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Chapter 1










A pretty, curly haired eighteen year old girl sat on a park bench in the park at St. Lambert’s Catholic School. Her male companion, Oliver, was a boy roughly her age with blue eyes and a fair complexion. He wasn’t sitting on the bench with her, but dutifully on the grass at her feet. 




“You know what I want you to do, Oliver,” she whispered to him. 




Indeed he did. 




“Yes, Cristine,” he replied enthusiastically as he swiftly shuffled closer to her, starting to unbuckle her shoes. 




“My feet are crammed in these bloody shoes. Is the Spanish inquisition running this place?”  




She sighed in relief as her perfect little foot in a nylon stocking finally slid out of its flat-soled torture device. 




Oliver hesitated.




“You have permission to take off my stockings now,” she encouraged, amused at his excitement. His breath deepened as his hands slowly traveled over her knee until he reached the top of her thighs and found the edge where he could sense the suspenders, clipped to her stockings. 




Against all the school’s rules of modest clothing, she wore lace garters daily. Oliver could not help himself and suddenly felt very tight in his underwear. 




Every touch of her smooth skin under his fingers, so high above what was otherwise visible under the shapeless skirt, excited his imagination and his hands trembled as he released the stocking. He very slowly rolled and slid it down her leg. Cristine's skin was shaven and velvety soft. He desired, with every fibre of his being, to plant a thousand kisses on her beautifully shaped legs to show his devotion.




“Don't even think about it. I did not allow you to do that,” she warned in a playful voice. 




He immediately snapped to attention. Did she read his thoughts? In his mind there was no doubt that she could. She was incredibly bright, and her ability to comprehend and decipher his thoughts was almost unnatural. He was head over heels in love with her. But he knew he was certainly not alone when it came to his feelings for Cristine. 




Aside from being the cutest of all the girls in the year and being a champion of justice for all bullied and disadvantaged schoolmates, she seemed very mature for her age. And yet her facial features still retained a fascinatingly youthful appearance, despite her slightly acquilline nose.




 Although she was wearing a school uniform that wasn’t in the least bit flattering, the contours of her clothes still betrayed her very appealing figure. Cristine’s breasts were too full to conceal so easily and her hips were pleasantly rounded, accentuating her tiny waist. 




It was part of the school’s philosophy to keep the erotically awakened youth from temptation by dressing them in the most horrendous, shapeless rags. Needless to say, this approach failed on all fronts. And it didn’t help that the extensive school grounds included a park and a lake offering a countless number of secluded spots for students to have their private time away from prying eyes.




For the last few weeks, however, Cristine didn’t miss a single opportunity to repeat this same little rendez-vous with Oliver on a bench that was conspicuously facing the left wing of the main building. This particular bench was placed under a large old oak that partially shielded the view from the school. But the impressive tree still left a substantial portion of the ancient school building in plain sight. If someone wished to observe them from the window, he would have them on a silver platter. Cristine shot an occassional look in that direction. For a moment she thought she saw a silhouette of a figure in one of the windows belonging to the offices on the first floor.




“Oh, I guess the plan might just work out after all!” Cristine whispered to Oliver, trying to act casual. “I almost thought I would have to leave this school without solving the problem. Time is running short, and summer vacation is only a few weeks away.” 




“Are you sure about this, Cristine? Do you realize how dangerous this could be?” Oliver asked timidly.




“Oh, I’m very sure. If I don’t do something about it, no one will. Besides, you’ll have my back, right?” Cristine said, waving-off the matter carelessly. “Let’s not overthink this. As of right now, all is going according to plan and we both know what to do.”




“Whatever you say, Cristine,” Oliver responded.




But Cristine’s thoughts had already drifted to her upcoming summer plans. Her brow contracted in a discontented frown.

 

"For some reason my foster parents insist on me going to the Catholic summer camp this year. Right before college. Here I am... an adult now... and they still send me off to camp like a little child! I can't see myself surviving the lectures. I know my mom means well, but what's the point? I’m not religious in the least. And I doubt spending my last few months before college in some sort of religious camp is suddenly going to change that," she mused.




But Oliver was not paying much attention because he had just started to work on the removal of her other stocking. "Sorry Cristine, what did you say?" he responded, bewildered after a few seconds pause. 




She smirked and playfully slapped his cheek. His face flushed pink as he raised hazy blue eyes to her. She knew by his expression that she had already succeeded in turning Oliver into another of her devoted suitors.




"Nevermind. Just keep doing what I told you." 




She played him like a fiddle. With every word that she spoke with her sensual lips, he lost ground and slid deeper into the submissive world Cristine was weaving for him, where his only purpose was to give her pleasure in any way she desired.




Now he held both of her dewy, fragrant little feet, with their adorable little toes and their slightly wrinkled soles resting festively in his hands like coronation jewels. He had never done it in his life, but he somehow felt the urge to lick each of her toes to show his devotion. Yet again, Cristine predicted his thoughts. She raised her leg and placed her right foot directly on his nose, which was for a brief moment snuggly placed between her toes. He could smell her fragrant sweat and just the idea of being in such a humiliating position, within view of the school, was enough to make his head spin.




"You will massage my gorgeous feet, my little toy. But you are not yet worthy to clean them with your tongue. Not yet anyway." He obeyed and carefully took one foot. Entranced, he started to work on it with all the skills he had. Her soft moans and sighs of contentment were driving him crazy. She could see that and lightly touched the bulge on his trousers with the free foot. He knew that when he got home he would have the most excruciatingly satisfying orgasm while fantasizing about this exact moment. But he would not be alone.  This time... finally, there was someone watching.




✽✽✽




A week after Cristine’s erotic massage on that bench, followed by another the next day and the day after, Cristine was summoned to the office of Father Patrick. He was a balding, older priest with unremarkable features and very stiff, controlled manners. When he shuffled down the corridors of the school, his arms were glued to his sides and his strait-backed, lurching gait made even the simple act of walking the halls an unusual spectacle. He had been teaching literature and art for as long as anyone could remember. He occasionally organized exhibitions of student’s art work in the main hall.




This was the first time Cristine had been summoned to his office. Throughout her high school career, she had mostly avoided him. All the girls did. It wasn’t difficult for someone as perceptive as Cristine to catch Father Patrick staring hungrily at her on their occasional meetings in classes or in the corridors. Once, she had  participated in one of his little exhibitions with her expressionist Jesus that would have easily passed for a late stage Grünewald. 




When he supervised her in the process of painting he stood so close she could smell his unpleasant breath. Providing her with his insights, he almost imperceptibly brushed her arm with his hand and she could feel how erotically charged he was towards her. She was disgusted by this unwanted attention. But now in her final year, Cristine realized that Father Patick’s obvious weakness to her charms might be useful.




Cristine entered his office and had to steady her nerves. She felt danger in the stuffy air of Father Patrick’s little office. But her plan was already in motion, and she could not back out now. She had come too far. Cristine carefully placed her bag on a solid wood table by the door so that it stood in an upright position. Her hair was arranged in a careless bun showing her slender neck, revealing a modest thin necklace adorned with an unpretentious golden cross. 




Father Patrick sat on the window sill and pretended to admire the breathtaking view of the surrounding park.  He took a considerable amount of time before taking his meditative gaze from the horizon. Cristine noted how clearly the park bench under the oak could be seen from Father Patrick’s office. He continued to establish his superiority by letting her stand awkwardly behind the door. Cristine took a moment to look around the room.




The heavy dark wood paneling harbored shelves with a number of art and literature books. A reproduction of the famous Bernini's Ecstasy of St. Teresa drew her attention. It was a sculpture of a nun in a state of religious trance. Lips parted, eyes half closed, her expression indistinguishable from the throes of orgasm.  




Father Patrick gestured to a hard and uncomfortable wooden chair with a tall back, even though there were a number of much more comfortable club chairs in the room. Her nerves had calmed considerably, and Cristine sat down as negligently as she could muster, signaling that she was not at all afraid. He was watching her intently, probably analyzing her body language and deciding what strategy to choose.




"Do you know why I summoned you here today?" he asked with studied carelessness.




"I don’t know… is it because of the interpretation of the Bernini's Ecstasy of Saint Teresa? I missed the class on Bernini after all. It is so kind of you to take care of your students so... closely and personally," she retorted innocently. But there was an elusive, yet definitely distinguishable tinge of sarcasm in her voice. He was slightly puzzled, but her mention of the statue aroused him. Was he deluding himself or was it a sexually charged remark?




He needed to compose himself. Cristine was clearly not easily intimidated. But she was also one-of-a-kind and her beauty was imposible to ignore. She would graduate soon, and he had kept his feelings in-check for many years as she was clearly wild and unpredictable. Certainly not a good risk for a man in his position. But now she was just where he wanted her.  He had her encounter with that boy Oliver, and their clearly inappropriate relationship to use against her. So with that, he finally could add her to his collection.  




"Are you aware of any failure in your behavior as a dutiful student of this school and member of the Church?" he started in a neutral tone as he turned his back to her to arrange a few of the disordered books in his library. 




"No, I'm not. But I‘m guessing you will enlighten me. How is it that you think that I diverted from the Catholic doctrine?" she retorted dryly, covertly examining her bracelet - an elaborate golden jewel with initials AA. The bracelet that she always had to hide in her sleeve because jewelery was strictly forbidden at the school.




He drank-in her gaze and admired the gorgeous figure right there in front of him. She was defenseless in the seclusion of his office. This haughty, curly-haired goddess with such a delicious figure. The young boys in school were not the only ones obsessed with her distant “Ice Queen” image. The little bitch even wore garters to school just to taunt men! He knew how she used the boys to run errands for her, and that she, as clever as she was, did not bother to do her homework. Why would she, when an army of drones was ready to gratify their little queen? But now he had power over her. 




He envisioned himself unbuttoning her blouse and firmly grasping her breasts. He could almost smell her fragrant pussy on his fingers. Being so protective of herself, she was surely still a virgin. What a thrill it would be to penetrate her for the first time, to humiliate the inaccessible and proud princess. Perhaps it would be more fun if she resisted a little. He was getting bored with the harmless mice that were so terrified of him they would immediately do whatever he wanted. 




"I'm afraid you have done something very bad and wicked," Father Patrick started gravely. She inclined her head to the side with an innocent look. Father Patrick went to the door and locked it, putting the key in his pocket.




"Don't play innocent. I have a feeling you know exactly what I'm talking about. I have it all here." 




He took a camera with a zoom lense out of his desk drawer. He stepped so close to her he could smell her rich hair. He pressed a few buttons and played a short sequence from the camera.  It was greatly zoomed-in and a little bit shaky, but clear enough. His voyeristic little video showed Cristine and Oliver, of course. Father Patrick was even so lucky as to catch the very moment Oliver was finally allowed to lick her toes.




"I have decided to give you a chance and keep it from your parents and the school superiors, if I see you are truly repentant and determined to mend your behavior. I believe a young girl like you simply needs discipline and a firm hand to keep her morals high. I walk with Jesus. I am blessed with being his representative here on earth. And it is through me that you can cleanse yourself of all your sins," Father Patrick's voice started to tremble slightly with arousal.




Her eyes shone and she looked him right in the eye. Father Patrick had a slightly uneasy feeling that Cristine’s gaze somehow resembled that of a hawk rather than a doe. He was actually expecting tears, and was mildly surprised she was looking at him at all. Why wasn’t she staring at her shoes and crying? He should have taken this as a signal to retreat. But he was already infatuated with his fantasies and the smell of her hair. He was too far gone to stop now.   




"If you don't mend your ways and show me repentance, I will have no choice but to tell the Headmaster and you will be expelled," he continued.




"Oh, Father Patrick, I cannot be expelled!  I’m so close to graduating, and my parents would kill me. Please - how can I redeem myself?" she cried with mock panic.




 "And finally... I’ve got her!", Father Patrick thought triumphantly.




He couldn't resist it anymore, he lifted her from her chair and pushed her back into the shelves of books, pressing his body on hers, his erection growing stronger every second. He pushed his crotch on her pubic bone, he fondled her breasts and kissed her neck passionately. She whimpered softly and tried to push him away, but he was stronger than he looked. Then he pushed her to her knees and started to unbutton his clerical robe.




"You mean... that if I suck your cock and... and if I submit to you... and, and if I let you fuck me, you won’t tell my parents?" she said in an innocent voice as she turned her large eyes, that were now welling up with tears, towards the floor. 




"Yes, you will suck my cock and you will cleanse yourself through me and I will grant upon you my divine right of absolution. Take my cock as an instrument of your connection with the God Omnipotent," he babbled excitedly as he was struggling to free his member from his underwear. 




Cristine reached to start unbuttoning him, as if to help Father Patrick disrobe, but instead she thrust her hand into his pocket and stole the key to the locked the door.




She swiftly jumped to her feet and ran to the door, throwing it wide open to the corridor as she retrieved her school bag. Before Father Patrick could hastily re-button his robes, she drew her own little camera out of her bag and pressed the red button to stop the recording.




"This is it you coward, you sleazy pervert. Now I have everything I need. You will never molest anyone again because now you’re the one on camera.  And tomorrow all the local newspapers will know."




Father Patrick yelled frantically and ran after her. She was much faster and more agile and he couldn't gain ground on her in the corridors. If he could just get her camera, he thought, then she wouldn’t have anything on him. He rushed after her... failing to notice that Oliver was waiting to stop his office door from closing behind him.




Oliver quietly slipped into Father Patrick‘s office and found his camera. Their plan was to get back any evidence against Cristine. But while Cristine and Oliver didn’t know it yet – Father Patrick’s camera held a lot more than what they had bargained for. He had recorded a number of his illegal escapades over the years, all contained in that same little camera. And there was also a notebook, complete with pictures and minor biographical details of the poor young women he had abused. Oliver took this too.










✽✽✽




Cristine met with Oliver later that day in his home. They lived in the same neighborhood and both families knew each other well. When the doorbell rang, Oliver was downloading the incriminating evidence from father Patrick's camera to his own PC and also to an external USB drive. His heart jumped as he took the stairs by two, to open the front door for Cristine. 




"Ready?" she winked at him. 




Cristine had already changed from her school uniform into her casual clothes. Skinny jeans were accentuating her beautiful legs and her hair was down in cascades of shiny black curls. A Greek goddess that somehow reincarnated into a Catholic schoolgirl, he mused. She looked glorious in anything she wore, but she was well aware how to dress to thrill. Her top offered the perfect illusion of nudity - cut outs on the shoulders and in the cleavage. Sexy, but not vulgar.




"Would you stop staring at me and let me in?" she laughed, but she was pleased with the effect her appearance had on him. He hastily stepped aside. Cristine cheerfully greeted his mother, who was getting ready to go out, and the two of them rushed to his room upstairs. 




"I'll be back in no time," called Oliver's mother from the bottom of the stairs.




“Okay,” Oliver responded as they heard the front door slam shut.




"Did she honestly just leave me here alone with you, the praying mantis I am?" Cristine teased.




"She will be back soon though," he retorted and blushed like a virgin.




"You should be scared! You know the kind of reputation I have. I like to have boys like you for an afternoon snack." 




She giggled and started to look around his room, moving around with the elegance of a movie star on a red carpet. She saw Star Wars figures, a number of computers in various stages of construction, and the game of chess. A complete nerd, she thought. 




"You pleased me very well today. Father Patrick deserves to be thrown in jail. You will be rewarded for your faithful service! Kneel now."




Suddenly inspired, she took a replica Star Wars lightsaber from a shelf and performed a knighthood ceremony by tapping him on both shoulders.




"I dub thee Sir Knight. From now on, you are in my service. I am your liege Lady and you are my servant. Now bow to me."




Oliver reverently bowed and kissed the tips of Cristine's slippers.




Cristine started to slowly unbutton her jeans. Oliver's head spun as he knelt in front of her. His cock twitched. It was almost rock hard even through the "knighthood ceremony". His hormones kept him in a state of permanent arousal. He was constantly worried he might ejaculate by accident. She slipped the jeans below her ass and turned so that he had her beautiful cheeks right before his eyes. She wore a black lace thong.  




"To sanctify this holy act... you will adore my Royal ass," she commanded imperiously. He obeyed instantly and started to caress her amazing curves. He kissed and licked both ass cheeks like his life depended on it. He was madly excited by the mere idea of how close her pussy was at that moment. He would do anything and endure everything just to be able to smell it, and taste it. He tried to move closer by nestling his nose between her ass cheeks to reach with his tongue as far as he could. But Cristine was a teasing devil and after a short interval of allowing his futile efforts to reach her sweet vagina, she pulled her jeans up again with a smirk.




"Please, please let me taste you, you’re driving me crazy..." he whimpered weakly. 




She only laughed. Instead she pulled him up to a standing position, so he was looking directly into her deep dark eyes. He was taller than her and her tantalizing lips were just mere inches away from his. She waited a few seconds and then she leaned closer and gave him deep sensual kiss, touching lightly on his rock hard cock still uncomfortably stuffed into his trousers. She parted her legs slightly so one of his knees slipped between her legs. 




Towering above her, he was so aroused that his primal instincts almost overcame him and he lost himself in the fantasy of taking her right then and there on the table she was leaning on. He desired her so badly, even though or precisely because he hadn't been with a woman yet. He envisioned her moaning and groaning as they moved in the perfect unison of passionate, almost violent sex. He wanted to grasp her body possessively and take her like an animal. He wanted to drag her to his bed, lie on top of her, and ravage her. He felt an almost irresistible urge to thrust his cock deep into her and fuck her hard until he climaxed and pumped all his semen into her.




But Cristine was accustomed to evoking such strong passion in men. She relished driving them mad and it aroused her intensely. Every time she drove a man to a desire so strong he began to dream of taking her by force, her panties got all soaked. She adored the idea that boys wanted her body so intensely. She just loved to tease and deny them, she enjoyed this game so much, and yet she was still a virgin, just like Father Patrick in his predatory instincts aptly unraveled. But she would not be conquered. What would be the fun in that? She had realized early that she could control boys better if they were mad with desire.




"You know that you’re not worthy to taste my pussy just yet. But if you keep pleasing me like this, I do like your chances. You are my servant, and a knight in shining armor. As such you might just earn some privileges," she teased playfully.




He gradually awoke from the trance and back to his submissive self. She was getting him so determined and eager to serve, he could hardly believe it himself. He was ashamed for his base and sinful thoughts of taking her by force.




"Now let's get ready, we have work to do. The police station closes to the public in an hour," she said as she ejected the USB drive from his computer.




"They will be very interested in this."




✽✽✽




After handing over their evidence on Father Patrick, Cristine hurried right home and arrived at six. Her family lived in a large suburban house in the outskirts of a bleak industrial city. It was a house constantly full of people. It took some cunning to creep in through the back door without being seen. Had she been spotted entering through the main door, she would have been immediately caught in the usual frenzy of family interaction, induced to play with the younger kids, or received some other share of the household chores. 




Cristine wanted first and foremost to finish her mission. She planned to send a message to the parents of the other students attending St. Lambert's Catholic School and make a case against Father Patrick in the local press as well. She hid in the closet with her laptop and used her mothers' mailing list of St. Lambert's parents. Her mother, Claire, ran an annual charity bazaar on the school premises and during the years it had become a well attended and popular event. After hitting the send button, she Googled the local papers and found a list of editors.  Not knowing any of them, she simply chose a few at random.




Trevor and Claire Upright had been foster parents for several decades and they were currently in their mid sixties. Until little Cristine was placed with them, they had never met a child so strong, thoughtful and spirited, but also so defiant and obstinate. They had done an admirable job in leading other children through troubled teenage years to maturity, all the while instilling in them the values and morals of the Catholic faith. 




Cristine was a different matter entirely. She strongly resisted their efforts to convey the positive aspects of the Catholic message and the importance of Jesus and his teachings. The older she got, the more critical and uncompromising she was. 




Trevor and Claire were getting increasingly desperate of their futile efforts. In all honesty, they were anticipating rather anxiously the time when she would leave the nest. But until she moved out to college, they considered it their duty and obligation to keep her from harm and do their best to divert her from what they saw as moral destitution. 




The older children were putting younger ones to sleep and the tired parents sat in the living room enjoying a precious few moments of quiet tranquility. At these times they often talked of their children while Claire sewed and Trevor read from a local newspaper.




"That woman from London wrote again. I'm quite worried that some day Cristine will bump into her," Claire said. She had put great emphasis on the word woman, and didn’t attempt to hide her utter and complete disdain of the person. She dropped the letter on the table as if the paper itself was evil.




Cristine was just coming down the stairs, satisfied with her quest against Father Patrick, when she overheard her name and caught the conversation mid-sentence. She froze. They obviously thought she was not home yet, talking about her so openly. She pricked up her ears and listened on.




"I can hardly believe it, but it seems this is somehow hereditary. You would think that after taking such pains to lead Cristine correctly all these years we would see at least some results!? Have you heard what Melissa said last time? Cristine is exploiting boys to her advantage. It is almost incredible... considering she’s never even heard of the woman and she seems to be turning into her perfect copy," Claire said with despair.




"It is not your fault. You can’t always change people. Perhaps she was just born with it," Trevor replied, hoping that this half-hearted reply would satisfy Claire enough to let him finish his football column. 




Suddenly one of the babies upstairs started to wail. Claire, diverted from her thoughts, jumped to her feet and ran to inspect the child, leaving the mysterious letter from the unknown woman on the coffee table. Cristine promptly hid in the closet and let her mother attend to the crying baby. Then she quietly crept into the kitchen and acted like she had just arrived.




"Daaad? I'm home! I brought you your favorite jumbo sized paella from the Papa José's," Cristine sang out from the kitchen. Nothing could’ve had a better effect on the insatiable Mr. Upright. He dropped the newspaper instantly and ran happily to add a few pounds to his already prominent midsection.




"Thank you, honey," Trevor said between chews, as Cristine smiled at him sweetly. The letter had been left unattended on the table, and before the family started to buzz around the living room once again, it was safely concealed in Cristine's pocket.




✽✽✽




Cristine locked herself in the bathroom and sat on the edge of the bathtub. If there was anything she was bitter about, it was Claire and Trevor’s approach to her past. Arriving into their custody in her fourth year, she did not remember much. She coaxed them repeatedly, but they were adamant. 




Both parents maintained they knew nothing more of her past than what they had already told her. Claire explained that her mother had died in hospital of some aggressive viral infection and her father was unknown. But over the years she had caught a few of the worried little glances Claire and Trevor gave each other when she asked about her natural parents.




She hastily lifted her hair into a bun to prevent it from falling in her face and opened the envelope. Her fingers shook slightly in agitation.




This was the ultimate proof they lied. Whatever their reasons, this was patently wrong. She felt a surge of resentment when she unfolded the letter.




Dear Ms. Upright,




I understand you decided years ago not to allow me to know my niece. Considering your honest and undoubtedly well-meaning effort to raise Cristine in the Christian spirit, I will not resort to the underhanded practice of contacting her behind your back. It is not my intention to ruin your relationship. 




Let me make it clear, however, that as she has recently reached maturity, I do plan to get in touch with her soon. With this letter, I am providing you with an opportunity to tell her about her biological family. You may wish to tell her about me in your own way, or you may run the risk of debasing yourselves in her eyes when the moment comes that we do meet, and she suddenly discovers she has family you have kept concealed from her.




With the best regards,

Artemisia Angelis 







Cristine was rarely overpowered by her emotions, but this revelation was a bit too much to swallow. Her foster parents were keeping a biological relative - her own aunt – a secret from her. 




She stormed out of the bathroom with the unfolded letter in her hand and bound straight for the living room. To her frustration the room was now full of her siblings who retired to watch TV after dinner.




"Your favorite lasagna is on the stove Christine," Claire informed her, keeping her eyes on the TV screen. She had obviously completely forgotten about the letter.




"I need a word with you Claire - in private!" Cristine announced blankly. Everyone's eyes were at her instantly. It was not customary under the Uprights’ roof to address their foster parents in any other way than "mom" and "dad", much less to use such a tone.




At that point Claire noticed the letter in Cristine's hand. Her face flushed crimson, but she composed herself and followed Cristine outside. If a private conversation was to be had, the Uprights always retired to the winter garden. Even as angry as she was, Cristine was not so inconsiderate as to confront Claire in the living room in front of all the younger children.




 "I guess you owe me an explanation. I overheard the conversation and read this," Cristine confronted her. Claire was momentarily speechless, so Cristine continued.




"Okay, mom. Let me get this straight. You lied to me all through my childhood... You claimed I have no biological family, even though you’ve allowed the other kids to associate with their blood relatives?"




Claire was completely dumbfounded, but after a moment she summoned courage.




"I'm very, very sorry. I understand that may seem unfair to you. But this is a resolution I made with your dad years ago. We accepted you under our roof with the one stipulation that you would never be in touch with the woman who wrote that letter."




Cristine threw her arms to her sides in disbelief. She was hurt, disappointed, and she felt an urgent need to repay Claire for her lack of consideration.




"I see. So you felt good about me being lost and abandoned... For all those years, you led me to believe I don’t have a living soul among my family who cares about me," Cristine said quietly, as she fought off the tears. Claire was gaining ground again. Claire’s feeling of shame was gradually being replaced with a determination to prove her just cause in the matter.




"My dear girl, we do care about you! So much. And you know that our purpose in life always was to raise you all to become good, moral people with a strong faith in our Lord Jesus. You must understand that if I felt someone would have a completely destructive influence on your life, I would be justified in trying to protect you at all costs. I know we don’t always see eye to eye, but you need to trust me in this. I have only your well-being and your immortal soul in mind. Please. Don't associate with her. It would lead to your ruin."




The anger and resentment Cristine felt was slowly melting away. She loved Claire and Trevor. They were always very kind and supportive, even though they were hopelessly stuck in their obsolete religious morals and beliefs. She came to understand Claire's views, to some degree. Claire’s decision to keep her sheltered from any perceived negative influence was very much a part of her character. She meant well.




"Please, Cristine? Tomorrow you will go to summer camp. It should be fun. Me and dad saved money for quite some time to pay for it. Please, try to forget about this for now and have a really nice time at camp, and I promise we will discuss this again when you return."




Cristine nodded. "Alright then. I guess I will go pack. But when I return, I will have a lot more questions. And I'm keeping the letter. I will not forget about this so easily," Cristine said as she walked away.




The following day she was about to travel to the Christian Summer Camp For "Special Youth" - whatever this was supposed to mean. Cristine suspected she would be thrown together with various sorts of autistic, rebellious or anti-social youngsters. She imagined this was a sort of “last resort” measure for parents who might feel their child was losing their faith. Could she actually lose what she never had? Why had she agreed to this, despite already having turned eighteen? Would there be others her age at this camp?




Although from the perspective of Cristine's in-born godlessness it was completely absurd to attend a religious camp, she wanted to oblige her parents. She was headstrong and independent, but some part of her soul desired to please them, however irrational their wishes for her might be. She believed their decisions were truly based on their love for her and promised to herself that as long as they acted with her best interest in mind, she would try to be as dutiful as possible.











Chapter 2








Cristine was picked up in the early hours of the following morning by a modern, air conditioned bus. It was already full of young people, who were supposed to become her "brothers and sisters in faith" over the next month. 




She quickly scanned the group. They looked like anything but devoted followers of Jesus. What a strange strategy to throw a bunch of people like this together. “Just like prison inmates, they would only teach each other more nasty tricks,” she mused. 




Most were boys. “Oh, happy day,” she thought. The month would just fly by, Cristine thought as she smiled to herself. She would certainly not have expected such a happy hunting ground. Her resolution to be good did not outlive her first glance over the satisfying number of males her age, as she boarded the bus. 




Some of the boys were complete nerds who avoided eye contact at all costs. Some looked like escaped penitentiary inmates, dressed up in urban street clothes. Cristine decided it was time for an experiment. She went straight for a guy who looked like her type - a shy, handsome boy with an intelligent, thoughtful expression.




When she passed each row of seats, she noticed immediately how all the attention of the boys turned towards her. She could feel them stare at her body, at her round ass in tightly fitting leggings and voluptuous breasts, accentuated by a figure-hugging tank top. She was getting aroused by the attention. She could sense the thoughts that ran through their heads when scanning her body. It was a delicious and exciting feeling that made her nipples hard.




Getting tight in their jeans, in her mind the boy’s balls screamed for her to firmly grip them and lead their horny little owners into the servitude of her whims and desires. This was the perfect material for her new little game! Most of these frustrated eighteen year old studs would yield to her charms instantly. 




Walking slowly and gracefully, scanning each of her possible experimental subjects as she passed, she finally arrived to the seat she had selected.




"I'll do you the honor to sit with you,"  Cristine informed the blond guy in a business-like tone. But the camp organizer, a stout ginger haired woman with oddly nonexistent eye lashes and very fine hair, intervened and put a quick end to Cristine’s fun. With a domineering gesture she directed Cristine to sit next to a girl, in the "girl’s section" of the bus.




"You're the boss," she remarked sarcastically, as she shot the ginger woman a dominant, piercing look - testing the ground between them. The ginger was apparently not the sort to mess with. Her gaze was unwavering and her dark eyes flashed ominously at the first hint of a challenge from Cristine. She apparently was well versed in dealing with rebellious teenagers. So much the better. There is no real fun without a challenge!




When Cristine attempted to put her bag in the overhead compartment, she made an obvious show of struggling with the weight of her baggage and several boys jumped from their seats to assist her. Her low cut jeans and tight top revealed her smooth olive skin and toned body as she was stretching up. Only two actually succeeded to get close to her in the narrow aisle. In the crammed bus they got so close to her to smell her delicate perfume and enjoy an occasional innocent touch. The taller one brushed "accidentally" her arm and leg, sending a wave of thrill down her spine. 




Cristine’s preliminary evaluation of her experimental subjects was over in minutes. Those who initially rushed anxiously to assist her, turned red and soon couldn't stand her gaze, as well as those who started to fidget and couldn't hold her eye contact more than three seconds, they were all clearly ready for subjugation at her hands. 




She was sure that all the boys' masturbation fantasies would be hers for the duration of the camp. And not only boys', apparently. She was seated next to very lean and sporty girl with hair cut short, wearing an army style khaki clothes.




"I love your boobs," she informed Cristine straight forwardly when she dropped into the seat next to her and shot her an unmistakable look that said: I want to explore every inch of your gorgeous body. 




Cristine gave her one of her most seductive smiles. A sexy lesbian on the bus with her? Bingo. Her brain immediately came up with numerous possible scenarios to explore with this new partner in crime. Her new "seduction project" was getting more interesting by the minute.




"My name is Alexa. If your name is Cristine then I hear that we’ll be sharing a room!"




Alexa was apparently pleased by the prospect. Her spidery fingers slowly ran through her short straight hair and to her cleavage in an unmistakably seductive way. Although Alexa’s clothes were slightly boyish, she had an unmistakable feminine charm. Cristine felt quite attracted to her, even though she had never experimented with a girl before.




"What a lucky coincidence! Yeah, I'm Cristine. What got you to this bus on the highway to hell, anyway?"




"My Christian parents are concerned about me being, in their words, ‘beyond redemption’," Alexa chuckled.




"Oh well, isn’t that a co-incidence…” Cristine whispered with a smile. “My parents feel I did not have a proper respect for their religious ways and this month is their last ditch effort at saving me. What they don’t even know yet is I framed a perverted priest in my school, literally yesterday. Put him all over the news and all," Cristine retorted and laughed. “So maybe it’s good that I’m away while all this calms down.”




"So cool!" retorted Alexa admiringly.




"Oh wow, the first articles have been published online! Have you ever noticed the most dangerous sexual predators are those who don't look it in the least? Check out Father Patrick...", Cristine said as she showed her seat-mate the article she’d found online, complete with an unflattering photo of Father Patrick. Alexa agreed that he looked harmless enough.




As Cristine and Alexa talked and shared stories like they’d known each other for years, the bus whisked them further and further from the city limits. 




"What were they thinking, putting the two of us in one room together?" Cristine whispered into Alexa's ear and brushed playfully at the girl's arm with her fingertips. Her hair had a delicious strawberry smell. She was well aware that the boys in their immediate vicinity were watching intently and getting aroused as much as she was - probably imagining her and Alexa exploring their sexuality together.




✽✽✽




The bus arrived at the camp a little before lunch. The camp, run by a Catholic charity, was not only hours from their own city, but it was many miles from even the closest town or village. A row of modern low-set dormitory style bungalows was set in a valley, dwarfed by the adjacent medieval abbey. An imposing stone structure, the abbey stood in contrast to the dark and impenetrable forest. Crooked battlements and gothic stained glass windows made for a perfectly romantic, yet slightly gloomy setting.  




The main building, with a stately central tower, was guarding a multitude of smaller buildings, once sustaining a self-sufficient community of monks. Aside from former vegetable gardens, a kitchen and an old cemetery, an extensive orchard with aged fruit trees covered the southern area of the large clearing.




 A bunch of formally dressed "guards" as Cristine promptly labeled them, formed an orderly welcome line. They were an ethnically diverse folk of all shapes and sizes, united in their unwavering conviction that all these young people needed to be navigated through their crisis of faith to subjugate themselves to Jesus as their Lord and Savior. The scary unnatural smiles as they welcomed the bus passengers, and their ominously gleaming eyes indicated that no other outcome was acceptable.




"Zombies, trying to create new zombies," observed Alexa scathingly, as the campers spilled out of the bus, loaded down with their bags and luggage.




Cristine snickered, as she evaluated the very modestly dressed crew before them. They had the symbol of a fish sewn on their uniform black jackets. The women wore long skirts and a black veil that covered hair, men wore clerical robes. Cristine’s pretentious expression wasn't missed by the ginger camp organizer and she gave her a piercing look.




The blond guy Cristine had approached on the bus addressed her timidly with his eyes cast down.

 

"Allow me to carry your bag?"

 

Cristine was about to answer in affirmative, but the ginger called out to them sharply. "No one is carrying anyone's bag. You each have two healthy arms and can carry your own belongings."




Ginger's eyes wandered to Cristine's rather too revealing tank top. "And you!? For pete's sake, put something on. You look like a loose woman."

 

Cristine rolled her eyes, but found a sweater in her bag and put it on.




"Don’t worry, we’ll have you all wearing appropriate clothes soon enough. Proper uniforms are waiting for you in your rooms," the ginger announced in a poisonously sweet voice. 




After shaking hands with each of the zombies, every camp participant acquired a bracelet with WWJD on it, sealed so that it could not be taken off without cutting it. Afterwards they were directed to their assigned bungalows, two to be placed in each. Cristine was indeed to share a room with Alexa.




✽✽✽




The bungalows were set with simple wooden furniture. Walls were adorned with cheap reproductions of New Testament scenes by some pre-Raphaelite, and a large wooden cross had been placed symmetrically above the two single beds. They were directed to change into the uniforms that were provided in each room, and in half an hour they were to attend a lunch in the main building. Once the female zombie concluded her lecture and had familiarized the group with the plan for upcoming hours, they were left to their own devices.




"Finally alone," Alexa winked. She seductively strolled to Cristine and their eyes met for several seconds, both forgetting instantly about the world around them. She gently touched Cristine's hand.




"Your hands are too precious and soft for work. Let me unpack for you," Alexa said gently. Cristine smiled and settled down into a comfortable armchair near the window to watch her.




Alexa busied around the room and within minutes all of Cristine's clothes were neatly stacked in the wardrobe. Alexa picked-up and smelled the freshly laundered underwear, before placing it in the drawer next to Cristine's bed.




"I love your style. You are very sensual and very, very sexy... it’s such a pity that you’ll have to hide that gorgeous body in this horrible uniform," Alexa sighed, taking the uniform out of the wardrobe.




"And hey, there’s no need for that sweater now… it’s pretty cozy in here," Alexa noted flirtatiously. 




Cristine giggled, and stripped off the shapeless garment to reveal her breathtaking figure in a tank top. Cristine noted with rising arousal that Alexa was taking charge of the situation. It was electrifying and she let herself be led for the moment.




 Alexa dropped the uniform on the bed and strolled lazily to her. Her hand traveled to Cristine's face and she gently touched her glistening lips, inviting a kiss. She drew closer to feel her breath, hesitated for a short instance and then planted a gentle kiss on her mouth. It was the first time Cristine had been kissed by a girl and it was incredibly thrilling. Alexa drew away slowly, keeping eye contact. She traced Cristine's cleavage with her finger, and then very gently caressed both nipples, whose contours were increasingly visible as they were getting hard under the sensual touch.




"We will need to take these clothes off, as you must change into your uniform now. Let me do it," Alexa breathed huskily. She started to roll up the tight top and finally stripped it off over Cristine's head. Cristine was wearing a black lace push-up bra that made her already large breasts very full and desirable. Alexa planted a soft kiss on each with a sexy sigh. 




Alexa knelt down and started to work down Cristine’s figure-hugging leggings, revealing black lace thong panties. With her tongue she traced her lean stomach well over her belly button and over the panties, until she softly buried her tongue between her labia, snuggly covered with the black lace. Cristine, sitting still in the chair, spread her legs slightly, moaned with lust and buried her hand in Alexa's short hair to guide her closer to her clitoris. She wanted her pussy eaten right then and there... but Alexa was just teasing her. She took her hands and helped Cristine to stand up.




Then it was Cristine's part to undress Alexa, until they were both in their underwear. Alexa had an athletic figure with slender hips and moderately sized, but nicely shaped breasts. When she stood in front Cristine in her sporty underwear, her gaze veiled by arousal, she wondered why she had never thought about girls in her own sexual fantasies. 




Cristine felt strongly attracted to this young beauty before her. Yielding to an unconquerable desire, she tightly pressed her body against Alexa's. They got lost in the intense arousal of the erotically charged moment, but time was running short. In the distance they heard the deep, serious voice of an ancient bell announcing twelve o'clock. Dammit. They were already supposed be in the main hall for the welcome lunch. They hastily dressed in their hideous, mandatory uniforms and darted out the door.




✽✽✽




The main hall was situated in the right wing of the large abbey. Cristine and Alexa had to run all the way from their bungalow to arrive there in just under ten minutes. Taking the stairs by two, they stormed into the spacious hall, skidding to a halt on the timeworn, smooth stone floor. Their faces were flushed equally by the excitement of their private encounter and by the exercise. 




The heavy wooden tables were arranged in rows, leading to the platform where the guards were seated. Everyone was already there, and the girls caused a minor commotion as they arrived conspicuously late. All of the boys had, as directed, combed back their hair back, while the girls heads were veiled by head scarfs. 




One of the crew, a male in his fifties, was giving a speech. He was cut short in mid sentence by the intrusion. All faces turned to Cristine and Alexa. As if to make sure no one escaped the lecture, a square, stern looking Asian woman stood by the door with her hair arranged in a sleek, tight bun on the top of her head. 




"You are late!" she said menacingly, approaching them. In her hand rested something that looked very much like a cane. 




"Well, yeah, we were busy unpacking," retorted Alexa defiantly. Everyone stared.




"Where are your head scarfs?" 




Cristine was taken aback. In their haste, they had forgotten to bring the damn veils. But it didn't take Cristine long to recapture her old rebellious ways. 




 "We’re not wearing those ridiculous head covers. It is completely bizarre! We’re not nuns!"




"Here at the Camp of St. Catherine you will observe our rules. No exceptions. And you will be punished for your insolence," the Asian woman hissed. She approached them and gestured with her free hand to a table at the front of the hall. She ushered them down the aisle, between the tables, and to the front of the room. 




As she walked forward, Cristine began to notice the unpleasant atmosphere in the hall. The silence was suffocating and oppressive. As she and Alexa made their way closer to the table where most of their bus-mates were seated, Cristine smiled playfully at familiar faces, but they looked diffident, even spooked. They did not dare return her smile. The large scale portraits of former abbots were watching gravely, their gaze following everywhere they moved.




Both girls were made to stop facing the crew at the chief table. The superiors were measuring them from head to toe, apparently not unaware of their extraordinary physical beauty. That seemed to irritate them even more, especially because the uniforms, carefully crafted to obscure the attractive budding shapes of teenage girls, did a very poor job. Especially in Cristine’s case. Her ample bosom was as prominent as her perfectly round hips. She would be stunning wearing a potato sack. Cristine's bountiful, luscious hair was like a final slap in the face of the prudish crew.




Two of the female guards, including the ginger organizer from the bus, put their heads together and whispered. They looked at Cristine and the ginger murmured something in a hushed tone. An expression of horror appeared in the face of the other, and instantly morphed into an angry frown.




"Not only did you arrive late to the welcome ceremony but you also disturbed the speech of the General Director and you defiantly refuse to wear the head scarf. You will kneel in the corner of shame and accept your just punishment," they were informed by a stern male voice.

 

Judging by his collar, he was a priest. He had completely grey hair, sleek and combed back. His facial features were prominent, his cheeks hollow and his light blue watery eyes were set in deep dark sockets. Behind his left ear was a clearly visible coin shaped scar.




"Sister Prudence?" he said while directing his gaze to the Asian woman.




