side road. They were approaching their final destination. Narrow, curvy roads were coiling over the hills and no villages, not even remote solitary dwellings were to be seen. The picturesque landscape opened in front of them and in a beautiful valley was a remote farm, snuggly fitted between a fast-paced spring and a forest. 

      

"Oh look, here we are! We will finish the talk later. The other Ladies will have much to say about Mistress Chiara." 

      

As the car drew nearer, the farmhouse looked as big as an envelope. Rebecca noticed something rather strange. Five or six bright spots in the meadow adjacent to the main building. "What is that?" Rebecca pointed. "Guess away!" Emma giggled.  
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CHAPTER 12










To Rebecca's surprise, the bright spots she noticed in the meadow right outside the house, were naked slaves, raking hay. Emma looked dreamily at the picturesque scene. "Finally, the world is in order. When I see those boys toiling in the sun like field hands, it gives me incredible satisfaction. We don't have to pay to rent this place, because it belongs to one of my longstanding friends, but the slaves have to put in some work. If you channel it into Femdom, it is so much fun! They of course compete for various rewards." 

      

They were the last addition to the party. All the other Ladies of the Dominant Wives Club were already accommodated and seated on the terrace of the inner court, where a completely enclosed rectangular yard offered perfect privacy. Their slaves undertook the arduous task of unloading the mountains of luggage from the car while Emma and Rebecca walked right in. 

      

It was a tastefully reconstructed old farm. Wooden ceilings added the touch of antiquity, but the space was modernized enough to allow for the feeling of luxury and comfort. Above the entry door into the kitchen was a bronze Crucifix. Emma was leading Rebecca through the rustic kitchen with a low ceiling, bundles of garlic bulbs hanging above the bar and pink-cheeked Virgin Mary in unpretentious simple frame, silently observing them from the wall. 




Rebecca eyed curiously a selection of BDSM instruments, arranged on the wood desk. "Oh, Holy Virgin, you see this!" she joked. As she passed the toys, her eyes lingered on a metal object with shiny ball and curved tube ending with a loop. "What's that for?" She asked, but Emma propelled her forward. "You'll see soon enough. Anyway, we babbled about my embarrassing experiences and I missed the opportunity to get us in a picture together during our journey." Emma regretted, but continued cheerfully: "You know what I always think? What would the original inhabitants of this place think about our perverse games, taking place under their roof." 
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"I tell you what..., they would want to join us." Rebecca quipped and both giggled. "Or rather, they would try to drive us away with pitch forks," said a female voice behind them. It was Mistress Cruella, who heartily launched forward to hug both women at the same time. Mistress Emma struggled to disentangle from her firm grip, laughing. Cruella was ruining her hair with her tight grip. "Sorry for arriving too late, we had a brief stop for ponyplay." Rebecca explained. "Oh, not to worry." Cruella winked at Rebecca, whereas Emma was fixing her hair in the mirror. 

      

"Everything is ready for you two to make your special announcement." Cruella winked theatrically again, just in case Rebecca missed her reference, but more than anything else it looked like she had a twitch. "I'm a bit nervous about this, but I know that Tom can't wait, he is so mortified and aroused at the same time." Rebecca said in small voice. "That's the point!" Cruella smiled. "I will enjoy his embarrassment as he tells us all about it!" she said with a heartfelt, dreamy expression, crossing her hands on her chest like a martyr. 

      

"Cruella, please excuse us, we need to unpack first, freshen up a bit, before we engage in the games and activities." Emma politely pressed Cruella's hand and gently pulled her out of the way. "For sure!" Cruella singed. "Silly me, babbling on like that, when you need to get ready for the milking competition. it will be such a fun!" 

      

Rebecca smiled, as Emma was guiding her to the bedroom wing. "I like Cruella, she is pretty singular, but very kind. She always does everything for me and Tom to feel included, welcome and appreciated."

      

Emma smiled fondly. "Cruella is on cloud nine, being in charge as a Mistress in chief of all games and activities. Her inventiveness and kinkiness are just the thing we need to have an interesting program! I just need to check on her sometimes, because she leans far too strongly towards eccentricity that is sometimes over the top." 

      

Rebecca followed Emma up a rather narrow, wood stairs, passing frames of historical pictures of the farm. Emma's riding boots were ringing on the surface of the stairs. "We meet like this every summer. In our busy lives it is an absolute treat to enjoy a few days of undisturbed Femdom. Our slaves get the chance to serve and get deep into their subspace, an incredible opportunity they wouldn't otherwise experience. And we, Ladies, enjoy so much fun, drink liters of wine and laugh so much!" 

      

Rebecca stopped at the landing and looked out of the window. She could see Hannah's slave, whose bald head was sending blinding reflections up the window. He was holding his rake and was getting slapped on his bare buttocks by his Mistress amid the laughter of other women who observed the show from the shade of a terrace parasol.

      

"What are the rules anyway? You know how nervous I am that I will screw up!" Rebecca said when Emma showed her to their room. It was rather simple but fitted up to offer much comfort for a D/s couple, including a sheep skin for a slave to sleep on next to his Mistress' bed, chains in the corners of the bed and on the wall a framed picture with the slave rules. 

      

"They are pretty much the Club rules, so relax and don't bother about it too much. The point is to have fun." Emma opened the window to let out the stuffy air. "Just be sure to stick to the hard limits of each slave, I have the list somewhere..." she patted the pockets on her trousers and leather jacket. "Oh, here it is." She handed Rebecca a list, folded into a tiny square. "Sorry, I will get you a less wrinkly one later. Rebecca unfolded it. The paper had tiny cameos of each slave and their hard limits. "D/s retreats are pretty intense mind play, one needs to be sure all is right before joining in plays like this. Everyone feels good when the hard limits are observed - for the sake of our slaves feeling safe and at ease to explore their inner desires. Last, but not least, it helps us build confidence in our Dominant skills.

      

Rebecca smiled at the detailed profiles of each slave. "Isn't it funny? Watching Femdom from the outside, one would think, that the slaves have no rights, and look here. Slave Cunt can't be touched with a violet wand and Hannah's slave cannot be slapped in the face..." Rebecca was reading out loud and when she was finished, folded it again and handed back to Emma. "We treat them so well, they almost don't deserve it." 

      

Emma arranged the curtains into their holders and fluffed them. "There. Your room is just perfect." She turned to Rebecca and held her around her shoulders. "Whenever you feel like this, there is something that needs fixing. It is very demanding to be a Mistress, but it is up to you to make the most of it. Women tend to put others first, but that's completely wrong with Femdom. You must learn to put your needs first if you want to have truly successful Femdom marriage. The slave will do only what he is asked to do, and you have it in your own hands! Be selfish! Learn to expect perfection and don't spare his slave ass. Otherwise, you will become his Domme puppet and I'm sure you don't want that."

      

Rebecca though about it for a moment. "I need to work on that for sure!" She knew it and Emma knew it, but it was difficult to uproot the old, familiar patterns.

      

Rebecca sat on the bed and stroked its soft woven cover. For the time being she decided not to pursue the subject, because unfortunately, her own Femdom marriage was still heavily directed by Tom's wishes and desires. "I noticed that in our Club we have slaves, who pretty much share basic preferences - we don't have anyone who wouldn't tolerate a good old spanking, or trampling of course - we don't have any really heavy Ladies, so that's fine too... and most can handle ball busting. Hannah's slave is incredibly tolerant of ball busting!"  Rebecca remarked.

      

"Right! Some slaves won't tolerate electro games, some hate needles, some have some sort of health limitations, but mostly you are free to do whatever you like with any slave you like."




Emma opened the wardrobe to expose the contents. "Here you have everything you might need - a dressing gown, towels for the sauna - I'll show you where it is later – and a kit for milking your slave...." 

      

Rebecca was just putting on her long earrings. "Sorry, what?" she jerked her head distractedly, setting the one earing she just put into her ear lobe into erratic motion. "Well, the s-l-a-v-e  m-i-l-k-i-n-g kit." Emma mouthed slowly. Rebecca laughed. "Sorry, still getting used to this incredible universe." Rebecca said and fixed her other earing. She walked closer to look into the silver vanity case with black velvet lining. There was a strangely shaped, brand-new dildo, latex gloves in a box, a little bottle with essential oil, a black platter. "All you might ever need to milk your slave."

      

"What's the little bottle for?" Rebecca pointed at the tiny flask.




"We use orange essential oil to induce the milking atmosphere...  Slaves are conditioned to associate the smell with the milking ceremony. It helps them to switch into the right mood."

      

"Take it with you, you will need this for the milking competition." Emma winked, clicking the vanity case closed and pressing it against Rebecca's chest. "Am I going to milk my slave now? In front of everybody?" Rebecca gaped. Emma just giggled. "Obviously. Look! Here is your special attire."

      

Rebecca looked at a dress that Emma had just fished out of the wardrobe. "What is THAT?" Emma threw it on the bed, lovingly arranging the costume to lay even. "This, my girl, is your uniform." Rebecca stared. "My what??"
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CHAPTER 13










Rebecca and Emma arrived at the place for the ceremony. All the slaves were already arranged in a row, kneeling on all fours. Next to each stood a heavy milking bucket. Each slave had a little stool right behind them. They were all patiently waiting, not daring to move, each having an anal plug with a long tail. The scene of the competition was the enclosed yard, where the privacy was absolute and the risk of the intrusion by the outside world was virtually non-existent. 

      

Rebecca, when she walked into the open and beheld the scene, broke out in incontrollable laughter. Soon she was holding her side, gasping for air. "Whose idea was that?" Rebecca shrieked, while her eyes were streaming with tears of laughter. Emma smirked and pointed at Mistress Cruella. "Frankly, is there any other eccentric wild enough to come up with such a scene?"

      

Rebecca's slave Fuckboy and Emma's Cunt were already in place too. All the Mistresses were wearing matching milkmaid uniforms. They were also laughing their heads off, spinning their wide skirts and observing the effect, taking selfies and doing sexy poses. "I’ve never wore a dirndl, it makes my boobs look massive!" Mistress Valerie was swiping on her phone and checking her photos in the traditional costume too. 

      

Fuckboy, who had been ushered into the courtyard by Cruella, hardly knew if this is just a wet dream or reality. Ever since Rebecca became the member of the Dominant Wives Club, he was spiraling into the rabbit hole - things he wouldn't even imagine just a year ago were becoming reality. He used to be very apprehensive about anal practices, but ever since visiting the Club, the idea was increasingly finding its way into his day and night dreams.

      

Mistress Cruella, also dressed up in the milkmaid's uniform, was energetically strolling to and fro, a whistle prepared in her hand, issuing commands. "Slave Pips, I won't tolerate your fidgeting!" She swiftly slapped his ass cheek and Vanessa's slave yelped in pain, very loudly. Rebecca gave a start. Slave Pip sounded pretty hurt by Cruella's slap.

      

Emma leaned into Rebecca and whispered. "Don't worry, he is fine - all the slaves know that Cruella is getting her kicks from the subs' reactions. She is displeased if the subject withstands her dominant treatment and doesn't let out a sigh or a whimper. They all do pretty good job, because they can get pretty vocal whenever she really strikes them."  

      

Ladies finally pulled themselves together and Cruella whistled twice to launch the competition. "Ladies, welcome to the milking competition! We all know the benefits of proper milking. No Dominant Lady can truly rule over her male, unless she  masters the fine art of slave milking. Ladies, please, take your assigned spots - " she gestured towards the row of stools - "and unplug your slaves." The Ladies were still giggling and joking with each other as one by one they took their place behind their respective slaves. Rebecca looked toward Emma and her slave, because she didn't understand the "unplug" command. She watched Emma remove the anal plug and promptly did the same. 

      

"Of course, you can either use a tool or your own fingers, the result is what counts." Cruella added and adopted the spot at the back of her three slaves. They were lined radially around her stool. "I have disadvantage of having three slaves to milk, but I make use of the glove!" Cruella said, rolling on latex gloves and snapping them at her wrist.

