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CHAPTER 1








A young couple arrived into the port in the Mytilene, stuck on a high-speed ferry boat jam-packed with cars. "Splendid," the pretty twenty something breathed upon seeing the picturesque beauty of the old town with the silhouette of the dome of Saint Therapon. The sky cleared as if Greek gods themselves wished to welcome the striking English beauty into their domain. The heavy clouds were swiftly clearing out and finally it looked like a summer day in July. 




The Princess smoothed the creases on her figure-hugging red dress. It was a long journey from the Piraeus port in Athens, but she looked breathtaking with the glowing freshness of youth in her skin color and the brightness of her green eyes.




As they climbed in, her Greek male companion in his late twenties, pushed the button and the roof of the silver BMW Z4 convertible folded and neatly disappeared behind their heads. It was rather stormy journey through high waves and a torrential rainfall. It was quite relief to arrive into the port, now they just have to wait to disembark. 




"Still can't understand why you want to see Lesbos first, when our family owns a bungalow on one of the finest beaches in Santorini." With a hint of smugness on his face, Stavros grunted as usual to demonstrate his riches and influence in front of his Lady. Seduced by his erotic fantasies, it took him some effort to drive away the vision of them rolling on the private beach at midnight, making love passionately, the foam of the waves sticking to their sweaty bodies and the moon light exposing the beautiful curves of his lover.




"We had this conversation before... You better relax and take a back seat. Doesn't it feel good to let me take charge now and then? I thought you enjoyed it last time," she said in a perfectly innocent tone. 




As always, he was caught off guard whenever Princess showed strength or teased his libido. He mused about whether she deliberately chose to make a sexually charged comment, or if it was just his filthy mind... A vivid picture of her allure from yesterday afternoon sprang up instantly. It was on the long-expected occasion of him bringing his girlfriend to meet his parents, who lived in the heart of Athens, in their posh Neoclassical house in Monastiraki. 




They dined in. The conversation was polite, restrained, clearly aiming to inspect Princess. Her character, consequence, family, and connections were assessed and scrutinized. Stavros admired her nerve. She was completely at ease, effortlessly navigating the nosy questions of his mother. 




Soon, he realized how much at ease she actually was. She stealthily removed her stiletto heel, stretched her right leg under the cloth covered table and firmly placed her bare foot into his crotch. He could barely restrain himself from pushing his pelvis forward and rubbing it against her as she caressed his stiffening cock with her toes. As his face and eyes became saturated with lust, his hot fiancée, excused them from the family table.




"Would you mind if I borrowed Stavros to help me with something?" His mother looked searchingly at them both, but she released them. As they left the dining room, Princess clasped his hand and dragged him up the stairs where she took the lead. She tore the clothes off him and forced him down on his knees in front of her as she opened the zipper on her leather pants and pushed her cunt forward into his gaping face. 




"Is this what you were thinking of eating, while I encouraged your appetite at the dining table?"  He pressed forward and she held his head tightly on both sides as she gyrated her hips to face fuck him. As she began to moan steadily, she grabbed his hair more tightly and moved him toward the bed. She laid down on her back and allowed him to crawl on top of her. They fucked like horny teenagers under the posters of his favorite football club, and his teenage celebrity crushes.




As Stavros came out of his sexual trance, he opened his mouth to say something cheeky, but no sound came out, all the blood had rushed to his crotch from reliving yesterday's ecstasy. The pretty young Lady observed the effect of her words in the corner of her eye. With the palms of his hands, he smoothed his dark hair and breathed out to ground himself. She was having a shivering effect on his normal sense of self control.

   

"Well, yeah... I enjoyed it. But why Lesbos? It is sooo far to go, has a bad rap and there are many other secluded, more beautiful Greek islands. Unless you harbor some secret fantasies, you didn't tell me about...?" He half-joked and looked at her. She sensed that behind the playful smile was a serious inquiry. Of course. The ghost of his prudish family had just entered between them. She gave him a cheeky smirk and rolled her eyes in theatrical skepticism, but then she realized that he is still looking at her. 




"Oh, come on. You can't be THAT old-fashioned. We all have some less conventional fantasies, now don't we, Stavros? Wouldn't you enjoy seeing me making out with a sexy girl?" She attempted to make eye contact, but Stavros looked intently in front of himself, determined not to humor her.




"My uncle is a senior priest of the Orthodox Greek church, Princess!" 




"Oh, I forgot!" she playfully slapped her forehead. "I suppose that also somehow puts you in the spotlight of God's telescope when you are doing weird things in bed?" 




"Very funny. I don't have the luxury of having liberal parents like you do. I'm expected to behave in certain way by my family... and that expectation extends to my future bride. My family is a pretty conservative bunch." 




"Indeed, they are," she agreed and recalled the grave collection of folks at the dinner table, including the bearded man in black robes who, at first, was x-raying her with his stern gaze, but who, like each and every man alive melted in the heat of her seductive charm eventually. 




"You didn't seem so uptight yesterday when we fucked in your room. You seemed pretty turned on when I made you to lick my cute ass before we had sex." Princess gave him one of her brightest smiles. Stavros turned as red as possible, considering his olive complexion. She was always disarming him with her very direct, frank comments about sex. The more embarrassed and shy he was, the more she was enjoying herself.




"I fail to see you managed to convince my mother you are a modest, classy young Lady!" Stavros whispered, unsure, if he was more amused or scandalized. A sense of creeping unease was beginning to gestate in his gut as he increasingly sensed the strong confidence Princess carried.




"You don't have to whisper when you talk about your mama," Princess mocked. "Even though I have to say, your mother has... how to put it?" she frowned slightly, "A very unique personality?"




"And what is that supposed to mean?" Stavros was confused, as again he felt there was some hidden meaning to her conspicuously mouthed words.




"Oh, nothing dear, just that your mother is a woman of rare qualities, no wonder we clicked the first moment..."




Stavros mused about the comment. In no way was he able to reconcile his authoritative, stern mother with the playful, cheeky girl, who never missed any opportunity for a free-spirit sexy adventure. He couldn't comprehend how they would have anything in common whatsoever. He shrugged, giving up the mentally challenging subject, he was a lazy thinker.




Princess beamed but said nothing. "Not sure if I should be pleased or worried! What I'm sure about though, is that my mother wouldn't be thrilled to learn her daughter-in-law likes women." 




"I promise I don't have any lesbian inclinations..." Princess said sanctimoniously. He breathed a sigh of relief. Before his chest deflated in that comforting feeling of ease, she could not resist and added with a grin: "Although, who knows?" 




"What got into you today, you devil? I thought you liked the romantic side of life, like I do. The barefoot beach walks, deep sunsets red and violet..."




"Yes, I surely do! How you were so eager to lick my feet yesterday, that was very romantic too, it felt sooo gooood..." She closed her eyes and bit her lip. She playfully pretended to drift into the realm of pure bliss, where her sweetheart pampers her toes with his tongue morning, noon, and night. Stavros looked around himself horrified. Luckily, no one heard. There was only a driver next to them with windows rolled down, staring at his fiancée, with the unmistakable longing desperation of an incel.




She took an oval mirror from her purse and traced her lips with red lipstick, matching the color of her dress, completely unshaken by the unsolicited attention. The old man couldn't help but stare at the captivating scene of her pouting lips and smacking them, playfully observing the effect. Stavros was smitten with her looks as well... She was a hot stuff, which was often distracting his thoughts, so feminine and yet, smart, and funny. He had to get used to her attracting a lot of attention. Like every other Greek man, he was jealous and wished to have her beauty all to himself. 




"You are in Greece, here the men are not as restrained as in England. You should be careful." She laughed off his comment.




"Look, the fence is coming up!" Stavros said happily, relieved that they were leaving behind both the uncomfortable conversation and the drooling pervert in the car next to theirs. The long row of vehicles started to move slowly forward. The sign read: 'Welcome to Lesbos.' Stavros shifted gears and with their tires screeching on the rubbery deck, they glided down toward the shore.




"I can't wait for you to see what I have in store for our holiday..." said Princess in an innocent tone. Stavros laughed feebly, not sure if he should be thrilled or worried. One thing was certain, she surely knew how to keep him on his toes.
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CHAPTER 2








They left the port of Mytilene far behind as they gathered speed, traveling swiftly along the silvery thread of the coastline road past the outside tourist hotspots where seldomly anyone lived. The exposed bare hills with yellowish patches of burnt-out grass were scattered with sturdy shrubbery. Here and there were modest houses, far between each other and solitary in their valiant existence, facing the unrelenting sun. 




After they left the traffic of the port town, Princess insisted on driving Stavros' car. She was an excellent driver, and she relished the freedom of speeding on the empty road in a sporty convertible with confident tomboyish joy. "Woo-hoo, this is awesome!" Stavros held tightly to the handle of his door as the centrifugal force in a sharp turn pressed him firmly against his seat. "Whooah, you're a scary daredevil! Every day I see a new face of girl called the Princess! What's coming next?" Stavros shouted against the wind.




Princess, not losing sight of the road in front of her, slowly reached over to trace the inner seam of his trousers until she reached his crotch. Her hand lingered there for a few moments. "Hmmm... Perhaps there is a dangerous psychopath hidden deep within, lurking under this sweet girlie facade. Perhaps I should drag you into a den of dangerous vixens, the Cult followers of the poet Sapho, who engage in wild lesbian parties and lure unsuspecting young male virgins to their midst, performing highly disturbing and erotic ancient rituals to their poor genitalia."




"That sounds weirdly specific!" Stavros joked nervously. "But luckily I'm no virgin, which means I should be safe from you and your lesbian friends." "Well, my little playboy, that may be true, but there are many ways of being a virgin. I dare say you are pretty unspoiled, as far as I know. Unless of course you forgot to share with me some interesting facts from your past." She said serenely. He had an uncanny feeling about her playful statement. Perhaps it was just his bad conscience that was making him feel uneasy?




His predictable male ego rose up in defense. "What facts? I guess I'm getting used to having no idea what you are talking about." Stavros said, trying to sound casual and innocent, but instead, his laugh came across awkward. In fact, she had hit the nail on the head. There were some things from his past he was too shy to share with her. He could reveal any chink in his armor now. She might jump to wrong conclusions, and he was too seriously drawn to her to drive her away. Why risking losing her by telling her things she might not take well.




"Look! There it is!" she exclaimed suddenly, and the subject was dropped. The expansive bay area opened in front of them, complete with a cozy little fishermen village. Stavros was relieved for the change and began to babble about nice little tavernas with a selection of fresh fish that could make up for the missing clubs and a buzzing nightlife of Santorini.




A mile in the hills above the village, snuggly fit between pine woods and stone formations, was a boutique hotel. The eight white-washed houses looked like cubes of sugar dropped on a steep hillside that resembled a dragon at rest. The holiday houses, built on the side of the hill in three levels, provided the occupants with magnificent views of the sea. The whole hotel complex was adjacent to a large rock. No one from the outside could intrude on the privacy of the guests, it was protected like a fortress, both from entry and from sight.




When they arrived at the private resort, Princess waited for him to open the car door for her. She extended her gorgeous legs with sharp stilettos out of the car door to stand up, reached for Stavros' hand, and luxuriously perched her sunglasses above her forehead to keep her wind-swept locks out of her face. "I'll need you to help me with the luggage... Yes, that one too." While he was distracted with the task, she crouched next to the marble statue of Goddess Venus and from under a smooth, large pebble she fished out the keys. Look, there are our keys! House number six."




"Seriously? They leave the keys like this?" 




As Stavros was taking Princess's numerous suitcases out of the car, his eyes took in the well-trimmed lush grass, elegant terrace with covered sitting area and new fancy swimming pool. Not bad at all.




"The sea is not exactly near, and we will have to go down to the village for fun. The swimming pool is quite small too." He observed, critically. He couldn't possibly admit that the place looked rather nice. Not after he had made Santorini sound like the only place you can truly be happy.




"True, but struggle is part of the exotic allure of this place and perhaps they have something else to make the experience more intense? Perhaps a well-equipped torture chamber in the cellar?" 




"Yeah... perhaps. I mean – what?!" Stavros turned to stare at her, but the red, shiny suitcase slipped from his hands and dropped on his toe. "Oooouch!" He yelped in pain. "Oh, come on, just kidding..." Princess laughed as he hopped around on one leg. "Or not?" 




Stavros was nervously thinking and called after her. "Now I'm not sure – should I stay or should I turn on my heel and run away?” She threw her long hair back, leaving him behind, her laughter ringing and echoing as she entered a narrow staircase leading to their temporary home. 




Carrying all the luggage up to their top house, his eyes got to the level of her backside. She sexily walked up the stairs, taking great care to sway her hips, wooing Stavros as if her ass was the donkey's carrot. It worked. Her exquisite round butt was one of the most powerful of her weapons she used it to make him do whatever she pleased. He would probably risk being thrown in a shark tank, if that could have free access to that tantalizingly sexy ass, he fell asleep thinking about. 




Finally, they arrived to the door of their cottage. Stavros, his forehead covered with tiny beads of perspiration, dropped the luggage.




"Where is everybody?" he wondered as he swiped his forehead and unintentionally scratched his nose with his smart watch. Princess barely noticed and didn't seem in the least surprised there was not a living soul around. 




"I thought you said that some friend of yours would be meeting us here."




"Oh, they will be here... they are at sea. Don't worry about it, we will meet them all for dinner."




"Ehm… them all?" 




"Well, some other friends decided to join us. Don't worry, they are every bit as insane as I am."




"Oh, that is reassuring," he smirked.




Stavros waited for Princess to unlock the door and his gaze fell on the truly magnificent view of the bay with the little sailing boats, beaches and occasional little dots of tourists that were dispersed on the beach. They were far up on the hill and the view made it all seem so tiny, as if it could fit into his hand. 




Suddenly, something caught his eye, much closer. There was something moving in the garden. He squinted his eyes, but he was embarrassed of his short-sightedness and didn't wear glasses. He leaned forward to have a better view.




"Princess? Did you see it?" Stavros exclaimed.




"See what?" 




"It looked like... Never mind. My mind must be playing tricks." Princess, intrigued by his sudden interest leaned out of the door frame. 




"What did you see?" 




"Uh... nothing." 




"It usually does not make you so upset, to see nothing," she quipped.




"Well, it looked like a naked man on all fours, wearing a... leather harness, if you must know!" 




"Indeed! I had no idea you imagine things like that! You, of all people," she giggled.




"No!" he exclaimed. "I'm not! I'm just saying what I just saw!"




"Poor Stavros, so tired..." Princess said sweetly and navigated him inside. "Don't worry, I have something in store that will drive silly notions off your mind." He didn't notice that she quickly locked the door behind herself and pressed the key into the dirt of a potted plant.
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CHAPTER 3










The inside of the cottage was very bright, as the sun was entering the spacious living area through an opened terrace door. The translucent yellow curtains were calmly moving, and one could smell the fresh sea air. They stood in a hall with a vaulted entry into the living area. To the left were the doors to the bathroom and to the right narrow stairs to the top floor. 




"Do you trust me?" Princess whispered into Stavros' ear when she closed the door behind them. 




"No! Of course not. You are a mischievous little imp! I just trust you to have some wicked plans with me." He joked, setting one of Princess's numerous suitcases on the lowest step of the staircase. He could see a small portion of the top corridor where there was a curious picture on the wall. With his pathetic eyesight he couldn't tell what it was, but it definitely looked like a female body, while the rest of the setting was just black blur. "Why do you ask?" 




When his hands were free, Princess, who stood behind him, slowly wrapped her arms around him. She rolled up his Ralph Lauren shirt and for a few moments she stroked his belly and his breasts. It felt as electrifying as the first time she did that. Then her hands with long nail fingers firmly embraced his athletic middle section and squeezed his waist really hard. 




"Because from now on you will be at my mercy," she said with a deeper voice. He laughed, but his cock twitched. She already conditioned him to expect sex whenever she used a certain voice tone. It was deeper, a bit hoarser than her usual voice, guttural. Was she about to make him into her fuck toy like she did last time? Right then and there? He was ready! Anytime. Anywhere. Her green eyes were hypnotizing him, driving him to the place in his head when his reason willingly switched off who he was. Unwittingly, he was spiraling into the snares of her sexual control.




She whispered, more to herself than to him. "Here we go... it's time to learn who you really are."




"Sorry?" He asked, already drunk by the prospect of fucking, his eyes blurry and unfocused. 




"Nothing, sweetheart. Just that this holiday is our final chance to get to really know each other before we tie the knot... I want to see the deepest desires of your soul – and what your body yearns for." 




She turned him towards her and looked him deeply in the eyes. The green eyes, looking like emerald jewels... the wicked eyes! If eyes were the window to the soul, then Princess's black pencil framed eyes were flashing warnings about her self-indulgent, sex loving nature. Three seconds of intense eye contact with her and he was ready to fuck. Every second not spent fucking Princess was wasted!




She was considerably shorter than he was, so he lifted her off her feet and placed her on the stairs. She pressed against him, feeling his growing erection against her thigh. If he took out his cock from his shorts, he could easily penetrate her, her pelvis was in the perfect height. They had fucked like that many times before, she was petite, and he was strong. He could hold her in the air on his waist, he could press her against the wall, grab her thighs and fuck without any other support. What was more, he could enter her without any foreplay. Her pussy was never short of natural lubrication. She was always ready, and she joked that she could export the natural lube and make a fortune.




But suddenly, she let go and disentangled from his grip. "Don't move... close your eyes," she said. He froze in spot because her tone suddenly changed. In the recent months it was more and more often. It meant she is about to take her control to another level. Whenever she adopted the tone as she just did, more sharp, more authoritative, he felt his cock getting harder than ever. He pressed his eyelids firmly together. It never paid not to let her do her thing. He heard her unzipping one of the suitcases, probably the red one. 




Shortly, he felt her approaching him again, running a long piece of textile made of very soft fabric over his neck and face. 




"Hmmm... I like the touch of silk. Don't you? What does it remind you off?" she purred. 

"It reminds me of the softness of your pussy." He said and she laughed softly.




"That's the right answer, you deserve a reward." 




With a theatrical whimpering sigh, she inserted two fingers into her vagina, pushing the red panties to the side. He wasn't lying to get between her legs when he told her that. Her pussy was so soft when he entered her it was just like the best silk. When she pulled out her fingers, they were covered with slick, sweet juices. "My panties are already soaked, just from me thinking of us being alone in here, and you catering to my every wish... Here, taste it." Princess shoved the fingers into his mouth. She knew very well that her taste was driving him crazy. 




"Ahhh, you are making me insane with lust!" he groaned. "Good! And I not even started yet, darling." 




She folded the silk scarf and used it as a blindfold. "Do you know that when you remove one of the senses, the other become stronger?" 




She was right. Within a minute of her teasing him with his eyes covered, her voice somehow became more articulate, the taste of her pussy on his tongue more thrilling. "Amazing what can be done with sensory deprivation." she cooed sweetly. 




Somehow, he could tell she was up to something, he knew her too well not to decipher the meaning of different tones of voice. "What you wanna...?" he asked, but he couldn't finish, because with forefinger and thumb she pressed his mouth open and pushed a round thing the size of a golf ball into his mouth. The thing invaded his oral cavity, but he realized he could still breathe with his mouth. There must have been some opening in what he decided was a gag. He tried to say something, but his tongue was firmly pressed down. It felt oppressively intrusive. He didn't enjoy that, but he was resolved to let her do whatever she pleased. Letting her do what she pleased usually resulted in great sex, so he decided he would just stick it out, regardless of what she had in store this time.




"Take off your clothes." she commanded. 




"What – "




 "Just do it." 




He stripped off his shirt, hesitantly rolled down his boxers, sticking to his sweaty skin. It took him a while with his eyes covered, but finally he was all naked. He felt awkwardly exposed, even though they were intimate and knew every inch of each other's body. 




"Now, we will walk up the stairs! I will guide you." She grabbed his hand and he, slowly with uncertainly, started to mount the stairs. Finally. At least they were heading to the bedroom. They must surely be heading to the bedroom! His heart jumped. Even though they hadn't fucked for twenty hours at the most, it felt like ages since he felt the ecstasy of making love to his beautiful lover, the goddess of sex.




They reached the corridor in the top floor. At that moment the smooth fabric glided off his one eye. Princess noticed almost immediately and fixed the knot on the back of his head, but the split second when one eye was free, he could finally make out the picture he saw from the hall. The picture was indeed showing a bare-skinned woman, but that was not all. She was naked on black shiny bed, between her round breasts was a key on a necklace. A naked man was kneeling next to her, licking her toes. It was just a flash of a moment, he wasn't sure if he saw what he thought he saw, he had been blinded by the bright sun coming in from the inside. Then he recalled what he saw outdoors and tried to mumble something, but the gag perfectly muffled any sound he would try to make.