In the right corner of the room stood an elevated podium - apparently used as "the corner of shame". It was high enough for everyone in the room to clearly see anyone occupying this forlorn location. The Asian woman, sister Prudence apparently, pushed them into a kneeling position. To make the experience more effective, there was a rough mat installed, rendering the kneeling even more unpleasant.




"Stretch your hands forward, palms up," commanded Sister Prudence. Both girls obeyed, bewildered. Cristine was still at a loss to understand what was coming. The cane in the hands of the nasty nun was apparently not for decorative purposes only. She flicked Cristine's palms with the cane, administering five swift blows. Cristine, totally unprepared, yelped in pain. 




"There are much worse tools in my arsenal,” Sister Prudence whispered at them nastily. “If you want to avoid them, you’d better keep your mouth shut and learn to follow directions," she said. Cristine's eyes widened in fear, but after a moment her brow furrowed instead.

 

Alexa, prepared for what was coming, took her punishment with greater composure. She didn't even blink and stared daringly into the eyes of her disciplinarian as she received the blows. 




"So, we may continue?" the General Director said calmly when the whole procedure was done. He had a deep and authoritative voice that resonated powerfully in the hall. The girls were left kneeling in the corner of shame. Their mates in the hall couldn't be more flabbergasted.




"You all know why you are here. You have caused your families great sorrow, because you diverted from the right path. We are here to make sure you get back on track and become God fearing Christians with well-grounded values, who will make their parents proud."




As he was speaking, he left the table and walked among the rows of tables. He apparently enjoyed the impact of his words on the astounded audience. His oratory skills were apparent. He accompanied his speech with dramatic gestures. 




After witnessing Cristine and Alexa’s punishment and listening to the ominous sounding General Director as he towered over them in his long, strictly buttoned cassock, the boys and girls could not help but to realize in what predicament they found themselves.




"After I'm done with you, you will avoid drugs, alcohol, promiscuity, narcissism, or any other demon that planted the seeds of evil into your soul." 




The crew at the head-table smiled and nodded enthusiastically. It was apparent from the gleam in their eyes they had the jobs of their dreams. Cristine thought this must be the most insane bunch of religious fanatics she had ever seen, which was all the more significant because she had been surrounded by strong believers ever since she was a young child. But this was a night and day difference. Compared to this clan, Claire and her Sunday school friends were as cute as fluffy puppies in Santa's little helper costumes.




 "You will learn to accept Jesus as your only compass in life and the devil that led you astray will be vanquished once and for all," the General Director continued. At the word vanquished, he energentically crushed an imaginary devil in the palm of his hand, with his large fist. The girls who were sitting in close proximity to this spectacle jumped, startled. As he was speaking, sister Dolorosa began handing out materials to each participant. Everyone got a neat folder, containing a list of rules as well as a program of their stay.




"In case you were wondering – please don’t worry – because each of your parents has granted us a blank-cheque to act on their behalf. They are aware of our mission, and we are now free to use any measure we judge necessary to reach the goal of your salvation. There is no point in complaining to them, you will find them adamant and steadfast. It is actually a part of the contract between them and the League of Catholic Youth, which I represent. You are not allowed to leave before the process of your correction is successfully concluded. Each of you will receive individual treatment, corresponding to your sins and offenses prior to arriving at this facility." 




The worries of the youth in the hall were not dispelled, but instead they grew into a state of panic. All color drained from the faces as they realized that from that moment on, they were completely at the mercy of an insane priest and his minions.




After the sinister speech of the General Director, also known as Father William, a lunch was served. The “camp” participants were apparently expected to eat according to the ancient Palestinian diet. The flabbergasted young people, however, were hardly aware of what they were eating. Chewing on unappetizing mackerel with a bland mix of overcooked vegetables, each heavily contemplated what sort of "individual treatment" might the League of Catholic Youth impose upon them.







✽✽✽




They had two hours to rest after lunch and to familiarize themselves with the materials they received in the main hall. The weather was glorious and they were apparently supposed to go on a hiking trip in the surrounding woods later in the afternoon.




Cristine and Alexa returned to their room, slightly shaken by the experience, but determined to defy and resist this insidious bunch of maniacs as valiantly as they could. They laid on their beds and began leafing through the printed materials. 




"Considering this List of Rules, we have only managed to violate about half of them since we arrived," Cristine chuckled mischievously, and rolled onto to her belly.




"Listen to this, ‘Participants of the camp are strictly forbidden to engage in any sort of sexual activity’." Cristine read, imitating the deep, rumbling voice of the General Director. 




"Too late I guess," Alexa observed, and blew her a kiss. Cristine gave her a seductive look.




"This is curious though - the first week of this stay is going to be a warm-up, allowing us to settle in more easily."




Alexa studied the introduction. 




She read out loud: "During the first week of your stay at St. Catherine's Camp, you are free to ease-in gradually. Assuming you observe the basic rules, specified in the Rules List, you are welcome to talk to your room mates and you can even talk freely to members of the opposite sex. You are expected to be punctual and wear the prescribed uniform for the official occasions, but otherwise you are encouraged to explore the natural beauty of the surrounding nature and contemplate your new life. Enjoy with us the peace and tranquility that the age-old beauty of St. Catherine's Abbey has offered pilgrims for centuries." 




Cristine looked up, puzzled. "This is really weird. What I saw looking at that bunch of religious zealots, they certainly did not appear to be as tolerant as this!? Think of what old ‘Mr. Liverspots’ said about our correction. This somehow stinks. According to this, he is the head of the whole League of Catholic Youth! And he really seems to be pretty powerful in the church." 




"Well, whatever. We can worry about this later. We will make the most of the freedom they give away so unwisely," Alexa said mischievously. Cristine slapped the pages of the brochure closed and threw it casually on the bedside table. 




"Okay, let's show them what we think about their rules!" Cristine whispered and crawled onto Alexa's bed. Alexa was quick to take this encouragement. She rolled-up the shirt of Cristine’s uniform and caressed her belly with her sensual lips. 




Their mutual explorations got more passionate before they even really knew it was happening. Alexa was attracted most to Cristine's well matured breasts. After taking off her shirt, she slowly and carefully unfastened her bra. 




Cristine was nothing short of a goddess. Her beauty was awe-inspiring. Alexa admired her figure and touched her chest gently with her slim fingers. She took the time to slowly circle around Cristine's nipples with her tongue before she started to suck them. Shortly Cristine was sighing in arousal. Alexa’s hand wandered between Cristine’s legs and sensed how wet and aroused she was. Her own sex was throbbing with lust.




"You are not new to this, are you?" Cristine whispered into Alexa's ear and used the opportunity to softly kiss her earlobe.




"No. But you are," Alexa smiled and Cristine's cheeks went crimson.




"I have never been with a woman. But… it’s more complicated than that," Cristine said and paused for a moment.




Cristine wondered if Alexa could sense that she’d never had sex with a man before. In fact, she hadn’t even been naked in front of another person. She was incredibly skilled at manipulating the sexuality of others, but her own body was still largely unexplored. She was proud, and men did not seem to be worthy enough for her to allow them to get close to her body. 




Cristine suddently felt that another woman was much better suited and deserving of the treat of enjoying her beautiful body. She could not imagine feeling more desirable and sexy with anyone else than she did with Alexa at that moment. She did not feel vulnerable, just overjoyed and intensely aroused. 




"Goddess Cristine! Such a beauty deserves to be served," Alexa whispered. Cristine drew her closer and instead of a reply gave her a deep, passionate kiss. She was used to inspiring these emotions in men. It was flattering to learn that women were as eager to please her and subject themselves to her will. Her panties were already soaked with the sweet nectar of excitement. 




Alexa slid down the edge of the bed and knelt beside it as she started to suck Cristine's sweet toes. She passionately licked the soles of her feet and moaned with pleasure.




"I'm your servant now, so do with me as you please," Alexa said breathlessly.




Cristine was instantly stimulated by Alexa's submissive attitude. She entered familiar ground and gained confidence. 




"Okay, now take off your clothes, I want you completely naked."  




Alexa didn’t need to be told twice. In a moment she was fully bare-skinned. Her delicate frame was pleasing to the eye, her thighs had a sexy hint of toned muscles and her underbelly was cleanly shaven. Cristine couldn't contain herself and started to masturbate to alleviate the almost unbearable arousal.




"Now spread your legs wider, I want to see exactly how you pleasure yourself," Cristine said between gentle sighs. She was breathing harder now getting more and more excited. 




Alexa obeyed, spreading her knees further and reaching to her own clit to masturbate. Cristine enjoyed the view of her pussy, oozing the intoxicatingly sweet juices onto the wooden floor. She delved her fingers into her own vagina to get some of the sweet essence and let Alexa suck on those fingers lustily. Alexa was very vocal and swayed her hips and tilted her head back, whimpering loudly. Cristine's arousal was getting so intense, she might orgasm any second. 




"I want to feel your body on mine, come up here now," Cristine commanded and Alexa crawled up onto the bed. They touched each others' bodies hungrily and got lost in deep, wet kisses. They pressed their sexes hard against each other, their breasts swaying in the motion of the fucking movements they instinctively performed. Their slender limbs intertwined and they masturbated each other passionately until they climaxed in perfect unison.













 





























Chapter 3










After they changed into their hiking clothes, Cristine noticed she had a number of missed calls from her mother, Claire. In search of a signal to call her, she had to leave the small bungalow in search of phone service. Still no signal. 




Cristine followed a path around the row of bungalows until she reached a meandering creek. The swift bubbly stream was dancing capriciously in the summer sun. She walked down a mild embankment and the signal on her phone finally jumped up. She felt hesitant to dial her mother. The high number of missed calls was a bad omen, so she took a while to enjoy the charming stream instead.




The smooth pebbles in the cool creek invited her to dip her feet, so she took off her socks and hiking boots. In few well measured steps she was in the middle of the stream, water running in wild bubbly cascades around her pretty feet. After a few moments, she realized someone was cautiously watching her.




Down the creek a boy stood in the water. He, apparently, had also been seduced by the cool water. She realized instantly it was the blond guy she selected on the bus, who later offered to carry her luggage. Was this a mere coincidence? Cristine was doubtful. She knew how her beauty and sex appeal attracted all sorts of men. But submissive boys were positively flocking to her, unable to resist, like a fly fascinated with a light bulb. How long had he been waiting and watching?




He seemed to summon some courage and waded closer to her, but he seemed to lack the bravery to address her. Cristine was accustomed to shy boys and infinitely preferred them to the bold, forward boys who tried to win her over with an excessively confident and macho demeanor. 




"Hello, I'm Cristine." 




She established the hierarchy immediately by stretching her hand forward, offering it for a kiss with the elegance of a French socialite of la belle epoque. He gladly accepted that and planted a long, sensual kiss on the back of her hand, maintaining eye contact the whole time. 




"My name is Phillip," the boy said. He had long, lanky arms and legs, but his face had well balanced features, nicely shaped lips and his profile was almost handsome.




"OK, but I will call you Bernard. I’m not fond of the name, Phillip," Cristine informed him casually. His cock twitched. Not only had she immediately unraveled his weakness for dominant women, but she had also established her dominance by stripping him of his name the very second he’d offered it to her.

 

“Holy shit, what a woman,” he thought to himself before answering .




"Whatever pleases you, Cristine. I'm completely at your disposal," he said as he bowed his head slightly and gave her a deferential look. 




Cristine knew there were very sexual thoughts behind the remark, however polite it may have sounded. He might just have imagined her saddling his face and him giving her long oral with his tongue. Cristine stepped a little closer to him.

 

"At my disposal... hmmm. Well then, you’re in luck because I can think of so many ways to use you," she whispered into his ear slowly with a sexy sigh. She was so close, he could smell her skin. 




Now he was completely hooked, she thought. He would become experiment number 15. The fifteenth boy she would wrap around her finger and make him do whatever she wanted. The fifteenth who would satiate her growing desire for dominance. How far could she push this one, she wondered.




With her previous objects she was gradually testing the waters, one step at a time exploring how to recognize a submissive male, learning how to control him through his sex and using his emotions. 




Cristine's craving for control was getting more sexually explicit. With every experiment she was bolder and more epicurean in her desires. And she was unwittingly drifting further away from the Catholic morals Claire tried so desperately to instill in her.




Cristine stepped out of the water and he followed. 




"You may start by drying my feet," she said as she imperiously pointed at her glorious little feet and sat down on a patch of velvety moss. 




He hesitated for a moment, but then swiftly dropped to his knees and took off his t-shirt. His upper body was very slender, but his toned muscles gave him an athletic appearance. He reverently took one foot and patted it dry with the t-shirt, then the other. She gestured and he kissed each foot softly. 




Cristine was getting aroused, seeing him half naked, tending to her bare feet - one of her most sensitive body parts. He took the liberty of starting to suck her toes while flickering his tongue between them. She knew he imagined tasting her sweet sex and licking her between her legs. But she wouldn't rush things. The trick to his obsession was providing him with one treat at a time.




"It is so hot... perhaps you would feel more comfortable without those pants on," Cristine said teasingly, with her gaze fixed on the bulge on his trousers. 




She felt herself getting more daring and she loved it. Bernard's cock was already throbbing with lust, but he was quite inexperienced and he struggled with his zipper for a moment.




"Oh come on, I want to see what you've got in your pants!" Cristine said, leaning back to rest on her elbows as she watched him fight his zipper, amused.




It took him some effort to take off his pants and underwear. He felt her piercing look, fixed on his groin, and then he caught her expression of pure pleasure when he finally succeeded in presenting to her with his large member.




His big penis sprang up at a very steep angle, hard like a rock. He knelt so close to her, so close that she could touch his cock with her bare foot. With one foot she slowly stroked his cock and the other she buried in his balls and wriggled her toes to tease him to the point of pain. The pleasure was mutual and Cristine started to fondle her breasts. But it was not the time yet to let him taste her pussy, let alone get close to her sex with his cock, even if only as a tease.




Kneeling before the dominant girl and following the sensual commands of a superior female for the first time in his life  was the most exciting thing he ever experienced. 




Watching the gorgeous Cristine enjoying the tease so much, Bernard was letting his fantasies soar with the graphic images of her fucking him with a giant dildo, and what that might feel like. He imagined her naked, aside from a strap-on harness. He could see her magnificent boobs jumping up and down as she thrust violently into his ass. He had never experienced anything like this in reality, but the internet had long ago introduced him to Femdom porn and his fantasy life was well developed.




Cristine stretched herself luxuriously in the warm moss and made a show of slowly stripping off her pants. She dropped them low enough to reveal her perfectly formed ass cheeks.




"Do you want to satisfy me?" she purred. 




"Oh yes, more than anything," Bernard sighed breathlessly. For a fleeting moment he believed she actually wanted him to fuck her up her ass. His head spun, allowing such a thought into his mind. She was a dominant, but now, she wants to fuck with him. No man ever would resist such an offer. Nestling his horny cock deep between her perfect ass cheeks would be like heaven on earth. 




At that point he desired nothing more than to have her on all fours, gripping her tiny waste and fucking her deep. This intoxicating thought completely clouded his mind. He moved closer to her ass with his needy cock. He was just about to touch her ass with it when she swiftly turned around and slapped him with all her might.  




"So this is how you imagine it? No, no, no! You are not worthy of fucking me! You may be worthy of licking my ass, nothing more. I will teach you manners, you naughty boy." 




Cristine then sprang to her feet and somehow managed to kick him in the chest just hard enough that he fell. He toppled over into the moss. His brain was completely confused with this surprising turn of events. He stayed down on his back, not fighting back.




 Cristine drew herself to her full height and towered over him like an ominous goddess of revenge. She slapped him in the face with the sole of her foot several times and then squatted on his chest.




"Let me put this in terms you can understand. You are a beta. My servant. You are not my lover. You are my sub. You need to get the idea that you could ever fuck me out of your head forever," she cooed, very aroused.




She shoved her toes into his mouth, forcing him to suck them. 




"There now. This is like heavenly manna for you. The highest reward. You will call me Goddess Cristine from now on."




Cristine's words were like the most powerful of drugs. Bernard was getting programmed as her servant, and it had all happened within mere minutes. Her rough treatment was turning him on so powerfully. Somehow he felt entirely defenseless. Her strict treatment of him raised his respect of her with every word she uttered.  




 "Now jerk off," she commanded. And Bernard grabbed his cock to obey.




"Now, lick my ass like you should have done before." 




He breathed heavily and planted one kiss next to another on her perfect ass as he pumped his cock, more aroused than he was ever before in his life. After some moments he felt he would cum, but Cristine stopped him.




Cristine grasped a handful of his hair and tilted his head back while looming over him authoritatively. 




"Look at me now. Starting today, you are my dog and you will obey my every command. Do you understand?" Cristine asked as she towered above him. Her words seemed to make so much sense, and Bernard felt he would never be able to ever contradict her.




"Yes, yes, I'm your dog and will obey your every command," he whispered weakly, still masturbating ferociously.




"You will cum on my feet and lick it up," she directed firmly. He did not need any more encouragement than that as his balls were achingly full. It took him mere seconds to climax with the most powerful orgasm of his life. Cristine's tiny feet were in an instant covered with copious amounts of his warm sperm. He hastily bowed and licked every drop of the sticky liquid from her divine feet.




Cristine knew that from that moment Bernard would be under her spell and he would do anything in the world for her. Like a loyal dog, he would love to lay at her feet, satisfied that the superior woman whom he desired to call Mistress was in complete and eternal control over him. 




"Now leave me alone for awhile. I need to make a phone call. You can join my hiking group later," she dismissed him with a careless gesture. 




"Yes, whatever you say, Goddess Cristine," he retorted. He was slightly confused by her sudden coldness but he did as he’d been told. 




He gathered his clothes and with a slight bow he removed himself from her presence. He didn't know this was all part of her strategy. Cristine knew that showing restraint and casting him away would only make him more anxious to come crawling back to her. She had accomplished her mission to recruit a new servant boy and that thought made her pleasantly aroused. Then she let him drift from her mind.




✽✽✽




Cristine finally dialed her mother to find the reason behind the seven missed calls. She was feeling very uneasy.




"Mom?"




"Cristine. How are you settling in?" Claire asked, but from the tone alone Cristine sensed this is not the reason she was calling.




"Oh well, I had my palms whipped with a cane and was forced to kneel in a corner of shame, but otherwise I’m just about as right as rain!" Cristine said. She couldn't resist the sarcastic retort, but Claire did not seem to pay too much attention.




"I wanted to talk to you about what you did yesterday," Claire said. Claire's voice sounded cold and testy.




"What do you mean?" Cristine was at a loss about what she did the day before that would warrant such a frosty tone.




"About the scandal with Father Patrick," Claire responded.




"Many upset parents have called me. Swarms of journalists arrived at our house first thing this morning. And by about ten o'clock it was already all over the news! Father Patrick - the sexual predator from St. Lambert's…” At this point Claire's voice was unpleasantly high pitched.




"Oh, yeah. I felt that this ‘man’ needed someone to stand up against him. God knows how many girls he’s already abused," Cristine said, with relief audible in her voice. For all the events of the day she almost forgot her yesterday's victory. It seemed so distant considering her current surroundings. She felt almost jubilant recalling the amazing moment.




"Indeed. So you decided to act on your own and you did not feel that you should come to me with this?" Claire responded pointedly.




"Well, I didn't know if I would be able to gather the evidence, did I? But as luck would have it, Father Patrick’s perversions got the better of him," Cristine replied. She was slightly puzzled by Claire’s reaction. She had brought a criminal to justice and saved others from suffering at the hands of a sick pervert, yet her mother seemed far from supportive. 




"So instead of discussing the issue with me, you decided to shame our community by throwing around allegations of sexual abuse?! Are you so insatiably in need of everyone's attention that you would denigrate your brothers and sisters in faith? What did you think would happen?! Going to the police? Sending a note to the newspapers without telling me? Do you realize what impression the public gets?" Claire concluded.




Cristine was thunderstruck by Claire's thought process and she was getting increasingly frustrated. 




"I see now... you care about the community - about the image of the Church more than the safety and health of the young people," Cristine said passionately.




"Don't be ridiculous," Claire retorted.




"Okay then, hypothetically, what would have happened if I told you Father Patrick attempted to rape me in his office? And if I said that he probably raped countless others before me?"




Claire hesitated for a moment. "Well, for one thing I would take it with a grain of salt. You’ve always tried to be the centre of all attention... if I really thought this allegation was well founded, I suppose I would have sent your father to consult the bishop."




Cristine was perplexed and hurt. Something died inside her the moment Claire expressed her utter lack of consideration and doubts about her character. She felt her confidence and respect for her foster parents start to melt away like a sand castle in a rising tide.




"You know what? This is the reason I didn’t come to you," Cristine said with poorly masked indignation in her voice. "Don’t you remember what happened to the priests, the ones who molested children? It was all over the news - the Shropshire case, remember? The Archbishop, instead of handing him over to the authorities, decided to hush it up and moved the priest somewhere else. Shockingly, to another position with access to children."  Cristine seethed, as she was working herself into a rage.




She continued indignantly, "... and after the priest settled in, he started to do the same horrendous things all over again. And then guess what happened? He was simply moved again. As a result, he was molesting children in five different parishes for twenty years! He died of old age living off his church pension. And you know why? Because religious hypocrites like you care more about the image of the Church than the well-being of innocent children!"




Claire wasn't convinced. "Well, that was very unfortunate, but it was years ago. And the Church paid dearly for those mishaps. But what about the rest of us… we laymen and laywomen of the Church who are working so hard to fix the reputation of the Church. And you? Instead of lending a helping hand just ruin all that with a bunch of careless accusations."




"No, mother. I just did the only right thing. I exposed a bad man, priest or not. Your religious sensitivities are clouding your judgement. If Christianity is about morality, then you just failed. You failed miserably to distinguish the important from unimportant. You will be one of the nails that’s hammered into the coffin of your beloved church. No movement can survive such a wide-spread hypocrisy," Cristine concluded mercilessly.




"How can you even dare to talk like that to your mother?" Claire shrieked, utterly lost to find a sound argument to oppose this harsh criticism. 




It was just as if a floodgate suddenly broke and all of the things left unsaid between them were streaming out of Cristine in a self-righteous anger. She spoke fast and didn't allow Claire to cut in on her.




"How do I dare? How do you even dare to put the interests of the church over the well-being of your daughter? Over the daughters of your friends and fellow parishoners? You have clearly shown that you have no confidence in me. Now I see your decision to send me to this camp in its true light!" Cristine said through clenched teeth. She failed to supress her anger, and by the end she was shouting over Claire's attempts to interrupt.




"You knew all along what place this is, didn’t you? You knew they would try to break me and mold me to become the modest, God fearing catholic girl by sheer force. But I will never let them! I will never be a dumb, stupid, obedient little wifey like you! I'm leaving this place. Now. I will go to my aunt, the Angelis woman you hate so much. I don’t care if she has three heads and claws. I don't care what you think anymore. I don't care about you," Cristine exclaimed, as her eyes welled up with tears. With a violent gesture she tore off the delicate necklace Claire had given her and threw it fiercely to the ground.




✽✽✽




Cristine had to hurry back to her room after the confrontation with her mother. When she approached the doors of their apartment, she bumped into the ginger woman from the bus. She gave Cristine a nasty, victorious look. But Cristine was, at that moment, entirely beyond the animosity between them and didn’t notice any of this. She stormed past the ginger, into the bungalow. Her face was flushed; her hair streaming in a disorderly fashion.




"What’s wrong?" exclaimed Alexa, alarmed by Cristine's abrupt entry and dishevelled appearance. Cristine explained what had happened and Alexa offered her shoulder and hugged Cristine affectionately, stroking her hair. 




"I'm leaving this awful camp today. If you want to, come with me. I have an aunt in London who will certainly be glad to see us," Cristine mumbled feverishly.




Alexa pulled back gently, loosening her hug. "I don't think I can do that."




"Why on earth not?" Cristine wondered, taken aback, and stepping away from her. 




"For one thing - the grounds of the camp are guarded so it will not be that easy to actually escape. Did you read the rules? You are not allowed to leave the camp. No exceptions. There are apparently severe punishments for trying to leave."




Cristine's heart sank. She was surprised by this unexpected change. "I cannot believe you are so worried about the rules all of a sudden... you of all people, I was hoping you would be on my side." 




 "It is complicated,” Alexa answered. “I have my reasons to stay. And I have to advise you against running away, Cristine. It could have very bad consequences for you. You have already seen what sort of people run this place. Your chances of escape are close to none, and who knows what they will do to you if you get caught," Alexa said seriously.




"Okay, with you or without you… I'm leaving this place today. I’ve lost any reason to tolerate the treatment we are getting here. I'm surprised you see it differently, but I won’t try to change your mind. And so I guess this is goodbye… because I won’t be coming back from this miserable hike in the woods," Cristine said. 




Cristine started hastily packing some of her essentials into her backpack. 




Alexa was already fully dressed for the hike, and since she was ready to depart she went outdoors to wait for Cristine. She checked through the window to make sure Cristine was still packing, and then fished her phone out of the front pocket of her khakis and swiftly typed:




"Cristine will attempt to run away during the hiking trip." Alexa struggled with her feelings for few seconds before sending the message, furrowing her brow and fidgeting with the zipper on her jacket uneasily. Then she finally hit the SEND button. The message was sent just in time, as Cristine came out the door just seconds later. Alexa hastily put away the phone and did her best to look as composed as possible.




✽✽✽




The hiking trip seemed to be welcome by many, as it was infinitely more enjoyable compared with the dismal lunch under the supervision of the menacing General Director. Moreover, it was not mandatory, and according to the leaflet it did not require a uniform.




The whole group of newcomers gathered in front of the Abbey and they were then divided into teams of eight people. The aim of the trip was to help form new friendships while getting familiar with the values of the League of Catholic Youth. The participants were supposed to practice cooperation and solve special tasks. Most of those tasks pertained to the religious history of the surrounding woods.




Alexa decided not to join Cristine’s group - she didn’t want to be around when Cristine attempted to run away. And that's what she openly told her as they walked to the Abbey. Cristine was extremely disappointed to learn that Alexa decided not to go with her. She couldn't help but wonder what had brought on such a sudden change of heart.




Cristine grew even more curious about the upcoming forest hike. After what she and Alexa experienced in the main hall, and then the crazy speech from the ominous priest who used the haughty title of ‘General Director’, she could not believe how relaxed the supervisors became. Not only did they fail to interfere with her choice of figure-hugging clothes for the trip - they didn’t even have objections against the composition of the individual teams. 




Cristine became the natural leader of a bunch of boys, who were attracted to her dominant personality, amongst other things. Bernard was intent upon guarding his place as her loyal sidekick and he barely left her side.




Each group received detailed information from their appointed supervisor. To Cristine's intense annoyance, her group was assigned the ginger from the bus. Her name was Sister Patience. She shot Cristine a nasty look, showcasing her heart-felt and unconditional hate. Cristine stared back at her with as much contempt and defiance as she could muster.




The teams were about to explore pilgrim sites in the surrounding woods and compete with the other groups in collecting points. They were equipped with a map of the area and a list of tasks they were expected to accomplish. 




Much to Cristine's amazement, once Sister Patience concluded her lecture on their tasks and their supposed completion, she withdrew and wished them good luck. She was leaving them to their own devices! It just kept getting weirder - they were promised unwavering control at lunch, followed by a free ticket to ramble around the woods completely unattended. 




The forest, which covered a large area of the remote countryside, was a natural safeguard for the ancient Abbey of St. Catherine. It was spread over a rolling landscape with many valleys and hills and it was quite beautiful from a distance. Up close, the old trees covered with moss and the rotting trees that harbored colonies of worms and beetles seemed foreboding. It was dark and it felt impenetrable. A forest full of long looming shadows. 

 

Cristine was skilled in map reading, which was fortunate because the mobile data and cell phones couldn’t be counted upon in this remote area. But Cristine was able to get her bearings anywhere, as long as she had a compass. And a good quality compass was one of the first things she packed when getting ready to leave for this trip. This fueled her confidence in her own escape plan.




After walking for a solid twenty minutes, her team found itself in the heart of the forest where, according to the map, a precious natural well was located somewhere nearby. The well was named after a renowned hermit. And from there the team was supposed to split into pairs and search for the well, where miraculous water sprang to the surface. This was the moment Cristine had been waiting for.




Cristine and Bernard separated from the group and they were soon making their way through low hanging branches until they were completely alone. They made it to a small enclosed clearing. It was just the two of them alone together in this romantic setting and that had Bernard quite excited and he wondered if they would continue where they had left-off earlier. 




The earlier conditioning had worked wonders on his submissive attitude towards Cristine. He was eager and ready to throw himself at her feet and kiss the ground she walked upon. Cristine sensed his thoughts.




"I know what you think... isn't it curious that you spilled your cum just about an hour ago and still, you feel the intense desire to obey me, to serve me..." Cristine's sensual lips, uttering the words that drove him deeper and deeper into subspace, were tantalizingly sexy.




"That's because I broke down all your defenses. It took me less than hour to do so. Admit that you are not in control of you cock anymore, and that you will pledge your life to me."




He dropped to his knees helplessly. "Goddess Cristine, you are now in control of my cock and my life." As he spoke the words, his cock got hard and tried to get erect in his pants.




Her hands wandered under her shirt and she lustfully massaged her own breasts. Her nipples got hard instantly and were becoming visible under her tight t-shirt. 




"I have a special treat for you. I will allow you to admire the beauty of my pussy and my exquisite tits." 




"Oh, Goddess, please allow me such an honor." 




Bernard was on the brink of a climax just by imagining her pussy - tasting it and being forced to eat it. 




 "But first you need to prove you are worthy of that," she said as she wheeled around to look directly down at him.




"What are you willing to do to be allowed the privilege of worshipping my divine tits and my pussy?" she asked, hypnotizing him with her look.




"I will do whatever it takes to be allowed even to catch a glimpse of your divine... " his voice trailed off, failing him. He reverently kissed her ankle.




Bernard was obviously well conditioned and Cristine was confident he would put up no resistance. There was no point beating around the bush, as she sensed that he would agree to anything at this point.




"I don't intend to stay at this place. It's full of maniacs. I want to get away from here and perhaps find some nice hotel where we can spend the night. Later, you will accompany me to my aunt’s place in London," she informed him matter-of-factly. 




There were at least twenty different "buts" swirling in his head when she voiced her intentions. At that point, however, Cristine was firmly ruling his mind through his cock. She was playing him like a puppet and he couldn't get enough of it. As soon as they formed, each objection evaporated from his mind and was replaced by an intense fantasy of adoring Cristine's divine sex.




✽✽✽




When Alexa was ushered into the spacious room, the General Director was sitting at a large oak desk in a luxurious leather chair. He did not raise his head and she stood there a minute or two, restlessly shifting her weight from one foot to the other.




"Sit," he commanded unceremoniously after a while without raising his gaze from the paperwork.




She moved closer and sat down reluctantly.




After signing the last paper, the General Director looked up slowly. He measured Alexa from head to toe with a cold and disinterested gaze. Without taking his eyes of her, he grabbed his phone and showed her the display. 




"This is a message Sister Patience received some minutes ago. It seems it is from you. Did you send this?" 




Alexa nodded, crestfallen.




"So your roommate Cristine decided she no longer wishes to grace us with her presence," he said with the same dispassionate tone, which was in stark contrast with the oratory style she witnessed earlier that day. He was obviously reserving his fervor only for special occasions such as a welcoming speech, or perhaps his sermons.




"You did us a favor. So perhaps we should show you the same courtesy. Sister Patience already informed you, I'm sure," he said as he turned the screen of his computer so that Alexa could clearly see.




He hit play and a video started on his computer monitor. The screen was in an instant filled with two naked intertwined bodies on a bed. Alexa was horrified. The video was showing, in merciless detail, how Alexa and Cristine masturbated each other in the “privacy” of their bungalow. It seems there was at least one hidden camera somewhere in the ceiling.




In a different setting, this scene would have been incredibly sexy to observe. The General Director was apparently relishing her complete embarrassment, but he did not show any interest in the scene itself. He let her watch the full video, which concluded with the loud and powerful orgasms she and Cristine experienced that day. Alexa was red to the roots of her hair.




"I understand that your mother is a strict, God loving Christian. Sister Patience reported to me that she is on great terms with her. I'm sure your mother would be scandalized if she learned her daughter engages in such abhorrent acts of indecency."




"Yes... General Director," responded Alexa in a small voice.




"Rest assured that if you repent, Jesus will forgive you," he said with a hint of mercy in his voice, which was gone as soon as it appeared. He continued as sternly as ever:




"But I will keep this recording in case you forget about your resolution to obey commands of your superiors."




As they talked, a car came to a halt on the gravel road under the windows of the General Director’s office. A balding man in a priest’s cassock stepped out of the car and headed self-assuredly to the first floor to the doors of the General Director’s suite. 




The General Director gestured graciously to the door and Alexa, distraught, removed herself hastily from his presence. As she was leaving his office, she bumped straight into the balding priest, an unremarkable, stiff man. He was just about to knock on the General Director’s door. She stuttered an apology and darted out. 




Only when she reached the stairs did Alexa realize who she had seen. It was the man Cristine had been showing her on the bus - the man she framed! Alexa couldn't resist... and against her better judgement she crept stealthily back towards the door of the office to listen.




 She overheard General Director saying: "You can't be serious Patrick, coming here after the scandal and embarrassment you have caused!"




"And where do you suppose I should go? The fucking whore got me sacked. The Police are after me, and I need a place to hide. Where else than here? You’re not going to turn me in, I'm sure of that."




"No, I won’t turn you in..." retorted General Director's voice, apparently annoyed. 




"I didn’t think so,” Father Patrick said triumphantly. “And everything I need is right here. Refuge, and better yet, a chance to punish the little witch who caused my ruin. It’s such a lucky coincidence to have the filthy little bitch land just within my grasp. Her mother babbled it all over the news - that Cristine was coming here – and it seemed like such divine intervention on my behalf. So where is she now?”




"For one thing - I will not tarnish the name of this immaculate institution by allowing you to satisfy your revengeful and perverted mind. And besides, she is probably on the verge of escape anyway," the General Director concluded.




"What?!" Father Patrick exclaimed.




"Calm down. If she escapes I will have her captured and punished for her impudence. For your sake I have made it a top-most priority to make sure she doesn’t get far, so that she cannot harm you further."




"I would give anything to have the opportunity to punish her myself," Father Patrick pleaded, having difficulty hiding his excitement.




"Are you out of your mind? You should finally repent and mend your ways before you burn in hell," the General Director admonished sternly.




"Oh, thank you so much for your concern for my immortal soul. It means a lot from you," Father Patrick shot back sarcastically. "If memory serves, you were the family trailblazer in this respect. Before I was even born you were already indulging in your perverse orgies," Father Patrick proclaimed triumphantly. He had touched on a soft spot.




The General Director started to fiddle with a pen on his desk, uneasily. "But I'm a new man. You know that. I repented long ago, and Jesus has granted his mercy upon me."




"Yes, yes, that very well might be the case. So you say. But what if the parents of those children learned that you once engaged in orgies with twisted people... then they wouldn't see you as the paragon of morality and Christian virtues anymore, would they," Father Patrick continued, enjoying himself.




"It’s to my utter disappointment that I cannot drive you away."




"No, you know you can’t. And might I remind you that I’ve still got the tapes. So you will help me whether you like it or not,” Father Patrick explained, unnecessarily reminding the General Director of the leverage he held over him.




"You can hide in the attic, but just be sure you are not seen! And forget about pursuing the girl. I can offer you refuge but I will not aid in your plans for retribution. I will keep an eye on you. Her punishment will happen according to protocol. I will see to it."

  

Alexa had overheard enough, and she hastily snuck away before she was caught eavesdropping.




✽✽✽




"Come on now, this is our best opportunity," Cristine said as she grabbed Bernard's sleeve and pulled him from the clearing.




Cristine had already determined which direction would bring them to a town. She decided against trying to reach the closest one, in case the “guards” pursued them. A small, more remote town was a much less obvious target for the two fugitives. It was miles and miles away, and if they were to arrive there in the daylight they would have to move fast. 




While climbing down a steep hill, Bernard readily volunteered to go first to catch Cristine if her foot slipped. But they made it down safely and after reaching the bottom of the hill they found themselves at a narrow forest trail. 




"By now they probably already know we are gone," Bernard worried aloud, as they started following the trail. The old forest was starting to appear less dense and it was showing signs of new growth as they continued down the path.




"There seems to be a bush-road down there. Let's stay away from it, just in case we come across someone driving to the camp," Cristine said as she read the map.




 A small creek wound its way among the hills, bubbling soothingly. A small waterfall buzzed and spluttered.




"The forest sounds like it’s whispering to us, just as if it has a voice of its own..." offered Bernard, trying to sound romantic. 




But Cristine stopped dead and pricked up her ears nervously. The bubbling water muffled sound in the vicinity, but not entirely. Bernard looked confused, but before he could say anything, he too heard human voices in the distance.




"Could it be them?" Bernard asked, his eyes wide in shock.




"How could they find us? We just took off into the woods. They would expect us to follow a route to the closest town," Cristine mumbled feverishly. 




"We decided to go to the more distant and smaller town. We’re in the middle of nowhere. There is no way they could find us so quickly. Unless, of course...", she said as she began eyeing Bernard with suspicion. 




"What?" Bernard said. He was at a loss to see what was on her mind. Then he noticed her gaze was fixed on his wrist. 




"Oh, shit! I was so stupid..." Cristine said as she started to struggle out of the bracelet they had acquired upon arrival to the camp.




"They are following us, because we have a GPS locator! Quickly, take yours off! 




Bernard obeyed and with a swift yank he tore his blue bracelet from his arm. As they struggled with the bracelets, the voices were drawing near.




Cristine hastily picked up a short tree branch and fixed the bracelets to it. Hoping for the best, she sent it down the creek and willed it not to get stuck in the first bend. The branch jumped on the waves and eventually got stuck, nesting in a cluster of other branches some twenty meters away. 




"There’s no time to run, we need to hide!" Cristine whispered and they jumped behind a fallen tree, just in time. A group of four men appeared on the forest trail, getting unpleasantly close to them. They could hear them speak.




"This is curious..." said the voice of a middle aged man. They both recognized him as one of the lunch attendants, who sat at the main table.




"They seem to be wading through the creek! The locators are indicating over there, in the water," one of the men said as he studied a digital device. He moved closer to the water until he noticed the two bracelets, wrapped around a branch.




"The little bastards took the bracelets off. I will inform General Director," he said. He selected a number from his contact list and informed his superior of the development. Cristine and Bernard heard every word, as the man had the call on speaker so his fellow searchers could also hear their instructions.




"Losing them is not an option. The General Director is very eager to have them back - especially the girl. He will send the local police tracking dog to aid us." 




Cristine and Bernard exchanged terrified looks. Another one of the men's phone pinged.




"Don’t worry,” he said. “I just got word they will be here in ten minutes. There is a road nearby, and the police have our location. Those two stand absolutely no chance against the dog."




"What? We control the local police? How cool is that?" responded one of the younger man, obviously elated. 




"Let's search around in the meantime, they cannot be too far," said their leader. 




The others agreed and they started to look through bushes around the creek, getting slightly further from Cristine and Bernard's hiding place.




"Listen now. If they bring a tracking dog, we're totally fucked," Cristine whispered frantically. The bubbling creek concealed the sound of her voice.  




"We can wade through the creek to confound the dog," Bernard offered.




"That wouldn't help... we would need to get out of the creek eventually. Best case scenario, we could confuse the dog for several minutes, but we would slow ourselves down. Our only chance is to outrun them. We need to get to the closest driveway and hitchhike to some place far away," Cristine whispered feverishly.




"Pay attention now. You've heard them, they are after me... There are four of them. Take this letter, just in case something happens to me. I need you to send it to London as soon as you find a place to post it. If they catch me, you MUST deliver this for me. You are much faster than them. They won’t catch you. So we’ll both run and if we get separated we’ll meet at the post office in that little town," she said as she handed him a thick envelope. Bernard noted its London address, and that it was bearing the curious name of Artemisia Angelis.




"This is super important. You need to obey my commands, understood?" Cristine asked.




Bernard nodded hesitantly. Cristine started to carefully unfold the map to look for the closest road. The map rustled and the group of searchers stopped dead, listening.




"I swear I heard something over there," their leader said as he gestured in the of Cristine's and Bernard’s hiding place. Squinting his eyes he looked for any sign of suspicious movement.




"Go check that fallen tree over there," he suggested. One of the younger men ventured towards them to explore.




"Run… NOW!" Cristine yelled and they darted out of their hiding place, much to the surprise of their pursuers. It took the men just a fraction of a second to pull themselves together.




"Go, get them!" the older one shouted to the younger ones, who were apparently in better shape.




