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Chapter 1













A tall woman with a mane of black curly hair walked swiftly down a corridor in an old, but elegant building. In a matter of minutes she reached double-winged doors with a golden plaque. She didn't bother to knock and boldly walked in, entering the antechamber of an office. 




A dangerously pretty thirty-something, in a tight pencil skirt and a snow-white shirt, greeted her with a smile. She wasn't surprised by the self-assuredness of this new arrival. She gave the black haired woman a brief, friendly kiss and without further ado opened the doors to the office. 




A middle aged, smooth-shaved man in an expensive gray suit was sitting behind a massive oak desk, surrounded with messy piles of documents.




"Artemisia Angelis is here to see you, Prime Minister." 




He was expecting her. As the beauty walked in, he jumped right up, but she made him sit with a single condescending gesture.




His eyes took in the impressive form before him. Her breasts were tightly fitted in a scandalously low-cut black top. Her bust was way too large for decency and instantly commanded his undivided attention. She was well aware of her weaponry and as she walked across the large office to the table, her curves swayed alluringly.




"Timothy, I hope for your sake that you obeyed my commands and got me the file," she started matter-of-factly, not bothering with small talk.




Timothy was bewitched - he couldn't help but stare down at her cleavage. But upon closer inspection there was more to his longing stare than his primal instincts. On a delicate silver necklace dangled a subtle key, nesting snugly between the two majestic boobs. Every now and then she ran her elegant long finger nails down and touched the key for emphasis.




"Um... yes, Mistress Artemisia. I followed your commands and obtained for you the information you asked about." 




Artemisia confidently walked around the table and started to fiddle with the family photo in an ornate frame, perched on the table.




"Such a sweet family. What would Mary say if she knew I am in complete control of your cock? She is lucky to be living in a state of blissful ignorance... But after all, I do her a good service. Being frigid, she is probably relieved she does not have to perform in the bedroom anymore. But even so, I never fail to wonder how you manage to keep your secret from her that you wear a cage." She laughed.




Artemisia jerked one of the table drawers open and dropped the picture in unceremoniously. She approached Timothy, leaned slowly forward and spread his legs, her tits right in front of his face. He could feel her warm, sweet breath on his cheek as she bent over him to whisper in his ear.




"Did you dream of this moment?"




"Oh... yes Mistress." His knees started to tremble. It was weeks since Artemisia provided him with some relief. His orgasms were under her reign alone, he haven't had sex with his wife in years. Mistress Artemisia made sure all his thoughts and sexual fantasies were hers and she succeeded in that endeavor completely. Her heavenly boobs, long legs, her seductive eyes were occupying not only his wild dreams, but also his waking hours. There hardly was a moment when his cock wouldn't attempt to get erect as he thought of her domineering ways, divine figure, and her sweet taste.




"So let's trade. Tell me what I want to know and I will take the strain away from your needy cock." As she spoke, she firmly gripped the metal cage through his tight suit trousers. 




"But first... take your clothes off and get on your knees."




He did not need any more encouragement. He hastily started to strip off his suit as the grave gentlemen in the stately portraits watched him. Their eyes silently admonished him, despising him, for his failure to resist the sexy vixen. He was well aware that by removing each piece of garment, he was increasingly putting his successful political career in jeopardy.




"This attire becomes you best, prime minister," she scoffed ironically when he dropped to his knees, completely naked, on an expensive oriental carpet - a gift he recently received from the Iranian ambassador.




"Firstly, I will make sure you deserve the privilege of my personal attention." Artemisia walked to the door and called out: "Catherine?" 




She would generally leave less important daily conditioning to some of her other ladies whom she installed into various positions at Number 10.




The pretty office manager walked in wearing a wide, ominous smile. She carried herself with confidence and hauteur that was in blatant contradiction to her job position. She eyed the kneeling man with nasty, contemptuous look. His cock stirred.




"Dear Catherine, would you be so kind to update me on the progress in the training of this worm?"




"Oh, with greatest pleasure, superior Mistress Artemisia." Catherine approached "the worm" whose cock was unwittingly letting him know that his torturer, his trainer whom he was obliged to obey, was getting near.




"This piece of meat is gradually learning his place. He is sufficiently trained to meet all your demands and conditioned to respond with ever increasing arousal to all sorts of practices. You will find him very horny and willing to do your bidding. Whatever you ask, this pathetic male rug is ready to obey. His chastity training of course remains firmly in your hands. I peg him occasionally but never allow him any release." 




Artemisia nodded appreciatively. She kicked his knees wide open and slowly unlocked his cock. When she removed the cage, his member sprang up slowly, sleepy after the long confinement. Artemisia for a brief moment allowed the man to bury his nose in her crotch. He inhaled frantically, knowing the bliss wouldn't last long. It didn't. 




"First things first. What did you learn from the Chief Inspector?" Artemisia inquired.




"Aaah... yes," his mind, obfuscated by arousal struggled to perform, "...this of course is all strictly confidential." 




Artemisia folded her arms impatiently. "Obviously. Spit it out."




Timothy continued, suddenly anxious not to displease the woman, who held the key to his joy department. "The Chief Inspector reported that in the area of Greater London, there were already seven cases of disappearances - always young girls and all in the last two years. These cases all have common traits. None of the girls was ever found and all remain missing till this day. The file with copies of the information you might need is right here on my table. Please, take it as a proof of my loyalty," he said eagerly, fidgeting in restless anticipation.

 

Artemisia was apparently pleased. She grabbed him by his hair and forcefully navigated him to the oak table. She made him bend over, his cock pushed against the hard surface, dripping precum on the highly polished desk. Opening her bag, she swiftly took the file and placed it into her bag. From the inner pocket she retrieved a black object, covered in medical grade silicone. It was a prostate massage device. 




She lubricated it first by thrusting it forcefully into his throat so his gag reflex kicked in. Then she shoved it, rather forcefully, into his anus. His slave ass was well trained by Mistress Catherine to receive such rough treatment. He moaned with lust as she skillfully massaged his prostate with the vibrating toy. In short time copious amounts of cum were dripping from his cock.




 Once the milking was over, she made him clean the table with his tongue. After this humiliating and highly arousing procedure, she expertly put the chastity belt on again and clicked the padlock closed.




"Your office manager Catherine is needed elsewhere. Mistress Kimberley will now overtake management of the office for the time being." You may await my further instructions." Artemisia said and forced him to kneel again. She navigated his head to kiss her shoe in a final act of reverence. He eagerly kissed and licked her sexy stiletto shoe. Then both women left, the sound of their laugh gradually dying out as they walked down the corridor.




✽✽✽




Cristine was getting ready for her evening bath. Her curvaceous figure was dressed in a light black satin negligee hemmed with delicate lace that adhered to her shape and  accentuated her hourglass figure. Her prominent breasts protruded forward, subtly showing delicate nipples beneath the satin, which crowned the alluring sensual perfection of her divine body. 




A maid in a low-cut uniform with frilly skirt was combing Cristine's black, wavy hair. As the maid was arranging her hair in a loose bun on the top of her head, she revealed her slender, long neck. Another maid was preparing the tub with hot water and precious aphrodisiac oils. The smell of jasmine was filling the room, saturating the humid air with sexual energy. 




There was a quiet rap on the door. Cristine smiled and asked one of the maids to let in a tall, blue-eyed boy. He was the toy she brought with her from the Catholic camp. He was a devoted slave, who helped her escape the hell of the religious indoctrination and torture she received at the hands of dangerous Christian zealots. 




Bernard was kneeling in front of the bathroom doors, completely naked, aside from the metal chastity cage. When he was led in to see Christine, his youthful, slender figure was very pleasing to her eye. She felt an immediate surge of arousal remembering their erotic adventure in Frank Littlewood's old barn. There he proved to her that he could endure pain and humiliation for her sake... there it was that he gave her the first oral worship in his life. They both remembered. His cock instantly reacted to both the memory and now seeing her in the black satin negligee.




Bernard had arrived to the Angelis villa with Cristine and ever since he set foot at the queendom of Cristine's aunt Artemisia, his life was an intense sequence of humiliation, submission and bittersweet pain. He was currently undergoing rigorous chastity training to prove that he was worthy to become Cristine's real slave. 




The maids would appear in his slave cell to tease and mock him, doing all in their power to lead him astray and  enjoying themselves immensely in the process. As his trainer, Mistress Ava repeatedly reminded him that the house was awash with - thousands of slaves, who would give their eye teeth to become one of Cristine's personal slaves. The fact that he was brought in by Cristine herself was apparently no argument in his favor and Mistress Ava made it perfectly clear to Bernard that he needed to prove he deserved slavery under Christine. 




Bernard was already getting used to walking around the house naked with his cock locked in a cage. His shyness, that brought crimson color to his cheeks each time he met a woman, was wearing off. But when he stood in front of the three young women, he blushed a deep red and his cock began to helplessly stir in his metal prison. The two maids were eying him intensely. He already knew what this expression meant... they were having the time of their lives making him suffer from constant orgasm denial.




The Angelis house offered settings for all sorts of erotic adventures. The bathroom was a large stately room, tiled with dark gray marble and a tub in the middle of the room - a perfect setting for a Goddess' bath. Walls were adorned with large paintings depicting scenes from Roman baths. Elegant women of Mediterranean complexion were waited upon by naked, equally olive skinned male slaves, who washed their Mistresses' arms and legs with sponges, massaged their necks and served them with their tongues. Unsurprisingly, all of them had a chastity cage.




"I called for you to assist me with my bath." Cristine cooed, a hint of mischief in her sweet voice. She beckoned him in with a single gesture of her forefinger and he obeyed.




The two maids grabbed him by the hands and pulled him into the room wher stood a tall, metal pillar reached from floor to ceiling. He wondered why he did not notice this ominous thing sooner. He was reminded of the columns for slave whipping he had seen in historic films. This seemed like an upgraded version of the same thing. He put up no resistance as the two maids shackled both his wrists and ankles to the rings.




The column was positioned to allow the lady, relaxing in the bathtub, to tease a male without lifting a finger above the bathtub level. There was a panel with a number of buttons, built into an armrest on the inner side of the tub.




Once Bernard was drawn close enough, he noticed the pillar had a number of see-through openings with many instruments hidden inside, ready to project whenever the cute little fingers of a lady in the bath pressed a button.




"I've heard a report from Mistress Ava that you are bravely resisting the teasing of these two beautiful maids." Cristine said as the two maids giggled girlishly. Bernard bowed his head, but she did not miss the hint of smugness that came across his face. 




Cristine smirked and continued "Now we will move to Level 2 teasing. Let's see if you are really so self-restrained! Perhaps they did not try hard enough?" She put an emphasis on the word hard and Bernard's cock twitched again. It was not missed on her. His cock in the narrow confinement of chastity felt hopelessly small and pathetic.




Bernard's balls were achingly full and ready to release all their contents in a powerful climax. But Cristine was clearly having fun denying him his orgasm. This drove him insane with lust. The devilish women under this roof read him like an open book. He was completely defenseless, unable to resist or fend for himself.




As he was safely shackled, Cristine started to slowly take off her negligée. One of the maids was helping her, stroking her neck and giving her seductive looks. Bernard was getting increasingly hot. He knew this was just a beginning taunt.




"Tell me now, what are your precise instructions from Mistress Ava?" Cristine asked teasingly as she dropped her shoulder straps, looking directly at him. 




"I... I must not climax. I'm forbidden to cum unless instructed otherwise..." He held his breath as the black satin was slowly and soundlessly slipping down Cristine's decolletage. Once the fabric glided over her hard nipples, it revealed her full breasts. Bernard blinked, just as if blinded by a sharp sun after long, dark night.




"Oops", Cristine breathed in mock shock. Her silk gown was now hanging on her hips. One of the maids meanwhile approached Bernard and started to stroke his chest. She then sensually pinched his nipple as she whispered obscenities into his ear, sighed and moaned. It certainly did not help his self-restraint, but that apparently was part of the game. 




The other maid was finishing preparations for the bath. She was taking great care to push up her perfect round ass for him to see it's close-up covered with tiny thong. She bent over, while making sexy sighs of effort.




Bernard was having difficulties trying not to fantasize about getting hold of her. Gripping her tight ass, shoving his cock deep inside... He was trying desperately to dismiss those thoughts, but his horny cock was relentlessly coaxing his brain with the pictures of sex with these alluring vixens.




His mind painted the most vivid scenes of him enjoying a threesome with the two maids. He envisioned Cristine, clad in figure-hugging latex with her pussy zipped open, forcing him to lick, as he was thrusting his hard, throbbing cock deep into the one young maid's ass and then switching it for the other maid's pussy.




All the women wore expressions of malicious joy, apparently aware of the primal fantasies they inspired in him. The maid, who prepared the bath, approached Cristine and started to slowly pull down her gown over her pubic mound, moving her hands around Christine's hips to caress her firm ass cheeks. 




The maid drew herself so close, their lips were mere inches away. Cristine felt inspired to kiss the inviting lips and as the satin gown fell to the ground, they lustily pressed against each other, swaying their hips in rhythmic unison. The other maid did not hesitate and whispered naughtily into his ear, tracing his nipples with the tips of her fingers.




After their passionate kiss, the maid gently disentangled herself and led Cristine by the hand to the tub. Cristine, her stunningly gorgeous body now in plain sight, entered the water like a Venus. 




"Mistress, this bathtub offers a number of very nice programs for both you and for your slave. I suggest you try number 3 MP program." Both maids retreated, knelt next to the bathtub. They were facing the pillar and gave Bernard smoldering looks.




Cristine immersed herself, her heavenly boobs flowing in the clear, intoxicating, fragrant water. She reclined into the tub to make herself comfortable. When she relaxed into a lying position, the control panel was conveniently at her right hand. It had two rows of buttons, apparently used to operate both the pillar with the slave and the bathtub. 




First Cristine played with the buttons of the pillar to test the various functions. The scale of torturing instruments was ingenious and offered versatile combinations for endless fun. A cat o' nine tails shot out and her slave's nipples were whipped with the leather straps. Another button released a set of metal bands that grabbed his chastity cage and sent an electric current shock. 




One of the maids pleasantly said: "At this point we suggest removing the chastity device, so that we can leverage the best stimulation for our restraint test." 




Cristine nodded in approval, unfastening the fine necklace. Bernard followed the key to his male pride with his eyes, as Cristine fished the key from between her large breasts and handed it, dangling hypnotically on the silver chain, to one of the maids. In a few skillful moves they opened the lock and removed the device. Bernard's cock immediately sprang up at a steep angle. 




Cristine pressed number 17. A black silicone conically shaped dildo appeared in the lower section of the pillar. The ankle shackles started to move to the sides, until Bernard stood with his feet wide apart. He suddenly panicked - he never had experienced any anal penetration and from what he could make out from low-key buzzing, this fucking machine sounded ominous. He let out a yelp, as the dildo slowly entered his anus. Before he could protest, Cristine pressed number 24 and an artificial latex gloved hand covered his mouth, pressing firmly against his lips, effectively preventing any sound from coming out.




Both maids, armed with sponges and brushes, started to wash Cristine. They shot him seductive looks as they massaged her breasts in circular motions, pushing them up and down with sensual sighs. As they were busy exploring every inch of Cristine's divine body with their slender fingers, Bernard was kept on edge by the prostate massage the dildo was designed to perform. Had it not been for the latex glove, he would be begging for mercy.




Bernard knew he couldn't resist much longer. One of the maids slowly dropped her hand between Cristine's legs. She relaxed and parted them, revealing her cleanly shaved sex. Bernard couldn't hold much longer, his young body was so anxious to cum, he was struggling to resist the urge.




Curious about the maid's recommendation, Cristine pressed the number three program button. At that moment she realized that the bathtub wasn't made of enamel or acrylate. It was a smooth silicone form. Upon pressing the button, the bottom of the tub started to change shape. It slowly and gently pushed Cristine's legs open. 




In a moment Cristine's legs were spread wide and a clitorial massage with a stream of water flowing from three jets commenced. It was so amazing, she couldn't help but moan and sigh in a high pitched voice. Both maids were busy making the experience even more intense. One of them kissed Cristine and the other played with her nipples. This amazing show was enough to drive Bernard insane with lust. Seeing Cristine in orgasmic throes was enough to take him over the edge. 




Bernard, trying hard as he did, could not overcome his urge to ejaculate and a powerful squirt sent his cum forward. Both maids jumped up, triumph in their eyes, mingling with mock indignation. 




"Mistress, the thing just came. Are we allowed to launch the punishment routine?" One of the maids sang happily. Bernard was hanging in the shackles, mortified and scared. His arousal was gone and all that remained was the sense of violating the commands he was given.