They entered the room and he tripped slightly over the threshold. Suddenly, Princess turned him around and pushed him backwards. He lost balance and fell on his butt on a bed. She briskly climbed on top and before he could do anything or react in any way, he was chained to the bed. What was this all about? Was she just making it sexy for them or was there something more? The weird picture, the naked, harnessed man in the garden... it couldn't be just a figment of imagination. He tried to move hands and feet and realized he was chained tightly, and that this was for real. If he wasn't gagged, he would ask Princess to explain, but she was just purring into his ear. 




Suddenly, his sharpened hearing caught another sound, a sound that had nothing to do with Princess, who was right next to him. He could hear at least two pairs of steps.











[image: gag]

CHAPTER 4








Stavros, gagged and immobile, was spread wide on the bed with his hands in what he could only assume were leather handcuffs. His eyes were still covered with a silk scarf. Princess succeeded in tying him so firmly, he couldn't wiggle out of his predicament. Not that he would try too hard. Regardless of his jokes, he trusted Princess and was resolved to let her do whatever she intended to do to him. So far, all the traps that she set on him were deliciously decadent and pleasurable. He knew her... she was adventurous and occasionally crazy, but she was trustworthy, honest, and just. Or was she? 




Was it a sound of footsteps or was he just imagining things? He automatically turned his head to the source of the sound, but he couldn't see a thing through the silk scarf. He couldn't even ask Princess if she heard that either, because of the thing that filled his mouth. His voice came out as mumbling, muffled and hopelessly unintelligible. 




"What did you say? I'm afraid I don't understand," she sang in a mocking voice. He could feel by the movements of the bed and the distance of her voice that she had hoisted herself up and was standing above him. "Well, there is a reason for you being gagged. I have something very special in mind. I don't want you to yell out loud!" All of his remaining senses – touch and hearing were being driven to their peak. He could feel the slightest touch of restless air and hear the distant chirping of birds in the pine wood.  




She placed the sole of her foot on his face, gently at first. "By now," she said, "you must have certainly realized that I'm not like other girls... that I like things to go my way..." she lightly slapped his face with the sole of her foot. Oh yes, he noticed! She was getting rougher with him by the minute, just like a tiger playing with a baby zebra before devouring it. 




Suddenly, he could feel something else on his skin. What was it? Slap! The thing that at first gently stroked his belly now snapped against his skin with a decisive force. Ouch! What was that? He jerked himself, when another stinging blow landed on his thighs, far too close to his genitalia. Instinctively, he tried to protect himself by twisting his whole body to the side, but the handcuffs won't let him. He tried to scream 'what the fuck are you doing?!' He wanted to complain of the harsh treatment, but only muffled, useless sounds came out of his gagged mouth. She giggled with joy at his predicament, like she always did when she was up to some mischief. She turned around and sat on his face, unceremoniously nestling his nose between her ass cheeks. She continued to trace his skin with the thing, that could be nothing else but a whip or a riding crop.




Seriously? His Princess brought a whip on her holiday? This simply couldn't be true! Suddenly, all that had transpired started to make sense – Princess's mysterious comments, the picture in the corridor! Did she bring him to a place where they have handcuffs attached to the bed posts, where harnessed males crawled in the garden? He couldn't believe it! After all he chose Princess, even brought her to his parents' house, because he believed she was... well, normal. Normal enough to satisfy his demanding mother, who insisted on him marrying soon and having a son. She seemed the perfect candidate – sexy and attractive for his sake, modest and family oriented for the sake of his mother (or at least clever enough to pretend that). Oh dear, so that's why she insisted on coming to this place... His mind was a whirlwind of emotions, surging like a giant tsunami. His Princess was a Domina? He should have been warned, after all she made no secret of enjoying the sexual control and he was yielding far too willingly to her ever increasing power over him. What now?




She luxuriously wiggled her ass, jamming his nose deeper into her puckering hole. "Now I decide whether you breathe or not," she said. She was suffocating him by the weight of her body on his face. Somehow, she knew precisely when his body was struggling for air and his mind getting panicky. She raised her butt infinitesimally, just long enough for him to catch his breath. When she lifted her ass, he was breathing hard like someone who had spent far too much time under the water surface. 




Sitting on his face, Princess had his nipples conveniently within reach. She again let her full weight rest on his head and as he struggled to breathe a second time, he felt her fingers pull his nipples up and something cold begin to squeeze tightly onto them. The cold did not last, as his second nipple was imprisoned. Both his nipples began to sting more with each second of time, as if a nasty bee was pricking his sensitive skin with sharp little stingers. "They are delightful little toys for me to play with and have such a perfectly evil name. Don't you think that the term, alligator clips, describes them perfectly?" she noted, with a little chuckle. She placed clamps on his nipples. 




Oh, lord... She enjoys making him suffer! This thought was growing on his mind. His fiancée was a sadist who gets sexual pleasure when he writhes in pain. How could he have missed it? 




"Now, look at this, your cock is getting hard again as you suffer!" she observed joyfully, grabbing his cock in her hand. He realized that she was right. His arousal would not make his predatory lover any tamer, that's for certain, he thought desperately. He was increasingly afraid of what was coming next, but Princess apparently decided to play with his cock, now that it was rock hard. 




"I have a new game for you. A game that we will play for the rest of our stay at Lesbos. You are going to be, under the threat of serious punishment, forbidden to cum. As long as you manage to prevent yourself from cumming, you are safe. No punishment! The others will leave you be, if they know that you are obedient to me and respect this one ground rule." His mind felt as if it froze. Who is they?! Princess hinted to her friends, but in this present situation the otherwise innocent word 'friends' was developing ominous contours.




◆◆◆




"...pity you cannot see, how I enjoy teasing your cock, how happy it makes me..." Princess purred. "Well, that can be helped!" as she jerked the scarf off his face. He was immediately blinded by the bright light – the sun was shining right into the room. He winked until his eyes adapted. He was still gagged and clamped, so all he could do was to roll his eyes in the vain attempt to make her remove the gag, so that he could exclaim 'what got into you?! Are you mad?' She pretended not to notice his apparent discomfort.




"Don't worry dear, I know it is difficult to come to terms with your submissive nature. All this attention that I give here is – in – your – best – interest." With each pause between words, she lightly slapped his scrotum. He violently shook his head. How it could be in his best interest to have his nipples pinched by metal alligator clamps and to be tortured by swift, biting blows of a riding crop? 




Suddenly she stopped in her tracks. “Oh, did I surprise you with my treatment? Are you not enjoying yourself? I thought you would like it, but perhaps I'm mistaken. I can stop right now. This very moment. Immediately." she said, eying him curiously. Had she come around to her right mind again? A glimmer of hope to be freed sprang up in Stavros' mind and grew. He eagerly nodded, trying in vain to push the tightly secured gag out of his mouth with his tongue. He had to say something, anything, to make her realize that this all was a terrible misunderstanding.




She made the face of a child, who just got scolded for sticking chewing gum into the fur of a pedigree dog. She turned to look at his cock and tapped on it with the riding crop. Her expression morphed into that of mild surprise. "Oh, but look, your cock thinks this is fun!" She was right. Whatever his mind was telling him, the fact was that his complete defenselessness was a turn on! His fiancée, the hot goddess who was towering above him, abusing him and snickering about his predicament, was making his cock hard like a stone.




"Let me tell you a secret – your cock is the best judge of what is right or not for you." She chirped jubilantly. "This was all I needed to know. From now on, the things between us will change a great deal." His eyes widened in shock. What was she about to do?




"Your body has betrayed you. Deep down you are yearning for me to take control of your body and mind. The past months I have been taking notice how you spiral down to the point of no return when you come under my spell. You yielded to me so naturally that I couldn't doubt your destiny..." Stavros was thinking hard. All the small hints, her double-edged jokes, all had the only purpose – to test how far she can push in her quest to gain control. How could he have missed that? 




"I know you want me to take complete control of your body and mind... you just have to admit it to yourself. Be courageous, boy, and embrace your submissive nature." She was now tracing the edges of his face with her riding crop. He wiggled again, trying to set himself free. "No, not yet darling. Your brain needs some time to process what I just told you. I don't want you to dart out of the hotel and run into the village all naked. What if you stormed to the police station, telling them that you were abducted by a sexy girl? Hmmm, sounds like rather unbelievable story, doesn't it?" She laughed, throwing her head, sending her long hair flying as she broke out in loud laughter. "Just imagine that. I guess the whole police department would be drooling over the gate of this place in a wink of eye." She dropped to her knees on his chest, making the breathing difficult and fiddled with his handcuffs. He realized that she had released him from the posts of the bed.




He swiftly checked his hands. He was still handcuffed, but now both leather cuffs were held together with a massive lock. There was no point trying to escape. 




"This is gonna be the best holiday you ever had!" she said serenely. His mind was storming. Never before in his life had he felt so overwhelmed. He felt like he should jump into his car and go to the police, but somewhere in the back of his mind there was a tiny voice, a little voice, which was saying: “What if she's right? What if all that I always wanted is to obey? What if I truly am empty inside, not accepting that to be happy I need to be controlled by a woman like Princess?”




She briskly untied his feet and he dropped to his knees next to the bed. He felt his legs get all wobbly. Like an elegant large cat, she slid down the bed. "Will you take a swing at me, if I unlock your hands...?" 




He was kneeling, his head level to her belly button. She gave him searching look and decided against freeing him. Instead, she grabbed a handful of his hair and pushed him between her legs. He breathed deeply in and could smell the sweet scent of her sex. His head was spinning. How could he possibly turn away from that? It was not the handcuffs that held him in place. There was an invisible chain tying him to her sexy dominant aura. He couldn't possibly remove himself from her siren call, otherwise he would hurt himself. She was patiently waiting for him to do the brain work. She could tell by the relaxing tension in his muscles, that he was gradually coming to terms with the situation. 




As Princess pulled the clamps from Stavros chest, he winced a muffled groan from the sudden rush of blood to his tortured nipples. She then unfastened the gag and slowly removed it from his mouth. He was drooling heavily, the spit dripping from what was a black rubber gag with three perforations in the ball.




"There now, does that feel better? I can be merciful and kind also. I had such fun introducing you to your new role with me. From now on, when you listen to me and follow my lead, things will go well for you. Otherwise, I will assume that you are instead seeking painful discipline from me, in order to help strengthen your submissive nature. The way I treat you will, therefore, be your choice to make... when you are faced with the dilemma of choosing my needs versus yours, think twice!" 




Princess moved over to a comfortable cushioned chair with a tall back that helped her lounge in a comfortable upright position. As she crossed her gorgeous, tanned legs, she began to move her dangling red stiletto clad foot in a hypnotic back and forth motion. Stavros' eyes were drawn to its shiny glimmer, and he felt nothing but the compulsion to listen to her voice. Stavros was emotionally taken by her regal posture and the chair created the effect of a throne in his vision. His mind seemed blank, like an empty sponge, waiting to absorb what Princess had to say.  




"Come over here Stavros and kneel in a sitting position before me. Rest yourself with your hands on your legs. Make yourself attentive. This is how we will share communication." Stavros slid over from the bed to the floor in front of Princess. After he assumed the kneeling position before her, she smiled vixen-like with her mouth and eyes. Princess uncrossed her legs and stretched her feet out in front of her, placing her stilettos on his shoulders and caressing the sides of his head with the leather of her shoes. She playfully nudged his cheeks with the tips, sending a shiver into Stavros' crotch. Princess's legs were spread apart, and he could not resist looking between her thighs at her pussy. He saw her silk laced panties covering the mound that he was aching to fuck, but remembered that Princess had made it clear, in her new game they were playing, that he was not allowed to cum. Strangely, Stavros felt his will to think for himself, continuing to fade out of his consciousness.




"I have some commands that you need to learn and respond to. From now on, my comfort is treated as a priority. I don't want to be inconvenienced while we are here with the others. I will use hand signals because it so much easier for me than having to ask." Stavros swallowed as he struggled to comprehend how fast he was feeling the compulsion to learn more about what Princess expected of him. 




"When I twist my wrist in a back-and-forth motion, it means I want you to get me a drink. Make sure it is my favorite Cinzano. When I point at my glass, it means I want you to refill it. When I am sitting and I scratch my shoulder with my hand, it means I want you to come massage my neck and shoulders. When I point someplace on my body, it might be my feet, my ass, or my pussy, it means you should come over and lovingly attend to it. Don't keep me waiting when I need your service. There are a few number commands you will need to learn also. When I say ´ONE´ to you, you will kneel in front of me just as you are doing now... that is position one. When I say ´TEN´ to you, that means to get on your hands and knees in front of me. That is position ten. Sometimes, I may simply need to rest my feet on your back or maybe kick your balls to remind you to be obedient. We will fill in the other missing numbers later. Your mind surely needs some processing time."




She wasn’t wrong. Stavros' thoughts were spinning. He did not know what to say. It was all happening so fast! He wanted to speak up, but instead felt warmth and reassurance, as Princess smiled at him. His submissive desire rose inside to embrace him. After all, Princess was going to be his wife and he loved her and trusted her. She always made things more fun and satisfying for him. Why should this be any different? She seemed so confident and in control. 




Princess looked at him with her piercing green eyes and he felt her spirit cut through to his core... his nature. She pursed her lips and spoke softly in a sweet alluring tone. "Let's make this real, shall we?" Stavros pondered – was this a command or a question? In the next moment he knew, as she raised her hand and her long shiny red fingernail turned slowly and seductively to point at her panty covered pussy. There was only one reaction Stavros felt, and that was to obey her pointing command. He had never felt so powerfully compelled to obey anyone before.




Following her fingernail toward Princess's pussy, Stavros leaned forward. As he did so, Princess's legs slid back over his shoulders until they were bent at the knees and hanging onto his back. He moved his face closer and took a deep breath, hoping to capture the perfume of her feminine essence. Princess slid back further into her throne chair. As Stavros leaned on the edges with his arms, he reached forward with his hands to tenderly rub her panty clad mound of sex. He gently pulled the lacy edge of her underwear aside to reveal the lips of her gorgeously shaved pussy. Her smoothness and her scent were intoxicating him with only one mantra of thought. She wants my service. She has commanded me to worship her. I want to worship her... I must obey!




Princess lifted her hips slightly and Stavros immediately understood to slide her panties off her hips and remove them down her legs, so he could freely devour her body. With her panties removed, Princess spread her legs even wider. Stavros moved his mouth toward her and placed devotional kisses tenderly on her feminine temple. Moving up and down with only soft caresses, he then stopped at the center of her pussy and lingered. With a flat soft wide tongue, he began to lick her vulva from top to bottom. He slowly dragged his tongue over her labia flesh and up to her clitoris where he lazily teased her little bead of pleasure with circular licks. As she started to become more aroused, Stavros moved his wet wide tongue back down over the pussy lips he had teased before. Princess's pleasure kept intensifying with the journey of his tongue toward the bottom of her pussy. When Stavros finally landed at her sacred entrance, Princess felt like time had slowed down to a crawl.  




Never had the distance between her clit and vagina seemed so long and far! Every second of Stavros' tongue on its journey back and forth between them had filed her with sensations she lusted for. She moaned as Stavros lapped his tongue in circles around her hole and then thrust his rigid tongue into her vagina. Little by little, he pushed deeper and deeper into her, until his face was firmly pressed against her entire pussy.  




As he moved his tongue inside her, she reached up and took hold of her breasts. She rubbed them in a tender circular motion, and then placed her fingers on her nipples, so she could squeeze them to increase the charge of her rising orgasm. He was there to service her sexual needs, but she was in no rush to come, quite yet. Her mind was blissfully enjoying a dream state of pleasure and triumphant that Stavros was under her spell.




Floating in ecstasy, Princess's breathing became deeper, and trembling with pleasure sensations, she finally felt the need to get over the edge. She looked down at Stavros' face pressed against her, working devotedly to prolong her pleasure. His eyes met hers, and as she smiled, she motioned with a hand signal to indicate her intent. She moved her index and middle fingers together in a curling motion towards her as a signal to him. Stavros was confused for a moment. She had not taught him this motion... what did she want from him? "Of course!" In a flash, he realized the meaning of her signal as a universal hand motion! Except it now had a kinky meaning, and he understood what Princess was commanding him to do. Princess was ready to come!




Stavros obeyed her wish and began to lick firmly on her clitoris. At the same moment he moistened two fingers and slipped them into her soaking wet vagina. Once inside her, he curled them around her G-spot. While he rubbed there, he never lost focus on licking her clit, and the rhythm between her two areas of sexual pleasure became more synchronized. Princess was now feeling the flood of intensity that she was craving. She was quickly moving toward an orgasm that she could not hold back from any longer, even if she wanted to.




As she reached down to push his face against her, Princess soared to her orgasm. Feeling intense pleasure coursing through her whole body, she moaned while her muscles tightened, and a shivering release overtook her physical senses.  Stavros could not move his head as Princess's body tightened, and just as she moaned the loudest, he tasted a warm release of liquid squirting from Princess's body onto his taste buds. It was her most precious nectar... a rare gift. As Stavros swallowed the divine nectar that was in his mouth, he was humbled by the impact of this sacred moment. She was truly his Goddess and he felt gratitude that his worship had yielded her precious nectar, for him to be nourished with.




Princess stroked Stavros' hair; his mouth was covered with her sweet juices. Somehow, serving her orally and doing everything in his power to satisfy her felt so right! "Hmmm... you are getting better and better!" She checked her antique bracelet watch. "Oh my, is it five already? The others are about to arrive any moment." 




Stavros raised his head from between her legs. "Who are they, will you tell me, now that have decided my future for me? Is there anything even more scandalizing I should know?"




"My dear Stavros... there is so much you don't..." Before she could finish, there was a knock on the door.
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CHAPTER 5










"Finally!" Princess exclaimed when the doorbell rang. As if a magic wand had passed over his head, Stavros awoke from the trance that Princess had lured him into. What got into him? He felt like someone flipped a switch and now he was acutely aware of his nakedness. Intuitively, his eyes darted to the window. Suddenly, he felt the urge to escape. Run! Clear out, before Princess opens the door and he is displayed to the ridicule of whoever is waiting on the other side of it. As Stavros pricked his ears, he could hear a woman's laughter outside. He shivered, the hair on his arms erected.




"Come on, you cannot seriously think I will meet your friends like this?" he asked, but before Princess could reply he already knew what the answer was. She knew that he knew, so she just smirked. 




"Can I put something on? At least let me to wear boxers..." he pleaded desperately. 




"I don't think so. You look perfectly fine as you are." 




Turning on her heel, Princess tugged on the middle section of the chain connecting the two handcuffs together. "C'mon, my delicious boy. They are waiting." She walked down the stairs, Stavros tripping behind her. "I need to get myself a leash and a collar..." she mumbled under her breath. 




He couldn't yet appreciate the full extent of what was going on under Princess's control, it was dawning on him only gradually. Princess was holding all the cards at that moment. In an instant, he lost all sense of his importance as a male in their relationship. Now he was completely vulnerable to her whims, and she was completely in charge of getting them from him.




"Ready?" Princess winked at him as he crouched next to her. How could this be? Princess refused to tell him more about the mysterious friends of hers, but he had a premonition that they would be every bit as insane as her. He was all naked except from leather handcuffs! He felt his cock was shrinking to puny nothingness, just as if it was minus five degrees. 




"Um... If I say no, will you ignore my request?" She giggled and playfully slapped his cheek. 

"Don't be ridiculous. You follow, I lead. You have no choice right now." She fished the key from the plant pot and dusted it before shoving it into the keyhole opening. Winking at Stavros before kissing his cheek, she reached for the door and opened it in an energetic gesture.




Nothing could prepare him for what he was about to see. Outside the door stood three stunning women in bikinis and tight spandex bathing suits, each with a naked collared man kneeling next to them with their heads bowed. The Ladies were apparently coming from the beach. Even if they didn't wear latex, leather, or high boots, these three Dominant Women stood there glaring over him and their slaves with the unmistakable air of female superiority.




"Dear Eva! So great to see you again!" The tanned, long-haired blonde in a bikini exclaimed enthusiastically with an air kiss salutation. Stavros for the first time of their acquaintance learned about Princess' real name. 




"Hannah! It's been weeks, I don't know how I managed to live without you all for so long!" 




They fell into each other's arms, their bodies and limbs mingling in a perfect hug of laughing chaos, as the other two barely clad women joined them, kissing each other. 




Stavros was stunned at the confident sexiness he saw. So, Princess – or rather, Eva, is friends with a bunch of crazy dominatrices... If he wasn't sure before, now it was clear as day. His Princess is a Domme! Somehow, she had managed to keep it from him for a whole year. But did she really? She had dropped many hints of her controlling nature and somehow her behavior attracted him. Was it her sex appeal, which she used unashamedly against him, or was it her dominant nature that really was the lure to hook him into her clutches?