Bernard was much faster on his long legs, but he waited for Cristine. The younger of their pursuers was already on their heels, with every mighty leap getting nearer and nearer. Just a few steps further and one of them would grab Cristine by her long streaming hair. Their older leader was lagging considerably behind, but shouted instructions.




"Grab the girl first!" he bellowed. 




As they were struggling through the thick forest, breaking twigs and scratching their arms on the low hanging branches, Cristine tripped over an exposed root and fell. Bernard noticed she was suddenly not behind him, and he skidded to a halt in an attempt to fetch her.




"No, just run! You know what to do. Go!" Cristine yelled at him, as she was scrambling to her feet. At that moment one of the men grabbed her by the hair and pushed her to the ground. In a split second others arrived, panting hard.




Bernard hesitated, but the look Cristine shot him propelled him forward.




"Just run, you need to outrun them!" she shouted. And he ran because Cristine commanded him to do so. Two of the young men returned to their pursuit, and in a moment they were all out of sight.




The middle-aged man finally arrived to the spot where Cristine was being held. He was panting hard and clenching his side.




"Good... job..., we got... her. The General Director will be pleased." 




The young man was kneeling on Cristine's back, holding her hands behind her back. Her face was flat on the forest needles, pinching her cheek uncomfortably. She was wriggling and spitting around like a mad cat. She wouldn’t make it any easier for her kidnappers.




A phone rang and the group leader picked it up. 




"Great, the dog just arrived. We’ll have the boy in no time."




"What a wild cat," the young oppressor said.




"No worries. The General Director will devise a proper punishment for her I'm sure," the older one replied.




"You tie her to a tree and guard her while I will go to fetch the car. We need to get her back to the camp and there’s no way we could drag her with her hands tied behind her back through this terrain. Look how she’s fighting - she’s definitely not going to make this easy. Give me 20 minutes and then bring her down the hill to the road."








Chapter 4










Cristine sensed her opportunity as a new plan started to hatch in her mind. Once the older man had disappeared into the woods to fetch a car from the school, she finally had time to think. Alone with a young man? This felt like an outcome she should be able to control.




Being still tied to a tree did not exactly put Cristine in the power position. Before the older man left, the two of them had bound Cristine’s hands behind her back, and then crudely wrapped a second rope around her waist and torso securing her to a large tree trunk. But Cristine still had her wits about her, and with a little bit of luck she could fool this boy. Unless he was gay, she thought. 




She had handcuffs in her backpack, which would come in handy for the plan that was forming in her mind. She also had sexy oils and a silk scarf, but those could hardly aid in her escape. But the handcuffs, they would come in handy. They briefly made Cristine think of Alexa. She’d been hoping to use them on her at some point soon, but they didn’t get the chance.




Cristine knew she had to put Alexa out of her thoughts. If she couldn’t escape from these men then she’d be seeing Alexa before long anyway, back at the camp. And as much as it pained and confused her, Cristine realized if she and Bernard were successful in their escape she’d probably never see Alexa again.




Cristine turned her attention, and her big brown eyes, towards her captor.  




"I will not run, please just let me sit down. My legs are killing me. Besides, my hands are tied," she said as innocently as she could. "You being so fast and in such a good shape, I couldn’t outrun you like this," she added slyly, gesturing to the bonds around her wrists. “You caught me the first time and I wasn’t even tied up.”




After some hesitation the young man cautiously unwound the rope that had been fastening her to the tree in a standing position. It made sense that her legs would get tired. He wasn’t trying to be cruel.




He was a fresh college boy, and by his appearance Cristine figured he was a theology student. She could tell them apart from other boys. They all seemed to wear obsolete hand-me-downs and all had the same basic hairstyle that was shaped by a bowl from someone’s kitchen. In the strict rural families they came from their parents still perceived the ministry as a prestigous and honorable future for their sons. Most of the boys exhibited an awkward shyness, both in the way they held themselves and in their manner of speech. 




And here before her was a typical representative of this group. A young man who was completely naive and untouched by both women and civilization. He was obviously uncomfortable with his proximity to her, even as he unwound the ropes from around Cristine’s body.




As she weaved her plan, he fought the urge to admire her absolutely stunning figure. He’d never seen such a beauty in his whole life. Certainly not at the farm where he was born. He had also never come across a girl who was so capable of using men’s cocks against them. 




The longer they sat in silence, the more nervous the boy seemed to become in her presence. Sexual thoughts crept deeper into his mind despite his efforts to keep them out. She wore very tight pants and a tank top with a blouse over it, exposing enough of her mature breasts that he had trouble ignoring them. 




Studying for the priesthood, he tried desperately to think of his celibacy training but that just made it even worse. Cristine started to sigh and shifted around awkwardly, feigning discomfort from her tied hands. She managed to strike a pose that further emphasized her already prominent tits and ass. 




"What is your name?" she asked and looked deeply and seductively into his eyes. He turned pink immediately.




"I'm... Arnold," he responded weakly.




"That is a very manly name, Arnold. I couldn’t believe your strength when you caught me... you know, when you grabbed my hair, my heart almost stopped. Such strength just made an immediate impression on me," she said, looking at him with large, innocent eyes. He was avoiding her gaze, but her sexy body was attracting him and he found himself just staring at her boobs and her divine curves.




Cristine sighed again and continued. "When I was a little girl I used to dream about a strong man who would chase me down in the woods, me completely naked... and this man appeared in my dreams every night. He would eventually catch me and then..." she sighed breathlessly.




"... as you grabbed me and held my arms, I just felt such an excitement. My dream came rushing back. I couldn't help thinking what it would be like, you know... if..." she blushed and modestly lowered her gaze. 




The fantasy she described, and the details she purposefully omitted, started to arouse him. He saw her long hair that he had grabbed so firmly minutes ago and in his mind’s eye he could almost see her wriggling ass as he took her passionately. This image quickly overpowered his mind and his strict Catholic upbringing was yielding to his passionate fantasies.

  

"I'm getting so hot here, would you mind unbuttoning my blouse a bit?" she cooed and her breasts protruded forward lewdly, as her hands were still tied behind her back. He was fast overcoming his shyness as a baser instinct took hold. He approached her and instead of unbuttoning it, with one violent gesture he tore her blouse open to her waist. 




He roughly grabbed her breasts and pulled down the elastic top to expose them. They were glorious and he pressed them and gripped them with possessiveness he never felt before. He pushed her back to the tree and shoved his tongue into her mouth. He wanted all of her orifices filled with him. 




He pressed hard against her and never stopped fondling her breasts. He started to unzip his trousers. His cock was so hard he couldn't stand its confinment. He rolled her over to the ground and wanted to lay on top of her, but her hands behind her back were in the way. 




"If you open my bag, there are handcuffs. If you free my hands you can use them to bind my hands above my head, so that you can lay on top of me," she instructed in a panting voice. He took it as a sign of her arousal and quickly rummaged through her stuff in her backpack. He finally found the handcuffs. He removed the rope and was about to use them. 




"No… don't do it just yet, how can I worship your beautiful cock with my hands like that? Let me," she said as she took his cock out of his trousers and started to pump it ferociously. He moaned and was now completely losing control of the situation.




"You have such an amazing cock, so hard. I want you to fuck me with this dick real... hard..." she sighed huskily.




"I want to fuck you. Now!" he groaned, grabbing on her breasts and kissing her passionately, pulling her by the hair and slapping her ass, still clad in the tight pants. He was getting more violent by the minute.




"Oh, I want you to impale me on your large cock. Let me sit on you, so you can penetrate me real deep. I want you deep inside me," she said as she stripped off her pants. He laid on his back in the grass under the tree so that she could get on top of him. She was completely naked and he was dazzled by her bare skin, her curves. 




Cristine straddled him and laid on top of him, feeling his erect cock brushing her ass and oozing copious amounts of precum. She made fucking movements to arouse him even more and massaged his cock with her hand behind her back which drove him to the brink of insanity. Her large tits were swaying alluringly. He was spellbound.




She let him suck her breasts and raised his hands above his head, so they were on both sides of a tree behind him. Before he could notice, his mind completely blank at the expectation of intercourse, she closed the handcuffs around both of his wrists almost simultaneously.




Cristine swiftly jumped to her feet. "And now you are handcuffed to a tree,” she announced proudly. “And you know what else? This is the first time I’ve ever been naked around a man so you should feel very privileged!"




 She looked at her watch. 




"Five minutes. It took me all of five minutes,” she thought out loud. “So that means we still have lots of time before your friends show up with the car. 




"What are you doing?" he asked, flabbergasted.




Cristine towered over him, her figure strikingly beautiful in her nudity. She put a bare foot on his chest and playfully circled around his exposed nipple with her toe. 




"Oh, you would like to fuck me, wouldn't you? You would like to fuck my exquisite ass... hold me down by my neck and make me scream with lust each time you thrust into me..." she swayed her hips and teased him with her seductive beauty. Being in charge, talking dirty, and having a prospective priest at her mercy, she was getting aroused and wet. He moaned desperately, desiring to lick her pussy as he stared up at it.




"I just initiated you into the powerful spell of the superior female’s energy. From today onward, I will be the only divinity on your mind. You are entirely helpless, completely dependent on me. You serving me as my licking toy will be the only thing in your dreams from now on. You will just pine after me and long to serve me... There is no spell to undo this mindfuck," she said as she squatted just above his head, so he could smell and almost touch her pussy with his tongue. 




Turning with feline grace she showcased her amazing ass to him and noticed that although the dynamics of the situation shifted entirely, it did not make the poor boy less hard. His cock was throbbing and twitching. He foggy, lust-filled brain did not seem to care about being tied to a tree, as long as she was with him and there was the slightest chance of him getting to climax.




"I will grace you with a special treat, boy. Open your mouth," she said.




Completely mesmerized, he did as he was told. She squatted down on his face and suddenly pissed straight into his mouth. He was coughing and spluttering, but he hungrily drank all of her urine. This act of complete humiliation made the trick. He was now in her power, her absolutely submissive toy. 




"Repeat after me. I'm your slave. You are my superior. I will obey your commands," Cristine said and the boy repeated this mantra in a very humiliated voice.




"Sorry, boy. I have other more pressing matters to attend to at the moment. May we meet again! And when we do, you will be my most obedient servant." She swiftly put her clothes back on and disappeared before Arnold could fully awaken from the trance.




✽✽✽




Cristine ran as fast as she could. Fortunately, she still had almost all of her belongings with her in the backpack including the map, compass and some money. She’d obviously have to pick up another set of handcuffs sometime. They were a favourite toy. She ran far enough to be out of the immediate area and once reaching relative safety, she stopped to decide on her next step. 




She had to take the risk and take the shortest way to a road. There was a good chance she would come across someone either employed in the camp or under the influence of the apparently powerful General Director, but she had to get as far away as quickly as she could and risking the road was the only way she could see that happening. 




Cristine struggled through the dense vegetation, crawled over fallen trees, tripped over branches and rocks, and slowly made her way through the uneven terrain until she reached a small dirt road. Her hair was in disarray, she was sweaty and tired from the exertion, but she was almost free. 




She just wanted to reunite with Bernard. She wasn't used to the absence of a willing boy to take care of everything for her. After some minutes Cristine heard a car approaching. It was heading towards the town where she had planned to meet Bernard, so she posed on the side of the road with her thumb up. Once it got close enough for the driver to see stunningly beautiful Cristine, the car stopped, tires kicking up a cloud of dust as it halted abruptly.




The driver rolled down the window of his rusty old car and called cheerfully. "Hey, pretty one, need a lift?" 




He was an unsightly sort of guy, but Cristine would have gotten into a car with the devil, if only he would get her away from the camp. This chap look friendly and harmless, so Cristine hopped in, and they soon were leaving the nightmarish place far behind.




After driving in silence for a few minutes, with the happy driver smiling almost constantly, he broke the silence. "I do know where are you coming from." 




"Do you?" Cristine replied, alarmed.




"No worries, I won't turn you in," he laughed as the car meandered over the dark forest road. There was a picture of a family on the dashboard, and a plush toy hung from the rear view mirror. No rosaries, no crosses. This somewhat eased Cristine's mind.




"These maniacs mess people up real bad. I'm only happy to help you get away from them," he said.




"Thank you. It is very appreciated," replied Cristine gratefully.




"Well, my sister-in-law works at St. Catherine's as a cook so I know a little bit about them. They pay nicely. I was there to apply for the gardener job, but the whole place just freaked me out," he said. He was pleased to have audience so he merrily continued. 




 "The irony is… from the rumors I've heard, the director of that place is no a Saint himself," he said. The guy looked sideways at Cristine, observing the effect of his words.




"What do you mean?"




"Well, before he turned such a goody-goody, I heard he used to be pretty wild," he chuckled. "One wonders why so many weirdos are in the Catholic church, huh?"




Cristine smiled a little, "Yeah, tell me about it."




"As far as I know, the whole family is fruity. The director's brother is a Catholic priest too. I think he is a teacher. Seems these crackpots just fancy kids a lot..." Cristine had shown some interest and the guy continued.




"I'm not into gossip, really. But my wife and her sis are all about this sort of chit-chat. Imagine that these two revered priests were born of a whore," he said. "I mean... sorry, a prostitute. Yeah, she was poor and just trying to feed the hungry mouths that she’d brought into the world, so she ended up hanging around with riffraff and someone did her in. The boys were raised by their granny who was nuts about church-going."




"Do tell!" Cristine encouraged him politely, but actually she was quickly becoming uninterested. He had confirmed her decision to leave her summer “camp” was a good one. But the rest didn’t matter. After all, she would have nothing to do with that bunch of lunatics anymore.




The forest was gradually getting less dense as they drove. Sunbeams were flashing through the foliage. For a few minutes they were again driving in silence. A house or two appeared as they finally reached the edge of town.




"Would you mind dropping me at the local post office?" Cristine asked.




He nodded. "That's the way I’m going anyway. But if you are in trouble and need a place to stay, come to my house. I’ll give you shelter for the night if you need it. My house is number 34 Bishop's Lane. It won’t be any trouble, and my wife will be happy to learn some new rumors from the camp," he laughed.  




She thanked him politely and darted across the street to the local post office. To her intense relief and joy, Bernard was there waiting for her.







✽✽✽




Bernard was anxiously pacing the pavement in front of the post office. When he saw Cristine, his murky expression changed to one of joy, and he ran to meet her. Cristine reached out and removed a twig that had been entangled in Bernard's hair. She smiled radiantly at him.




"It is so good to see you! You made it!"




"I just sent your letter. But we can’t waste time, they could be here any second. I assume they have the dog following my scent," Bernard warned. Cristine started to think, while looking around the small town’s main street. Pedestrians walked around, some of them giving them apprehensive looks. They looked like cast-offs from some survival reality show. They both looked quite disheveled, their arms scratched and hair in a state of complete disarray. 




"We look suspicious... let's just hide somewhere and try to think of a plan," Cristine suggested as she started to pull Bernard's arm to get him moving. Right across the street was an inconspicuous small town theater. The old place had seen better days and the building was falling apart. But probably for nostalgic reasons, and the fact that it was the only theatre for miles in any direction, it was still in the business of showing movies. 




"Let's just go to the cinema," Cristine exclaimed. Bernard looked puzzled. 




"The dog will hopefully lose your track among the scents of other pedestrians. They might know we’re in town, but I doubt they’ll find us in there. Move now, come on," she said.




Bernard bought two tickets, choosing seats in the most distant corner for some privacy. He also got them some chips and shortbread biscuits. Apart from two other people they were completely alone. As they both were famished, they devoured the chips and cookies. Neither of them paid any attention to the film which was a remastered version of Alfred Hitchcock's Vertigo. 




"How did you managed to escape?" Bernard whispered.




"You wouldn't believe it if I told you... but how did you escape?" she said.




Bernard shrugged. "I obeyed your command and ran as fast as I could. I lost the two guys who were pursuing me in the woods. But I did spot the police dog handler on my trail a few minutes after losing the Church guys. As it turns out, the tracking dog is only as fast as the guy leading him. I always had good results as a long distance runner, and he was in his fifties so he couldn't keep up. But... what if the dog doesn’t get confused by the scents of the townspeople?" he said, concerned.




"Don't worry, he will," Cristine said firmly, trying to convince herself as well as Bernard.




Bernard slurped on his Coke with a pensive look. "We cannot stay here, we must find a way to get out of this town. The police officers are in the General Directors' pocket, so it’s clear we can’t go there for help. And they will summon reinforcements and search the town until they find us, I'm sure. In a matter of hours we will see our faces on every corner..."




Cristine's brow furrowed as she thought hard. "They will expect us to take a bus, train or some sort of public transportation. We cannot go to a hotel or motel, you need to provide your ID and they’d be expecting that too. So I guess we’ll need to sleep under the stars in the wild and walk through the countryside to avoid detection. Luckily it feels like it’s going to be a warm night."




Bernard agreed, hungrily biting on one of the biscuits. "I just hope nobody is clever enough to track our cell phones... If you have iOS you can be tracked without having your phone messed with. I’ve seen a neat app that covertly traces a cell number - they actually break in to your iTunes account. If the police get further involved, that would be even worse. Obviously they could get a warrant or something. And they might even have other ways to spy on our devices, who knows? We need to pull the batteries and SIM cards so we can’t be tracked."




They temporarily disabled their phones and Cristine gave him an affectionate smile. "It is good to have a tech guy around!"




✽✽✽




When the film ended Cristine and Bernard left the cinema by a side door into a quiet little alley. They successfully avoided the main boulevard and navigated the obscure little side streets to get out of civilization. 




Bernard risked getting noticed by fetching some food from an out-of-the-way convenience store. When he re-emerged from the dingy shop, happily swinging with a bagel and a bag full of canned food, he was soaked with smell of cabbage and musty furniture. After the exhausting experience of the last hours, that could not possibly ruin their appetites. 




As soon as they arrived at a quiet place outside town, they sat under an imposing oak to enjoy their little meal. In a matter of minutes they had devoured most of the food, Bernard sharing his best bites with Cristine. 




Cristine was finally able to relax a little, and her thoughts wandered. "I never thought of asking why your parents decided to imprison you in Catholic camp for the summer."




Bernard smiled slightly and waved his hand dismissively as if this was not enough of an interesting story for her ears. She nudged him and insisted on him telling his tale.




"When I was a little boy I was always attracted to computers and programming. In recent years I started to learn how to access computer networks, um, without permission. Well... I used my hacking skills to break into the computer of my Dad's boss. The guy was stealing money from their company and was trying to frame my Dad for the missing funds. My Dad suspected this, but I was able to prove it! But for some reason my family was not happy about me taking the matter into my own hands. They apparently think a bit of good old discipline would do me lot of good, before I go to the college... and so here we are," he finished.




The sun was setting lazily behind the horizon and clouds moving in from the West started to obscure the sun as it retired for the day. It would have been such a tranquil, almost romantic moment, if they hadn’t been acutely aware that at any moment a police car could appear, or perhaps a large German Shepherd that had stumbled across their scent could be set upon them. 




But despite the danger, the serene sunset still somewhat relaxed them and they were lulled into the feeling of security. Both Cristine and Bernard were now looking into the future with more optimism.




"This is a nice place, perhaps we could sleep here," Cristine lazily suggested, because she was starting to feel drowsy. She did not even finish the sentence, when first large drops of rain splattered on her forearm and her thighs. It was gradually getting colder and the approaching clouds no longer looked so innocent. After a few more minutes a downpour of torrential rain, accompanied by menacing thunder and flashes of lightening, drove them from the comforting shadow of the large oak. 




The rain had become such a deluge that they started to run for shelter - any shelter. From a distance they noticed a barn with open doors, adjacent to a farm. Before they arrived there, they were soaking wet. This was not an abandoned barn, it was full of industrial machines that appeared to be in good working order. Someone would undoubtedly arrive to close the door to prevent the storm from ushering in the rain and wind. They were grateful to get inside, nevertheless.




Not long after they managed to dry their clothes a little using some of the straw laying around, the barn owner appeared to shut the door. They did not have time to hide. To Cristine's pleasant surprise it was none other than the merry hillbilly who had driven her into town.




"Well, well, well, the beauty queen and her little friend!" he roared cheerfully.




"I'm really pleased to see you both. It's raining buckets out there, come-on inside," he said, beckoning them to follow as they swiftly ran across the court to the house. 




His sturdy wife in an apron gave them no peace and cornered them immediately with a number of impertinent and nosy questions. After satisfying her low based curiosity, she provided them with dry clothes and allowed them to use the shower.




After they changed and made themselves look human again, they were ushered into the living room, where a large hunting dog was peacefully sleeping on a rug before the fireplace. 




Mrs. Littlewood was indeed a very gossipy sort of woman and she wanted to know each and every detail of the life in the camp. It obviously was one of her favorite subjects to discuss, when other topics of the small town life were exhausted.




After obediently drinking some strong tea and politely refusing a variety of home-made food, they were offered a place to sleep for the night. Cristine was lacking the stamina to continue with the journey. She needed her eight hours of sleep, so she agreed to accept the couple’s hospitality.




Frank Littlewood directed them through the waning rain to a separate building across the barnyard. 




"This farm used to be a huge operation, years ago. When I was a boy, this was the women's dormitory. Sometimes I would climb up the ladder, nestle behind the wooden planks under the roof and peep through a hole to see them changing their clothes in the evening… those were some of the most magnificent boobs I ever saw," he chuckled happily. 




The old women’s dorm was a spacious aging structure with an unpretentious fireplace and a row of beds. The ceiling was made of wood, adding a cosy and ambient feeling. Most importantly, once they lit a fire, it was a warm and dry place to spend the night. 




Frank felt the need to apologize for the humble accomodations. "It is occasionally used for guests... but otherwise I store here old rags, ropes and clothes that no one needs anymore. If you needed an old fiddle, it's there too. Just use or take what you want." 




"Oh, I almost forgot," he said as he walked to a large wardrobe and opened it. "Here are some blankets and covers." The wardrobe was stuffed with various sorts of rugs and a considerable number of ropes for use around the farm.  




Aside from an occasional spider it was perfectly lovely. That's what Cristine said warmly to Frank before he wished them good night closing the door behind them and winking at them impishly, personally convinced they would not sleep that much anyway.




  

✽✽✽




The moment the doors closed behind Frank Littlewood, Bernard fell on his knees in front of Cristine. His programming kicked in almost instantly, the moment they were alone and safe. Cristine was pleased by the efficacy of her training. She ran her long fingers through the mane of his rough hair. They were finally at a place where she could finish what she had started at the creek that afternoon. 




"Goddess Cristine, your obedient servant kneels before you," Bernard whispered. 




She got close to him and directed him to hug her legs. The warmth of her body was intoxicating. She slowly rolled up her shirt and allowed him to worship her legs. He kissed behind her knees and his cock was instantly hard. He knelt so close she could feel his erection against her leg. She brushed it slightly with her foot, causing him to moan softly.




"The servant of Goddess Cristine must be naked," she whispered and started to unbutton his shirt. She relished revealing slowly his youthful and smooth, yet muscular chest. She stroked his body and lustily scratched his chest with her long fingernails. Her clit started to throb. She realized they were now completely alone and there was no one to stop her from subjecting him to her will entirely. This feeling of complete power over him was a strong aphrodisiac.




With a satisfying feeling of complete control, Cristine gradually began to execute her plan for Bernard. She wanted to destroy the last remnants of his defenses and make him just a toy with which she could do whatever she pleased. Her fantasies of controlling a man and subjecting him to all sorts of things was materializing right there, in the attic of an old farm.




Bernard sensed how Cristine was morphing right in front of his eyes into the most stunningly gorgeous Domina he could ever dream of meeting. Feeling completely overwhelmed by her sex appeal, and being at her mercy was the most fulfilling emotion he had ever experienced.




"Take off those pants," Cristine commanded with sweet authority. Bernard obeyed instantly and the pants were off in seconds. His perfectly shaped cock had an angle only young horny boys get. She was feeling very needy, and shoved her hand deep down into her own panties. Her pussy was all wet and warm.




Bernard knelt in front of her, his naked body like a blank canvas; his mind like a clay she could mold into any form she fancied.




"Repeat what I taught you today," she commanded, while she spread her juices under his nose with her forefinger.




"Ahhh... he moaned, aroused. You are my Goddess... You can do whatever you want with me," he said in a low, thrilled voice.




"What is it you want the most in the world?" Cristine asked sweetly, swaying her hips provocatively.




Bernard bowed to the ground and kissed devoutly the tip of Cristine's shoe. "To serve you in any way you command." 




Cristine was wearing a denim skirt and chequered shirt she got from Ms. Littlewood as a replacement for her damp clothes. She had no bra underneath and her hardening nipples were clearly visible as she was talking to him.




"Today you may earn the privilege to make me climax. Would you like that?" she said innocently, even though she already knew the answer. She leaned over and he was staring right into her cleavage. Just the idea of bringing her to sexual ecstasy was making it almost intolerable for him and he just groaned with lust.




"Ohh, yes, my Goddess, there is nothing I desire more..." he said as his cock was twitching almost constantly.




She started to unbutton her shirt slowly. Bernard held his breath as she revealed her exquisite breasts. They were shining in their full glory, lit by a dim light bulb, which provided a very intimate and ambient atmosphere. She slowly let the shirt drop to the floor. 




"Hmmm... I’m definitely considering it. My pussy is so wet and I'm already so horny I might make use of your tongue right now," she said. Bernard unwittingly, impulsively got closer to her groin to try and inhale the divine fragrance of her sex.




"Oh, but not yet," she slowed him down, winking mischievously.




"We will play a little game. You’re going to show me how much you are capable of suffering for me," she said, slowly and seductively squatting down so their eyes were level. 




For the first time, Cristine touched his penis with her hand. He groaned with lust. She touched the drop of precum on the tip of his member and slowly circled around its head causing him to whimper with arousal. 




Cristine giggled naughtily and touched his lips, then made him suck her finger. "Now listen very carefully and remember every single word I say. Whatever I decide to do to you, you are not allowed to cum. You are not allowed to penetrate me. You are a servant. Your cock is not worthy of entering my pussy."




 She leaned so close, her bare breasts with hard nipples touched his own bare chest. A feeling he could only equate to getting struck by an electric current ran down his spine. 




"I will set you three tasks to test your attitude. The first will show me if you can bear pain for my sake. The second will prove if you will endure humiliation from me. The third will demonstrate if you have enough self control to allow me do whatever I please with you without cumming."




Cristine grabbed his cock firmly and gave it several strokes. He moaned: "Thank you so much for this opportunity, Goddess." 

 

She touched the lobe of his ear with her tongue and breathed into his ear. "For each successfully concluded task I will grant you a privilege. If you manage to excel in each and every one of these tasks, you will get the opportunity to make me climax."




She stepped aside and left him kneeling there with the erect cock. She walked to the wardrobe and re-opened it. She was making quite a show of it - aware he was watching. She walked around with feline grace. Her bare breasts swaying with their weight were hypnotizing Bernard with their soft, alluring bounce.




There was a drawer full of various worthless things: a broken mirror, a teddy bear with a leg missing, a disintegrated bracelet. Among these things was a wooden brush that had been rendered useless by having the bristles almost completely missing. With Cristine weighing it in her hands, it acquired all of a sudden a new, sexy usage. She tested the smooth side of the brush by slapping it into her palm few times. She gave Bernard a dark, seductive look, smirking maliciously.




Along with the brush she retrieved a piece of cloth. She wrapped it around his head and used it to blindfold him. The cloth smelled of lavender, used against moths.




"Now for your first task. If you please me, you will get the privilege of touching my breasts," she announced with hardly contained enthusiasm.




"Yes Goddess," he breathed, feeling ambivalent. He was both aroused and scared at the same time. The idea of holding her divine breasts in his hands was heavenly, but he had never experienced intense physical pain before.




She strolled lazily towards him. Seeing nothing, he was more acutely aware of sounds and smells. He heard her grab a plain wooden chair and drag it noisily to the center of the room. She navigated him to lean over the backrest so that his buttocks were protruding, fully available and at the mercy of her will. 




With intervals of around three seconds, she planted thirty hard strokes to his ass until it was all red and very sore. Bernard groaned with every stroke, fidgeting when an especially cruel blow landed to his reddish ass. This being her first experience with corporal punishments as well, she was pleasantly thrilled and flushed by the exercise.




When it was over, Bernard fell to his knees, so deep into blissful subspace he was now ready to suffer anything for Cristine. His ass was on fire, aching like hell, his cock slightly losing its angle from the intense pain, but aroused more than ever. He thankfully kissed her shoes to show her his gratitude.




"Oh, but I'm not done with testing how much pain you can bear for me," she said, really getting into the mood and becoming more self-assured with each act of dominance. She ordered him to kneel on all fours with his legs spread wide. His balls were vulnerable and exposed in this position. She sat down on his back, backwards and started to pull on those exposed balls until he was gasping with pain. She twisted them, delved her long nail fingers into them and laughed every time he yelped out loud. When torturing his balls with her fingers became almost intolerable for him, she sprang to her feet and started to kick his balls vigorously. 




"Will you beg for mercy? Should I spare you now?" she asked after a particularly painful kick.




"No, Goddess... ooouch." He retorted between the yelps of pain. "I will bear any pain for you."




Cristine only laughed. She stopped kicking his balls and walked to the place where he dropped his clothes and removed a leather belt from his trousers.




"You will get another thirty with a leather belt," she announced huskily. Her play was making her intensely aroused. She had to remind herself of the purpose of this game, or she would have just drawn Bernard's head to her pussy and had him eat it immediately.




"Yes Mistress."  




Bernard again proved that he could and would tolerate any pain she inflicted upon his body. She was breathing deeper when the execution of her task was over. She grabbed his hair and slowly drew him up to an erect, kneeling position. She removed the cloth blindfold from his eyes. The beauty of her tits yet again blinded him. She took both his hands and slowly placed them on her chest. He was beside himself with arousal. Her nipples were protruding needily and for the fleeting moment she allowed him to touch them he felt his cock might explode. She tilted her head backwards and moaned softly, her long curly hair reaching down to her buttocks. 




Bernard revered every millimeter of her soft skin and the amazing curves of her heavy breasts. They were so soft, yet firm and dominated him with their sheer size. Her nipples were the crown of their beauty, well defined and prominent. He was in reverent awe, unable to either squeeze or push them, he just gently stroked in religious admiration. But she did not allow him to enjoy his reward for long.




Cristine slapped Bernard playfully on the cheek. "Your test is not over, so don't get carried away just yet. Now I want to find out what level of humiliation you are willing to suffer for me. If you convince me, then you will be rewarded with a chance to worship my amazing butt and smell my earthly scent."




Ever since encountering Cristine on the bus, Bernard fantasized about worshipping her queenly ass. In his opinion, it was one of the most amazing rewards she could possibly offer him. Cristine obviously was clairvoyant, he thought. Her ability to sense his most profoundly secret desires was uncanny. But that was clearly just one of the amazing attributes that distinguished Cristine, and put her far above all other women he had ever met.




She ordered him to lay on the floor. It was a wooden floor made of rough planks, dusty from lack of usage and also covered with cobwebs, but he hastily dropped himself flat onto the dirty floor, to show her his willingness to obey. 




All of a sudden a loud cracking noise disturbed them and they both looked around alarmed. Cristine ordered Bernard to stay put and she went to the door to look around. When she peeked into the dark corridor and switched lights on, she looked for signs of anything suspicious. In the end she came to the conclusion that the old wood may occasionally crack like that. She closed the door of the dormitory behind her and strolled back to Bernard, still wearing only her denim skirt.




 "I need to pee and the only toilet is in the court outside," she feigned a concerned sigh and gave him a significant look.




"Allow me Goddess, please, let me serve as your toilet so you don’t have to go outside again."




Cristine grinned and started to pull up her skirt. He held his breath when she exposed her round hips and revealed her black lace thong. She took her time, swinging her hips temptingly. His heart almost stopped when even that tiny piece of garment came off  as well. As her underwear landed next to his head, he could see with the corner of his eye they were soaked with Cristine's sweet nectar.




"Open," she commanded. He opened his mouth eagerly and she squatted provocatively above his head. He had the most exquisite view of her beautiful, perfectly shaved pussy. She closed her eyes to concentrate on her business. Within seconds she let the golden shower pour down into his expectant mouth. He did a wonderful job, almost none of the precious liquid was spilled. He drank from her passionately and his feeling of humiliation was complete and entirely blissful.




"Aaah, what a relief," she sighed. "You have proven you can not only tolerate humiliation, but also welcome it from my hands. Your reward is well earned," she said. 




Cristine was now fully naked besides her shoes. Her rich hair spilled over her back and down her shoulders, her olive skinned body shining in the dark. She kicked the shoes off and climbed onto the nearest bed. She sat kneeling with her legs spread on the bed and beckoned him to come to her. She pushed her ass out invitingly. 




The hourglass shape of Cristine's body was most prominent in this position and her ass was exposed, ready and open for worship. Bernard crawled to her ass and hesitated for few moments, overcome by the arousal and the outlook of actually getting near that perfect ass cheeks with the fragrant rosebud in the middle. He was breathing more heavily as he started to worship her ass, encouraged by Cristine to squeeze and massage it with his hands. After covering both ass cheeks with ardent kisses, he was allowed to delicately touch her asshole with his tongue. She sighed and started to slightly rock herself, aroused by his skillful tongue. Her hair was brushing his head as she tilted her head back and sighed with her eyes closed. 




"Now I want you to get in there with your tongue," she ordered him with a husky voice, excited and desiring for more sexual contact. He willingly obeyed.




"Start to stroke your cock, it arouses me." she added and he didn’t need to be asked twice. He felt waves of excitement, getting on the brink of climax almost constantly. He made his tongue erect and slid it into her ass, her body now rocking forward and backward even more lustily. She was also on the brink of climax and started to masturbate herself, her fingers gliding easily over the copious amount of her own juices. Her clit was swollen and her labia were deep pink. Her whole vagina was throbbing with lust, but she herself willingly decided to postpone the ecstasy as long as possible, driving herself insane with desire.




She abrupty changed positions, turning and spreading her legs wide, so that Bernard with his achingly aroused cock was just centimetres from her vagina. He watched her sex with fascination. She was unashamedly masturbating right in front of him, their sexes almost touching. She laid back and masturbated vigorously, moaning and whimpering, coiling like a snake and pressing her boobs. 




Bernard, however submissive, again felt those primal instincts resurfacing in his mind. There was a young, super attractive woman, aroused, with her vagina flooded with slick juices, ready for his cock to enter her, and ready to be taken. 




He was again seeing the impressions of her, being all spread wide, he on top of her, holding her down and shoving his large member into her, while she would be clutching her boobs, encouraging him to release his seed deep inside her, imploring him to fuck harder and harder, until they would both explode in earth shattering orgasm.




"I'm... so... aroused, will you fuck me now?" she whimpered through heavy sighs of arousal.




"Look at my pussy, it begs for you to take it. To shove your hard cock inside..." she teased, juices oozing, constantly on the verge of her own orgasm. 




He masturbated like crazy, his head spinning with lust but he wasn't beside himself enough to forget his programming.




"Oooh... no, servant is not worthy of fucking his Goddess, only real men can do that. The servant is not a real man." These sentences, that took such incredible willpower to utter that they were transforming his inner sexuality and making him into her true toy. But he knew this is what she wanted. And his only wish was to give her every one of her desires.




"Well done my boy. That means you are ready to earn your final reward," she purred. Cristine grabbed him by the hair and pulled him to the bed. She guided him to lay down and straddled his face. His mouth was just milimetres away from her fragrant pussy. Being so close made him groan with intense arousal. He couldn't believe he managed not to cum for such a long time from her teasing, while he was experiencing the most erotic experience of his life.




Bernard was not the only one who had the time of his life. Frank was sitting in the voyeuristic little hiding place behind the wall of the dormitory, peeking through a hole in the wood. It was slightly adventurous to get there by ladder as he wasn't as athletic as he used to be. When the wooden floor cracked he was afraid he would be discovered, but luckily he wasn't. He was jerking his cock furiously, thrilled by the opportunity to see the sexy teen fully naked, her aroused nipples hard, and playing with the boy. These were the most amazing boobs he had ever seen in the dormitory. He would fantasize about these scenes for months and years to come.  




Cristine finally commanded Bernard to lick. She rocked hard and sometimes firmly grabbed his cock and gave it several strokes. She sighed, moaned, pushed at her boobs and ran fingers through her hair. 




The dormitory was very warm and they were both becoming sweaty as Cristine was reaching her orgasm. She was getting more aggressive in her rocking, taking little care about Bernard's comfort. She was using him as her sex toy to the utmost, draining all energy of him to achieve her ultimate satisfaction. He licked her clit, entered her vagina with his tongue as she coiled as a snake and wriggled her ass passionately. 




"You will not cum, you're ultimate reward is my climax," she commanded between sighs. He only nodded slightly, having her pussy in his mouth. Eventually, her arousal peaked and her back arched and she climaxed in the most thrilling orgasm Bernard ever saw, even in the internet videos he so obsessively consumed. She did not allow his climax, but he felt entirely satisfied from the most erotic experience Cristine so generously provided. 




Bernard was completely under Cristine's spell, and after she climaxed, he curled at her feet as her most loyal dog, putting his face next to her feet. They both fell asleep almost instantly, naked and sweaty, Cristine's bountiful hair spread on the pillow. After the exhausting endeavors of the day, combined with their intense erotic play, they were drained of all energy. They fell asleep so fast, they did not even take any blankets and sheets from the wardrobe. 




Frank climaxed at the same time as Cristine, and most noiselessly he climbed down the ladder and returned to his wife. Encouraged and pleasantly thrilled with his experience, he fucked his wife that evening like he hadn't done in years, thinking intensely of Cristine's heavenly boobs and her wet pussy.





Chapter 5










In the very early hours of the following morning everyone on the farm was fast asleep, including exhausted Cristine and Bernard. Two men crept unnoticed across the barnyard and climbed the stairs to the doors of the old women’s dorm. They avoided making noise as they moved forward cautiously. As the sun was rising on the horizon they could see enough without the need to use a flashlight.




They carefully tried the door and it was unlocked. They tiptoed into the dorm and a curious picture presented itself to their eyes. A blond boy curled in a ball at the feet of a naked curly-haired beauty, who laid fast asleep, her large boobs rising with every breath. The smell of sex was still in the air. One of them smirked and gestured that he would take care of the girl, while the other subdued the boy.




Both men had a bottle of chloroform. Had Cristine and Bernard not been as exhausted as they were, perhaps the shuffling of feet and the creaking floor might have woken them, but they were sleeping tight. The men looked at each other and one of them counted to three with his fingers. Simultaneously they pressed handkerchiefs, soaked in chloroform to their mouths. 




Cristine and Bernard awakened instantly but after a brief struggle the drug rendered them unconscious. They were again laying peacefully, the paragon of youth and beauty. Neither of the men could help wondering about the beauty of the girl. The cocks in their trousers were letting them know this was probably the most attractive naked woman they had ever seen. And what was more, she was now completely at their disposal, entirely defenseless. 




They looked at each other and they both had the same thought. Who would know? It would take just a few minutes and they would deliver her to General Director, who was waiting outside in the large SUV. The wordless dilemma was solved by the older one, who started to unbutton his trousers hastily, while grabbing Cristine's feet and dragging her unconscious body effortlessly closer to him. He took out his cock and started to masturbate. The other one walked to her side and being a boobs lover, he started to squeeze and push her breasts, clumsily pulling his trousers down by his left hand. All he wanted was to put his cock between the amazing tits and to cum in her face.




The older was just about to penetrate Cristine, when a third man appeared at the door. It was Arnold. He looked from one man to the other and then to the scene before his eyes. He exclaimed in alarm: "Are you both mental?!" He ran to them and pushed the older one from Cristine. 




"Oh come on, man, don't be such a prude. No one will ever know. Come and join us. She is a whore anyway. She obviously just fucked this schoolboy, so she might as well get fucked by us too, right? It will be over in minutes."




Arnold was not of slight stature and clenched his hands into fists. "You leave her alone now, or I swear I will knock your teeth in!" The older, much slighter man backed off, his trousers still unbuttoned, but his erection already gone.




Arnold, after the powerful experience when Cristine humiliated him could think of nothing but her. And these animals would rape her while unconscious. Not if he was around. He didn’t quite understand his own feelings. She had used him to faciliate her escape, and yet he somehow felt her control over him deepen. And he found himself wanting to surrender to her further. In fact, he felt a pang of jealousy when he entered the room and seen Bernard there with Cristine.




"Alright then, but you will not say a word to the GD or I will tell him how the little witch fooled you in the woods," he hissed, buttoning up his trousers.




Arnold started to wrap Cristine in a blanket he found in the wardrobe. He brought one also for Bernard.




"We need to move, it is almost daylight and the GD is waiting. We don't want this to be an incident the whole town will talk about," he said. He grabbed Christine and cradled her in his arms protectively, while the other two took care of Bernard's heavy body.




The whole thing was over before anyone at the farm could notice the intruders. They loaded both unconscious bodies into the car, hopped in, and were gone before the first rooster could crow.