"Let me punish him first." Cristine retorted, not moving an inch from the deliciously warm water. She pressed number 34 and a thick whip started to sting Bernard's chest.




"Hmmmph... oommph!" Bernard's mouth was still covered as he tried with all his might to stop this painful punishment. He wriggled and squirmed like a worm, with each blow tears welled in his eyes. For the first time he saw the dark glow of sadism in Cristine's eyes. Composed and relaxed, she sipped a champagne and touched her breasts lightly, as she watched him getting the punishment he deserved. 




"Now you can have him, ladies. Teach him, what orgasm denial is really about." Cristine said casually when she grew tired of the whipping show. The maids were at the ready and snapped a heavy metal collar around Bernard's neck, before freeing him from the shackles. When they did, they yanked a rope, attached to the collar and Bernard fell to his knees. 




"Now, you are in for a nice treatment with us. You will learn what self restraint really feels like." One of the maids cooed sweetly. She was leading him out of the room. Bernard trotted behind her worried and tripping over his own feet.   




✽✽✽




Shortly after they had left the Prime minister's office, Artemisia and Catherine were zooming through the streets of London in Artemisia's black limousine. In her business meetings with other Xantippe's Club members Artemisia always made sure to provide her guests with a superb experience. The luxurious comfort of the limo was enhanced by the presence of two of her most handsome slaves, trained to freshen up drinks, massage feet and overall anticipate the needs of the ladies.




Comfortably reclined in leather seats, both women were sipping champagne and discussing the information they had acquired from the offices at Number 10 as well as the plans for the Xantippe's Club. Artemisia's slave eagerly polished her boots, whereas Catherine's was serving her a plate with assortment of canapes.




"Atty, I just can't see why you set your heart on finding the Lost Girls. Don't we have enough on our plates already?" said Catherine, helping herself to salmon caviar.




"I see what you mean... But one of the girls who disappeared is the daughter of Mistress Olympia. As a mother I naturally empathize with her! I promised her our assistance in getting her daughter back. What's wrong with catching a sociopath who abducts young girls?" Artemisia asked.




"I am not saying it isn't praiseworthy. I just think we should stick to our cause. I'm sure the police will catch the offender soon. If I were you, I would focus on our project Next Generation. You had great success in turning the Catholic summer camp into the recruitment center for novice Dommes. We run an enviable school of Femdom. Isn't it enough?" Catherine said, popping in a strawberry from her champagne glass.




Artemisia smiled. "True, the Catholic camp was a phenomenal success. We secured ourselves a constant influx of the most rebellious, headstrong and domineering girls. The best material to convert into Dommes." 




"Right! That's what the Xantippe's Club should focus on. Anyway, when is Atalanta coming back from her mission at the Catholic camp? She was a most useful assistant to me here at Number 10. I cannot pull all the strings on my own and I don't trust Kimberley all that much." Catherine offered, flattering Artemisia's parental pride.




"I'm quite relieved you say so. Atalanta is getting into the age where I feel like I am losing the close connection we once had. She started to... well, sort of act up... I lost the influence I used to have over her. In the last months she started to dress weird, her taste in music changed... I guess it is up to you as a role model to help her into the final stages of becoming a Domme. I rely on you."




"Don't worry about that. She is in a difficult age, but it will pass soon and you know that Atalanta will be in the best hands. Just try to think of us when we were her age." Catherine said with a smile.




"You're right... Do you remember how you brainwashed your own brother to serve as my butler? Good old times." Artemisia leaned towards Catherine and affectionately pressed her hand. It was stone cold.




They had just about fifteen minutes left before arriving at Catherine's home. Artemisia promptly got back to business. "Your ability to extort information from males is unparalleled. The inspector of the West End Department is keeping some of the information to himself... You will find some way to extort the additional information we need. Here's a copy of the file I got from the Prime Minister, he got it directly from Scotland Yard." Catherine took the file from her reluctantly. Artemisia could easily tell that she was far from enthusiastic about the new task but respected the wishes of her as a superior. 




The Ladies' minds shifted to more agreeable thoughts as their slaves removed their shoes and started to massage their toes. The blue-eyed boy, who was taking care of Catherine had a sexy jacked body and very apt hands. After a short while Catherine was moaning lustfully and sighed: "I'd fancy to borrow this slave for the evening! If he is half as skilled in giving oral as he is in massaging feet, I will have a very satisfying evening." 




Artemisia laughed and nodded. "Yes, this slave was trained by Mistress Ava. I don't have to tell you how sexually insatiable she is. I'm sure that she, as a primary trainer, would be very pleased to have you enjoy his nimble tongue. He needs to serve at the party today, but you can take him home afterward. I'll happily lend him to you for a week or two." Catherine thanked her.




Artemisia turned down a phone call and in short succession another. Catherine smiled.




"Always so busy... What is on your radar now?" Catherine asked.




"Oh, a number of things... My enemies are getting more and more vile. I need to find out what is going on... I'm no scaredy cat, but my intuition tells me, it is different this time. I will take precautions to protect my family."




"You definitely should. You have already stepped on a great number of important toes. I think you can expect some retaliation from the Catholic church after their humiliation at St. Catherine's Abbey." Catherine said.




Artemisia nodded, but didn't look too concerned. "Anyway, I will meet with a representative of Marquis Media - the group that runs the most popular paper, the Daily News. Luckily, she is a fellow Domme. Perhaps she will shed some light on the Lost Girls case. The papers seem to be very well informed. I think I have something special to help me with that." 




"It is so demanding to juggle both Club and company matters... I don't even have time to even train my own sissy husband."




"I'm sure Mistress Ava is taking care of that for you." Catherine retorted.




"True enough! But I would not miss Atalanta's birthday party for the world. It will be truly special! Be sure to be there on time, you will love it." Artemisia used a tone that made it crystal clear that not participating would cause serious offense.




The car pulled to the side in front of Catherine's house. The slave driver assisted her out of the car, bowing with his hat off. She waved Artemisia off as the shiny limo sped out of sight, waiting for the car to disappear around the bend. Then she called a number on speed dial. 




"I've got news."   




✽✽✽




Cristine stood on the front porch of the Angelis house, seeing off her lesbian friend Alexa. Much to her disappointment, Alexa intended to return to the Catholic camp. Mistress Artemisia provided her with the means to return - a classy black Mercedes with a driver. 




"I know you don't want to cross your mother... but wouldn't you rather stay here? We had so much fun together." Cristine suggested, sorry to see Alexa go.




"I told you already what my mother is like. If she finds out I'm no longer at St. Catherine's Abbey, she will make my life living hell... I already risked a great deal by staying here. Consider the reputation of your aunt. You know she is seen by the Church people as the most degenerate and perverted woman that ever walked the earth." Alexa looked at Cristine apologetically, but her friend was not in the least offended.




"If the church people say so, that is the highest distinction!" Cristine offered lightly. Alexa laughed.




"Well, at this point Artemisia and Xantippe's Club has completely taken over the place, so there is no harm in staying there. The General Director is safely under the heel of Mistress Lucia. You can now pretend you are undergoing the rigid religious education and enjoy the rest of the summer in the countryside." Cristine hugged Alexa the last time and waved her as she disappeared from sight in the Mercedes, driven by one of Artemisia's best slave drivers.




Cristine was sorry to see Alexa leave the Angelis house. Not only would she miss their sexy encounters, her slender body and sensual lips, but most of all their budding friendship. Admittedly, the Angelis house was full of excitement and pleasure, a number of male and female slaves was always at the ready to fulfill her every need, but close companionship with a girl the same age would be sorely missed. Now she was left with her boy slave Bernard. His reverent silences were not the same as the confidence of a girlfriend...




As Cristine walked up the stairs back to her room, immersed in thoughts, she ran into a strange woman. They both froze for a moment, instantly recognizing each other. Albeit greatly changed, dressed differently, and made up beyond recognition, it was undoubtedly sister Patience! Cristine only stared. The lover of Father Patrick, who was so infatuated with him... The monster who did not hesitate to torture Cristine and Alexa in the most cruel way, just to make herself agreeable to him.




Sister Patience was dressed in a tight leather skirt, a corset and white shirt. Cristine was completely at a loss of how this woman happened to be walking freely about her aunt's house. Last time she saw her, she was handcuffed and escorted to the house to get punished for her horrific acts towards her and Alexa. Cristine opened her mouth to say something, but no words came out. Puzzled, she turned on her heel and hurried away. She did not hear sister Patience calling after her. 




Cristine stormed into her room, her head dizzy. Early that day Cristine had received a frantic text message from her stepmother. She re-read it. Claire claimed that Cristine's life was in danger in her aunt's house and implored her to meet her. At that point Cristine saw this as a cheap attempt to get hold of her again... Was her stepmother right after all? Is her aunt Artemisia indeed involved in a scheme to hurt her? 




Cristine's step parents' decision to send her to the Catholic camp was a bitter pill to swallow. Their disappointing reaction to her bravery, their resentment to her framing a dangerous pedophile in her school... All of that led her to the decision not to see them again. She would rather live with her aunt, who was considered degenerate and a pervert, than stay under one roof with people whose religious community was of greater consequence to them then her. 




Cristine was playing in her mind all the events of the last days. Especially one thing sister Patience said when they captured her resonated in Cristine's ear: "...Sweet, isn't it, how you dote on your aunt. How your face brightened up when you talked to her... It is obvious there are things you don't know about her. I guess you will be quite shocked when you learn the truth. What a disappointment that will be for you..."  




Cristine could no longer suppress her feeling of unease, the ever increasing need to learn the truth. Did Artemisia have an ulterior motive for treating her so well? Was she, Cristine, indeed in danger as her stepmother claimed? There was only one way to find out. She swiftly typed a few lines and sent a message.




Cristine sensed that she had to leave unobserved, but that was not so easy to accomplish - the house was full of people. She packed only a little handbag and walked lazily around the corridors, pretending to admire the fascinating collection of kinky instruments. Installed between the ancient paintings in carved golden frames they looked strange and exotic. 




Artemisia was apparently an avid collector of the most bizarre instruments from all corners of the world, some of them clearly ancient. Cristine realized that dominant women and their slaves were living all around the world and in all eras.




Taking great care not to be observed by a living soul, she crept from the first floor to the ground floor. Surprisingly, she didn't meet anyone. When she touched the doorknob, relieved she was not spotted, a high sing song voice behind her stopped her in her tracks.





Chapter 2










Cristine slowly turned around. The voice belonged to Amanda, the beautiful sissy who happened to be Artemisia's husband of fifteen years. 




"Where are you going, dear?" she inquired politely, but there was suspicion in her voice. 




"Ahh... well, I thought of walking around London to get some fresh air..." Cristine stammered. Dammit. She couldn't possibly behave more conspicuously if she tried. Amanda was not convinced.




"If you lack fresh air, I would suggest you go to the garden instead. The London center is not renowned for its fresh air," Amanda retorted sweetly.




Cristine pulled herself together and decided to fight back. "Am I a prisoner in my aunt's house?"




"Of course not. But you should know better. There are people who will be after you for what you have done to father Patrick. The church people. Better to stay safe here." Amanda said, her voice much deeper than usual. Cristine hesitated, taken aback by the sudden and unexpected authoritative tone in Amanda's voice.




Amanda used her hesitation to continue: "Why don't you stay here, have a nice cup of tea in the garden? I will send for your slave to keep you company. I will make sure the stable management delivers your slave to you in a matter of minutes." Cristine hesitated but judged it wiser to obey. 




Realizing she stepped out of her sissy role with her niece, Amanda quickly returned to her usual sissy mannerisms and female sounding voice. "Your aunt will be back from her appointment with the prime minister any moment. She can surely discuss with you all that bothers you. Did you know that Prime Minister will attend our evening party... clad in a lycra suit? What fun." Cristine was not in the mood to humor Amanda and remained silent.




"Let me guide you to the garden, I know of a perfect place for you to relax", Amanda suggested sweetly, propelling Cristine forward by pushing her firmly behind the shoulders. Cristine let herself be guided to the garden, premeditating a scheme to get out of the house after all. Amanda seated her under a canopy of thick honeysuckle bush.




✽✽✽

Amanda honored her word. In a matter of minutes Bernard appeared. He was not alone though. At the entrance to the house appeared Robert and Michael, the muscular guys whom Artemisia often used as guards. They remained standing there, apparently instructed to prevent her from leaving.




Bernard was covered with bruises and his cock was locked in the chastity device again. He automatically fell to his knees and bowed, touching the ground with his forehead. "Your servant kneels before you, ready to observe any command." 




The skin on his body, covered with angry marks after the punishment for his ejaculation, ached like hell. Nevertheless, he felt for the first time in his life completely tranquil. The pain, the challenge of keeping up with commands his cruel torturers imposed upon him, all of that was worth it to become a servant to dominant women. With the rough treatment his inner submissive core resurfaced and took over his everyday personality. 




Cristine had to admit that ever since he arrived at the Angelis house, his transformation to a true slave was more than satisfying. He crawled to her feet and devotedly kissed the tip of her shoe. His gaze was always lowered and both his posture and attitude gave away his complete obedience and humility. 




Cristine encouraged Bernard to freshen her drink - Cinzano Bianco on ice - and serve her Greek olives with cheese, brought by the slave cook from the kitchen. She behaved as if she decided to really spend relaxing time in the garden, but her mind was racing to weave a plan to escape. 




"How was your punishment? You may speak up." Cristine said. Bernard, kneeling before her, raised his head slightly to look at her hands holding an elegant riding crop. A slight shudder ran down his spine. Instruments of that sort were scattered around the house to allow swift disciplining of a slave at any moment.




"The two maids took me to the dungeons and executed my punishment. I received numerous electric shocks into the cock cage, I was trampled upon in sharp heels and was showered with ice cold water. In the end I received 50 strokes with a thick whip." Bernard reported, unwittingly running his hand over a  nasty set of red marks on his chest caused by the sharp heels. The memory of the two maids, laughing maliciously as they stomped on his chest made his cock twitch.




"Oh, it seems the good maids have had a very positive influence on your submissive attitude." Cristine said pleasantly. She then laughed and shot a furtive look toward Robert and Michael, who did a very poor job of pretending they were not there to guard her. 




She continued in a much lower tone. "You already proved you are able to tolerate pain, humiliation and orgasm denial for my sake. Today you will undergo another test." Bernard raised his head, not daring to meet Cristine's eye. She grabbed him by the ring on his slave collar and pulled him up so that he looked her in the eye. "Let's see, if you are capable of really pushing your boundaries."




"Mistress, I'm ready to do anything you command." Bernard said earnestly. In his mind there was no longer space for doubts or worries. He was fully under the spell of female supremacy, established by Cristine and perpetuated by Artemisia's Femdom supervisors.




"Listen carefully. You must follow my instructions to a T." 




As Cristine explained the details of the task, Bernard's jaw was slowly dropping. He realized Cristine was not exaggerating when she spoke of pushing his boundaries... 




✽✽✽

Artemisia's office in the headquarters of YA Oil was at the top of a skyscraper in the City of London area. The oval office offered a magnificent view over the sprawling urban area. The dynamic cityscape was currently bathing in the warm summer sun of late afternoon. Artemisia took a moment to appreciate this view that seemed never to get old. 




A young intern in a smart black suit looked the paragon of business professionalism. His crew cut hair faded at the sides and his face was shaved smooth. Under his trousers an avid observer would notice a bulging chastity device. 




"Peter, Ms. Ikenna, the representative of the Marquis Media Group will be here in few minutes... I believe you have a firm grasp of the plan's details." Artemisia said, beckoning him with her index finger to get closer.




"Yes, General Director."




Peter dropped to his knees and crawled to her. She was wearing a pencil skirt with a long slit and stockings with seams that accentuated the perfect shape of her legs. When he got close enough, he placed the tip of his tongue on the heel of her shoe and slowly worked it up past the ankle, until he reached the seam. Then he traced it slowly up, until he reached the hem of the skirt. Artemisia leaned back and grabbed his hair. She directed him to crawl around her. His head was level with her lap. She rolled up her skirt to reveal garters and a perfect shaved pussy with no panties. 




"This will be your reward, if you succeed." Peter trembled with excitement. He desired to lick her pussy, but she just kept him at bay, teasing and tormenting him by raising his hopes and knocking them down again with malicious joy... He knew, however, that she might reward him for the success of his mission. This time he allowed himself to hope she would finally let him taste her divine sex. 