Fearing a pack of predators, he stood in the door frame, unwittingly seeking the protection of the house. He was perfectly mortified by his nudity and the situation he was in, being completely ignored, and feeling on par with the males who knelt beside their women with heads bowed, perfectly trained and obedient. 




When the scene of their loving warm welcome was over, the Ladies finally noticed Stavros. "So, this is him! This is your new boy you have so much hope for?" Hannah, the tall blonde in her forties pointed at him. She had a face with a rather long nose, full lips and that her hair was arranged in carelessly sexy bun. She pulled her large sunglasses to the tip of her nose, taking in his impressive physique and well-developed manhood below with bushy dark pubic hair. She seemed to like what she saw as she smiled to herself about at Eva's good fortune. That, however, didn't put Stavros' mind on ease – quite to the contrary. His legs were feeling weak and jittery as Hannah and the other two women x-rayed him. It took just a split second, but it felt like eternity to him. 




Moving to greet her next friend, Eva noted Hannah's tanned complexion and very sexy swimsuit. Her attire was designed to thrill with all the fantasy inspiring cut outs. Eva caught her hand and gently made her turn to one side and then the other. "I love your swimsuit, you look great! Oh, I almost didn't notice – your slave... so well kept... shaved and looks like you make him work out daily to stay in great shape for your eye candy?" 




"Thank you dear. I make my slave shave every day all over. don't mean to be disrespectful, but your cute new slave badly needs a bit of trimming down there as well... otherwise it is a very, very satisfactory specimen." 




Stavros was mortified. Not only did they talk about him as their common subservient property, but she also commented that his cock was not impressive in its hairy nest. His shame became worse as he felt his cock twitching again. This can't be happening! As Eva noted recently, his cock will tell them the truth about what his deep-seated desires are. He tried and tried to drive them away, but in this uncanny, sinister way, they were materializing out of thin air. He felt victimized by his own natural impulses, that he could not control. Eva, ignoring his predicament, made few cordial comments on the styling and dress of the other two Ladies as they engaged in optimistic small talk about the thrill of the upcoming week.




"We had to come and greet you before the welcome party at the pool..." Hannah covered her mouth with her hand and whispered conspiratorially. "E. Thinks that Stavros could use a few hours in CF before... you know – " she winked significantly at Eva. 




"I thought as much, but I need to unpack tonight." 




"I will lend you my slave. His skills in folding clothes are unparalleled. Right, Butler?" Butler nodded his head with military precision. 




"It would be my honor, Miss." Slave Butler bowed cordially. 




"Alright, I admit that my slave, considering that he is only now coming to terms with being slave at all, sucks with packing and unpacking. "Will you take care of that for me, Hannah?" 




"I'll gladly deliver him for you," Hannah explained, "but Mistress Valeria is on the watch, if that's okay with you. I need to help with the preparations for the sixty-eighth." 




Stavros couldn't make out half of what they were saying, their communication was full of references he had no means to decipher, he was thrilled nevertheless. 




Hannah's eyes often wandered to Stavros' cock, noticing his growing arousal. "Look at that! The thing is getting aroused," she smiled. "Just like the other E said!" 




Stavros felt more and more clueless. Who was 'the other E'? It clearly wasn't Eva, who was standing right next to him. 




"Do you mind?" Hannah asked and Eva shook her head, smiling. 




"Not in the least, on the contrary." Eva made space so that Hannah could approach him. What was she going to do? Stavros, inch by inch retreated to the inside of the house. He just gasped in surprise when she firmly gripped his protruding half erect penis. Hannah pulled him out by his cock. 




"Don't hide in there, boy. Come closer." As Mistress Hannah approached him, he could smell her perfume mingled with the sea salt. Stavros gave Eva a little boy look, clearly expecting her to intercept. But she stood there, smiling, her hands crossed in front of herself, apparently okay with the fact that his cock was in the hand of another woman. Even though she was in her forties, she had a surprisingly firm and athletic figure. He had to admit he was attracted to her power over him, even though she could easily be his mother.




"What's your name, toy-boy?" Hannah asked. 

"That's Stav – "Eva started, but the other Lady Vanessa, a bit older and less shapely shushed her. 




"Shhhh! We don't use their real names in here. Our properties give them up. You will have to decide on a moniker for him, but take time to do so, he will have it for life."




 Eva slapped her mouth and laughed, but still was a bit irritated by the other Mistress' explanatory ways. "Still learning! Don't you have a spare dog leash and a collar?" Eva inquired. "Surely E has some in her collection, she is right next door, getting the program ready. 




"Hey, Butler, move your ass and go next door for a leash and a collar, for Mistress Eva." A naked men jumped as if he was struck with electricity. 




"Yes Mistress!" Butler said. Stavros stared in awe at how the males were completely obedient. He realized, judging by the leather harness on the man with brown hair, that it was probably him, who he saw an hour ago in the garden. Perhaps if he gave more credit to his own eyes, he could be gone by then, speeding away in his convertible... far, far away from the insane vixens, who god knows why, think it is fun to torment and humiliate men. 




Stavros was brought out of his musings by the sight of slave Butler, hurrying back with the leash and the collar. He dropped his knees and with an exaggeratedly reverent bow, handed both items to Eva. "Mistress Eva, it was an honor to fetch this for you," the slave recited. 




"Good job." Eva graciously accepted the things the slave was handing with ceremonious solemnity. The slave Butler adopted his place next to the left foot of his own Mistress and his face wore the expression of serene happiness. 




Stavros thought that whatever the women were doing to the poor men, they had done great job in brainwashing them to not only be obedient, but also happy at the same time. It was bizarre. He was not like them. Why should he stay at all and have them do what they want? "I am an adult man with independent will, master of my own destiny... Or am I?" His original personality was slipping from his soul and his arousal was lubricating the slide toward his submission.




Mistress Vanessa checked her watch and exclaimed: "Eva, Hannah, you will have ample opportunity to chat. We only have three hours till the evening party. You should send your slaves down to the CF immediately." 




"I know of course, it takes a minimum of two hours to get the optimal results." Eva said, slightly indignantly. She couldn't take it for herself to be considered too young and inexperienced, so that the other Lady, albeit older, would feel entitled to preach to her about slave training. Eva turned to Stavros and ran the dog collar around his neck, maintaining eye contact. Her green eyes made his blood to travel to his crotch, because she gave him one of her signature seductive looks. 




"I want you to go with the Ladies." Eva said calmly. Stavros felt on the verge of shouting out loud, that he was not going anywhere with this woman. She had a collared man on her leash, whose ass was covered with angry red strokes. He immediately recognized the progressive stripe pattern as one that only a cane does to one's ass...

Looking into Eva's green eyes, Stavros was smitten by her peacefulness. "I see you are coming through inner struggle..." Eva purred. "But if you please me now, I will make sure you get what you deserve in the evening." 




Stavros heard her use that unmistakable tone of voice. She meant sex. Being as young as he was, he always desired to have her again... the very moment after he ejaculated. His lust for her was unquenchable. It was a perpetual state of arousal. Once erect, his endurance for sex made her orgasms multiply one after another until she could no longer endure the pounding pleasure that his cock provided. But did she think he could be so easily manipulated by the prospect of sex? Really? Did she think that he couldn't resist the temptation of fucking her again?




"My dear toy, you will be in the best of hands with Mistress Hannah. I authorize her, just as I authorize the supervising Mistress, to do onto you what she finds necessary, just as if I have done it to you, myself. OBEY her in every respect, or she will put you in place. Remember, in the evening you will get your reward."




If he had made it this far, if he suffered through her harsh treatment back in the hotel room, there was not much more that could happen to him now. He couldn't even guess how horribly wrong he was.
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CHAPTER 6




  

 

Stavros was being led up stone tiled stairs. Shielded by large ancient pine trees, the stairs climbed between decorative shrubs and leisure resting spots, past a large outdoor chess game board and an outdoor fitness center with a sauna. He was dizzy and it wasn't only the oppressive heat that was making him sweat. He looked down at his bare feet and felt like the pathway was moving under his feet on its own accord. Stavros was far too dazed to notice the details around him as he was pulled along, he just felt himself moving forward like an automaton. 




Mistresses Hannah and Vanessa, walking side by side in front of him, had attached a leash to the front of his collar. His hands were cuffed securely behind him and pulled up with a chain that attached to another ring on the back of the same collar. Vanessa's and Hannah's slaves were flanking him from each side. He couldn't help but think that they were there to catch him, had he decided to leg it. 




What was happening to him? The last couple of hours had been like an independent movie in a language that he didn't understand. It felt foreign, unsettling and yet, weirdly familiar. It was as if someone cracked his head open and waded through his most disturbing, deeply seated thoughts... Dreams he had been having ever since he was a boy. The dreams that he had tried so hard to suppress. His whole life he had been striving to cover over with macho bravado what he knew deep down was his true nature. Every morning he would wake from his slumber-filled fantasies to see his morning wood jutting up under the bedsheets. 




Most of the time Stavros could recall the mysterious faceless girl with long hair and wasp waist, who was a frequent dream visitor during his clammy nights. She always appeared powerfully clad in tight fitting sexy clothes that flaunted the feminine curves of her body and teased his lust mercilessly. Her statuesque posture always towered over his prone posture on the ground. Sometimes she wore a short skirt that exposed her shapely toned thighs and calves that were perched on spiked stiletto heels. This last time he dreamed about her, she wore leather pants and was trampling all over him with dirty boots, pissed into his mouth and bossed him around in public. As the dirt on his body became wet from her piss, she pushed her muddy boot sole onto his lips and pointed down, instructing him to lick it clean. The next time she appeared as a classmate, who ridiculed him in the schoolyard by telling him he was not worthy of looking at her face, instructing him to cast his eyes down, kneel in front of her and kiss her shiny patent leather shoes. 




At another time she was a teacher, who had all the power and authority to make him do anything she fancied. She would humiliate him in the all-girl classroom by telling him to crawl to the lesson board in the front of the room and write a personalized respectful message to each of the 16 girls in the room. Sixteen times he would have to kneel as he spoke to each girl before he wrote the message on the board. "I will obey Ms. Katrina... I will obey Ms. Claudia... I will obey you, Ms. Lexi... I will obey you, Ms. Liza..." and on until just one schoolgirl remained. This time, as he knelt before the faceless girl, her features started to appear, and he gasped silently at what he saw. His voice was trembling as he offered his worship to the last girl. "I will obey you, Ms. Eva!"  The faceless girl had now become one with Eva. 




It now seemed that Eva somehow knew about his innermost desires...  Insane thoughts were whirling on his mind, the most absurd scenarios providing feeble and unlikely explanations for her sudden change. Did she possess some futuristic device to read his thoughts? He imagined her sticking it to his temple and downloading all the kinky content he fantasized about. Or was she clairvoyant? Perhaps it was obvious, and that he naturally emanated hints of his submission towards women? He was almost sure now that Dominant Women possessed some arcane secret power to unravel all the hidden submissiveness in males. His skull felt so full he worried it might explode as the last vestiges of his pretend macho image were eroding.




Before he could determine how Eva unraveled his secret, they arrived at the top of the wall-encircled complex. The path ended there and facing them was a large rock wall. The face of the rock was natural, the rough structure tastefully complimenting the neat garden. The whole place was secluded and perfectly private, no one from the outside could possibly see what was going on in the garden. There was a square entryway cut into the rock, fit with small blue door. On his travels through his native Greece, Stavros saw many such cellars, the places with ideal temperature where wine matured to achieve superior taste and aroma. Were they about to lock him in a wine cellar? Let him simmer in his own juices until what was left of his male ego would simply evaporate? 




Mistress Hannah opened the door and narrow, steep stairs appeared in front of them. The Ladies sent the slaves to go first. The entry was too small for them and for an awkward moment the slaves bumped into each other, trying to squeeze through the tiny door. Finally, they were all in the doorway and began their descent. Unmistakable Femdom-themed, Sardax styled pictures were hanging on the walls of the steep stairs. As Stavros was passing them, a stunning female figure in one of the pictures caught his eye. It was an authoritative Lady with a high ponytail and exquisite Greek features. She was wearing a tight-fitting corset, riding pants, and resting her foot on the back of a naked male. He couldn't help but notice that the artistic elaboration of the Lady was far greater than the slave. She was what mattered to the artist. The slave was a tool, just like the other accessories she was surrounded with whip, saddle, wheeled cart. The inscription read 'Mistress Olympia'. 




They arrived at what Stavros rightly guessed to be a wine cellar. Instead of barrels of wine or rows of bottles, there were slave cages. Each cage was made of a sturdy wooden frame with metal bars and was fitted with a latex covered padded mattress. The rest of the surprisingly large, high-ceiling space was furnished with BDSM furniture and toys, which charged the room with an aura of raw sexuality and sadism. Stavros could feel his submissive nature stirring. The temperature was a few degrees lower than outside, but it wasn't nearly as cold as he would expect, perhaps because of the rich Persian carpets that covered both the floor and the walls up to the level of his head. But all that faded into obscurity when he noticed... Her! A petite Lady, a brunette clad head to toe in black PVC. Her carefully styled hair, very rich and blown to an elegant bob, added to her incredible deity like presence. She didn't have to say a single thing to come across as regal. She was sitting with her legs crossed on top of one of the cages. Her olive skin was glowing, and her deep-set eyes were flickering with authoritative fire and superiority. Stavros noticed that there was a naked man in the cage under her. 




"Oh, so sorry to intrude Valeria, I thought we would just drop off Eva's new toy and give a tour to Vanessa, but you are already here!" Mistress Hannah exclaimed. 




"Not a problem at all, my dear. I promised Rebecca I would go over some behavioral concepts with Fuckboy that he has been too slow to grasp." Mistress Valeria had a melodious voice, with a hint of haughtiness that corresponded to her noble bearing. "I suppose that by now, due to our session, you will not struggle any longer with obedience to Rebecca. Right, Fuckboy?"




"No, Mistress Valeria," the slave responded. Stavros could hear the incredibly deferential and submissive tone as Fuckboy spoke and didn't miss seeing the nasty looking stripes and red marks that covered his back. After speaking, Fuckboy went back to work licking the boot-heel that Mistress Valeria was dangling down the side of the cage between the bars.




Mistress Vanessa admired the studio. "Wow, kudos to Olympia! This room makes me feel more dominant and sadistic than I have felt in a while." 




"She has a knack for creating just the right atmosphere to celebrate our Femdom nature and to bring a begging submissive to his knees." Valerie agreed. 




Finally, she noticed Stavros and leaned forward, clearly curious. "Oh, so is this new pet... Eva's fiancée? What's his nickname?" He could feel himself getting hot with anxiety about his helpless situation, even though the temperature was several degrees lower than outside.




"Yes, this one!" Hannah tugged on the leash. "Come here, boy." Stavros awkwardly tripped forward. "He doesn't have a name yet, though." Being again in the spotlight, the sole focus of three women, his forehead was breaking sweat.




Valerie elegantly jumped down from the cage and approached him, her boot heels click-clacking on the stone floor. She harshly grabbed his chin with her fingers and Stavros could feel her nails jabbing into the skin on his face. 




"Pity I can't name him, I would call him Fluffball!" she said with a mild, almost disinterested smile. She came across as aloof and dignified, wearing an expression of absolute authority and self-assurance. When she looked him directly in the eye for a fleeting moment before he shamefully cast his eyes down, it felt like staring into the sun. She possessed the same feminine x-ray eyes as Mistress Hannah – who also made him feel weak with a similar gaze that penetrated right into the core of his mind, body and soul. 




Mistress Valeria grabbed the leash that Mistress Hannah handed her and with one surprisingly strong jerk, she drove Stavros to his knees. He didn't expect it, luckily his knees fell to a plush carpet not the stone. Lifting her right boot slightly, she threaded the leash under her heel and pulled on it again, sending Stavros' head down by the neck into the carpeted floor. With his cheek now pressed to the ground, she stepped on the leash to hold his face in place and loosed her grip on the slack part of the leash in her hand. Stavros was now imprisoned below her, staring at the tips of her petite shoes, not daring to look up. All that he could see was a minuscule universe of the room reflected in it, accompanied by the smell of leather. 




"Mistress Eva authorized you to do a two-hour P – I – C", Hannah explained.




"Okay, it will be my pleasure. I am so looking forward to ‘seasoning’ fresh meat!" Mistress Valeria's eyes, most of the time making the impression of aloof disinterest, opened wider. Stavros felt the ground fall from under him for a fourth time in as many hours, as he morphed into a fawn, a little helpless snack for this lioness to devour. He had no doubt that he had entered a universe, where it was men who were the hunted game. "I'll take it from here, Hannah." Valeria said politely and Hannah understood. 




"Vanessa let's go. I want to show you Olympia's awesome Femdom sauna." Vanessa laughed, noting that Olympia was full of surprises, and they departed. 




Valeria waited till the echoes of their laughter died away and when the door thudded close she smiled. Evil sparks in her eyes glowed with the cruel and dominant thoughts.




◆◆◆




"I like what I see, now let's find out what is inside..." Mistress Valeria said calmly. For a few moments she just fidgeted with a strand of her hair, studying every inch of his body with her eyes. She was leaning against a chest of drawers, an antique piece decorated with tiny black dancing figures on a red background. Her relaxed demeanor was even more menacing than avid eagerness. Again, he thought of a lioness, who was taking her time before attacking, sure of her conquest. He was still kneeling with his handcuffed wrists in the middle of the room, disturbing torture instruments all around him. 




The uncertainty was excruciating. His eyes every now and then wandered to the immobile figure of a naked man in one of the cages. His back was covered with marks that screamed 'pain'. He didn't move an inch and looked almost like a statue. Was he to end up motionless in a cage also, with his head brainwashed into complete, unconditional obedience? 




Without losing sight of Stavros, Mistress Valeria opened the top drawer of the red wood storage chest. As she turned her back to him, he could hear the unmistakable sound that only rubber makes when touched and manipulated. What on earth does she need with those? There was only one reason he could think of, and it caused a shiver to run down his spine. She turned back toward him. He cast down his eyes, but he was watching her with a sideways glance as she snapped the glove at her wrist. She stretched her knuckles like a surgeon getting ready for a particularly challenging operation.




"First, I need to inspect you and confirm that you are not hiding anything from me." 




He blinked. What? What could he possibly hide now that he was kneeling all naked? Was she speaking figuratively? With a stroll that perfectly fit to her personality – slinky, sensual, and relaxed, she walked toward him, gripping his chin, and making him look up. He could smell the rubber. "Now, Mr. Handsome, I will inspect your anus to see, if you are hiding anything in there that would help you escape." 




He was secretly terrified of having anyone fiddle with his anus... He suspected that she was just making an excuse for humiliating him by sticking fingers up his ass. He already connected the dots and began to see the pattern in Domme behavior enough times to understand that their ways were sophisticated and their schemes diabolical. And here it was. The single thing he dreaded the most was about to happen! How did she know? Another Domme with a mind reading crystal ball in her head? But of course not! Eva told her...  




"You like frightened little one. Why are you staring like that?" Valeria unchained his hands from behind his back and pulled them around to the front where she re-attached the handcuffs. "Now, lean on your elbows," Mistress Valeria said in a tone that bore no room for opposition. He hesitated but decided to obey. He rested his forehead on the carpet that smelled musty. He could see upside down between his legs, how Mistress Valeria was now squatting behind him, spreading her knees so that he could see her underwear. She wore a lacy red thong with pearls instead of a lace pattern between her labia. He just wished he could unsee it because the sight of her smoothly shaved pussy instantly aroused him. Not good he thought, as his cock began to stiffen and rise.




"Okay, it is nice to see you are beginning to enjoy this..." Mistress Valeria reached for his cock and grabbed it so firmly, he gasped. "It will make the procedure so much easier..." 




He could hear her opening a bottle of peach flavored lube. The pleasant smell hit his nose and mingled with the musty odor of the carpet. She began to stroke his cock, slowly. It was rock hard in no time and Stavros was beginning to breathe harder. "Good boy, nice and ready..." He knew it was coming, but he couldn't prevent his sphincter trying to shut out her lubricated fingers. "Come on..." she breathed through gritted teeth. "Let – me – in." 




He tried to relax, since he knew she would forcefully enter him anyway. Finally, her two fingers glided in, his muscles contracting again around them. "Now, that's better. Let's see..." She began to inspect the insides, reaching for his prostate. His cock was twitching like crazy. "Hmmm.... there doesn't seem to be anything out of the ordinary in there. Relax more, slut!" As he did so, she used the opportunity to slide in another finger. Slowly, she began fucking him with her fingers while using the other hand to stroke his cock. 




"Ready to meet your destiny?" she asked. "Speak up! Tell me your deepest darkest secrets. Share with me the things you don't want anyone else to know about you and it will be ours alone. After you tell me, I'll make sure you are rewarded with an orgasm."




"Uh... I... uh, don't know what you mean?" Stavros breathed; his mind obfuscated by the thrill of the sexy woman stroking his cock with one hand and fucking his ass with the other. 