✽✽✽




Cristine slowly opened her eyes, her sight blurry for a moment. When she woke up, she was half lying on a comfortable sofa. She blinked and looked around, confused. She was in an old fashioned parlor furnished with Victorian furniture. Outside it was getting dark. She must have been out for at least nine hours. It took her a while to recollect what had happened. After straining her memory she remembered with horror the night abduction - how she was awakened by the sweet smell of chloroform and how all suddenly went black again.




She wanted to raise her hands to her face and noticed she was handcuffed. Her gaze fell on her own body. She was wearing a very conservative dress with a white collar going up to her neck and thick stockings made with special care to itch like crazy. Her feet were jailed in horribly uncomfortable flat shoes. Only after some time did she notice there was a man sitting comfortably in a leather chair, watching her intently and waiting patiently for her to come around.




"Where am I? Where is Bernard? I mean - Phillip...?" she asked, still bewildered.




The General Director smiled slightly. "Phillip is safe and sound. You are in my private suite. We managed to catch you on the farm as you were trying to escape. My compliments on your extraordinary skills. No one of our fugitives has ever made it so far or went about it as cleverly as you."




Cristine just stared, the whole scope of the situation she found herself was sinking in, the effect of the drugs wearing off gradually.




The General Director was speaking almost kindly. "You must understand. We cannot let you go. You pose too great a danger to yourself. You need to be corrected before you cause ruin to yourself and people around you. This is for your own sake, and the sake of your souls. You will come to understand," he said.




"How did you find us? Did the farmer turn us in?", Cristine asked, a wave of resentment for Frank Littlewood started to rise within her.




"Actually I need to stand-up for him a bit here. Frank Littlewood did not betray you. Not him or his wife. At least, not intentionally. Her sister, our cook, shared the news. Mrs. Littlewood told her on the phone, obviously meaning no harm. But she has a thing for gossip. Her sister, the faithful soul, ran directly to me." Cristine cursed herself for her decision to stay at the farm for the night. The ultimate, fatal mistake.




The General Director intently observed her. "You remind me of my mother. When I was a little boy, she was also a very sensual, attractive sort of woman. She got seduced by a sinful lifestyle and that led to her ruin. I'm here to make sure that you will not follow in her footsteps. This is my mission. I care about you becoming a proper Christian girl, fearful of God, obedient of her husband and a good mother to the next generation of good Christians. When I'm done with you, you will be the modest little thing you were designed by God to be."




Cristine shuddered but decided there was no point arguing with this man. She was also wondering how he could be this patient, considering her behavior to date. She suspected he enjoyed dealing with the strong-willed and defiant because it made his self-appointed mission more worthy of Jesus.




Cristine, as far as she could recall, attended mass every Sunday. She remembered Luke 15:7. 




"I tell you that in the same there will be more rejoicing in heaven over one sinner who repents than over ninety-nine righteous persons who do not need to repent."




Cristine, confronted with the horrific vision of her future as the General Director painted it, finally fully woke from the drugged haze. She drew herself to her full height and spoked in a dignified tone. "I understand your mission, General Director, but it will be a snowy day in hell before you will mold me into a god-fearing Christian and a mother of a half a dozen Catholic kids."




"Your name is your destiny, Cristine. You will embark on the journey to become what our Lord, the Savior designed for you. I will personally supervise your transformation."




"Where is Bern-... I mean, Philip?" asked Cristine.




"He received his punishment and was allowed to return to his bungalow. You were the mastermind behind this escape, there is no point in keeping him confined. It will undoubtedly take us some time to get him rid of your charms," he retorted, “... but he won’t try to escape without your influence.”

 

✽✽✽




When Sister Patience was preparing for bed that evening, she was in good spirits. Some thirty minutes previously she had learned the filthy bitch Cristine was recaptured. Nothing could please her more. She was her supervisor and therefore she would be the one expected to execute Cristine’s punishment and correction.




Sister Patience took off her veil and removed her modest clothes. Without the shapeless rags she wore to discourage the undesirable attention of men, she didn't have an unappealing figure. Her charm, if ever there was any, evaporated long ago together with her youthful glow. The ginger hair was too harshly red for her unremarkable face, but she combed it with apparent pride.




 Eying herself in the mirror she made a few sexy poses, taking note of her prominent breasts, completely dominating her barrel-like figure. She chuckled at her own folly. In a dance step she walked to the bedside table where there was an old picture in an ornate frame, showing a shyly smiling young boy with an abundance of curly blond hair. She gave it a kiss and patted the photo affectionately.




Sister Patience was about to get into bed and spend several sweet minutes fantasizing about some attractive colleague. She knew the rules. If she would entertain thoughts like that or even masturbate, she was obliged to ask her superior for a punishment, which would usually consist of a rather severe beating with a cane. But as she was both sadistic and masochistic, she learned to see it as another occasion to achieve a sexual thrill in this world where sex was the gravest of all sins. She thrived in this environment. She was able to retain the image of a modest woman and at the same time satisfy her desires with these little thrills. 




Suddenly Sister Patience noticed there was a piece of paper stuck under her door. Could it be a sexy letter from some of her less scrupulous colleagues? She felt a warm wave of arousal and slowly opened the envelope. But what she found in the letter greatly exceeded her expectations. She had to sit back down before she could even finish reading, because her head spun. 




✽✽✽




Father Patrick was confined to the solitude of his attic apartment, pacing it up and down in anxious expectation. It was already several hours after Cristine had run away. Every fiber of his being was vibrating with the need to exact revenge upon her for how she outsmarted him. She brought ruin to his reputation as well as to the promising future. He had strived to become the headmaster of the Catholic school. He had done all the right things to secure himself such a future. Now it was all gone. 




But worst of all, Cristine effectively prevented him from enjoying his free access to young girls. After the years his sexual satisfaction became the Alpha and Omega of his life. Without having a fresh game each week or so, he was getting increasingly frustrated and angry. 




Father Patrick used his surplus energy to plan the most cruel vendetta and was now obsessed with violent fantasies about Cristine. Not only did she unravel his secrets, she had done it in the most insolent, malicious way. The devil's whore was laughing right into his face when she was seducing him, only to frame him moments later!




He had no doubts his determined brother, the dignified General Director, would succeed in capturing her soon. If he didn't, Patrick wouldn't spare any effort to hunt her down himself, even if it should be the last thing thing he did.




Father Patrick's mind was racing. He knew his brother would take all possible precautions to prevent him from accessing her. After some hard thinking he punched his fist into his open palm. Eureka! After all, he had a secret ace up his sleeve. Something his brother had no idea about. A plan that unfolded in his mind would take some time to execute, but revenge must not be taken in haste. On the contrary, he would relish every minute of it. Every minute.




He went to the writing desk under the round window to catch a bit of light, which was a scarce resource in the darkened room, furnished in withered furniture. He got himself a piece of paper and started to write a letter. 




✽✽✽




An elegant Lady in her forties was sitting on the terrace of a large, two-storied mansion of the Edwardian era, located in a fashionable neighborhood of West London. She was sipping her morning tea peacefully and enjoying the view of the well-kept garden, encircled by a high stone wall. It wouldn't make for a unique picture, hadn't it been for several completely extraordinary details. 




For one thing, she wasn't sitting on a chair but on the back of well-muscled naked man. This incredible picture, that would take almost anyone unaccustomed to the rules and practices of the Angelis Mansion by surprise, was by far not the only thing that would appear uncommon to outsiders. 




Her tranquil gaze wasn't simply roaming around her garden, taking in the beauties of the full summer bloom. Instead, her mind was occupied with other agreeable thoughts while her eyes were fixed on the gardener, tending the garden clothed only in a leather strapped harness with a cock ring around his large penis and black leather gloves. He was currently cutting grass. His tanned body glistened with sweat. After watching this alluring scene for some minutes, she beckoned him with a sexy gesture to come to her.




"On your knees, my gardener," she commanded. He was a well-developed twenty-something with a very muscular frame. He dropped to his knees but gazed daringly and directly into her eyes. 




"Have you been tending to my garden properly? I'm currently deciding if I’ll continue to employ you or not," the Lady informed him in a playful tone. She was sitting on a living stool with crossed legs, but when she had said that, she spread her legs enough so that he could plainly see her sex.




"My Lady, I'm tending your garden with great passion," he responded in a sexy voice, gazing at the inviting sight.




"Today, you will get the opportunity to prove if you are truly worthy of being my gardener for the season." She licked her lips seductively and the cock ring started to strangle the gardener's penis. It was hard and erect in no time, his balls getting dark purple. 




The gardener knew very well, this selection procedure was about much more than his abilities as a gardener. Although he would get paid royally for the job, he would, if he was lucky, become the lover of a most attractive, educated and depraved socialite. This was an opportunity he greatly desired.




"This is not all. I see you are well equipped to... cut grass...." she said, but her gaze was fixed on his penis with a barely concealed lust. "But that is not enough. You need to prove you also have very skilled hands in taking care of the most delicate flowers."




He bowed, ran away, clipped off a particularly beautiful red rose and walked back to her, handing her the rose with a gentle kiss on her hand.




"What a charmer you are." she smiled. "Now go, finish your work and come right back when you are done.




Her butler, dressed in a tight fitting latex uniform with his cock locked up tight in chastity, arrived carrying her morning newspapers and mail on a silver tray. He laid it next to her tea set with a respectful bow. 




"Your morning reading, Mistress Artemisia."




"Send in Amanda," she ordered and waved him away.




He acknowledged the command and inclined his head before walking backwards to remove himself from her superior presence. 




In a short while a sissy in a sexy maid uniform arrived, dressed up in a frilly skirt, an expensive blond wig made of real human hair and wearing high stilletos. She was wearing make-up and her lips were painted deep red. Just below her frilly skirt was peeking a tiny pink chastity cage. She had a petite frame, gentle features and delicate shoulders. This was a very pretty sissy, almost indistinguishable from a real girl.




"Report," commanded Artemisia. Amanda curtsied and started to describe in detail how rising early that day, she had already taken her morning lesson on the art of becoming a good sissy, under the proficient guidance of Mistress Ava.




"Today I was trained with a strap-on because Mistress Ava said I will need that when my Mistress obtains her new lover." 




"Come closer," Artemisia commanded. She unceremoniously lifted the frilly skirt and exposed the rather small pink cage. She inspected it and concluded the sissy had done a good job shaving around her locked cock.




"Good," responded the Lady after listening to the report Amanda had given. "Perhaps you will have the honor to test my new bull today." Sissy Amanda beamed, imagining the complete humiliation of meeting him while wearing the complete sissy costume. As the new guy was trimming the grass, he already noticed her. Sissy's cock twitched in the tight confinement, because he gave her a smoldering look.




Amanda drifted into a daydream. She knew that her Mistress would take special care to select a bull who would be more than happy to explore how far her sissy maid had advanced with anal plugs of all sizes.




After several more minutes the gardener reappeared, his balls still purple and his cock clearly in pleasant anticipation of future events still in a very steep angle. He dropped to his knees. "I've finished in the yard for today, my Lady." 




"Good job, Fernando. This is Amanda," Artemisia dimissively waved in the direction of her completely sissified husband. Fernando understood what this test meant. He had to prove he was willing and able to engage in various sorts of perversions. He was the right man for the job, and he was eager to prove it. Fernando approached Amanda and gave the sissy long, wet and passionate kiss. 




Artemisia clapped her hands approvingly and gracefully raised herself from the back of her living stool. She had a breath taking figure and was clad in an elegant striped costume with deep cleavage. Her attire was refined and sexy, perfectly accentuating her attractive, slender curves. 




She removed her living stool with a negligent little push, giving it a slap on one ass cheek. "Off you go, return to the kitchen and get busy getting refreshments ready for the evening. When I have time, I will take care of your milking. But not before you show me the trays with refreshments has been finished and is ready to be served." The naked man kissed the tip of her shoe and crawled away backwards on all fours from the terrace.




Artemisia grabbed Fernando by his erect penis and strolled elegantly down a stone tiled garden path, her hips swaying on high heels. He was trotting behind her, as much as situation allowed, and Amanda was bringing up the rear, tip toeing in her stilletos. Artemisia was leading them through decorative gates with climbing roses, around the bushes of fragrant magnolias to a beautiful enclosed gazebo, covered with heavy canopy of honeysuckle. 




The gazebo was furnished as a small BDSM playroom with an oval bed in the centre. Near one column sat a tall wooden throne, heavily adorned with refined floral ornaments. The three steps leading up to it provided an ideal setting for the adoration of a Goddess. On the other side there was a bench for spanking.




When they entered, Artemisia commanded both to fall to their knees. There was a sheep skin to kneel on. She slowly stripped off her jacket and then her skirt to reveal a dangerously sexy set of lace underwear. She walked around the gazebo, enjoying the lustful, desiring looks in the eyes of her new toy. She knew her figure was exquisite and she took great care that he saw every curve of her amazing body. Her nipples under the see-through net were getting hard quickly. 




"You know I will not employ just any gardener. First I need to test if you excel in all sorts of very specialized skills..." She was teasing him - letting her hand glide over the most sadistic instruments hanging from the wall, giving him sideways glances to observe his reaction. She took a riding crop and slowly strolled around, looking directly into Fernando's eyes.




Artemisia walked to the throne and stepped up to sit down in the comfortable plush chair. She slowly and seductively spread her legs. Her panties had an opening and once her legs parted, a gap in the panties appeared, showing her juicy sex in its full glory. She imperiously gestured to the gardener. 




Fernando didn't need to be told what to do. He hastened to her and started to lick her amazing pussy. They were both sighing with arousal in no time. Artemisia moaned, tilted her head backwards and lustily grabbed his hair to direct his diligent mouth. Then she gestured to Amanda, who was getting crazy from not participating in the sexy scene. 




Amanda obediently scuttled to the throne and disappeared mysteriously inside the tall pedestal. Artemisia ordered Fernando to stick his cock into a hole in one of the steps to her throne. He was taken by surprise when he felt a strong, soft sucking on his cock. It was a glory hole. It was ingeniously made so that he could conveniently have his dick sucked by the horny sissy maid while licking Mistress Artemisia at the same time. Amanda was incredibly good at sucking, insatiable and unrelenting. Fernando felt she would suck the last drop of cum out of his cock, if he would actually cum. 




The intense stimulation, paired with giving satisfaction to the divine Artemisia was enough to keep him constantly on the brink of climax. But he knew the rules very well - no cumming without Artemisia's explicit command.




When Fernando and Artemisia were both on the brink of climax, she pushed his head away and ordered him to the bed. Amanda reappeared, slightly disheveled with her full lips swollen from the intense blow job. She helped her Mistress to cuff Fernando to the chains, readily available on the sides of the bed. Artemisia climbed on top of Fernando and sat down on his chest, restricting his breathing.




"Amanda, how would you like your Mistress to ride this cock? You know that as my husband you cannot satisfy me, but you can now witness me enjoying the sex I deserve with a real man," Artemisia said, looking with her seductive eyes right at her. Amanda was aroused to desperation, her sissy cock twitching pathetically in the pink prison.




"You will lick my toes as I fuck him, understood?" Amanda nodded, obediently kneeling next to the bed.




Artemisia turned her attention to her new toy. She laid her full body on him, teasing him with her tits and mimicking fucking motions, sighing seductively into his ear.




"Now you can show me what you are truly made of!" 




Unable to restrain herself any more, Artemisia saddled Fernando and with aroused sighs she let his rock hard cock slide slowly into her vagina, dripping wet with arousal. At first she just softly rocked herself, until she had the whole of his large cock inside.




"I love how your large cock stretches my pussy," she sighed and shoved her toes into Amanda's mouth.




Artemisia loved having her sissy maid attend to her, while enjoying her lovers. This time she enjoyed having her toes licked while she was straddling this well-endowed bull. She laughed to see her sissy’s cock twitching helplessly in the pink cage. 




"You are only a sissy, you are no man to me," she said, gasping between whimpers and aware that Amanda's excitement was not lagging behind her Mistress'.




Artemisia steadily increased the tempo and soon she was passionately, almost violently fucking Fernando, slapping his face and torturing his nipples as her breath was getting deeper and her moans turned into screams. She was riding his cock with great vigor, coiling like a snake, her ass slapping against his balls, her boobs jumping up and down. His endurance seemed almost inexhaustible, but hers was out of this world. 




She purposefully accelerated the tempo, the pace was getting insane. He was beside himself with the lust to cum right into her, but he knew that this amazing fuck would be the last, if he couldn’t control himself. He held himself with the last of his strength, and after what seemed like ages of timeless nirvana she climaxed with intense passion and fervor. Her screams must have been heard not only in the house, but fully out across the walled garden.




And yet, Fernando’s test was still not over. Artemisia unbuckled his hands. He was directed by Artemisia to a bench. At a loss what was to happen, he just waited. She dragged Amanda, who first had to lick her pussy, freshly fucked by the alpha male, and then Amanda too was ushered to the bench. Artemisia pulled her frilly skirt up to her waist and pushed her to bend over. Amanda was wearing garters and stockings and her ass was perfectly feminine and inviting. Artemisia grabbed Fernando's still perfectly hard cock and slowly masturbated it, giving him a long and sensual kiss. She used the juices from her pussy to lubricate his cock, then she led his member into her maid's ass.




Amanda moaned as her ass-pussy snuggly fit around the large cock. He shoved it in mercilessly and she cried out in excitement. "Yeah, that turns me on so much. I love seeing a true man fucking my little sissy maid," said Artemisia and walked around Fernando so that she could watch the sexy male ass thrusting forward. It was always fascinating to watch this manifestation of pure male power over her sissy husband. She tapped his ass with her riding crop as a sign of pleasure. 




"I want to see you fuck her hard. She is a whore and whores are used to getting fucked rough," Artemisia said.  Fernando obeyed without questions and started to fuck that pretty ass aggressively.




"I want to see how much fucking energy is in that sexy body, screw her faster!" Artemisia encouraged. After a long time of pounding into her husband's sissy ass she prompted him to climax and Fernando released his seed into the maid's ass in a powerful orgasm, gripping the almost feminine hips and slapping her ass.




"I think, I'm going to keep you," Artemisia whispered into Fernando's ear. 




✽✽✽




When Bernard came around he was handcuffed and chained to a bench. He was all naked and spread so that all his sensitive areas were mercilessly exposed. For a couple of seconds, he was completely confused. The memory of the night abduction returned to him only after several minutes. He looked around and realized he was in some sort of a torture chamber. It was full of various seriously-looking torture instruments. 




By the look of it, this was apparently not some fantasy BDSM playroom, painted in red colors to stimulate the libido. No plush couches and beds to allow for more sensual play, the sort of place he saw on Femdom videos. This looked pretty much like a serious medieval torture chamber, designed to elicit fear and achieve fast confessions from the suffering victim. It was a hostile place, cold and dark. He started to tremble from cold, his lips turning a light shade of violet.




Voices were echoing from the corridor and he could make out only snippets of what was said. He clearly understood the words "That little bitch Cristine", "General Director" and finally "Isolation unit". This meant they were back at the camp and Cristine was being held separately from him. He couldn’t make out if he or Cristine was to be held in the isolation unit.




The large doors opened and a priest in a long black cassock walked into the room. He turned on bright lights that temporarily blinded Bernard. When his eyes adjusted, he immediately recognized the man as the older of his abductors. The round man smelled of sweat and his bald head was greasy and shiny. 




The man strolled towards him with a cane in his hand and recited in mechanical tone: "Hello, Phillip. I am Father Augustine. Based on the protocols and rules of this institution, I'm required to carry out your punishment on behalf of God. This is necessary to correct your behavior. You failed to observe the rule of staying on the premises of the camp. You have wandered from your true purpose, and you have engaged in sexual activities forbidden by the rules of this institution. I must remind you that our sole purpose is to save your eternal soul and deliver you from evil. You will therefore receive 50 strokes with a cane as a punishment." 




In the environment of the cold chamber the execution of this punishment was infinitely more painful and traumatizing than the steamy night spanking with a wooden brush, administered by Cristine. Receiving blows from her in the heat of their sexually charged night was satisfying and an incredibly sensual experience. However, this new punishment, delivered by a disgusting old priest who smelled like a rotten cauliflower, was almost intolerable. Somehow this distinction between the two events just served to elevate Cristine in Bernard’s mind.




In the moments Bernard was not blinded by the pain, he asked himself the same sort of questions Cristine did after waking up from the drug induced unconsciousness. But Father Augustine was not inclined to fill him in on the details. After the punishment, he ordered Bernard to dress to a uniform that was prepared for him and accompany him back to his bungalow, emphasizing that he must not ever again leave the premises without prior consent.   




✽✽✽




After their exciting interlude in the gazebo, Artemisia and Amanda returned to the terrace to enjoy the peaceful atmosphere of the bright sunny day. Artemisia, content after the satisfying sex with her new bull toy, started to read her newspapers. Her butler had already freshened her tea. Amanda sat on the tiled floor and reverently massaged her feet. It was at times like these that Amanda experienced the most intense erotic humiliation from her wife and Goddess, and she felt blessed and perfectly happy. 




Artemisia skipped the articles about summer heat and disregarded the story of a recently divorced actress. Her eyes were attracted to a picture of very pretty young girl with mane of sensual curly hair. Artemisia's eyes swept across the headline. It was an article about a priest, a sexual predator who in some obscure regional town molested girls and was exposed by a brave local school-girl. There was a picture of Cristine. Artemisia gasped in surprise. 




"Amanda?! Would you look at this!” she said as she turned the papers around and her sissy, suddenly distracted from her musings, squinted to read the article.




"Sorry Mistress, I fail to see what you have in mind."




"For Pete's sake, look properly! Look at the girl. This is her! It must be her – my niece! The likeness is truly remarkable and the age corresponds. Moreover, this incident took place in the town where I heard she lives."




The sissy looked again. "Yes Mistress, now that you mention it, I can certainly distinguish some of Persephone's features. And her hair obviously, such a typical family trait..."




"Hush now, let me read the article first," she said, quickly scanning the article. The more she learned the more concerned she became.




"Oh my, this will not help her with her foster family... I wonder how she’s coping. This was incredibly brave and bold thing to do."




Sissy Amanda pointed at an envelope, lying unnoticed on the silver tray.




"Mistress, there is a letter, perhaps she is writing to you." Artemisia shook her head sceptically. 




"Not likely, as you very well know, her foster parents categorically refuse to facilitate our contact. But open it for me,” she said. Sissy tore the envelope open, handing the folded letter to her Mistress with a curtsy.




Artemisia unfolded the letter and as she read, her jaw dropped. "You were right! It is her! See? The signature reads Cristine Upright. Cristine... they even took her birth name from her," she noted bitterly. 




Dear Mrs. Angelis,




I hope I'm not mistaken in writing to you. To my understanding you are my biological aunt, the sister of my mother. I only recently - by sheer luck - unraveled the fact I actually have a living relative. My foster parents did their best to keep your existence from me. After I found it out, they insisted on me keeping my distance from you. I assumed they have a sound reason so I did not push it. But after the events of the last days I lost all faith in my foster parents. They seem to be more concerned about their religious community than my well-being.




I seek the truth about my parentage and would also be very happy to meet my only living relative. I wanted to ask you in all seriousness, if you would consider providing me with a temporary place to stay. I'm currently being held in the Catholic camp in the Abbey of St. Catherine against my will. My foster parents put me here for the holidays before I go to college, clearly hoping I will finally become the proper Christian they want me to be. 




But as far as I can tell, this place is run by a radical Catholic sect going under the name of the League of Catholic Youth. It is using medieval methods of mental and physical torture. I will attempt to escape. If I succeed, I should arrive at your place within a day or two with my friend, Phillip (I nicknamed him Bernard). If I fail... I would appreciate any assistance you may be able to provide and you may need to contact the authorities on my behalf.




Your niece,

Cristine Upright







"Come, Amanda. We have work to do. Tonight’s party will have to be cancelled as we must arrange an emergency meeting of the Xanthippe's Club."

 

  


Chapter 6










The day following Cristine and Bernard’s capture was dedicated to outdoor games on the premises of the Abbey. The participants were split into mixed groups of four. They were instructed to fulfill tasks related to biblical studies and search for clues. 




Bernard's thoughts were permanently with Cristine. She was still nowhere to be seen and he was increasingly worried about her. His every movement was stealthily watched by his superior, Father Augustine, the priest who punished him the previous day. Bernard's ass was still on fire, and his arms unwittingly darted to his backside to protect his behind when the man headed towards him. 




When Father Augustine approached him and spoke to him, his breath was even worse than the previous day. "No monkey business, young man. I'm watching you."




At one point Bernard's group dispersed in search of a hidden cask, containing a verse from the Gospel of St. John, a clue to the next task. He went to search in the area of the orchard. As he roamed from tree to tree, he bumped into Alexa.




She shushed him and dragged him behind a tree, so they wouldn't be observed. "You're Bernard, right? I know you were trying to escape with Cristine."




"Yeah, well, it didn't exactly work out as planned. I guess you are her room mate, Alexa. Have you seen her?" His hopes were suddenly raised.




Alexa was on pins and needles. "Well, I was about to ask you the same question. I need to confess to something. I’m really sorry but it was my fault you got caught. I told sister Patience about Cristine's plan to escape."




"You did what?!" Bernard almost shouted. 




Alexa shushed him again, panic in her eyes. "Listen to me... I know it was wrong, but sister Patience blackmailed me with videos of me with Cristine and I lost nerve. She told me that if I didn’t spy on Cristine for her she’d show my parents and disgrace my family. Then Cristine tells me about her escape plan, and I sensed the opportunity to save my own neck. I feel so horrible about this now."




Bernard frowned and pushed her aside, trying to walk away."Well, I guess I can’t do anything to help with your guilty concience. Why should I be listening to a traitor like you?"




Alexa looked desperate. "Because I know something you need to know too. Do you have a clue where she might be?"




 "They caught us when we were hiding at a farm. She will no doubt get tortured. I myself was severely beaten with a cane! I overheard their conversation and Cristine is probably placed in what they called the isolation unit." 




Alexa moaned in desperation. "I'm afraid it is much worse than Cristine being punished for running away."




"What do you mean?" asked Bernard nervously.




"Well, I was listening at the door of the General Director’s office... he was talking to a man. I ran into him when I was leaving. It was the priest from Cristine's school! The GD offered him refuge and a place to hide because the police are looking for him."




Bernard was aghast. "You are trying to say the sexual predator Cristine got fired from her school is now hiding from the police at this very place?"




"Yes! We need to do something, now! Cristine is in grave danger."







✽✽✽




The Abbey was already drowning in an impenetrable darkness when Sister Patience heard a quiet rap on her door. Her heart jumped in excitement. She quickly ran her fingers through her hair and checked her face and figure in the mirror. She looked like an entirely different person. Her modest clothing had been replaced with a figure-hugging black dress that complemented her fair complexion, accentuated her massive sized breasts and made her ginger hair, for once down, glow in the ambient light. She didn't look fancy, but certainly attractive.




She opened the door and Father Patrick walked in. He apparently put in some effort too. His sparse hair was combed to one side and he wasn't wearing his priestly cassock. Instead he went for a white clean shirt that gave him more relaxed, nonchalant look. 




"So, it is you after all," Sister Patience breathed quietly. Father Patrick stepped boldly further into the room, and with a manly gesture took her into his arms and held her tight for a few moments. 




"Yes, it is me," he whispered into her ear, noting the pleasant fragrance emanating from her hair.




He gently pushed her away to look at her, holding her by the shoulders at arms length. "You look amazing - even better than I remember you. After so many years, you look just as good as that night on the lake." 




"Yes... that was shortly before you got ordained. And just before I entered the convent," Sister Patience said, a shadow crossing her face. She gently disentangled from his grip and turned her back to him. She approached her bedside table to look at the photo of a young, attractive boy.




"You kept the photo with you for all those years?" Father Patrick asked in a mild tone. She didn't answer, but when she turned back to him, her eyes were dewy. He felt triumphant. This would go much easier than expected. 




When he left her years ago, she consoled herself with the thought that he’d chosen Lord the Savior over her. That seemed somehow more merciful than him being with another woman. She removed the thoughts of their break-up, initiated completely by him. She dismissed the memory of getting ditched so unceremoniously by him years ago, to protect her own self-worth. 




Throughout the years she also obliterated from her mind all the indications she’d seen of his moral depravity, of his narcissism and his manipulative character. In her memories he was her knight in shining armor. The one who had gotten away, but to a true calling and higher purpose. And now, he was standing in front of her, slightly balding, but as convincing and self confident as she remembered him. 




He was not willing to waste any time. His revenge on Cristine was getting near and he had constructed such a perfect plan to make it a reality. He was ready to employ all his charms, old nostalgia and any lies necessary in order to achieve his goal. 




"That was the gravest mistake of my life, Maggie... going for the priesthood, instead of building a home with you." He feigned an expression of deep sadness and even managed (to his own surprise) to squeeze out a tear. 




Sister Patience cleaned her nose loudly, composing herself. "Now it is too late for regrets... You are a priest and we’re both bound by a promise to serve only Jesus, our Lord."




"But is it what you really want, in your heart? As I've written in my letter.... our current path doesn't have to be our ultimate destiny. I was falsely accused... I will leave the country soon and I want you to go with me."




Her body language, her gentle gaze betrayed that he had not lost the advantage over her. This pleasantly tickled his vanity, but there were more pressing matters on his mind. Reading her perfectly, he approached, took her face in his palms and kissed her lips with gentleness. She shivered in excitement.




"Make love to me, if you really mean it," Sister Patience whispered and gave him deep, wet kiss. Her eyes were inviting and as a sign of encouragement she dropped the straps of her dress, revealing her large breasts. This turned him on instantly, his balls full and his cock ready for action. It had been many days since his last sexual intercourse, and he was hopelessly addicted to it. He started to slowly strip her, but soon had himsef so worked up that in a moment he was on top of her in the modest bed, under the wooden cross with a picture of Jesus. He was feverishly getting rid of her underwear. 




He penetrated her, letting himself loose, while firmly gripping her mature body. In the passion of the moment he was treating her with little respect, imagining the sexy moments in his school office. She, who had been deprived of sex for many years, was hungrily taking his violent loving, diving down to suck on his cock every so often. As he shoved himself deep down her throat, she was whimpering with pure enjoyment. She was even willingly offering him her ass and getting fucked there, she on all fours as he was thrusting feverishly. The more violently he treated her, the more enchanted she was.




After sex they laid on bed, and Father Patrick wasted no time reminding her of every charming moment, every romantic detail. Sister Patience was enthralled and drank him in with her eyes. Her head was still spinning from all the excitement, and she was convinced that leaving with him was the only way to true happiness.




"I say yes. I will leave with you," she whispered with a big smile.




"I am so pleased,” he said. “We will head for South America. You will be my wife. I have a substantial amount of money saved and that will allow us to live comfortably," he announced. The direct, possessive way he talked to her aroused her.




This was like some wild dream. Sister Patience had to admit to herself that his spell over her had not worn off. When she saw him, she felt equal to do anything in the world. Even if there were a shadow of a doubt, she would ignore it. Her life was too depraved not to grasp on such a lovely illusion. 




"Yes, I want to be your wife, serving your needs and desires," she said in a husky voice and started to stroke his cock again.




"You are a dream come true," he said as he kissed her.




"But there is something important I need to attend to before we leave," he said casually while his hand wandered between her legs and started to flick her clit, his fingers gliding easily over her juices.




"Oooh, this feels so great..." she moaned.




"You could actually help me so we can depart for South America a little sooner," he said.




"I'll do anything," she breathed.




"Good. We’ll talk more about that later. Oh no… I almost forgot! How could I be so careless,” Father Patrick said almost panic stricken. “Did you look for the cameras here in the room as I instructed you? Did you get rid of them?"




"Oh yes, I actually found and destroyed one and I also found a microphone under my bed," she said. Father Patrick regained his composure. 




"Well, there you go. Haven't I told you? My brother... says he has repented but always up to the same devious and impure thoughts. Imagine, spying on the nuns in the privacy of their own rooms! Now, I want you to give me that most fantastic blow job that only you can do," he said as he grabbed her hair and directed her mouth to his cock. She deep throated him so skillfully he forgot for a moment about the young virgins in the school.   




✽✽✽




After her encounter with General Director, Cristine was put into the Isolation Unit. It was probably a former monk’s cell, all dark and set underground. A tiny window placed near the ceiling allowed no more than a vague idea of the weather outdoors. The room was furnished with a plank spartan bed, a washbowl and an indispensable wooden cross was placed above the door. On the bedside table, carefully centered to the middle, was an old leather-bound bible.




From time to time a female guard brought Cristine a bowl of disgusting soup or porridge, occasionally allowing her trips to a toilet down the corridor. She had the disturbing habit of attending the procedure without the basic courtesy of turning her gaze elsewhere. Cristine could sense this was sort of a power game and she was determined not to let herself be either intimidated or humiliated. 




In the morning after a restless sleep full of disturbing nightmares Cristine was ushered by her guard to the bathroom. It was a large room fitted with white tiles. She let her stand awkwardly in the middle of the room.




"I was assigned the task of taking care of your physical and spiritual cleanse before you are handed over for punishment," she announced, her eyes flickering with a weird maliciousness. This nun was quite young, and judging from the stealthy looks she gave Cristine's ample bosom and curvaceous hips, probably interested in women.




"Take your clothes off," she commanded. Cristine was hesitant but eventually decided to obey. She slowly started to strip off her clothes, keeping eye contact with the evil nun the whole time. Perhaps she could seduce her and escape... After removing her modest clothing her figure was strikingly gorgeous, a fact not missed on the nun, who was taking-in every inch of her body.




"You need to be washed thoroughly," the nun said and with a malevolent smile as she pulled out a hose, which had been hanging coiled on the wall. She directed Cristine to walk to the tiled wall. Then she jerked the faucet open and directed a harsh stream of cold water onto Cristine's body. 




"If you repent, I might ask your superior to spare you some part of your punishment," the guard yelled over the loud, splattering water. Cristine remained adamant, but after several minutes of this harsh treatment her teeth chattered and her lips turned violet.




The nun seemed turned on by Cristine's unyielding stance. From a metal box, she extracted a scrubbing brush and approached Cristine. 




"Cleaning your sinful body will prime you for your repentance," the nun explained with a wide smile on her face. Cristine looked at the instrument in her hand. It was the type of hard brush one would use only for the most ingrained filth on the floor.




"You cannot use this on skin," Cristine protested, but the nun had already started to brush her violently on her back. It was intolerably painful. 




"After the shower, this will pump blood into your skin, and I promise it will make you feel your upcoming punishment even more intensely," she said pleasantly, moving the brush in circular motions towards her buttocks.

 

The skin was not affected too badly by the rough handling, only deep reddening occurred at the sites where the nun pushed especially hard or the skin was really soft. She was clearly enjoying getting between Cristine's legs, pushing on her shoulders to squat a bit, to get better angle with her brush. 




She turned her around and scrubbed her chest and breasts, staring into her eyes with unmistakable look of arousal. Her lips were parted and lids heavy over her hazed eyes. Whenever she brushed over the sensitive skin of Cristine's inner thighs and especially her nipples, Cristine was close to tears. Cristine clenched her teeth not to let out a whimper or a cry. After what seemed like an eternity, the nun stopped.




"Now I will make the texture of your skin more pliable," she commented and retrieved a bottle of fragrant oil from a basket.




"This is the oil Jesus was embalmed with before he was buried," she said under her breath and there was again an arousal clearly discernible in her eyes. She applied generous amounts to her palms and walked around Cristine to stand right behind her. She slowly laid her hands on her belly and started to massage it in sensual, circular motions. Then she spread the oil on both arms, and on her neck. As she did, she pulled her closer by the hips and onto her lap. She guided Cristine's head to tilt back and rest on her shoulder. 




Cristine, in spite of herself, was getting aroused by the woman who was skillfully massaging her throat, until she finally dropped her hands lower and began to squeeze her boobs and moving them up and down. The fact that her nipples got hard as a result, was not missed by her jailer. The nun grabbed both nipples and pinched them slightly. Cristine could not help letting out a thrilling little sigh. 




The nun was breathing harder now, getting very excited by the proximity of the sexy body, completely at her mercy. She let her tits go and her hand was wandering slowly to Cristine’s lower abdomen. She purposefully avoided the most sensitive area and gently massaged Cristine's inner thighs. She was getting nearer and nearer to her sex and finally let her sleek fingers glide between Cristine's labia. She moaned and the nun mimicked the sound excitedly. She started to flick her clit expertly. Obviously, she was no stranger to handling women. Within minutes of doing so, Cristine was on the verge of orgasm. Exactly when she was about to come, the malicious nun swiftly removed her fingers. Cristine whimpered in frustration.




"This was a test. I can feel how wet you are, and that you want to feel a penis between your legs. You want to fuck like a whore. Your body is a vessel of sin. I wish I could punish you my way..." sighed the nun, her gaze temporarily hazed by the fantasy of fucking Cristine with a giant dildo.




"But it is not up to me to decide what is to be done. This moral failure will earn you an additional punishment," she announced, then quickly turned Cristine around and slapped her hard on the cheek.  




"Dress yourself now. You are ready."




Once Cristine was fully clothed in the modest uniform, complete with a head scarf and horrible brown shoes, she was ushered to a room next door. There was a large wooden box, big enough to contain a person, if crouched. Cristine turned pale. She was claustrophobic.




"I'm not getting in there," she protested weakly.




"Oh, but you are, voluntarily or not," The nun fished out a taser from her wide frock and threatened to use it, ominously getting closer to Cristine's neck.




"This is against the law. You will be sorry, so sorry!" Cristine yelled. The nun only laughed.




✽✽✽




Cristine was crammed into the tight wooden box which was then secured with a large metal padlock. She had lost all sense of time. The breathing holes were small and she couldn't even discern whether it was still light. Employing all her willpower to prevent herself from panicking, she perpetually assured herself they could not keep her in this box too long. Their purpose was to scare her, to break her spirit, they most certainly did not intend to do her in. Or did they?




After what felt like ages, Cristine heard muffled male voices and felt her box was being moved. She was bumping her head and elbows as the box was shaking. A shrill female voice was responding to inquiries of the box carriers. She had no idea how far was she carried, but the box was eventually set to the floor and the voices faded away. 




Someone started to meddle with the lock, and it clicked open. The box was opened on the side, so that she had to crawl on all fours to get out of it. Once she did, she was temporarily blinded by the light but soon could distinguish two figures standing at the door and another tall person towering right over her. 




She was kneeling in front of the General Director. She made the effort to scramble to her feet, but her legs betrayed her and she collapsed to his feet again. He grabbed her by the arms, and lifted her effortlessly to a nearby chair. She had a moment to look around the room. It was a torture chamber. Her eyes widened in shock. At the door she finally recognized Sister Patience, the evil nun, and another of the guards she didn't know by name.




"You were summoned here to search your conscience, and to find God. You will receive your just punishment from the proxies of God the Father. You may come to me to grant you my absolution in the name of Jesus Christ, if you repent. And you will repent, I'm sure," General Director said as he looked into her eyes with grave seriousness. There was no sexual energy involved, this man was not a sadist. It was obvious he was motivated purely by moral and religious reasons. This was much more sinister than the sexual motives others were harboring. He truly believed that his God wanted him to do this.




"I will leave you in the hands of God's proxies. I have great personal faith in the selected individuals and I'm sure they will deliver you to me for the act of confession in a penitent state of mind."




When the GD was leaving, he whispered to Sister Patience "Remember what I commanded. No one is allowed near her, besides you and Sister Humility." No one heard the quiet instructions except Sister Patience.




Sister Patience bowed and solemnly swore to God, that she would obey this command. But already at that point it was a blatant lie. Father Patrick was right at that very moment hidden behind a curtain, getting more and more aroused with the vision of taking his revenge on Christine at last. 




 

✽✽✽




That evening the dinner felt even more dire for Alexa and Bernard. They were not sitting at the same table, as boys and girls always had to be separated during meals. The dinners, as unappetizing as they already were, were accompanied with a dull reading from the scriptures. Bernard quickly noticed that Sister Patience - Cristine's group supervisor, was nowhere to be seen. This was not a good sign. He was disturbed from his musings by the stern voice of the General Director.




"Today I have the pleasure to welcome a new member of our crew, who goes by the name of Sister Temperance. She arrived to enrich our ranks and her professional forte is Christian psychology. She has impeccable professional and moral qualifications, and she will be helping you on your way to Jesus. I'm sure she will be a great asset to all of us, and she’ll help many of you to find your true selves. Welcome Sister Temperance." 




A woman stood up and slightly bowed to the audience and gently smiled. Her gaze wandered around the faces and for several moments lingered on Bernard.




Before each meal the group prayed over their plates, full of what looked like a peas mash with a colorless and undoubtedly tasteless piece of chicken breast. Sister Temperance was invited to do the honors. 