"Now go and bring her in." Artemisia playfully ruffled his hair. Peter sprang to his feet, drunk with lust he tripped slightly. He let out a silly little laugh, bowed and walked swiftly to the door, smoothing his hair as he walked, trying to compose himself.




Artemisia smiled indulgently. She liked these clumsy puppies. She returned to her table to put a signature on documents, neatly piled in an organizer. Right when she was sitting down, her cell phone rang. 




"Catherine?" 




"Atty, sorry to disturb you. I already have some news about the Lost Girls case..."




"Thank you, Catherine. I'm afraid that the representative of the Marquis Media is just coming to my office. Let's discuss in the evening." Artemisia hastily ended the phone call.




An elegant black woman walked into the office. She had smooth hair, combed back in an elegant, sleek ponytail. Artemisia smiled warmly, noting how sexy the new representative of the media company was. Her ebony skin contrasted beautifully with her shining white shirt. As she smiled, her porcelain teeth shone. Peter's heart dropped to his pants. How lucky he was! All of a sudden his task seemed much more palatable.




Both women shook hands and settled in comfortable leather chairs to negotiate their budding cooperation. The intern served them with sparkling water. The black Lady was watching his every step. He felt her gaze but did not dare to seek eye contact. Redness was raising to his cheeks.




"This is him?" Ms. Ikenna said, but judging from her content expression, she already knew the answer.




"Indeed, it is." Artemisia said with a confident smile. She knew that her boys were the cream of the slave market.




"This is one of the best specimens you can get. He is trained to provide all sorts of sexual services and much more than that." Mistress Artemisia called Peter and he promptly stripped his trousers to show his large cock caged in metal chastity, presently twitching from the pleasantly humiliating situation. Ms. Ikenna nodded approvingly.




Mistress Artemisia encouraged him to strip off the rest of his clothes. His athletic figure was a pleasure to look at. He had a tattooed left arm. "He is a tireless lover, but his forte is in oral service."




Peter knew the protocol for slave inspection and performed several turns and poses he knew Mistress Artemisia expected. 




"What's more, he has almost no hard limits. If you want to use him to amuse your friends, serve yourself. His anus is trained and he can do deep throat like a professional." Handing her a tablet, she played her a hardcore porn video, showing Peter in a number of graphic situations with both men and women.




"He most definitely is very... flexible." Ms. Ikenna commented, impressed.




"...he is also trained to excel in society, well versed in etiquette and conversation. He studied at Cambridge, is very skilled as a professional business assistant and fluent in French, German and Russian." 




As they spoke, Artemisia gestured to Peter, and he promptly dropped on his knees next to Ms. Ikenna. She reached to his head and ran her fingers through his perfectly styled hair. She gripped a handful of hair and tilted his head back, examining his handsome face. She was satisfied.




"Once you decide, you will receive the keys to his chastity device and a manual that will allow you to leverage his services to the fullest." Mistress Artemisia handed Ms. Ikenna the manual and the lady went through the brochure, turning pages. She was wearing several very conspicuous diamond rings. 




"I've heard that you are the best slave trader in the city. I am relying on your superb slave training skills. I have a rather short temper. Is he able to bear physical pain? I'd fancy giving him a beating now and then, if I feel like letting off some steam."




"Oh, absolutely! You didn't mention this preference! But now that you brought it up, I can assure you he is very resilient. In fact, pain is a major turn on for him, as you can learn in page sixteen of your manual." Mistress Artemisia assured her, while helping herself to seaweed chips.




"You have exquisite taste. I will have him." Ms. Ikenna pointed to her feet and Peter promptly dived to her feet and started to kiss her high heeled shoes.




Artemisia smiled, happy her intern, trained to cater to the taste and preferences of this woman, met with her immediate approval.




"Now to your part of the deal. What is it you want in exchange for your valued servant?" The ebony beauty was looking deeply into her new toy's eyes.




Artemisia took her time to respond. She knew that showing too much enthusiasm could hamper the deal. She took a sip of sparkling water and slowly returned the glass on the table before replying. 




"The green policies are wreaking havoc on the profits of my oil company. I need your assistance to promote my company and help to build a public image of a sustainable business." 




"I'm confident these stipulations will be met to your satisfaction." Ms. Ikenna assured her. Artemisia extended her hand and they shook on it.




"Slave Peter, according to paragraph fourteen of your slave contract, you are now bound to serve Ms. Ikenna for the duration of three months." Peter bowed to Artemisia and then adopted his place at the left foot of his new Mistress.




Ms. Ikenna was leaving her office with Peter, trotting respectfully two steps behind her. Mistress Artemisia gave him a final wink and they were gone. 




Artemisia remained composed and professional, but inside she was jubilant. She had invested much of her time and energy to train Peter not simply to become Ms. Ikenna's slave. He had a much more important task to perform. 

✽✽✽

Cristine headed to the house, leaving the shaded patio under honeysuckle bush, dragging naked Bernard on a leash. She walked confidently toward the two guards, who stood in a wide-legged stance beside the door eying her curiously.




"Robert, Michael, it is so sweet of you to guard me. I feel so much safer with you around." Cristine cooed and batted her long eyelashes. She already knew that these two were hardly smarter than  a bat. She couldn't but wonder, why Artemisia gave them any tasks, requiring any brain capacity - but so much the better for her. 




"Would you mind me going to my room? I would like to relax and take a nap. I feel under the weather today." Flirting unashamedly, Cristine walked with them to the house with Bernard in tow helplessly lagging behind them and tripping over his own toes as he strangled on the leash.




When Cristine arrived at the door of her suite, she undid Bernard's leash and ordered him to stay outside. Disappearing briefly in her apartment, she reappeared and threw Bernard a dust cloth. 




She turned to Robert and explained: "Bernard received commands from Mistress Artemisia. He will dust her collection of Femdom memorabilia. I want to relax, read a book, perhaps sleep a little. You two may guard me to your heart's content, but do it outside. I want some privacy." She shut the door with a bang, right to their faces. The two men looked at each other and shrugged. Their commands were clear, but no one had said that they should intrude on her privacy by forcing themselves into her suite.




Bernard excused himself and disappeared behind the corner of the corridor to start with the task Cristine made up for him. Robert and Michael chatted in hushed voices, discussing the upcoming evening event, rumored to be something very special.  




After a while, there was a suspicious ramble. Robert and Michael pricked their ears. 




"Did you hear it?" Robert said, bamboozled. Michael nodded, scratching his head. 




Bernard's voice called from a distance. "Robert, Michael, please, help me!" The hysterical tone moved them to investigate. They left their positions and walked around the corner to inspect.




Bernard, dusting the artifacts, knocked off a large Greek terracotta vase with Femdom scenes sitting on a top shelf of a high wall installation. As Bernard desperately explained, he attempted to clean the dust from the top, when the vase dropped and got stuck between two shelves one level lower. 




"Pleeaaase, help me put it back... Look at my ass, I cannot sit properly after the caning I was given in the morning. Save me, or they will beat the hell out of me again," Bernard begged, his eyes wide with fear. The two men laughed, but sympathizing with the poor lad, lifted him on their shoulders to return the vase to its original place. The situation was solved, the vase was salvaged and Cristine crept out of her room unobserved. She hid in a large wardrobe in the corridor until the two men returned to their positions, having no idea she was no longer in her room.




Bernard thanked Robert and Michael and hurried to begin phase 2 of Cristine's plan. After he searched the kitchen and Slave Stables, he found Amanda in the trophy room next to the parlor. She was inspecting the chastity cages arranged in the display cabinet. Lovingly taking them into her long fingers, stroking their shiny metal curves, checking their functionality by locking and unlocking the locks. Amanda always wore a bunch of tiny keys on a ring, dangling at her waist. One of the rules of the house was that she possessed spare keys to all chastity belts under the Angelis roof, those currently worn as well as those that waited in the trophy room for another wearer. 




Amanda stood facing the door, with a plain view to the main hall. Bernard had to get her away from the main door. "Miss Amanda?" The sissy turned around, measuring Bernard from head to toe. His slender body was athletic, his eyes with long lashes cast down in modest shyness. The youthful appearance and modest manners instantly ignited her imagination. 




"My Mistress Cristine wishes me to turn into a sissy for today's birthday party. I want to be the best sissy I can be - for my Mistress. No one compares to you. Would you teach me?" Bernard dropped his gaze shyly. Amanda's eyes lit up. It scarcely happened when prey entered so willingly into her snares.




"Well, I guess I could consider that. What would you give me in return?" Amanda's gaze glided over his young body and lingered  a split second on his caged cock.




"Whatever you wish. Mistress Cristine authorized me to repay you in any way you desire." Bernard spoke slowly and as Amanda looked into his eyes again, he maintained the eye contact for several long seconds. An unmistakable erotic hint. 




Amanda was an extraordinary sissy... her face was womanly; her legs were long with slim knees. She had the most amazing ass which she liked to show in a mini skirt or a fluffy tutu. Bernard himself was getting aroused by the idea of touching the perfect body. She was so close to a real woman, that he did not have to possess any bisexual inclinations to be aroused by her. 




But was he ready for anything more? Bernard was struggling with second thoughts. Before meeting Cristine and engaging in all sorts of perverse sexual activities, he never once thought of becoming a sissy. He also considered intercourse with a male as his hard limit. But here he was, standing naked in front of a sissy, who was very sexy, nevertheless endowed with a big cock.




Cristine clearly set her expectations. Bernard had to obey without hesitation, without objections or complaints. What will she make him do, before she makes him her slave for life? There was still time to head for the hills...




"You will come to my room. I will show you my sissy toys." Amanda turned on her heel and with feline grace walked to the door. Bernard followed with increasing unease. He knew there was no way back.




As they climbed up the stairs and disappeared in the corridor of the second floor, Cristine crept from her hide away in the wardrobe, silently ran down the stairs and before anyone could take notice, she was in the street. 




✽✽✽

Claire and Trevor Upright were plain people in their sixties. For decades all their efforts went into the demanding fostering job, which drained all color from their hair and cheeks. After sharing the house with Artemisia and her classy Domme friends, Cristine almost felt sorry for her stepparents, who looked so dull in comparison. Claire was so slim she was almost translucent. Trevor, admittedly, faced the demands of his fostering job by overeating and his waistline was by now almost larger than his height. 




Cristine, however resentful she felt before, had to appreciate that they had come to see her. A large family of foster kids depended on them, and yet here they were. Miles from their home, in London, a city she knew they heartily disliked. They did care for her after all...




Cristine arranged a meeting in a West End café, styled to attract especially students of a nearby college. When Cristine walked around and saw them sitting inside, she thought her stepparents looked oddly appropriate there. Sitting on woolen pouffes, with their careless appearance, they could pass for arts teachers. When she entered the door, Claire jumped up and opened her arms. Cristine couldn't resist the urge to hug her back. 




"I'm sorry." Cristine just said. When she disentangled from Claire's clutches, she hugged Trevor too. She always liked him. He was a good-natured guy who was always there for his kids. 




"I guess I owe you both an apology." Cristine said when they all sat around the table. "... I believe you meant well. But I will never be sorry for what I have done with regards to Father Patrick. The old pervert deserved what he got."




Claire leaned over the table and took Cristine's hand. Reading Cristine's expression, she knew precisely what she had to say. "Dear, we are not here to scold you. We traveled over half the country because we care." 




"Cristine, I know, what you think. It is me, who should be sorry. After you ran from the camp, I realized how grossly mistaken I was. I spoke to a number of people from the school... Father Patrick indeed is a monster that deserved to be punished. It is he who tarnished the reputation of our church, not you. I should have never doubted you. It is all my fault and I'm sincerely sorry for what you had to suffer because of my ill judgment." 




Cristine was impressed by the change in Claire's attitude. With every word her resentment was melting away. She always yearned to love and appreciate her stepparents. "Apology accepted."




Claire was finally getting to the subject she itched to bring up. I suppose you are now staying with your aunt. In her... residence." Cristine could see Claire was holding back, not giving away any hostility to Artemisia. She was aware how fragile their relationship with Cristine was at that point. She had only one chance and she was determined not to ruin it.

     

"Yes." Cristine admitted, a shadow of her old defiance in her voice.




"I assume that you are curious about what we have to say, otherwise you wouldn't have come." Claire continued. 




Cristine nodded. "If there is anything I should know about her, please tell me."




"I will not beat around the bush here; you have each and every right to know the truth. Before you ran away, all your life we protected you from the association with your blood relative. Now, there is no other way but to tell you why." 








Chapter 3










Bernard was led to Amanda's suite. He felt like he was entering an entirely different universe, which reminded him of a lolly pop dream of Katy Perry. The main room was furnished with a four-poster bed, covered with bright bright pink bedding. A movie star vanity table with a large mirror was framed with light bulbs. The tabletop was covered with make up and a number of wigs. A large wardrobe with transparent doors contained a vast collection of sissy clothes. 




Bernard stood on a fluffy pink carpet as Amanda sat down to the vanity table and took out her cell phone. Winking playfully at Bernard in the reflection, she made a brief phone call. He was looking around with a mixture of curiosity and unease. The girly design of the room contrasted weirdly with hardcore shemale porn posters, which covered every inch of the walls. Amanda was apparently not picky when it came to gender. Sissy maids with large boobs were fucked by Mistresses, bulls, and sucked the cocks of slaves or other sissies. The idea of engaging in these acts sent shivers down Bernard's spine. He couldn't help but wonder how many of these intercourses the large bed had already served and how many tons of cum was spilled on it.




"Mistress Ava, code 143. I humbly ask for permission," Amanda said into the phone, sounding much tamer. Judging from the ominously happy grin on her face, permission had been granted. Bernard could only guess what the code 143 could actually mean, but it definitely sounded like his fate was sealed.




The person on the other side of the line made some comment.




Amanda nodded, her gleeful expression fading. "Yes, Mistress Ava, of course you may attend with your students." 




Bernard was somewhat relieved. If Mistress Ava was present, he would hopefully come to no harm... would he?




In about five minutes there was a knock on the door. Amanda looked positively annoyed, but as she opened the door, she was all smiles again. 




Mistress Ava entered, her elegant figure and striking looks brightened up the room. She was not alone. With her were two young girls, probably in their late teens. 




"I brought assistants. I hope you don't mind!" Mistress Ava announced lightly.




Amanda greeted them with a wide smile. She led them to the room and seated Ava's entourage on a comfortable couch. 




"Monica and Samantha are from our Femdom University. They are completing their assignment on sissification.  I wish them to participate in turning this cute puppy into a maid. Artemisia authorized my decision." 




Amanda smiled sourly and nodded. Bernard could decipher that Amanda was not pleased with this turn of events. That probably was a good sign. Perhaps Mistress Ava would save him from the predatory tastes of Amanda.




Bernard's eyes fell on the two girls and instantly flushed beet red. For some reason he felt the most intense humiliation when seen like this by two of his generational peers - girls who easily might have been in his class. To his complete embarrassment, his cock was jumping in his cage up and down, twitching from the idea of being naked and humble in front of his female classmates. The funny twitching of his caged penis wasn't missed by the girls, and they giggled, whispering to one another. One of them pointed at his genitalia with a smirk and then burst out in boisterous laughter.




Mistress Ava approached Amanda and whispered to her. Amanda replied in a low voice, "No, Mistress. She is busy elsewhere. Of course, Mistress, all four stages authorized."




"Let's begin then!" Mistress Ava said.




✽✽✽




Cristine and her step-parents were sitting at a round table in a student café in the West End of London. The pumpkin latté Cristine ordered had been getting cold and Claire's plain black tea without milk was also left untouched. Although they were talking about weather and about Cristine's other siblings, the atmosphere was tense with anticipation. 




Claire and Trevor knew what their stepdaughter ached to know. It seemed difficult for both parties to start this serious conversation. Cristine, although itching to learn the truth, was at the same time afraid to ultimately destroy the remnants of her faith in her aunt. After all, Artemisia had saved her from Father Patrick and treated her so well.




After some minutes Cristine drew a deep breath and said, "I'm ready. Tell me about my mother then." 




Her face was sullen and as pale as her olive complexion allowed. Cristine scarcely wore such an expression. On a day-to-day basis she managed to keep sad thoughts at bay and entertained a cheerful disposition. However hard she tried, the unresolved past would sometimes resurface in her mind and cause an episode of melancholy thoughts. 




Back in the day when Cristine was little, Claire told her that her mother Persephone had died of a lethal infection. She never had a reason to doubt Claire's story and never asked about details.




"You need to understand that we were trying to protect you." Trevor said gently.




Cristine did not respond. 




Trevor continued, "All we know is from the social workers who told us this story. We never met your mother, she obviously died before we took you into our care."