"Come on, handsome. You already have a notion what is going on in here, don't you?" 




"Um...?" There was silence. Stavros of course was just coming to grips with his situation, but he was not capable of formulating his idea into words.




"Okay. Let me cast light on your situation here. You about to begin serving your curacy under the rule of the Dominant Wives' Club. You are here because you are destined to become a submissive husband to a Dominant Wife."




Stavros was still silent. Mistress Valeria abruptly removed the fingers from his ass. 




"You are here with me to learn a thing or two about what is expected of you. Now, raise yourself up on your knees and look at me." Stavros' mind regained some of the focus he lost when Mistress Valeria played with his cock. 




"In case you didn't know, your fiancée, Eva, is already one of the members of the Club of the Dominant Wives. She's been with us these last three years... Today you will learn what will be required of you for the privilege of being the fiancée of Goddess Eva. Just to make sure you completely understand what is going on, I will make it very simple and clear. You are being inducted into your role as Eva's slave with the help of all the women here. She intends to marry you for her convenience. Your life from now on will be devoted to providing her with the service, comfort, and pleasure that she is entitled to as your superior. As her submissive husband, she expects your complete obedience and utter devotion to the gift of her Female Authority."




Mistress Valeria strode around Stavros, while she waited for him to comprehend her words. "Now, you find yourself at this hotel, owned by Mistress Olympia, during our annual summer holiday. This time around, our special project is your conversion into becoming Eva's property. You will be encouraged, by any means necessary, to accept your naturally submissive nature and attend to your Mistress Eva's whims and desires. You now live under our rule in a Gynarchy and your old notions of free will are about to be purged from your outlook. Your submissive nature is appealing to Mistress Eva and she wants help from us to make sure we nurture it fully, so that your natural behavior is to instinctively obey her."




So, this was even worse than he could possibly assume. This was a full-blown conspiracy, a private society used to lure unsuspecting males into the tentacles of Dominant Women, whose purpose it was to trap poor males in marriage and change them into obedient slaves... He should have noticed! How many times had Eva abruptly shut her laptop or put her phone away, looking guilty. She was probably planning this horrific thing the whole time they were dating! And then a vacation with the sole intention of making him her slave. The indignation he felt because of her apparent slyness rose like a giant wave, but it was washing off quickly. Perhaps she thought that he wanted this! Perhaps she believed that it was for the best. He had no idea how she found out about his submissive desires... Unless...? But he didn't have the time now to ponder his new suspicion. Mistress Valeria had her plans with him.




"You are here because Eva has already decided that your membership in the Club will be as a couple. In the Club, males are subordinated to their wives. Not just as a part of kink scenes, but in the everyday life as well. You are expected to follow a code of behavior and serve tirelessly to live up to the standards of your wife and the Club Members. As a slave, you are considered property that your Mistress can use as she desires. Some of the Mistresses loan their husband slaves out to the other ladies when they need special skills at their disposal. Sometimes it is cooking, or domestic cleaning chores, or yard work that is required.”




She watched him and from the wall she took a long rope, neatly arranged in sleek coils.  “Are you a good cook?" Valeria asked. 




"I'm afraid I'm not very good with cooking, Mistress." Stavros admitted. 




Mistress Valeria approached him and with swift proficiency she tied his hands behind his back, taking off his handcuffs. If he tried, perhaps he could escape. By that time, however, he wasn't in the state to even think of that. He couldn't see what is she doing, but he was feeling the firm pressure of rope against his skin as she began to tie his hands to his body. 




She continued: "... never mind, Mistress Cruella's slave will teach you...  At other times there are parties that the men must work at setting up. Sometimes, a Mistress may desire to try out a new punishment implement. Often when that happens, it is because a slave has developed a disrespectful habit or is not anticipating and eagerly attending to his wife's needs. Do you think you ever were disrespectful to your wife?" Mistress Valeria asked. She moved to his front and began to create sophisticated rope work on his front. 




"Uh... I hope not?" 




"I hope so too, for your own sake. In the Club a displeased Mistress-wife often finds that having her spouse slave punished by one of the other Ladies is a most effective form of attitude adjustment. In this situation, the Mistress's friend tends to be a bit harsher with the spouse as retribution, because her friend is not getting the respect and service she is entitled to. We Ladies find it so fulfilling when our husband slaves are returned to us, groveling and begging to be forgiven... swearing never to lapse in their conduct or devotion again. We each enjoy seeing other men besides our own slaves in pain from the whipping or caning that we administer. I also enjoy cruelly humiliating another Mistress's slave, when he is sent to me because he has become slack in his ways or disrespectful to his Mistress wife... so you better behave and be sure to make your Mistress very, very happy." 




Mistress Valeria got herself more ropes and commanded him to lay down. Being all tied up, he lost balance and dropped like a sack of potatoes to his side. Mistress Valeria laughed brightly, the first time he heard her laugh. Only then he noticed that there is a bamboo rod right above him. Valeria began to tie his legs, curled down under him, pressing his thighs far from one another. "...My favorite technique is to use predicament bondage on a slave to train him to commit to better behavior. The last slave who made his Mistress angry was sent to me for just such a correction." Stavros realized that Valeria intends to do a hanging bondage. Before he knew it, the petite woman succeeded in suspending him in midair. She stepped aside and admired her work, pushing him so he would sway gently. 




"I like you being so vulnerable..." her hand wandered to his cock. He was hanging, face down, his legs spread wide allowed her to do with his cock whatever she pleased. "I know you are curious how the story continues... Well, I had him wear 5inch stilettos. On the chair was a long butt plug that was forced up into his rectum when he sat. His legs were splayed apart to the sides of the chair, exposing his chastity encaged cock. His arms were pulled up over his head and spread apart by ropes attached to leather cuffs on his wrists. His mouth was stuffed with a large penis gag. I then placed a blindfold over his eyes so he could not see what was about to happen next. Now here is the cruel diabolical part that makes me so wet to think about." Mistress Valeria sighed and stroked Stavros' inner thighs. "I ordered him to raise his ankles, so they were off the floor by about 6 inches and keep them elevated like that. I said: 'Don't disobey me... If you know what is good for you, keep your ankles raised as I order you.' I then tied a thin rope around each spiked heel and ran the rope over the ceiling bondage bar. Attached to the other end of the rope were plastic surgical clamps. When I placed the clamps on his nipples and snapped them closed, he jumped! I removed his blindfold and told him to look straight ahead at the chair I was going to sit in. The fun was just beginning. How do you like my story so far?" Mistress Valeria asked playfully, but she didn't have to. Stavros was listening intently, and his cock was yet again stone hard, also because he was in the tight bondage, in a vulnerable position. 




"I like it, Mistress!" Stavros said hastily. He didn't want to risk her getting displeased and it was true, anyway. 




"Okay! I knew you will like my little story! So, I will tell you the rest of it. I settled in the comfortable chair in front of him and poured myself a glass of Champagne to sip. I glared at him and began to lecture him with humiliating references about his body and his incompetence. I shamed him with insults about how he could never satisfy a woman with his mouth or his cock. I told him his wife was considering taking a lover and cuckolding him because of his poor performance. His legs were beginning to shake from keeping his ankles raised at the side of the chair for the 5 minutes that I was lecturing him. When he weakened from the aching stress of holding his ankles up... he realized the predicament he was in! As the stiletto clad heels dropped lower toward the floor, the attached rope pulled on his clamps and stretched his nipples painfully up towards the ceiling. You see, he was in a hopeless predicament. He could either hold his ankles up and reduce the pain in his nipples... or he could reduce the aching stress in his legs, by increasing the biting agony he felt on his nipples. Now that I had his attention, he was ripe for listening to my lecture about ending his bad behavior problems at home. After an extended period of suffering, he was mumbling through the gag that he understood he had failed. I felt he had gotten the message when he began whimpering to be allowed to see his wife, so he could beg for the opportunity to demonstrate his improved attitude..." Mistress Valeria strolled lazily around him and was enjoying her work of shibari art. "So now, boy, what is the lesson you should take away from our charming private moments?"




Stavros was thinking hard. He felt the ropes tight on his body, in the places that carried his weight it was becoming very uncomfortable. "Mistress, please, let me down!" he begged. 




"Well, I might consider it, but first, you tell me what the message behind my little story is?" Mistress Valeria got hold of him and pulled him down, adding more weight to his already strained limbs and skin. 




"Oouch, please! I – I need to always obey my fiancée Eva. Yes! Oh please... I must be sure to respect all the other Wives of the Club. I will never know if, or when, my Mistress Eva may ask one of the Ladies to personally help with correcting my behavior." Stavros exclaimed and with this long sentence came intense feeling of relief, because Mistress Valeria slowly let him down to the ground.




For a few moments Stavros laid on the ground, still firmly tied up, his face pressed against the carpet, his curled-up legs tightly held together by the ropes. Mistress Valeria hoisted herself up on him. She was petite and light when she began to trample on his back. 




"I believe that you understand now, who is in charge here. It is Dominant Women. You are a slave, and you are bound to obey." Tied so tightly and exposed to Mistress Valeria's treatment, he felt the truth of her statement absolutely. She let her words sink in before she began to loosen the ropes, until he was lying in the see of hemp rope coils. 




Before Valeria could command him to put the ropes in proper place, they heard a hubbub of voices way up above their heads. Stavros guessed that another group of women had arrived from the sea. How many members of the Club are there? It sounded like at least another five women just arrived. Were they going to join Mistress Valeria in teasing him? Suddenly, a sharp female voice called Valeria's name. 




"I'm coming, wait there, I need to finish something!" Mistress Valeria called loudly back. She navigated Stavros into the cage beside the one where the whipped slave was already stationed and ran up the stairs, calling back at him: "I'll be back. Don't you dare to talk to the other slave!"
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CHAPTER 7








Stavros, being now stationed in the cage, was slowly realizing what had just happened. His head felt like it was going through nuclear fusion. His thoughts like atoms, shooting in random directions, colliding, and running amok. He was coming to terms with the fact that life will probably never be the same again. Not if Eva decided they enter the Club as a couple. What if he refused, Eva insisted and threatened to leave him? Was he ready for such a thing? Even though he was finding himself falling deeper and deeper into this world where women ruled, there still was the seed of doubt. How could he be sure that they meant well, that they would not employ the equivalent of black magic to exploit men? Would he truly be a slave with no free will? There was only way to know. The answer was at his fingertips, as long as he found the courage. In the cage next to him, the completely static, statue-like figure was crouching. 




"Ehm... sir?" Stavros said, his voice hoarse because he hadn't spoken for quite some time. He cleared his throat and tried again. "Mister?" The heap of red striped flesh began to move slightly. A middle aged, ordinary guy raised his head and looked at him with surprisingly keen, intelligent eye. The man shook his head and in a silent gesture demonstrated that they are forbidden to speak, pretending to lock his mouth and throw away the key. 




"Please..." Stavros whispered. "I need your advice. No one will ever know. I won't tell on you." Stavros noticed that the man had a collar coin with the engraved word 'Fuckboy'. "Mister... eh, Fuckboy?" It probably wasn't the best idea to call him that because he frowned. "Sorry!" Stavros said hastily. Fuckboy pressed his forefinger against his mouth and shook his head vehemently, pointing to the wall where beating instruments were hanging, contracting his face as if in pain. "I understand... but I just need to know – you may just nod your head or something." Fuckboy seemed reluctant.




"Pleeeease." Stavros conjured up the most pleading face. "I have just a few questions. Perhaps you know what it was like to be new in all of this... I feel overwhelmed, don't know what to do... You are the only one who can assist me. Will you help a mate in need, please I beg you?"




Fuckboy, who was intently staring in the opposite direction the whole time Stavros was speaking, looked at him with a sideway glance, weighing his words. "Please?" Stavros smiled sweetly and asked: "Are you also in the Club with your wife?" Fuckboy measured him and then nodded, just once.




"Okay... how did you decide that you wanted to be your wife's slave?" 




Fuckboy frowned because this answer couldn't be responded to with nodding or head shaking. He frowned some more and then uttered through gritted teeth, "Dammit... Okay, I will speak to you. But keep the voice down, Mistress Valeria may come back anytime. I don't want to suffer more beatings. She is very cruel and doesn't listen to excuses from slaves."




"Thank you!" Stavros exclaimed and Fuckboy froze. "Will you lower your voice, or do you want to get your ass spanked red and raw by her heavy wooden paddle?"




"Wow, you are terrified, aren't you?" Stavros noted. 




"Well, quite reasonably so, no? Can't you see the angry welts on my back? They're from the single tail whipping that Valeria inflicted on me earlier... Do you have any idea how painful it was? She is deaf to begging and pleas for mercy." Fuckboy retorted. "So, keep calm or my mouth is sealed." 




"Alright, alright!" Stavros whispered and glued himself to the bars, so that they could whisper as silently as possible. "I just... I need to know if the Club is actually a good thing. I mean, are they meaning well with us? After all that I went through since I arrived here, it all seems so otherworldly..." Stavros was muttering and speaking so fast, that Fuckboy had a hard time keeping up. "...What if I make a mistake? I have begun to explore my submissive nature, but becoming a slave sounds pretty serious... I'm not sure about this, I'm not. What if I cease to like it after a while? What if Eva takes it too far? What if she forbids me to have a career? What if she tells my mother? How will I tolerate the beatings?" 




Fuckboy chuckled and waved down the influx of questions. "That's an awful lot of questions. I'll rather take over and ask you questions myself, or we won't get anywhere. So, calm down and tell me – when did your Femdom fantasies first appear?" 




Stavros shrugged. "Dunno. I guess that I have had them ever since I was a small kid... I dreamed of my kindergarten girlfriend trampling on me..."




"Okay, that's all I needed to know. So let me tell you – you have a once in a lifetime opportunity, don't fuck it up."




Stavros scratched his ear. "What do you mean? You mean I can still change my mind and escape, or that entering the Club is an opportunity that I should not pass up?"




Fuckboy hushed him, they felt sounds from outside the door, but they heard no sound of feet descending the stairs. Fuckboy, when he felt safe, continued. "Let me put it this way. There are thousands upon thousands of guys, who will never get the chance to even meet a Dominant Woman. Statistically, Dominant Women are so scarce that it is almost a miracle to actually meet one in normal vanilla life. Of course, there are professional Dominatrices that men can pay to play out their fantasy with for a few hours. But that playtime is not what I am talking about. What I am talking about is so important I will repeat that for your benefit. Dominant Women partners, or owners to be more specific, are hard to come by! As rare as a Faberge egg. If you accept your submissive inclinations, and you are so incredibly lucky to find a woman who wants to take charge... and then she puts in the effort to make you into her obedient slave, you have essentially won a jackpot."




"Uh, okay? Well, that's very convincing... Are you yourself one of the Club members?"




"Yeah, my wife is a member, which means that I am as well. For obvious reasons the membership of our wives is what counts."




"So she is, like, she owns you and keeps you chaste and all that?"




"Yeah, Mistress Rebecca owns me, I wear chastity at her command, and so much more than that..." Stavros noticed for the first time that the man was actually locked up. He was wearing a pink cage. It looked ridiculous, but the man wore it proudly, like it was some sort of distinction.




"Even the corporal punishment and stuff?"




"Oh yeah, all that."




"What if I don't want the corporal punishments?"




"It is up to your wife to decide, but you will get used to it and physical punishment works wonders for your discipline. You will learn to find your reward in the submissive joy of being obedient. You may not want to be punished, but you will learn to thank your Mistress for taking the time to correct your behavior. As submissive courage rises in your spirit, you may even come to desire a beating to feel the trance-like rush of subspace. Sometimes she will beat you as punishment for a bad attitude or disrespectful behavior and at other times, she may just choose to discipline you as part of maintaining you. To remind you that she is in charge. Did you just shiver? Well, brace yourself, because sometimes, through no fault of yours she might beat you without reason. Just because she needs to release some tension or anger from her daily life. At other times, she may punish you to enjoy the feeling of sexual excitement. My Mistress tells me that it makes her pussy soaking wet, to see me strapped to a bench, shaking, unable to move away from her strokes, while she canes me. Depending on how sadistic your Mistress is, will determine how severe your discipline might be. But even if a wife Mistress tends to be gentler, it is very common to regularly loan a slave husband to another more sadistic Mistress in the Club for beatings... The view of the Women is that the husband is thus reminded to appreciate how lucky he actually is, being owned by his Mistress wife.”







"Wow, you have this very well sorted in your head!" Stavros said. "I’ll need some time to wrap my head around the corporal punishments! Oh well. Does she... share you with her friends for other things also?" 




Fuckboy laughed. "Well, sort of. I see that you are warming up to the idea when asking things like that. My wife, Mistress Rebecca, recently sold me to another Mistress and I spent nearly fourteen days in the service of Mistress Camilla. It is a story for another day, but it was life transforming experience."




"No kidding! She sold you?! I need to hear this!"




"Well, I was sold to serve as a maid at a large fetish party and then I was in her services for two weeks. Serving in her house. She is a pro and has a number of servants. Her methods really helped me to improve my service to my Mistress. Mistress Rebecca led me to believe she actually sold me, but she then came back for me and bought me back out of the slavery for Mistress Camille. I was so grateful when my Mistress returned. My time working as someone else's slave, feeling sold off and abandoned, changed my behavior and I became even more grateful to return as her slave. The Dominant Ladies amuse themselves with such games and I have to admit that knowing that my wife can do whatever she pleases with me keeps me on my toes." They both heard the unmistakable rattling of a key in the lock. "Hush now!" Fuckboy hissed and they promptly returned to the positions Mistress Valeria left them in.




The things Stavros learned only added to the already multi layered processing going on in his mind. It felt so chaotic that his head began to ache. He caught his temples – he had to stop it from happening, or he might go mad. He crouched forward to ground himself and pressed his head between his palms, as if he could push the erratic thoughts out of his mind. Finally, the glorious picture of his fiancée, Eva, or rather – Goddess Eva – appeared in front of him. Her sculpted figure, glorious in her beauty, stuck in his mind and he gratefully accepted it. It even aroused him to allow his feelings of submission rise up, as he fantasized about ways to serving her and gaze upon her beauty. Around him whirled all these confusing thoughts, but finally harmless and distant. He was beginning to wonder if he had the will to fight these thoughts and otherworldly events that were happening to him. He at once knew that she was the way out of the chaos.
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CHAPTER 8








After Mistress Eva liberated Stavros from the cage, she threw him an airy linen shirt and shorts. "Put this on." Stavros looked at her, but thought it wiser to just obey, without asking silly questions. After he dressed, he waited, standing awkwardly in the corner, because Mistress Valeria turned her attention back to Fuckboy. 




After a few moments she noticed that he was still standing there. "What are you staring at? Go to your fiancée, puppy, shoo! Go...NOW!" Stavros felt almost weird being allowed the liberty of walking out of the place, no handcuffs, no other male to make sure he didn’t escape. Are they so sure that he won't run away anymore? Wearing the clothes, some of his dignity returned to him. He briskly ran up the cellar stairs and opened the door. For a moment he was blinded by the bright light outdoors, but as soon as his eyes adjusted, he headed to the cottage where he sensed his Eva waited for him. He felt compelled to go there, like he had an invisible collar around his neck and a leash that was pulling him right to her. Even if he wanted, he couldn't resist the urge to be with her again. They knew. That's why they let him out free as a bird.




"Just in time, I'm getting ready for dinner," Eva exclaimed when she heard the door open. Eva was dressing with her back facing Stavros. He stood at the door, completely lost as to what he should do or say. Not after what had just happened with Mistress Valeria. And certainly not after what he learned from Fuckboy. 




"How did it go?" Eva asked in a light conversational tone. He had seen her from the back so many times, but now, it felt like he was seeing her for the first time. He could not help but stop and stare at her luscious body shape with her sexy hair falling down her back. In her stilettos and tight dress, her ass and legs looked like they were sculpted by a female god to taunt simple men. A true Goddess. "Uh, dunno, I guess good?"




He recalled Eva's commanding words from earlier. Now they were talking like two normal adults, both wearing clothes, he was almost questioning his sanity. Perhaps she was just testing him. Perhaps she will turn around with a smile and run her arms around his waist and show him, this was all just a game. A game for him to prove his loyalty to her, his dedication as her fiancée. And now, after all he’d been through, he ached for her to reward him with sex. He placed his face close to her ear and whispered, "I passed all the tests you imposed on me... I endured incredible teasing by Mistress Valeria, I think your slave deserves a bit of a reward. I can't stop looking at your sexy legs and your gorgeous ass. I am helpless to resist your feminine power over me. Please let me show you how much I adore you... let me show you I can worship you. Please may I have you again?"




As the edges of her mouth rose into her cheeks, Eva discretely pursed her lips into a satisfied smile. "Boy's minds are so easy to control", she reminded herself, thinking "it was hardly a fair sport, for a superior female who can so easily excel at the seduction game."