"Please, Sister Temperance, oblige us and read from St. Paul's Epistles to feed our souls as we will be satiating our bodies with this nourishing meal," said the sound voice of the General Director. 




Sister Temperance then walked forward to a pulpit and started to read the prayer. She was wearing the uniform – a long skirt and veiled hair, but her figure was erect and striking. Her voice was rich, full and pleasant. Bernard was sorry the food they were served that day wasn't at least half as satisfying as this melodious voice.




When dinner was finished, Bernard used the chaos of the dispersing people to approach Alexa and discreetly put a little folded piece of paper into the pocket of her uniform. He also said, trying to move his mouth as little as possible: "We need to act now! Sister Patience wasn't here, so my guess is that she’s with Cristine." Before he could finish, they were shouted at by a supervising priest. No further words could be exchanged.




After Alexa had enough privacy, she unfolded the paper, which read:




We will try to get to her tonight. Let's meet at the ancient stone in the orchard at 8:45, before they lock the main building.  





Chapter 7










After General Director had left, Cristine found herself in the company of the two evil women, whose nasty expressions disclosed no good intentions. They obviously had no problem sacrificing their dinner in order to enjoy few private moments in her company. Cristine still sat on the chair, but Sister Patience leapt forward and in just a few steps was right next to her. She brutally grasped a fist full of Cristine's rich hair, yanking her to the floor in a single violent gesture. 




Father Patrick instructed Sister Patience not to reveal his presence. He wasn't in any hurry. His only desire was to see Cristine suffer, to see her gorgeous body writhing in pain, her limbs wriggling in metal cuffs, with terror in her eyes. The longer the suffering, the more protracted the pain, the better. Sister Humility was not initiated into the plan, but her sadistic, lesbian tendencies fit with Patrick's tastes perfectly. As long as he remained hidden behind the curtain, he could watch these two vicious women torturing the witch who ruined him. It could not get any better than that!




He made himself a hole in the curtain to comfortably watch all that was happening. His dick was already in his hand and he was slowly working it up, without rushing, saving his stamina for the sweet ending – when he would finally fuck the filthy bitch. 




He was sure both women would do a great job preparing his little fuck doll for him. They would be playing with Cristine's body so she herself wouldn’t even be sure whether her own screams were from pain or arousal. Only then would he make his presence known, and relish in her shock and fear. Only then would she recognize him, as she was already on the brink of her sanity. Only then would he appear, when she would be completely defenseless and ready to drop... wet, perfectly lubricated, primed for him to take her, like he should have done that fateful day in his office.




From the first moment, Cristine was absolutely certain these two shrews would not stick to the rigid punishment rules of the institution. Especially Sister Humility, who seemed so aroused that she could be capable of just about anything. They slowly circled around her, giggling and laughing, apparently deciding what to do to her. Sister Patience removed her veil and let her ginger hair fall freely down her back.




"Isn't it getting hot in here? I will turn down the heating." 




Sister Humility did not respond, she was too absorbed in the beauty of her victim. She got closer and started to touch Cristine's face and neck, whispering to her under her breath. Sister Patience disappeared behind the curtain to give Father Patrick a discreet passionate look and she gripped his cock for a fleeting, arousing moment. He unbuttoned her shirt down to her waist and she left it that way, leaving him secure in his hiding place while returning to their victim.




They decided to bind her to an X-cross. When Cristine was helpless, her arms immobilized and her ankles strapped to the wooden cross, they started to unbutton her modest shirt. "You will not parade yourself here in the modest uniform. We know you are a whore," Sister Humility said. She held lipstick, and painted Cristine's lips dark red. "See Patience? A Lilith herself. No! Worse! Jezabel. Filthy little bitch," she spat, as they spread her blouse to reveal her large breasts.




"No one else but a hooker would have such a size," Sister Humility claimed as she slapped one of her breasts and Cristine yelped in pain.




"These huge tits beg for being cruelly punished," Sister Patience commented in a teasing tone. She brought  outa candle, lit it, and started to drip the wax on Cristine's nipples. Cristine was biting her lip, but she managed to keep a dignified countenance. Sister Humility's right hand was hidden in the drapes of her robes, masturbating her throbbing clit, as she was caressing Cristine's delicate skin.




Seeing his lover from the previous night purposefully playing the cruel torturer just for him was simply delicious for Father Patrick. He was drinking-in Cristine's exquisite curves, as she was pinned to the cross. If all went according to plan, soon he would have her just for himself to do as he pleased. He briefly looked out the window, which looked out over a vast portion of the premises. The dark silhouette of the wooden barn stood in the distance. He looked at his watch. It should happen soon...




Sister Patience was obliging Father Patrick with each of his wishes. They had discussed his idea for the punishment of the traitorous bitch while the two of them were in bed. She was determined to make the most seductive show Father Patrick could ever hope to witness. But even she didn’t have the slightest idea what Father Patrick's plans actually were. It did not matter to him he was fooling her. She was just a tool to fulfill his desires and his unquenchable thirst for revenge. What he intended to do with Cristine had nothing to do with Sister Patience, and he kept his plans carefully guarded. Only he and Cristine would ever know.   




Removing wax from her by scratching it off with her fingers, Sister Patience started to suck on Cristine's nipples and slowly rolled up her skirt. She arranged herself at an angle which allowed Father Patrick to see her lustfully sucking on her nipples, making them hard and getting Cristine aroused against her will. 




"Oooh, stop that! Please stop," Cristine moaned.




"Look at this, Humility, the bitch is getting wet." Patience grabbed Cristine by her sex and when she removed her hand, it was covered with juices. She pushed her fingers to Cristine's mouth and made her suck them clean. 




"You need to accept this beating is not only for running away, but it’s also for being a traitorous rat," Sister Patience said cryptically. Cristine did not comprehend what she meant by that and her gaze made that abundantly clear.




"Oh, but you should know what I mean... few days ago... in your school," Sister Patience sang sweetly. 




How the hell does she know about that, Cristine wondered.




"This is for Father Patrick," Sister Patience said as she slapped her across her face with vengeance, leaving an imprint of her palm and fingers on Cristine's face. 




Then they removed the leather cuffs and let her down from the cross.




They forcefully removed her shoes and clothes until she was completely naked, aside from the widely open blouse with both her breasts protruding. Sister Humility grabbed her butt and whispered into her ear.




"You are so lucky you are not in my room, I would fuck you all night long with a strap-on," she said, inserting her tongue into her ear for emphasis. Cristine shuddered but at the same time she felt her clit twitch, which was another very ambiguous feeling.




 Sister Patience, in the mean-time, brought over much heavier metal cuffs with chains attached. They expertly installed them around Cristine’s ankles and wrists, with a correspondingly heavy collar. Sister Humility propelled her to a bench and pushed her into a bent-over position, then she secured her cuffs to the side of the spanking bench. As she did, Cristine's ass was protruding invitingly and Sister Humility pressed her hips to her ass, imagining what it would be like to really fuck her. She grabbed her hips and gave her a few strong fake thrusts, slapping her simultaneously on each ass cheek. She was  enjoying herself. Cristine was mortified but also a bit aroused.




Cristine was resolved to suffer through the pain and humiliation with as much dignity as possible, but that was getting increasingly difficult as she was tortured with more and more cruelty. Her two torturers were working themselves into a sadistic rage. Sister Patience took a leather flogger and approached Cristine's amazingly shaped ass and her beautiful delicate pussy, so accessible and inviting. She started to flog her vigorously and Cristine barely contained screams of pain. 




After a moment sister Humility joined in with a cane and that was the most painful thing Cristine had experienced, not only on that occasion, but in her whole life. After they administered a solid fifty strokes, they released her from the bench, but left the heavy cuffs and collar on her. Cristine collapsed to the floor, breathing heavily and sweat covering her body.




"You are a sinful prostitute. You spread your legs for anyone, so you will get spread wide by us and you will see how we will punish your lusty cunt."




Sister Patience forced Cristine onto the top of the wooden box, in which she was brought into the room. Each caught one leg and Sister Patience spread her so that she was directly in front of the hidden Father Patrick. He was on the brink of orgasm when he looked directly at the beautiful smooth pussy, ready just for him. But it was too early. His time would come. 




They first secured her legs and arms to the box, where little rings were waiting to be used with padlocks to restrain their victim. Then they brought in a number of scary instruments. One of them was a Wartenberg's wheel, an instrument for testing neurological response. But sister Humility started to roll the pointy pins over the sensitive skin of Cristine's labia. She started slowly and the feeling was almost pleasant at first. Sister Patience blindfolded her with her veil. Cristine was getting more and more aroused, even though her ass was burning.




Just at the point when they were getting to her clit with the ominous wheel, the intercom in the ceiling announced with the General Director's voice: "Attention, attention! A fire has broken out at the barn. All camp participants and all teachers need to evacuate and help extinguish the fire." 




After a short pause there was a special announcement, heard only by those occupying the Isolation Unit. "Sisters Patience and Humility, you must come too - and be sure to lock the door properly before you leave your detainee."




Both women, with reddened faces and sweat beading on their foreheads looked at each other, intense disappointment on their faces. After some moment's hesitation they realized their fun was over and they dropped their instruments on a wheeled table.




"You go now… I will take care of her and I’ll be right behind you," said Sister Patience. Sister Humility seemed indecisive, but as Sister Patience was her superior, she obeyed. Casting Cristine one last longing look, she ran out the door.




Father Patrick zipped up his trousers and got out of his hiding place quietly. He held a finger in front of his mouth and gestured to the door. Sister Patience nodded silently. Cristine couldn't see anything because of the blindfold and couldn't hear anything suspicious either. Loud screams of people were echoing from outside, as if the apocalypse had began.




Patrick pushed Patience behind the doors and softly closed them. They were standing in a long, abandoned corridor. The tumult outside was getting louder and louder.




"Leave me here, I will take care of this," Father Patrick said as he gripped her hands and squeezed them affectionately. He looked into her eyes deeply to alleviate any doubt she might have and said, "Don't worry, we will be together shortly. Go now." Sister Patience dropped the keys for Cristine's padlocks into Father Patrick’s waiting palm.




 She gave him a loving, desperate look, before she hurried away. Patrick was triumphant. His plan had worked out perfectly. The fire he set with the help of a timer and petrol got everyone out of the building. Behind the door was his prey, his nemesis, helplessly bound to a wooden box. He silently opened the door again and locked it behind him.




✽✽✽




When sister Patience arrived to the open yard in front of the main Abbey building, the grounds and the adjacent camp were bathing in the surreal warm light of the blazing fire. Tall trees were casting ominous shadows that danced with the flickering fire. The old barn, used to store gardening equipment, was engulfed with fire so fast it was beyond salvation within minutes. Flames were reaching to the height of the surrounding woods and sparks threatened to set the whole forest ablaze. 




The whole camp was in a state of confusion, people running to and fro, carrying buckets of water and running helplessly around the large fire as they were waiting for the firefighters to arrive. Bernard and Alexa couldn't believe their luck. They didn’t have to creep around in the shade of the old stone buildings to the main entrance, because no one paid them slightest attention. 




When they approached the main gate, the tall and heavy iron bound doors were wide ajar. The watchman's post was abandoned, the door of his little booth open. They had to be fast. Once the firefighters arrived, some of the guards would likely return. 




The problem was, they didn’t have the slightest idea where the "Isolation unit" was actually located. Bernard was once in the torture chamber and the Isolation Unit, they reasoned, would likely be located nearby for the sake of convenience. He remembered the location of the torture chamber only vaguely, as the structure of the old abbey was vast and its corridors entangled. They used their phones as flashlights.




They entered the labyrinth of corridors, walking steps, running up and down the halls in most unlikely directions, slipping on the aged stone floors and taking fright of the old paintings only to arrive at the same hall they started from. The medieval atmosphere was strangely accentuated by the diffusing light, flashing in from the fire outside, and dispersed through the stained glass windows. 




Alexa and Bernard tried another passageway and arrived at the atrium, the heart of the old monastery. Enclosed with arcades, it offered a view of a rectangular garden with a well in the middle. It was an eerily unsettling and unnaturally silent place where the only sound was the echoing of their own stealthy steps. 




They walked around the garden and under the canopy of the vaulted arcades. At one point they both jumped in alarm, because they heard voices. But this was probably just the commotion outside. Looking around anxiously, they noticed a small wooden door with a vaulting jamb.




"This is IT! This is the door I remember! Look at the decoration. There is no other door like that," Bernard almost shouted. Alex squinted at the door. There was a skillfully carved wooden relief, showing some ominous torture instruments. The Latin inscription said "Arma Cristi".




"These are the instruments Jesus Christ was tortured with, see? We learned about this," Alexa breathed.




"Yeah, fascinating. But we really don't have much time. What if this turmoil was no accident after all? We need to get to Cristine before she comes to harm!" Bernard urged.




Before they could open the door, they heard a soothing, velvety voice. "Not so fast you two. Put your hands up and turn around."




✽✽✽




Father Patrick knew he had just limited time, but he just couldn't resist enjoying every second of his triumph. It was like eating in a fancy restaurant. He would savor every bite, even if it increased the chance someone might return.




Cristine was still oblivious to what was going on. From what she heard, she believed fire broke out and both her torturers were heading to help with the extinguishing. But now, the door opened again and she heard soft steps of someone who clearly was trying not to make a sound. She had a very strange and unsettling feeling. 




"Who is that?" she asked in an uneasy voice, not really hoping for an answer. The person stood right behind her now, she could hear him breathing lightly. She felt so vulnerable, being naked aside from her blouse, her legs spread wide, secured in place by massive cuffs with padlocks. Then she felt a strange hand slowly touching one of her breasts as it traced around the nipple with a finger before grabbing it with his palm. She could tell by the size and feel of it, this was a male hand.




She shrieked and tried to pull away. "Who are you?" He walked around her to stand between her spread legs and started to slowly stroke her thighs.




"I am your worst nightmare, Cristine," he whispered. When he spoke this low, she couldn't recognize his voice. She tossed her head from side to side, furiously trying to get rid of her blindfold.




"Don't struggle so much, you will hurt yourself," Father Patrick laughed nastily. He leaned forward to press against her pussy with the dick that was still zipped up in his pants, but getting harder with every second. He leaned to her to press against her body, pushing at her breasts and getting near her face. 




"Do you recognize me now?" he spoke a little louder into her ear. At that moment Cristine finally realized who it was. She broke out in a cold sweat. It was him... she couldn't mistake the smell and the demeanor. She did not respond, paralyzed with shock.




"I came for you. I think we have some unsettled business," Father Patrick said licking her ear and he bit down on her earlobe so much she yelped in pain.




"Maybe you would be surprised to learn that the General Director at this damned institution is my treasured brother. Isn't this a lucky coincidence? I arrive at this place to hide from the mess you got me in and surprise, surprise, here you are! My revenge handed to me on a silver platter. God was very generous with me." 




He touched all over her body now, gliding his hand over her sweating skin, gripping her breasts and thighs, sighing and getting worked up. He removed her blindfold. As soon as she could see him, she spat in his face with as much hate as she could muster. This angered him, but he contained himself and calmly swept the spit from his face.




"Such a beauty in such a predicament..." he smiled maliciously and grabbed on her body freely as she jerked violently to escape his touch. He finally unzipped his trousers and freed his swelling cock, starting to stroke it slowly near Cristine's pussy.




"You and I have a great future in front of us," he continued. “You should know that I've made certain arrangements to enjoy even more of your company. I have a nice little cottage with a cellar for us. I have a charming cell for you there," he said as he started to moan between the sentences.




"You will be my personal whore. You’ll be at my disposal any time of the day, my little sex doll, which I will use to my heart’s content. And you will learn how to be a dutiful little Christian, serving the man of God like every little bitch should. And when I'm bored with you, who knows...."




"You wish," Cristine said with spite. "I will hang myself before letting that happen." 




He only laughed.




"It would be so easy to just fuck you like this," he said dropping his left hand between her legs and almost gently stroked her labia and clit, still pumping his cock with his other hand.




"But I like to enjoy a bit of game hunting. So I think I will free you from these restrains. I want you to struggle before I claim you. It gets me really motivated when you put up a fight. But you will not escape me this time. I will take care of that." 




He secured a chain to the massive collar around Cristine's neck. He unlocked the padlocks keeping the metal cuffs in place and she dropped to the ground instantly, her legs stiffened and her ass hurting both from the beating and sitting on the hard wooden box for too long.




"Now, try to run, bitch," he said.




Cristine got to her shaky feet and tried to make a few steps. As she did, he yanked forcefully with the chain and she collapsed to the ground.




"Put up a fight you witch. The devil will help you to summon strength, will he not?" He kicked her in her side and she tried to crawl away.




"I always enjoy the taming of a wild shrew," he said, pulling her to him by her neck, grabbing on her breasts lustily. She struggled furiously, spitting and scratching like a wild cat. He had more strength in him than met the eye and was getting more and more violent, tossing her around. He slapped her face with such a strength she fell to the ground banging her head on the hard stone floor. The fall rendered her half unconscious. 




"I think I have had enough of this cat and mouse game... I crave a fuck." He pulled an old carpet closer to them, and rolled semi-conscious Cristine onto it.




✽✽✽




Bernard let go of the smooth wooden doorknob and slowly lifted his hands above his head. The flashlight on his phone wandered around and cast light on several faces, male and female. There had to be at least four other people. Alexa shot her hands up too, fear in her wide eyes.




The bunch of people, led by a woman, held flashlights of their , and raised it to look into the faces of Bernard and Alexa. 




"You are Bernard, aren't you? What on earth are you doing here? Why are you not helping to extinguish the fire?" As he heard the voice he recognized it as the beautiful sounding Sister Temperance who read from the Bible. Fuck. It was all lost. The crew had seen them wandering around and now their mission to save Cristine was doomed.




"Um... We wanted to find our way to the General Director's office," Bernard improvised.




"You do not fool me, young man," the woman responded. "I saw your file and know all about you. You undoubtedly plan to take Cristine Upright and escape again. Together with this... lesbian," she said as she looked intently at Alexa.




At that point both youngsters noticed her companions. These people all wore the institutional uniform. The two other women were extraordinarily good looking, even though their heads were veiled. And the two males were very tall and muscular. Something was off ... The men grabbed them and ushered them through the door, where Sister Temperance disappeared. 




Alexa blurted out "You don't understand... Cristine's life is in jeopardy." 




Sister Temperance stopped in her tracks and turned abruptly. "What did you say?"




Alexa wriggled out of the grip of the man, who just pushed her through the door and ran to Sister Temperance. She didn't care anymore about the evidence they held over her, or what her mother would say. She only wanted to save Cristine from the clutches of Father Patrick. "A dangerous man is hiding in the building and it is likely he will try to find Cristine and do horrible things to her! And now she is all alone here. That is why we are trying to find her." 




Sister Temperance flashed a sharp look to Bernard, obviously expecting him to corroborate what Alexa just said. "It is true. Father Patrick is sought by the police and is hiding under this roof. He thinks Cristine ruined his life and he might already have her... It is a long story, and we cannot waste time!"




"I know the story," Sister Temperance replied. She hastily commanded her companions to divide into couples and search the darkened corridors. But it wasn't long until they all noticed a stream of light, escaping under the fifth door on the right.




✽✽✽




Horny as Father Patrick was and now on his knees, he breathed hard as he was getting closer to semi-conscious Cristine he had positioned on the old carpet. He was so absorbed that he completely failed to notice the approaching steps on the other side of the door. All of a sudden he heard the door-knob fumbling and the doors shook violently as someone tried to open them. A loud female voice called in threateningly, "Open the door." 




Father Patrick scrambled to his feet, shocked by the sudden intrusion. He did not recognize the voice and for a split second he just stood there, petrified.




"Open the door or we’ll break in," the voice warned. 




We? How many people are behind that door?! Patrick's forehead broke out in a cold sweat. Before he could react, several things happened simultaneously. Cristine, awakened by the sounds of the voices noiselessly crept aside and took a chair, and bludgeoned him full force over the head. As he was falling, the door flew open. Two heavy-weight men broke in with brute force.




Several people rushed in - naked Cristine stood there, holding the chair over an unconscious father Patrick. She saw Bernard and Alexa. The other people were unknown to her, but they wore uniforms so they were not to be trusted. She dropped the chair and dived for her clothes, scattered on the floor and hastily put them on.




"This - this man is wanted for molesting girls! He attacked me and tried to rape me," Cristine tried to say all at once, afraid the guards would punish her further. But no one looked in the least offended or angry.




 Sister Temperance ordered the men to turn around and Alexa hurried to her, helping her to get her clothes back on. Others stood at a respectful distance, waiting for Cristine to get herself together. They sensed Cristine's need to compose herself first. 




"Did he hurt you?" Alexa whispered.




"Seems I hurt him more." Cristine said, looking at the priest disdainfully, as he laid on the floor like a pathetic broken marionette cut from its strings. Her face still had a red mark of his palm on her cheek. The heavy collar was still on her neck. She fished into Patrick's pocket and retrieved the keys for the heavy padlock, dangling on her neck. Observing her struggle to open it, Sister Temperance approached and helped her unlock it.




"Who are you?" Cristine inquired suspiciously. The woman was treating her with a gentleness and consideration she had not experienced from any of the Abbey crew before.




The woman gave her a shining smile.




"Don't let the uniform fool you. I'm your aunt. These are my people - Theresa, Lucia, Robert and Michael. Don't worry, you are safe now."




"Aunt… Artemisia?" Cristine breathed and her hand shot to cover her mouth which had fallen open. A sudden surge of emotions overcame her, and Cristine practically jumped around her neck, sobbing.




"The man would have raped me, if you hadn't come when you did... He wanted to kidnap me and lock me in a cellar somewhere. Thank you for coming to save me. You have no idea…"




Artemisia smiled kindly. "It was largely due to the bravery of your friends here,” she said gesturing to Bernard and Alexa. They knew Father Patrick was here at the Abbey and if we hadn’t been following them we wouldn't have found you in time," Artemisia said. Cristine gave Bernard and Alexa an affectionate smile over her aunt's shoulder.

✽✽✽




The degradation suffered at the hand of Father Patrick started to weigh on Cristine, whose legs started to tremble. Bernard was at her side in a moment and she leaned on him gratefully.




Two men of Artemisia's entourage grabbed an old couch from the corridor and brought it in, gesturing for Cristine, Bernard and Alexa to sit down. Instructed by Theresa, one of the men took a wide stance in front of what used to be the doors, the other in front of the window, blocking it with his massive form just in case father Patrick attempted an escape.




"Cristine, please, make yourself comfortable. I will take care of this," Artemisia said. 




Father Patrick started to come round after the heavy blow. Artemisia removed her veil and slowly strolled towards him. She shook her hair loose and a bountiful cascade of black curls spilled on her back and shoulders. Everyone could instantly sense that it was not just a crown of her beauty, but also the symbol of her strength and authority. She rolled Patrick over with her foot until he was lying on his stomach, his arms spread wide. 




He blinked a few times, trying to lift his head up. Artemisia looked down at him contemptuously and stepped on his head, twisting her heel. "Not so fast now, priest."




"Come, Ladies," she beckoned Theresa and Lucia to join her. All wearing the institutional uniforms, they looked like a sexy blend of super-models and an execution squad.




"So, motherfucker, the rules have changed. Now it is you, who is at our mercy," Artemisia whispered sweetly. Father Patrick was still slightly disoriented, but he attempted to turn on his side and get up. At that point Lucia gave him a hard kick to his abdomen. He slithered on the floor, coughing and moaning.




"Who... who are you? What do you want with me?" he babbled. 




Artemisia squatted down next to his head and whispered, "Do you remember the verse of the Deuteronomy 32:35? The day of disaster is near and your doom rushes upon you. What evil you inflicted onto the poor girls will happen to you, only ten times worse. We are not forgiving of our enemies." 




Patrick noted the three beautiful women in uniforms looked nothing like the other guards employed by the League of Catholic Youth. They had a predatory look, an air of unrelenting dominance about them.




"That was a grave mistake - harassing Artemisia's niece," Theresa mocked. She had a voluptuous figure, so tight that her uniform was almost bursting from the pressure of her enormous breasts. 




"Yeah, you have no idea what kind of mess you’ve found yourself in," Lucia laughed. She was, however, out of Father Patrick's field of vision. He could just hear her sensual voice.




Father Patrick quickly sobered up from his drowsy bewilderment. He scanned the room and noticed not only the women whom he could perhaps overpower, but also three large men who looked ready to do away with him, if he tried to fight back or run. In such a situation he could only suffer through whatever they wanted with him, and try to think of some way to escape.




"Did you think you could get away with torturing all those poor girls?" Theresa inquired. She grabbed the residues of Father Patrick's hair and lifted him up to his knees. He whimpered and tried to weasle out of her iron grip. 




Artemisia strolled casually around the room and made herself familiar with the collection of instruments, allowing all sorts of cruel punishments. Her hand traced around the edges of metal cuffs. She sniffed expertly the leather cat-o-nine-tails and flexed a cane in her hands.




"Artemisia, this institution certainly owns a respectable collection. One would think they have a fondness for BDSM," Lucia commented ironically.




At that moment Patrick could see Lucia in her full glory, her golden hair, her slender, willowy figure. She moved with the grace of an aristocrat. She took the cane from Artemisia and Patrick's eyes widened in shock. He knew this woman. It was many, many years ago, but could he be mistaken?




The change of expression was not lost on Lucia. She smirked malevolently, "You are quite right! It is not for the first time we meet." 




"What is going on in here?" asked Cristine, who in the meantime, had regained both her composure and eager interest in the unexpected change of events.




"This piece of shit has just realized that his older brother will not save him," Lucia responded jubilantly. "There’s a good reason I'm here today with your aunt. Saving you is not the only item on our to-do list. But we will discuss more about this later," she said as she winked at Cristine friskily and turned her attention back to Patrick.




Artemisia commanded Patrick to strip off his clothes. He knew better than to oppose these women. Not only did each one of them hold a menacing instrument, but they were also backed by two bearish, muscular men and a lean, yet resilient Bernard. Father Patrick felt humiliated and fragile as he stripped the last pieces of his attire and exposed his cock. In the cold air it was helplessly small.




"Well, this explains a lot," Theresa commented sarcastically, as her gaze dropped to his penis. 




"With such a tiny cock it is no wonder you are experiencing feelings of inferiority. But don't worry, once you are properly conditioned, we will find a proper usage for you. Perhaps you can become another of our sissy maids," Artemisia continued. Father Patrick, however hard he was trying to fight it, felt deeply struck by these comments. Ever since he was a little boy, the size of his penis was to him a source of shame and embarrassment. 




"Indeed, this pinky penis is so insignificant I wonder if you are capable of sexual intercourse at all... perhaps you could become my eunuch. I’ve never had one, but this might be a proper career choice for you. No more sex, only service to superior females," Artemisia continued scathingly.




She produced a folding knife and began to circle it around his cock. Patrick's self defense mechanisms kicked-in. He jumped to his feet, hiding his penis in his hands and tried to run. This was what the two muscular men had been waiting for. They grabbed him like a puppet and pinned him to the X-cross. When they tied him to it, they returned casually to their guarding places.




"Very funny, how the inferior males feel so protective of their worthless baby carrots," Artemisia snickered, and everyone laughed. With one hand she grabbed Patrick's balls and mimicked the motion of cutting off his balls with the knife.




Patrick started to whine and beg for mercy. Artemisia thoroughly enjoyed the game. Cristine, watching the scene from the comfort of the couch was feeling strangely satisfied and elated.




"Artemisia, it would be such a pity to remove the most sensitive area of his body. Let me enjoy it first," Theresa cooed and approached him with the cane. She started to whip his balls hard. The strokes landed on the sensitive skin of his balls in rapid succession and he started to cry desperately. 




Artemisia folded the knife and put it in her pocket.




"Right, I think the chip will be efficient enough. Let's keep those balls attached to him for future punishments." She drew a curious object the size of a coin out of her pocket. There was a dark bar, embedded in a slimy, jelly-like substance. Patrick anxiously followed her hand with his eyes.




"Interested? You should be. This state-of-the-art chip will give your life a new meaning. Just a tiny little incision behind your ear and you will see the only purpose of your life is in the service of the Dominant Women! I'm really enthusiastic about this piece of tech."




Cristine was in a dream. Her adversary was no longer a threat and she had just been introduced to a group of women, who were in so many ways just like her. For the first time in several minutes she spoke, and her voice was getting animated again. "How does the chip work?" 




Artemisia beamed at her. "It is ingeniously simple. The chip was developed to cure alcohol and drug addiction. But with proper tweaking, instead of switching them off, it stimulates opioid receptors in the male's brain. It works wonders in slave training! They get instantly addicted to the female smell. The addiction is as strong as in heroine! They just desperately desire to satisfy women... Their whole life shrinks into their longing to get their next dose of the smell of his Owner's sex."




Cristine had so many questions, but at the same time could not resist witnessing Father Patrick's degradation. She let the questions on her tongue die away for the moment. Artemisia turned again to Father Patrick. "The chip will be planted into your brain. Generally, this procedure is guided by strict rules, but in your specific case the Xanthippe's Club Committee agreed to make an exception and install the chip without delay."




Lucia approached Father Patrick and playfully twisted his nipples. "I know what you’re thinking. The previous generation of chips had a serious glitch. As you well know, one of the chipped males actually escaped from us! Unfortunately, the former chip was far too easy to remove. The new generation has been greatly improved and it’s impossible to cut out. Unless, of course, you want to chop your whole head off. It grows into the structures of your brain with tiny tentacles. Just think of mushroom mycelium and you will get the picture."  




Patrick turned paper white. To his intense relief the witch did not apparently intend to drill into his skull just yet, because she dropped the thing back into her pocket.




"Guys?" Both well-built men, Michael and Robert, were at Artemisia's side in a split second. She gestured for them to untie Father Patrick and place him on a spanking bench. He squirmed and begged, but it was to no avail as they strapped him securely so that his balls, his cock and his white ass cheeks were exposed to an endless number of possible punishments.




"This will be the first in an endless row of painful experiences you will receive at our hands. When we are done with you, you will regret the day you were born." 




Artemisia encouraged Cristine and Alexa to join them. It was a remarkable sight for Bernard, who was still sitting on the couch. Each of the five women used an instrument of their liking and started to beat Father Patrick's white ass. A cane, cat-o-nine-tails, and a whip were all drawing angry red strokes on his skin, a skin that had never experienced any such sensations. He wailed and cried for mercy.




Bernard was keenly watching the procedure, enthralled. Even though he couldn't sympathize with the tortured man, he imagined himself in his place and felt intense arousal. Not even in his wildest dreams had he seen such a sight - five women sadistically enjoyed themselves, prodding each other to hit harder. They were the ultimate Goddesses of Revenge, laughing, swaying their hips as they walked around their victim, taking time to relish his suffering. Bernard's cock was rock hard. 




Father Patrick was at that point willing to say anything, do anything to stop further beating. "Will you repent now?" Artemisia asked, when first drops of blood started to ooze from some of the more violent strokes.




Patrick screamed on top of his lungs, "Yes, yes, yes... I will repent, I will kiss your shoes to prove it, I will subject to your will, I will serve you, just stop, please, stop it now..."




Artemisia, with assistance of Theresa, removed the straps and the degraded, humiliated Father Patrick dropped to his knees and started to quickly kiss the shoes of all women, who made a circle around him. 




Cristine felt intensely satisfied by being able to lend her hand to his punishment, by having him crawl at her feet, begging for mercy. He hastily groveled from one woman to another and whimpered, "I repent, I'm so sorry, just don't beat me any more..." 




"This is not over yet. You will be fed a healthy dose of your own medicine. Now, you will experience first-hand what it feels like to be molested. Luckily for you, I always bring my equipment with me." She commanded one of the men, who brought her strap-on harness from her bag.




She wriggled out of her skirt to reveal amazingly shaped legs and a round, firm ass. She quickly slipped into the harness and fastened to it a very large dildo.




Artemisia strolled lazily to Patrick, swaying the large dildo in front of him. "You will either beg me to get fucked, or we will continue with the beating."




In Patrick's mind this was a taboo he felt difficult to overcome, but the pain he experienced was still fresh in his memory. "I beg you to fuck me. I beg, I beg, please, do fuck me."




Artemisia wasted no time and pressed him against the wooden box that was used to deliver Cristine to the room.




 She kicked into his ankles to make him spread his legs wider. Theresa got to him and held his ass cheeks apart, delving into his painfully red ass with her sharp nails. Without any lubrication, Artemisia shoved the large dildo up his ass. He screamed out, shocked by the sharp pain in his anus, as she forcefully plowed into him until the whole dildo was deep within him. She put powerful energy into her thrusts, sending him several inches forward everytime she banged into his ass. 




Bernard was watching with fascination. Artemisia was performing this act of dominance over the helpless male with incredible sex-appeal. He started to daydream about being in Patrick's place. Cristine noticed Bernard's growing erection. She winked at him and leaned to whisper: "One day, I will fuck you up your ass too."




After several long minutes of intense pounding Artemisia announced, panting, "We are not done with you yet." She beckoned the two men to come to her. They moved Patrick on the box so that he had both his mouth and his ass easily accessible. 




"I’m giving myself a little break," Artemisia said as she sat down on a chair. She encouraged the other women to sit down too. She was still in her panties, after she removed the strap on harness. They used chairs and couch to make themselves comfortable, watching as the two men unzipped their trousers and took out their large cocks. 




Artemisia didn't have to direct them to look at her. Their eyes were instantly on her, when she began to slowly unbutton her blouse. She was wearing a lace bra. Her tits had a very nice shape and had a youthful bounce to them. She started to play with them seductively and ran her tongue over her lips, spreading her legs slightly. Both males got erect almost instantly.




"This is what efficient training can do," Artemisia winked at Cristine.




Robert went to Patrick's head and Michael to his ass. The first masturbated his cock and pushed it into the protesting mouth of Patrick, who was in no time choking and coughing as he was deep-throated in the most coarse and rough manner. Michael penetrated his ass. All women watched in great amusement.




"It never fails to fascinate me," Theresa said as her hand slid in her panties.




"What’s that?" Lucia asked lightly.




"These muscular men, who are pounding a pathetic worm at our command. So much power in that. So much... hmmm... degradation." 




Theresa started to gently masturbate herself while watching the two men ruthlessly fucking, with machine-like precision, what was left of the man. Robert and Michael had incredible stamina and their violent act of raping this twisted man felt so right to watch. 




Artemisia interrupted for a minute and approached Father Patrick. "This is certainly not the only way we will punish you. You will pay in cash for your misdeeds. We will wipe out your accounts and share the money amongst your victims." She took the phone and made a brief phone call. 




"There. Done. Your account will be ours in a few minutes," Artemisia beamed triumphant. 




Cristine stared at her admiringly. She felt like this was finally putting the universe back into balance. Eventually, both men obeyed Artemisia's command and came into Patrick's mouth. This act was accompanied with cheering and amused exclamations of joy from Artemisia and her friends. 




As fascinated as everyone was with the scene, no one yet noticed that there was a motionless figure standing in the door frame that was left gaping after their forced entry.

 


Chapter 8










The General Director arrived just in time to watch the incredible scene of two muscular, large men fucking his brother. Prior to arriving to witness this horror, he had felt an unpleasant feeling that something was definitely wrong, but he could never have guessed at the depths of the depravity he would see upon his arrival. 




And yet, it wasn't the appalling acts that shook him to the core. It wasn’t even that the whole show was being conducted by the woman he’d recently hired as a noted Christian psychologist. His eyes were fixed directly on Lucia. Only she had the power to leave him completely frozen, to instantly vaporize both his will and his determination to object or intercede. It took considerable time for anyone to notice him, standing petrified in the door frame. 




"Ahh, there you are General Director, pray come in!" Artemisia called pleasantly and beckoned him to enter the room. The men were finished with Patrick and they approached the General Director to escort him. He stared at Lucia with his eyes wide open. Only the perceived threat of being brought into the room by force got his feet moving, and he trudged slowly forward.




"It has been far too long, William," Lucia stood up with elegance and pride, and as she addressed him, she looked him directly in the eye. He lowered his gaze. Cristine had a mental picture of him as a tall, proud, and determined man. But before them stood a harmless old man with bent shoulders, wearing a guilty, downtrodden expression.




"Yes, Mistress," he responded weakly, his back getting even more rounded.




"This is how you greet your Owner after so many years?" Lucia's voice was sound and authoritative. Even in the uniform she was glorious, her fair hair shone dazzlingly and her well-developed figure held a regal posture. William couldn't resist. His training kicked-in and he dropped to his knees, sobbing, kissing Lucia's feet. 




Cristine, Bernard and Alexa stared perplexed, seeing the staunch Catholic man melting like wax in front of a woman. Cristine started to realize that when it came to men, their ability to subject themselves to a superior female was beyond what she’d ever imagined. She strongly desired to develop traits that would allow her to break such a man as the General Director. She smiled broadly, feeling like she opened a box of the finest chocolate. Artemisia could certainly teach her a thing or two!




"I think we’d better wrap this up for tonight," Artemisia observed. She stood up and directed Patrick to crawl into the box from which Cristine had originally arrived. He did not object. He was a complete wreck. "Michael, Robert, you will carry him to a cell. No hurry, let him enjoy the comforts of the cozy box for some time. Oh, and try not to be seen by anyone."




Artemisia put on her skirt, smoothed her hair and put the veil back over her head. She gently arranged Cristine's veil as well and took Cristine by the hand. "We don't want to raise any suspicion. Not yet, anyway. Let's get some fresh air. Bernard, Alexa, come with us." 




✽✽✽




If it hadn’t been for the stench of burnt wood and debris from the barn fire, it would have been a beautiful summer evening. The stars had risen above the dark forest and the poorly lit grounds allowed them to shine in their full glory. The moon was so bright that no additional light was needed to walk the premises. 




Artemisia, Cristine, Alexa and Bernard strolled out of the main gate to the open yard. "Bernard, take care Alexa arrives safely to her bungalow. We need to have a private word with Cristine." 




As they were parting, Cristine hugged Alexa goodbye, and Alexa broke into tears.  “I’m so sorry Cristine, this is all my fault. I had no idea this will happen... it was me, who ruined your escape. I told them you were going to run away during the hike. I didn’t want to but… but… they blackmailed me and I failed you.”




Cristine was surprised at Alexa’s confession, but she was so elated by Father Patrick's punishment and meeting her aunt that she felt both forgiving and benevolent. After a slight pause she said, “We will talk about it later. Whatever reason you had, I don’t believe you meant any harm. And no-one could ever have predicted what happened here tonight,” she said. 




“So please, don't go to sleep and wait up for me. We have so much to discuss... and we haven’t yet finished what we started earlier," Cristine said as she winked at Alexa. Cristine and Artemisia then casually walked off towards the nearby orchard while Bernard escorted Alexa back to their bungalow. 




Walking away, Alexa was so grateful that Cristine did not appear to blame her or hold a grudge after her betrayal. Considering how she had sabotaged her escape and was therefore at least partly responsible for her subsequent suffering, Alexa wouldn't have blamed Cristine if she never spoke to her again. 




As Cristine and Artemisia walked among the apple, pear and cherry trees, Cristine covertly observed Artemisia. Her looks were so very much like her own. The same bountiful hair, the same proud posture and prominent breasts. She even had the same mannerisms. For the first time in her life Cristine felt a profound kinship to another human being.




Cristine picked a summer apple and examined it thoughtfully. "I have so much I need to ask you... I hardly know where to start. It feels like there are so many things we need to cover that one lifetime will not be nearly enough."




Artemisia pushed a strand of hair behind Cristine's ear and gently patted her cheek. "My dear, dear girl. We have all the time in the world to make up for those lost years. I know you are probably dying to know more about your family, but there will be enough time for that when you arrive at my villa. But to ease your mind - you don't have to go back to your foster parents if you don't want to."




Cristine was grateful she wouldn’t immediately have to return to her foster home and thanked Artemisia.




 "But right now there are more pressing matters at hand,” Artemisia continued. “You see, I posed as a teacher at this school not only to rescue you," Artemisia’s sentence trailed off as she looked sideways on Cristine to observe the effect of her words.




"Please, explain!" Cristine was hanging on every word.




"Let me back-up a little bit. I was watching you this evening and I believe the apple hasn’t fallen too far from the tree. I watched how you treated Bernard, and I noted how thrilled you were watching the scenes of Father Patrick's humiliation. Am I safe to assume you enjoy controlling men, and that you like to see them suffer for your sake and have them obey you?"




Cristine nodded eagerly and her expression invited Artemisia to continue.




"There is a whole art of Female Supremacy that you can learn. I will show you how to make men helplessly dependent on you and I will teach you how to make use of their weaknesses and subject them to your will. I will demonstrate the subtle art of turning your sexuality in the most powerful of weapons. There is so much I can show you, although I'm sure you have already made great progress on your own by simply behaving in ways most natural to you." 