"Never mind, please tell me all there is to know," Cristine said.




"As you very well know, your mother and your aunt are of Greek ancestry. Your grandfather Yiorgos Angelis was a wealthy entrepreneur, who established one of the largest oil companies in Europe. During the military coup in Greece in 1968 he escaped with his family to Britain, buying the West End house where your aunt lives today. To his disappointment, he didn't produce a male heir, only two girls. His wife, your grandmother, refused to move to Britain and stayed in Greece, where she died years ago. Your mother Persephone was the older one and Yiorgos decided to raise her, so as to make her the heir of his oil empire." 




As Trevor spoke, Cristine's jaw dropped. Her grandfather was a rich man and her mother was an heiress to the company. How did it come that she had to live in a family that struggled constantly to make ends meet? 




"What happened then?" Cristine asked impatiently.




"Don't interrupt, we will tell you all," Claire took over and continued with the story. 




"We can only guess how it felt for the younger daughter, who was every bit as clever, pretty and ambitious as her older sister. I was told that Yiorgos' openly preferential treatment of his older daughter caused Artemisia to resent her sister Persephone. She surely envied her the unfair advantage of being born just one year sooner than her, feeling it as a great injustice. Therefore, she rebelled as a teen and ran away. Artemisia associated with perverts and weirdos and became the depraved woman she is today. Her father was a devout Christian and this open revolt hurt him badly, but he was too kind to cast her off without a penny."  




Cristine with her empathy, with her innate skill to understand peoples' motives, feelings and actions was sensing where the story was heading. 




Claire joined the conversation. "The social worker did not tell us who your father was. He is missing on your birth certificate and the secret died with your mother. Unless of course, Artemisia knows." 

Cristine already knew that her father was unknown, but discussing this openly it felt every bit as shameful and unpleasant as if she heard it for the first time.




"As a baby you lived in the Angelis mansion. Persephone's orthodox father was enraged as his daughter had a child out of wedlock, but he put up with it, he couldn't bear to quarrel with another of his children. When you were three years old, your mother was hospitalized with a strange condition. Doctors were at a loss as to what caused it, but considering the systemic neurological symptoms, they suspected a rare viral infection. Her father had spent a fortune to save her, but eventually, your mother died. She was only twenty one." 




Claire hated to be the bearer of such news and dropped her gaze before she continued. She was speaking faster than usual, as she desired to have this unpleasant monologue over and done with. 




"Your grandfather couldn't cope with the loss and died of  a stroke only two weeks later..." 




Claire thought for a moment that she saw tears glisten in Cristine's eyes, but she shook her head and in a split second she looked as composed and brave as usual.




"Well, I assume that there is still something more. Your old classmate, Maggie, or rather Sister Patience, told me there is some horrible secret about Artemisia. She didn't tell me. I assume she has all the intel from you..."




"Yes, I'm getting there," Claire retorted. 




"I cannot prove it, but I'm almost certain your mother was poisoned." 




Cristine's expression changed. "Sorry, what?"




"One of the nurses in the hospital went to the police because she suspected poisoning," Claire explained.




"Well, if that was the case, an autopsy must have shown the truth!" Cristine exclaimed.




Claire looked at her apologetically, just as if it was her personal fault. 




"Unfortunately, the autopsy was done in haste and it did not show anything that would suggest foul play. Your mother was cremated shortly afterwards, and it wasn't possible to run any additional tests when the police came to investigate."




"So, what you are implying here is that it was my aunt, who wanted her out of the way. You think that she got rid of her, so that she could inherit all the riches, win her father's exclusive affection and become the heiress herself?" Cristine was talking both to Claire and to herself. Her head was spinning, but it made perfect sense. Claire's expression did not require any further explanations.




"I see now... Artemisia got me out of the way by giving me up to foster care. She knew that as an infant I would remember next to nothing of my previous life. What I fail to understand is why she wanted to become friends with me now? Does it make any sense at all?




Claire shrugged. "Perhaps she wanted to make sure you would not somehow learn all this and come to make claims on her inheritance. Or she wanted to do you in and is still looking for a good opportunity." 




Cristine scowled, her cheeks getting increasingly red with anger. 




"Someone should have told her, she must kill her enemies and their children too, or they will come one day to get their revenge."




Trevor, who was usually content to let his wife speak, interrupted. "Cristine, don't you realize you are dealing with a very dangerous woman? Please promise us you will never return to the Angelis woman."




"Thank you, dad. It means a lot. But you know as well as I do, that I cannot let it be," Cristine retorted, getting ready to leave.




"What are you going to do?" Claire exclaimed.




"I'm going back to the Angelis House. I already know what I'm gonna do." Cristine hugged them both and ran out of the door before they could stop her.




✽✽✽

Amanda got up from the vanity table and walked slowly towards Bernard who stood naked in the middle of the room on the pink fluffy carpet. The shy, naked boy was gleefully observed by the two Femdom university students who made themselves comfortable on a plush couch. Mistress Ava leaned nonchalantly on the poster of a large four poster bed, her arms folded in front of her body, smiling.




With every step Amanda's hips swayed alluringly and Bernard's pulse fastened. As she walked, she rattled with the ring, full of chastity device keys, dangling at her waist. Without even looking, she selected the key for Bernard's cage. Gazing deeply into his eyes, she licked her lips and slowly dropped the key between her breasts into her bra. She already had her boobs done and they looked very sexy in the low-cut uniform. He felt a sudden surge of arousal. Just the idea of having the cage removed, just the possibility of having his penis free again was enough to make his heart pound faster. Moreover, he was subjected to the inquisitive looks of the three sexy women.




Bernard stepped closer, and raised his hand, but Amanda slapped it. "No, don''t grab at my tits. Use your mouth." 




Bernard hesitated, but then obeyed and lowered his head into her cleavage. She smelled nice and his cock was reacting to the sight of the firm, large boobs. He delved his nose between her breasts and had to use his tongue to search for the key. Amanda tilted her head backwards and sighed as he tickled her boobs with his tongue. Eventually, he succeeded in extracting the key and pulled it out with his tongue.




Mistress Ava approached Bernard and extracted the key from his mouth. Her green eyes framed with dark eye pencil, looked deeply into his. Using the tip of the key, she slowly traced from his lips to chin, slowly crossed the Adam's apple, slid between the collar bones, down between his nipples and over the belly button, until she reached the cage. Maintaining eye contact, she unlocked the belt and extra carefully removed the cage, leaving only the ring on. Bernard felt just like a prisoner, who tasted fresh air after decades of incarceration.




"Monica, Samantha, tell me, what is the first step in turning this puppy into a sissy maid?", Mistress Ava asked the two students.




Monica and Samantha raised their hands enthusiastically, but Samantha was a split second faster. Ava looked at them both with a fond pride and nodded. Samantha started in a nerdy voice. "First we need to strip this puppy of his manliness by removing as many attributes of his male identity as can be done without removing his sexual organs."




"Very good!" Mistress Ava retorted. She walked with feline elegance to Bernard and measured him from head to toe. He blushed and looked sideways, aware that he must not, under any circumstances, initiate eye contact. It therefore came as a surprise when Mistress Ava grabbed his balls tightly, just belo the chastity device ring that remained on. 




"The sissy candidate needs to be stripped of all that makes him male. His male identity needs to be removed, step by step." 




Ava slowly weighed his balls. "Who will volunteer for stage 1?"




 Both girls' hands darted up.




"You may start with stage 1, Samantha," Mistress Ava directed. Samantha smiled victoriously at Monica, whose peevish expression betrayed her disappointment that she would not get the chance to play with the virgin sissy herself. Samantha approached Bernard and attached a leash to his slave collar. She walked slowly toward the door leading to a bathroom, taking care to give him time to catch up. Was she a caring type of Domme or was it just a deception to lull him into the false sense of security before cruel torture?




"We will enjoy the show here," Amanda grinned. She switched on a large TV on the wall, usually used to air BDSM porn. A wide-angle live stream offered a generous view of all that was taking place in the bathroom. Mistress Ava and Amanda made themselves comfortable on the couch next to Monica, who sat slightly annoyed. Most slaves under Artemisia's roof were handsome, but Bernard was her generational peer. 




"What can I get you from the bar?" Amanda asked, helping herself to double shot of Scotch. She served her guests with beverages of their choice, and they made themselves comfortable to watch the live show.




Bernard could finally pay attention to his captor. Samantha, a girl of twenty, was wearing a tight black mini dress and high boots that reached above her knee. Bernard was devoted to Cristine, but Samantha with her porcelain skin and plump lips was strikingly beautiful as well. He could hardly control the fantasies she inspired in him. Wearing such a Dominant attire, he instantly saw himself licking her boots to clean them. But that was not expected of him, not today.




"C'mon, your journey to become a pretty sissy starts now!" Samantha lured him to a shower corner. It was rather narrow and she pushed him in. On a shelf there was an assortment of what appeared to be flower scented shower gels.




"First, you need to wash off your male smell. These shower gels are not regular cleaning products. They were devised to remove the male pheromones and replace them with female pheromones. The science behind this is intriguing — not only will you smell as a woman, but you will immediately feel more womanly," Samantha said, her eyes shining in excitement. "When your Mistress decides to offer you to her male friends, they will be attracted to you as if you were a real woman." 




Bernard was wondering if this was the reason why Amanda seemed so attractive to him. Perhaps she also used these female pheromone shower gels. 




Samantha turned on the shower and directed the head onto him. The water was nice and warm, Samantha wasn't so mean as to shower him with ice cold water. When he was all wet, she entered the shower corner and stood so close he could smell her perfume. She smelled divine. His cock was yet again erect, making the ring fit very snuggly and almost touching her thigh. She applied a generous amount of shower gel into her palm and started to massage Bernard's body. Her touch was electrifying and sent waves of arousal down his spine.




"Now turn around," She commanded softly. He obeyed. By the sound of it, he guessed Samantha just put on a latex glove. She unceremoniously shoved soapy fingers up his ass and fucked him slowly with them, finding his prostate and massaging it. "You need to be infused with the pheromones. We need to make you become really attractive to men." 




Bernard still struggled with the idea. 




"This evening will be very special. Our guests will judge for themselves if we have done a good job," Samantha giggled, aware how his body suddenly stiffened, and his sphincter hugged her fingers tightly. 




"Very well, practice your sphincter... Did you think this is all make believe? No, my dear sissy... this is the real deal. Your Mistress asked us to perform a complete sissifying procedure and we will not disappoint her. You better get used to being fucked up your ass. My fingers will be the smallest of the things going up there today. Some of our friends are very... very well endowed if I may say so," Samantha giggled again.




Bernard could hear laughter in the next room, realizing that their conversation was overheard. Apparently, his concern about being a passive toy in gay intercourse seemed exhilarating to them. His humiliation was complete. Samantha, with her hand covered with foam, firmly gripped his manhood and gave it several strokes. For a moment she lifted his chin and made him look into her eyes. He could tell she was aroused.




"Now, time for a shave! You need to learn how smooth and sensual it feels when you slide on a silk gown over a freshly shaved body..." Samantha cooed and produced a razor. She gently ran the razor all over his body, checking with the other hand if the result was to her liking.




Again, the feeling of her touch on his skin was almost otherworldly, emanating strangely gratifying energy. She left his pubic area for last, and finally got near his penis. She carefully shaved all his pubic hair that had just begun growing again after the first shave when he came to the Angelis house.




"Now you are primed for Stage 2," Samantha announced and put the collar around his neck again, walking him out of the bathroom to the merry company of the women who were chatting and laughing.




Monica was immediately next to him and in a few expert moves she locked his cock in a cage again. This time it was made of pink plastic. As he looked down at himself, he felt humiliated and truly pathetic. His cock looked minuscule and laughable. 




In the meantime, Mistress Ava took life-like silicone breasts for sissies out of the richly equipped wardrobe. With Monica's help they attached them to his body. Monica then slipped a black satin lingerie over his head. The feeling of sensual pleasure when the satin glided over his smooth skin was precisely as Samantha described. The loose skirt waited for a fluffy tulle tutu. They helped him into it. Now Bernard's skirt was lifted up with the rich folds of tulle and his pink cage was visible just like Amanda's.




"Now it is my turn to make you into the little slut you didn't even know was hidden right below the surface!" Amanda guided him to her vanity table. She selected a nice wavy blond wig and put it on. She observed the effect but wasn't satisfied. She selected one with straight hair instead and smiled approvingly. "This one becomes you. Matches your complexion."




Bernard was shocked to see his reflection. The wig changed him completely. He had to admit that a stranger could easily mistake him for a real woman. 




"Now, every little slutty sissy must look seductive! How else would men recognize that you are a whore, whose body orifices are ready for a fuck?" 




Amanda danced around him with pencils and tickled him with brushes of various sizes. His eyes closed, he could smell a powdery fragrance and the berry scent of lip gloss. In fifteen minutes Bernard was changed beyond recognition. He wouldn't know himself. His lips, lined with red pencil and painted with bright red lipstick looked inviting, eyes were large and naive, cheeks blushing.




"You are ready now. Our male friends are already waiting in the red playroom," Amanda announced pleasantly. Bernard's blood froze. 




✽✽✽




Ms. Ikenna walked into the bathroom of her modern loft apartment. The minimalist design of glass and metal details, set in clean white marble provided a flattering background to her glowing ebony skin. She was carrying a large glass of water. Her new slave assistant was left kneeling in front of the door.




She wore only a white towel, lazily wrapped around her slender body. She liked what she saw in the mirror and gave herself a radiant smile. No wonder males were swooning over her and offering prodigies for the opportunity to fuck her. Her life was very easy thanks to her striking looks.




From the top shelf of a bathroom cabinet she produced a small box, decorated with silver linings and a logo, an elegant coat of arms. It was the right time to test the genius invention... Ms. Ikenna opened the lid and revealed a row of ampules, a bottle of oil and a brochure.




Ms. Ikenna had already studied the manual and now she just took one of the ampules and broke off the cap. She drank the contents in one gulp. It tasted nice; a dragon fruit flavoring was masking the bitter concoction of herbs. The potion was supposed to work in several minutes. 




Walking to the sink, she drank a full glass of water. She took a bottle from the box and rubbed a mixture of argan and frankincense oils into her skin. She dropped the towel and massaged her belly, her breasts and back. 




Taking time to enjoy herself, her slim fingers found their way between her labia and massaged her clit, which made her very needy for sex. She sat on the edge of the bathtub, spreading her legs wide. Her exquisitely shaped thighs, that she was so proud of, and her smooth radiant skin were her great source of power over men.




Her nipples hardened and her sighs were getting more and more intense as her hand worked faster and faster on her clit. She started to fuck her own pussy with her fingers. She suddenly realized how much she wanted to get laid... One of her lovers was just a phone call away and she could satiate her thirst for a good fuck in minutes. He would arrive in a manner of minutes, even if he would have to raise himself from the dead. She desired to have the horny macho stud with her now, to straddle him and  to fuck him unconscious.




But no... Not today. She had to do it alone, those were the directions. Her juices had to be clean and unpolluted by male sperm — that would ruin the experiment altogether. Biting her lip and pinching her nipples with her left hand, she soon climaxed, imagining her bull's cock ejaculating into her.




When Mistress Ikenna was done, her pussy was covered with her juices and she felt the need to piss, just as the brochure described. That was the right moment to call slave Peter in. She did not have to yell loud, as he was just outside the door listening to her moans and getting incredibly horny by overhearing such a thrilling scene.




She ordered him to lay on the floor and sat on his face. He hungrily licked all the sweet juices, smelling of frankincense.




"Now, drink my nectar, slave." 




Ms. Ikenna squatted above his face and relieved herself into his mouth. Her urine tasted like heaven, and he drank lustfully, aroused intensely by the humiliation. 




As soon as the urine got down to his stomach, he felt warmth and fuzziness spreading from his face to his whole body until the curious feeling reached his fingertips. His brain slowly started to rewire. He had the foreboding that something was changing in his mind, but he couldn't bring himself to fight it.




✽✽✽




Although Cristine's thoughts whirled, she managed to come up with an idea how to get back to the Angelis house unobserved. She was convinced that both Robert and Michael were still patrolling in front of her suite. But the main door was guarded as well. No one could get in unless the butler allowed it.




The side door leading to the Slave Stables were out of the question as well. The stables were always full of Dommes, maids and caged slaves. Getting into the garden was downright impossible — the walls were three meters tall and guarded against intrusion by CCTV cameras. The easiest way in was by diverting the attention of the house occupants - especially the butler - and to sneak in through the main door. 