With a glimmer in her green eyes, she knew she had his mind in the place where she could begin the next step of crushing his ego into submission, into submission to her and her only. She licked her lips, thinking about her prey and what he would have to do for her. He could have what he wanted, but only by doing it her way... 




She turned and faced Stavros with a sexy vulnerable smile that displayed some tone of lingering hurt, but conveyed she was ready to feel affection again. "Darling Stavros, you were so brave in overcoming all the obstacles and granting my every wish. I know your libido is aching to have me... but, at the same time, I need to know you want me for more than a hole you can penetrate to get your orgasmic pleasure rush. I must be sure that the lessons you learned had an impact on your willingness to put my desires first. I'll give you something you will like... so much! But this time I want you to prove your devotion to me in my way... specifically to the parts of me that you love and lust so strongly for."




"Of course, darling Eva. I'll do anything to show my devotion. Thank you, Eva, for granting me the opportunity for pleasure." Stavros breathed.




"Good boy. I want you to take your clothes off. Get naked and kneel in front of me." Stavros' pulse started beating harder as he became increasingly turned on. As he undressed the white linen clothes Mistress Valeria gave him, his cock sprang to rigid attention. He was feeling so grateful. If this was how his new submissive role would be, he was all for it. 




As he knelt down before her, he softly murmured, "Thank you Eva". He reached up to touch her hips with his hands. Eva standing above him, pierced into his eyes with a look that made him feel weak. He felt small kneeling beneath her, as she stood commandingly in a dominant position over him.




"Now pull down the thong beneath my dress and take it off me." He lowered her lacy underwear to her feet and as she held on to his shoulders for balance, she lifted her legs one at a time so he could remove the underwear entirely. She was left wearing only her garter belt with sheer stockings attached under her dress.




"Look at me Stavros. Look in my eyes. I want your worship and I want it done as an offering of devotion to the parts of my body you lust for. Do as I tell you!" 




"Yes, Eva... of course Eva", Stavros responded as he dreamed of soon penetrating her luscious cunt again.




Eva turned around slowly, so she was facing away from him and so her ass was right at eye level in his face. "I am not entirely ready for your cock yet, but I am a merciful woman, so here is what you will do to show your devotion... You will put your face tightly into my ass and use your lips and tongue to caress me there. Show my ass you are a slave to it and make an offering of affection and tenderness that pleasures me. Do not stray to my cunt or I will not allow you to have the orgasm you desire so much. When I am feeling sufficiently aroused, I will permit you to put your cock between my legs and maybe you will achieve your orgasm. My gift is allowing you to make love to my ass and legs adoringly. Be attentive to both areas and show them what a devoted lover you are. My ass loves to be caressed and licked in a loving way, but my legs enjoy a little rougher action... so feel welcome to grind yourself between my calves until you cum."




Stavros was so far gone in lust. For a fleeting moment he thought of objecting to this humiliating form of masturbation. He knew though, that if he didn't submit to her degradation, show he was learning to be obedient, that he would not get the orgasm that he so desperately needed. How could he resist? Kneeling there looking at her ass framed with garter straps against the mounds of her soft cheeks. His hands were touching the slippery scallop topped nylon stockings on her sexy firm thighs... and looking down he saw her calves perched on ankles that disappeared inside her sharp stiletto heels. He almost began to cry with pity for himself because of the desperation he felt. What was left of his ego was being crushed by his own lust and he could feel her authority leading his submission straight to it.




Surrendering to Eva's dominant demands, he began to lick and kiss her ass hole as he had been instructed. He closed his eyes and began to drift into another frame of mind... one of capitulation to something superior to him. He became bolder in his lovemaking to her ass. He pushed his face forward, tightly against her body, and plunged his extended tongue deeply into her, as far as he could make it penetrate.




Eva chuckled to herself in a self-satisfying way as she felt the pleasant rush of her feminine power. "Oh my... this feels so good... What's more, he is falling in line perfectly according to my plan." Out loud she said: "Stavros, my dear boy... you are a quite a passionate lover. My body can feel your sincere worship of my ass. You have my permission to fuck my legs now. I hope you enjoy sliding your cock between my new nylons. I wore them just for you." Eva moved her stilettos slightly closer to each other, squeezing her thighs and calves together to create a new crevice for his cock to penetrate.




Stavros moaned a sigh of gratefulness and pushed his pelvis forward. His cock was stiffly jutting up and he easily pushed it in between her slippery nylons. He felt a jolt of pleasure as he pressed into her calves. When she felt his cock there, she squeezed her calf muscles slightly to drive him even wilder with lust. Keeping his face in her ass, Stavros began a rocking motion, drilling into her with his hips and sliding the head and shaft of his cock back and forth between her firm, but fleshy legs. Stavros began to fuck her legs faster as the pleasure of rubbing his cock against her intensified.




As he pulled his face back from her to gasp for air, Eva reached around with her hands to grab him on both sides of his head and force him back into her ass crevice. "Don't stop licking me, boy. I am enjoying this. Show me your true devotion. I want you to worship me Slavros! Do as you promised."  He thought he heard her snicker.




"Did she say Slavros?" Stavros questioned to himself, but he was too aroused to think about it. 




"Do you want more pleasure?", Eva asked.




Was this some sort of game? He hesitated. "Uhm, I'm not sure? I think so... I am not sure.... yes, yes of course... more pleasure, yes please, but what do you mean?" She pressed her legs firmly together again and he moaned, already on the brink.




"Imagine that from now on you can experience a higher level of pleasure than you ever thought possible. Let's say that I have the key to your ultimate satisfaction. What do you think about that?"




"What... what do you mean? What is the key?"




"You already know and deep down you desire it like nothing else you ever desired in your life. You have shown you can obey. You enjoy surrendering to my authority. The key is your ultimate submission to my leadership and guidance. The membership in the Club is the means. You will become my slave for life. I will lead and when you follow you will find peace and boundless pleasure in surrendering to me. Your joy will be found in that obedience to me. I will make you so horny you will scream with lust, my boy."




"If this will make you happy, then I will."




"Will you promise me you will become my slave?"




"Yes, I promise."




"Good boy... From now on, I am going to call you Slavros! Now you can claim your reward." 




Before he could replay her words in his mind, he was overtaken with the oncoming crest of an orgasm. He focused on keeping the head of his cock right between the flesh of her legs where he could feel the friction of the nylons creating the surge of an orgasm. "Ahhh....", he moaned as he shivered in ecstasy and began to spurt his cum through her nylons and onto the tops of her stilettos and the tile floor beneath them. A second and third release dribbled out and down her nylon clad legs. 




"Oh...that was amazing." Slavros breathed. Eva turned and crouched down into a seductive squatting position with her legs spread in front of him. She was now at his eye level and looked deeply into his eyes. He felt exhausted in the afterglow of pleasure. Her eyes were piercing into his mind, issuing hypnotic commands without a word being uttered by Eva. Playing over and over in his head, he could hear her commanding voice telling him how she expected him to be her obedient slave. Eva’s lips never moved, but when her voice in his head asked, “Do you understand slave?”, Slavros spoke out loud, ”Yes Mistress Eva, I am Your slave. I will worship and obey You.”




Eva stood up and placed her stilettos close together. "Okay let's pick up where we left off. It seems you are a very messy lovemaker and now I want you to clean up your mess. We can't go to dinner with me wearing your cum stains on my heels and stockings now, can we? Use that talented tongue of yours to clean me off now. Don't break your promise to obey, only because you came, Slavros!




Gulping, he hesitated. It certainly wasn’t something he would do if she didn’t insist. But she did insist! Slavros leaned forward and began to lick the white stains from Eva's nylons. He steadied himself from backing away, as he tasted the unfamiliar saltiness of cum for the first time. When the nylons color looked black again, he bowed down lower and began to lick the gooey ooze of cum spread across the tops of her shiny black heels. Both shoes had been hit by his ejaculation and he had to lick around the sides of them to remove it all. When he was finished, he knelt back and looked up at Eva's face and felt inferior below her powerful standing posture.




Eva looked down to inspect the cleaning of her legs and shoes. "Good boy, Slavros. You have done well. The only thing left is the tile floor where you also made a spill. Finish the task I gave you and we can be off to dinner together.”




 With that command issued, Eva began softly tapping the toe of her stiletto in front the kneeling Slavros and waited for him to proceed. When he finished cleaning the tile floor, Eva stopped tapping her foot. 




"Good boy, Slavros! I am starving. The dinner is ready, and the Ladies are waiting. But first, there is something else I need to do, it will take us a few minutes, but wait how much it is going to help you feel really submissive…"
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CHAPTER 9










"Before we go to dinner, there is one important thing..." Eva navigated Slavros into the shower. "You cannot walk around looking like a Neanderthal, other Ladies were making fun of your bushy hair and I won't have that. She produced a razor and shaving foam. "All of that will come off." Eva traced his forearms, belly, and chest. 




If it was mere three hours ago, Slavros would never have tolerated this loss of his pride, the hair on his arms, chest, belly and the bushy pubic hair. He always thought of his body hair a sign of masculinity. But now? How could he possibly object?




"There now..." she said, massaging shaving foam into his hair, tickling his breasts with her long fingernails, and lingering for a few moments on his nipples. "...let's prepare you for the final transformation..." She took the shaver and began to move it from the sternum to the sides, gliding with it on the surface of his chest. "This is so gratifying, like Michelangelo liberating David from the marble... The skin is so soft and supple..." 




He looked down, watching her unraveling the smooth skin underneath, one stroke after another, with each move large chunks of hair mixed with foam were falling down and tickling him on his belly. Eventually, they fell on his toes and on the smooth, shiny surface of the white bathtub. One stroke after another were irreversible steps into the realm of Femdom. As he was losing his hair, he was sacrificing some of his macho demeanor, like Samson lost his strength when Dalila cut his hair. 




Eva made sure that he was horny as hell throughout the procedure by keeping his cock rock hard. "Good boy, we need to prepare your body for the chastity cage also!" Eva said, when she moved from his belly to the most challenging part - his pubic hair. She felt his muscles grow tenser. "I see you are not ready for this, but soon you will learn to appreciate chastity!" Eva said sweetly while she invaded his most private parts with the razor. "I want to see how your cock will look now that it is freed from the bush." She cleaned the area above his cock and she stepped away to admire the effect. "Hmmm... so nice..." She made him spread his legs and continued with shaving, not for a moment forgetting to keep his cock at the ready. 




Slavros, ambivalent in his feelings as his pride was being stripped away, couldn't resist watching the procedure. Soon he could admire his surprisingly large cock. How come he never thought to remove his hair? His cock looked glorious! Eva probably guessed his thoughts, so she said: "Vain, aren't we? Let me assure you, that you have the tiniest cock in the world. I have seen baby boys with bigger cocks than yours." Slavros was mortified, but her scathing comment felt like a love potion, his cock reacted immediately by swelling. "...I knew you would like my new way, Mr. Small cock!" With each sarcastic comment and ridiculing little laugh, Slavros was getting more aroused.




“Enjoy your erection for the moment. It is time to restrain you and place you in the proper frame of mind expected of my slave.” Eva opened a cabinet drawer and pulled out a metal chastity cage. “You will be wearing this from now on. It will always remind you to sacrifice your pleasure for mine. You’ll learn more about the rules regarding your chastity soon.” 




Slavros looked at the cruel cage and it deflated his ego. If he wore that, he would be a lesser man. But the damage to his pride was already having an effect, as he felt his cock shrinking. 




“That’s better”, Eva said as she pulled his balls through the ring with practiced ease. As she held the cage up, she said, “Put your cock inside and imagine you are fucking your own steel prison.” Slavros squeezed his cock inside the tube and Eva pulled the sleeve up against cock-ring around his shaft. She inserted a small lock into the connector that held the two pieces together. 




“Now prove to me I own your cock. Will you sacrifice your pleasure to me and leave it to my discretion as to when you will be allowed to come? Will you deprive yourself of the freedom to masturbate at will, so that all your sexual energy is redirected into devotion and focus on my needs? If so, then snap the lock closed yourself. Do this as an offering to me, your Goddess.” 




Slavros gulped and soon he heard himself saying out loud: “Dear Goddess Eva, I give control of my cock and my orgasms to you, to do as you will. Please accept my offering of chastity for you.” 




CLICK. 




The lock was snapped shut, and Eva smiled saying, “Remember it was your choice, silly boy. I can be a moody person and just because we are to be married doesn’t mean there is any urgency on my part to unlock you. I know ways to be pleasured by you without having to reciprocate. I will enjoy seeing you in chastity every day, as a reminder of your sacrifice... until I tire of it.” 




Slavros gulped again and hoped that Eva would not be as cruel as she sounded, but he feared that he just did not know what she was capable of anymore.




When Eva finished talking, she led him to the mirror. He saw himself in the mirror and almost couldn't recognize himself. Then he smiled inwardly. Of course. He wasn't Stavros anymore. The guy who was looking at him was someone else, all he could see was an entity completely subordinated to Mistress Eva. The change in his appearance sealed the transition. His proud Greek bearing evaporated in just the few hours. If the devilish Dominatrices managed to influence him this deeply within the first few hours, what was going to happen with him later? But Eva disturbed him from his musing, calling to him from the hall. He didn't notice her leaving, he was too absorbed in the formative experience of seeing his changed countenance.




"Wait for me in the living room, Slavros, take position 1!" Eva called at her new slave, and he could hear the clapping of her high heels up the stairs to the bedroom. He swiftly dried himself with a plush, fragrant towel and darted out of the bathroom. He adopted a place next to the sofa. Kneeling in a squatting position, legs spread apart, hands on his thighs, back straight and head bowed down... Slavros waited for his Goddess to arrive.




Soon she appeared on the stairs, lazily walking down and holding on the railing, because she wore very high stiletto shoes. She wore a dark red dress, the perfect compromise between nudity and sophistication, with very deep cleavage and high slit that reached up, very high on her thigh. He felt like he could drool and any moment, so he kept his mouth closed and just peeked with his bowed eyes at that amazing sight. Because of her breathtaking presence he didn't notice what she had brought down with her in her left hand. When she reached him, Slavros realized it was a metal collar. The way she held it allowed him to notice the details of the decoration. It was adorned with elegant writing, bearing the inscription "Slavros". He couldn't comprehend, how Eva managed to get a metal collar with his slave-name engraved on it so shortly after giving him the moniker. The only explanation was, that she premeditated it and brought the thing with her from London. This sent chills down his spine. She must have planned it the whole time. On one hand it felt a bit disturbing, on the other he admired her leader-oriented nature. She snapped it on and even took care to secure it with a tiny padlock. 




Eva snapped the leash on and tugged on it, navigating him to the door. "Dear Slavros, the hour of your humiliation has arrived." Slavros was obediently following her, his back slightly hunched, because Eva was distinctly shorter than him. What did she mean by that? Wasn't he humiliated already in the past hours? She dragged him out of the doors. A hot, pine smelling breeze punched his nostrils. Without the hair, the air felt different on his skin. His body was now so much more sensitive and exposed. The feeling on his skin perfectly matched the vulnerability he felt on the inside. He faced the prospect of meeting other club members with trepidation. Even after the session with Mistress Valeria, even after being exposed naked to the eyes of Mistresses Hannah and Vanessa, he still wasn't used to the new experience of being a submissive in the company of a larger gathering of women. 




Slavros could already hear the hubbub of voices coming from the swimming pool, which was on the lowest level of the wall enclosed area. Soon, Mistress Hannah with her slave Butler joined them. 




"I see you took my comment to heart!" Hannah commented merrily, noting Eva's slave’s smoothly shaved skin. "He looks like a freshly plucked chicken." She laughed. How was it that every time she spoke about him, she succeeded in humiliating him so completely?




The sun was already hanging low. In the point where it seemingly touched the surface of the water it looked like it was melting into the water like wax. They finally arrived at a lovely inner courtyard. It was encircled with a low stone wall and included a chilling area with sofas and armchairs, the swimming pool with a sunbathing area and a large dining table set for only eight people. The latter was located under a canopy of sweetly smelling wisteria with profuse flowers, which climbed up the wooden structure of a pergola. The pergola and column lights were adorned with lighting cascades of warm, hanging yellow bulbs.




He could make out at least eight women with their slaves, but one woman in particular caught Slavros' eye. He stopped dead in his tracks, his legs turned to stone when his eyes fell on her.
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CHAPTER 10








"Slavros...?!" Eva said and turned to him, because suddenly her slave who had been trotting obediently behind her, stopped in his tracks. They had just arrived in the courtyard at the swimming pool and the attention of all the Ladies turned to them. Eva tugged at his leash, but he wouldn’t move. He looked like a deer caught in the headlights. 




"What's going on?" Eva mumbled, trying to mask her slave’s sudden lack of obedience by fake smiles. Seconds dragged like hours and gradually all the women in the courtyard ceased speaking and turned to look at them. She grabbed Slavros by the ear and turned his head to face her. Out of earshot of the ladies she whispered. “You have 10 seconds to change your attitude and focus on being my slave. If you embarrass me further in front of my friends, there will be hell to pay. I will not hesitate to discipline your bad behavior at anytime and anyplace! Am I clear?”

 Slavros nodded that he understood, just as he realized that everyone was staring at them. He woke from his stupor and Eva could finally make him move.




Mistress Emma, the Head of the Dominant Wives' Club, opened her arms to welcome Eva. "My dearest Eva, welcome!" Emma hugged her and resting her head on Eva's shoulder she measured Slavros. An amused smirk crossed her face when she saw him. He blushed so deeply it could be seen even over his olive complexion. 




"Thank you, Emma, I'm so pleased I could bring my Slavros with me." 




"Why, of course, my dearest." Emma cooed, elated.




Mistress Hannah strolled to them, setting a plate with Greek cheese and olives on the extended arms of her slave so that she could welcome Eva. "Did I hear right? Slavros? Haha!" she exclaimed and burst out laughing. "That's just brilliant!" The other Ladies also thought this a capital joke as well and the awkward moment of their arrival was immediately forgotten. Emma took Eva under her arm and lead her to the midst of the group of Ladies. Eva ordered Slavros to kiss a shoe tip of each of the Ladies and he eagerly obeyed. At least he had something to do – something to get over his bewilderment. 




Meanwhile, Eva was introduced to the hostess, the owner of the hotel. 




"This is Olympia, my good friend and the reason we can recuperate each year under the Greek sun in this charming Femdom hotel." Emma caught the dark-haired Lady under her arm and introduced them. “Olympia, this is Eva, for three years valued apprentice of mine, devilishly beautiful as you can see, and my treasured friend.” 




Mistress Olympia, the Greek Goddess with exquisite Greek features and high ponytail didn't hesitate one moment and warmly hugged Eva, pressing her statuesque body against hers in very restrictive embrace. Eva couldn't breathe and with polite little laugh gently disentangled herself from her clutches. "You Greeks... that's a wholly different level of passion!" she laughed.




Olympia, completely taken with Eva's stunning looks, took her around her shoulders and seated her next to herself. "You and your Slavros are perfectly matched, both so darn good looking!" She had a strong but pleasing accent.




"You – " Emma pointed at Slavros, "follow slave Butler to the kitchen and help him prepare dinner. We will talk, just us, girls." Slavros, however, didn't move from his spot, his eyes just flitted from her to Eva and back again. He was pale and weirdly stiff. Eva was just letting the slaves fluff the pillows for her and serve her a glass of chilled champagne. Mistress Vanessa joined in. "I tell you, Olympia, you are missing so much, refusing to enter the Club... We wouldn't mind if you cannot attend all of our meetings, right, Ladies?" The other Ladies murmured in agreement. 




Mistress Olympia had just thought of the right thing to say, when Eva finally noticed that Slavros was still glued to the spot. He looked tense and Eva realized, as each Lady stopped speaking to look at him, that he was yet again embarrassing her with his awkward ways. Why would he dare refuse to listen to Mistress Emma's command to go to the kitchen? 




"Slavros?! Look at me. Did you hear Mistress Emma?” Slavros cast his eyes toward Eva, but he still did not move. Eva was now feeling her anger starting to rise. “Come here to me right now!” 




Slavros started to walk slowly toward Eva who was still seated on the lounge. Her legs were crossed at the knees with her stiletto heel dangling to one side. She took a last sip of her champagne and was now holding her empty glass in her right hand, while the four fingertips on her left hand, polished in a dark dominant purple color, gently tapped in sequence on the arm of her seat. Stavros was holding his hands in front of him in a humble posture as he arrived to face his Mistress. The room fell silent a second time, and all the ladies turned to look at the young Mistress and her slave husband-to-be again.




In one motion, Eva snapped her fingers and pointed with her index finger to the stone floor in front of her. Stavros promptly lowered himself down into an upright kneeling position and bowed his head slightly. “Oh my, what is this?”, murmured Olympia who was sitting nearby.