Artemisia smiled when comprehension and sudden understanding spread on Cristine's face. "I wish someone had told me this is a way people can live. I was always treated like a monster for having the desire to command men and use them to my satisfaction."




Artemisia walked slowly and enjoyed initiating her niece into this fascinating subject, so close to her heart. She often stopped to look directly at Cristine and she could plainly tell how mesmerized she was with every single word she uttered. "You will no longer need to hide your true self. In my community you are worth your weight in gold. Dominant Women are scarce and valued very highly by the multitude of submissive men walking the face of the earth."




"I can tell a submissive man in seconds... It’s true that they are so eager to please me and so willing to subject themselves to my wishes," Cristine mused.




Artemisia nodded and continued, "There is more to it. Many, many years ago, when a woman’s position in society was pitiable, a group of wealthy Dominant Females decided to invest some of their power and connections in order to promote Female Dominance above men. These principles are rooted deeply in the philosophy of what became known as the Xanthippe's Club."




"Xanthippe? Like the Socrates' wife?"




"That's the one!" Artemisia nodded, appreciating Cristine's command of history. "It is a secret society of the Dominant Ladies, residing in London, who throughout the years have contributed to the great cause of Female Supremacy over males in Britain. I am just the latest in the long line of chair-women of this society."




Cristine was impressed. "Theresa and Lucia are both members? I guess the society helps to make your lives so much better..."




Artemisia was speaking with great passion and animation, pleased by Cristine's interest. "Yes, exactly right! But the Xanthippe's Club is not only to make our own lives better, but also to contribute to worthy causes in our community. Each year we select a number of projects that promote and enhance Female Supremacy. I informed the Committee of our Club about this horrific camp as soon as I got your letter. With the information you shared we did some research. These sectarian Catholics still treat women according to medieval standards. The indoctrination of young girls and boys in this spirit is a direct contradiction with the values we cherish. The League of Catholic Youth with the so-called "General Director" at the forefront, well, this is precisely this type of religious zealotry we like to target and annihilate. This was a perfect project, so we agreed unanimously to arrive here and set things in motion, saving you in the process!"  




Cristine's chest was bursting with joy. "That's so amazing! I want to help any way I can... Considering I have spent my whole life in the society of profoundly religious Catholics, this resonates with me perhaps more than it could with anyone else. I wonder - how come the General Director was so submissive to Lucia? I've seen him only as a really stern, proud and dignified man."




Artemisia laughed heartily. "Oh, it’s a remarkable story. Honestly, we were so surprised when we Googled the League of Catholic Youth and William popped up as the Head of the Institution! Those were the days when we were testing the first generation of chips, allowing us to make male slave training even more effective. We run routine tests on slave candidates.




 William was adopted as Lucia's slave with the known objection that he was somewhat psychologically disturbed. He developed some unhealthy mental patterns after his mother - a prostitute in her day - was murdered. He was indoctrinated by his grandmother and became an ardent Catholic. 




But Lucia wasn't scared off by that. She knew that once a man is capable of this level of devotion for his God, he will be  an even better slave. She liked him for his very polite manners and devout obedience. He, however, always had a strong inner struggle between the Christian values introduced by his grandmother and his inborn inclination to adore and serve Dominant Women."




Cristine was thoughtful. She considered how the General Director may have expressed exceptional concern for her as his way of trying to bring her on the right path. He might have subconsciously felt she was made of the same D/s fabric as Lucia. He honestly wanted to help her, just like he struggled to help himself on the way to cleanse himself from his kinky inclinations. "You know, I feel he is not an inherently evil man. He is perhaps religiously zealous, but otherwise he treated me quite fairly. In his weird way."




Artemisia nodded. "He might be slightly fanatical, but he is not evil... perhaps you noticed the coin-shaped scar behind his ear? In the years he was in service to Lucia, he occasionally had bouts of bad conscience. He just felt overwhelmed. On one such occasion he took a knife and simply cut his chip out. He managed what only a small number of males ever succeed in - to escape from the service to a member of the Xanthippe's Club. We hadn't heard from him ever since, just as if he disappeared from the face of the earth. When we learned he runs this place, we could not believe our luck. But don't worry, he will not escape this time. He will return to his proper place at Lucia's feet."




Cristine’s mind was racing excitedly, already thinking a few steps ahead. Fascinating scenes were forming in her mind, anticipating the most thrilling and sexy adventures. "Will you tell me more about the plan? What is it you want to do exactly?"




Artemisia caught her hand happily. "You will love this!"




✽✽✽




When William dropped to his knees in front of his Goddess Lucia, all the memories he so laboriously tried to suppress were recalled instantly and vividly. An uncontrollable wave of emotions swept his mind. Being so close to her that he was able to smell her perfume, he was instantly reliving the bittersweet moments of giving himself up to her the first time. He could see the room where she proclaimed him her property, and he could feel the gentle touch of a persian carpet on his knees when she clicked his slave collar closed around his neck. He could see her moaning in the countless orgasms he gave her with his tongue. He felt the intense moments when she made love to Alphas and he knelt at her bedside. He could recall the feeling of pride that fully filled his heart when he became her first slave among so many.




He had to remind himself hastily that his determination never to see her again was, after all, driven by his instinct for self-preservation. Giving up the rights to his life and at the same time giving up Jesus couldn't be the right path... But was he happy now? Was he actually content being an unrelenting and devout servant of God? Was he really more at peace with the beliefs and strict adherence to religious structure… into which he had immersed himself to shut-out the pictures of his Goddess from his mind? 




The long nights of intense erections, remembering the scenes of her sexual pleasure he either facilitated or witnessed... they never ceased to invade his mind, even after all those years.




Goddess Lucia was still as strikingly beautiful as ever. Her shiny blond hair and breathtaking long legs were as alluring as ever. 




But no, he now had a new purpose in life... much more noble, leading to an eternal bliss in Heaven rather than the short-lived guilty satisfaction of carnal lusts. He must not waiver, he told himself. He must prevail and defeat the devil that whispered to his ear. The devil that kept whispering that there would be no happiness without Goddess Lucia could not be allowed to win.... now if he just could get to his room to alleviate the tension by cumming, he could certainly resist better...




"William. I know what goes on in your mind," Goddess Lucia purred gently, interrupting the stream of thoughts. Of course she knew. She knew everything. Her uncanny instincts never seemed to be wrong. Against his better judgment he was helplessly sliding back into the snare of her sex-appeal. How he craved to touch that body again... How he would relish the chance to taste her sweet sex. The ages in celibacy hung over him, making him even more horny and desperate.




She slowly pulled-up the rim of her long skirt higher, revealing her perfectly formed calves. Her attraction had the quality of Earth’s magnetism, and he could not resisting planting kiss after kiss on her smooth skin, higher and higher up her calf. She wasn’t wearing stockings. She wasn’t wearing a bra either and her nipples started to become visible under her blouse.




"I recall how you used to sleep beside my bed and you’d wake up just in time for my morning oral. You were insatiable when it came to eating my pussy," she purred and started to unbutton his cassock. William started to tremble slightly, his conscience waging a furious battle with his growing arousal and sinful lust. He knew she was just playing with him and he was fully aware that her most powerful charms were yet to come.




"You will beg... you will beg me to allow you to do it again." 




His undershirt and pants were coming off next, his erection clearly visible now, impressive considering his mature age. In a moment he was kneeling there, naked in front of the powerful woman, about whom he had never ceased fantasizing.




 "Don't fight it. All your morals, all your resolutions are evaporating in the face of my powerful presence... Just one sniff of my divine sex and you will do anything. Just one look at my breasts and all your religious notions will give way to the only true vocation in your life. What is it, slave? What is your purpose on this earth?"




He was drinking in her heavenly visage, watching her heaving bosom with his eyes as she removed her uniform slowly. She looked deeply into his eyes and started to massage her breasts slowly in a circular motion, playing with her nipples, lustfully closing her eyes. He was hypnotized by the alluring show, unable to take his eyes off his Goddess Lucia.




"My only purpose in life is to serve Goddess Lucia. My only happiness is in her satisfaction. I obey her every command. My life has no meaning when I'm not striving to make my Goddess happy," he said, the words flowing easily. Just uttering his old slave mantra, instilled in him throughout many intense brainwashing sessions, was enough to seriously damage the crumbling fortress of his self-restraint.   




 After what seemed like an eternity, she rolled up her skirt. He held his breath when he realized she wore no panties. At that moment the only thing that mattered was tasting her sweet juices again. He could see she was shaved smooth and already wet. 




"Slave, tell me now that you denounce the false beliefs you harbored... tell me I am your only Goddess and you serve no other. Say that from now on you are exclusively in my service."




It was no longer within his power to resist. He stared fascinated at her beautiful pussy and he would hand his soul to the Satan himself just to taste it. "I... denounce my false beliefs. You are my only Goddess and I serve no other. From now on, I am again exclusively in your service."




She spread her legs slightly and guided his head between her shapely thighs, grabbing his hair and keeping him just the right distance to allow him a closer look, and to smell her pussy. He weakly moaned with lust, his cock throbbing.




"It will be you - you, who will crawl to me, begging to get your chip implant reinstalled. And this time you will not succeed in removing it. I will make sure you are my property and you will gratefully accept your fate because deep down in your heart, this is all you ever wanted."




She finally drew him close enough he could touch her pussy with his tongue. She sighed with pleasure when he reached her clit. The postponement of this moment made it even more thrilling for both of them. 




"There now. That’s enough. You don't deserve to give me satisfaction just yet," Lucia said as she searched her bag and retrieved a shiny metal chastity cage. "You remember this, I'm sure..." she possessively grabbed his penis and pumped it several times. He felt like his whole body was about to explode. He shivered and trembled with arousal.




"You know what is coming," she said and stood up. Holding his penis, she dragged him to a sink next to the entrance door. She placed his cock right under the faucet and showered it with ice cold water. His erection shrank instantly, and she quickly and proficiently captured his penis and balls in a perfectly fitting cock cage.




"Now, you will listen to what I want you to do," she said.




✽✽✽




Artemisia insisted on accompanying Cristine back to her bungalow. As they were walking down the narrow pathway, illuminated by the bright moonlight, they could see from a distance that something was wrong. Bright artificial light was shining from the inside as the door was left wide open. 




"Something isn't right..." Cristine exclaimed alarmed. They walked faster and then started to run. When they arrived at Cristine and Alexa’s bungalow, there was no sign of Alexa anywhere. On the door there was a note scratched in a hasty writing.




You really shouldn’t have done that, you filthy bitches. You will regret what you've done to me. I have taken the girl with me. She will bear the full force of the rage you kindled in me. Until you pay me back every single penny you have stolen and suffer for the horrendous things you did, I will keep her for my amusement.




PS. It was far too easy to fool your sidekicks.




Artemisia took her phone and speed dialed. "Michael?! Would you kindly tell me where your prisoner is now? Remember, the guy you fucked some thirty minutes ago?"  




There was a silence on the other side of the line as Michael ventured to investigate. Cristine couldn’t make out what he was saying, but after minute or so Artemisia just slapped her forehead with open palm.




"Great. Just great," she yelled furiously. "You know the protocol for situations like this. Move your ass, and go get him."




"Cristine, dear, I'm so sorry about this, but the stupid motherfucker really escaped. Those two cretins went out for a smoke break, and yeah, like both of them at once. When they returned, they just didn’t know Father Patrick wasn’t in the box anymore because both the cell door and the box were locked precisely the same way as before. Someone with keys must have helped him."




"This is all my fault!” Cristine said anxiously. “Alexa has nothing to do with this! We need to save her - that man is a monster! What are we going to do?"




"Calm down dear, I sent the boys to get him. And we will get him. Soon."




Cristine felt uneasy. That very evening Alexa had risked her own neck to save her from Father Patrick, and now Father Patrick had captured her. "I should go with them. I can’t help feeling responsible for this," she said. 




Artemisia shook her head. "We must not let ourselves get diverted from the task at hand. I need to be able to count on you. This is really important. Remember, this is all about the greater cause of Female Supremacy. I arranged a meeting in a small bar nearby to discuss the particulars of a plan with Theresa and Lucia. Now that you are here with me, you have exemption from the camp rules. Oblige me and let us have a dinner and a few drinks while we work out a plan."




Cristine conceded hesitantly. She didn't like the idea of relaxing over a meal while Alexa was at the mercy of Father Patrick. "Okay, we’ll eat something and make a plan, but let me run to share the news with Bernard first."

✽✽✽




William's suite in the main building of the ancient abbey was furnished in a representative, old-fashioned style. It was a former suite of the abbot himself, who in his day welcomed a great number of influential and powerful people in that very office. And the present day General Director of the League of Catholic Youth had good position both in the church and with the lay people, who trusted him with their wayward adolescent children. 




It was near midnight when Artemisia, Lucia, Theresa and Cristine arrived from their dinner and few drinks at a bar in the nearby town. As they approached William's suite, their laughs echoed in the corridor. It was such a pleasant evening Cristine was able to enjoy the meal and discussions despite her concern for Alexa. She hadn't felt this good for a long time and Aunt Artemisia and her friends made her feel like they had everything under control and that Alexa would be safe. 




When the ladies reached the elaborately carved door of William's office, they used a secret knocking pattern and the door immediately opened. William was completely naked, clad only in his shiny metal cage. His body was not displeasing to look at. He was in surprisingly good shape for his age. The women confidently walked through the door as William hastily shut the door behind them and fell to his knees. 




"Don't just kneel there, greet your Goddess properly!" Lucia commanded. He crawled to her and planted several passionate kisses on her high heeled boot. It was close to midnight and the women were not wearing the uniforms. There was no longer the need to conceal their identity, because everyone beside the gate-keeper was fast asleep. The gate keeper was one of the first males Artemisia had wrapped around her finger when she arrived. 




All women looked stunning, wearing sexy figure-hugging clothes, their hair glorious now that it wasn’t hidden in the horrid veils. Artemisia wore a black mini-skirt and even Cristine felt at liberty to choose the most attractive outfit she brought with her to the camp - skinny jeans and crop top. She felt so free again, being able to wear clothes to tease, rather than those that were meant to hide her beautiful curves. Lucia had the most fetish-like attire. Her high heeled boots combined with tight leather pants were breathtaking. This was a part of a carefully orchestrated plan to enslave William. To this end, it was important that most of his attention was focused on his Goddess Lucia.




After greeting his Owner, William was encouraged to welcome the others by kissing their hands. Cristine felt ambiguous about this - such a quick shift of the power balance between them made accepting this sign of reverence feel quite awkward. This feeling lasted mere seconds. The next thing she was very curious about were the specific methods Lucia would employ to enslave him and suddenly she could picture herself doing all sort of things to him. Enslaving a man who once represented a figure of authority was somehow very arousing.




As William was busy paying his homage towards other superior women, Lucia strolled lazily around the room. She was mercilessly invading his privacy by touching and looking at various personal objects - his reading glasses, his pens, his phone. She noticed a beautiful golden Russian icon, obviously ancient original, installed on the wall and sniggered contemptuously.




"You will remove this. You have no other Goddess than me now," Lucia commanded and William responded in affirmative.




Eventually Lucia approached the table, sat in his expensive rocking leather chair, and put her boots up on the table imperiously while she started to rummage through his desk drawers. She enjoyed this gesture of dominance and knew he understood the implications of her behavior. Their D/s relationship never required much speaking. He was finely tuned to adjust to her highly dominant demeanor. 




"These are the files?" She asked taking note of a thick black binder on the desktop. The folder contained details about each member of the camp’s staff. 




William bowed. "Yes Mistress. These are the files you asked me about."




"We will check that, come Ladies, sit with me. This will be interesting." All women arranged themselves comfortably around the table and William served them beverages from his considerable collection of exotic alcohol brands. He never touched any of it himself, they were all for the enjoyment of his more hedonistic guests. The ladies chattered casually, perfectly comfortable being served by a naked man.  




"Before we come to business, first - this worm needs to be taught his proper place. Chances are he has forgotten. After all, it has been many years since he served as my personal slave," Lucia said as she snapped her fingers and William readily adopted his place at her feet. 




"His reflexes are still in place," she commented approvingly. She slowly stroked his back along his vertebrae until she reached to his lower back. She slowly moved her hand around his hip, until her spidery fingers found the metal cage. Each touch sent shivers of thrill up and down his spine. His cock twitched as it tried in vain to get erect in the narrow confinement of its cage. 




"What do you think, ladies? Is this thing worthy of becoming my servant again? We’ll need to perform a thorough inspection first. I need to decide if he is still worth any of my precious attention." 




Artemisia and Theresa sitting nearby began to inspect him by grabbing on his skin, pulling his hair, checking his eyes and teeth, slapping him playfully across his cheeks, touching his thighs near his genitals, just as if buying a horse in the market. He was getting so aroused he began to tremble.




"He is still in a good shape. What about his cock? What size it is?" inquired Artemisia.




"Do you want to see it? That shouldn’t be a problem, as it seems this thing is getting seriously horny from all the attention of such gorgeous women as ourselves," Lucia said.




She had the key to his cock cage snuggly hidden between her breasts on a silver chain. She slowly pulled it from her cleavage. He was hypnotized by the slithering chain and how the key finally popped from her tight, busty décolletage.




"Slave, you need to promise that you will not get erect when I unlock the cage." 




William looked up desperately, acutely aware that he was not capable of fulfilling that command.




"Goddess Lucia, I..." he mumbled, but she cut across him.




"Silence. Promise now. I command you!" 




He made a promise in a small voice and she unlocked his cage. His cock sprang up, fully erect.




"How dare you disobey me?" she said in mock indignation. "Cristine, come and join us, this little priest thinks he will get away with disobedience!" 




Cristine strolled towards him until all four women stood around him in a circle. Each slapped him in the face. Lucia kicked him into his balls so strong he fell to the floor, writhing in pain. Theresa kicked into his chest, Artemisia used her heel to open his mouth and spat into it. Lucia walked around him and squatted on his face, smothering him with the smooth leather that was hugging her exquisite ass. Cristine removed her shoe and with her bare foot kicked his cock, stepped on it and wondered, to herself, at how hard it was for a man his age.




"I have a test in store for him. If he passes, I will take him back. I remember he was pretty resilient when it comes to giving oral. What do you think? Will he still have the stamina to satisfy all of my friends, one by one without cumming himself? I actually feel quite horny when I see that erect cock of his... So here's my idea: While satisfying one of you, the others will try to coax him to cum. If he’s lost his ability to control himself or to lick for hours, I do not want him anyway." All the Ladies looked up and at once burst out laughing.




"That's genius. I cannot wait to see him try!" said Artemisia.




William was going crazy with lust. He missed the smell of female sex and he also knew that he would do his best to convince Lucia he’d lost nothing of his oral proficiency. His submissive self was winning, and his religious devotion began to fade into nothingness. How could any invisible god ever compete with the charms of these sexy women? His horny cock took over and mercifully blurred his thinking. At that point, all he wanted was to prove was that he could serve. Prove that he was still as good a slave as the years before his ordination. 




Artemisia went first - she rolled up her dress. She was not wearing any panties and so she directly squatted on his face, positioning herself so that he could reach her clit and her vagina with his tongue. She had a piercing in her clit. He began slowly circling around, purposefully avoiding the most sensitive areas. He knew how to bring a woman to orgasm with his tongue, and this was a skill he could never forget. She smelled divine and his cock twitched constantly. 




Her legs spread wide, Artemisia sighed with pleasure and Theresa titillated William’s nipples by pinching them with her sharp nails. Lucia was enjoying herself by pumping his cock vigorously and periodically slapping his balls with her palm. She loved handling cocks and William's was a fine exemplar. Cristine was encouraged by Theresa to switch out with her, and Theresa then watched amusedly with a glass of scotch whiskey how Cristine tortured his nipples, sucking on them with her sensual lips and then biting sharply into them with her pretty white teeth. 




William was constantly on the brink of orgasm as Lucia mercilessly played with his cock and masturbated him in a most incredibly sensual way, spitting now and then on the head of his cock to make it glide in her palm more easily. She alternated intervals of furious pumping with long slow strokes. His ability to control himself was extraordinary. William was so skilled, Artemisia climaxed within fifteen minutes, the longest she could manage to hold off her orgasm under the skillful stimulation as William provided. 




Theresa went next. She decided to recline comfortably in a chair for the licking. She slowly unbuttoned her tight pants and slid them down to the floor, looking deeply into Williams eyes. She beckoned him over, and once he crawled to within her grasp, she yanked him by the hair straight between her spread legs. Her panties were already soaked by the sexy game and by watching Artemisia climaxing with loud lustful moans. He gratefully sniffed the panties, which had a convenient cut-out area that allowed access to Theresa’s clit and vagina without stripping them off.




 Once he started to lick Theresa, she made herself more comfortable by unstrapping her bra to release her breasts and she played with them by making circles around her nipples. 




Lucia prepared to make his task even more challenging by putting on a strap on harness. She remembered how, on the rare occasions William was actually allowed to cum, he would do so most easily when she pounded him in his ass. As a true submissive he desired being fucked by his Mistress and he’d been trained to know that it was both the highest reward and the most thrilling experience he could hope for. Lucia positioned herself behind his ass and penetrated him with her dildo, fucking him slowly at first, gradually increasing the tempo. 




This was a true challenge for William, because as she expertly fucked his ass, his prostate gland was stimulated so intensely it was driving him insane. He licked to his best ability, flicking Theresa's clit with his tongue that was still not exhausted, even after the many years without practice. 




Cristine used the occasion to straddle his back and reached down to his nipples again to give them another round of pain - twisting and pinching on them. Theresa was sighing and moaning, her body writhing rhythmically. Before she climaxed, she pulled Cristine to her and gave her a passionate kiss. The kiss drove her over the edge and she exploded in a very loud and powerful orgasm. 




Cristine loved females as well as males and used this opportunity to enjoy touching Theresa's sexy body. Artemisia was pleased with the way her niece fit in. Lucia found herself out-of-breath from fucking his ass and she had to admit that he was really determined not to climax, if this method did not make him cum.




It was then Cristine's turn. She, being still in her teen years, had a very high libido and would not miss the opportunity to get her satisfaction. Moreover, this was obviously the most degrading moment for this man and she felt profoundly aroused by causing his shame. She was very horny and he, as a priest and authority figure, would represent all those who’d ever mistreated her. She would make sure she lasted a long, long time before she climaxed. She wanted to taunt him, to drive him crazy with her sexy sighs. She wanted him to suffer with futile lust, without being able to get the satisfaction he craved. This is what all the priests and all men deserved - becoming mere tools to satisfy women.




Cristine stripped off both her jeans and her top. Seeing her like that aroused not only William. Her form was exceptionally stunning and she relished the attention too, because she was well aware of her extraordinary beauty. 




"Let me?" she asked Lucia and others made themselves comfortable in the nearby chairs, watching with both amusement and lust as Cristine went about her business. 




Cristine had William kneel in front of her, first stroking his hair, then grabbing it forcefully. She slowly spread her legs, putting one of them on a chair and she pulled his head between them. The smell of this eighteen-year-old girl was perhaps the most intense temptation yet. He craved her pussy and when she eventually navigated his lips to it, he let out a blissful moan. Cristine's inviting looks invited Theresa and Lucia to come closer. As they stood around her, she led their hands to touch her body. Artemisia, bisexual herself, was elated by the show, and sat back comfortably sipping her gin and tonic and gently smiling.




 Cristine's strategy to make William cum was truly evil. Watching the women touching each other lustily as he tasted the youngest of them, was mind blowing. For Cristine this was yet again another extraordinary and new sexual experience. She took a long time to climax, and her games with Lucia and Theresa were becoming increasingly passionate. They all moaned, touching and caressing Cristine's youthful body. When she finally climaxed, Theresa and Lucia climaxed with her, masturbating each other. William, exhausted all but the last of his self-control witnessing this scene, yet he somehow managed not to cum.




Lucia approached them, kissing each of her friends. Then she snapped her fingers again and William readily took his place at her feet.




"Congratulations, you passed the test. You secured yourself a spot at my feet, and the privilege to serve me tonight."




William, ecstatic and yet at the same time exhausted nearly to death, realized that if he succumbed to her charms, he would be kept chaste for months on end. He knew that Goddess Lucia would taunt him, tease him and deny him of his orgasm. He knew she would be cruel, coax him to give her oral for hours, force him to eat from a dog’s bowl. All these thoughts were irresistible and sent him spiraling down uncontrollably into his subspace. She gave his balls a firm squeeze and he moaned with pleasure.




 "Very soon, once we conclude our mission here, you will become my slave for all eternity. Your chip will be reinstalled and you will dedicate your life to the service of my wants and needs." 




William bowed his head and a single tear rolled down his cheek. He already knew that any further resistance was futile and that all the years he’d spent fighting his naturally submissive inclinations had just come to an abrupt end. It took Lucia and her friends just a few hours to fully revive his old self. They hooked him with their sexual energy, by their imperious demeanor, and with their stunning beauty. But Goddess Lucia was the person that truly mattered. He knew that from that day onward he would have no other god than Her. Once he accepted that, he felt relieved and surrendered to a state of complete bliss. He was too old to fight this losing battle with his true submissive self.




"Yes, Goddess Lucia. I will be honored to be chipped by you." 




Lucia first locked William up in chastity again and then sent him to take a shower. 




When he removed himself from their presence, they relaxed easily for a while, gently touching each other and resting after the sexy experience.




Eventually Artemisia returned to the business they had discussed that evening in the bar. "So, Ladies! The first step of our plan - to enslave the General Director – has gone according to plan,” she said. “Now it’s time we move on to the second step. This file will familiarize us with the faults and sins of the staff under this roof. It seems they have more than just the participants of this camp under their thumbs. I must confess, the League of Catholic Youth has an ingeniously complex system in place, allowing it to blackmail each staff member and keep them in line. I'm impressed," Artemisia said as she was going through various files and nodding her head approvingly.




Artemisia continued, "Tomorrow we will receive reinforcements. A carefully selected assortment of young Dommes and submissives who will help us realize our plan. Based on these files we can precisely choose the right type for each member of the staff. Before they realize what’s going on, they will be hooked. Come on, we don’t have time to spare, I need to make a few phone calls in the morning and before then we need to have our strategy in place."




William, refreshed and ready to serve, returned to his place at Lucia's side. 




Artemisia was leafing through the binder. "What about this woman? She looks pretty stern and dominant. She also has a personal history that would recommend her to our cause. Could you introduce us?" she held up a photo from the file and turned it so William could see.




"I'm very sorry Mistress, I cannot introduce you just now because Sister Patience has not been seen since the fire started." 




Artemisia shrugged. "Perhaps later," she said as they moved forward, analyzing each of the staff members, dividing the folders between them and arranging the details and planning for the upcoming day.




"Slave, your job is to use all your authority to facilitate this transition without causing unnecessary fuss. The staff must not suspect anything."








Chapter 9










Alexa was coming round slowly. As soon as she regained consciousness, she was struck by a splitting headache. Her sight was blurred for several seconds before she managed to make out her surroundings. To her horror, she could not move a single inch, because she was shackled to a bed, completely naked. When trying to move, she noticed the thick collar around the neck. It took her several more seconds to realize there was a naked ginger woman next to her, with her head resting on her elbow silently watching her. 




"Good morning, sleepy head," she said almost kindly and gently brushed her cheek with the back of her hand. 




"Where am I?" Alexa asked, confused.




"Does it matter?" the woman replied, stretching herself luxuriously, pushing her butt up and wagging it in a lascivious way. 




At that point Alexa's memories started to return. The last thing she remembered was saying good night to Bernard and going into the bungalow. It was dark inside. Before she switched on the lights, someone grabbed her violently, overpowered her and held a towel infused with sweet-smelling liquid to her face. After that she did not remember a thing.




"What happened, why am I here?" Alexa's panic was growing more intense as the effects of the chloroform and a subsequent injection of some sort of anesthetic wore down.




"Oh, that I can answer. You are here, because the bitch Artemisia Angelis decided to make herself some more enemies," the woman said, wincing disgustedly when she mentioned the name.




"Wait a minute! You work at the camp!" Alexa exclaimed. If Alexa passed her in the street, she wouldn't have recognized Sister Patience with her hair down, wearing bright red lipstick and glamorous eye make-up. But she recognized her voice, the scowl and certainly the tone Sister Patience used when she spoke of Artemisia.




"Bravo. The effects of anesthetics are wearing off nicely. I used to be a nurse, so I could easily keep you unconscious with those shots of propofol. It’s slightly risky, as I'm no anesthesiologist... but here you are, safe and sound." Sister Patience rolled to her back and sighed, happily gazing to the ceiling with her breasts heaving contentedly. She was licking her lips and stroked her body.




"What do you want with me?" Alexa asked.




"You are Father Patrick's hostage, until that bitch Angelis gets what she deserves and returns the money she has stolen from him," Sister Patience responded casually while she was playing with her hair. She was still rolling on the bed self-indulgently. Alexa then noticed a camera set on the table at the foot of the king-sized bed. She realized the woman was making a show and making flirtatious poses for the camera.




"What is the camera for?" Alexa asked. 




"There is not only one, but we have three of them," Patience responded happily and pointed to another next to the bed and one, attached to chandelier. 




"Obviously the Angelis woman needs to be motivated to pay Patrick back and she might not have the proper sense of urgency unless she sees you in big trouble, right? I'm here to help with that. These cameras are streaming an online video that is accessible to Father Patrick. Once he gives me the green light, Artemisia and Cristine will be sent a link and they will watch while Father Patrick and I have some fun with you. I will make sure they’re both very well entertained," Patience was speaking in a very light, flirtatious tone, but it was impossible to miss the menacing undercurrents in her voice.




"Let's say that if Angelis fails to respond in time, we might begin to send her little pieces of you. Until then, I will make sure we have an awful lot of fun! Oh, but don't worry, we will not be alone for long. Father Patrick is running some errands, but he will return soon enough to make our little show much more interesting." 




✽✽✽




The next evening in the great hall there were twelve more camp participants seated around the long rows of tables. All of them were in their late teens, six boys and six girls. Unlike most of their peers who already realized that they were stuck in hell, they looked content and pleased to be there. They did not look too troubled by the fact they needed to wear the obnoxious uniforms and they adopted their assigned places at gender segregated tables without arguing. Instructed by Artemisia, they held a low profile and took great care not to garner any more attention than their good looks already secured them. 




Cristine, aware of the nuances of the plan, was eying them with great curiosity. These were boys and girls, who being just her own age, had already progressed much further into the Femdom lifestyle than she had. She couldn't wait to meet some of them. As she looked down her table, one of the girls winked at her surreptitiously. Cristine looked away bewildered, but when she glanced back, the girl was already looking into her plate like everyone else.




Lucia and Theresa were introduced by the General Director as new members of the crew with names alluding to Christian virtues of Modesty and Charity. Each was assigned the function of a leisure time activities instructor, which allowed them direct access to the boys and girls. This is how they would implement the procedures they agreed upon the previous day.

 

Both Lucia and Theresa considered their transformation into Catholic camp instructors completely exhilarating and they laughed merrily, practicing the manners of the League staff in the privacy of their rooms. Both women possessed enough attention to detail to allow them to transform into believable Catholic instructors - complete with veils, rosaries and horrible shoes. What they failed to mask however, was the confidence they radiated. It was in sharp contrast with the demeanor of other female colleagues on staff, who walked, talked and behaved so inconspicuously they were practically invisible. 




Just as Artemisia as sister Temperance had done when she first arrived, both of these new crew members, Sisters Modesty and Charity, were expected to read out loud during the dinner service. That day the evening meal consisted of cold herring and stew. It was so gross most people decided against eating it and simply sat there, staring blankly. 




When Sister Charity was reading out loud to the dining hall, her melodious velvety voice was carrying through the hall. Her narration was perhaps too animated because a number of people looked up from their meals. Especially the boys listened to what could be easily called an incredibly passionate narration, and they started to have indecent thoughts. 







✽✽✽




Sister Patience, tired of answering Alexa's questions, inserted a silicone gag into her mouth. She was aroused by the idea that her lover could be watching on the camera at any time and so she made sure to make the most seductive poses and grimaces. 




So many years of celibacy, interrupted by an occasional stealthy fucking of some colleague from the League, was desperately insufficient for a lusty female like her. She intended to make it up to herself and Father Patrick pushed her buttons like no one else. She was ready to do anything to please him. In his pleasure, she found hers. But it was more than sex. It was an obsession.




"We’re going to have some fun together, little bitch," Sister Patience whispered into her ear. She remembered every word Patrick had told her. He wanted her to amuse him by abusing and torturing Alexa, and by engaging in passionate sex with her. She would excel in that and prove to him that no one could be more cruel or sensual than her. He had brought her a number of toys and instruments to make it even more fun for him to watch, and even more excruciating for Angelis and her niece. Her phone on the bedside table pinged and she checked it. 




"Oh, this is important! You need to excuse me I need to meet someone. You won’t have to wait long, I assure you," she sang out sweetly.




Sister Patience disappeared into the bathroom and when she emerged again she was wearing her full League staff uniform and all the make-up was gone from her face.




"See you later, bitch." 




Alexa was still gagged and tied down, but she was already looking around to find some way to escape just as the door closed and Sister Patience was gone.




Sister Patience was the most inconspicuous person in any room when wearing her uniform, with her hair combed back and hidden modestly in a veil. But she was absolutely a different person when the veil came off – especially now, when Father Patrick brought out the nyphomaniac in her. The transformation from one to the other was seamless. The years in the Catholic institution taught her artfulness.




She arrived at the arranged meeting-place just in time to greet her old friend Claire, who had been waiting on the corner of a busy street of central London. They had arranged to meet for a cup of coffee, so after kissing cheeks they dove into the nearest Starbucks. Claire was more than a little bit alarmed by Sister Patience's sudden appearance in London. She was counting on Sister Patience to keep an eye on Cristine at St. Catherine's Abbey. 




Claire and Maggie, before she became Sister Patience, had roomed together as schoolmates and ever since they had maintained a close and friendly relationship. Sister Patience calmly explained that she was in London for a business related to the League. Claire, by nature an honest and gullible character would never suspect Sister Patience of foul play. Sister Patience, after all, never gave her a slightest reason to doubt her.




Patience was slowly stirring her latté, wearing an expression of thoughtful worry. Claire was restless and was tapping her foot nervously. 




Patience was taking her time, but she didn’t waste words when she did finally start speaking. "I thought you should know this... You told me to inform you about anything unusual. So I thought I’d use this occasion, since I’m in London anyway, to tell you this face-to-face," she said.




Claire was getting more and more anxious, worried about Cristine. Patience was purposefully increasing the tension, pretending to search for words. She of course had no intention to share anything that really happened in the Abbey related to Father Patrick or herself. After all, Father Patrick was still a wanted man, thanks to Cristine.




"You remember the horrible woman you told me about... what was her name again? Angile, Angis...?"




"Angelis?! What about her?" Claire exclaimed.




"Well, she arrived at the camp to inquire after Cristine. I thought that you would probably like to know."




"Oh my! She's got quite the nerve! She wouldn't dare contact Cristine when she was staying in our house... and the first moment Cristine stirs from home... well, I need to go there and immediately take Cristine back home where she’ll be safe," Claire said as she sprang from her chair.




Patience had expected such a reaction. She caught Claire's hand and directed her back to her seat. "Please sit back down and let me finish."




Claire sat on the edge of the chair, ready to jump back up at any minute in order to perform her rescue mission.




Sister Patience smiled broadly. "Do you think I would leave Cristine in the thick of things without any help? I took care of it myself. I mobilized the General Director and Angelis was immediately escorted from the premises, so there is no need to worry. She will not harm Cristine while Cristine’s at the camp. The guards have been instructed not to let her in." 




Claire exhaled deeply, "Thank God."




Sister Patience smiled humbly, as if she was shy to take all the credit for her action and continued. "Our God always shows me the right path. But I thought you could help me take this even further..." 




"What do you mean by that?" asked Claire, the sense of relief still clearly audible in her tone. Now that she knew Cristine was safe, Claire was able to focus on whatever Sister Patience might ask of her.




"Let's say that we have a unique opportunity to get rid of this harlot so that she never endangers Cristine again. And not only that, we would also save countless others from her harmful influence."




"How do you mean - get rid of her?" Claire asked anxiously. "You don't mean to... get rid of her..."




"Let us not dwell on details now. You just let me take care of the planning. All I ask is that you tell me all you know about the woman. I know some well-connected people in our church who would be pleased to see her power diminished. She is getting way too influential here in the London area and she meddles in things she ought not to."




"Oh!" Claire responded, fiddling uneasily with her empty cup. "In that case... well, there’s a few things you might find interesting and perhaps even useful. You know so much already from our previous conversations... but there are a few details I kept to myself as they seemed too awful to share and I just wanted to forget all about it."




Sister Patience's eyes widened in expectation.




✽✽✽




As dawn broke the following morning, all the camp’s staff members were summoned to the old refectory for a regular strategic meeting. Unlike the main dining hall, this room was used for communal meals in the bygone era, when the abbey served the needs of the White Monks. The room was lavishly decorated with gothic wall paintings, mostly scenes of the New Testament related to nourishment - the feeding of the five thousand or the marriage at Cana.




Mistress Lucia, after using him to her satisfaction, locked the General Director back in chastity again. To secure his compliance during this critical meeting, she installed an electric collar around his balls that would, whenever employed, send strong shock waves through his groin. The full metal chastity device was excellent at conducting electricity. Lucia knew William was intimidated by the use of electrical shock devices, and for good reason. She had employed the use of this device more than a few times in William’s past. And that added a layer of trust that he would stay on task during his upcoming performance.




Lucia had instructed William in great detail on her expectations. He was more than ready to obey. In fact, he was quite eager to prove himself worthy of serving Goddess Lucia. He no longer harbored any ambiguous feelings. Returning into the blissful realm of Her power, re-entering the slave service felt like coming home after a long and strenuous journey through a wasteland, where he had wandered famished and thirsty. The previous day’s reward, when he was allowed to provide his Goddess with oral service, was pure nirvana. She forbade him to wash his face afterwards, and he could still smell her divine aroma. It was mere hours ago. 




Almost everyone arrived on time and adopted their assigned places, including beautiful Sisters Temperance, Modesty and Charity. The General Director purposefully arrived several minutes late, making his subordinates wait for him in complete silence. He had great authority over his staff and the members of Xanthippe's Club were determined to use it to their advantage.




When he took his seat on a wooden throne under a menacing, stern Jesus figure, no one could have guessed that he had recently been humiliated and happily surrendered to the will of a Dominant Woman. No one could know that his cock was safely locked away and controlled by a key dangling between the breasts of Sister Modesty. His aura of dignity was unblemished as far as they knew. And he knew how to play his part as the dignified General Director very well.




"Today I will assign to you the new camp participants. As you were told by Sister Temperance, these are very special cases and most of them come from troubled homes. Some are even orphans. They require highly specific care. For that reason, I will assign each staff member a name, and you will be required to do one-on-one counseling on a daily basis."




It was no coincidence there were twelve new participants. Artemisia had carefully selected budding Dommes and well trained young submissives to fit each of the staff members. 




The General Director continued. "As Sister Temperance will explain in greater detail, their psychological profiles require different handling. Missing an authority figure - mother or father – has seriously damaged these young people. Therefore, those boys who missed motherly influence will be placed with women - and girls who lacked a father figure will be under the supervision of men."




There was a surprised whisper among the crew. After the initial week of camp life, all instruction was then based on strict gender separation.




"I understand this is not in accordance with our general rules of conduct. But this is a special favor for the Archbishop and you clearly understand that it is of paramount importance to oblige him."




Sister Temperance walked around the table handing each person a folder with detailed instructions.




"You will start this morning. Your assigned boy or girl will wait for you in their bungalows at 10 AM. There is no need to rush, the afternoon program will be taken care of by sisters Charity and Modesty. Be sure to study your materials before your first one-on-one meeting."   




✽✽✽




After the meeting was concluded and an unappetizing breakfast had been survived, Artemisia returned to her room and summoned Cristine to visit her. Each of the staff members had their own modest apartment located in the left wing of the old abbey. When Cristine knocked on the door, she could already tell, there was someone else in the room.




"Come in!" called Artemisia in a playful sing-song voice.




When Cristine walked into the small room, she caught sight of the girl who had winked at her in the main hall. She was a very tall, slim blond girl with petite frame and she looked hopelessly scrawny in the shapeless uniform. When she saw Cristine, she walked swiftly to her, gave her a broad smile and hugged her affectionately.




"Cristine, I’d like you to meet my daughter Atalanta - your cousin. You are both almost the same age," Artemisia explained to Cristine, who stood there in a state of complete surprise, while still in the tight hug of the girl she’d just met.




"Oh, that's... so cool!" Cristine's confusion quickly morphed into pure joy of meeting another relative she had no idea even existed.




"I'm here to work on Father Augustine. It will be my school assignment!" Atalanta twittered happily as she took Cristine by the hand.