On her way back, she stopped at a gas station and bought a couple of things. Hiding in a quiet corner of a local park, she used a beer bottle, gasoline, and a rag she found in the street to manufacture a Molotov coctail. Now she silently thanked her guerilla activist friends who taught her how to make them.




Walking around the high walls of the Angelis mansion, she lit the rag that plugged the bottle, and threw it into the garden. It was a risky maneuvre. What if she hit someone? What if no one noticed the silent explosion and the house caught fire with all the people inside it? But she was in luck. 




Someone spotted the fire and in a few minutes all the house was in a state of uproar. Everyone ran into the garden where the bottle shattered on one of the garden benches. The resulting fire swallowed the wooden bench and effectively attracted most of the occupants into the garden. Cristine used the chaos to creep unnoticed into the house and back into her suite.  




✽✽✽




Although Cristine's thoughts whirled in her mind, she managed to come up with an idea how to get back to the Angelis house unobserved. She was convinced both Robert and Michael are still patrolling in front of her suite. The main door was guarded as well. No one could get in unless butler let him in. 




The side door leading to the Slave Stables were out of the question as well. The stables were always full of Dommes, maids and caged slaves. Getting into the garden was downright impossible - the walls were three meters tall and on the outside guarded against intrusion by CCTV cameras. The easiest way in was through diverting the attention of the house occupants - especially the butler - and sneak in through the main door. 




On her way back, she stopped at a gas station and bought a couple of things. Hiding in a quiet corner of a local park, she used beer bottle, gasoline and a rag she found in the street to manufacture a molotov coctail. Now she silently thanked her guerilla activist friends who taught her to make them.




Walking around the high walls of the Angelis mansion, she threw the bottle, sealed with the rag, into the garden. It was a risky maneuver. What if she hit someone? What if no one noticed the silent explosion and the house would catch fire with all the people in it? But she was in luck. 




Someone spotted the fire and in a few minutes all the house was in a state of uproar. Everyone ran into the garden where the bottle shattered on one of the garden benches. The resulting fire swallowed the wooden bench and effectively attracted most of the occupants into the garden. Cristine used the chaos to creep unnoticed into the house and back into her suite.  




✽✽✽




No sooner had Cristine had closed the door of the suite behind her, there was a knock on the door. Cristine, startled, opened the door again. Outside stood her cousin, Artemisia's daughter, Atalanta. She was wearing a long black goth cloak with corset lacing. Her eyes were framed with black pencil, her blond hair streamed freely down her back. She looked like a diehard fan of heavy metal. She was accompanied by two naked and collared slaves, with a branded "A" on their chests, who were carrying her luggage.




"Hi, Cristine!" she exclaimed in high pitched voice and gave her a heartfelt, rather oppressive hug. 




"What a commotion! Did you see it? Seems the prudes attacked us again. I just arrived and all the house is upside down! Wait till mother hears about this, she will go ballistic! Molotov cocktail again. Why don't they just let us be? Anyway... Will you let me in?" 




Cristine wasn't as fast at inviting her in as courtesy would require. She was dumbfounded by the unexpected visit — complete with luggage and entourage. 




"Um... yes, sure. Please, come in," Cristine mumbled. The two slaves followed Atalanta inside.




"You, unpack this bag," Atalanta pointed imperiously at one of her bags and gestured towards one of the empty rooms of the spacious suite. The slave with ginger hair bowed and ran to unpack her clothes. Judging by his expression, he was elated by the prospect of touching the sexy garments of his beautiful Goddess.




"I hope you don't mind, but my mother insists I stay with you during the rest of the summer holidays. She apparently thinks I need a supervision," Atalanta explained as she directed another slave to unpack her musical instruments in the living area.




"How are you settling in? I hope my mother is not too much of a nuisance to you. She just believes every young girl should follow her steps and become a Domme. Just as if her lifestyle is the only possible way of life," Atalanta said in a slightly sarcastic tone. 




Cristine was silently musing over this comment. She remembered how Artemisia aired her disappointment that Atalanta was not like her. 




"We should start preparing for the evening soiree," Cristine suggested as Atalanta sat on the couch and it was obvious her thoughts drifted elsewhere.




"Ah, well. I suppose. Mom thinks I need a birthday party. I'm turning nineteen this week... I guess she wants to bring up her plan to make me a member of the Xantippe's Club – again," Atalanta said, returning for a brief moment from her dream land.




"You don't seem very enthusiastic about the prospect of being accepted into the Club," Cristine noted.




Atalanta started to fiddle with Cristine's riding crop lying on the table. "Nah, I don't give a fuck to be honest. Perhaps she will leave me alone if I do."




"I saw the video of you blackmailing the priest, you seemed very skilled in the art of domination and mindfuck..." Cristine observed.




Atalanta laughed, "Yeah, that was such fun! I think there is a natural hierarchy in life. Some males are low in the pecking order. If I get one like that under my heel, I enjoy showing him his place. But I also like to be free to explore outside the box!"











Chapter 4










Bernard, unrecognizable in his brand-new maid identity, was swaying on high stiletto shoes. With his center of gravity completely off, he felt like he would flip over with every step he took. Seeing through thick false lashes was like looking through a dense forest. Monica and Samantha were pushing him down the corridor, laughing at his awkwardness. They were followed by Amanda and Mistress Ava, who were chatting easily and carrying their beverages with them. 




Regardless of his predicament, Bernard felt proud, because he had done a great job in diverting Cristine's guards. He won Amanda's attention and prevented her from noticing Cristine's departure. He succeeded in each detail of Cristine's plan. If her part of the plan had gone smoothly, she would be back in her room by now. 




The situation, however, was quickly getting out of control for him. After all, he was about to be served up as  prey to the guys who were bulls to the Mistresses in the house. These men were bursting with testosterone and popped Viagra like candy. 




The whole group arrived at the Red Playroom. It was situated just under the high roof and had the generous light of an art studio. The room was dominated by a large oval bed, covered with dark red satin. It was big enough to accommodate at least ten people in a gang bang. 




Bernard's spooked mind drew the most vivid pictures of himself, as the girly sissy, in the clutches of half a dozen sweaty males. The walls were covered with mirrors, and he could see his terrified face, disfigured by heavy layers of make up, looking back at him. Amanda was clearly enjoying herself, busying around to make sure the setting was to her satisfaction. 




In a far corner of the Red Room three large males were stripping off their clothes. Monica and Samantha headed directly to them, engaging in flirty conversation. The guys were removing their polo shirts, proudly showcasing their jacked chests and bulky arms. As they talked with the two pretty Dommes, they unashamedly took off all the remaining layers until they were in their boxers only. Bernard noticed with horror the bulges in their underwear, which gave away their astonishing size. 




Monica made a beckoning gesture with her forefinger and her fellow conspirators leaned closer. They put heads together, whispering and when they looked up all eyes were on Bernard. The guys measured him slowly from head to toe. Bernard could tell, judging by their lusty looks, that they were not dissatisfied with what they saw. Shit!




"These mirrors are see-through from the next room, so that our Mistresses can watch any play that is taking place in here. They often invite friends too. You never know who is watching," Amanda announced proudly and added, "When a young, virgin sissy is fucked for the first time by our well-endowed bulls, it usually attracts many guests."




All color was draining from Bernard's face. Even if someone noticed his distress, it seemed likely that no one really cared if he objected to getting fucked by a squad of hung muscular machos.




Mistress Ava made herself comfortable in the room behind the mirror, which was styled as a bar. Some of the other club members were already there, chatting casually and making use of the living furniture, installed there for the occasion. 




Amanda was right regarding the attendance... Bernard could see through a gap in the door that more and more men and women were coming to entertain themselves with his humiliation. To his utter horror he realized there were several cameras blinking at him with their tiny red lights. His shame would be recorded for eternity and aired God knows where.




Bernard was losing his nerve. This simply couldn't be true. He wasn't ready for this. Not now, not ever...




"Where is my Mistress? Where is Cristine? She did not give consent to this. She couldn't have!" Bernard blurted out. 




Amanda smirked nastily. "My sweet little slut, your Mistress agreed to put you through the complete sissification procedure."




She drew close to him, pushed a strand of his blonde wig hair behind his ear and whispered, "That allows me to employ any strategy. Stage 4 of the procedure requires you to experience the intense feelings of sexual initiation! How else would you morph into a slutty sissy? I handpicked the largest, best-looking males under our roof. You should thank me!"




Bernard realized that if he did nothing he would soon be on all fours, getting banged. Amanda walked away to talk to the bulls and Bernard sensed his opportunity. It all happened in split second. He forcibly kicked off the stiletto shoes and sent them flying across the room. Before anyone could notice, he was at the door. One of the males shouted, "Look, she is running away!" 




Amanda yelled furiously, "Get him!" The three males darted after Bernard, who was running for dear life.




✽✽✽




Cristine was getting increasingly nervous about Bernard's fate. He had already been at Amanda's mercy for more than three hours, and her predatory sexuality was universally known. Neither Bernard nor Amanda was to be seen around the house. She just couldn't leave him to Amanda's whims; not after all he had done for her. 




Cristine had to come up with some excuse to leave the suite without looking suspicious to Atalanta. They started to get ready for the evening soiree. Cristine chose a chic black latex dress with bare shoulders and a long skirt with a high slit, which had been a welcome gift from Artemisia. She observed her appealing form in the mirror as she waxed the tight dress with latex polish. Her large breasts and deep cleavage would surely secure her the attention of all. Matching knee-length boots with lacing added to the perfection.




As she sprinkled Moschino perfume behind her ear and into her cleavage, she wondered if Atalanta had been asked by her mother to watch her movements around the house. It would certainly be more elegant and less conspicuous than having the two thick heads, Robert and Michael, stand in front of her door morning, noon, and night.




"I'm famished... Would you like something from the kitchen too?" Cristine asked and headed to the door.




Atalanta was arranging her hair in an elaborate hairdo, holding pins in her mouth. She looked up, surprised and mumbled through pursed lips. "Why don't you just ring for a maid?"




Cristine expected this objection. "Well, I guess they are busy with preparations for the evening. Anyway, I want to visit the kitchen to find out if my outfit has the proper effect."




"Oh, I'm sure it will, you look stunning," Atalanta replied as she continued to twist her hair around a headband while humming a gentle melody. She yet again drifted into a daydream. Before closing the door, Cristine thought to herself that Atalanta seemed too absent minded to care about her whereabouts. What was distracting her? Was she in love?




Once Cristine left the room, Atalanta looked at her wristwatch. It was precisely 4:55 PM. She quickly typed a message and took care to send it precisely at 5 PM. She looked at herself in the mirror. Her cheeks were flushed with excitement.




✽✽✽




Bernard's desperately foolish attempt to escape was cut short by the three jacked guys. They had a number of advantages over Bernard: they were not handicapped by a house maid's uniform, they were not half blinded by false lashes and unlike Bernard they weren't completely ignorant of the Angelis mansion. 




Before Bernard knew it, one of them was kneeling on his back, twisting his arms behind him. He unceremoniously threw Bernard over his shoulder and carried him back to the Red Playroom. Being carried into the room like a piece of meat, Bernard was beyond feeling scared – he was petrified, and absolutely convinced his fate was sealed. 




In the room, Amanda, and both young Dommes, Monica and Samantha, were served beverages by one of the slaves from the next-door bar. They made themselves comfortable on the large bed, chatting merrily and laughing, while making sexy gestures and grimaces for the benefit of the cameras set all around the room. Between them on the bed lay a big antique wooden box, containing an assortment of dildos and anal plugs of various sizes, including an intimidating conical megacore plug.




Bernard was brought into the room over the shoulder of his captor just like some weird exotic deer that had just been hunted down. He dropped Bernard to the ground with a thud and easily immobilized him with handcuffs.




Amanda announced happily, "The fun may begin!"




✽✽✽




Michael and Robert were no longer patrolling in front of her suite, they were probably called off when the fire broke out in the garden. Cristine crossed the corridor and headed downstairs, rapping distractedly on the elaborate wooden railings as she descended. 




Where could Amanda have taken Bernard? The Angelis mansion was so large that she had no idea where to start. From what she'd learned from Alexa's maid, Amanda had a reputation for being wicked and perverted. Cristine suspected some of what Amanda might do to Bernard. If it was anything like what she imagined it would be beyond Bernard's hard limits, and she worried that would cause irreversible damage to his young slave mind. Her own responsibility weighed heavily on Cristine. Whatever happened to Bernard was her fault, because she had used him as a bait.




As Cristine reached the bottom of the stairs, her thoughts were interrupted by a delicious smell of grilled meat. Perhaps the kitchen was the place to go after all. It was always full of servants and Amanda was the chief house maid. Someone had to have an idea where she is. 




The two-winged doors to the kitchen were ajar. Cristine saw at least a dozen slaves who were fully occupied by the preparations for the evening party, running hither and thither with pans, pots, and bowls. Most of the staff were male slaves, without exception the males were all collared, chaste and scarred with a prominent "A" branding on their chests. They were supervised by two young apprentice Dommes, both wearing figure hugging white latex. Both patrolled among the slaves with riding crops, controlling the whole process. Junior slaves were chopping vegetables and decorating canapes, senior ones cooked and baked.




The hustle and bustle of the kitchen started to dwindle once Cristine walked in. The astonishing beauty in the breathtaking latex dress stopped slaves in their tracks. One after the other the slaves' jaws dropped, one of them yelped in pain as he cut his finger. The two Dommes, who were her generational peers, walked towards her, smiling.




"Mistress Cristine, right? Are you coming to check the refreshments for the evening?" 




The taller one wrapped her arm around Cristine's shoulders and walked her through the tables covered with an assortment of appetizers, explaining particulars of each dish. The slaves in the meantime turned down the stoves, put down knives, graters, and icing bags. They lined in one row and dropped to their knees as their protocol required whenever a Dominatrix entered the kitchen. 




"Thank you for taking care all is perfect for Atalanta's birthday. It definitely looks delicious," Cristine said as she accepted an offered canape, which pleasantly teased her taste buds. 




"Anyway, there is something I need to ask the chief house maid Amanda. Have you seen her?" 




Behind Cristine's back, the other Domme frowned at the tall one and put a finger in front of her mouth. The tall one, who was just about to speak, closed her mouth and shook her head no. Cristine did not see that, but someone else did.




✽✽✽




Cristine left the kitchen when someone caught her by the arm. Putting an index finger in front of her mouth, a maid dragged Cristine to a niche with a divan and whispered, "I overheard your conversation with Mistress Chiara."  It was the maid, with whom she and Alexa had enjoyed a lot of steamy moments. Cristine silently encouraged her to speak.




"Mistress, I'm violating just about dozen articles of the house-maid code of conduct... But Chief Amanda just broke hers... and in a way that makes my offense look tame in comparison." 




The maid nervously looked around, but no one was in sight, so she continued. "It is high time someone put Amanda and her side kicks in her rightful place. If you want to learn where your slave is, go to the Slave Stables and you will find out." 




Before Cristine could thank her, the maid was gone.




Without losing a single moment, Cristine headed to the Slave Stables, the place where all the slaves were stationed when not in use. She hadn't previously had the opportunity to explore the stables, she only briefly peeked in during the tour Artemisia held for her as a welcome into the Angelis mansion. 




Upon entering the Slave Stables, a soft murmur broke out. Slaves were bound to remain silent, unless instructed otherwise, but Cristine's entry had electrifying effect. It sounded like a Queen Bee entering the nest with drones buzzing in excitement. 




That day Mistress Esmeralda was on duty. She was a mature lady in her fifties, but her figure was stunning, and her fashionable leather costume commanded both admiration and respect. Her silvery hair was arranged in a stern bun. Cristine wasn't surprised slaves were putting their foreheads to the ground as she strolled around. She emanated authority with every fiber of her being.




Welcoming Cristine, Mistress Esmeralda walked her around and took pleasure in explaining all the particulars of the place. Cristine was increasingly nervous and anxious to learn about Bernard's whereabouts, but she had to admit that the Slave Stables fascinated her, and she was eager to learn more.




"As you can tell, this place is not called the Slave Stables for nothing. The large hall was originally used by the equestrians. The original compartments for horse keeping are still in place, only fitted with cages," Mistress Esmeralda explained.




Cristine couldn't help but admire Artemisia's ingenuity. Artemisia ran the Angelis House as a unique Femdom haven full of ingenious measures to make males obey.




"The Slave Stables are perfectly organized to provide both active and passive training to the slaves that are placed here. They also serve as a slave hotel of sorts, accommodating slaves of Mistresses, who would otherwise have had to leave their property temporarily unattended. Each Mistress can be sure that the rules for their slave are observed meticulously, including her specific orders for the slave's training, conduct and orgasm regime," Mistress Esmeralda proudly explained, as they walked from one horse box to another, filled to the ceiling with slave cages.