Eva looked away from Slavros at her empty champagne glass and began to loosen the grip of her purple painted fingers on the glass, dangling it ever so slightly, as if she was going to drop it. Slavros quickly reached forward and caught the glass in the air before it fell into her lap. Eva continued to look sideways at her hand which had just dropped the glass. Slavros pulled the glass toward him and held it with two hands close to his body.




Eva turned a stern gaze toward Slavros as she uncrossed her legs and placed her stiletto heels flat on the floor. Her eyes pierced into his mind again, just as she had done back in their room. It was the same gaze she gave him after the humiliating sexual act of licking her ass and masturbating between her legs. It was so quiet on the veranda that all the Ladies could almost hear each other breathing. 




“I want you to hold my glass right where it is. Don’t you dare drop it. Keep it right where it is... and don’t you dare move your head away while I ask you a question. Keep looking me right in the eyes!”  




Eva relaxed, leaned forward, and placed her open palms down on each thigh. She looked at Slavros with a tight jaw and a glint of authority in her eye. There was a moment of breathless silence between them. Suddenly there were loud smacks in the air causing one of the Ladies to jump slightly. Eva lashed out with six harsh slaps to Stavros’ face, delivering them in a crackling staccato sequence, alternating between the right hand and left hand over and over. With each loud slap she spoke sternly to Slavros.




“DID slap YOU slap NOT slap HEAR slap MISTRESS slap EMMA?!”




Slavros looked shocked as his eyes widened and small tears formed. His face began to turn crimson red on both cheeks. He knelt there and felt no ability to defend himself from Eva’s assault. He just clutched the glass while looking into her now clearly angry eyes.




“YOU slap SERVE slap AT slap MY slap PLEASURE slap!

YOU slap OBEY slap MY slap FRIENDS slap!

DO slap YOU slap UNDERSTAND slap?”




Now his cheeks were burning. His eyes were watering. His head was a bit dizzy. His ego was crushed. He had just been beaten by his fiancée in front of her friends. He had accepted it like an inferior subject with no resistance or push back. He felt hollowed out and humiliated in his soul. If he thought that losing his hair had weakened his strength, the beating he had just received confirmed that had fully surrendered his masculinity to his Mistress. There was only one urge left, that Slavros felt inside him now. He leaned forward and began kissing Eva’s feet. 




When Eva finally pulled him up by his ear, he humbly affirmed, “I am sorry Mistress Eva. I will worship and obey you always from now on.”




“And what do you say to Mistress Emma? Go make her feel better after the disrespect you showed her.”




Emma was standing close by Eva on the other side as Slavros, still holding the champagne glass, waddled four steps upright on his knees to appear before Emma. Having no choice, but fearing she would also slap his face, he began his apology. 




“I am sorry that my delay in following your command made you upset and uncomfortable Mistress Emma. It will never happen again. May I please be allowed to try and serve you better?”  




Emma reached forward with her hand as Slavros was getting ready for the coming blow to his face, but Emma simply placed her soft hand on his right cheek and caressed it as he flinched slightly.




“Yes, you may have another opportunity to serve me. You are here to serve us all, silly boy. Don’t be nervous. My important advice to you is that you would do well to appreciate your Goddess Eva from here on. She is a rare gift in a world of too many submissive men and so few Dominant Ladies. You are very fortunate that she wants to own you. Worship and obey her or you will lose her!”




Slavros bowed down to plant kisses on Emma’s high heels. When he rose back up, still holding the glass, Eva spoke. “Slave! Why is my champagne glass still empty? You are not attending to my pleasure. Did you learn nothing from your punishment just now? Are you trying to test my patience?”




“No Mistress. Right away Mistress!” Slavros jumped to his feet and scurried to retrieve the champagne bottle from the ice bin at the nearby serving table. Filing the glass, he hurried back to his Mistress and gave her a curtsy as he handed her the freshly filed champagne glass. 




“Now that is a better slave attitude, boy”, Eva said in a giggle. Suddenly all the Ladies broke out into laughter. They began congratulating her on the handling of her slave’s discipline and told her that she was definitely — Dominant Wives Club true member.




“Go to the kitchen now and make yourself useful." Eva commanded. Slavros obeyed and followed slave Butler, but he kept looking around his shoulder, clearly uncomfortable to leave Eva alone in the present company. Emma laughed. "He is nervous, poor boy, bless him."




Mistress Vanessa in her signature polka dot dress with bright red lipstick, seemed concerned. "What's wrong with him? He looked baffled... is he alright?" 




"Small wonder if he is a bit out of sorts? He’s never seen so many dominant Ladies in one place – " suggested Mistress Olympia. 




"I guess that's not the only thing that bothers him. Eva, you were quite stern with him, considering, you know… but it clearly did him good." Emma said mysteriously. 




"What do you mean?" Olympia, the soul of gossip, asked animatedly, sensing an interesting topic about to be discussed. Emma helped herself to meaty dark purple olives seasoned with herbs. With mouth full, munching happily, she played out a cheeky smile. 




"Well, let's say that he has a secret." 




Olympia's eyes opened wider in expectation. "Oh, do tell me more!" To add emphasis to her words, she leaned forward, displaying her magnificent chest in her evening dress that made all the slaves seeing her, to drool. 




"Dear Olympia! Always so curious." Emma smiled and wiped the corner of her mouth with her pinky. "I cannot tell, not unless Eva approves. Eva?" 




As the sky was getting darker, changing in beautiful gradients of orange, Eva looked more gorgeous than ever. She shook her head. "I don't mind you telling, half the Ladies here already know anyway, but could it wait till the ceremony is over? I don't want to risk my slave boy changing his mind before swearing me his allegiance!" 




"So that is it, Olympia, you’ll have to curb your curiosity for the time being... you will learn the story, but all in at the right time!" Emma said merrily. Olympia drew a long face, but she soon cheered up, after all, the dinner was before them, and after it would come the highlight of the evening.
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CHAPTER 11










The Ladies sat, finishing their tasty dinner. For this particular evening, Greek slaves from far and wide had been summoned, so that each Lady had her own slave chair and a waiter of her own – that made sixteen slaves for eight Ladies. The waiters, who just minutes ago helped in the kitchen under the supervision of Mistress Cruella, were mostly the Ladies' slave husbands. 




Olympia was flanked on one side by Eva, who was her new pet, and on the other by Rebecca, with whom she instantly clicked on many levels. They both shared the lifestyle of two busy professionals, who relished a sardonic sense of humor and whose self-confidence lent their dominance a magnetism that subs couldn't resist. 




"Now that we have the time to talk, what was it about the blackmail?" Olympia whispered to Rebecca. "I never heard about that from Emma!"




"Well, I'm sure Emma wouldn't mind me telling you... she is pretty open about her experiences. Did she tell you about her university years?" 




Olympia mused for a moment. "No, I don't think she did, not yet anyway – but before you start, try the lobster, it's delicious." 




"Alright, just asking so that I know where to start." Rebecca smiled and her personal waiter Fuckboy obligingly served her with sauteed asparagus. "Emma gave me her diaries to read, so I guess I know enough to give the story justice. This event dates back to when Emma was studying in Berlin. Knowing Emma, you cannot be too surprised that she was pretty active in the community even back then. Having the visibility of a prominent young Domme, she had many admirers, but it goes without saying that occasionally some weirdo appeared and pestered her." 




Olympia leaned toward Rebecca and rested on her elbows, hanging on Rebecca's lips. Sometimes, when Germans spoke English, she had difficulty understanding. "Just when Emma started to study at the university, she received this weird letter saying something around the lines of: 'I know what you are, and I will tell others at the uni.' Rebecca noticed Olympia's concentrated look, so she explained in simpler terms. "She was blackmailed by a stranger because of her BDSM activities, you see? He threatened to reveal her other side to her school." 




"Oh, I see." Olympia frowned. "The nerve of some people! What did Emma do?" 




"That's the part where it gets really interesting! She asked the blackmailer to meet her in person.” 




Olympia stared "No! Why on earth would she do just that?! She should have gone straight to the police!" 




Rebecca nodded. "Right? I was thinking just the same thing when she was telling me the story. "But that's not Emma's style. She went about to confront him. She contacted him and they talked on the phone. She arranged a meeting on a busy street in Berlin." 




Olympia stared. "I would never..." she started. 




"Wait for the resolution, it is quite brilliant. "She met him in person, it was a guy you wouldn't expect... a well-trimmed sporty guy with meticulous hair styling." 




"Well, sporty guy with some really bad mental issues." Olympia quipped. 




“Emma asked him: 'What is it you want from me?' and he was pretty clear about that. He said, 'If you suck my dick I will keep my mouth shut about you being a filthy whore.' Emma repeated this after him, loud and clear 'So, if I understand you correctly, I will either suck your dick, or you will tell at my school that I'm active in the BDSM community... is that right?' 'Damn right, yes. I want you to give me nice blow job and if I'm satisfied with your performance, I won't tell.' he said slyly, his eyes gliding over her attractive form. Emma just smiled and replied 'I see. You will go to the director of the Humboldt Uni and tell him all about me, right? You would do such a thing? ' The guy was sensing victory – she seemed reconciled to the idea of doing what he wanted. He said: ‘Yes, straight to the director.’ Emma cast down her eyes and bowed her head, staring on her shoes. ‘Okay, so let me think about it, I need to sleep on this. I will call you soon.’ Then she went away. Of course, Miguel, her slave at the time, was watching over her, sitting on a bench nearby in the busy street, just in case..." 




Emma, was talking in a low voice to Eva. They were discussing something to do with Slavros, because they sent him to the kitchen for more Greek cheese. She caught the name of her former slave and leaned towards them. 




"Did I hear the name of Miguel? What are you girls discussing?” 




"Oh, I was just telling Olympia about your blackmail story. I hope you don't mind!" Emma got up and joined them by sitting in a vacated seat left by Mistress Vanessa, who decided to give her slave an instructive spanking. 




"Of course I don't mind, Rebecca, you know that my life's turbulences are basically in the public domain. I like to think that my experiences can prevent others from repeating my mistakes..." Rebecca finally delved into her lobster. "Now that you are here, you can finish the story, you always make it sound more interesting, and I don't want the lobster to turn cold. There is hardly anything less desirable than a cold lobster, perhaps a cold lover is worse! I was just telling Olympia about how you talked to the offender about him threatening to tell everything about you at Humboldt's..." 




"Right!" Emma said brightly. "I admit now, when it is many years behind me, that I do like to recall the story. In fact, I believe that it helped to shape my personality! So, a few hours later, after I left the blackmail guy, the local police department called him. They were armed with a recording of the conversation that took part between us. I made sure the guy said everything clearly so that there could be no doubt about him threatening me. What was more, I then knew that he didn’t actually know where I studied, because I didn't attend Humboldt's! He was just bluffing." 




Olympia laughed. "Well, isn't this just typically you? I don't know if I myself would have the presence of mind to deal with him like that." 




"It goes without saying that he clearly was a coward, because he just sent me a few pissed texts and I never heard of him since."  




"Kudos to Emma. Let us have no more of these losers." Olympia raised a glass of sparkling wine to her. 




"But that was not all. Rebecca, you perhaps recall Tobias from my diaries. The one, with whom I attended the countryside party and who, eventually, decided to return to his suicidal vanilla wife. You may also recall that I was devastated by his decision to return to her. Now I can openly say that I was in love with him back then. Well, guess who I bumped into at the police station? Him! It was a coincidence that probably completely changed the course of my life. Fate arranged for us to meet at the police station, months after cutting all ties between us. No... I should rather say coincidence. I don't believe in fate." All the Ladies within hearing distance gradually ceased to speak and listened intently. 




"Till this day Emma was all mysterious about Tobias." Rebecca said to the other Ladies. "For some reason she enjoys piquing my curiosity! I still don't know if Tobias and slave Cunt are one and the same person or not." 




Emma laughed. "I do enjoy that, I admit! Isn't it fun to have you hang on my lips like that? Don't frown at me, it is one of my scarce guilty pleasures. Let me return to the story and maybe you finally learn the truth! So where was I? Oh yes… Tobias was there at the police station to report what later turned out to be a robbery, executed by his wife's drug addict lover." 




"What?!" Mistress Olympia exclaimed. 




Emma, realizing that she had a broader audience now, turned to speak to all of them. "After what had passed between us, perhaps you all know how it feels – " Emma sought the eyes of other Ladies – "when you meet and all things fall into place, just as if you parted only yesterday. This was just the case with Tobias – we immediately clicked and the chemistry between us was just mind boggling. We ended up going for a drink in Charlottenburg, to talk about what course our lives had taken since we had last seen each other. We sat together and I could tell by the dark circles under his eyes and jittery hands – he constantly toyed with his glass – that he was desperate about his marriage. His wife was not only mentally unstable, but she also had a number of lovers! No kidding. He however, felt responsible for her. After that brief encounter, our ways parted again for a long, long time. I moved to study in London and haven't heard from him since... Oh look, Cruella is waving at me, I must be off!" 




"You must be kidding; you will leave me cliffhanging again?" Rebecca exclaimed. 




"No, of course not, just for a short while, we have the highlight of the evening we were all looking forward to. Just stay tuned and you will learn all." Emma chuckled. "I am going to set the wheels in motion." Emma chirped and danced away, her purposeful joy irritating Rebecca. 




"You are incredible Emma!" Rebecca called behind her angrily, but the corners of her mouth turned up anyway.
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CHAPTER 12











Emma arrived in the kitchen where the slaves were just washing the dishes after the dinner. The clatter of china and the splashing of water – the slaves of course were ordered to wash the dishes by hand – almost made them miss her entry. She clapped her hands. At that sound they, as if lightning had struck them – all immediately let go of what they were doing and dropped to the knees at the spot where they stood. 




"Slaves, you have ten minutes to finish the dishes. Soon, Mistress Cruella and her well-oiled cane will come to inspect your performance. After that you will present at the courtyard."




All slaves waited with their heads bowed for her to depart, but once she did, they hurried to finish their task, justifiably respectful of Cruella's caning skills. Slavros was helping to dry the plates next to Fuckboy. Frenetically polishing it with a chequered kitchen towel, he sensed that whatever was going to happen, will have profound implications for his future life with Eva. "What are they going to do to us?" He whispered to Fuckboy, stealthily looking around. Fortunately, the clatter and flowing water concealed that he violated the basic command of silence.




"Well, I guess that they are going to strip the meat off our bones and feed it to stray dogs." Fuckboy joked. 




"Oh, come on... What should I brace myself for?" Slavros pleaded. 




Fuckboy looked at him and probably took pity on the wide-eyed puppy, because he laid a hand on his shoulder, and said, "How should I know? You can never tell what they are up to... They are as predictable as the Scottish weather. Sometimes they lull you into the feeling of comfort and security and the next thing you know they pull the rug from under your feet. I suspect that they have some special agenda tonight, but whatever it might be... It might very well have something to do with you, considering you are new here. Now shut it, or you will learn first-hand, what it is like to have your ass painted black and blue by Mistress Cruella. The Lady doesn't have that moniker by coincidence." 







◆◆◆




The row of males, tied together with a rope like slaves captured in a plundering Roman war, were led out of the kitchen. They all wore cuffs around both their wrists and ankles. It was already dark. The warm night shrouded itself in magnificent colors of magenta. The ground still retained the warmth of the sun that had some time ago finished its journey and disappeared in the scattered irregular clouds at the horizon. The smell of pines, grass and the evening perfume of Ladies was infatuating. What do they have in store for him? Mistress Cruella held the rope in front, Mistress Hannah at the back. They didn't have to put in any real effort, the slaves were obediently moving forward, measuring their steps to keep an even distance between one another. Slavros was among those in the middle and the surreal feeling grew even stronger with the magical evening atmosphere. 




Mistress Cruella was leading them to the courtyard, the place with low hanging yellow light bulbs. The Ladies were now seated comfortably in plush armchairs, local slaves taking care of the drinks and serving as foot stools, tables, and feet masseurs. Slavros had never seen such a concentration of women, who were so clearly aware of the power they held over these males. The strong men were reduced to wimps by the power of female sex appeal, by unashamed and diabolic skill of these women to control males through their sexuality. 




The pleasantly warm evening allowing the Ladies to wear sexy revealing evening gowns and they were in relaxed, carefree mood, enhanced by the consumption of the finest Greek wines. The Mistresses were enjoying each other’s company, holding hands, often hugging and affectionately kissing one another other in the presence of the slaves, who could only lust for the sensuality they were seeing. 




 "...that's why the dessert wines from Assyrtiko are valued so highly," Mistress Olympia explained to other Ladies, "the indigenous grape variety has extraordinary complexity and expression. I like to serve it at my Femdom parties, the smooth consistency is ideal for the training of spitting into slave’s..." 




Before Olympia could finish, Mistress Vanessa exclaimed, "There they are!" Raising her hand above her head, she rattled the metal ring, holding a collection of keys. She placed her half empty glass between the shoulder blades of one of the slave tables and walked from one slave to another, unlocking their handcuffs.




"Ladies, this is the moment you waited for... Slaves, make a row now." Emma commanded in an authoritative tone. The line of slaves knew perfectly well what to do. They made an orderly row with their shoulders almost touching one another, their positions perfectly symmetrical. Slavros observed what others were doing and tried his best not to stick out. Trying as he might, he couldn't see his fiancée anywhere. He looked around, but she wasn't there. Why was that? He remembered Fuckboy's words about unpredictability. She certainly would appear soon enough, she wouldn't leave him behind?




Mistress Emma brought forward Mistress Hannah, who stood up from the comfort of a slave chair. Hannah had exchanged her regular leather mini (her favorite style that showcased her perfectly formed legs) for no less an attractive dress, tailored from what looked like fisherman's net. The outfit accentuated her fit physique. When she strolled forward, directly assessing the slave display, Slavros felt the hair on his arms raising, such was the power of her dominant personality. 




"Ladies, today I introduce to you to the slave candidate, Slavros," said Mistress Hannah. "He is one step from the point of no return, one step from meeting his destiny as a slave of Goddess Eva. Come forward, Slavros." Slavros made two hesitant steps forward. "Don't be shy slave boy, Ladies want to take a good look at you." Hannah now stood so close to him he felt the heat emanating from her body and the sweet scent of sweat and perfume caused his cock to stir in response. "Now, a display of the new slave – " Mistress Hannah commanded him to put his hands on the bent forward and to the sides. The Ladies watched intently, and he could feel their gaze, burning into him as they examined every inch of his young, athletic body. After they had sufficiently x-rayed him, he was commanded to return to the line. 




"To warm up, we will recapitulate the slave rules of the Dominant Wives' Club. Vanessa, will you take it from here please?" Mistress Vanessa nodded and walked forward. "Our new slave candidate is expected to learn all the rules by heart, understood?" Slavros nodded, though he was very doubtful that under the present situation of great inner turmoil that he would be able to retain any sort of information. 




"Rule number one," she said, as she tapped with a cane the ass of the first slave that stood on the right. It was Vanessa's slave Pips, a scruffy guy with lanky arms. "My wife rules at all times and I must never question her authority." he recited, his gaze studiedly avoiding his examiner. "That's correct, slave! So be sure to repeat this to yourself... Slavros." 




Mistress Vanessa moved on to the second slave. She tapped on his shoulder with the cane and he promptly, perhaps with too exaggerated diction, gazed forward and recited: "Rule number two. My wife is a free woman who can do whatever she pleases, whereas a slave is completely dependent on his Mistress." Giving her slave husband a long, sensual look, Vanessa arrived at the third slave, Fuckboy. "Rule number three. Mistress Rebecca is in control of my orgasms. She decides when and if I will cum." 




Slavros didn't dare to look at the slaves as they spoke and just like the others stared in front of himself. More rules followed as Vanessa with each slave was getting closer to him, the sixth from the left. "Rule number four. My wife is fully entitled to perform physical punishments. I gratefully receive each stroke to become a better slave," said slave, addressed as 'Microcock'. "Rule number five. My wife has every right to lock me in chastity and I must never object or whine about it." 




Finally, Vanessa reached Slavros. He of course didn't know the rules, so she said the following rule out loud. "And here comes rule number six. Listen well, Slavros and repeat after me. "My wife has complete sexual freedom." Slavros repeated the sentence. He realized his voice sounded higher, not at all like his usual self. "...and I'm grateful to be her cuckold," she continued. 




Slavros, whose mind was obfuscated by the surreal situation, struggled to grasp the concept. When he finally did, he couldn't repeat what Vanessa just said. For the first time he realized that he was possibly agreeing to something he might not feel able to accept. Mistress Vanessa tried again, saying even louder:  "...and I'm grateful to be her cuckold." The Dominant Ladies finally realized that he was not deaf, but rather, was struggling with the concept.