      

Rebecca watched how Emma opened her milking kit and took the bottle with essential oil and spilled few drops over a square gauze, holding it for a few seconds under the slave's nose. "The conditioning..." Rebecca recollected and did the same thing. She and Fuckboy had not included the milking procedure into their regimen, so far.

      

"... your goal is going to be to milk your slave. The winner is the Lady, whose bucket is the fullest. Rebecca raised her brows. "How much sperm can you milk? You milk it in buckets?" She whispered in Emma. After all that she saw in the Club, she wouldn't be surprised to learn that these women can actually milk buckets of cum from their slaves. Emma lovingly stroked her arm and mouthed silently "Of course not."  "You have five minutes. The winner will be getting.... Eh..." she briefly scratched behind her ear. "...A bottle of Dom Perignon Vintage 2002." Mistress Clara called out to help her. "Ah, right! The Dom Perignon Champagne whatever, graciously gifted to the competition by Mistress Clara." Mistress Clara graciously nodded her head and Ladies clapped their hands. 

      

"...aaaand the competition starts now!" Mistress Cruella waved her arm and launched the countdown on her phone with the word 'now'.

      

Fuckboy was awaiting the procedure with mixed emotions. Of course, he was aroused by the humiliating situation he found himself in. Ever since they arrived at the farm, he had seamlessly switched into his submissive mode. The way he was treated by the all women under the farm's roof, sent shivers of pleasure down his spine. They were so self-assured in their ways and so disarmingly dominant. All he wanted to do was crawl and lick the dirt off the soles of their feet. But the invasive anal stimulation that would have him loose control over his cumming? For some reason this belonged in the realm of things taboo to him. He regretted that he didn't name anal practices as his hard limit. In the heat of the moment, back there at the Club, he decided to man up and own it, so that he wouldn't spoil the show. 

      

Soon, Mistress Rebecca, her hands covered with white powdered medical gloves, attempted to drive a well-lubed dildo into his anus. He was struggling to let go and relax his sphincter. His tightly contracted muscles made the penetration unpleasant. Rebecca helped to relax his sphincter by gently rubbing it until she succeeded in inserting one and then two fingers. She was taking it easy and soon she succeeded in pushing the dildo in. Patiently but firmly, she was driving the dildo deeper into him. It was a most curious feeling, nothing like he had expected. Rebecca was listening to the whispered suggestions of Emma, who was in the meantime effortlessly milking her slave. Cunt's cock was oozing sperm, which began slowly but surely dripping whitish liquid into the bucket. "And now, push it deeper in, incline it like this -" she demonstrated it on her slave "...and try to find the prostate..." Emma directed. Rebecca did as instructed, and Fuckboy, for the first time in his life, experienced the stimulation of his prostate. "Careful, he must not cum, it has to be controlled on conscious level, we need him to drip the sperm, not climax." Emma warned. "Fuckboy, focus, you must not cum, or you will get punished. You know the rules!" Emma whispered directly into Rebecca's slave's ear and winked at Rebecca.

      

Various slaves had a different tempo, but sperm was oozing on all fronts, only Fuckboy still struggled, still unable to drip, horrified with the premonition he might really cum. Mistress Valerie, who knew that she couldn’t squeeze any more sperm out of her slave, got up and walked around the milking Ladies, who were shooting impish, cheeky smiles and winks her way. As they were leaning forward, working their slaves' prostate, their deep cleavage in the milkmaid uniform looked devilishly sexy. Cruella was the most amusing picture, as she had her hands fully occupied with operating three dildos. Her phone shortly rang the end of the countdown. 




"Alright then, time's up!" Cruella called out, and at once all the Ladies let go of the dildos. She sprang up and each Lady set her bucket on the stool. On the bottom of each a small puddle was melting fast into colorless liquid. Cruella, the referee and judge of the competition, intently stared into each, tilting each buckets to determine the amount of milked semen.




"There can be no doubt – we have a clear winner!" Cruella called out. 




Hannah's balding slave with hairy arms, the accountant, had produced the most sperm. Other Ladies gathered around the buckets and tiptoed to look inside. They all had to agree that Hannah produced the best possible results. Hannah's slave turned all red with pride that he’d made his Mistress happy. Cruella grabbed Mistress Hannah's hand and raised it above their heads. "This is our winner, the best among the best, the Lady most skilled in slave milking, who will now receive this diploma." She handed her an elaborately framed, beautifully crafted diploma and the expensive bottle of wine.




After the competition was over the Ladies, who were still in their funny milk maid uniforms, sat down in the shade of a large umbrella and sipped the champagne. "I thought that perhaps it would taste like liquid gold, or something, considering the price tag," Mistress Cruella observed. The slaves began to bring refreshments for the Ladies and they stuck out their bare feet to sunbath as they talked. 




"When we were on our way here, me and Rebecca were talking about my colorful past..." "Did you already get to the point, when you, got paid to do scat?" Cruella asked innocently. Emma slapped her forehead. "It is reassuring to know that you’ll always be there to pinpoint most embarrassing things others would rather like to forget," Emma retorted and Cruella covered her mouth in horror, realizing that in her flippant manners perhaps she went a bit too far. But Emma wasn't easily offended. 




"Don't worry, we will surely get to that. I had just began talking about the time when I was staying with Mistress Chiara. I believe some of you will have something to add to my story. Rebecca is interested to hear it and I don't want to keep anything from her. She is one of us now." The Ladies looked at each other. "Well, if you’d really like us to help put salt into your own wounds..." Valerie said skeptically, her arms folded in front of her. It was plainly written all over her face she didn't approve. "Well, I have to own my past. There is no point denying it. I'm ashamed of some things I've done, but that can't stop me from confronting it. I like to share the story to protect others from similar mistakes. Once the mistakes are made, they can't be undone but they can be transformed into valuable lessons that form our personality."




Valeria still looked skeptical, but she didn't say anything.

Rebecca felt a bit offended. Just as if she wasn't to be trusted with the full story. "I'm a completely non-judgemental sort of person," Rebecca said indignantly. "Valeria didn't mean it like that, I'm sure," Emma smoothed it out, always keen on keeping good relationships among the Ladies of the Club. "I will tell you all, up to the most embarrassing detail. Brace yourself, my unrequited love towards Adem is just the beginning of some pretty turbulent events."
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CHAPTER 14










The sun had already rolled over the roof of the farm and hidden itself behind the chimney, gilding the afternoon with warm, pleasant light. One part of the slave group adopted the task of fanning the milkmaids with large feather fans, like the Ladies were Goddesses in ancient Egypt. The other half of the slaves began preparing the dinner, which was to be served indoors. Mistress Vanessa was just in the middle of an amusing story about her boss, who was so shy and afraid of her direct gaze. "... and guess what he did? He actually got himself demoted so that he didn't have to withstand our contact." She laughed so much she slapped her thighs. "Yeah," said Mistress Eva, who, being the youngest, prettiest and who was also the most endowed by magnificent boobs, wore her maid uniform like the protagonist of a sexist commercial for agricultural fertilizers. "So funny how some guys just can't stand the company of an assertive woman!" A round of laughter ran around the circle in waves. "Damn, right!" someone called out.
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Mistress Valeria, who was best known for her invincible self-confidence, stood up to stretch her limbs and walked a few steps to peek into the kitchen to see how the dinner preparations were going. Not even the uniform succeeded to obliterate her airs of a Byzantine Empress. As she was coming back she smiled and said, "Look at yourselves... getting fanned by ostrich feathers in the uniforms of milkmaids. Can it get any more bizarre than that? Cruella, what did you take when you prepared the program?" 




Mistress Cruella had her slippers off and was catching the last sunbeams to tan her curd-colored legs. "I don't need to take anything, I'm just that naturally deranged," she replied happily. "You know what I just remembered?" Valeria said with an absend-minded gaze. "That weekend at Düsseldorf. It must already have been about fifteen years ago? Do you remember that party with Mistress Chiara, Emma? It was very much like this one," Valeria said. 




Emma's head was graciously tilted back, eyes closed and her fine hair gently flying around her face with the waves of pleasant air brought by the fanning. The soft, golden light was giving her blonde hair pretty golden tint. "That's where we met for the first time, Emma, do you recall?" Emma didn't stir and said without looking at her, "How could I not recall! A memorable Femdom weekend. And she made quite a fool out of me."




Emma rose from her pleasurable half-sleep and looked at Rebecca. "I didn't forget I owe you the rest of the story. If you recall, I was talking about couch surfing in Berlin, and how unconcerned I was that they might kick me out of school for my absenteeism. I was staying with the punk guy, who fell in love with me. I knew I’d have to leave him before he got too attached. But to do that, I first had to leave the hospitality of his parent’s place. So I decided to meet the Domme who was looking for a flat mate. Shortly afterwards, I met Mistress Chiara in a café in the city centre. It was a mid-April, but it was a glorious sunny day. She was sitting outdoors, waiting for me to arrive, sipping a vanilla frappe and nibbling on chocolate cake. She was laid back about the fact that her legs and butt were far too wide for her mini skirt. She wore it all with such a pride..."




Valeria ordered a Margarita and said scathingly, "Well, she definitely was one of the pioneers of the body positivity movement. She carried her pear-shaped body with dignity and didn't shun away from showing her dimpled thighs for everyone to see and admire. She was pretty average with no particular charm, but she conducted herself with insolent self-confidence."




Cruella weighed in, "Yeah, back then people were not as comfortable with being out of shape or overweight as they are now – so she was quite an oddity. Diversity was not a thing, and you were supposed to try really hard to emulate the models in TV commercials. It was long before the emergence of influencers of all shapes and forms... Sorry, I need to check on the dinner preparations," Cruella excused herself and sailed away.

 "Wow, is there anyone here who hasn't meet this Lady?" Rebecca asked them.




"Eva was a baby back then," Emma smiled. "At the time, Mistress Chiara had a strong presence in the BDSM community. She was an exhibitionist and often attended shows and parties where she demonstrated her skills with a whip and showcased her boyfriend Marcus, who was covered with piercings head-to-toe, which could be seen through his translucent rainwear."




"Still, I can't see what is wrong about all that. Seems you dislike her quite intensely, why?" Rebecca wondered, but almost instantly regretted it, because Valeria gave her one of her haughty, distant looks.  "Wait to hear the rest of it," she retorted.




"Don't think we’re just picking on her because of her appearance. Quite on the contrary. Let's say that Mistress Chiara stepped on awful lot of toes, not excluding ours. Moreover, she was systematically working on ruining the reputation of Femdom. She was invited onto TV and radio shows and shamelessly babbled about anything and everything, often presenting pretty a very skewed version of our world."




"My story demonstrates her character rather well, so I will try to do it justice," Emma said. The last word was drowned out by a shriek that echoed out of the kitchen. "Some slave probably chopped the carrot at the wrong angle..." Eva quipped and everyone laughed. Emma paused and put a forefinger on her lips. "Oh, I lost track again..." Rebecca hurried to set the story back on track. "You had just arrived at the café where she was waiting for you...." 




"Right! So, with the sweetest smile Chiara gave me a soulful hug. She was so much in the know... We laughed about my experiences. She soon established herself as a sort of mentor to me, approaching my junior status with condescending magnanimity. She readily filled that void in my heart that called for a mentor. She was clearly sensing that I was avid to learn and accept her influence. She proudly showcased her profound knowledge and reputation in the community. I admired how she could talk about Femdom so unashamedly, without embarrassing silences or blushes. For the first time in my life, I felt like being a part of something bigger."




Valeria unbuckled her shoes and took them off. Her slave wasn't there to do it for her as all the slaves, apart from those waving them with the large ostrich-feather fans, were busy getting the special dinner ready. "Yeah, I also remember she came across as merry and easy going, but at different times her spontaneity and unrestrained ways went hand in hand with recklessness. Not to mention her appetite for gossip... She wasn't hesitant to criticize anyone in pretty scathing terms. She certainly was clever, but also ruthless, revengeful and nasty. She was systematically working to denigrate her opponents and competition. Mistress Hannah here can vouch for that." Hannah nodded significantly. "I don't even want to talk about it. She doesn't deserve to be talked about, that miserable bitch. She should be forgotten once and for all."