Artemisia shushed her, because Atalanta was being a bit too loud.  Based on her cover-story, she was not supposed to be there at all. But Artemisia couldn't help but smile when she saw how honestly happy her daughter was now that she was finally able to meet her cousin. 




"Cristine, Atalanta is an avid student of the Domination Arts at the Femdom School that I founded in London. I thought you might like to meet Atalanta before she gets too focused on her task. If you are coming to London, you will see each other a lot," Artemisia said.




"That would be so great!" Cristine replied happily. "And Femdom School? That sounds so amazing!"




"It is the best place to enhance your natural skills. I'm sure that it would benefit you too Cristine, but more on that later. Now we have an important task at hand."




She glanced out the door to make sure no one occupied the long corridor. It was lined on one side with countless doors and on the right by a long stretch of tall windows, but the corridor was empty at the moment.




"Cristine, you can come with me and I promise you will witness something truly fascinating. Atalanta, you need to return to your bungalow as Father Augustine will be getting there any minute to fetch you. Don't screw this up, I need to know I can count on you!" 




Atalanta disregarded the doubt in her mother's voice, and gave Cristine a high-five as she danced out of the room in joyful expectation of the upcoming events.




Artemisia and Cristine headed straight to William's office. Walking down a long hallway, Cristine asked in a low voice. "I'm getting extremely concerned about Alexa... do you have any news yet?"




Artemisia took Cristine around the shoulders and squeezed her affectionately. "Don't worry, dear. I have managed to extract some information from William. Father Patrick is currently in London. Moreover, according to my contacts, he apparently turned his rage from you to me, which is a plus. He is busy running around London and trying to gather allies against me. This should buy us some time to bring him down before he hurts Alexa. Robert and Michael are cooperating with a police department where I have contacts. We will get him soon."




William was alone in his office suite when Artemisia and Cristine arrived at his door. Goddess Lucia and Theresa weren’t there as they were busy preparing the afternoon program for the camp participants. But William knew his Goddess Lucia expected him to serve and obey her friends, and he eagerly welcomed Artemisia and Cristine into his office. William had already told them exactly how he managed to assemble such compromising information on everyone in the facility, and Artemisia and Cristine had come to check out his equipment.




He immediately led them through a secret door built into the library wall, and into a windowless dark room that had been fitted with a CCTV studio. It was impressive, modern, and complete with rows of monitors and sophisticated tech devices. 




"This is the room I use to gather incriminating information on the staff as well as camp participants. There are hidden cameras and mics all over the Abbey, even in the private rooms and in the bungalows. Aside from very occasional blackouts, it is extremely reliable. I believe you’ll find this equipment quite useful for your project. You can even watch on your mobile phones," William said. He was clearly very proud of his state-of-the-art spy lab, and he seemed quite honored to offer it to his Goddess and her friends. 




William demonstrated how the different monitors could be switched to show various rooms. A digital clock on the wall announced that it was 10:00am. Artemisia and Cristine sat down in front of the monitors. Artemisia used William to serve them drinks and when she couldn't find any other sensible use for him, she commanded him to massage her feet, and then Cristine's. 




Sipping on a Cinzano Bianco, Artemisia and Cristine made themselves quite comfortable. William was skilled and soon their petite feet were gliding in his hands smoothly, nourished and massaged with rich argan oil. Fortunately, William was wearing his cage or he would certainly become erect from this treatment.




"Check this out, Cristine! Our plan is materializing right in front of our eyes! See? Over here we can see Sister Prudence. She has a very nasty little skeleton in her closet... In the past, before joining the League, she was a porn actress who engaged in bestial sex."




"WHAT?" Cristine practically shrieked, thinking she must have misheard.

 

Artemisia smiled gleefuly. "Oh yes. She desperately needs to hide that past from her stern Japanese parents. I'm sure this handsome young man we are currently watching will easily convince her that she’d rather become a proper Dominant Woman and have all her needs met, rather than having to explain to her father why she had sex with a horse on camera." 




Artemisia laughed good-naturedly and Cristine laughed too, although still slightly shocked. 




"This blackmail might seem a bit rough, but eventually it will do Sister Prudence a lot of good. Her level of joy, sexual satisfaction and her overall level of happiness will sky-rocket. It is usually quite easy to convince women to adopt Femdom using blackmail... Once they learn how great it feels to have males serve them, they are unlikely to ever look back. Before you know it, she will grab his head and force him to eat her pussy. Power is such a strong aphrodisiac!" 




Cristine exclaimed and pointed to a monitor in lower right corner. "Oh, look, here comes Atalanta and she’s approaching Father Augustine’s room right now!"




Artemisia drew a deep breath, and the shadow of a doubt crossed her brow. She spoke to herself, rather than to Cristine, "I hope she is a success. I trained her to become the best Domme in the world, so let's hope my efforts were not in vain."




Father Augustine encouraged Atalanta to sit down and offered her a glass of water. She nonchalantly crossed her legs and started to play with her hair, tilting her head in a playful way. 




"She always was a hopeless flirt," Artemisia commented.




 "I’m guessing he’s going to be quite surprised to learn she knows all about his tax evasions. In case you are interested in the procedure of subjugating a non-compliant male, there are four ways. Blackmail, drugs, a chip to the brain and traditional brainwashing. Each of them can be used under certain circumstances. Drugs and blackmail can be used in the initial stages, but they are not reliable in the long term. 




Really, there is no other method quite so effective as a good old mind-fuck; systematic slave training and brainwashing. This is why we always prefer a combination of one fast way with the more long-term methods."  




"And what about the chip? I'm still so curious about that," Cristine asked. The idea of having male brains chipped to secure perfect obedience made her feel like a kid in a candy shop. 




Artemisia grinned. "Oh, a chip can be implanted, but for ethical reasons we predominantly use it in compliant males, such as slave William, because it cannot be removed without causing damage to the brain. So we do prefer they actually consent to the procedure first."




Cristine contemplated this information, apparently slightly disconcerted by the idea of ethical aspects in Femdom, which for her had always felt like a field of endless, unrestricted opportunities.




Artemisia turned the sound on, because Atalanta was talking now and was probably unraveling the compromising information they held on Father Augustine. 




Father Augustine was indeed taken aback, because he sat down in shock, suddenly hiding his face in his palms. The Club had put together a complex blackmail plan for each of the staff members, sophisticated enough to prevent any attempts to either escape or silence the bearer of the news. 




"Oh, don't despair just yet, perhaps you can still save yourself, if you do what I want," Atalanta said sweetly. She walked to the man and gently ran fingers through his hair. She slowly wrapped her hands around his neck and pulled closer, so that he could smell her.




"Atalanta prefers more of a sensual approach," Artemisia explained. "She likes to play with her victims before she devours them. She is a nymphomaniac, and she loves to establish her control by casting the spell of sex before she subjects the man. It is a good strategy and it works, although some Dommes would not approve. At the Club we endorse and encourage individualism. The point is not to restrict the self-expression of any Dominant Woman, as long as certain basic rules are followed."




Father Augustine stuttered. "I... I'd rather not... I don't want to add sexual harassment to the list of my offenses." 




"You have no choice here, Father," Atalanta cooed. She rolled up her skirt and sat astride on his lap, pressing her sex against his groin.




"From this day, oooh... from this day forward, I will be the only thing on your mind... night and day," she moaned and started to coil on his lap to massage her clit against his erection, getting very aroused very quickly. She sighed into his ear and he was getting desperate.




"What ... what do you want from me?" he cried out, feeling the ground was slipping away under his feet. 




"Just now? I want you to give me… well, I think you know what I want," she said as she unbuttoned his cassock and took out his cock.




"Hmmm... nice! Seems you are attracted to me," Atalanta observed and examined his cock. She slipped to her knees and made a show as if she thought his cock was the most amazing thing she had ever seen - stroking it and caressing it, even putting it into her mouth for a brief moment. Then she chuckled wickedly and grabbed him by the penis, pulling him onto the floor and she straddled him again. She pushed her panties to the side and allowed his penis to touch her labia, wet and slippery, massaging her clit on the head of his member and moaning sweetly.




"When did you last make love to a woman?" she pushed his cock between her labia, just an inch and her voice was getting huskier.




"Aahhh... I don't know... it was years ago," Father Augustine responded, his mind obfuscated by the young, eighteen year old nymph sitting on top of him, ready to fuck him. She stripped her blouse off to reveal her petite breasts and she made him suck them. 




"But you do masturbate, don't you?" she breathed into his ear. "Show me." She moved lower to allow him to grab his penis. He started to stroke. 




"Faster! I want to see how long you will last during a fuck! I want you to last very, very long. I will not be satisfied if you cum within five minutes."




"Oooh... I don't know, perhaps I can go ten minutes," he whimpered as she put her sensual lips around the head of his cock as he masturbated.




"Ok, I want to fuck. But you - you are forbidden to cum. Sex is for the pleasure of women, not for men. You are just a walking dildo to me. If you cum, I swear I will go to the police and tell them all I know. And I will also give them a nicely edited copy of today’s recording, showing how you fucked me so they believe it was a rape. Did you know you have a camera in your room? So you’d better please me with your performance."




She spread her legs in a wide squat, grabbed his cock in her hand and led his member between her pussy lips, sighing as she slowly let it glide in, wriggling her ass slightly as she did to get it fully inside her pussy, framed with decently groomed blond hair. Her slender body started to move in slow fucking motions. She was enjoying herself, sighing and whimpering. His head was empty, he just wanted this moment to never end. He laid there passively, overpowered by the spell of her sex, by her animalistic, raw hedonism. True to her word, she was fucking him as if he was just a mere dildo, a tool for her own satisfying, uncompromising and completely selfish fuck. 




Suddenly she let his cock slide out and jumped up. 




"Now, let's make few nice scenes for the camera. Get up and take off my skirt. She rolled the skirt down, so that it could make for a believable scene. "Don't be so fucking shy. Be bold - you are a man! I want to revive the animal in you, the beast that you buried deep within," she said. He couldn't resist, he knew that he would obey her in almost anything at this point. He jerked her skirt off. She posed so the camera could clearly see her very theatrical, shocked face. She turned her back to the camera and her expression changed to one of capricious joy.




"And now, come closer. Do you like my ass? I want you to do me doggy style. Do you want to fuck my cunt? It is sooo wet... Hold me tight and thrust your cock in... I want to feel you deep inside." 




She bent over his desk and stuck out her butt, lustily exposing her ass cheeks with the inviting young pussy.  Even though he realized it could ruin him forever, he approached her and shoved his cock into her inviting pussy. If mere seconds ago he could still argue she raped him and the video would corroborate that, this advantage instantly evaporated. She cried out. "Oh fuck, yeah. Just fuck, fuck real hard." 




He lost himself in fast and forceful thrusts. He was on top of the world, having the sexy young blond enjoying the fuck. Her cunt was young and tight, but she fucked like a seasoned female.




After several minutes she commanded. "That's enough for the camera. And now it’s time to teach you a lesson," she said as she pushed him away, turned over and forcefully kicked him squarely in the balls.




"Now you will learn what it is to serve a woman. From this day, your only purpose will be to make women satisfied." 




He collapsed to the ground, shocked by the sudden change in her attitude and the horrible pain in his balls. She grabbed his hair and pulled his face between her legs.




"I guess they did not teach you in the catholic seminary, but now you will learn. Lick. I like to climax after having degraded man, humiliated into eating my pussy like an obedient little boy." 




He had never done that in his life. In the seminary he had a few homosexual encounters, but he had never tasted a vagina, let alone that of such a gorgeous young beauty. He smelled and tasted it with exalted joy, his cock hard.




Artemisia was satisfied with her daughter's performance and explained the next steps to Cristine. 




"Now she will have him realize his new position. He will be forced into chastity and brainwashed by listening to Atalanta's voice morning, noon and night. He will wear an ear bud that plays a loop of affirmations or voice messages and calls from Atalanta's phone. This conditioning usually lasts no longer than month to achieve lasting results. Given the regular schedule of meetings - at least one daily. The same procedure will happen with other staff members. Within a couple of weeks we’ll have a nice little group of Dommes and subs who will do our bidding." 




Cristine was fascinated. "What kind of lasting results can you achieve in a male?"




"We expect complete obedience and compliance. And they’ll have an insatiable desire to serve women. The skill, very rarely seen in normal men – is learning to place a woman and her pleasure first." 




"Considering the rate of success you seem to have with converting males to submissive slaves, why is it so vital to make your mission here such a secret? Wouldn't it just be easier to build a Femdom camp with students of your Femdom School, rather than turning a Catholic camp into one?"




Artemisia smiled gently, inwardly noting Cristine's natural inquisitiveness. Thinking about it, she felt a pang of remorse that Atalanta was not quite as clever, curious and self-assured as Cristine. Cristine was simply a natural Dominatrix. She had already unraveled most of the charms of Femdom all by herself. 




"This project is unique precisely because of that. Years ago, when our Club decided to extend our reach and influence, we realized there are just not enough purely Dominant Women to support our cause. We had huge ambitions, but to build a network of real power and consequence, well, that couldn't be achieved without a solid base of members and co-conspirators. Over the course of the years we’ve succeeded in turning a number of housewives, working professionals, and students into proud and self-assured Dommes. What we’ve noticed through this systematic approach is that the absolute best, most amazing Dommes seem to be those who, ever since their early childhood, rebelled against the system."




Cristine was thoughtful. For a moment her mind drifted away from the intriguing scenes taking place on the CCTV monitors. 




"I understand now... What could possibly be a better source of such girls and women than a camp for unruly, defiant and headstrong young people who seem almost beyond salvation by the Catholic church."




Artemisia nodded. "Precisely. This place is a gold mine of prospective Dommes! Most of the girls who get to this camp are headstrong, bossy and often quite open about their sexuality. There is hardly a better place to recruit for our Femdom School. And yes, it is ironic that this fossilized institution that is trying so hard to suppress women's sexuality and their natural tendency to rule men could be our best source of future Femdom power. But if we succeed in keeping-up the facade of a Catholic camp without repelling their god-fearing parents, we will secure a constant influx of the new students to the Femdom University as well as new valuable members to the Xanthippe's Club."




✽✽✽




It was a gloriously sunny day as the staff and camp participants gathered in the open air for a garden party. They were encouraged to interact freely, sit around on blankets, or sip on soft drinks - even with the members of the opposite sex. Most of them were so pleased by not being forced into religious games and contests that they were completely oblivious that the three women were watching them rather intensely, while writing notes into their notepads. 




The afternoon program for the participants of the camp was tailored to allow Sisters Modesty, Charity and Temperance to observe and assess which of the young females possessed naturally dominant characteristics. They had already studied their files in great detail, and they had chosen their favorites, to whom they paid most attention.




Cristine was sitting on a blanket with Atalanta, as Bernard brought them refreshments and drinks. They chatted casually, when Cristine’s phone pinged. She checked it and her eyes widened in horror. The message read: 




"Hello you treacherous little whore. I'm sending you something you’ll probably enjoy. It’s your precious lesbian friend, waiting for my dick! Better convince your aunt Artemisia to turn herself over to me and give me back my money or Alexa will not only serve as my fuck doll, but she will also travel back to you in pieces. You have 3 hours to facilitate the financial transaction and get Artemisia to the Colne Valley Regional Park. I will wait for her there at 4pm today. If she fails to turn up, I’m going to start to playing with the little cunt for real. In the meantime, please enjoy watching a little bit of foreplay." 




Cristine clicked at the link and saw Alexa handcuffed to a bed and Sister Patience dressed in bright red lace underwear. Sister Patience wore make-up so heavily applied that she was practically beyond recognition, but the traumatizing hours in the torture chamber had seared her face into Cristine’s brain. Her hand unknowingly shot to her mouth. Atalanta exclaimed in alarm - seeing Cristine turning as white as a sheet of paper. She sought her mother with her eyes. Artemisia was looking into her phone as well, livid.




Bernard was just happily trotting towards them with two glasses of bright orange soda. When he noticed Cristine's expression, his smile immediately faded. Artemisia quickly walked towards them and both Cristine and Atalanta jumped up.




"Artemisia, I cannot stay here a moment longer. I need to search for her," Cristine announced with grave seriousness in her voice.




Artemisia looked around to make sure no one was listening, but all the people nearby were engaged in conversation and no one seemed to notice their agitation. 




"Of course you do. But you won’t be alone. I will go too.  Things are already under way here, and Lucia with Theresa will do perfectly fine steering the operation here at camp. Atalanta will stay here too. So Cristine, let's just pack quickly and get to London. We’ll put the pedal to the metal and will be there in about two hours." 




Atalanta wanted to object because she always wanted to be in the thick of the action, but her mother insisted on her staying at the camp. After all, she had an important Femdom School assignment - to break and subjugate Father Augustine. 





Chapter 10










It wasn’t long before Artemisia's sleek silver Volvo was zipping through the woods at break-neck speed. Trees were whooshing around them, as they morphed into dark blurred smudges. It was a race against time, but Artemisia was an excellent driver. It didn't make for a very comfortable drive as the car flew into curves and bends at speed, but they were getting closer to London by the minute.




"William told me where Patrick is most likely to hang around in London. He probably is in the area of his Catholic Seminary in West London, where he studied as a priest candidate. Robert and Michael gathered some info too, but they still were not able to localize the apartment. Father Patrick wants to meet me in person - that's what he cares about at this point. He’s obviously planning some kind of ambush for me. So until our meeting is done, the only harm Alexa will come to is from Sister Patience. Let's hope she’s not sadistic enough to truly harm her," Artemisia said while turning right onto the highway.




Cristine checked her phone uneasily, and she could see that Sister Patience had already started to play with Alexa. She was currently busy spreading all the toys Father Patrick had brought across the bed, taking her time and making nasty grimaces into the nearest camera. It was a menacing collection of torture instruments, most of which Cristine hadn't seen before. They included large dildos and leather floggers. To her horror, Cristine noticed there was a gun laying on the bedside table, apparently to secure compliance and silence on part of the potentially defiant captive. And Cristine was sure it wasn’t an accident that it appeared on video – the threat of the revolver loomed large.




Sister Patience climbed on top of Alexa and sat astride her, enjoying her sense of power over the bound girl. After slapping her a few times on each cheek with a joyous vengeance, she pressed her body against Alexa’s and gave her a deep, passionate French kiss while pinching her nipples so strongly that Alexa whimpered in pain. Alexa was not impressed with this treatment and started to spit around like a mad cat, trying furiously to get Sister Patience's saliva out of her mouth.




"This will not do. You will be silent, or mark my words, I will shoot you in the head," Sister Patience threatened.




 She selected a gag in a form of a black cock and inserted it into Alexa's mouth, overcoming her violent tugging and jerking by sheer force. The gag filled her mouth completely and pressed unpleasantly against her upper palate. To disguise any further noise, Sister Patience turned on a radio that played mainstream rock music.




Cristine looked at Bernard, gravely concerned as she watched this scene. She turned to Artemisia, "So while you negotiate with Patrick and play for time, we will join Michael and Robert and look for Alexa."




Artemisia nodded. "Precisely. I will make some more phone calls. We can’t manage this on our own. It will take more than few people to pull this off successfully, but I do have a plan as to how we can coax Alexa's whereabouts from Father Patrick, just in case you don’t find her first. Now I need to hurry, so you two get ready. I’m dropping you off momentarily, and I have less than an hour to get everything ready before I have to meet with Father Patrick."




They finally arrived on the west side of London. Artemisia pointed at a large Range Rover that was parked next to a large administrative building. Cristine and Bernard hopped out of the car, and with the sound of screeching tires Artemisia was gone. Michael and Robert greeted them warmly and led them to their car.




✽✽✽




Father Patrick had chosen an enclosed woodland area near a big lake. He apparently knew the place very well, which gave him a distinct advantage. Artemisia had successfully assembled a small group and they drove through the borough of Hillingdon and parked their cars in an inconspicuous part of Uxbridge. They chose to walk in by foot, entering the Colne Valley park from the east. 




Artemisia’s kept six members of the Xanthippe's Club with her, and they headed straight to the place of their forced meeting. There was no time to lose, the three hours stipulated by Patrick were running out in just ten minutes.




 As they walked, they crossed an ancient wooden bridge over the river Colne and made their way towards the arranged meeting place, which appeared to be somewhere along this path through the dense, ancient woods. If it hadn't been for the danger to Alexa and their concern for what Father Patrick might have planned for them, it would have made for a very pleasant hiking trip. The vast park was scattered with tranquil lakes of different sizes and featured many rare aquatic birds. The water sparkled with golden afternoon sun and the river-bank harbored ducks and wild geese. "We are getting close now," Artemisia informed her friends, examining the coordinates on her phone. 




After walking a few hundred meters, they entered a clearing where a little pond framed with reeds and covered with water lilies made for a perfectly charming place for a romantic rendezvous. It was less than ideal for a meeting with a dangerous psychopath. Father Patrick was already waiting there. He was wearing a disguise that involved thick eyeglasses and a baseball cap. Clad in jeans and an unpretentious sweatshirt, he looked nothing like the priest Artemisia remembered. And he was not alone. Accompanying him were five middle aged men, who looked anything but friendly. 




✽✽✽




Shortly after being dropped off by Artemisia, Bernard and Cristine jumped into the Range Rover and greeted Michael and Robert. They familiarized them with their progress up to date and Cristine realized it was pretty much up to her to come up with a fast plan. Michael and Robert would probably come in handy as two heaps of muscle, but they were each a few beers short of a six pack.




"Bernard, remember how you told me about some sort of App to track a phone? Is there a way for us to find either Alexa's or Patience's phone?" Cristine asked.




"Hypothetically it could be possible, if they happen to have the iOS operating system. Give me their phone numbers, I can give it a go."




After a while Bernard announced, "No, I'm afraid none of them has the iOS system. How are we going to find them? They could be anywhere!"




Cristine was thinking feverishly.




She was intently looking at the screen on her phone. The streaming involved all three cameras at the time and they were able to switch between them. The first was shot from the side, the second was taken from the foot of the bed and the third from above. Cristine zoomed in on the area and squinted at each small detail. The room seemed to be in a hotel, but there were no specific things in the video to help with identification.




"Can you make out anything in the video?" Asked Cristine half defeated, as she handed her phone to Bernard. He took the phone and he too tried to zoom in at various details in the room.




"The cameras have very low quality and if you zoom too close, everything gets blurry. But... wait a minute. I recently came across a pretty decent app for improving picture quality. Let me try," Bernard said.




Bernard toyed with the phone for several minutes. Then he suddenly exclaimed, "I’ve got it! I really got it! Look at this," he said, handing Cristine the phone. At the greatly magnified detail she could see not very clearly, but she could still make out "Ibis" written on a napkin under an upside-down glass on the bedside table.




"That's just amazing! Good job Bernard. Michael, Robert, we just need to find the Ibis hotel and we’ve got them!" Cristine cried out, overjoyed.




Robert curbed her enthusiasm. "Not so fast Miss, do you realize that there are at least a dozen Ibis hotels in London?" 




Cristine's heart sank. "Well, we could safely assume it is one in the West part of London. How many Ibis hotels are there on the west side?"




But lucky coincidence intercepted as they talked. Sister Patience accidentally knocked one of the cameras off the table. She perched it up again, convinced that she set it right where it was before. But when she fixed it, the camera's field of vision was no longer covering only the area of the bed. The side view now showed not only the bed from the left side, but also the window. The room had a very distinct, slanted window design.




Cristine and Bernard eagerly browsed the internet for pictures of the various Ibis hotels. After several minutes of intense search Cristine exclaimed, "Look!" 




She was triumphantly showing both the men and Bernard a facade of the Ibis hotel in Eeling, and then switched to the streaming video to make sure. "We’ve got it! The hotel is also not too far from the Colne Valley, where Patrick is currently meeting with Artemisia. This has to be the place!"




"We can be there in five minutes," Robert informed them, checking the Waze app.




Cristine quickly typed and sent Artemisia a message: "We know where she is. Give us ten minutes and we should have her."




✽✽✽




At the clearing in the woods, Patrick with his five henchmen stood facing seven women. All of Artemisia's friends were breathtakingly beautiful. The weather was very warm, and they all wore revealing clothes. Some wore mini shorts, some deep plunge neckline shirts. The men with Father Patrick were taken by surprise and not at all comfortable. They shifted uneasily from one foot to another and scratched their heads, some even blushed. Father Patrick looked around him and was annoyed by their lack of self-control.




"I'm disappointed,” he said to Artemisia. “I thought that considering all your power and influence you would have a small army with you. And instead, your just brought your little female friends from the Club," Patrick commented sardonically. 




At that moment Artemisia's phone pinged. The message read, "We know where she is. Give us twenty minutes and we should have her." Not betraying any emotion, Artemisia slipped her phone back into the pocket of her black leather jacket. She just had to win a bit more time for Cristine, Bernard, Robert and Michael to free Alexa. 




"Sometimes a few female friends is all that a person needs," Artemisia retorted pleasantly. "Anyway, this is such a charming place. It’s so nice of you to invite us here. And these nice people are . . .?"




Patrick cut her short. "Where’s my money? I can’t help but notice that you haven’t made any transactions to my account just yet."




"What's the rush? I arrived, and here I am. There’s no need to harm Alexa now. So let’s negotiate."




"On the contrary, until you give me the money and I have my revenge, you will see my charming lover taking advantage of the little whore to her heart's content. So, where is my money? Why did you not send it to my account?"




"I did not make the transaction electronically because I have the money here with me cash," Artemisia said as she unzipped a sports-bag and allowed everyone to see it was full of banknotes. She zipped it up again, keeping the bag safely on her body. Father Patrick's eyes widened greedily, but he quickly composed himself.




"You know that getting my money back is not the only thing on my to-do list. I will let Alexa go only if you agree to go with me voluntarily and accept your punishment."




"Such a tempting offer," Artemisia retorted and there was an mockingly innocent look on her face. 




"And if I accept your terms, what is it that you propose to do with me?" she asked, and her look turned almost seductive. 




"I will show you your proper place, you bitch. You degraded me and humiliated me in the crudest way. And you stole from me. I will take care you are fed your own medicine, only tenfold. Me and my friends here will take care of that. I promised them they’d get to have a lot of fun with you. They are my parishioners and having a popular, deviant socialite at their mercy will be a welcome diversion for them. They understand how they will be helping me to purge the devil from you.” 




"Forgive me for saying so, but these gentlemen do seem a bit out of sorts right now," Artemisia noted amusedly. Her friends, who were standing in a row behind her, were intently and seductively eying the men one at-a-time, measuring them from head to toe and occasionally glancing seductively at their groin areas. Some of the men were already beet red. Some were already getting a bit tight in their pants, especially when the women started to make lascivious gestures and sexy poses. 




"Compose yourselves!" Father Patrick hissed at them.




"Admittedly, it is hard to be composed in the company of my charming friends," Artemisia smiled. "Especially when these friends were carefully chosen from only the most insatiable nymphomaniacs in my Club. Gentlemen, in case you are immaculate Catholics and do not have a clue what that means... My friends suffer from unquenchable thirst for sex. They simply have to fuck all the time," Artemisia said casually. She was purposefully drawing out the last words, looking intensely from one man to the other. Her words had immediate effect. All cocks in the clearing stirred and twitched.




"Don't let yourself be fooled," Patrick warned. "These women are evil witches. Let your guard down around these women, and you’ll end up with a chip in your brain and you’ll be their slaves forever. They are sirens who will lead you to your ruin! You’ve been warned!"




"Oh, but how could any of this be true?" Artemisia feigned indignation. "I'm sure these men will not let themselves be fooled by such a liar and criminal. Do you really expect them to believe that we go around implanting chips in people’s brains and making slave zombies out of them? Father Patrick, you are aware how crazy you sound right now, right? And by the way, gentlemen, I assume you know this man you’re currently helping is sought by the police? He is wanted for the molestation of minors, amongst other things." 




Two of Patrick's entourage looked at him in shock.




"That's enough! Just give me the damn bag and come with me, or I will get rid of you right here and right now," Patrick produced a gun similar to the one in the hotel room from the inner pocket of his jacket and aimed directly at Artemisia's chest.




✽✽✽




The large black Range Rover was making its way through the busy London roads. Cristine used this time to outline their strategy. "When we enter the hotel, we’ll need to split in pairs so we don't look suspicious. Considering the view from the windows, the room is oriented to the street and it doesn’t look to be any higher than third floor." 




They broke most of the traffic rules as the sped to the hotel, driving through red lights three times in a row. But they avoided an accident and they managed to arrive at the hotel in just under three minutes. 




"Be sure to drive around the corner of the hotel, so that we do not look like some sort of SWAT unit, jumping out of a large black car," Cristine warned, and Robert steered to the side street next to the Eeling Ibis hotel. They parked unceremoniously on part of the pavement designed for pedestrians. As they were unfastening their seat belts, Cristine spoke in a hurried voice.




"Once we get inside, we must look like regular travelers. We cannot afford to lose time coming up with a story to get rid of the hotel management. Artemisia might be in a jam right now. You two... pretend to be a gay couple," she said as she pointed at Michael and Bernard. "That’s much less conspicuous than two muscular guys walking side by side looking like armed guards. Here, Michael, take my camera and put it around your neck." 




 "Robert, you will pretend to be my boyfriend. When we get in, Robert and I will search through the third floor, and Michael and Bernard will take the second floor. Whoever finds the room will text others. We all need to get there together, so don’t go in until all four of us are together," Cristine instructed.




 "How are we supposed to know which room is it?" Michael asked. Cristine rolled her eyes impatiently. She took the phone and turned the volume up. "Can you hear this? There is loud music playing in the room. Sister Patience could not have made it any easier for us. Just listen as you walk down the hall, and if you hear the radio, figure out which door it seems to be coming from. Then we find the room... text the others and we’ll figure it out from there. Now, let's go! Hurry!"




They quickly jumped out of the car and headed for the entrance. They made it most of the way through the lobby, but they bumped into a hotel manager on their way to the elevators. She measured them suspiciously, perhaps because Michael was sweating heavily and he looked worried. They had to waste several long minutes pretending to either study the hotel pamphlets, or otherwise procrastinating around the elevators, chatting casually. The manager finally rushed away, distracted by a ringing phone. They took the elevator to their assigned floors.




The central part of the hotel with peculiar windows that betrayed the position of Sister Patience and Alexa had only several rooms at each floor, most of the suites were in the wings. It took them mere minutes to find their target. It was Michael who managed to distinguish the music playing behind the doors of the room 33 and he promptly texted the others. Cristine and Robert took the emergency stairs two by two and in a few seconds they all stood in front of Room 33. 




"There are cameras everywhere in a hotel so we need to be quick, before someone notices us behaving strangely in the hallway. Let me," Cristine whispered and hastily pushed the men aside.




She blatantly ignored the red sign "Do not disturb," which was hanging on the door knob and knocked energetically. 

"Hello!? This is Marissa, the hotel manager, I need to speak with you. We’ve had a noise complaint."




Sister Patience jumped up, alarmed. She just froze, at first, but then she perked up and started to run confusedly around the room in the desperate attempt to find some decent attire. Alexa, sensing her opportunity re-doubled her efforts and began to fight violently and yell into her gag.




“If you don’t come to the door to speak with me I’ll have to contact the authorities and you can speak to them,” Cristine announced when it seemed the door wasn’t going to be opened for them. 




Sister Patience had found a bathrobe, and when she emerged from the bathroom she grabbed the gun and hissed, "Shut the fuck up, I still have the gun so you better not make a peep," Alexa stopped making noise and Sister Patience slowly, cautiously walked to the door, keeping the gun behind her back.




Sister Patience tried to open the door just enough to reassure the manager that she would keep the noise down. In an instant, the two large men heavily leaned into the door which caught Sister Patience by surprise and she fell back into the room. In mere seconds Michael and Robert had her arms pinned behind her back after having taken the gun from her and covering her mouth to dampen any potential screaming. 




✽✽✽




Patrick, emboldened by the instant power he’d acquired by producing a gun, began to give out orders to his side-kicks. 




"You will stay put, and you will not go near any of these devils in sexy clothing. I will take the witch to the shed and you just take care that none of them escapes. When I'm done, you will have your way with her as I promised. But stay away from these others," he warned.




As he spoke Artemisia's phone pinged in her pocket. She used a moment Father Patrick turned his head to the side to touch the smart watch on her wrist above her head. She hissed to one of the women behind her, "Read the message." She moved a bit closer and read the short message, whispering to Artemisia's ear.




All the women were looking to Artemisia for a hint of what to do. She just gave them a wink. Father Patrick walked a few steps forward, until the head of the gun was almost touching her chest. 




"Okay bitch, time's up. No more of your silly chit-chat. You’re coming with me. Your friends will stay here. 




Artemisia nodded. "Okay then. I will go wherever you want, if you just let Alexa go."




Patrick felt on the top of the world now  that had her where he wanted her. "It is not up to you to dictate conditions. Now you are at my mercy."




Keeping her at gunpoint, Patrick was giving directions, and enjoying it. They were making their way through the dense shrubbery until the others, whom they left in the clearing, were not to be seen. Just a few meters in front of them a wooden cabin came into view.




"Just out of curiosity, are you a real pedophile or did you just grow so tired of the celibacy?" Artemisia asked casually.




"Shut your filthy mouth."




"No, seriously. Are you interested in adult women at all?"




"I will make you shut-up, I’m going to fill your mouth with my big cock."




"Charming," Artemisia responded as if he’d just made a poetic observation of the surrounding nature. Her eyes were searching the forest around for signs of anything out of the ordinary, until her gaze fell on the camera, placed high on a tree, masked to look like a bird's nest. She could not be mistaken. A tiny red eye was blinking at her amicably. She stopped so they were standing right under it. Patrick was too occupied with the vision of his upcoming revenge to notice.




"First things first. I want my money back," He approached her and jerked the bag with money from Artemisia so violently she almost fell over. He put the long shoulder strap over his head, to have the bag as close to his body as possible.




"I understand you have a lover now, what was her name again...?"




"Will you finally shut up? I don't care about the old ginger fool."




"Oh, I see. You are just using her to achieve your goals, huh?" Artemisia spoke loudly.




"I told you I don't give a shit about her. And I see what you’re trying to do. You think that by reminding me of my feelings for her then I won’t want to complete my revenge against you!? Sadly, those feelings you think I have are non-existent, so you’re out of luck. Just get on your knees, now!" he said, pointing his gun at her as he started to clumsily unzip his fly with the left hand.




"Don’t you want to count the money first?” Artemisia asked. 




He looked at her distrustfully, but eventually he lowered the gun slightly. “I know you’re just stalling – but we have plenty of time,” he said, and opened the bag to check. 




At that moment several things happened at once. Four large hands grabbed Father Patrick, expertly extricated the gun from his spasmodic grip and pinned him to one of the large trees while holding him by the neck, high in the air. Artemisia was helped to her feet by two other large, caring hands.




"You see, I DO have my own small army with me after all,” she said happily. “These are my friends from the local police department. And you really shouldn’t have left your guards with my ladies," Artemisia smiled up at Patrick, who was choking while being held up high by a massive cop. 




Each of the five officers who had arrived at the scene looked strong and athletic, their flexing muscles looking like they might tear their uniform shirts.




Artemisia was brushing needles and twigs from her clothes and fixing her hair. She was no longer speaking in her casual, measured tone. Now her voice was deep and menacing. 




"So let me give you a brief update. A lot has changed during our pleasant little tête-à-tête. More than you know. Alexa is no longer in Patience's power. Cristine and her team liberated her some minutes ago. And Sister Patience is held captive now."




Patrick struggled to breathe and was turning dangerously red. Artemisia intercepted and patted gently on the muscular forearm of the man who clutched Patrick's neck. 




"Martin, I would like to talk to him a bit," she said.




Martin immediately dropped him to the ground, effortlessly curled Father Patrick's hands behind his neck and forced him into a kneeling position, handcuffing him. He also took care to make Patrick visible to the camera. In a desperate effort to save himself, Patrick yelled out loudly, trying to get the attention of his guards, who had stayed back at the clearing. 




But it was already too late. Once Father Patrick left, the beauties had started to flirt even more openly and within several minutes the males were rendered completely harmless, ready to get conditioned. Each of the men was taken to a private spot by one of the women, currently blind and deaf to anything besides the incredible physical beauty of their seductresses. 




Artemisia approached Father Patrick and grabbed him by the ear, shifting slightly up and delving her nails into it. He cried in pain. "You are in an unpleasant situation and you need to make a choice. Listen to me carefully. Either you will give me the money voluntarily and I will let your lover Sister Patience go. Or, you can keep the money and we will do whatever we please with her."




Father Patrick was mad with rage. Red in the face, he violently tossed and thrashed about. 




"What do I care about the old fool? You keep her! Good riddance!" he shouted.




Artemisia played dumb, and she spoke loudly so nothing would be missed by the camera. "You mean, you are not interested what happens to Sister Patience from the League of Catholic Youth? You are okay with us getting rid of her? You are not willing to exchange her for the money?"




Father Patrick gave her an intensely hateful look. "For all I care you can dump her in the sewer after cutting her into tiny pieces! I just want my money back!" 




Artemisia stood with her back to the camera and gave him a wicked smile. "I originally intended to hand you to the police and dispose of you forever. You know what they do to inmates who molest or kill children... But now, as I listen to your spiteful remarks, I’ve come up with something much, much better for you."





Chapter 11










Overpowering Sister Patience took only a few seconds as both Robert and Michael were heavily built, and they had the element of surprise on their side. They tied Sister Patience to a chair using ropes which they found among the items brought by Patrick to torture Alexa. Cristine did not stay on the sidelines, and moved hastily to free her friend from the restraints.




"I'm so sorry, this is all my fault!" sobbed Cristine when she gently extracted the massive gag from Alexa's mouth. Alexa inhaled lung fulls of air, relieved. 




Alexa smiled at her gratefully. "No, Cristine it's alright. Why would this be your fault? You rescued me before Father Patrick arrived and saved me from horrible things, I'm sure. They drugged me unconscious to get me here, I have no idea where we are..."




Cristine hastily removed her cuffs and found her clothes on a heap in the corner. Alexa was extremely stiff from having been in a restricted position for too long, but she was very happy to regain her human dignity and put on her own pair of jeans and t-shirt. 




"How the hell did they even get you past reception, if you were unconscious?" Cristine asked.




To her surprise it was Sister Patience, who responded. 




"We just put her in the large suitcase, the little bitch is so tiny she fit right in." 




By this time, Sister Patience's overly conspicuous make-up was smudged and her hair was in a state of complete disarray. It was a pitiable look.




Cristine glared at her angrily, imagining her friend unconscious and being smuggled into the hotel like some exotic animal. Then her phone rang. She listened for quite a while, before her face finally lit up. "Yes, will do!" she responded happily and hung up.




"Well, it's all over now. Your Father Patrick was just captured, and you will have to answer to Artemisia herself. We are supposed to escort you to Artemisia's place and she will then decide your fate," Cristine announced.




A shadow briefly crossed over Sister Patience’s face, but she composed herself instantly. 




"Sweet, isn't it, how you dote on your loving Aunt. How your face brightens up when you talk to her... It is obvious there are a few things you don't know about her. And I’m guessing you’ll be quite shocked when you learn the truth. What a disappointment that will be for you," Sister Patience said with mock sadness in her voice. 




She had Cristine's undivided attention. 




"What do you mean?" Cristine asked, slipping from the bed to get closer. 




Sister Patience could tell she had hit a soft spot and zestfully continued. 




"Did you know I'm an old schoolmate and a lifelong friend of your mom Claire? I guess you had no idea! Well, as her bosom friend I learned quite a few things that your aunt doesn't want you to know and your mom refused to tell you. Did your aunt tell you the truth about your mother? Perhaps the time has come for someone to tell you how it really was!"




✽✽✽




Cristine did not pay much attention to the journey from the hotel, even though others engaged in animated chit-chat. To punish her for the treatment of Alexa, they decided to transfer Sister Patience to Artemisia's place in the trunk. They soon realized what a ball of fire she was, constantly cursing, throwing fits and banging on the trunk lid and the backs of the seats with all her might. Cristine however, was lost in thought. Sister Patience had refused to tell her the secret, probably trying to keep it as leverage for future dealings with Artemisia. 




Artemisia would certainly provide a good explanation of her family history, Cristine thought. She couldn't bear the idea that her newfound Aunt could be hiding some terrible secret from her. Cristine had experienced such a profound kinship with Artemisia and she felt uneasy at the thought that their relationship might be something other than what it seemed.




Gloomy thoughts marred the experience of finally arriving to Artemisia's London residence, something Cristine had wished for with her whole heart since she learned of her Aunt's existence. Living under one roof with a true blood relative felt like a dream come true. But what if her foster mother was right, and Artemisia was actually a bad woman after all?




Her dark thoughts were interrupted as the black Range Rover came to a halt in front of a highly ornate wrought-iron gate. Two sculptures of lions were majestically guarding the entrance, each holding a coat-of-arms with the symbol of the feminine. The gate started to open slowly revealing the incredible vista of a stately house from the Edwardian Era. The brick facade was covered with honeysuckle. Cristine had never in her life visited such a fancy place. It was both amazing, and slightly intimidating. 