"Seems we need to elaborate on this point a bit more!" Emma rose from her seat on the back of very stout, tanned slave. "Slavros, where do you think your fiancée is right now?" she said it with an expression of triumph and with a cadence in her voice that made him fear the worst. Slavros felt like the bottom of his stomach dropped. But no, surely, he is being paranoid, not Vanessa nor Emma implied anything as horrible as the scenario that at this moment sprang to his mind. His surroundings in the blink of an eye disappeared, and he was back in their holiday cottage, in the bedroom upstairs. His fantasy instantly invented the picture of his fiancée, sighing, writhing in orgasmic throes with another man... another strong, athletic Greek with hairy back, pounding her and she, whimpering and screaming like she always did when they had sex together. The fantasy felt incredibly real, he felt like he was standing right next to the bed. He was horrified by what his mind conjured up.




"There is a large battle going on under the surface." Mistress Hannah observed and all the Ladies laughed. 




"Give him time now, it is important for him to assimilate this into his submissive mind." Mistress Emma said. "I'm going to lend my hand here. Slavros, your fiancée is now upstairs... just fucking the nephew of Mistress Olympia here. He is one of the most handsome guys I ever saw, really, his manhood is large, and he has incredible stamina." 




Slavros felt stressful heat rising into his cheeks and he broke sweat. He gulped and swallowed at the thought of having sacrificed his masculinity earlier, only to now have an alpha male step in to fuck his Eva. He felt his fists curling up. He felt a strong impulse to dart away, it wouldn't take him more than a minute to cover the distance from the courtyard to the cottage set a few levels higher in the garden. The Ladies were watching the inner struggle that was so clearly manifesting in his body posture and fierce face. All of a sudden, something weird happened. 
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CHAPTER 13











The horrific thought that invaded his brain where his fiancée Eva was being claimed by another man was beginning to shift in Slavros' brain. The contours were changing and Slavros had no control over the process. Suddenly, his Goddess, his Eva was enjoying herself with her bull and he, Slavros, was kneeling next to the bed, his cock locked in chastity. He was aroused, horny, and waiting for them to finish so that he could lick semen from her pussy when their passionate lovemaking was over. He shook his head, trying to get rid of the weirdly attractive idea. But it was going stronger, and stronger. The whole situation lasted a minute or two, but for him it felt like a millennium. Finally, his clenched fists relaxed and again he mentally returned to the place in present space and time where he found himself.




"His mental transformation couldn't be clearer if he had the top of his scull cut off and his brain was exposed," Olympia, who was always in mood for jokes, chuckled. 




"Well, males are incredibly simple beings. Just push the right buttons and success is guaranteed." Mistress Emma said. "What's more, their joystick betrays their every thought." 




Indeed. His cock just continued to stick out at a steep angle. They had got him. Again. 




"You will learn to accept this new situation and soon enough you will derive enormous personal satisfaction from seeing your wife and Mistress happy with another man," said Emma almost kindly. 




"Now, repeat it again." Mistress Vanessa commanded. "Say – Rule number six. My wife has complete sexual freedom and I'm grateful to be her cuckold." Slavros finally managed to repeat the sentence, he didn't feel the surge of anger and insurmountable resistance he had felt just minutes ago.




The slave exhibition was now going to the next stage of the ritual, the slaves now moved in a carefully rehearsed choreography to fulfill the commands of the Ladies. 




"Ah... Look! Here arrives the Owner of slave Slavros, Goddess Eva!" exclaimed Mistress Olympia after a while.




And it was true. Goddess Eva finally appeared! She was glowing, probably the most beautiful Slavros had ever seen her. Her cheeks were flushed and her skin glowing, her eyes flashed weirdly. So radiant, so sensual, she wore white latex dress that emphasized her curves. If there ever was a woman who might call herself a goddess and who deserved the title, it was her. Did she just have a sex with another man? It didn't matter. If she did, it made her all the more beautiful. She looked like a Holy Virgin with her otherworldly beauty. All that mattered was, that she wanted him, Slavros, to be her slave, that she decided he was worthy to lick her feet and adore her ass. He was no longer macho Stavros, who saw it as his ultimate goal to fuck her day, noon and night, no, that guy was gone. Now, he was Slavros, a man born and destined to kiss the earth she walked upon and sacrifice his free will into her superior hands. 




"Hello Ladies, sorry to be late, I was having fun with Giorgios. I'm sure you understand." The Ladies cheered and toasted, wolf whistling to show their joyful support of her conduct. Slavros couldn't miss that Eva threw an eye on him for a fleeting moment as she was saying it. 




"It is my pleasure to inform you, that your slave Slavros was presented with the slave rules and accepted them," said Mistress Vanessa. 




"Good," Eva smiled. "Slave, come and meet your Owner and Mistress." Slavros did not hesitate, dropping to his knees, he crawled to meet his Goddess. 




"As you can see, he just went through the cuckolding simulation, flawlessly. His brain is rewired to accept the new reality of your relationship where he is a slave who is tolerant and supportive of your independent sex life."




"Well, I'm very glad he passed the test.” Eva said and joined the Ladies. Slavros, who gratefully took his place as his fiancée’s feet masseur, suspected that had he failed in the cuckolding simulation test, Goddess Eva would abandon him. Now he knew that she was too intimately bound to the Club, and she wouldn’t stay with a man who would fail to accept the ground rules. She decides who she will have sex with and that was it. He had no say in her sex life any longer. What was more, he realized that’s the only right way. 




When he later recalled that evening, the sequence of events seemed blurry and uncertain, but before the night was over, he was married to his Goddess in a ceremony that left no doubt about the distribution of power in the couple. He could not recall details or how it all happened. He was ushered into a festively decorated room with festoons and rows of chairs covered with white linen. In the center of the room, Eva stood tall in her sky-high stiletto heels and tight-fitting white latex dress that ended just above her knees. Slavros gratefully knelt on the hard wood floor in front of her. Her hands were folded together holding the white leash attached to his collar. 




A real wedding officiant, a kindly looking older woman was there to perform the ceremony. If he wasn’t so dazed by all that was going on, Slavros would probably wonder, if she too was a Dominant Woman.




The officiant gave an introductory speech and there could be no doubt – she was one of them. She alluded to the virtues of a Femdom marriage and encouraged Eva to be strict and loving. To Slavros she preached that he should always remain obedient. When the right time came, Slavros craned his neck upward to look Eva in the eyes and pledge his vows to her. On a card he had written his vows that he hoped, conformed to Eva’s expectations. “Dear Mistress Eva. I beg to be allowed to serve as your husband slave. I accept that You rule me at all times, and that I must never question Your authority. I accept that You are a free woman, who can do whatever She please, and as Your slave I am completely dependent on Your choices for me. I understand and accept that You are in control of my orgasms and that You decide when and if I will cum. You are fully entitled to administer physical punishments and I will gratefully receive each stroke to become a better slave. You have every right to lock me in chastity and I will never object or whine about it. As my wife, You are entitled to complete sexual freedom and I'm grateful to be Your cuckold. I affirm that this is what I truly want. Dear Mistress Eva, will you please marry me and allow me to be your willing slave?”




Eva smiled down at Stavros and responded. “You have proven yourself worthy of my time and attention. I look forward to years of your complete obedience and utter devotion to me. Yes, Slavros, as my slave husband, you may provide me with the service, comfort, and pleasure that I am entitled to.”




A crescendo of loud applause and cheers sounded out from the Dominant Wives Club Women. Even the other slave husbands were clapping at this joyful moment of celebration for Eva and Slavros.




After the ceremony was over, all the wine reserves were emptied and everyone was pleasantly drowsy from dancing. Eva reattached the wedding leash to Slavros’ collar. “This is it, my boy… our slave and Mistress wedding night… Prepare for a night to remember.”
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CHAPTER 14








After the wedding ceremony was over, The Ladies went for a walk on the beach, because the sea was never more magical than at night. The foamy wave tops under the full moon shined like a thousand diamonds. The group dispersed into pairs and small groups, enjoying leisurely chit chat, pleasantly relaxed due to the wine. They were laughing, chasing each other and fooling around like children first seeing the sea. 




Mistress Olympia walked arm in arm with Emma. "It is nice to see how they are in love. This is gonna be such a wonderful D/s relationship." Olympia observed.




"Most certainly! They are suited to each other..." Emma looked at Olympia who smiled and asked, "Would you mind if I ask something personal?" 




A strand of Olympia's curly hair got swept into her face by the fresh salty air. Emma turned to her and smiling fondly, she placed the stray lock behind Olympia’s ear. "My dearest friend, how could you not, after all you have been doing for us. You know that staying at your place rejuvenates me like nothing else... There is nothing I wouldn't give in return... ask away!" Olympia smiled at Emma's lavish praise, even though her Greek patriotism allowed her to accept such benediction of her motherland with a complacent smile.




"Well, intuition tells me that this might be a delicate subject, so I was waiting for us to talk alone. Now that the two have returned to the hotel for their wedding night..." Olympia said. Emma stopped to laugh, because Vanessa and her slave Pips were chasing and running from the foamed tide like two teenagers. 




"The question is related to the newlyweds. You see, I couldn't fail to notice how Slavros – I mean, Stavros that later became Slavros – how he stared when he arrived among us for the first time. He was staring at you Emma, white as a sheet. When you were hugging Eva, you gave him your diabolical smirk that meant something. I know, I positively know this wasn't the first time you saw this guy. I'm dying to learn what happened. Now that the couple is safely tied together by their promises, will you tell me?"




Emma laughed, "Oh, I know that you can't miss any good gossip." Eva would hold nothing against her that sooner or later would be common knowledge anyway, Emma knew. 




"This is a story with a happy ending that you just had the pleasure of witnessing. I knew a guy, he called himself Nicholas..." Emma frowned slightly and ran her hand through her mane of blonde hair. They took off their shoes and walked in the sand, bathing their feet in the pleasantly cool sea. "Now, I think I need to start with the story further back. Perhaps you recall me telling you about my time in London... Everyone heard about that I'm sure, even you, Olympia. You smile – I take it as a yes. So, some years ago I was studying at the University of London. It was few months after the blackmail. At the time I stayed with a pro, Mistress Florence in her Kensington studio. I was having quite a good time testing and experimenting with BDSM and Femdom. Back then I had so many acquaintances in the community I could hardly count them." Emma continued. "I helped Florence out and sometimes I had my own sessions with submissive guys. At that time, I never missed an opportunity to explore. I simply adored my newly found super skill – the ability to make men crawl at my feet and do whatever pleased me. I wanted to put my hands on as many slaves as I possibly could. And my god, I got dozens and dozens of them, they were so eager to serve me... they would climb up my window like ivy if given the opportunity. Fortunately, they didn't know which one was my window." Olympia chuckled.




"Well, long story short, an extraordinarily handsome, but very young guy, eighteen at that time, arrived at Mistress Florence's studio. He was a virgin both in a vanilla and D/s sense, very sweet, submissive boy – a student at the time. Because he was young, Florence thought we could click. We sessioned a few times. He was very responsive to my dominant treatment. I could tell that his vocation was to be a submissive to a Dominant Lady. There simply couldn't be any doubt that he was destined to become a slave to some extraordinary beauty. But then, he disappeared! He completely ghosted me out. Later I learned through a mutual acquaintance that he changed a great deal. He had been lifting weights and pursuing manly interests. He surrounded himself with fast cars and beautiful women, which was easy, because his family was fairly well off..." 




Olympia smirked. "I see. He did all in his power to escape what he knew was his deeply ingrained submissive inclination. Not the first one, and not the last one trying to escape the inevitable nature of their being.”




Mistress Emma turned and winked at her slave Cunt, who was walking obediently a few steps behind her. He blushed. He too was guilty of ghosting on her in the beginning of their D/s relationship. "Yeah, surely just one among many. It never ceases to amaze me; how many guys are so naive to believe that they can fight their inborn disposition." 




"Well, by now you can probably guess that the guy who went under the name of Nicholas is Eva's Slavros." 




Olympia smiled broadly, exposing her shining teeth. "Wow, what a coincidence! The world is a small place." 




"Well, it can be, but in this case, I tweaked the universe a tiny little bit." Emma smiled. 




"Okay! So, it was of your making! Tell me more!" 




Emma smiled smugly, she always enjoyed when people hung on her lips when she was telling a story. "You know me, I cannot rest until I help the providence to bring two mutually compatible people together. When I met Eva, I knew they would be the perfect match! So, I pulled some strings..."




Olympia laughed. "Well of course! No wonder that Slavros is perplexed. I guess he hasn't the slightest idea, that it is you behind his meeting Eva." 




"Quite right. Of course, no one would feel comfortable having his former Mistress in one place with his current fiancée. Bless him, he must be so confused! He must wonder if I intend to break it to Eva that we had quite a lot of fun together. Well, mischievous as I am, I am enjoying his predicament, but I’ve asked Eva to explain it to him in due course. I told her to be gentle about it – that we plotted this together. This will be a tough pill to swallow! But she will sugarcoat it for him, I'm sure. All I helped do was to put together two people together who were suited for each other." 




"Just like you and Tobias?" 




"Just like me and Tobias." Emma smiled fondly at slave Cunt. "You know that in the end he summoned the strength to leave his mental wife and we moved together, I was already back in Berlin and ready to start my career. It seems that perfect partners, doesn't matter if they are D/s or not, are tend to do all in their power to make their precious other half come alive to their potential and become the best versions of themselves. Sometimes in relationships, we feel we met the right one, only to learn that they are trying to make the other into something they are not. Tobias on the other hand always saw me in the light of my potential. He helped to shape my character, gave me support and courage to pursue a path I was uncertain about. Thanks to him I developed into the strong personality I'm today. Thanks to him I realized that I wanted to pursue my lifelong dream to be a published author and writer. He, in short, is supportive of all my endeavors and that makes him the ideal partner for me. I am inspired to try all in my power to help others achieve the same bliss."











[image: wedding couple]

CHAPTER 15














Eva and Slavros were smiling as they danced up a storm, but when Eva looked in Slavros’ eyes, he knew it was time to leave the wedding party and return by themselves back to their room.




They walked slowly on the grounds, looking up at the sky and holding hands like newborn lovers. Along the way Eva stopped and turned towards Slavros. She wrapped her arms around his shoulders, and looking into his eyes she moved her head forward to place her sexy soft pink lips against his mouth. She gave him a deep long kiss and could feel his body starting to release the tension that he had acquired from the transformation of his soul and the formal ceremony he had endured to become her slave husband.




Slavros was surprised and grateful for the affection. He began to think this was a message and that maybe she was hinting that things would be like they were before. Maybe this Dominant Wives Club membership was not so bad after all? His mind immediately was filled with lusting desire for her body. It had been so long. He had been teased and denied, but tonight was their wedding night, so things would certainly be traditional back in the room together. He imagined himself fucking Eva in their wedding suite bed and finally getting the sexual release he needed. He was so hot for her after being denied for so long. He could imagine her laying on the bed, dressed only in her garters with silk stockings attached... her long legs ending with red stilettos on her feet with her legs spread wide, unable to resist him and his rigid cock jutting out at her. He imagined climbing on top of her, pushing himself deeply inside her cunt and pounding her savagely to show that even without his hair, he was the lover she needed to satisfy her sexually.




He suddenly felt Eva’s hand squeeze against his crotch and was reminded of the chastity cage restraining his cock from access to her body.  No reason for concern, he thought. It would not be long before she would release him, and he would get to fuck her on their wedding night. He was lusting inside. This was the moment he dreamed of for so long. They started to walk again. Eva whispered into Slavros’ ear. “This will be a very special night for you and me.”




As they turned corner on the path, just before their suite, Eva looked at Slavros and pointed to the ground. He knew that she intended for him to kneel in front of her, but why now? He only hesitated a moment and as he did, Eva took the wedding leash that she was wearing as a belt around her waist and reattached it to Slavros’ collar. 




“I’m going to take you over the threshold of our wedding suite. I want you to crawl into my domain as we begin our new life together. “Heel!” ... and with that said, Eva turned and started walking towards the door with Slavros following on his hands and knees.




At the door, Eva put the handle of the leash in his mouth. “Stay”, Eva said briskly to Slavros. Eva pushed the door wide open so that it did not close after she entered. She walked a few steps into the room, and she turned back toward Slavros. “Come”, she commanded in the same crisp voice as before. Slavros obediently began moving forward and crawled to her feet from the door. Eva walked back slightly and pushed the suite door closed.




“I'm so happy that we will share this life together. Now that you have crossed the threshold into my world, we will share great thrills. I will release the energy of your true submissive nature and you will be fulfilled catering to my natural female dominance. I could not be more joy-filled for us than on this night.” Unhooking the wedding leash, Eva smiled seductively at Slavros saying, “Why don’t you stand up and get us Champagne to drink. I would like to celebrate this night with you.”




Eva gave Slavros a peck on his cheek. “I just want to freshen up. I’ll be back in a moment darling. Why don’t you get things ready so we can enjoy a few moments together?” Eva left to go change into more comfortable clothing, while Slavros turned toward the table on the other side of the room. He mused in his head, as he replayed her comment about the meaning of, “a few moments together.” 




On the table was an ice bucket holding 2002 Dom Perignon Champagne. A note on the table in front of it was addressed, “Eva and Slavros”. He opened the envelope and read the card. It was from Olympia. It said: “Congratulations. I’m so happy to be a part of the first moments of your new life. Thank you for your generous offer and for sharing this moment. I am so excited I can hardly contain myself. Love, Olympia.”




Slavros was a little confused as to what Olympia was referring to, but nonetheless he appreciated the Champagne and knew that Eva would be pleased because Champagne was one of her favorite drinks. He got two glasses down from the shelf, opened the bubbly and poured two glasses. 




After a few moments, Eva returned. When she came out of the bedroom, she was wearing a slinky, sexy plum colored camisole that hung down mid-thigh, revealing her athletic toned and tanned legs. Her shining golden-brown hair hung just over her shoulders. Her gorgeously curved body silhouette, her breasts, her waist, and her shoulders, were draped in the silk and lace she was wearing. On her feet were strapless platform shoes with spike heels that matched her chemise. Slavros shivered as he held onto their glasses, with his mouth opened slightly in breathless awe of the goddess figure slinking her way towards him.




When Eva reached Slavros, she took one of the Champagne glasses out of his hand. She clinked it against his glass and said, “To us, and the pleasure we will share in the gift of the vows that you have pledged to me.” They both took a sip. Eva walked over to a throne-like chair in the corner of the room. “Come here with me. I crave your attention.”




When he got to the chair, she sat down and pointed to the floor in front of her with her finger. Slavros knelt before her, as Eva slid forward, and she slowly spread her legs wider and wider. As she exposed her pink pussy lips to him Eva whispered, “My dear, it has been a long day. I’m feeling particularly turned on and need your tongue to ignite all the pent-up sexual energy churning inside me. Get me wet, and on the edge for more excitement and play still to come.”




Slavros leaned forward, putting his hands on her thighs. He rubbed them softly, making Eva coo with the gentle firm touch of his hands holding her legs. She slid on the chair, as he pulled her forward slightly. He began to caress the sacred place he longed to taste. Slavros’ mind went blank and was filled only with devotion for her and his awareness of Eva’s naked body. Pressed against the mound between her legs, he felt her warm thighs on his cheeks. His tongue was what she wanted, and he offered it selflessly, never tiring, thinking only of her and hearing nothing but her low moans of pleasure, as he worshipped the length of her entire pussy and then lingered over her clitoris. Slavros was so grateful to finally taste his precious Eva again. He continued to savor her delicious pussy with his lips and tongue. As her moaning increased, she closed her eyes to enjoy the familiar rising sensation of orgasmic pleasure building in her loins.




“Darling, let’s start slowly... I feel insatiable lust and wildness in my body. This is going to be a long night, and one that I have been dreaming about. I want to enjoy every moment of it that happens.” Eva was getting more and more excited. Slavros was very skilled in bringing pleasure to her body with oral sex. It was one of the things that she always looked forward to, but tonight she had bigger plans in mind. She wanted to pace herself and savor every moment that would happen on their wedding night. 




“Oh Slavros, I want to make this last forever. I adored having you on your knees today at our ceremony. Your vows were beautiful. I’ve been fantasizing about hearing them again, but I have an idea for this time. I want you to say them while you are even more vulnerable and helpless. I want to play with myself, while you say your vows and hear you truly beg to serve me. I want to feel my sexual arousal grow into ecstasy. Will you do that for me Slavros... will you repeat your vows in a truly submissive posture in front of me, so that I can look at you as my slave husband and pleasure myself? Will you sacrifice yourself for my pleasure?”




Slavros was getting hornier and hornier by the minute. He was focused on making Eva writhe in orgasmic ecstasy from his tongue worship. Still wearing his chastity device, he was expecting that after cunnilingus, Eva would take pity on him and finally release him from chastity. Once his erection escaped from the confines of the steel cage, he was counting on being able to fuck her, to pound into her cunt with deep thrusts that would bring her to another orgasm... powerful long thrusts, plunging faster and faster into her pussy, ones that would cause her to shake and scream in a fierce spasm of ecstasy. 