Emma sat with her back erect, clutching her glass so firmly that the ends of her fingertips were turning white. "Getting back to this is making my blood boil, but at that point I was hungrily devouring all she said. Consider that I had finally came across another Dominant woman, moreover a woman who was a self-proclaimed lifestyle Dominatrix. She boasted to have a herd of seven slaves and countless others. Needless to say, I was at an easily impressionable age and this seemed very cool to me. How would it be to have so many servants, who would satisfy my every whim? She had almost godlike properties - her ability to juggle so many slaves seemed almost otherworldly."




"Otherworldly indeed... Especially when she was stealing them from other Ladies," Mistress Hannah murmured. Emma disregarded her comment and continued. "As we sat there in the pleasant spring sun, sipping frappe, she was sort of... grinning. Impishly grinning, I'd say. She was looking somewhere behind me. When she did it seven times in as many minutes, I followed her gaze and turned my head to find out what was she grinning about. She took the straw from her frappe and licked the foam off it, pointing with it over the busy street, to the lamp stand at the opposite pavement. I noticed a shocking thing. A naked man with a shaved head, wearing a spiky collar, was chained to the lamp post. ‘Who is that?’ I asked, flabbergasted. ‘That, my dear, is my subby hubby Marcus. Oh, how the passers-by stare at him!’ 




“I admired her nerve,” Emma continued, but I had to ask her, ‘What if someone calls police?’ Chiara just smirked. ‘This is the most tame of our little games... If you had idea what kinky things we do... but I don't want to shock you, you innocent soul,’ she said condescendingly. "Needless to say how damn cool I considered her complete disregard for rules and conventions," Emma conceded. "I'm looking for a place to stay for a few weeks, a friend said you are looking for a roommate..." I said to her - and she beamed at me. "I have a pretty-cheap room available. You won't find anything cheaper with the subway right next to the house." 




I was delighted. Staying with a woman who was every bit as adventurous as me, and yet had the wealth of experience I was dying to unravel, it seemed like a win-win to me. I didn't understand that she had ulterior motives. Anyone else would have guessed it, but not me at seventeen. I truly thought she was just being nice. She smiled her most charming smile and suggested: "The room is waiting just for you. I'm sure we will become the best of friends. If you feel like it, you can easily join me in my games. But only if you feel like it, of course!" she said in an innocent tone, accompanied with a wide-eyed look."




"I was enraptured, even enchanted by my new friend. That very evening I moved my bag from the punk guy's place to Chiara's flat. She lived in a block of flats in a neighborhood at the Eastern outskirts of Berlin. The house was rather shabby, her apartment badly needed refurbishing, but after what I’d seen at Adem's, this seemed like a squeaky clean and modern sort of place. She showed me around, starting with fully equipped torture chamber she and her husband also used as a living room."




Rebecca looked at the Ladies, studying their reaction. "Ehm, is it, you know, customary, to have a torture chamber at home, being a Dominant Lady?" Mistress Hannah shook her head. "I see... So you suggest that she..." Rebecca started, but Hannah pressed a finger against her mouth and encouraged Emma to continue. 




Emma sipped in the last drop of the Dom Perignon from her glass. "Well, it all seemed really cool at first. Watching the TV from a couch that was, at the same time, a cage for a slave, it seemed pretty awesome. The remaining two rooms in the apartment was her and Marcus' bedroom and another for me. It was a very basic room. But the intoxicating taste of adventure had painted bright colors all over it, so I didn't mind that it wasn't fancy.”




“Did you ever see my photo where I am sitting on a bed in a bright red dress, grinning like a Cheshire cat, holding a riding crop, with a sissy maid kneels at my feet?" "Not that I recall...?" Rebecca mused. Emma smiled, "Well, you are the only one... The photo was taken by her that evening and soon it was circulating all around the internet."

"But why?" Rebecca gaped, shocked.




"I'm getting there. Already that evening – I’d hardly had a chance to make myself comfortable in my room - one of Chiara's slaves arrived. Chiara had lent me one of her fetish dresses. It was a bit too large for me, but she put a belt over the loose dress, and with the belt it looked tolerable. The slave that arrived wasn't handsome. Rather he was an old, out of shape guy with a big, protruding belly. I was inwardly disappointed, because I always imagined tanned, young slaves with nice muscle definition. This was a guy in his late forties, pink in the face, sweating profusely and having a strange blinking pattern that made him look constantly anxious. He looked ridiculous in his maid costume, and I couldn't help but feel rather repulsed by the sight of him. He was cleaning the apartment and later cooked dinner for us."




"I don't even dare to imagine how many slaves would give their eye teeth to serve a young Goddess like that," Rebecca thought our loud. "Yep. I could tell by the way he was following me with his eyes, he was very thrilled by my presence. Not ever daring to look me directly in the eye, he was crawling around me, stealthily trying to sniff my sex. He was very aroused but his erection was, somewhat luckily, concealed by the fluffy skirt of his maid uniform. I felt that somehow this wasn’t what I had envisioned. But Chiara was playing her part so well I got convinced that it was a capital fun and that I enjoyed it as much as she did."




"Chiara was growing fonder and fonder of me each day, hugging me very often. Marcus took care I always had fresh flowers in my room and always something tasty to eat. I stirred out very little, all I was interested in was under that roof. In the upcoming days, some slaves that came were in better shape and closer to my age, which felt good. I happily catered to Chiara's slave guests, who were much more numerable than the seven she originally indicated. She was orchestrating various scenarios, including role play, so that I could - as she said - get a taste of all the Femdom practices that you could possibly think of. At that time, I had absolutely no idea that aside from taking my money for the rent, she also took considerable tributes from the slaves. They were beside themselves for the chance to serve a really young girl. It never crossed my mind there was actually any money transfer involved."




Rebecca slapped her forehead. "Oh, nooo, that sooo sucks."




Valeria nodded significantly. "That's just so typically Chiara!" Hannah took her glasses from her long nose and cleaned them on the hem of her skirt. "There is something even worse than that..."Rebecca gaped at her. "Worse than fooling someone just like she fooled Emma?" Hannah nodded. "Yeah, not only she treated Emma like shit, the calculating bitch. But the whole time she was acting as her husband's puppet! He was taking all the money and using it to buy fetish clothes for himself and fulfill his own erotic fantasies." "Oh, jeez... She violated everything that makes Femdom, Femdom and friendship a friendship." Rebecca exclaimed and Emma nodded gravely. "She did indeed. Not to mention that she often had sex with her paying slaves and so she reduced herself to a low-down prostitute," Valeria added mercilessly.




Vanessa, who was so far only listening, added, "Perhaps it is just gossip, but I heard that Marcus often made Chiara walk him naked in the woods and sell him as a prostitute for horny gay guys, who met there for a hookup." Valeria pulled a face. "No. This is no gossip. I have seen it with my own two eyes. He was a sly, disgusting sort of guy. I fail to see why Chiara was so infatuated with him, but she dedicated her life to fulfilling each of his perverse needs. I think that he was just pulling out of her, her worst personality traits. Perhaps she would have been a pretty decent Domme if she hadn't had this pervert on her hands."




"She was unprincipled either way, if you ask me." Rebecca stated, quite resolutely. "Well, Emma, you really added fuel to the fire... Running away from home, skipping on school and associating with people like that! Consider yourself lucky that you didn't come to harm."




Emma smiled. "I certainly wouldn't come to harm, not from them anyway! I was the hen that lays golden eggs. I learned only later that she had her presentation as a professional Dominatrix at a site with pro commercials. At the time I moved with her, she put in my photo - the one I told you about - face and all, on the website with professional Dommes so that she would attract more paying clients. And hell, she did! She must have made a little fortune flaunting my age, good looks and my natural dominance." "And she had the insolence to make you pay for your rent..." Valeria fumed. 




Emma, normally so self-assured, looked almost sheepish. "Yeah, I can really laugh about it now, but I didn't find it very amusing when I found out. I was actually worried that someone from my acquaintance might see my perverse pic as it was flying around the internet... It is true that I was intolerably naive, but I had known very little of life and people back then..."




"Look, Cruella is calling us! We need to hurry and change for dinner," Eva said, already restless from sitting too long. She swiftly jumped up saying, "I can't wait to learn what sort of surprise Cruella has prepared for us!" Valeria stood up, smoothing the skirt of her dirndl and they all walked back towards the house. "It is bound to be something really special. Mistress Cruella wouldn't ever come up with anything boring." 




Emma was carrying her shoes in her hand, as the delectably green, low-cut grass was crunching under her pretty feet. "Rebecca, I will tell you the rest of it during dinner. You surely are curious how my slave Cunt entered the scene. And it was hell of a ride!"




Rebecca laughed. "Just tell me which part of your life isn't a ride!"
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CHAPTER 15










Mistress Eva turned up for the dinner first. Even though she was the youngest, she was the most punctual. She looked around and she was absolutely the only one to arrive precisely at seven o'clock. She wore her most sexy catsuit and her hair was pulled into a tall ponytail, giving her a stern, feline look, emphasized by her distinctive eye make-up. 




The dinner was taking place in the former barn, built by the owner of the farm to serve as a conference room. Slaves prepared the large, modern space to fit the needs of a festive dinner. Mistress Cruella had been in her element while supervising the preparations. She now waited outside the barn to meet the Ladies, who were expected arrive at the gate.  




Eva dreaded having to make small talk with Cruella on this occasion, largely because Cruella’s current appearance struck somewhat speechless. Her idea of festive attire for a fetish evening was as peculiar as ever. She wore a long gown with large, colorful flowers and weeds plastered all over it. She looked like a runaway opera diva, or the allegory of bountiful harvest. 




"You look..." Eva sucked miserably with false compliments, but found the right words to finish the sentence, "... simply spectacular." 




Cruella beamed. She was drinking in the flattery, always yearning to get as much as she could. She had to work harder than some of the other ladies who’d been blessed with stunning good looks their whole lives, and she basked in the reassurance of praise whenever the opportunity arose.




"Shall we wait for the rest, or will you show me around?" Eva asked innocently, happy to drive the chat away from her friend's peculiar look that evening. “No need, see? They are coming!” Cruella pointed. “Oh, wow! Just… wow!” she exclaimed, as always, completely spontaneous in her warm regard towards her friends. 




Across the yard Emma, Hannah, Vanessa, Valeria, Trudi and Clara walked with the sexy high-heeled stroll, their hips swaying, like some dream-team of superheroes. The only thing missing was some cool movie music. 




The Ladies had all changed into their finest evening dresses, as varied as each personality. Vanessa sported her favorite pin-up style polka dot dress and black slippers with peeping toes. Valeria liked PVC dresses for their superb shine, so she wore her fancy corset with red frills, accompanied by a long skirt with a super-high slit. Emma of course couldn't miss the occasion to wear her high-end black latex dress, that perfectly complimented her hourglass shape. Mistress Hannah had chosen her short leather dress, which did an amazing job of accentuating her well sculpted legs and voluminous breasts. She also had sky high boots with platforms that made her insanely tall. Even though they were so diverse, the group’s overall appearance worked well together, and the effect was pleasing to the eye.
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Cruella welcomed them with the theatrical gesture of a circus ringleader as she beckoned them into the arena. They all walked in together and gasped. Festoons made with the branches of a coniferous tree emitted pleasant pine smell. A long table was set with fine porcelain, chandeliers, fruit and an assortment of appetizers. The windows were covered with heavy dark purple curtains to allow for an ambient atmosphere. It was seven o'clock in the evening, but the remaining sun was still falling on the large windows.




"Am I just dreaming or is this real? The slaves with candles up their ass, serving as chandeliers?" Rebecca said and shook her head as if trying to drive away a vivid LSD trip. She had already seen the living furniture play at the Club, but this ingeniously complex scene gave it a completely different feel and intensity.




Emma ran her arm around Cruella's shoulder. "You are the Queen of Kink! How is it that you can exceed our expectations each and every time?" Cruella's chest expanded in pride, pushing her breasts almost out of her low-cut neckline. "Yeah, this is even better than last year and I couldn't believe anything would surpass the surprise theme of last year!" Vanessa praised, looking around at all the cool kinky ideas. 