Waving at another Mistress who was patrolling the distant part of the stables, Mistress Esmeralda continued, "Four Mistresses, two senior and two juniors supervise the stables at all times, taking care that none of her charges would experience a decrease in their eagerness to serve women."




"How do you do that?" Cristine was intrigued.




 "To promote his slave training, each slave is always wearing ear buds with a loop of affirmations that are altering his subconscious in his sleep," Mistress Esmeralda continued.




Cristine noticed that a few large televisions were placed so that each slave could clearly see at least one of the screens from his cage. As they spoke, a program for the upcoming hours was hovering over video playing hardcore Femdom porn.




Esmeralda noticed what caught Cristine's attention and said, "The TV is used to remotely inform, issue commands, or broadcast various events. At other times the TV runs Femdom porn, positively stimulating the slaves' libidos. This is crucial to maintain the dominance of the slave's submissive core over the outside personality." 




As Cristine watched the sequence of dominant women in a pony play contest, the screen went black and a new program started. To Cristine's surprise, she saw Amanda, her pretty face all over the large screen. Then the camera zoomed out and took in Amanda's whole figure. A part of the set could be seen behind her. 




 "Today we are airing the defloration of a young sissy maid, live from the Red Playroom," Amanda announced to the camera and winked with the exaggerated smile of a professional TV presenter. Spreading her arms theatrically in a welcoming gesture, she sang, "Aaand here she comes, our new sissy!" 




At that point the camera zoomed-in on a muscular guy carrying the squirming sissy on his shoulder as if it was a sheep. It was difficult to tell, because her face was covered with hair, but Cristine was sure that the sissy was Bernard. She successfully managed to hide her emotions from Mistress Esmeralda.




Amanda continued her dramatic introduction, approaching Bernard and sweeping hair from his face, "She is quite the looker! Notice the pretty face. Would you enjoy a blow job by this new sexy sissy virgin? She will be on the menu soon! Be sure to collect all 80 points to get her!"




"What does that mean... 80 points to get her?" Cristine asked, trying to sound casual.




Mistress Esmeralda happily retorted. "This is one of my own ideas. We are motivating our slaves by awarding them with points. If they collect a certain number of points, they can choose their reward. One of the rewards might be to fuck the sissy. It is a part of her training too, as she needs to get used to getting fucked."




Cristine tried to laugh, but she was far from happy - she was well-aware of Bernard's hard limits, and being fucked by males was definitely on the list.




"This is streamed live?" Cristine asked.




"Yes, this is a stage 4 sissy transformation procedure. This sissy will be soon initiated into her new sissy role by a gang bang by our most virile bulls. It is quite a show - many members of the Xantippe's Club and friends attend such an event. I myself would love to watch it right there, but I'm on duty today," Mistress Esmeralda said.




"Oh, I think I would enjoy that immensely! Where is the Red Playroom?" Cristine asked hastily. 




As they spoke, Bernard was getting prepared for the fuck. The bulls were making out with Monica and Samantha to get into the right mood. The young Dommes were playfully teasing the males, kissing them, then withdrawing. 




The bulls stripped off their boxers. Their large cocks were already half erect from the teasing. The camera followed them around as they forced Bernard to his knees to get him ready for a blow job.




"It is on the third floor, but you need to get an invitation to go to the event.... Wait... where are you going?" Mistress Esmeralda called out in surprise, as Cristine darted out of the stables without saying goodbye. 




✽✽✽




Cristine ran out of the Slave Stables and headed right to the main staircase. She took two steps at a time and moved as fast as her restrictive latex dress allowed. She felt her body perspiring under the rubber and drops of sweat ran down her legs. She had to regain control over her own slave and prevent anyone else from deciding upon his fate.




She had no idea where on the vast third floor the Red Playroom might be, so she first headed to the left, checking all the doors. Some rooms were closed, some open, most of them furnished as BDSM styled guest suites - but all empty. Only when she heard voices from the opposite side of the corridor did she know that she was close.




Bernard, his fake hair ruffled, was kneeling in front of the largest male, whose cock had intimidating proportions.




"Take it into your mouth!" commanded Samantha, standing right above Bernard. He didn't want to do it and turned his head away defiantly. A swift slap landed on his cheek. 




"You will not defy me! You will obey!" Samantha said as she leaned down and forcefully gripped his chin, pulling it closer. "You are just a fuck doll. You will take the cock into your mouth!" 




In a matter of seconds Cristine was at the door to the Red Room and to the adjacent bar. The doors to the bar were half open and she could see Mistress Ava sitting on a bar chair. She walked right in and all eyes were on her. She was amazed to see a large screen window to the next room. A number of Xantippe's Club members she recognized were sitting there, most on the backs of their living chairs, amusing themselves by watching her slave getting humiliated.




"Mistress Ava, stop this right now," Cristine exclaimed. Mistress Ava looked up in surprise. "I'm sorry? Haven't you authorized the sissification procedure?"




"I did agree to have my slave sissified but not to get raped by a hord of horny bulls," Cristine said firmly.




Mistress Ava frowned. She pressed a red button in the bar in front of her and spoke into a microphone.




"The show is over. Sissy Amanda will immediately come to the bar."




Amanda appeared, a perplexed look on her face. Seeing Cristine, her mouth popped open, but she instantly composed herself and forced a wide smile.




"Mistress Cristine, what a pleasure. I believe you came to inspect the progress your slave has made in becoming a sissy maid."




"Sort of." Cristine responded coldly. "I came to make sure no one would treat my slave in a way I did not authorize."




Amanda feigned an expression of shock. "Oh, but that must be some misunderstanding, I'm completely sure you did authorize stage 4. Perhaps you misunderstood what each sissification stage entails."




Cristine folded her arms in front of her. She knew Amanda was lying, but there was no way to prove it.




"Whichever the case, I'm taking my slave right now," Cristine said resolutely. 




Mistress Ava, wasn't buying Amanda's theatrical shock, and she shot Amanda the you-are-in-serious-trouble sort of look. 




She accompanied Cristine to the next room, where happy Bernard waited for her. Samantha and Monica seemed seriously annoyed that the stage 4 sissification procedure was hampered. 




"Don't worry, dear, I will ensure Artemisia punishes Amanda for her scandalous behavior," Ava handcuffed Amanda and lead her out of the room.




When Bernard realized it was Cristine who'd saved him, he gratefully ran to kiss her divine boots. 














Chapter 5










Cristine took Bernard, who appeared to be shaken by the experience, and led him out of the room while holding him by the elbow. Taking the shortest route, they soon arrived at Cristine's suite. Atalanta was in her room at the time, so the living room was empty. They could hear she was playing the bittersweet melancholy tune of Nights in White Satin on her electric guitar.




Cristine led Bernard to the spacious bathroom, tiled with white marble and decorated with furniture made of precious woods. He was allowed to take off his sissy maid costume and wash off the make up. For the rest of the evening he wouldn't wear a maid uniform.




To prevent anyone eavesdropping, Cristine turned on the shower and spoke in a low voice. Bernard removed his wig and false boobs and stood in front of Cristine in a lace lingerie. 




"You did a great job. I met with my foster parents. No one noticed I was out. You wouldn't believe what I found out..." 




Bernard beamed. The trauma of the experience melted away almost instantly. Cristine was worth enduring the worst things... Pleasing her was the most important thing in the world and he had succeeded. 




He knelt at her feet and Cristine reiterated all the serious information she learned from Claire and Trevor. Bernard listened and his eyes were opening wider and wider. When she finished, he stared in plain shock.




"Mistress, are you sure your step-parents are playing fair? Mistress Artemisia saved you from Father Patrick and she's been awfully kind to us both..."




"That's what I thought as well! But there are so many things that speak against her... Did you know that Sister Patience is hanging around the house, walking around freely... How is that possible after all that she had done to me and Alexa?"




"That cannot be true, I saw her carried in, handcuffed and all," Bernard replied, bewildered.




"I know, it is all so weird. Artemisia even had me guarded by Michael and Robert, to make sure I didn't leave the house..."




"Really? Why?" Bernard asked, puzzled. Cristine shrugged.




"Also, what if she really poisoned my mother? From what I've heard she died from a infection, but is it true?"




Bernard looked pensively to the ground, where his blond wig laid pathetically on the floor like a dead jellyfish.




 "After my mother died, Artemisia put me in foster care and stripped me of my inheritance. Is there any possible interpretation that wouldn't make her look like a monster?"




Bernard was scratching his head, unable to come up with any sensible explanation.




"I need to find out how it all happened. You will help me with this. Until then, behave just as if nothing happened. We need to buy some time to investigate." 




Cristine looked in the mirror. As she checked her hair and figure, Bernard couldn't help staring at her in silent admiration. She looked stunning. The black latex became her and accentuated her curves. Her rich curly hair was shining. She was the ultimate picture of a Goddess.




Cristine noticed Bernard's fascinated stare and laughed. She patted his cheek playfully and said, "You better get ready for the party. I want you to be the best slave under this roof. We need to play along!" 




A knock on the door interrupted their conversation and Bernard went to check. Outside stood one of the maids, carrying a tray which held an elaborate envelope. She brought it in and with an elegant curtsy she handed the envelope with both hands to Cristine. She opened it, smiled, and read out loud:




"Dear Mistress, allow us to borrow your slave for a special task this evening. He has very good physique and according to your description, he is good in the long distance run. Our supervisors will take care to return him as soon as his task is complete."




Bernard fidgeted uneasily. What special task? What if he was thrown into the hands of the bulls again? 




But Cristine just smiled and gestured to the door. 




"Mistress, please allow me to take your slave to the stables. You and Mistress Atalanta please stay in the suite until you are summoned," The maid spoke in a polite, high-pitched voice. Cristine nodded and shot the hesitating Bernard a "don't-spoil-it-now" look.




The maid turned to Bernard and in a much lower, authoritative voice said: "Follow, slave!" 




✽✽✽




Atalanta walked out of her room with the swagger of a runway model. Her slender, delicately framed figure in a deep red silk miniskirt was captivating and matched her glossy red lipstick. She was wearing a black latex corset and elbow length gloves. Her beautifully shaped legs were clad in black latex stockings, attached to garters that were conspicuously peeking out from under her dress. A small hat with feathers added the finishing touch. The overall effect was slightly steam-punk-ish and immensely sexy.




"What do you think?" Atalanta asked and turned around. She knew, of course, that she looked amazing. Cristine praised her warmly and had to admit to herself, however absurd it seemed, that she was attracted to her sexy cousin. 




"You look positively glorious in that dress too!" Atalanta returned the compliment.




"Mistress Ava will come to fetch us momentarily," Atalanta told Cristine, looking at her wristwatch. Seconds later, there was a knock at the door; It was precisely 7 o'clock and she opened the door. Mistress Ava had just arrived to escort them to the party. She walked in, accompanied by her two Domme students, Samantha and Monica.




Mistress Ava was wearing a dark green lace dress with scandalously low cleavage, all the way down to her belly button. Perfectly polished leather boots reached all the way up to her thighs. The two girls wore simple leather black miniskirts with green appliqués that matched the green of Ava's dress. 




Cristine, arm in arm with Atalanta, followed Mistress Ava down the stairs. The interior of the ground floor was decorated with dark red roses - Atalanta's favorite flowers - woven into dark green foliage and styled into garlands. 




Atalanta took a glass of champagne from a slave waiter and gave him a few face slaps, just for fun. The slave boy turned pink with humiliation. Atalanta laughed heartily and instantly emptied her glass. 




Cristine couldn't help but wonder about the speed with which the servants managed to decorate the house. She suspected it had something to do with the long whips, conspicuously worn on the belts of the supervising Dommes. They were strolling the corridors and watching over the servants and slaves. Each wore a badge with a red rose and the monogram AA. 




She saw one of the Dommes in the kitchen rolling up the skirt of a maid and giving her few strokes on her naked ass cheeks. The sight instantly inspired Cristine to some very naughty thoughts.




These sinful thoughts were not in the slightest way diminished by the presence of the guests, who made Cristine even more aroused. The ground floor was already full of ladies in fetish clothing. They were, perhaps the sexiest bunch of women Cristine had ever seen. Hanging around, laughing and talking casually, they could easily pass for a party of eccentric models. She was fascinated by the sheer dominance that was oozing from their looks and mannerisms. It was not only their fetish clothing that set them apart, but especially their posture and the air of self-assuredness each possessed that fully attested to their dominant nature. 




Most ladies were accompanied by their slaves, who, unlike the house servants, followed a more varied dress code. Some wore a maid's uniforms, some a leather harnesses, while others sported complete latex or lycra catsuits. However, more often than not they paraded around in nothing aside from their chastity belts.




As Mistress Ava and her entourage walked through the main hall, Cristine noticed three slaves at the entrance, bound in a tight position with their mouths wide open, secured that way with circular steel rings. They were arranged conveniently so that each Lady could clean her boot soles on their tongues. Cristine's nipples went hard when she watched one of the newcomers have her sandals cleaned. She lustily watched the slave's tongue reaching between the lady's toes — that always inspired sexual thoughts in her.




Mistress Ava watched Cristine's awe with an amused smile. While they were walking among the peculiar Mistress/slave couples, she explained. 




"This is the cream of the Femdom scene. Nowhere else in Britain would you find such smart, powerful and beautiful Dommes. Do you see the lady over there? The one with four slaves? She is the head of our research department, the inventor of our chipping machine, Mistress Marissa."




Mistress Ava continued, "All of her slaves are naturally chipped. Even the tattooed one. Just imagine... she can turn any male in the world into her toy. I myself prefer more conservative methods... Nothing is more amusing than a good old slave training program. Much more fun than drilling into someone's head, don't you think?"




Cristine drifted for a moment into a daydream, imagining the possibilities of an army of perfectly obedient slaves, geared to immediately respond to her wishes and whims. Her panties were getting wet, and she felt the need to instantly quench her thirst for sex. 




All the divans, couches and armchairs on the ground floor had been removed and replaced with live human furniture. Tightly bound slaves, both male and female, were meticulously chosen and positioned to allow for the most pleasing visual experience. 




A group of young ladies, roughly Cristine's age, were sitting in a parlor, drinking champagne, and laughing unrestrainedly. Each sat on a chair made from a flexible, young slave who was bent into an uncomfortable position with his legs perched high and holding a plush seat on the back of his bent legs. The table that held their wine glasses and smoked salmon had been created by placing a large piece of glass onto the back of a bulky, muscular slave on all fours. 




"These are our students at the Femdom University," Mistress Ava commented proudly. Cristine instantly noticed how pretty and confident the girls looked.




As they walked through the main hall, Mistress Ava pointed to the ceiling. "Look at the finest example of the art of Shibari!"




 Cristine tilted her head to observe the otherworldly occurrence. The sumptuous chandeliers Cristine saw hanging there the other day were gone and, in their place, hung five slaves, bound in elaborate positions. Each orifice was filled with a lit candle.   




"Now, I will take you to the chambers. We prepared a number of themed rooms that I'm sure you will enjoy..." 




"Will you return Bernard to me anytime soon? I think I might use his tongue. This party is just such a sexual overload," Cristine said to Ava dreamily.




"Very soon. But we have a room for receiving oral pleasures. It is right next to the bar." smiled Mistress Ava and pointed in that direction. 




"Oh, too late! Mistress Artemisia has already arrived. All of you - follow me!" Ava said as she lead Cristine, Atlanta and two of her students into the garden. 




The sun was slowly setting behind the high wall and an amazing garden party setting opened in front of them. Under a large oak tree stood a stage, set with musicians, all dressed in leather strapped harnesses with cut outs for genitalia that made it clear they were locked in chastity. They were currently playing pleasant chill jazz. A large tent contained tables with slaves as chairs, and cooks and waiters in slave attire that were all branded with AA.




Atlanta was apparently accustomed to parties of this sort and seemed to enjoy herself as if this was a very natural setting. She ordered several drinks, this time tequila shots. She was quickly getting into a good mood. Grabbing Cristine by the hand, she giggled and laughed, randomly humiliating servants and slaves who obediently endured her capricious behavior. When she ordered a waiter to lay on the ground and serve as her mat, Mistress Ava directed her to the stage, where her mother would soon give a speech.