But something in his brain seemed wired differently now. He felt compelled to resist those thoughts... rather than object, to obey and put her desires first. “Of course, Eva, I will do as you want and repeat my vows for you to watch and hear. But I beg you, please forgive me... I know I’m not supposed to ask... but please consider me and my chastity cage on our beautiful wedding night.” 




“Since you have been so obedient and devoted today, perhaps I should overlook that you have ignored one of your rules. I’ll think about it. There is too much fun to come our way that I want to enjoy tonight. So right now, here’s what I would like you to do. Come up from between my legs, take your clothes off and put them in the drawer here. Then, go stand at the foot of the bed and let’s get started with your vow recital. Hold onto the footer board railing with your hands and just rest while I tell you something.”




Slavros approached the footer and looked at the massive bed. The mattress was waist high on the bed frame, requiring a person to climb up onto it when they wanted to lay down. The footer board itself was an artful design of rings and circles of all different sizes carved from wood. There was round wood railing at the top that complimented the curves of the rings. As Slavros laid his arms over the railing, he heard Eva get up from the chair and walk over behind him. She straddled his spread legs from behind and pressed her body against his ass and back. She reached forward and placed both her hands on his forearms. She slid them slowly and teasingly forward until she was near his wrists. 




Slavros was getting turned on by the smell of Eva’s perfume, the feel of her body pushing against his back, and her hands on his forearms. Suddenly he felt her grip tighten in a harsh way around his wrists... and as she firmly pushed down on them at the same time, Slavros felt the wooden bed railing give way, just like a carbineer latch. His wrists fell down a few inches and the railing immediately closed back up as though it had never opened. His wrists were now each encased in two of the rings carved into the bed. He was imprisoned! He tried to pull his hands back, but they were stuck in the rings. He was now standing at the foot of the bed, bent over slightly, with his arms helplessly shackled in the footboard that doubled as bondage stocks. What was happening?




Eva reached up with her hands and grabbed a hold of Slavros’ nipples, rubbing them gently for a few teasing seconds and the pinching them between her fingers. She squeezed them very tightly, which made him gasp at the pain, and then rolled her nails into the soft flesh at the tip of his protruding nipples. She closed her nails like sharp pincers against his sensitive flesh as Slavros shrieked in agony. She held it until she heard him whimper, “Please Mistress, please.” Slavros took a deep breath as the pain slowly dissipated from his chest.




Eva walked around to the side of Slavros, so he could see the stern look on her face. “I did not plan on a discipline session as part of tonight’s events, but you have left me no choice. How could you break rule number six on the very first night of our marriage? What am I to expect to come of your other vows to me? I have no intention of overlooking your carelessness and disrespect. If I let you get away with disobedience on our first night, then you will always have a lingering thought of free will in your slave mind. That must be purged from your thinking. Your attitude of obedience and respect for the rules is something that must guide any action you take.”




Eva crossed her arms. “You have disappointed me. I have decided on the appropriate punishment. Once it is done, we will go back to celebrating our wedding night. It will be done, and we will be satisfied with the resolution. There will be no resentment between either of us. We will continue our wedding night as I planned. Do you understand?” Slavros licked his lips and spoke with a parched voice, “Yes Mistress Eva, I understand and gratefully accept your punishment to make me a better slave.”




“How many days have you been denied an orgasm?” It took slavros only a split second to respond. “It has been only three days Mistress.” “Good answer, Slavros. I am pleased and impressed that you used the word “only” in your response. That is not much time at all, is it?” “No Mistress.”




“...and what rule did you disobey, slave.” “It was rule number five, Mistress.” 




‘And what is rule number five, slave?” “My wife has every right to lock me in chastity and I must never object or whine about it.”  




“Yes, it is, so let’s see. Three days of chastity multiplied by rule number five equals fifteen. That seems right, 3x5. Fifteen strokes of the cane it will be then. Eva went to the closet near the front door and pulled out a rattan cane. She wisked it through the air and while Slavros could not see the cane he could hear its threateningly loud whistle. 




Eva stood astride Slavros and slightly behind him. From the corner of his eye, he could see Eva positioning her gorgeous shapely body to administer his discipline. Then her arm moved back and before Slavros could close his eyes -




CRACK CRACK CRACK sounded out as 3 blows struck his ass quickly. After the third blow he felt all the four stripes burning at once, but held his scream inside. He did not want others to him cry out from being beaten. 




CRACK CRACK CRACK CRACK sounded a second time as Eva hit him just as hard as the first time. Still, he managed to contain the sound of his pain in a muffled whimper. He now had a lattice of eight symmetrically placed stipes across his ass cheeks. 




Eva stepped up to whisper in Slavros’ ear. “You are impressing me. I am getting very wet and you are relieving my disappointment by taking my beating well... you are also pleasing me. I suspect everything will be fine for me now, as we continue the evening fun.”




Eva stepped back into position. She steadied herself and took careful aim. A slightly higher pitched sound of CRACK CRACK CRACK filled the room and Slavros could no longer contain the shrieking screams inside his body. The motion of cane did not sound any faster or harder in the whistling air, but the pain of these three strokes was more intense and caused him gulp his breath and shriek out loud... ”Ah, ah, ah!” He realized that Eva had lashed him on his thighs just below his buttocks. His mind turned with fear as he prayed to himself that she would not hit him there again. Before he could catch his breath, he heard the loudest whistle of the cane in the air yet. 




CRACK CRACK CRACK CRACK 




This time the blows were twice as hard as what he had been given previously, but mercifully Eva had placed them on his ass to complete the lattice work of stripes. Slavros moaned in pain and breathed a sigh of relief that it was over. Her happiness returned and her displeasure with Slavros was completely vacated. Eva smiled at her artistic handiwork. This was a delightful painting to see and she knew this was going to a very impressive image for someone else to also see.




Now that the discipline session was over and things between her and Slavros were righted, Eva returned to her sexy wedding night state of mind. He too was relieved that they could get back on track. He did not know what Eva was referring to about “moments” and “events”, but he knew he had no choice in the matter — rule number two!




“Let the weeding night festivities resume,” Eva sang gleefully as she climbed up onto the bed and positioned herself against the headboard with pillows behind her back. She bent her knees and planted her feet firmly on the mattress, then she spread her legs her legs apart to expose her pussy to Slavros. As she smiled in a seductive way, Eva told him she was now ready to enjoy the site of her bound slave reciting his vows, while she used her fingers to please her pussy. 




“Tonight’s events are a special opportunity for you to truly embrace your vows to me, to own them, and let them define your being. Don’t you agree, slave? Begin to recite your vows!”




Eva took a sip of her Champagne and then set her glass down. Eva was increasingly turned-on and was ready for the next level of wedding night excitement to begin. She wet her fingers and began to masturbate herself erotically as Slavros began to recite his vows. Surprisingly, they imprinted on his mind so well, he remembered them by heart.




“Dear Mistress Eva. I beg to be allowed to serve as your husband slave. I accept that You rule me at all times, and that I must never question Your authority. I accept that You are a free woman, who can do whatever You please, and as Your slave I am completely dependent on Your choices for me. I understand and accept that You are in control of my orgasms, and You decide...”




Just then, the door to the suite opened. Eva smiled and whispered to herself, “Now the fun starts!” Entering through the door was a stunningly beautiful Olympia. She was dressed in a body-con white tank top that outlined the shapely form of her breasts and tight stomach. The tight black jeans she wore ended on her shins just above her ankles. Completing her dominant stature were open toe spikey black Louboutin heels that revealed her natural-colored pink pastel painted toenails.




“Come in dear. I’ve been waiting for you. You look so delicious... I could eat you alive.”




Olympia smiled at Eva as walked over to the side of the bed. She leaned forward and cradled Olympias Eva’s face between her hands to give her a delicious long kiss. They hugged each other and Olympia climbed onto the bed so that she could sit against the headboard, beside Eva. They put their arms around each and started kissing. Eva turned slightly towards Olympia and crossed her leg over on top of Olympia’s thigh. She put her hand on Olympia’s breast and began to fondle it. They kissed passionately, and Olivia reached between Eva’s legs to touch her pussy. As she used her fingers to massage the area, Eva started to moan.




“Slavros, why have you stopped reciting your vows? I was feeling such pleasure hearing them and I was hoping you would also share them with Olympia. The sound of you pledging your devotion makes us horny.”  




Slavros could only mutter a garbled and confused, “But...what... I...”?




“Oh, forgetful me. I should explain a bit more to you my darling husband. Today, when I spoke to Olympia during our walk on the beach, I discovered that she has never been married, and so just like me, has never experienced the bliss of a wedding night. I became very turned by her affection for me, and when we kissed on the beach, I immediately knew that she needed to participate in the experience of our wedding night. She tells me she goes both ways! My darling slave I hope you appreciate what I have in store for you as my slave-husband. I felt it was important that those less fortunate than us, those not previously married, have an opportunity to experience the thrill of wedding night sex... particularly someone like Olympia who has been so generous already.”




Slavros’ mind was exploding. This was his wedding night, and he was shackled to the foot of the bed watching his wife having sex with another woman. This wasn’t how it was supposed to be. He had been aching to be released from chastity... to be allowed to penetrate deep into his wife’s pussy after having been teased and denied. He didn’t understand, but as he watched Eva and Olympia fondling each other he was becoming strangely aroused. 




Eva turned to Olympia, ”Would you like to have your first wedding night fuck?” Olympia smiled and said, “Yes, I’ve been thinking about this all day. I want to find out what I’m missing. I would love to end this, so called virginity of mine, by taking part in a wedding night fuck.”




Slavros suddenly realized that this was going to now be  actually better than he thought! Not only was he going to have sex with Eva, but he was also going to have a three-way orgy and fuck Olympia on his wedding night! These two stunning women were on the bed together in front of him... arousing themselves to take advantage of his cock on his wedding night. How lucky was he? It was not what he had expected at all when he made the vow to be her slave husband.




“OK then I’ll be right back. Let me go get ready,” Olympia said as she got up from the bed and grabbed her bag on the way into the toilet to freshen up.




Teasingly, Eva lounged on the bed, looking like she was burning hot for sex. Hanging from her necklace was the key to his chastity cage, nestled teasingly just above her cleavage. Eva pulled it up and rubbed it seductively between her fingers for him to see. She taunted Slavros, “You are so sexy without your hair. I see you for the man you are. The man I married. Look at me... Look in my eyes slave and start where you left off with your vows. Let me hear again what you will pledge to deserve me.”




With his wrists still in bound in stocks at the foot of the bed, Slavros cleared his throat and began his vows where had been interrupted before.




"I understand and accept that You are in control of my orgasms and that You decide when and if I will cum. You are fully entitled to administer physical punishments and I will gratefully receive each stroke to become a better slave. You have every right to lock me in chastity and I will never object or whine about it..."




Just then Olympia came back in the room. Slavros turned his head and halted his vows. He gasped at the sight of her, trying to comprehend what he was seeing.




Olympia was still fully clothed in her form fitting tank top, tight jeans, and stilettos, but her tapered and athletic body was powerfully sexier now. Around her waist she wore a rigid realistic looking veined cock, which jutted out in front of her crotch in a threatening way. She strutted over to bed and gave Eva a little kiss. Her physical presence was dominating the room. “Thank you for sharing your bridal bed with me. I’ve always wanted to have a wedding night fuck.”




Olympia moved toward Slavros. She stopped behind him. “From the red color of these caning stripes, it looks like someone has been a bad spouse this evening. What happened dear boy?” Eva spoke up. 




“It seems he forgot rule five, not to ask for release from chastity.” 




“Oh my... that is an important rule to remember for a slave. Nothing makes a Mistress Wife angrier than a selfish husband who that wants chastity release, and then loses focus on his wife’s needs and desires. I hope you learned your lesson!”




Olympia reached under his chest and took hold of his nipples. She began to massage them between her fingers, rubbing, and then squeezing them without hurting him. Slavros felt his body start to tremble in arousal from her foreplay. Olympia leaned forward and whispered into his ear in a soft seductive voice. “You are stunning with all your hair removed. When I saw you hairless this afternoon, I knew that I had to fuck you. There was something about your vulnerable nakedness, that makes you slutty and that makes my dominant lust rise. I’m going to give you more than you expected on your first night of marriage. I am glad you have pledged your obedience to women, just as your wife expects.”




Olympia reached down to grab his cock. Holding onto the cage she pulled on it in a teasing and stimulating way that caused him to begin swelling up even more. “Too bad you are confined and can’t experience pleasure with your cock right now. You poor boy. Eva has told me how badly you want to come. I offered to help her with that. To do that, I will teach about other pleasure centers in your body that can bring you rapture.” 




Olympia then grabbed Slavros on the hips and pushed her phallus against his ass. Her cock was already slippery with lube, and she moved it under him until she found his anus. She pressed her cock forward against the ring and entered Slavros’ body. She kept going and pushed herself deeply into him. He gasped and began to moan as she pulled it back the full length, only to push it back in just as deep. Olympia was gently and sensually fucking him like a new lover. As Slavros moaned again from the deep penetration, he opened his eyes and saw Eva in front of him on the bed masturbating herself. When she saw him staring at her, she crawled over on her hands and knees to look him directly in the face.




“Oh, my darling, you are making Olympia so happy to experience the bliss that only newlyweds can experience. Her face is flushing with dominant delight. I’m sure that she will come in no time. You are being such generous lover with her by giving yourself up for her pleasure.”




“But, Slavros sweetheart, this is such torture for me. I am still on fire with unresolved lust. I am so close on the edge, and you are busy getting fucked by your other girlfriend. I am so jealous of you enjoying your fuck without me. Do you think it is fair on our wedding night for only you to enjoy sex?”




Eva reached for the chastity key on her necklace and held it up in front of Slavros. His mind raced with excitement. “Oh my god,” he thought, “she is finally going to free my cock so that I can fuck her and Olympia together in a three way.” He was feeling euphoric at the coming prospect of such an orgy, where he could feel the bodies of these two sexy women against his.




Eva pursed her lips, sending a sweet air kiss to Slavros. Then, with a vixen-like smile, she put the key back between her breasts and in a sexy voice said, “but you seem busy at the moment so blissfully occupied in Olympia’s embrace. And you are also unable to do anything for my pleasure, while you are locked in your chastity cage. I need a cock inside me, my love. Watching you two fuck each other... seeing you both so close to orgasmic bliss. I am so turned on. I am on the edge. I need to come on our wedding night also.”




Slavros was about to speak out to Eva, when he remembered he had just been punished for breaking Rule 5! He did not want to be punished again. Instead of speaking, he kept his thoughts to himself. He felt helpless listening to his mind say, “But if you just unlock me, I can give you what you want. You can have my cock inside you, and we can...”




Just then Slavros heard the suite door open again. As Olympia continued pumping into him, he turned his head slightly. His eyes froze. Coming in the door was  a guy. Just by looking at him and his features he knew that this is Olympia’s nephew Giorgios! He was dressed in a tight t-shirt and shorts with no shoes. Slavros looked back at Eva on the bed. She had a seductive tantalizing smile on her face, as her eyes lit up. She signaled with her beckoning hand for Giorgios to come over to the bed.




Slavros’ mind felt fucked up. This could not be happening to him. His thoughts raced. “This is not possible," he thought, "this is our wedding night... I made my vows, but I had no understanding of the depths of submission that would be required of me.”  




As he grew increasing humiliated, he recalled the rule that the Dominant Ladies had used to break his will during his initiation. “Oh my god! Rule number six: My wife has complete sexual freedom and I'm grateful to be her cuckold.” He had agreed to her cuckold rule and she was  about to use her sexual freedom to take a female lover and a male lover at the same time. She was fully testing the extent of his obedience! He felt the warm comfort of submission rising to embrace him as he realized it was futile to resist defeat. Somehow, this thought came to him as a comfort. If there was no way to prevent this, he could as well enjoy it.




As Giorgios approached, Eva turned sideways and dropped her legs off the side of the bed. Giorgios stood in front of her. He dropped his shorts to the ground and his large cock was exposed. He leaned forward to lift her chin with his fingers and planted a deep wet kiss on her lips. He stood straddling her body and using his legs, pushed her thighs apart. Placing his hands on her shoulders he pushed her backwards so that she fell flat on the bed. Climbing up onto the bed, he hovered over her on his knees and took hold of her body beneath her arms and using his strength he slid her further onto the bed. He grabbed hold of her wrists and stretched them above her head as he laid down on top of her and kissed her again deeply and passionately.




Eva looked up from kissing Giorgios and glanced over at Slavros. She moved from under Giorgios and got up on her hands and knees to directly face Slavros and Olympia. She was kneeling in the doggy position and Giorgios positioned himself just behind her. 




"Do you want this? Tell me you want me to fuck you!" Giorgios said. 




Eva looked Slavros deeply in the eye. "Oh yes, I crave it, I want you to fuck me. I want you to show my slave who's zthe alpha here!" Girgios just smirked, he clearly thought it is capital fun to humiliate Slavros like that, it was written all over his face. As Giorgios finally penetrated Eva, her eyes rolled and closed briefly. Then she looked Slavros in the eyes and licked her lips. “Oh, this is a dream come true...” Slavros realized that she wanted this all that time. He felt powerful surge of humiliation and Giorgios penetrating his wife felt like he was stabbed in the abdomen. But at the same time he felt intense arousal, the most powerful submissive emotion he had ever felt.




Both Giorgios and Olympia began to pump together in rhythm, moving in and out at the same time. Olympia fucking Stavros and Giorgios fucking Eva. Looking directly into Eva’s eyes, Slavros could see the rapture of unbridled pleasure filling up her body. Each time Giorgios pounded into her, Eva let loose with a sexy breathy grunt from the impact. Her eyes were getting glassy, and maybe his were too, as he began to feel Olympia’s thrusts escalate his pleasure.




Very soon Olympia was moaning louder, as she ground her hips over and over against Slavros’ ass. As she pushed back-and-forth, Slavros could feel pleasure coming from his prostate. It felt good, but what was happening to him? He could sense something leaking from his body, and as he looked down between the rails of the footboard stockade, he saw white semen dribbling from the end of his cock. 




Eva rolled over onto her back. In one smooth motion she spread her legs wide for Giorgios and bent her legs at the knees, raising them to expose her pussy to his massive cock that was positioned at the opening to her pussy. As Slavros watched, Giorgios plunged his cock into Eva’s wet receptive mound. She grunted and sighed in pleasured whines as Giorgios continued pumping into her pussy.




As Giorgios thrust the full length of his shaft into Eva, Slavros could now feel Olympia forcefully slamming her pelvis against his ass and pushing her cock deeply into his body. Just then, Olympia screamed in sheer orgasmic pleasure, as her body shook uncontrollably against his.




While Olympia was still panting in pleasured breathing sounds, Eva was grinding away underneath Giorgios. He drove his cock deeper into her, splitting her pussy wider apart. Eva was moaning, “fuck me, fuck me faster!” She was close to her orgasm and with a final burst of deep long pounding thrusts, she felt her orgasm explode through her pelvis and weaken her legs. She cried out in pleasure as Georgios thrust hard one last time against her and he released a load of cum deep inside the bride.

	

◆◆◆




Eva was asleep on the bed in a haze. Giorgios had left earlier, just when Eva began passing out from exhaustion. Olympia now pushed a button on the bed rail to free Slavros from the bondage stocks. As he stood up, trying to guess what would come next, Olympia smiled and pointed to Eva’s prone body. “Go be next to your wife and hold her. But before you do, turn and face me. Eva gave me something to use earlier tonight... when I felt the desire to do so.” 




Olympia reached into her jeans pocket and pulled out a second copy of the chastity key. She took hold of his chastity cage in her hand and opened the lock. As Slavros’ cage was pulled off, he began to feel reinvigorated and grateful to Olympia. But then he started to think, and began to say, “...Eva will be furious with me when she sees my cage is g....” Olympia put a finger against his lips to quiet him. “Shhhh. You will be OK. Eva told me she desperately wants to fuck you on her wedding night... and to make sure I leave you with enough stamina to please her also.” 




As Olympia turned to leave the room, she kissed Slavros on the cheek, and with a wink said, “Thank you, lover boy.”




Slavros climbed onto the bed next to Eva. She reached for his hand and kissed his lips. She began to tease his nipples and the tingles electrified his body arousal. “I have been fantasizing about having my wedding night orgasm with you my dear Slavros.” She reached down to grab hold his cock that was now free. “I don’t think I have ever felt your cock swell up so large, darling.” He could barely contain himself as she slid over on top of him, laying her gorgeous breasts against his chest. They looked deeply into each other’s eyes, as Eva lifted her hips slightly, and spread her legs wide to allow Slavros’ swollen cock to penetrate her newlywed pussy.
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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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