"This year’s theme is hunting," Cruella explained. "You know how poachers make furniture from the poor killed elephants or lions? Well, our slaves are the game. After all, in the world where women rule, men are just a game we hunt." Rebecca, who was only gradually coming to terms with the idea of a female led society, was always caught off guard when some more advanced concept was introduced. 




"Please notice -" Cruella pointed, "We’ve even got trophies." Rebecca stared in the direction of the Cruella's forefinger and one slave, one with a particularly wild mane of curly hair, had his head stuck in wooden desk like a head of a stag. It was hilarious, because he really looked like a stuffed trophy-head of some wild game. Cruella pointed to the distant side of the table. "My slaves are there and there." Rebecca saw them, propped up against the wall, with the candles inserted in their anuses. "Of course, they cannot stay like that for too long, so they’ll exchange places with the slave waiters later on."




  "Only the most resilient and strong slaves could be expected to last the full hour while holding the table on their backs. They were trained in advance. It looks easy, but trust me, this takes a hell of a physique..." Cruella explained to Vanessa, who admired this incredible installation. Six of the most resilient slaves were carrying on their backs the heavy desk, laid with porcelain, cutlery and refreshments. 




Mistress Vanessa, who was always quick to make entertaining comments, observed: "There is yet another benefit to the slaves being the legs of the table. Their mouths are nice and ready for the leftovers, like a dust bin, no?"




Eva examined the waiters, who stood patiently at the wall, waiting to be summoned. "The uniforms are genius!" Eva said as she approached one of them and weighed his cock and balls, grabbing them and giving the balls a playful slap. The slave didn't dare move an inch. 




Cruella self-indulgently circled the buttocks of the waiter with her hand. "Still warm from the beating he got... And actually, I cannot take credit for the waiter’s attire. Emma contributed by designing their latex uniforms. Please notice how the front with the white lapels, buttons and little pocket, it creates the perfect illusion of a real waiter uniform in a fancy restaurant. But below there is a large cut out for the cock and balls. Their butts are also exposed, to allow for disciplinary punishments."  "And it appears that there have already been ample opportunities. Their butts are painted in bright colors!" Vanessa laughed.




Emma just walked around the table, noticing that Hannah's slave was one of the waiters. She found his nipple under the latex and pinched it. He had probably been so immersed into the experience of Cruella's supervision that he yelped very loudly. Emma leaned to his ear, gripped a handful of his remaining hair and inclined his head closer to her mouth. "You don't have to make noise for my sake. I know you like it, even if you stay silent."

Hannah's slave couldn't help himself and smiled gently. He knew that Mistress Emma was fond of him and liked to play with him.




After they praised Cruella's efforts enough, the Ladies were led by the waiters to the table. Emma found her and Rebecca's place. The decorative nameplates were adorned with real blue and red flower heads. Waiters helped the Ladies by pushing their chairs to the table. "Pity we cannot also have slave chairs," Vanessa said loudly. "Well, you would each need to follow my example of three-headed slave herd. We don't have enough slaves for that," Cruella retorted.




Rebecca whispered to Emma, "I'm so nervous about... you know... the presentation. It is just an hour away..." Emma was washing her hands in the lemon water brought by a slave waiter. "Don't be," she whispered back. "It will be one of Tom's most humiliating experiences and he's gonna love it. He will have the occasion to fetch his precious box after dinner when coffee is served." Rebecca let air escape from her mouth to calm herself down.

"Emma, as a chairwoman of our Club, would you please help us launch this special dinner?" Cruella asked politely. 




Emma, very comfortable with giving public speeches, raised from her chair and took hold of her glass. "Ladies, my incredible, amazing Ladies! Today we celebrate. Celebrate the empowerment of women and the earth-shattering power of femininity. All women in the world were born to rule, to be pampered and waited upon. Only a few, however, will ever get the opportunity to fulfill their potential as the alpha females, the Dominant Women. Our strength, our determination to take control over our men to turn them into servants - in our interest and theirs - that's the true purpose of our mission. Now raise your glasses and enjoy an amazing time. And after dinner you will witness yet another highlight of this evening. Mistress Rebecca is going to make a statement." 




The Ladies looked at each other. They had no idea there was going to be any such thing. Glasses clinked and shortly after the amuse bouche was served. It was steamed sliced asparagus tossed with Italian Dressing, salad shrimp and fresh lemon zest.




Emma put the spoon into her mouth and murmured self-indulgently. Rebecca, who sat right next to her, used a different method and began nibbling on the individual pieces of the appetizer. "I watched how you were teasing Hannah's slave. It was a disarmingly sweet interaction... there is such a nice atmosphere in here. It’s always so great to play with you lot."  




Emma patted her mouth with a cloth napkin. "There never is a shortage of these moments, funny and warm, even in the middle of the most thrilling BDSM scenes. That’s why the Club is such a safe environment for slaves and Mistresses. We are all on the same page - kinky, but also funny and easy going."




"I still haven’t heard the whole story about the infamous Mistress Chiara, will you fill me in?" Mistress Eva asked. She sat across the table from Rebecca and Emma, and she’d intended to whisper the question to Mistress Valeria, but she was far too loud and everyone heard it anyway. Emma smiled widely. "No need to whisper, dear. We keep no secrets from each other." Eva's eyes were open wide in eager anticipation. She had heard all sorts of stories about the woman, but they were disconnected stories that all took place well before she’d joined the community.




The main course was served, a slow-roasted lamb with wild oregano served on large, beautifully decorated plates. It smelled divine. The waiter slaves were spinning around the Ladies like real professionals. 




"I was staying with Mistress Chiara for roughly two weeks,” Emma said, picking up the story again where they had left it. “Anyway, I was already settled in Berlin. Chiara's flat, although offering me a rare insight into the lifestyle Femdom, was getting too small. I was getting restless to get out and see some party life. That of course wasn't agreeable to Chiara, who wanted me in for her numerous slave visits."




"How come you didn't notice that she was in it for money? It must have stuck out a mile," Eva wondered.Emma shrugged. "I was completely naive. Moreover, I'm sure she was very much into Femdom, but she decided to build her business around it as well. She had enough sense not to fuck any of her clients in front of me."




Cruella, always protective of her friends and the champion of justice, said indignantly, "The damn bitch knew your idealism and your starry-eyed fascination with Femdom and shamelessly used it against you. If I knew back then, I would have given her a mouthful for her treatment of a girl of such an age. Pity we didn't know each other. Chiara was my acquaintance back then."




"Thank you, dear. Nevertheless, my initial fascination with Chiara was beginning to dwindle. I gradually realized that her nature was not inherently good. Her true character resurfaced in the moments she didn't pay attention - when she thought I couldn't hear or see her.  And I didn't like it a single bit. She could sense that I was sort of drawing back.  Of course, she knew I was not going to stay put indefinitely... but that wouldn't prevent her from hindering my departure for as long as she possibly could..."




 "At that point Chiara began talking of finding a slave just for me. She emphasized the need to supervise this procedure, so that I was spared the risks of coming across some unsavory or even dangerous individuals." "So far, the only unsavory individual of the story is her," Rebecca snorted.




"Chiara was well aware that she needed to keep me interested and entertained, if she - or rather Marcus -- wished to keep me at their place and continue earning money from me. She promised to find me a good, quality slave. She constantly pushed the prospect of bringing one for a visit, but she was constantly inventing excuses, and pushing the date further and further, buying herself time. Later she admitted that she didn't have one that would really suit me. Eventually I grew restless, and she had to take real steps to bring me a potential slave of my own. She advertised at a dating site, using a photo of my figure in latex. You have no idea what an avalanche of replies this set off..."
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"Oh, but I do have idea," Rebecca laughed. "It happens once in a millenia that a Goddess like you steps into a dating site," Cruella said generously. "You are flattering me, Cruella, please don't stop," Emma laughed.




"We were sitting in the torture chamber, and a slave whose name or face I cannot recall was lying at our feet, his mouth filled with a ball made of one of my stockings. Chiara was scrolling the emails that arrived for me, on her laptop. There were approximately fifty messages within five minutes. ‘Wow, I have such a large selection to choose from!’ I said with enthusiastic smile. 




Chiara gave me a skeptical look. ‘You really think so? Well, it is time for you to learn things about Femdom dating...’ She opened the first message. ‘My Mistress, I will do anything to serve you... yada yada... This one is pathetic... He is willing to do anything just anything to earn your favor. He positively reeks of desperation.’ She mercilessly closed the message and opened another. This one is pretty much the same... Here - a list of practices he can take, but nothing about him as a person... ‘What about this one?’ I asked, peaking over her shoulder because there was a photo attached. The guy had a pretty impressive physique."




"Read for yourself then," Chiara smirked. I read: "Hey, you look damn good, Mistress. I offer you my body for your kinky desires. I'm experienced and good looking. You are lucky, because I’ve just starting to seek a permanent slave position." I just stared, the message was completely insolent and haughty. ‘Insolent and haughty.’ Chiara commented. 




"Okay, we still have another forty seven answers to go. No, wait! Fifty two already," Chiara sighed, opening another one. “This is just some sleazy, masturbating lecher... See what he writes? "My goddess, I'm crawling at your feet, my cock locked in chastity as you bind me, spit into my mouth and fuck me up my ass..." "I’m sure he had his dick in his hand throughout writing this answer and cummed when he clicked 'Send'," Chiara laughed coldly. "You can bet that he wouldn't even turn up if you asked him out..."




"I just couldn't believe how horrible most of the answers were. When we were nearing the end of the messages, I noticed neatly arranged paragraphs, formatted like a poem. 




It read:




To the Unknown Lady.




I won't tell you how beautiful you are, 

you are well aware of that. 

I won't tell you that I'm right for you, 

because we never met. 




I won't beg you to have me -

you decide your own fate,

I won't - unless ordered,

clamor at your heart’s gate.




I will promise you,

that with me at your feet,

everything is possible,

fulfilled your every need.




I offer to share the joy and sorrow,

learn to sing your soul’s tune,

value and cherish your spirits,

...please, meet me soon.




Devotedly yours, Severin




"Hmmm, at least you can tell that he put in some effort," Chiara said flatly, instantly ruining the sweet dreamlike quality of the moment. She scrolled the email down and there was a picture. It wasn't a naked, kneeling slave, but a relatively young man in jeans, turned with his back to the camera, looking over fog filled valley down below. 




"This looks like a reference to the Friedrich's Wanderer above the See of Fog. This has to be a romantic sort of guy," I said, perhaps betraying the fact that he’d succeeded at making an impression. Chiara pulled a face. "Well, if you are into poetry than this definitely is your guy. What I appreciate, though, is that he didn't start with sending a dick pic. He also abstained from stuffing the email with references to his own kinks. That is always much better to discuss in person. He didn't provide much detail, which is clever too, because this invites you to join in the communication to find out more."




“Chiara endeavored to open another mail, but I stopped her hand from closing the message. ‘Don't spend our precious time going through the rest. Let us first explore this guy. I'm pretty intrigued.’ Chiara seemed relieved.”




Emma paused for a moment as Cruella gave a dry laugh and said, "Of course, she didn't want to spend time helping someone else to find a slave. It must have felt like an abomination. To her, all the slaves in the world should be hers... " Emma shrugged. "Perhaps you are right, but after all, if it hadn't been for Chiara, my life might have evolving quite differently."




"What happened next?" Rebecca intercepted curiously."Well, of course I replied to him." Emma said. "I wrote back: 




Congrats, you’ve succeeded in making me interested. Let's meet to talk, there is no point corresponding for weeks, I want to lay my eyes on you to find out if you fit my idea of a slave. Princess Emma




"It took him several hours to respond. I found myself checking my mailbox several times per hour. He either understood the bittersweet agony of waiting for a message from your object of interest, or perhaps he simply was busy. So far, he was doing everything right to earn and keep my interest. That evening I was sitting under the red lamp in the kitchen with Chiara and Marcus, when my phone pinged:







Dear Princess Emma, 




I would be honored to invite you for a beverage of your choice to show you that not all submissive guys are slobbering, crawling losers. Some are assets you can own, who can put all their passion, skill and love into the service to your comfort and happiness. I'm ready to meet you anytime, anywhere, just name place and date, I will be there, awaiting you.