As Mistress Ava shifted her focus onto the birthday girl, Atalanta, Cristine was left to her own devices. She briefly wondered where Bernard could be, but there certainly was no shortage of slaves and spectacles to behold, so she soon forgot all about him. She walked around a 'shoe polish corner' where ladies could get their shoes licked clean and polished by slave tongues. She made her way around to a Shibari workshop where Mistress Sakura taught the fine art of ropes to curious young girls. They apparently were struggling with more advanced knots and laughed heartily at their own clumsiness.




All the ladies were soon making their way into the garden, sitting around on the slave chairs and gathering about the stage where the party would soon be officially initiated. Mistress Artemisia, who arrived shortly before eight, was currently making her way through the crowd, carried on the shoulders of two muscular slaves.




"Mom always likes to make a grand entrance," Atalanta observed, a bit sarcastically. Cristine could tell that usually Artemisia liked to be the center of attention. Aside from the ostentatious arrival, Cristine couldn't miss Artemisia's effort to wear a rather modest dress, probably not to outshine Atalanta on her special day. She wore an elegant, long dress with a front slit and bare shoulders. Her hair was arranged into an elegant bun. She was followed by Amanda, who, to Cristine's surprise, had her hands shackled and her neck stuck into a heavy metal collar. 




The two muscular slaves delivered Mistress Artemisia onto the stage where she took her time to arrange her microphone.




 "Ladies... and slaves!" 




She spoke in a mighty voice, and the chatter of the crowd gradually subsided. All the slave servants instantly adopted a kneeling position to honor their highest Mistress. The guest slaves bowed their heads. 




"Today we celebrate the amazing nineteenth birthday of my daughter Atalanta." Cheering broke out, whooping and applause temporarily sounded over the melody the slave band had started to play when Artemisia entered the stage. Artemisia gestured towards Atalanta, who slowly walked to the stage, enjoying the attention of the crowd.




Atalanta was brought to the stage by the same two slaves as her mother. They subsequently adopted positions at the side of the stage to guard their Mistress. The slave band played a vivacious melody and Atalanta, a drink in her hand, swayed to the rhythm. Cristine thought that Atalanta had probably had enough to drink already.




"Hello, everybody," Atalanta said as she waved playfully at the cheering crowd. "I'm sure my mother will outline fo vr you the plans for my future life. No need for me to interfere. Enjoy the party... yeeeah!" 




Her mother looked slightly taken aback, but continued regardless.




"I sincerely hope Atalanta will soon join us in the Xantippe's Club. Her admission task is ready, and she will get the chance to show what is in her."




Atalanta rolled her eyes theatrically. "Yeah, just as I said, my future is settled." 




Mistress Artemisia paused for a moment, but disregarded this comment and continued.




"I have a special gift for you, Atalanta." 




She gestured to the garden gate, where a large unrecognizable object stood, covered with large black cloth. Atalanta although rather tipsy, focused her gaze and seemed interested. Artemisia was pleased and encouraged her to go and investigate. 




Atalanta walked through the crowd, which stepped aside to let her through. She approached the mysterious large object and turned around to meet her mother's eyes. She nodded and Atalanta, with one big jerking movement, pulled the cloth off.




It was a chariot for slave horse rides. It was beautiful, adorned with precious carved woods. Two human horses appeared from their hiding spots. They were wearing leather harnesses, hooves, and tails as well as elaborate horse masks. Atalanta exclaimed in surprise, her annoyance and sarcasm gone in an instant. Cristine, who stood nearby, realized one of the horses was Bernard, even though his face was hidden in the horse mask.




"Oh my god, my own chariot!" Atalanta exclaimed. She immediately knew what to do and in a blink of an eye she was sitting in the chariot and both horses were ready to pull. She laughed cheerfully and wildly gestured to Cristine to join her. Before she knew what was going on, Cristine was sitting next to her, and they were speeding through the streets of London. Artemisia's two guards were running with the chariot just like bodyguards guarding a politician's limousine. 




Wherever they moved, the passers-by and cars stopped, and people stared, their mouths popping open, dropping bags, and taking pictures with their phones. Atalanta was whooping happily, whipping the slave horses with a long brown whip to encourage a faster ride. 




Cristine yelled over the noise of rattling wheels, "Are you sure they will not take us into custody? The slaves are almost naked." 




Atalanta laughed and shouted. "No, mother has the police in her pocket so we can do whatever we please. Let's make a video, this will be a night to remember!"




Holding her phone with extended hand, Atalanta shot a video of their ride, yelling and screaming happily and smiling into the camera.




"I must share this with him!" Atalanta cried out and sent the video.




"With whom?" Cristine asked, puzzled.




Atalanta slapped her mouth, laughing silly while realizing her mistake. "Oh... nobody."




This apparent secretiveness woke Cristine's curiosity. "You have a boyfriend? Oh, come on, tell me!"




Atalanta giggled and waved her hand dismissively.




Within five minutes a message arrived to Atalanta's phone. It read: "Who is your friend? She's got an interesting bracelet. Ask her where she got it."




Atalanta mused over the message for a moment, and then she asked as casually as she could muster, deciding not to disclose the origin of the question.




Cristine shrugged slightly, fidgeting with the bracelet, and said, "I got it from my mother, who apparently got it from your mother. Look at the monogram - AA. Who else could it be?"




✽✽✽




Seeing Atalanta off on her first ride with her new chariot, Artemisia turned her attention to her sissified husband, who stood shackled next to the stage. She gestured with her forefinger and Amanda hesitatingly climbed up to the stage, white as a sheet even under the heavy layers of make-up.




"And now, as Atalanta is enjoying her ride, let's see what happens to a sissy maid when she breaks just about a  commands," Artemisia announced as she unbuckled a long whip that was dangling in thick coils at her waist. 




"I'm pleased you are all here to witness her punishment. Even more-so because she does not enjoy being punished in public. But it serves her right!"




Amanda was clearly terrified, shooting desperate looks to Mistress Ava to save her, but Ava just stood by the stage with her arms crossed in front of her, frowning adamantly.




Mistress Artemisia ordered Amanda to strip off.




"My Mistress, please spare me the humiliation!" Amanda begged, crawling at Artemisia's feet and kissing her shoes, but all in vain.




"You should have thought about it before breaking the rules," Mistress Artemisia said sternly. 




Amanda seemed reluctant to obey, but her Mistress threatened to use crude force and Amanda eventually obeyed and off went her tutu and her skirt as well as her corset. 




In few moments Amanda stood there, her naked silicone boobs protruding forward, humbly blushing like a virgin, covering her genitalia with her hands. Ladies were laughing as many of them knew Amanda was the proud head of the house maids, who often took advantage of her Mistress' absence and therefore deserved to get thoroughly punished.




"As you can tell by her expression, this sissy hates corporal punishments. And rightfully so, as I'm very skilled with this long whip..." Artemisia said as she lovingly stroked the leather coils of the menacing instrument.




"Now behold what happens to a sissy, who is sly and cheating." Artemisia addressed this proclamation both to her guest friends and to the house slaves, who knelt, listening, shivers running up and down their spines. 




"My sissy not only broke protocol, but she tried to deceive a Mistress in order to satisfy her selfish lowly desires." 




A murmur raised among the guests, sounding as menacing as a swarm of angry hornets.




Mistress Artemisia forcefully turned Amanda around and kicked her legs open. Slapping playfully at her ass cheeks, she laughed. Amanda whimpered. She knew what was coming. Mistress Artemisia uncoiled the long black whip. With astonishing precision, she painted her ass black and blue, each stroke right next to the previous until her butt, legs and back were full of angry welts.  




Amanda squirmed, whimpered, and begged for mercy, but her Mistress did not waiver. When the punishment was over, she kissed her Mistress' feet and crawled away, crying and humiliated, promising to herself never to displease her Mistress and Owner again.




✽✽✽




Mistress Artemisia, pleasantly flushed by the exercise of whipping her sissy husband, left the stage to meet some of the guests. 




A tall dark woman with waist length, raven hair caught her hand and tried to pull her aside. "Come with us, we are just about to start a trampling session. Do you remember the tattooed guy? One of Marissa's slaves? Well, Mistress Marissa made a bet that he will manage to stand five of our heaviest ladies on top of him in their razor sharp stilettos. Come join us!" 




"Start without me, I will be there soon. I need to talk to Catherine first," Artemisia said apologetically, silently sorry she had to prioritize the club matters over trampling – which was one of her most favorite BDSM practices.




Catherine, who had been friends with Artemisia as far as memory reached, was in the club with her ever since they finished college. She was currently enjoying a foot massage at one of the bars in the large garden tent. Artemisia walked directly to her.




Catherine was accompanied by the slave whom she intended to take home when the party was over. The slave was massaging one of her feet and she used the other one to explore his balls and caged cock with her bare toes, which had been painted with bright red nail polish.




"I assure you, you will not be disappointed. His endurance is remarkable," Artemisia observed, watching Catherine reaching higher and mapping his caged cock with the sole of her foot. 




"I'm getting so wet just thinking of what I'm going to do to him tonight. His tongue is going to be busy," Catherine sighed, as she ran her palms over her nipples.




Artemisia smiled, leaned closer to her, and swept a strand of hair off her slender neck. "No need to hold back, our oral service theme room is ready!"




Catherine blinked, the haze of arousal lifting from her gaze. "What? You've got an oral service room for the guests...?"




"I personally chose the best cunnilingus slaves to serve my guests tonight. They have been in training for weeks in advance, just to keep up with the demands of our most fastidious ladies. I personally tested all of them and I can vouch for the best orgasm of your life!" 




"You are exceeding expectations, as always! Show me the way then, I certainly need to unwind after the day I've had. The tasks you give are getting more and more challenging," Catherine said as she attached a rope leash to the slave's collar. She didn't want to lose sight of him as some other Domme might claim him in her absence.




Catherine followed Artemisia out of the tent, dragging her slave toy behind her. Both ladies walked slowly, side by side to the house, while the slave was crawling on all fours behind them, as Catherine commanded. 




Neither Artemisia nor Catherine noticed that Cristine, who ventured to get herself a drink after the wild ride through the streets of London, was standing close enough to overhear their conversation. 




Cristine immediately froze, looking for any clues to Artemisia's secrets. She was alone, as Atalanta disappeared shortly after the ride. Imploring Cristine to keep her mouth shut about her leaving the house, she changed her clothes to look less conspicuous and disappeared through the main door before anyone could notice. Cristine thought that Atalanta probably wanted to spend the night with her mysterious boyfriend and Cristine was the last person who would ruin such a prospect.




"Anyway, what's the news?" Artemisia said with studied carelessness, concealing her eagerness to learn more about the results of Catherine's mission. Her friend smiled smugly, the pride of her accomplishments plainly on her face. She walked a few moments in silence, enjoying Artemisia's growing anticipation. 




Cristine was following, walking far enough not to be observed and yet close enough to hear. Luckily there were so many guests she could easily disappear in their midst.




"I have spent the afternoon fucking the chief inspector up his ass in his locked office," said Catherine.




Artemisia laughed heartily, imagining the scrupulous guy in a tight collar on all fours, getting banged. 




"He had such a tight ass and he squeaked so loudly I had to put a gag in his mouth so that his subordinates in the office next door did not hear..."




Catherine produced a phone and Artemisia watched a shaky amateur video of Catherine, wearing a long leather coat, banging an older balding guy. 




"Another fly caught in the web of Catherine's sex appeal." Artemisia joked good-naturedly. 




"From now on, he will do anything the Xantippe's Club commands." Catherine said proudly. 




Artemisia patted Catherine's shoulder approvingly. "So... what did you learn?"




 "Well, by now their key suspect is someone called Dorian." Catherine said, pulling on her leash to make her slave move faster.




"Dorian?"




"That's his nickname. He is the head of the so called Casanova Society."




"What do we know about this... society?" Artemisia inquired.




Catherine spoke slowly and relished Artemisia's undivided attention. "Well, according to the Chief Inspector, it is a brotherhood of young Don Juan types, who take pride in treating women like scum. Seems that they got tired of seducing naive girls and started to dab into non--consensual BDSM... But that's pretty much all for now."




"Interesting! Well, the heyday of the assholes is over. I will put an end to their devilish schemes." 




Both ladies arrived at a room which usually served as a relaxation room for a sauna next door. Soft moans were heard already in the corridor. 




 "Good job, Catherine. Be sure to keep me informed!" Artemisia beamed at Catherine. She never failed her, and Artemisia could rely on her for anything. 




Catherine gave her a wide smile.  




The swarms of guests were starting to thin out and Cristine judged it wiser to vanish before someone noticed she was following them. She was slightly disappointed, as the matters of the Xantippe's Club weren't of much consequence to her.




At the entrance to the Oral theme room knelt a row of slaves who faced the wall, waiting for the next lady to choose them. Each had a description above his head, specifying his special skills and reviews by ladies who had used his services in the past, and were inclined to recommend him. 




The room had ambient red light and non-intrusive sensual music playing in the background. Inside, half a dozen ladies were getting served by naked slaves who were busy with their tongues in an effort to bring them to repeated orgasms. A plump blond Mistress was sitting on a young slave, riding on his face, while another made herself comfortable on a chaise lounge and held a fistful of her slave's hair. Navigating his head with her hand, she was directing him to shove his tongue deeper into her vagina.




Artemisia chose a young, slender boy with a mane of long black hair. She enjoyed pulling a slave's hair when he licked her. Although he was perfectly trained to always exhibit measured and reverent manners, it was obvious he was in raptures that the Mistress of the house had chosen him above all other slaves. He bowed submissively and eagerly crawled behind her, kissing her shoes at each step as she commanded.




Artemisia led her slave to a small chamber, adjacent to the main room and swept aside a heavy curtain, separating them. She turned in the door frame, noticing Catherine was not following. Catherine, who was still undecided, studied the description above each slaves' heads. She was currently reading the plaque above a muscular, black slave. "The black one is trained in the advanced technique of tongue vibration. Highly recommended!" 




"Tongue vibration? That's a novelty! Sounds enticing." Catherine released the black servant from the ring on the wall, leading him on a leash together with the boy she brought from the garden.




Artemisia gestured to Catherine to follow her to a separate small chamber with comfortable plush chairs. Catherine ignored the chairs and made herself comfortable on the face of the garden slave, who was now laying on the floor. He was at once suffocating under the weight of her amazing ass, breathing lung-fulls of her earthy smell. She directed the bulky black slave with shaved head between her spread legs, letting him taste her pussy. 




Artemisia grabbed her slave by the hair and pulled him right to her. She slowly rolled up her long dress until her beautiful cleanly shaved sex was in front of his face. Still standing, she pulled him closer so that he could slide his tongue between her labia. As he got to her clitoris, she sighed contentedly, moving against his tongue, and swaying her hips to get more of the electrifying feeling that ran through her each time he glided over her clit. In no time she was enjoying her first orgasm, arching her back and moaning lustfully, only to have her slave work for another without a break. Her appetite was insatiable and these slaves were trained to satisfy ladies for many hours on end.




Catherine had her ass pillow lick her anus and she periodically allowed him to breathe, but only as long as was needed to keep him alive. He was kept both dizzy and aroused. She enjoyed controlling his breathing and took pleasure in seeing his cock twitching in the metal prison. She was already imagining their evening together, in her private home-based torture chamber. This, combined with the technique of the vibrating tongue the black slave so skillfully employed, had Catherine in the throes of orgasm in mere minutes. 

















Chapter 6













The party continued and no one seemed to notice Atalanta's absence, not even Artemisia, who, satisfied with the results of Catherine's investigation, joined the trampling session in the dungeon. A number of birthday party guests were still awake. The late night revelers had thrown caution to the wind, and they were now enjoying all flavors of Femdom, completely intoxicated by the fine selection of Artemisia's drinks and the phenomenal atmosphere. 




Cristine was reunited with Bernard, who was stripped of his horse costume and returned to her so that she could make use of him during the rest of the evening. Once they were alone in a secluded part of the garden, she ordered him to kneel and brought him up-to-speed regarding her plans for the rest of the party.




"I'm determined to make the most of this evening! Let's try to find out more about Artemisia and my mother. Perhaps some of Artemisia's generational peers would have known them both, and maybe they could shed some light on their relationship."  




Cristine was torn between her desire to find out more about the past, and the urge to keep unraveling new and unorthodox Femdom joys. She found herself hastily dragging Bernard from one room to another as she looked for someone who could help shed light on her family's past, but she soon realized that the majority of Dommes in these rooms were in their twenties. They would certainly be too young to remember her mother. And all of the older Dommes seemed to be hanging around with Artemisia. 