When they got out of the car, a rather uncanny sight met their eye. A man was working away, dressed only in a revealing leather strap harness, complete with a cock ring and leather gardening gloves. He was humming happily while trimming a rich canopy of climbing roses that covered the entrance. 




"Hello Fernando," Robert addressed the guy cheerfully and Fernando waved back. 




"Cristine, Alexa… you’ll use the front entrance, just ring the bell, please. The butler will open the door for you. Bernard, you come with me. As males, we must use the servant’s entrance. And we’ll get some further instructions about what we’re supposed to do with that wild ginger in the trunk."




Bernard shot Cristine a slightly bewildered look, but she just shrugged with an amused look. 




"You actually are my servant, aren't you? Go along with him," she said with a grin.




Robert gestured at Bernard to follow him around the house. As they walked away, Cristine heard Robert say: "Just try not to focus on how sexy they are. It’s better to concentrate on what they tell you about the rules of the house, or you will go to sleep tonight with your ass burning like hell. Trust me."




Cristine and Alexa walked around Fernando, who smiled radiantly at them, bowed slightly, and continued with his work. Cristine rang the elegant bell and waited. Alexa apparently wasn’t comfortable with a semi-naked guy trimming the roses just a few meters away, especially as he winked at them whenever they glanced in his direction.




But within a minute the door had opened. An elegant, well-built older man in a latex butler suit held the door for them and formally invited them inside. 




The gardener was quickly forgotten as Cristine and Alexa were awestruck by the appearance of this butler. He wore a latex uniform that had been cut-off conveniently so that his cock, locked in a chastity cage, was exposed to the surprised looks of both girls. His buttocks were also exposed and when he turned around, they could see several bright red strokes on each ass cheek. Besides these baffling peculiarities he was a paragon of butlery. As he invited them in and guided them to the parlor, he exhibited the most elegant and polished manners. 




The room, with its octagonal large window leading to the back garden, had a light and airy feel. It was furnished with inlaid mahogany furniture of an early 20th century design, with hints reminiscent of the Tudor times. Cristine couldn't help but admire Artemisia's taste in antiques.   




"Mistress Artemisia is attending to some urgent business, but you will dine together later this evening. For now, you will learn a little bit about the protocol of this house from Mistress Ava, who will arrive shortly," the butler announced pleasantly. "A maid will serve you tea in a moment." 




Cristine and Alexa, tired after the adventurous last days, sunk into the comfortable armchairs, looking around curiously. When the butler was out of hearing distance, they looked at each other and then, at the same time, burst out laughing. 




"Have you seen the cute ass cut-out? I had a lot of trouble keeping a straight face!" Alexa said, relieved to be outside the reach of Father Patrick. She laughed heartily and some of the tension flowed from her along with the tears of laughter. 




Artemisia's sissy husband Amanda soon entered the room, carrying an antique silver tray with tea, shortbread butter biscuits and an assortment of pralines. Alexa just stared at her and her jaw dropped. The heavily made-up, perfectly dressed sissy in a frilly skirt with sky high stilletos was just too much for her. 




Cristine kept a more neutral expression, but she too looked curiously at the phenomenon. Thoughts swirled in her mind. She was wondering how feminization might work to bring males even lower and how it might inspire in them the spirit of submission. She made up her mind to try this on some boy. Cristine’s imagination started to paint a picture of her slipping off her panties and, as they were still warm and fragrant, making Bernard wear them. The thought itself was arousing her.




"Young Ladies, I'm so pleased to welcome you to Mistress Artemisia's house. I'm her personal maid Amanda and I was authorized to take care of you until Mistress Artemisia can give you her undivided attention. Miss Alexa, your own maid will fetch you very soon and she will help you recuperate after the horrible experiences you went through."




Alexa blinked, completely at a loss as to how to behave in the company of a sissy. All the more-so because this was a sissy who had been so successfully transformed, both in her ways and her voice. Alexa had difficulties maintaining eye contact with Amanda, so she looked at the tray. 




"Oh... okay, I will be very glad to rest a bit." 




Amanda set the tray and curtsied. "I will be back in a minute to bring your slave, Mistress Cristine." Cristine looked up surprised, both by the address and the reference to her slave.




In the meantime, another maid had appeared in the doorway. She was a pretty, young thing in a sexy low-cut uniform. Her hair was arranged in innocent curls and she had large brown eyes. "Miss Alexa, please let me show you to your room. My name is Marilla and I will see to it that you are content with every single detail of your stay with us." 




The double entendre was not missed on Alexa. She looked relieved that her maid was a real girl. When she stood up to follow her, she gave Cristine a shining smile, because her maid was so very attractive. Cristine gave her thumbs up and an encouraging nod. She was grateful that Artemisia's crew understood that Alexa would be most happy in a company of a female, especially if this female was a sexually open young beauty. 




Cristine was alone for a few minutes after Alexa had been summoned away by her new maid. It was only then she noticed the French doors to the adjacent room were partially open. She casually got up from the comfortable chair and went to explore. The adjoining room was, apparently, dedicated to the activities of the Xanthippe's Club. There were elaborately framed elegant pictures showing many of the most hardcore practices of women, dominating men. Males with large cocks were subjected to various cruel treatments - trampled upon, squeezed by menacing instruments. Larger than life sexy Goddesses could be seen stepping on pathetic worm-like men. 




There were photos of the Xanthippe's Club members with their naked, collared slaves - all the slaves were locked in chastity. And then there was Artemisia, smiling wickedly in formal business attire, posing with some high-profile businessmen and politicians. Each of the men had their trousers down, their cocks ringed and leashed. And each leash ended in Artemisia's hands. 




In a mahogany showcase there was a large collection of chastity devices. Cristine approached and again her imagination soared. She imagined controlling men through their cocks by locking them up. She was passionately curious about the effect it would have on a man’s willingness to please her. The moment she entered this house, she understood everything here was designed to provide women with all the power and control over males. She felt like she had finally come home.




Amanda reappeared, scuttling on her stilletos and dragging behind her a naked boy, collared and leashed. It was Bernard. Amanda pulled him into the room and jerked his leash to make him fall on his knees before Christine. 




"Mistress Cristine, your slave is shaved and washed. Now he is ready to do your bidding."




"Thank you Amanda, he looks very pleasing," Cristine responded. She was immediately impressed by Bernard’s collar bearing an inscription "Mistress Cristine's Property". It was amazing how quickly the staff of the house had created a personalized, engraved collar to help mark her property.




Amanda curtsied. "He agreed to sign the rules of the house. So from this moment he won’t speak unless he is addressed by a superior. He must not look into a superior's eyes. He is forbidden to touch himself unless instructed otherwise. Mistress Ava will clarify any further questions you might have." 




Smiling affectionately, Amanda handed the leash to Cristine. It was made of metal chain and it rattled in her hand.




"Now, why don't you have him greet you properly as his Mistress?" Amanda suggested politely. 




Cristine didn't need much encouragement. With remarkable authority in her voice, she commanded Bernard to kiss the tip of her shoe. He did it immediately. Amanda clapped her hands girlishly and praised Cristine for her natural talent. 




"I'm sure you will feel very much at home here. I'm so pleased you finally came to us. Please, do enjoy looking around our exhibits until Mistress Ava arrives." 




Before Cristine could ask any more questions, Amanda was gone. 




"I believe you’re now starting to realize how serious I am about making you my true slave," Cristine said, looking at Bernard possessively. His cock stirred. 




"Do you see the pictures around this amazing room? What do you think, slave?" 




Bernard looked around at the walls as Cristine had just done a few moments earlier. He curiously tried to read one of the engraved captions on one of the framed photographs.




"So this is the... Chantip’s Club?" he asked. "Are you now a member of the club?"




Cristine rolled her eyes and was tempted to tell him all about Xanthippe, about her historical significance and her symbolism in the Femdom world. But for the time being she settled for correcting his pronunciation.




“No, you’re saying it wrong, slave. The club’s name is pronounced Zan-tep-ee. And no, unfortunately I’m not yet a member of Xanthippe's Club, but I’m definitely interested. Why do you ask, slave? Would you be more excited to be my servant if I became a member of such a powerful Femdom society? Wouldn’t you be scared about what might become of YOU?” she asked teasingly.




"Yes, Mistress. But I am excited to be your slave even if you are not a member of any club. I want to be your slave more than anything," he said obediently. Bernard felt that he must be living his wildest dreams. Was he really becoming a slave to a sexy Goddess who would subjugate him to her will? Could he be so lucky? 




"Just in case you still don’t realize what you’ve gotten yourself into," Cristine said slowly as she strolled to the showcase with chastity devices, "I dream of your cock being locked into a tiny chastity cage. That will allow you to re-invest the energy you would normally waste masturbating, and instead spend it in my service and to fulfill MY desires."




A voice interrupted them.




"Amazing. I was told you are a natural, but you are much more than that." 




#

After the stories she’d heard about Artemisia, Sister Patience was convinced her life was likely over. Once she had been captured, her hopes to see Father Patrick dwindled and she wasn't even sure if he was still alive. Shortly after their arrival, Robert and Michael retrieved her from the trunk of the car and carried her through the servants’ entrance, commanded by two pretty women. They brought her to a bathroom. The two women stripped her of her clothes and checked that she did not have any weapons or sharp instruments with which she might try to harm herself. 




"You have exactly twenty minutes to get yourself together. You look like a wild animal. There are clean, freshly ironed clothes for you to wear. Once you are ready, knock on the door and we will deliver you to Mistress Artemisia. She wishes to speak with you," one of them said while leaving. They locked the door behind her, from the outside. 




Sister Patience had to agree that she looked like a mad woman. Her hair was a mess and her remaining make-up was smudged all over her face. She was partly confused by this tactic. Was giving her back some of her dignity a part of Artemisia’s strategy to bring her even lower? Was she being teased with false hopes of survival to make the prospect of destroying her more enjoyable? She couldn't say. But washing herself was a welcome treat after the rough treatment she had experienced from the two guys who captured her. She relished showering herself with the warm water, and she tried to enjoy the experience as it could be one of the last small joys of her life.




Once Sister Patience changed into the nice smelling clothes, she was handcuffed and led upstairs using the narrow servants’ staircase. She had deduced that Artemisia didn't want her to be seen around the house. That was a bad sign by itself. Using a door hidden in the wall paneling, they entered a generous first floor corridor, adorned with large scale paintings of hunting scenes. This route delivered them right next to Artemisia's office. Outside the door stood two menacing guards with bald heads, transparent ear buds and dark glasses.




One of the pretty women escorting her knocked on the door and a strong voice invited them in. 




"My Mistress, I'm bringing the captive," she said as she curtsied and immediately left, closing the doors behind her. 




Artemisia was sitting behind a large wooden desk. It was a formally styled room equipped, like the rest of the house, with Edwardian furniture. Artemisia was wearing an elegant, sober suit and her hair was combed back in a sleek ponytail. She wore a badge adorned with the symbol of the feminine. She looked very business-like, and much different from how Sister Patience remembered her from the Abbey dungeon.




"Hello Sister Patience - or should I call you Margaret? Please take a seat," she said. Her tone was almost kind. Sister Patience stayed put, standing by the door, and completely at loss for words.




"I insist. Come and sit," Artemisia said casually, but her tone was getting more authoritative. Sister Patience judged it wise to obey. She walked closer and sat in a chair across from Artemisia. 




"Where is Father Patrick? What have you done to him?" Patience snapped.




"He is alive. But I have a feeling you’ll soon be sorry he is," Artemisia said while she was playing with a tablet in her hands.




Sister Patience felt the handcuffs uncomfortably cut into the skin of her wrists as she fidgeted. 




"What do you mean?"




Artemisia glanced briefly at her and then returned to the examination of whatever was on the tablet. "I mean that if you knew the truth, you would probably see him in entirely different light."  




"I very much doubt that," Sister Patience retorted indignantly. "You are not the sort of person I could ever trust to tell me the truth."




Artemisia smiled gently. 




"I understand why you would feel that way. Unfortunately, just hours ago when we captured your lover in the woods, he made it perfectly clear that he is not so very interested in YOUR fate." 




Artemisia was still holding the tablet, but her eyes were on Sister Patience again. 




"I don't believe it. He loves me and wants to marry me," Sister Patience maintained obstinately. How could she believe a woman that was renowned for her scheming skills?




"Indeed?" Artemisia said, "In that case you definitely need to see this."




She turned the tablet and played the video sequence of Father Patrick's capture in the woods. Sister Patience was forced to hear the passages where he repeatedly denounced her and even claimed, "For all I care you can dump her in the sewer cut in tiny pieces!"  




Sister Patience was white as a ghost and her eyes welled with tears when the video ended.




"That's right he just used you. He made a complete fool out of you. I assume you were just a part of his strategy to get to Cristine for exposing his abhorrent behavior in the Catholic school. As you fit his plans, he used you to do his bidding."




Sister Patience opened her mouth to say something, but no words came out. The video was obviously authentic, and Father Patrick had made it clear as day that he did not give a damn about her. How could she think about defending him after the things he said about her? Her visions of a future with Father Patrick - living in South America together happily ever after, all that was ruined in the blink of an eye.




Sister Patience was now sobbing uncontrollably. Artemisia watched her, leaving generous space and time so she could pull herself together.




"You were under his spell. I understand that. Even males can sometimes be skilled manipulators. I myself once witnessed a skillful male manipulation. Back then, it ended really badly and I want to put a stop to this before the same type of thing happens to you.




Sister Patience stopped crying and looked up.




Artemisia continued: "You have done some horrible things to my niece and to poor Alexa. I could have killed you already, if that’s what I’d wanted. You can obviously see that your actions have given me both the opportunity and motive. But this house is a realm of safety for women and I always seek ways to look for cooperation rather than division and animosity." 




As a conciliatory gesture Artemisia unlocked Sister Patience's handcuffs. 




"Therefore, I will give you a unique, one-time only opportunity. You have everything to win and nothing to lose if you accept."




Sister Patience massaged her achy wrists and thought hard. Was she really being asked to make some sort of alliance with a woman whose lack of Christian morals was so well renowned? The woman, whom she had learned to hate so heartily? What did Artemisia really want from her? 




Artemisia observed her intently over intertwined fingers. 




"I will explain my plan and all I ask is that you give it serious consideration. If you actually listen to me with an open mind, I’m sure you will stand shoulder to shoulder with me. Not only will you have a life you could never have dreamed of, but you’ll take great pleasure and personal satisfaction in seeing Father Patrick punished. And I don't mean just ANY punishment. I have something very special in mind. Something I think you’ll like."

#

A tall blond woman in a flattering leather dress was standing in the doorway, lazily reclining in the door frame with her arms folded.




"I'm Mistress Ava. I'm the Vice- President of the Xanthippe's Club and the headmistress of the Femdom School in London."




Cristine made her way across the room to greet her, they shook hands. "I'm so honored to meet you," said Cristine. 




Each and every true Domme she met was like a gift. With each new acquaintance on the dominant side of the spectrum she felt more and more assured in her own ways, in her own strong preferences to treat males as submissives and slaves.




"I was watching your treatment of your young slave boy, and I must say the stories that preceded you didn’t fall short of reality. You are a natural. Until Artemisia takes the matter into her own hands, I will be pleased to personally see to your Femdom education."




"Oh please do, I feel so anxious to learn more! And this little toy of mine can serve as my guinea pig!" Cristine grabbed Bernard's hair and raised his head higher, so that Ava could look at him better.




"A very good looking specimen. Has a good posture too," Ava said appreciatively. 




"If you’ll allow me?" Ava said as she winked at Cristine. She propelled Bernard upwards into a standing position, with his hands crossed on the back of his head. She did a thorough examination of his body. She tested his muscle tone, stroked and pinched his nipples, touched his face and looked at it from different angles. She checked his teeth and fingernails. Ava's hand traveled to Bernard buttocks and gave them a squeeze, nodding approvingly as she finished her inspection. 




The humiliating treatment had immediate effect on Bernard, whose young body responded with a strong erection.




"Oh, these young boys have such a nice angle!" she said. Ava's long and sharp nails lustily delved into Bernard's balls that were tightly pulled to his body. "Did you already test his skills in bed?"




"Oh, he is quite good at giving oral... I decided against awarding him an orgasm. He is a slave after all, I haven’t entirely felt sure that he was worthy of an orgasm. The same goes for regular sex. I feel he is better off serving me orally. Is this right?" Cristine asked uncertainly.




"Dear, dear, Cristine. You are remarkably smart in your observations! Always remember: You are in control. It is you who holds all the power and it is you who sets the rules for the interactions with your slave. If you want, you can fuck your submissive all day long. But in the experience of me and many other Dominant Ladies, keeping your slave out of your pussy yields a great many benefits." 




Ava started to slowly stroke Bernard's cock. "Males are sex driven. Once you take away the pleasure of your pussy away from them, they will go crazy to please and obey you. When it comes to submissives, they are best managed through orgasm denial and endless teasing." 




Upon the words ‘endless teasing’, Ava's grip on Bernard’s cock became even more firm. He was beside himself already, his cock being handled in an expert way by a gorgeous beauty, who clearly understood exactly what made him tick. 




"To accentuate the effects of orgasm denial, the best thing to do is to lock your slave's cock in chastity. Once he is unable to cheat and climax anytime he wants, his sole purpose in life becomes to give you sexual pleasure." 




Bernard's head was spinning. As chastity was already mentioned by Cristine and now by Ava, Bernard's male instincts started to resurface. Was he ready to give up the control over his own cock? Would he be forever and ever stripped of the opportunity to relieve his sexual tension by climaxing, forever forbidden to watch porn? He adored Cristine, but was he truly ready for this? 




#




The next day, the whole house started whispering about a special event. Something important was supposed to happen that evening, although few seemed to have any details. 




Artemisia was so occupied with the preparations that Cristine didn't have a chance to speak with her privately. Cristine was anxious to finally get some answers to the questions that plagued her ever since she spoke to Sister Patience about her mother.




In the meantime Cristine spent all her time with Mistress Ava, who readily introduced her into the magical world of Femdom, using Bernard as their experimental subject. She gave her a tour of the house. They met countless servants and many bulls of Artemisia. Mistress Ava showed Cristine torture chambers and themed playrooms, while allowing her to test any toy or gadget she fancied. Cristine was most impressed by the toys used for cock and ball torture. "Isn't it charming?" Cristine beamed when introduced to the function of a ball stretcher. 




Cristine's admiration and respect for her Aunt grew ever higher, as she learned about her life both inside the Femdom world and outside of it. Cristine also learned, to her astonishment, that Amanda was in fact Artemisia's sissified and chaste husband of twenty years.




Only one room in the house remained a secret to Cristine - the meeting room of the Xanthippe's Club. She had no idea what would happen that evening but, reading the atmosphere, it would be something of true consequence. Only the members of the Xanthippe's Club could attend. Not Cristine, nor even Artemisia’s daughter Atalanta could participate. Members had to be older than nineteen before getting admitted into the Club and both girls turned eighteen only recently. 




Cristine was to dine with Alexa that evening to keep her entertained while others participated in the meeting. Her sexually adventurous lesbian friend almost never left her room, and had clearly been having a great time with her maid. She insisted that Cristine should join them for the evening and Cristine was looking forward to that, especially since they no longer had to hide their mutual attraction. She felt thrilled just remembering their sexy games in the bungalow, when they’d first explored each other back at the Abbey. She was sure Alexa hadn’t forgotten either.




Cristine and Alexa were having dinner in the small dining room and curiously peeked out to see the faces arriving at the house to attend the event. There was an excited clattering of voices as elegant women in all sorts of fetish attire entered the house and headed upstairs to the mysterious room. At the foot of the stairs they were joined by their slaves, who had been forced to use servant’s entrance, just as Bernard had the previous day. In a special changing room they were stripped of their clothes, showered and shaved by the lower ranks of Domme probates. Afterwards, they were equipped with special guest collars with the name of their Owner before they were led to their rightful Owners.




As Alexa's maid whispered to them, during the meetings of the club, the slaves were locked in cages that were installed under the thrones where each of their Mistresses was seated. In the cage their balls were secured by padlocks to bars that kept them completely immobilized. If the meeting lasted too long, they served as their Mistresses' urinals. The event was so prestigious that the Ladies were waited upon by female slaves, hand-picked from the slave herd of Mistress Artemisia. They had been trained meticulously to provide the most excellent service.




When Cristine and Alexa had finished their dinner, they were politely removed from the area by Amanda, who apparently had some say around the house as a head of the female servants. She ushered them politely but resolutely to Alexa's room to spend the evening. Neither Cristine nor Alexa objected in the least.




The space, which was entirely dedicated to the use of the Xanthippe's Club meetings, was the largest room in the house. It had been a former ball room with long mirrors and ornate chandeliers. But that was a different time - it was now changed beyond recognition and catered to the kinky desires of the Club members.




A wide circle of tall throne-like chairs (each with a cage below) stood majestically as the focal point in the room. The thrones were each created to perfectly fit the antique style of the house and had been made from expensive, inlaid woods. They were predominantly made of mahogany and each throne was adorned with unique carvings. The armrests were shaped as the back of a kneeling submissive male with extended hands, holding a horizontal fan - a little table allowing the lady to set her glass upon. 




There was a large red, custom Persian carpet illustrated with embroidered graphic Femdom scenes in historical settings: Xanthippe with Aristotle; Queen Boudica and Cleopatra in graphic scenes with their slaves; and finally, there was a coat of arms bearing the symbol of the Feminine prominently placed in the center.




The middle of the circle, as defined by the thrones, was set with BDSM furniture. Any connoisseur would appreciate the devilish details of each bench, cage and device, some of them looking very sophisticated. The height of the thrones allowed each member to have a great view of any spectacle that might take place there.




When the members started to arrive, there was already a body, laying mummified, rendered immovable by yards and yards of thin latex band. The mummified victim was allowed to breathe only through a tiny metal straw sticking out from where his mouth must have been, beneath all the latex. The living mummy was perched to a semi-horizontal, semi-vertical bench, fixed by a thick chain.




Upon entering the room each Lady had her slave placed in the cage under of their thrones. Some of the Ladies apprehensively walked around the enigmatic wrapped figure, wondering about the purpose of this weird exhibit. Others seemed more at ease, talking casually to other members and laughing. Ladies were served Armand de Brignac Rose champagne and canapes by sexy female slaves, who wore nothing but harnesses to accentuate their beautiful, full curves.




Once most of the members were present and had taken their seats, the slaves dimmed the lights and lit the chandeliers. A few of the thrones remained empty, as those members who were currently engaged in the Catholic camp project were still back at the camp and attended through a video call. When Artemisia walked into the room, hooded, they all started to sing an ancient anthem of the Divine Female. She then took her seat and initiated the meeting by reciting the credo of the Xanthippe's Club. 




"We believe in Female Supremacy, in the complete and unconditional subjugation of men to the powerful female. We forever strive to bring good to this world through the absolute power of the Divine Feminine."  




Once the opening ceremonies were concluded, Artemisia removed her hood, and looked around approvingly. She noted that between those physically in the room and those who attended the video call, no one was absent from the meeting. It was obvious that Xanthippe's Club members were curious about the hints Artemisia dropped into the invitation letter.




"My dear Ladies, I believe you will be as pleased as I am by the wonderful news about our recent mission. You made a great decision in approving project Pandora. The expected outcome has been exceeded by a wide margin!" 




Artemisia could not contain her enthusiasm any longer, and she got up from her throne and strolled freely into the middle section of the circle. 




"Not only did we succeed in saving my niece Cristine - a task that to me personally was of paramount importance. Not only that. We captured a dangerous pedophile and turned the leader of the League of Catholic Youth into one of our slaves. As our video call attendants will confirm, the Catholic camp at the Abbey of St. Catherine is in the process of conversion into a Female Domination camp. This institution will create a steady source of new Femdom recruits. They will represent a new generation of Dommes that will make our organization even more powerful. We are writing history here - the girls who will one day rule the world will be raised by us. If it hadn't been for each and every one of you, none of this would have been possible."




There was an approving murmur that had rose like a wave into a enthusiastic applause. Artemisia smiled and raised a glass of champagne.




"Yes! We are one step closer to the ultimate future, where males are born to serve," she said. She sought the eyes of other Ladies and they nodded with encouraging smiles.




"Today, I hope to treat you to a truly remarkable experience. It will be up to you to decide if you will lend your voice to this cause."




Artemisia gestured to the door and one of the female servants closest to the door bowed. She disappeared, and soon returned with an unknown woman trailing behind her. She was clad in a provocative red latex dress and high boots. She strolled elegantly forward to Artemisia, who demonstrated her good will by spreading her arms wide for a hug. As the woman approached her, they hugged.




"This, my dear Ladies, is Mistress Olivia, formerly known as Sister Patience. She is one of the former crew members of the League of Catholic Youth, an ordained nun and currently an apostate." There was another murmur in the room, this time much less approving. Mistress Olivia however looked calm and confident.




"Before you admonish me for bringing a stranger into our midst, let me explain. The mummified person you see before you, is none other than Father Patrick... Yes, the man who raped and molested girls at Cristine's school for years," she said gravely. The room buzzed like a hornet nest.




"But that’s not the only thing he’s guilty of… He also took extreme advantage of Sister Patience, who was his sweetheart in the old days, just to get his revenge on Cristine and on me. He seduced her with false promises of love and marriage, and he deceived and humiliated her to achieve his deplorable goals. But today Sister Patience is no longer his victim. Today, this man will learn the hard way that women are not to be trifled with. She is now one of us. Long live Mistress Olivia," Artemisia said as she raised her glass - and others followed. 




"Long live Mistress Olivia."




"Mistress Olivia represents the best way to repay this man for his horrific acts," Artemisia continued. "What could be a better punishment than to have him experience the humiliation and pain our slaves experience, without the fulfillment and pleasure they derive from serving us? Let him serve Mistress Olivia without the prospect of ever being set free."




She circled around as she spoke, until she arrived to a large metal machine, laying her hand almost lovingly on the cold metal surface. 




"My Ladies, I encourage you to disregard the ethical aspects in this case. No imprisonment would fix his evil, wicked mind. This is why I’m suggesting that we implant him with a chip as Mistress Olivia's slave, using Level 5 programming." 




The low humming of voices echoed around the room again. It was the notion of Level 5 that caused the most unrest. This ultimate and irreversible Level 5 programming had never been employed before. For consensual slaves, level three was the highest level used. There never was occasion to overrule anyone's mind with such heavy programming.




"Who votes for Father Patrick to be chipped and programmed at level 5 to be forever bound to serve Mistress Olivia?" she asked.




It took a while for some of the Ladies to wrap their minds around it, but one hand after the other darted up. It became a unanimous decision - Patrick was to become Mistress Olivia's property for life.




Artemisia gestured to the female slaves and two curvaceous beautiful females approached the mummified body. They slowly started to unwrap his head, until everyone could clearly see his face. He was gagged under the latex bands and the metal straw he has breathing through stuck out from the gag. His expression was that of sheer terror - he had heard the whole speech and was gradually realizing what fate lay ahead of him. Becoming the slave of Sister Patience? That old, fat ginger? He would rather die. She was good enough to satiate his carnal lust, but the idea that he would serve as her slave for the rest of his mortal days was horrendous.




Artemisia approached him and looked deep into his eyes. Her expression was that of disgust mingled with the deep satisfaction of his impending doom. 




"Get ready, you monster, your time has come," Artemisia whispered in his ear. She launched the machine and it started humming quietly. She attached a helmet to his head and secured it with straps. When a thick needle drilled to his skull an ominous sound filled the room. He yelled desperately into his gag. Within minutes the chip implantation was done and both female servants started to ungag him and unwrap his body.




Slave Patrick slipped to the ground right to the high heeled boots of Mistress Olivia. He felt the same emotions he did just a minute ago, before agonizing pain caused him to think his head just split in two. The shocking difference, however, was in his behavior. 




When Mistress Olivia, encouraged by Artemisia, commanded him to bow deeply, he instantly obeyed. He couldn't help it, the programming forced him to respond immediately. Whatever thoughts and emotions were running through his head, his body and his expression remained composed and his limbs were ready to perform any task. What was more, he could notice his disgust to Mistress Olivia was quickly evaporating. 




Olivia was ordering him to accept punishment for his sins and he obliged. There was no need to bind him now, as he willingly pushed his butt up, presenting it for the leather floggers she held in her hand. She walked all over him in her high boots, she cleaned the soles on his tongue. He thanked her when she kicked his balls violently, even though the pain was excruciating. Inside he was undergoing the worst possible suffering, but it was not in his power to resist, as the chip overruled all his natural reactions. 




The members of the Club were elated and entertained by the successful transition of a predatory pedophile into the slave to a woman he had mistreated and misused. They shouted out ideas about how Mistress Olivia might test his compliance further and they laughed heartily when he flawlessly performed her commands. 




Mistress Olivia was getting involved and loved every second of it. Slave Patrick deserved it. In this way, she would finally have him, and she held the power now. She still loved him and enslaving him was the only option. How could she resist Artemisia's offer? 




Father Patrick had left her, just like he did years ago. Having him bound to her by the brain chip was the best she could hope for. It didn’t matter to her that slave Patrick would not have chosen this life for himself. She wanted him, full stop.




Artemisia whispered something into Mistress Olivia's ear. She did not hesitate. She approached slave Patrick while rolling up her dress, exposing her naked ass cheeks and her ginger pussy. She squatted on his face and forced his nose between her legs to smell her sex, holding his head in this position for several seconds. As he panted for air, he was inhaling lungfulls of her scent. 




It took his brain a while to catch up, but within a minute or two he was completely addicted to the smell of Mistress Olivia's sex. Once she pulled away, he was subconsciously trying to get back to the source of the intoxicating fragrance and followed her on all four wherever she moved.




Artemisia was watching the scene, her own arousal growing. 




"Now let's test another level of engagement. Olivia, please say ‘Accept commands from other women’." Mistress Olivia issued the command and other Ladies walked down from their thrones to enjoy playing with the newly chipped slave. They formed a circle around him. Artemisia commanded, "Go around the circle and lick the soles of each Lady's boot." 




Slave Patrick immediately obeyed. He crawled from one Lady to another, avidly licking until his tongue was full of dirt. 




"Now, express your gratitude for the punishment the Xanthippe's Club Ladies will inflict upon your worthless body," Artemisia commanded. 




Patrick bowed reverently three times, touching the floor with his forehead, reciting reverently, "I'm grateful for the punishment the Xanthippe's Club Ladies will inflict upon my worthless body." 







Slave Patrick was made to kneel with his hands crossed behind his back. Mistress Ava, who was proficient with rope, hoisted him up into horizontal bondage suspension on a ring hanging from the ceiling, his legs spread enough to allow easy access to his genitals. 




A Mistress with piercing dark eyes, clad in black latex catsuit opened a small wooden box and produced a collection of sharp, long needles. Each Lady took one and pierced some place on slave Patrick's skin, in his scrotum or his nipples. He was suffering, but somehow it felt right. He was actually feeling grateful for the punishment. The residues of his former personality were making way to that of slave Patrick - a devout servant to the divine Mistress Olivia.




Once the punishment was over, slave Patrick was released from the restrictive bondage and made to serve as a living stool for Mistress Olivia. As she placed her sturdy ass onto his back, she leaned to slave Patrick's head and cooed sweetly into his ear.




"Tonight and every single night after this, you will eat my pussy. I will take extra care to climax only after a long, long time. Based on your performance this evening, I will see if I'll lock you in chastity or have you castrated."




Artemisia was smiling broadly, pleased by her success. 




"I believe you are all now just as happy as I am with the decision to bring Mistress Olivia in, and to have slave Patrick programmed so that he will never ever pose a risk to any woman again," she said. The majority of the Club members nodded, smiling.




Returning to her seat, Artemisia continued: "I believe that Mistress Olivia possesses qualities that make her a perfect candidate for our membership waiting list. I myself will take care to provide her with the necessary education."







#

The following morning Cristine woke up in Alexa's bed. She was spooning Cristine and as she was gently waking up, Alexa was stroking Cristine’s warm soft body under the blanket. She traced each sensual curve and did not avoid her nipples and her pubic mound. Cristine sighed and as she was opening her eyes, still hazed by the coma of deep sleep, thrilling scenes of the previous night were drifting through her mind. She saw Alexa at her side, kissing passionately as the maid was masturbating them both. 




Alexa's maid served them both and worshipped their bodies for long hours into the night. She gave them a number of earth-shattering orgasms with her sensual lips and her nimble tongue. It was clear Artemisia did not keep her as a maid in the house just for her physical beauty.




Alexa was an incredible lover too - she had uncanny instinct and was able to anticipate Cristine's wishes and relished in satiating her dominant side. Cristine commanded them both to use the double dildo and masturbated while watching them. She ordered them into the 69 position so they could rim each-other’s anuses. She administered an over the knee slapping of their sexy ass cheeks and watched the maid expertly bind Alexa in a sexy shibari bondage. Her head was spinning when she thought back of their sexy moans... For the first time she experienced truly dominating women. It was a delicious experience because both had gorgeous bodies and kinky minds. They fell asleep exhausted. The maid, who had slept in tight embrace with both of them, had crept out of their bed early in the morning to help with the breakfast preparations.




 Cristine yawned and stretched luxuriously, aroused again by Alexa's touch. There was a timid rap on the door. The door opened and the maid tiptoed in wearing her sexy uniform, pushing a trolley with a nice smelling English breakfast. She sang in a girly voice, bright smile on her face. 




"Good morning Ladies... This morning your breakfast is served in bed. And one of the courses is a complimentary oral service for each," she said smiling, as she pushed the trolley to the side of the bed so the wheels ran under the bed and the tray was right in front of them. They did not bother to cover their nudity and ate with great appetites. The maid was serenely kneeling next to the bed with her eyes cast down, waiting to deliver the complimentary last course. 




"What are you planning to do?" asked Alexa with her mouth full of delicious ham and eggs. 




"I guess I will stay with my Aunt before heading off to college. Obviously I don’t feel like listening to my foster parents after they sided with Father Patrick. I still have almost a month before school starts and I assume Artemisia will not object if I stay here for a few weeks. And... I still haven't had the opportunity to speak with her in private. I sorely need answers about my family and she is the only one who can provide them," Cristina said, currently spreading a generous amount of butter and jam onto a piece of bread.




"I hope everything will turn out ok for you!" Alexa said supportively. "Unfortunately, I cannot stay here with you, even though I would like to," Alexa said.




Cristine stared back at Alexa. "Why the hell not? Isn't this just heaven on earth?"




"It truly is. But my mother is not the sort of person one can mess with. I need to return to that camp and at least pretend I've been subjected to the catholic indoctrination for this whole time. If she knew that I'm here and what I'm doing, that would be my end. She would cut me off entirely."




Cristine shrugged. "Well, if you think it’s necessary... we will still be in touch though, won't we?"




"Of course! Of course, we will," Alexa retorted fondly and kissed Cristine on her lips.




"There is something that Sister Patience woman said that bugs me. It turns out that my foster mother is actually a former schoolmate and old friend. She said that there are things that I don't know about Artemisia and that if I knew, I would be shocked. If you saw the nasty expression on her face when she said that... it was almost triumphant. It made me very uneasy." 




As they kissed, Cristine heard her phone ping. She checked it and looked puzzled. It was a text from her step-mother, Claire. "I need to see you. Your life is in danger. Get back to me as soon as you can." 







✽✽✽








Teaser for volume 2





★ Cristine is back! A confident, sexy 18-year-old girl hones her natural Femdom skills and continues learning the art of true female dominance. In the second instalment of this plot-driven, Femdom suspense novel you’ll enjoy steamy scenes of erotic female-led relationships as you follow Her adventures. This page-turner will drive your pulse through the roof! ★




The release date of the Young Dominatrix vol 2 is set for July 2nd, 2021. Be sure to pre-order today at the Amazon store, so you don’t miss any of Cristine’s adventures!




The second part of the The Adventures of a Young Dominatrix series brings us back to the Femdom mansion of the renowned London socialite and lifestyle dominatrix, Artemisia Angelis. Cristine is finally free of the restraints imposed by her strict religious foster parents. She finds herself living with her sexy aunt and her cousin, Atalanta. Surrounded with slave servants and lovers, she greatly enhances her ability to  rule over men. Learning the ins and outs of Femdom, she studies and practices methods of mind control, male chastity and orgasm denial.




But the joys of the Femdom lifestyle are not the only thing on her mind. After joining Xanthippe’s Club, Cristine learns about the challenges the club faces, including the obscure Casanova Club that abducts and tortures young girls. Cristine volunteers to participate in a plan to overthrow the insidious organization. Using her alluring looks and her sharp wit, she again finds herself in a sex filled, full frontal assault on those who are a threat to women and girls.




The past often casts long shadows and Cristine soon faces a mighty, mysterious enemy – who threatens not only to destroy her and the people she cares about the most, but also female supremacy itself, as the only right world order.




The Adventures of a Young Dominatrix: Volume II is the second part of a four-part series.




This 60,000 word erotic novel contains explicit adult content including; femdom, forced chastity, crossdressing, coerced feminization, masturbation, oral sex, anal play, male slave training, etc. It is strictly suitable for adults only.

Be sure to pre-order today at the Amazon store, so you don’t miss any of Cristine’s adventures!
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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 the 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 has owned 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 emphatetic and balanced personality whose raison d'être is to help others achieve the happiness she herself was so lucky to attain. She has met dozens of D/s couples, Dominant Ladies 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. Peek through the keyhole into the bedroom of a sexy Dominatrix!




Books By This Author

The Femdom Syndicate: Volume 1


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.

This 54,000 word erotic novel contains explicit adult content including; femdom, forced chastity, crossdressing, coerced feminisation, masturbation, oral sex, anal play, male slave training etc. and is strictly suitable for adults only.

The Femdom Syndicate: Volume 2

Volume 2 of The Femdom Syndicate turns up the heat as Amy and Michael continue to explore their Femdom cuckold adventure together. Amy is beginning to enjoy her new-found power over Michael, and begins to explore her own sexuality in new and exciting ways. Amy is given a career opportunity of a lifetime by Emma, and becomes a member of the Society for the Advancement of Women. Meanwhile, Michael is falling deeper and deeper under the irresistible spell of Sophie, the beautiful and wicked Dominatrix. Sophie has plans for the couple, and neither Amy or Michael understand just how deeply Sophie’s claws have dug into them until it is far too late. 

Emma learns of Sophie’s misdeeds and takes decisive action to rescue Amy and Michael from Sophie’s clutches, setting the stage for an epic battle of wits and strategy between the two ultra-powerful women and their sexy allies.

Strap in and get ready for an unpredictable and incredibly erotic Femdom journey all across Europe, in which old friends and new join together to advance their cause in the secret, kinky world of Female Domination and male submission. 

This 67,000 word erotic novel contains explicit adult content including; femdom, forced chastity, crossdressing, coerced feminisation, masturbation, oral sex, anal play, male slave training etc. and is strictly suitable for adults only.

The Adventures of a Young Dominatrix: Volume 2

Cristine is back! A confident, sexy 18-year-old girl hones her natural Femdom skills and continues learning the art of true female dominance. In the second instalment of this plot-driven, Femdom suspense novel you’ll enjoy steamy scenes of erotic female-led relationships as you follow Her adventures. This page-turner will drive your pulse through the roof! 

The release date of the The Young Dominatrix vol 2 is set for July 2nd, 2021. Be sure to pre-order today at the Amazon store, so you don’t miss any of Cristine’s adventures!

The second part of the The Adventures of a Young Domminatrix series brings us back to the Femdom mansion of the renowned London socialite and lifestyle dominatrix, Artemisia Angelis. Cristine is finally free of the restraints imposed by her strict religious foster parents. She finds herself living with her sexy aunt and her cousin, Atalanta. Surrounded with slave servants and lovers, she greatly enhances her ability to  rule over men. Learning the ins and outs of Femdom, she studies and practices methods of mind control, male chastity and orgasm denial.

But the joys of the Femdom lifestyle are not the only thing on her mind. After joining Xantippe’s Club, Cristine learns about the challenges the club faces, including the obscure Casanova Club that abducts and tortures young girls. Cristine volunteers to participate in a plan to overthrow the insidious organization. Using her alluring looks and her sharp wit, she again finds herself in a sex filled, full frontal assault on those who are a threat to women and girls.

The past often casts long shadows and Cristine soon faces a mighty, mysterious enemy – who threatens not only to destroy her and the people she cares about the most, but also female supremacy itself, as the only right world order.

The Adventures of a Young Dominatrix: Volume II is the second part of a four-part series.

This 60,000 word erotic novel contains explicit adult content including; femdom, forced chastity, crossdressing, coerced feminization, masturbation, oral sex, anal play, male slave training, etc. It is strictly suitable for adults only.
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