Yours, Severin







I arranged to meet him in a charming outdoor cafeteria under the large crowns of maple trees in the city park. He was waiting for me with a rose. He wore a long-sleeved shirt, and he had an average, but pleasantly built figure. What struck me as the most interesting was his baby face. He was the type of guy I always called ‘the sweet boy’. He had large eyes that were a curious combination of green and blue color. He had soft lips and gentle jawline. If it hadn’t been for his bushy eyebrows, I would tend to consider him too boy-like. Not a guy I would have noticed at a first sight, but he made a good impression. When he sprang up to welcome me, I kissed him on the cheek and he smelled nice - a vital sign that we were compatible on physical level." 




"How did he behave? From what you’ve said it seems that he was rather shy..?" Rebecca asked. "Right, I suspected that too. Even though he seemed confident in general, facing me, he never knew what to do with his eyes or hands. He constantly fidgeted with his phone on the table to hide his trepidation. Luckily for him, I always enjoyed shy guy's company. What repelled me the most is the average womanizer..."




"We exchanged basic info about ourselves, and I learned about his work and his hobbies. I could sense that even though he was happy to be there with me, there was something pressing on his mind. I was talking about myself, and he sort of switched off. "Sorry, but you seem occupied, is something the matter?" He shot me a swift look and returned to fidgeting with the phone. "I cannot keep it from you. I'm not that type of guy. I'm married." 




"I stared. At that point I had no idea that so very many slaves who are actively looking for a Mistress, are actually married. 




"Oh yeah, and that's why you volunteered to become my slave?" The last sentence I uttered in slightly sarcastic tone and used air quotes. He just bowed his head. I was resolved not to spare him. Why should I spare his feelings when he didn't spare mine? "Is this your usual conduct? You are seeking a Mistress all the while having your little mouse wife at home?" He dropped his head even lower. "No, Mistress. We don't see eye to eye with my wife when it comes to Femdom... She doesn't approve, but I can't go on any longer. My need to serve a Goddess is too pressing, too persistent. I cannot live like that anymore. I need to live my dreams, even if she disapproves." He carefully avoided my gaze and was pink in the face. I noticed that when he was markedly nervous, his lower lip sort of twitched.




"Well, I can't see how I can help you with that. Do you suppose I will act like your secret Mistress with you going back to your wife each time we part? Seriously?" "He blushed beet red and pondered over my response, eventually saying, "No, I suppose not... But she is very fragile and I'm afraid to leave her alone. She might try to harm herself if she found out." "I can't see how your current predicament goes together with your alleged determination to serve me," I said flatly.




Mistress Valeria joined in. "And very right you were. He should have found a professional Mistress if he was reluctant to leave his wife. This was just plain silly and selfish."




Emma nodded and set the cutlery on her plate. She was already full. "Well, he seemed pretty shattered. He didn't expect this. He wasn't used to or prepared to face a spirited, authoritative girl like me. Even though I was half his age, he was blushing as if the age difference was reversed. He ran the palm of his hand over the back of his neck. Even I could tell he was sweating heavily." "I bet that after you gave him your mind, he was anxious to back off," Rebecca laughed.




"Well, he couldn't stand it much longer. He soon excused himself, paid the bill and after giving me a kiss on the hand, he backed away with a deep bow. This whole interaction struck me as pretty awkward and at the end of our meeting I was resolved not to see him again, poems or no."




"But you met again, didn't you? Judging from your description, it sounds a bit like slave Cunt, but fifteen years younger. Was it him, or do you just sort of choose the same type of guys over and over?" 




Emma scrapped the rest of her meal into the mouth of the nearest slave table leg / garbage disposal.
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CHAPTER 16










After dinner all the Ladies moved outside where a warm, pleasant night invited them to lounge in the comfortable rattan armchairs. The yard was illuminated with yellow chinese lanterns and a number of fun Feemdom activities had been prepared. All slaves were relieved of their living furniture functions and returned to their traditional roles of servants, masseurs, and foot lickers. The slaves were either massaging their Mistress’ feet or serving coctails as the Ladies rested after the dinner. The Ladies were chilling to a relaxing playlist of old soul songs.




Mistress Emma clapped her hands and asked for silence. 

"Mistress Rebecca has indicated her desire - " she paused significantly to allow Ladies to cease speaking, "to make an announcement." "Now when I come to think of it, slave Tom disappeared some time ago..." Eva observed and with her eyes looked for Rebecca's slave, to make sure. "No, he is not here. I really wonder what this might be all about."




"This is going to be pretty festive, so please let's get up and witness the announcement," Emma said and took Rebecca's hand. The Ladies gathered behind Emma, pleasantly thrilled by the suspense. They whispered, guessing what it was going to be about. Rebecca was blushing, but the yellow light that fell on her face partly obliterated this sign of trepidation. A couple of slaves brought a small podium and one of the rattan chairs, setting the chair on the podium.




Emma led Rebecca to the chair and helped her over the two steps to sit down. Rebecca did. The doors from the main building opened and Fuckboy stood in the door frame, only his silhouette visible as the bright light from inside was sharp, compared with the soft light of the lanterns. He was flanked by another two silhouettes, and all of them were carrying something. When he walked out and the door closed, finally everyone could see, that he carried a mid-sized black box on a red velvet-covered pillow. He was carrying it with solemnity and purpose, as if it was a most precious treasure that he’d been blessed with the honor to deliver.




"What is that?" Eva said excitedly and turned to Cruella.  The long-term members of the Club immediately recognized what was going on, but Eva was a freshwoman, only have joined the Club a few months before Rebecca. Valeria, Cruella and Trudi wore gleeful smiles, which made Rebecca blush even more. They cheered loudly.




Slave Fuckboy, flanked by two other slaves carrying lighted lanterns, stopped ten meters from the group of women. He was meticulously studying the ceremonial rules for the 'great announcement', desperately hoping he would not screw up.




"Slave Fuckboy, you may approach," Emma recited ceremoniously. He glanced nervously towards the group of Ladies. Judging from their impish smiles, they already knew... He felt so mortified...  completely naked and with his cock hopelessly twitching, he’d never felt more exposed or humiliated. Oh, and they knew it. They already knew exactly what he was, and how low he’d stooped. In his slave mind, he used to envision each act of his submission like a building stone of his Mistress' dominance. The more humiliated he was, the more dominant she would become. It felt like the acutest of pains. But this pain only accentuated his growing physical and mental addiction to the feeling of belonging and to the sweetness of losing control to her.




"What have you got there in the box?" Emma asked in the same official tone. "Dear Lady, I'm not entitled to answer that question. "Emma didn't reply to that. Instead, she produced a black marker with a thick tip. She leaned down and her round butt was obscuring what she wrote on his chest from being seen by the Ladies. When she straightened up again, everyone could clearly see the word ‘cuckold' written in capital letters on his chest. "That is what you are and what you are going to be. Present the box to your Mistress.” Fuckboy obeyed and fell onto his knees in front of Mistress Rebecca.




"What do you have for me?" Rebecca asked formally, in a measured, stern tone. Fuckboy opened the box and with his head bowed low, he was handing her the opened box. She didn't take it, but looked inside and her hand disappeared into it. She took out a small black piece of fabric. She raised it above her head with both hands. It was ladies panties, black laced, a very pretty piece of underwear with tiny writing in silver thread, stating 'A hotwife'.




"These are my hotwife pants. My slave is, ever since last Tuesday, ordered to carry the box with him everywhere, to remind him of the fact that I’ve finally became the hotwife he so long secretly desired me to become." Emma, who had the role of a moderator turned to Fuckboy again. "Slave, now you can tell us how grateful you are that your Mistress finally had found herself a bull and made you a cuckold." He positioned himself so that his face was easily seen by both his Mistress and the audience of Ladies, and the other slaves.




"My dearest goddess! By becoming a hotwife, you took the ultimate step of making me the most devout servant, your slave without any right to question your freedom. I'm deeply moved by your dominance, by your resilience in training me to become the best slave I can be. I, as your slave, must support my Mistress in enjoying full sexual freedom. I'm waiting at home for my Mistress to enjoy fucking with a man that is worthy of her. I'm no male, my only purpose is to serve and do everything that makes my Mistress happy... I'm forever and ever grateful for the opportunity to be your loving cuckold."




Rebecca, as he was reciting his confession, dreamily looked above the heads of the Ladies, as if recollecting some very pleasurable experience. Her eyelids were half closed, and her eyes drifted out of focus. Thomas knew this expression - she looked precisely like this when he was pleasuring her with his tongue. Even as he was speaking, the idea of his wife in the arms of another guy caused another flush of heat that made him break tiny beads of perspiration on his forehead. He was so thrilled, so horny, but at the same time, a struggle simmered under the surface. It was truly a bittersweet feeling of pleasure, but swiftly morphing into the pangs of jealousy and back again. She did it, she did what he himself begged her to do. Now he was a cuckold. A hopeless case of a man who feels the most intense sexual pleasure from seeing his own wife in the orgasmic throes with another man. How could he possibly survive such a profound humiliation? But his brain was, ever since the memorable Tuesday he was never to forget till the end of his life, rewiring on deep level. He was becoming a true slave. It was not make-believe anymore. Now he finally fulfilled his destiny.




The great announcement helped the Ladies to shake off the sleepy feeling after their hearty dinner. They felt pleasantly diverted by Rebecca and Fuckboy’s confession and ready to take part in the evening activities, which had been prepared by Mistresses Trudi and Clara.




Mistress Eva was on pins and needles to finally try all there was to try. She headed towards the slave with scruffy hair, the one who had served as a mock trophy during the dinner. He kneeled with his knees wide apart, and his hands folded on the back of his head. Next to him was a little table with a box on top. Mistress Hannah accompanied her. She was a motherly figure to Eva, determined to supervise her explorations to keep both her overly enthusiastic self, and the slaves who were exposed to her treatment, safe. "Be careful, Eva,” she warned. “This is not a play for little children." Eva's eyes glittered eagerly, reflecting the flickering light of candles.
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CHAPTER 17










Eva had come across one of the fun Femdom activities that was particularly dedicated to those Ladies who harbored sadistic tendencies, and had been brought about by Mistress Trudi. She offered her own slave, who was very pain resistant, for needle play. Mistress Eva happily volunteered to turn his sack and the foreskin into a pincushion. Mistress Hannah, who, being in her late forties was far more experienced, gave Eva advice. 




Emma, who strolled around them with a champagne glass in her hand, touched Eva's shoulder and whispered: "...you remind me of my own enthusiasm when I was a teenager. I was always eager to try everything. Do not spare him. Trudi's slave is pretty tough." The slave didn't blink, and seemed even to be enjoying himself when Eva ran a needle through the foreskin and one ruby red drop of blood emerged at the site of the needle incision. 




Rebecca, still flushed from the intense experience of sharing her intimate life with others in the Club, walked beside Emma and looked horrified. She quickly turned her head away when Eva, with little fires dancing in her eyes, ran the needle through the foreskin.




"Oh, that's... I hate needles..." Rebecca said faintly as her knees broke under her. Emma caught her under her arm and drove her to the closest armchair. "You never said... Don't look then. This is not for everyone. Admittedly, I quite enjoy needle play when I can lay my hands on a slave who likes it. That's what I found out anyway. Much of the joy of inflicting pain or humiliating a man, stems from the consensus. I wouldn't for the world stick my needles into anyone, who was not into it. The thrill and the excitement come only when he wants it as badly as I do."
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"That won't ever be my cup of tea," Rebecca said, recuperating by putting her legs up on the back of a slave that was conveniently nearby. Emma smiled. "You know what's the best about this? It doesn't have to be! You ought to do precisely and only what you want and what you enjoy. Never let anyone force you into anything. You are the Dominant Lady. Your Femdom, your choice." Emma swiped on her phone and slave Cunt appeared out of nowhere, with a glass of whiskey and handed it to Rebecca.




"Does reading one's thoughts belong to your Femdom skills? Rebecca joked feebly, but in one gulp drank the amber-colored liquid. "Now that I think of it, you didn't tell me if the slave you met, the one that wrote you the poem, was slave Cunt or not."




Emma snapped her fingers and slave Cunt, who stood nearby, awaiting commands, dropped to his knees next to her. "What do you think? Does he have the baby face I was talking about?" Rebecca intently studied his face. "Well, not so much, but he is fifteen years older, isn't he? But he has bushy eyebrows. That's what you said the guy had." 




Emma nodded her head appreciatively. "You have a great memory. You are right of course. It was slave Cunt - back then he called himself Severin." "But you seemed pretty disillusioned after the first date. What changed your mind?" Emma also ordered a glass of whiskey. "I don't usually drink whiskey, but this occasion calls for something special."




"After we’d parted, I was quite determined not to see him again. He was good-looking and we clicked on many levels, but I wasn't in the mood to date someone who didn't have his past sorted out. But then his emails began to arrive. One after another, slowly and surely, I was beginning to like him."




"What did he write?" "Well, as he was good at composing poems, it goes without saying that he was very skilled at writing emails too. He was very empathetic, always fast to read people and their character. He learned soon enough that he must appeal to my mind every bit as well as to my body. He was interested in me as a person and did not perceive me as a mere tool to fulfill his erotic desires. Not once did he send me list of his kinks or get into great detail about his fantasies. In short, he wasn't pushy and that was s very welcome change to the legions of annoying, sniveling losers who had preceded him. He also took more time to respond than slaves usually do and did not fill my mailbox with inconsequential junk."




"I see what you mean, some slaves just get so annoying in their desperate need for attention," Rebecca said as she was spinning the empty glass in her hand, observing how the facettes reflected the yellow light of the lanterns, gently swaying in the warm breeze."Damn right!" Emma rolled her eyes. "I just wish all the slaves out there followed his example. Not only would they relieve the women of unwanted unsolicited attention, they would also increase their chances of finding the right one by ten-fold. I'm preaching self-restraint in the communication with a Dominant Woman wherever I go. Also showing real interest in her as a person is absolutely of paramount importance.




Rebecca, pleasantly relaxed by the whisky, snapped her fingers and her slave Fuckboy hurried to deliver to her another glass. She was quickly getting into a contemplative mood. "Most subs seek the archetype of a Dominatrix and forget altogether that women, dominant or not, each have individual personalities with very individual preferences, opinions and needs." "Precisely. Well, Severin was seeing me as a personality and took vivid interest in my thoughts and dreams. For some time, he seemed to be content just exchanging emails with me and I was growing fond of our conversations. I found myself looking forward to his next email."




"So, you obviously got over the fact he was married?" Rebecca asked innocently. "Well, I wasn't considering him to become my partner. Not at the time. But from what I heard from him, the marriage was dysfunctional for quite a while. He was even then a very responsible sort of guy. He was hesitant to leave his wife, who had depressive episodes. He was afraid she might harm herself if he decided to leave her. I felt less guilty for my ever-increasing sympathies toward him, when he conceded that she was cheating on him with a substantial number of men." Rebecca wasn't sure what to say, so she rather remained silent.




"One day Chiara informed me that she was going to organize a Femdom weekend at her friend's summer house. I was thrilled to participate and so it happened that I took Severin with me."
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CHAPTER 18










The evening was unfolding in pleasant way, in fun games and competitions. Rebecca and Emma presently entertained themselves by observing a masturbation competition between Cruella's three slaves. As she merrily explained to the onlookers, the winner would be the one who could jerk his cock fastest without cumming for at least sixty seconds. The punishment for ejaculating was detergent, and so whenever any of the slaves felt he might be getting over the brink, he stopped pumping immediately.




"Whenever I try to come up with games and fun activities for a Femdom vacation, I always recall that memorable weekend with Mistress Chiara. Even though she was a sly thing, her kinky imagination was boundless. Pretty much like Cruella's," Emma said, looking off somewhere in the distance above the three furiously masturbating naked men who knelt in front of them.




"I'm just like Alice in Wonderland, but it's getting more thrilling by the minute! I doubt she would be able to organize anything superior to this,” Rebecca praised, and meant it too.




"Well, it was a weekend very similar to this one - with a meticulously planned program and tons and tons of kinky activities. With one vital difference, though. The slaves who attended, aside from Marcus, Severin ad Cruella's slave, paid quite a lot of money to participate and serve the Ladies. Aside from me and Cruella, another four Dommes brought slaves who, as it later turned out, were paying clients. Me and Cruella were the only Ladies at the party of Dommes, who didn’t have the slightest idea that money exchange took place. They must had been rolling on the floor laughing at our naivety.




For me, just arriving at the remote place in the woods and finding naked slaves there, busying themselves to make Mistresses happy; it was completely marvelous. It was a rare glance into the Femdom micro cosmos that should exist everywhere, not just at this abandoned old house, refurbished for the purposes of parties like this.




"Chiara and Marcus brought me there and Severin arrived slightly belated. When we jumped out of the car, the slaves that were already there showed their strength and agility by carrying their Mistresses on their shoulders and doing squats."




"There I met Cruella for the first time and, God forgive me, I thought her to be a peculiar and awfully dressed woman. But it didn't take me too long to realize what an amazing woman she actually is." "I admit that I had the same prejudice against her, but now I see she is perfectly lovely," Rebecca said while covering her mouth conspiratorially, ashamed of her former notion."




"Cruella, who was already a seasoned Domme back then, took me aside, answered all my inquisitive questions and guided me through the rooms. I saw for the first time how is slave ball busted, fucked in the ass, or pierced through the scrotum with needles. And then comes the bizarre scat episode. You know what scat is, I assume?" 




"I guess so?" Rebecca said slowly, but in fact she had no idea. "Well, Chiara introduced me to a slave who had great interest in this very taboo BDSM activity. No other Lady was willing to defecate into the slave's mouth." 




"Ohhh... that's so gross!" Rebecca exclaimed, finally realizing what was Emma talking about. "Well, yeah. I came to the same conclusion in the process... But I had to try each and every Femdom thing there was. But a fun fact is, that once again Chiara received money for this experiment of mine. The slave was trying in vain to find an attractive Lady who would be willing to do this." 




"You are quite a fanatic, you know that? I wouldn't do this for the whole world!" Rebecca said in a high-pitched voice. 




"Well, my enthusiasm didn’t go unnoticed. Chiara would say, in her most sarcastic tone - 'Emma? She is in it out of pure enthusiasm.' And boy, was she right! I'm very enthusiastic about Femdom indeed, so enthusiastic that nothing is taboo. Admittedly I didn't grow fond of that special practice. But I do like golden showers, that's among my favourites! But back to the story. All the Ladies had gathered in the main room - it was a large open space attic. All the slaves laid next to each-other and we played a variety of the children's game - the floor is hot lava."




"You’re kidding?" Rebecca laughed. "Not at all, what is better than making Femdom a bit playful? Ladies were supposed not to touch the floor with their feet while they got from one couch to another without stepping on anything other than slave bodies. We were collecting points for stepping on slave's genitalia without falling with a foot to the floor. It was such great fun and it mostly looked like playing twister. We all ended up in one heap of bodies, laughing like mad."




"We could try that tomorrow too, It sounds like such fun!" Rebecca suggested and Emma gave her thumb up. "And what about Severin? Did he turn out the way you expected?" "Well, at the party he seemed a bit too serious, as if he had something to tell me. He was constantly trying to corner me to speak to me in private, but I was so immersed in the experiences that were opening up to me in that old house, that I did not pay any attention to it. Severin was keeping as close to me as possible, but at one point he excused himself and disappeared. I didn't think much of it, but when he reappeared, Cruella stormed into the room, her wild, bushy hair streaming.




"Chiara?! I guess you owe me and Emma here an explanation!"




"Chiara turned pink and disentangled from the grip of two slaves, whe were just busy covering her high boots with wet kisses. She ushered us into the next room and closed the door behind us. She clearly didn't want others to hear... Cruella looked like fire might flash out of her nose any minute. "Is it true? Did you actually take money from the slaves?" she fumed. Chiara looked taken aback and stuttered, something around the lines of: "H-h-h-ow d-d-o you mean?"




"Don't play dumb here. You used me and Emma here very badly. A reliable source has told me that you even advertised the event on the profile of a Femdom website. I'm scandalized, disappointed and I will not remain silent on this! Emma, we are leaving." She grabbed my hand painfully around the wrist and dragged me out, slamming the door behind us." Severin was waiting outside, clearly listening at the door, because when the door burst open, he was caught standing right at it.”
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CHAPTER 19










"Very correct of you to report this to me," Cruella praised Severin. "Upon my word! I should have seen this coming...I have been so blind, I thought Chiara was a friend... who would have thought that..." she murmured under her breath, walking away. Then she suddenly realized I was still there and turned her head around her shoulder. ‘Do you want a lift, Emma? I have a spot for you in my car. I will be heading back to Berlin this instant.’"




"Severin gently nudged my shoulder and pointed out the window, where his car was parked. ‘No, Severin will take me. We have a lot to talk about.’ Cruella made the gesture of a cross, just as if she was blessing us. ‘I hope we haven’t seen each other for the last time. You are going to be amazing Domme. Just keep on learning and you have the potential to change the Femdom world for the better. We need more Dominas like you and less like Chiara... See you sometime! Oh, and don't worry, I will make Chiara sorry for this. Consider the whole matter solved.’ She cheerfully waved at me and disappeared around the corner.”




 "Within the next ten minutes we were leaving the place in Severin's car. We had no idea where we were going. We just wanted to get as far away from that place as possible. We were passing through villages and little towns, at the moment so pleased with each other's company that we didn't give a damn about the final destination.




"If you’ll excuse me Mistress, I didn't mean to spoil your fun, but I thought that you would not like how Mistress Chiara was treating you and Mistress Cruella. She exploited you... Did you know she advertised you on the professional Femdom platform with a photo of your face and all?" "She did what?!" I gasped. "The miserable old hag! Playing my friend and then doing that?"




"She and the sleazy weirdo she married must have made fortune off the Femdom sessions, given your young age," Severin frowned. "Don't think about it. It is over you. Perhaps you should return to Köln? How long is your friend going to cover for you before your parents learn about you skipping school?" 




"Don't preach Mister," I admonished him playfully, but inside I knew he was right. I promptly pushed the unpleasant thought to the back of my mind. At that moment I was in the car with an interesting guy and I was enjoying myself. I could worry about the rest later."




We had just driven through an ancient village with a stern protestant church and a parish. On the very end of the settlement, remote from the last house, stood a very large, completely picturesque old mill with its large wheel long out-of-operation.




"Look!" I pointed at the wonderful sight that was the perfect picture and brought up nostalgic feelings for times past. An old, rusty pickup truck was falling apart in tall grass and an ancient apple orchard was running from behind the building to the forest in the distance. The place looked abandoned. "What a charmingly place, let's get out of the car and explore," I exclaimed.  Severin hesitated. "Okay... Let me just park the car somewhere so no one sees it at the house."  




"Okay!" I swiftly jumped over the fence and began to brood through the tall grass towards the old truck. The grass was devouring the adjacent buildings and wild-flowers consumed what was once an extensive vegetable garden. It was a perfect place of solitude; cheerful in summer, depressive in the winter. I looked around and soon Severin joined me. 




"Oh, look! The car is home to all sorts of wildlife. Isn't it amazing, how nature reclaims what belongs to her? One only has to think of Chernobyl - have you seen the photos of the houses, completely drowned in vegetation?" "Eh, Mistress, I don't want to spoil your fun, but you are effectively trespassing on someone's property," he warned in a respectful voice. "Oh, come on, don't be such a spoil sport. No one has been here for ages," I said as I climbed into the truck and sat on the surprisingly well-preserved leather seat. The rubber on the steering wheel had already withered. The floor was mostly missing, and the exuberant weeds were making their way through into the cabin.




Severin ventured closer to check the build’s entrance. "I wouldn't be so sure of it. Look, the grass here was trampled on recently..." he warned. "But now there is nobody around. And we just want to take a look, right? We are not here to steal anything," I shouted back. 




He climbed on the step of the truck. "Be careful, you could get blood poisoning if you scratch the rusty parts. "Oooh, you are such a scardy cat!" I teased him. "If anything, I’m more concerned that we might get ourselves a nice juicy tick." I looked at my bare legs in jeans shorts.




"I wonder how it looks inside... Do you think there is still some old furniture? I love the atmosphere of old houses - the decay, the smell.. it all stimulates the fantasy and you can't help yourself but imagining how it used to look in the days gone by. Perhaps we could have a peek inside..."




"The door is locked," he informed, relieved. He clearly didn't want to get into the building. "You surely don't want to break-in, do you? How crazy would you have to be to do that?" he asked incredulously. 




I just looked around and noticed a long ladder, laying propped against the wall of a barn. "Well, we don't have to break-in. See that window on the first floor? It is open wide. Go and fetch the ladder there," I pointed.  He hesitated again, but his desire to please me outweighed the  reasonable apprehension he was feeling.




The ladder was precisely the height needed to reach the first floor. He leaned it on the window-sill and safely thrust it into the grass, checking to see that it sat safely. 




"If you insist... but you climb-up first and I will catch you if you should fall.” "I'm not about to fall, thank you!" I said, laughing. I was in the middle of the ladder before he even set his foot on the first rung. I was getting an adrenaline spike and was loving it. I reached the window-sill and peeped in. The bright sun temporarily compromised my sight. When I climbed inside, the place felt very dark. Severin climbed in behind me."




We were fumbling around but soon our eyes adjusted. It was a timeworn place full of junk, old papers and a large table.  "This used to be an office. Hey, there is an old typewriter laying in the corner!" In few jumps I was at it and explored the macabre beauty of the thing that was in worse condition than the truck outside. I took it from the ground, but I promptly returned it where it was. "Ewww!" It was covered with sticky debris - the residue of devil knows what.




Severin finally got caught up in the thrill of the moment. He began to study the old magazines covering the floor. "Oh, one can conjure up all sorts of stories, seeing such a place!" I sang out, happily. "Textile, weaving, manufacture...," he read. "I guess that this place used to be at some point a factory. These papers," he said as he took an old letter, “they are dated 1922." 




"I already see a Femdom story evolving in this old mill turned into factory! Let's see what is in the next room!" Emma's eyes took on a curious glow as she recalled the adventure. "We carefully moved to the room’s door, and it hung on only one hinge. After passing through that door, we found ourselves in a gallery with a magnificent view of a large room, filled with antique weaving machines. They were covered with dust, but the design of the machines belonged to the times when even such practical pieces of factory equipment still had a touch of elegance and beauty."




"I love how your eyes shine. That was a memorable day, wasn't it?" Rebecca observed smiling. Emma looked amazing in the yellow light of Chinese lanterns, remembering the happy days when she and her slave started dating. "Wait till you hear the rest of it!" Emma grinned.




"Well, we carefully descended a rickety old spiral staircase and walked amongst the machines that were silently slumbering in their eternal sleep. No one weaved on them for many decades."




"You are such a romantic, I hardly can understand how you can be so cruel and yet at the same time such a dreamy soul..." "Just one of the many paradoxes of my character," Emma winked. 




"We could hardly believe these beautiful reminiscences of the industrial past were still there, untouched. One would have thought that people from the village would have broken-in and stolen the machines to sell the metal for profit." "Unless the place was actually belonging to someone... Perhaps it was not as abandoned as you thought?" Mistress Rebecca suggested.




"Good reasoning, my clever friend. But so far, we were just enjoying the thrill of unraveling this magical place, lost in the moment and forgetting, for long stretches of time, that we had no business being in there." "I stroked the gentle side of finely shaped metal that coiled into a decorative spiral. I felt so happy at that moment I began to dance around."




"I can already see it..." I sang out. "The supervisor of this place, working in the office up there fell for a weaver who was working at one of the machines... He harbored secret submissive feelings towards her, dreaming about her for months... yearning to make her his Domme... ‘Herr Director, I sense you want something from me. I saw your eyes linger on me increasingly and it is robbing me of my sleep... the other weavers had already gone home, but I was waiting for you." "C'mon this is improvisation. Join me!" 




Severin smiled widely at the invitation. "I was born an actor and played Hamlet at school, no one can surpass me in that!" "Haha, I wanna see you try!" I teased. "Ehm..." he cleared his throat and changed his voice, setting it much lower and drawing words much longer. "Miss Stein, for a long time I yearned to tell you about my secret desire... I know you are the right one for me, the one who will make my dreams come true... Will you become my Dominant Wife? I want you to lock me up in chastity." 




I playfully slapped my cheek and opened my mouth wide in mock surprise. "Oh, Herr Director, how could I ever even dream of that? Not in the wildest dreams would I dare to try and make you my submissive husband..." I exclaimed with a glistening eye, my arms clasped together and looking to a sky in a theatrical gesture. 

Severin dropped to his knees and hugged me around my legs, sobbing pathetically, "Miss Stein, promise me your foot in marriage!" And he covered my shoe in kisses. We both burst out laughing."




"Wait...?" I suddenly stopped laughing. "Do you hear anything?" I lowered my voice. Severin pricked his ears and we both listened, frozen in the poses of Herr Director and Miss Stein. We looked at each other with horror. "Someone must have got in again," we heard distinctly from the direction where we thought the entrance might be. 

"I suppose you wouldn't have left the ladder out again... or did you?" asked another, higher voice, in an annoyed tone. 




"We need to hide!" Severin hissed, and firmly grabbed my hand. "There, I saw stairs to the attic!" We ran, as silently as we could muster, avoiding debris and junk on the floor between the weaving machines. Steps were approaching.
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CHAPTER 20










We climbed with agility of a cat and never made a sound and miraculously managed to disappear into the attic before the man and woman reached the hall. 




“I can’t believe you just left the ladder outside, after what happened last time,” the woman’s voice admonished. “I will search the house, if you insist, but I’m sure it was just the youngsters from the village again. Nothing disappeared last time,” the man said as he took a flashlight and began to search the place. 




We were hiding in the dark, no idea where we were. I groped around and soon realized that we were sitting on a large heap of old fabric. It had the stench of mold. I shuddered with disgust. Severin was still holding my hand.” 




We heard the man shuffling around the machines, murmuring unintelligibly under his breath. “Here it’s clear,” he shouted. 




“Check the attic, and I will go and look in the kitchen,” the domineering shrilly voice responded in the distance. 




He grunted and they heard his steps getting closer. He climbed a few steps up to the attic. Severin was looking around, frantically searching for another place to hide. We heard the man, who was half-way up, mumbling: “Ouch, my back is killing me… I’m not going up there, go there by yourself you coffin dodger.” 




“What did you say?” the female voice shrieked. 




“I was just saying that no one is up there,” he called loudly and climbed back down the few steps he’d managed to climb. 




“Bloody harridan… Hearing only what she wants to hear,” he muttered. 




I covered my mouth, so I didn’t burst out laughing.”




“We were waiting in the attic and it was getting late. The people down there, clearly and elderly couple, busied themselves in the kitchen. Severin and I soon grew tired of listening to their constant bickering. We whispered and spoke about our lives, waiting for the people to leave. He carefully cleaned the space of the moldy fabric and spread on the floor an old, but least stinky old blanket. He gently pulled me onto it and I sat down. 




“How did you find out that you like dominant women?” I asked him. He didn’t have to think about it for too long, apparently, he’d given it considerable thought before. 




“That’s the weird thing - I sort of always knew. In my mind, I always had this picture of a Dominatrix, clad from head to toe in leather, wielding a long whip. This picture was with me from the time immemorial. How did you find out you want to be a Dominatrix?” 




“I pondered over this question for a moment. ‘This is rather difficult question,’ I told him. ‘In a sense I also always knew. I knew I want to rule over men… but only when I came across BDSM online did I realize the intricacies of Femdom. Before that I didn’t have the slightest idea such a thing existed. I just knew I wanted men to crawl at my feet and adore me. Judging from the experience of other Ladies, we all learned about Femdom later, compared to sub guys. Those often know about their preferences in early childhood, or before reaching puberty. In women this usually appears later and is more of a lifestyle choice. And this brings me to the thought that every woman in the world who has an open mind and exploratory nature, might become a Domina.” 




Severin shook his head. “I don’t want to oppose you, but I don’t believe it. When I met my wife, it was in at a BDSM studio and she was a Domina. Only later I realized that she really was not.”




“You realized she is not… what?” I asked, confused.




“Well, that she is not a true Dominatrix. She was always doing everything to please others, not that she would enjoy it all that much. Outside the den of the BDSM studio, she turned complete vanilla. I didn’t get it at the time, but I later realized that some women, even if they are shown the benefits of Femdom, will not always enjoy it.” 




“Perhaps you are right. Certainly not every woman in the world wants to become a Domme, but I believe most are suited to it, and could be persuaded if they are approached correctly. At some point, you’ll have to tell me more about your dominant wife who turned vanilla. I’ve certainly never heard of such a scenario. To my knowledge most women who taste the pleasures of Femdom and the benefits associated with it, they never look back.”




“Is it just me, or did the house turn suddenly quiet?” he observed. 




“No, you’re right. I think the people finally left,” I said softly. 




He put his finger up and we both listened intently for a few moments. Eventually, we could hear keys rattling as someone closed the doors and locked them from the outside. Soon we could hear the motor running, the car disappearing from the driveway and finally, we were alone.




“It is getting really late. We could find a motel for the night,” Severin suggested. “You would have your own room, of course!” he hastened to add as he blushed a bit.

“You just blushed?” I laughed. “That’s pretty sweet. Well, what is the likelihood the people will come back?” I thought out loud.




“Not very likely. This place is not habitable - they just dropped by to check on the place and now they’ve gone home. Surely, they are not about to come sooner than tomorrow,” Severin concluded.




“I quite agree! Let’s climb down again, my legs got all stiff from sitting so long with my legs crossed! And I was down the stairs before he could say ‘be careful’.” 




“I wonder how the kitchen looks… By the state of disrepair I’d say it will be hell of a mess… But perhaps they - “ I stopped short after opening the door and gaped with an open mouth. 




“Well, I was about to say - perhaps they keep ti in working order after all.” 




We stood on the threshold of an old, rustic, but perfectly functional and clean kitchen with a table, four chairs, a sofa and TV set. 




“No kidding!” Severin said. 




I walked right in and looked around. I was bold enough to look into the cupboards and even found a functional fridge with basic food items such as alcohol-free beer, yogurt, cheese, an apple, two zucchinis and a can of tuna.”




“We are staying here tonight. It would be too much of a hassle to look for a motel now… I will sleep right there on the sofa and you… you might sleep on the floor next to me. You will take the lamb skin. It is so hot we won’t need blankets.”




“As my Mistress commands,” he said quietly. I guess he was tired of constantly opposing me and the risk the people would be coming back was negligible.




“I feel like this adventure took toll on my nerves. I think a nice feet massage would make me feel relaxed before sleep,” I purred, throwing myself onto the old couch that creaked, just as if it was expressing discontent with our intrusion. Severin dropped to his knees and began gently untying my sneakers. 




“I think that, in this hot weather, my feet will be quite sweaty. Perhaps they’ll need a tongue bath…” 
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He exhaled with a shiver of excitement. 




“Take off your shirt first,” I teased, and ran my hand under his shirt. He had a smooth, hairless body with gentle muscles. He definitely looked much younger than thirty.




“You, boy, will be my slave for the night. If you please me with your performance, I might keep you, so be sure to make a good impression.”




“Mistress…” he breathed. He clearly thought that all that is too good to be true. “I don’t deserve this. You know that I’m actually married. Are you sure that you want…”




“I intercepted by putting a finger over his nicely shaped lips and instead of an answer I pulled him closer by the back of his neck.




” My feet are waiting for treatment, slave. Don’t let them wait any longer.” 




Half-naked, he took both my feet adoringly in his hands. In his gaze wasn’t just the usual arousal, there was something much more. 




“It is my highest honor to attend to your amazingly beautiful feet,” he said and leaned down to cover them with kisses. His hot caresses were passionate, earnest and soft, making me instantly aroused. I felt each touch was sending electric waves through my skin and up my spine. 

“Now, I want you to bathe my feet with your tongue and clean them of the sweat.” 




He eagerly obeyed. 




“You are my obedient little footlicker,” I cooed. I could tell, even though he was wearing jeans, that he already had a full erection.




“My Goddess… you are the most beautiful Domina I have ever seen. I’m not worthy… I should be just a doormat to you, yes, that would suit me. So that you could clean your dirty feet on my face. I would take it all with absolute ecstasy.”




“My doormat? Right!” 




I jumped off the couch and with my foot I pressed against his chest. He understood I want him to lay down and he readily did so. He spread his legs and arms on the rustic wooden floor where each of our movements caused incessant cracking. 




“I will turn you into my doormat,” I told him as I placed the sole of my foot on his face and pretended to clean my foot. 




Then I dipped the tip of my foot into his mouth and fucked it up and down. 




“Seems your jeans are getting way too tight,” I observed. “Take them off.” 




 Without getting off the ground, he pulled his pelvis up and rolled his trousers to his ankles, kicking them off together with his boxers. It was for the first time I saw him naked, and I was very pleased with his body. He was more to the skinny side, but had a decent size of penis, towering at a steep angle over his slim body. 




I stepped up onto him and pressed the air of out of his lungs by stepping on his rib cage. With the other foot I explored his lower belly and stepped on his penis that was hard as stone, his balls pulled close to his body.




“I’m getting hungry. Make me a tuna sandwich, slave. There is a bagel in my backpack, and I saw tuna in the fridge. There is a ginger tonic too, fetch it for me.” 




And he hurried to obey my commands. Soon he served me my sandwich and the refreshing drink, looking up at me with almost religious adoration. I munched on the sandwich. His phone in the pocket of his jeans, kicked away under the couch, pinged again and three times more in short time.




“Are you sure you don’t want to check?” I asked, but he shook his head.




“Are you thirsty?” I asked and Severin nodded. “Well, I have something special for you. Open your mouth.” 




I grabbed him by the fine hair and tilted his head backward, using two fingers to stretch his mouth wide open. I sent a long spit of saliva down his mouth. He swallowed and his cock twitched. He liked my treatment of him. No - he was loving it. I was getting all wet. Suddenly it occurred to me I would like him to taste me. So I plunged my fingers down into my shorts and dipped my fingers in the sweet juices. I had him lick my fingers clean, and he was moaning with desire. 




“Such a heavenly taste, my goddess… I’ve never tasted anything better in whole my life.” 




“I bet you haven’t, my slave toy. But… perhaps there is something even better… I pulled down my shorts revealing my tiny thong. He was facing my butt, at the time in the best shape it ever was, round and fresh like a peach. I pushed aside the string and with his head behind my ass, I pulled him closer to my butt hole. “Sniff the amazing smell, slave.” He obediently dove his nose between my ass cheeks. 




“Ahhh…” he sighed shakily. “Mistress, my sole purpose on this planet is to serve as your ass licker. Please allow me to taste you.” 




I didn’t have to be asked twice, I was getting very aroused and wanted him to do precisely that. At first, he just gently kissed around the puckering hole. But then, he gently shoved the nimble tongue deep inside, massaging my sphincter in circular motions. I moaned out of sheer pleasure.




I couldn’t resist any longer, I was too aroused by then. 

“You know what is the greatest reward for a slave?” I asked. 




“My Mistress, I don’t even dare to say it…” 




“I will say it for you,” I whispered huskily. 




“The greatest reward is to satisfy your Mistress with your tongue. But first, you need to prostrate to me and beg me, beg me very submissively to be allowed such a privilege.” 

He crawled around me so that I didn’t have to move and prostrated himself in front of me. “My superior goddess, my incredible, beautiful Mistress, please allow me the honor to taste your divine pussy.” 




I slowly rolled down my tiny thong. “Lay on the floor,” I commanded, and my order was fulfilled sooner than I even managed to finish the sentence. 




I straddled his face, with my knees pinning his arms to the ground. With a deep, guttural sound he let the air out of his lungs and gently, but passionately began to kiss my labia. I was already so wet, his lips and tongue effortlessly glided on my smoothly shaved pussy.  He gently pressed his tongue deeper between my labia to taste my virgin pussy. 




“Careful down there, my slave. Your virgin Queen likes to keep her integrity untouched for the Right one.” 




“You actually were virgin in your eighteenth year?” Rebecca wondered. Emma nodded. 




“I felt like there was no point rushing it, and I wanted first to come across someone who would inspire me enough I’d want to lose my virginity to them.” 




Rebecca pondered that for a moment. “I guess I was too curious not to try on the first convenient occasion.” 




“Well, I can honestly say that I never regretted the decision to wait. I made most amazing choice of a first lover, but I will tell you more about that next time, it’s a story for another day. So back to the old factory! He was, luckily, very skilled with giving pleasure through clitoral stimulation. He had enough lovers to know how easily women reach orgasm through their clitoris. He began to circle my clitoris, first slowly, then faster and faster. Making fucking motions with my pelvis, I was riding his tongue, my hips coiling. I was getting worked up and moaned louder… You can surely imagine the ecstatic feel of satisfying your desire with a new lover for the first time… soon I exploded in orgasm and he... he was trembling all over with desire and lust, his cock oozing precum. 




“No cumming for you today, I will keep it for other day, so that I keep you obedient and willing to give me many orgasms. Let’s trade five of my orgasms against one yours…” His mouth was all sticky with my juices, and he whispered a devoted, “Thank you, Mistress.”




I then went straight for his cock. I wanted to touch it and feel it in my hand, but Severin’s phone began to ring. 

He purposefully ignored it, but then it rang again and he ringing wouldn’t stop. 




“Go and check it, that’s an order,” I said. I wanted to have peace and quiet for the rest of our games of mutual exploration. 




“Pick it up!” I said when he looked up from the phone with the questioning look. He was fully naked as he shuffled to the phone and picked it up. He listened, didn’t speak. On the other side of the phone, I could hear shrieks and yelling, and soon after the person on the other side of the phone hung up.




“Sorry. I really have to go. My wife is threatening that she will commit suicide if I won’t come right back.”




“What?!” 




Severin bowed his head. “I told you so. I’m caught up in a very unfortunate marriage. I must go, I must. I wouldn’t forgive myself is she harmed herself because of me.”




“Well, let’s go then. Pack our stuff, I will write a letter to the owners of this place that we ate their tuna and drank their ginger tonic. We will leave some money to cover the expense, and also let’s give them some money for using the hospitality of this place without them knowing…”




“Oh, shit… Did you realize the woman was probably just trying to get her husband back? Some women are desperate enough to resort to measures of that sort,” Rebecca observed.




“Well, we didn’t know which was the case - if she was serious about harming herself or just trying to get her husband back home. But either way, we were hurrying back to Berlin. I wasn’t sleepy and so on the drive back, I checked my phone. I had the sound switched off for the entire afternoon. And I had six missed phone calls! There was also a message I’d overlooked, that had arrived about the time we were having fun in the kitchen. ‘Emma, where the hell are you?! They called from school. They said you haven’t been there for weeks! Call me back right away. You are in deep trouble! Mom.’”




“Oh damn… I knew it!” Rebecca exclaimed. “How did it end with Severin’s wife? And what about the school? Your parents must had been seriously upset… Did they actually kick you out of school?”




“I’m afraid the rest of the story will have to wait. It is getting close to midnight, which means that one of my favorite events, the trampling session, is coming up next. And I definitely don’t want to miss my favorite fun! Come along… you’ve probably never met a slave who’s survived having a rib broken by his trampling Lady and then come back for more!” Emma said merrily.  




Both she and Rebecca left their comfortable seats to join other Ladies.







Dear reader!

Did you enjoy this book?

If you did, you will please me very much if you share your thoughts in a favourable REVIEW on Amazon store. 

Your contribution will help me realize my dream of becoming successful writer. Help me today to make my dream come true!

Also be sure not to miss the opportunity to volunteer as a beta reader for my upcoming books. If you want to help editing or proofreading my books, get in touch on my website.

Your PhDomme Emma,

the founder of the University of Slavery and Servitude
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My Femdom Marriage volume 2







Make sure not to miss the next installment of this illuminating story, based on Mistress Emma’s real life Femdom marriage! You can order it HERE.




In the second volume, Emma continues her incredible narrative. Her adventures provide a sneak peek into an unconventional modern-marriage, and a glimpse into a female-dominant lifestyle that is just starting to gain traction worldwide. And by reading carefully, you might just find some interesting tips for prospective slaves, and helpful hints for dominant women who are curious about the lifestyle.




A fresh dose of Femdom and an addictive read, Volume II is so hot you’ll be amazed to learn all about what really happened! The narrative is firmly based on true events from Emma’s life with her (mostly) obedient slave, whom she has owned for the last fifteen years.




The story resumes as Emma recalls her early days with slave Severin. After an amazing Femdom night with her new slave in an old textile factory, she faces the prospect of getting kicked out of school. Severin leaves in the middle of the night to save his suicidal wife. Mistress Cruella is in Berlin, determined to repay Mistress Chiara for exploiting her and Emma at the countryside Femdom party by taking money from the attending slaves without telling them.




In the second installment of the ‘My Femdom Marriage’ series, readers will encounter old favorites such as Mistress Rebecca and her slave husband Tom, the Ladies from the Dominant Wives Club, and a whole array of exciting new characters. The thrilling path taken by Emma is loaded with many instructive moments that may help others understand real life Femdom from the perspective of a Dominant Woman. 




This may be particularly helpful for those who struggle to find a female led relationship, and also for those who would like to learn from the experiences of the countless couples Mistress Emma has encountered throughout her eventful life in the BDSM community.




Through her text and authentic photos, the uninitiated can learn what real life Femdom looks and feels like, as filtered through the perspective of Mistress Emma herself. 




Disclaimer: Photos in the series are compliant to the Amazon guidelines regarding visual nudity. Uncensored photos are available at external link, available in the books.




This series contains explicit adult content including; femdom, forced chastity, crossdressing, coerced feminisation, masturbation, oral sex, anal play, male slave training etc. and is strictly suitable for adults only.














Bonuses for my Readers




I want to say thank you for spending several hours in my Femdom universe. 

I have prepared a number of bonuses for you to enjoy!  If you are reading the paperback version and cannot access the links, simply visit the University of Slavery website and find your  bonuses there.

Do you ever dream of serving a sexy Goddess? Maybe she keeps you naked and makes you serve a party for a group of her girl friends? Just imagine all of them giggling and ridiculing your manhood, locked up in a chastity cage. 

Now, imagine it’s me throwing that party! Listen to the Bedtime Story for a Good sub narrated by me, entirely for free! (Available at the UoSS e-shop). Use this code at the checkout to claim it:

My_Femdom_Marriage_Bonus_20222324

Do you ever wonder if you could become a 24/7 slave to a Femdom Mistress in real life? Try this fun quizz! As a bonus, you will receive for free a cool, three-part Tutorial on Finding a Mistress along with news of all my new books and releases.

Also enjoy some of my other free fun quizzes:

Your Femdom Adventure Journey Game! Would you know how to behave if you met a Domme? EPISODE 1.

FEMDOM TEST: Learn which badass female movie character is the best fit for your Domme!

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

Last but not least, don’t forget to check my blog!

Your PhDomme Emma,

the founder of the University of slavery and servitude 


About The Author

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

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

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

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

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

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

Also don’t forget to check Her blog!
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Books By This Author

The Femdom Syndicate Trilogy

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

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

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

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

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

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


 The Adventures of a Young Dominatrix 

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

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

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

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

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

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