As a result, Cristine found herself starting to enjoy the festivities. Deciding to skip the needles theme room where a slave was currently being subjected to intense ball torture with dozens of sharp needles, Cristine and Bernard approached the Shibari workshop. Mistress Sakura, who was in her forties, was looking for a volunteer Mistress/slave couple to demonstrate some rather advanced Shibari bondage.




Cristine eagerly came forward as she was extremely interested in learning more about the art of bondage. She regularly fantasized about tying up a boy and making him entirely vulnerable — unable to resist her in doing whatever she pleased. Mistress Sakura was very supportive and warmly praised her for her natural talent with ropes when Cristine successfully imitated her pattern on tied Bernard. 

 

Catherine, who enjoyed countless amazing orgasms, found herself relaxing in the garden with a glass of bourbon while having her slave lick her toes and massage her soles. It was exactly what she needed after the evening of parading around in high stilettos. The slave band was playing easy jazz and whole garden was bathed in the warm, soft light of patio-lantern style string lights. Suddenly her phone rang. She found it curious, as it was already well after midnight. When she checked the display, she knew the caller would not wait for the morning. 




The person on the other side of the phone didn't wait for her to speak. Catherine only listened and occasionally hmm'ed or agreed. When the lengthy phone call was over, she took a while to give the whole matter thorough consideration. She watched absentmindedly as a Mistress was slapping the face of her slave in the nearby gazebo. Her brow was furrowed by intense thought. The expression did not become her. She was aware of it and as soon as she realized how she must appear to others at this moment, she immediately shook her head and instantly looked her charming self again. Eventually she got up from her comfortable spot in the garden and used the back door to enter the house. 




✽✽✽




Cristine did not have a suitable opportunity to ask Mistress Sakura any questions. The petite Japanese Mistress was busy with teaching ropes and showcasing her mastery of the craft. Mistress Sakura took over the tied Bernard when Cristine's skills lagged. Bernard's range of motion inspired her to create one of the most daring and advanced positions, suitable only for the most flexible-bodied slave. 




Cristine, assisting Mistress Sakura, noticed that Catherine had just arrived at the Shibari room. Catherine had adopted a spot under a bamboo rod and started skillfully tying up her slave. She was clearly no beginner, as within ten minutes he was hanging on the bamboo rod, covered with amazingly beautiful rope work. Cristine knew that Artemisia trusted her. She could sense that from the interaction she had witnessed earlier that evening. Cristine waited a few moments and excused herself to Mistress Sakura. 




"I admire your work, the patterns are... flawless." Cristine said to Catherine, coming closer to admire her work.




"Years of practice," Catherine replied as she walked around the slave, who was hanging horizontally with his hair flopping.




"I take it you are also a Xantippe's Club member?" Cristine asked, trying to sound casual.




"Yes," Catherine responded. She did not look particularly interested in maintaining a conversation with a Domme this young and inexperienced.




"Umm..." Cristine was at a loss how to continue. This conversation was falling apart quickly.




"... so... you know the Mistress of the House? My aunt Artemisia?"




Catherine's intense concentration on her artwork started to fade slightly as her project had been completed. She caught one of the carrying ropes, just as if she was getting ready for a load of questions.




"Yes, we were schoolmates and flat mates at one point. We have been in the club together for the last twenty years," Catherine explained.




"In that case you perhaps knew my mother... Persephone?" Cristine was suddenly feeling uneasy about hearing of her mother from a stranger. What might she learn?




"I did," Catherine said, her face expressionless.




"Could you possibly tell me more about her? My aunt always seems to be too busy to actually talk about her with me..." Cristine's apprehension was quickly turning into nervous anticipation. 




"No, I don't think I should," Catherine said loudly and minded her own business again.




"What do you mean?" Cristine was disappointed and confused.




Catherine leaned closer and whispered to her, looking around to see if anyone was paying attention to them.




"Not here. Meet me tomorrow in the dungeon, at three in the afternoon. The whole house will be at a Slave Auction. We will have a chance to speak in private. 




She then turned away and paid Cristine no further attention.




✽✽✽




Cristine returned to her suite with Bernard, whose skin still bore the memory of the tight ropes. She was thoughtful, wondering about Catherine's secretive behavior at the Shibari workshop. Talking under her breath, she was walking a few steps ahead of him. 




"She knows something and didn't want others to hear her talk about it with me. Tomorrow... tomorrow we will know more."




Cristine opened the door of the apartment that she and Atalanta shared. "Perhaps we will get a bit closer to the truth, however horrible it might be..." as she pushed the door open, the abrupt entry gave a fright to Atalanta, who stood right in front of them.




Atalanta had apparently arrived just mere minutes before them. An unknown slave was helping her remove her long goth cloak. Her hair, so neatly arranged for the party, was again streaming freely on her back in cascades of golden waves. 




Atalanta shot Cristine a most peculiar look, but in the blink of an eye she was smiling broadly again, spreading her arms to give Cristine a heartfelt hug. As Cristine buried her face in her golden hair, she could smell vetiver, which reminded her instantly of male cologne. 




"Seems you really enjoyed your date," Cristine observed when Atalanta rolled up her skirt and ordered her slave to lick her pussy, which was oozing copious amount of her sweet juices.




"Yeah, you know how I enjoy a good fuck. And after all, that is the highest reward for a slave, to lick his goddess clean after a fuck with her lover." 




Cristine couldn't help but scan Atalanta's figure. She was so hot! As she was stripping her with her gaze, a curious thing caught her eye. There was a hickey on Atalanta's neck and a mark that looked like teeth imprinted on her arm. 




"Well, it looks like you had... a really passionate night," Cristine commented lightly and pointed to her arm. Atalanta gave a start and hastily covered the arm with her sleeve. Cristine thought it weird but did not make much of it.




 Atalanta promptly changed the subject. "Fancy a drink? I'm in the mood for some chit chat." 




The night was making its way to a dewy, pink morning and Cristine was a bit tired. But something told her this might turn out to be an enlightening conversation. 




"I will take a shower and then we can talk," Cristine said, wiping perspiration from her brow. Spending the whole night in a full body latex dress had made her sweat profusely.




"Let's take a bath together then," Atalanta offered and gave Cristine an unmistakably seductive smile. 




Cristine hesitated for a moment - bathing with her cousin? This sounded off limits. Nevertheless, she could not resist the idea of seeing her beautiful relative naked. Her fantasy kicked in instantly, flooding her brain with gratifying pictures of Atalanta, covered with rich bubble foam, writhing in orgasmic throes... She was not alone. To Bernard the pleasure was amplified as he pictured Atalanta together with Cristine, making out passionately in the tub.




 The choice fell on Atalanta's bathroom, which was larger. The bathroom was equipped with many orgasm devices for ladies, some to be used with a slave and some individually. The tub was the same type Cristine had already encountered in her room, but this one had a number of rather large dildos ready to be used with a fucking machine, perched on the shorter side of the tub.




"This bathtub I had specially designed for my pleasure. This fucking machine is the best lover in the world. Of course, besides my..." she stopped in the middle of the sentence and started to demonstrate how the machine worked instead.




"The dildos come in sizes to fit every vagina. If you are in the mood for a horse size, go ahead!" Atalanta laughed. Cristine didn't dare to admit she did not have that much experience with dildos, but she praised the machine and the large variety of toys, nevertheless.




"Trust me, this machine can make you feel in heaven. I like to watch some porn when I use it and have a slave sucking on my nipples."




Cristine slowly labored to take off her tight latex dress, rolling it off her moist, perspiring skin one inch at a time. Atalanta laughed and with expertise she helped Cristine pull her dress down, using generous amount of talc powder which she massaged into her skin. 




Cristine then took off her panties but struggled to undo her bra. Atalanta was behind her in a moment, effortlessly unfastening the little hooks. As she carefully removed the straps from Cristine's shoulders and let her bra slip to the ground, she wandered with her hands around her body and gripped her breasts, exploring Cristine's nipples with her fingertips.




 Naked from head to toe, Cristine stood there, getting more and more aroused. Both slaves, Bernard and the young blond boy who had been serving Atalanta, knelt with their mouths gaping as the astonishingly beautiful Cristine started to work down Atalanta's attire. Down went the black latex corset with its elaborate lacing and the high gloves. The red satin miniskirt was slipped effortlessly over Atalanta's hips. She wasn't wearing any panties.




"My lover tore them off." Atalanta smiled and almost blushed. 




"So very unlike you, to blush," commented Cristine with a mocking smile. 




Atalanta only laughed. "That's because you haven't seen what we were doing. You would blush too if I told you!" 




Cristine went down to her knees and unfastened Atalanta's garters. Her blond pubic hair fascinated her, and it looked mesmerizing. She was playing with the idea of exploring it with her tongue until Atalanta decided in her stead and gently pushed her head to her pubic mound. Cristine inhaled a lungful of the pleasant smell and her head started to spin with arousal. She just wanted to satisfy her. Bernard, completely bamboozled by the situation unfolding in front of him, interrupted to inform them that their bath was ready. 




Cristine rose and pointed at Bernard. "Come here now! You will take care of the first round of cleaning for me." Adopting a wide legged stance, she pointed to her ass. "You will lick my fragrant ass hole until I tell you to stop." 




Atalanta smiled widely and commanded her slave to do the same. Cristine felt even hornier now that Bernard was titillating her by licking her anus. She felt her scruples were melting away. She wanted to have sex with Atalanta, and she didn't care anymore about their familial bond.




"Let's make this a lesson on orgasm denial! Come, we will take the cages off our slaves and let's see who will manage not to cum while we make love." 




Atalanta approached her slave and expertly removed the chastity device. His cock had apparently been locked for a long time - it was sore, and the metal strips were imprinted on the fine skin of his member. Cristine did the same, but Bernard's cock was immediately erect.




"Oh, your slave has a much better erection!" Atalanta observed with mock envy.




"You, loser!" Atalanta addressed her slave scornfully. "Ask for punishment."




"My Mistress, I humbly beg for your punishment," her slave promptly recited, mortified.




"Suck his cock!" she commanded and pointed at kneeling Bernard. Her slave gave her a frantic look, for a split second, directly in her eyes.




"You heard me. Now!" 




Atalanta laughed maliciously and turned to Cristine.




"Isn't it the best to make your slave give a blow job to another, especially if you know he hates it?"




The other slave reluctantly took Bernard's cock to his mouth. The degradation, the knowledge he lost to another slave and that his Mistress punished him in the most humiliating way made his cock spring up.




Atalanta laughed. "See? I can play him like a violin. The pathetic loser is aroused by me humiliating him. This never gets old!"




Cristine was getting invested in the game and suggested to Atalanta, "Let's improve our little game a bit more!"




Atalanta clapped her hands merrily. "Got an idea?! Go ahead!"




Cristine took a wide legged stance and put her hands to her hips. "So! You will suck each other in turns for 20 minutes. Your goal is to make the other one cum. The slave who cums sooner, loses and will be cruelly punished. The one who wins will lick our pussies of their sweet nectar when we are done." 




Atalanta's slave started to satisfy Bernard ferociously and made loud sucking sounds. Cristine giggled. She was on cloud nine, making them do humiliating things they would never do, unless ordered by her.




Atalanta entered the large bathtub, her golden hair streaming in rich waves on her back. She took Cristine's hand and playfully pulled her closer, giggling. Cristine yielded and followed her into the tub. 




They slowly immersed themselves into the fragrant foam, unable to stay away from each other a second longer. Their bodies, covered with luxurious, silky foam, were slippery and their sexy limbs became entangled in close embrace, pushing their aroused nipples against each other. They were lost in deep wet kisses as they slowly explored each other's bodies.




Atalanta was much more experienced, even though she looked younger than Cristine. Her slim fingers wandered between Cristine's legs and started to play with her clitoris. She definitely knew what she was doing. Cristine was sighing and moving her pelvis in the subconscious effort to get even more of the pleasure her gorgeous cousin was giving with her adept fingers.




Bernard, whose cock was engulfed by the deep-throating slave, was insane with lust. He watched the electrifying scene of the two young hedonistic nymphs, who unashamedly fulfilled each other's desires. They were moaning in a way that would drive any man crazy, let alone a slave, whose cock was getting vigorously sucked. He tried to close his eyes to get the scene out of his mind in the vain attempt to stop himself from cumming. Whenever he did so, his mind was immediately filled to the brim with the pictures of him fucking both naked nymphomaniacs. 




Even though Bernard was young, his ability to postpone his orgasm was truly extraordinary. He was heading to his eighteenth minute when Atalanta put to practice her fucking machine. She shoved her perfectly formed ass beyond the waters' surface and made Cristine sit on the edge of the tub. That way she could have the machine serve her from behind and at the same time she could satisfy Cristine with her mouth. 




As the large dildo first slowly and then with ever increasing speed fucked Atalanta's pussy and Cristine arched her back in her third orgasm in a row, Bernard cummed powerfully into the slave's mouth, almost drowning him with the large amount of his sperm. Cristine, sighing, did not miss it and looking at a clock called:




"Now, exchange! Bernard lasted 18 minutes." 




This was the moment Bernard dreaded. He harbored absolutely no homosexual inclinations, but this situation involving the two most sexy women he had ever seen, called for a sacrifice on his part. He dropped to his knees and started to suck the slave's dick with as much fervor as he could muster.




Atalanta, who climaxed twice from the machine fucking her with merciless power and precision, convinced Cristine to try the machine herself. In the heat of the moment, Cristine agreed, although her experience with penetrative sex was practically non-existent. She relaxed into it, as Atalanta was gently guiding her through the experience. Her vagina was supple and ready from the intense excitement. The dildo slowly glided into her, and her tight pussy hugged the tool snugly. Her legs spread wide and her hips swayed rhythmically as the dildo fucked her faster and faster. She never in her life experienced such a pleasure and Atalanta was taking care to make it even better by massaging her breasts and giving her deep French kisses. Cristine climaxed again as the vibrating dildo was pleasuring her like no man ever could.




Bernard was sucking fast and succeeded in making the other slave cum after only ten minutes. He didn't have the amount of sperm Bernard pumped into him minutes ago. Compared to Bernard's 18 minutes he lost fair and square. Atalanta laughed, because she knew now that it was her slave who would receive an especially cruel and ingenious punishment. 




Both young girls got out of the tub pleasantly drowsy and relaxed, determined to have a drink before bed. Atalanta put both slaves' cages on and Bernard enjoyed the sweet reward promised to him. As he was licking Cristine's pussy,  Atalanta punished her slave with thirty heavy blows by a cane.




✽✽✽




"Let's enjoy our drink in style!" Cristine gestured to naked Bernard and he ran to fetch refreshments. As he was slicing lemon and putting olives, sushi and salty sticks on a tray, he realized that his feelings of subservience to Cristine were ever increasing. She forced him to do things he never thought himself equal to, and he was admiring her for it. 




When he carefully laid the tray on the table, Cristine commanded him to drop on all fours and nestled comfortably on his naked back, sitting between his shoulder blades, occasionally wandering with her hand to his nipples to give them a playful squeeze. 




"We didn't have time for a chat yet... There are so many things I'd like to learn about our family. Your mother, my aunt seems too busy to actually spend a few minutes with me..." Cristine said, looking down at her hands and running her finger over the brim of her glass.




"Oh, of course. You may ask me, I will tell you all I know. I don't know much, mind you," Atalanta said while she made herself comfortable in a club chair, putting her legs wide apart to have her slave serve her again. When it came to sex, she was a nymphomaniac in the truest sense of the word.




"I wonder about my mother... you know there are rumors..." Cristine started cautiously, but Atalanta had no idea what was she driving at.




"Oh well, I wasn't there, was I. But judging from what I've heard they seemed to have a rather strained relationship. My mother didn't speak about it with me," Atalanta said as she helped herself to a green olive filled with almond and popped it into her mouth.




Cristine was disappointed, but Atalanta's face suddently brightened up.




"I'm sorry I cannot tell you more. But I've got something for you. I found it in my mother's office before I went for my date. I thought you might be interested..."




Atalanta snapped her fingers. "You, servant, open the drawer there and bring the box." As her slave emerged from between her legs, she didn't put them back together and sat with one leg over the arm of the chair. Bernard, who could see even from the position of a stool, felt his cock twitching in his cage. Her vagina, framed with fine golden hair, looked amazingly inviting.




 Atalanta's slave delivered an inlaid wooden casket to Cristine, handing it over to her with a ceremonial bow.




There was a key hidden in Atalanta's bra, hanging on a fine silver string, which she slowly pulled out. Bernard watched, transfixed, as the key jumped out of the bra, pulling out her nipple for a moment before she pushed it back into her bra. The key belonged to the casket.




"Look, there is an inscriptions saying: Persephone's letters. Seems these are letters your mother wrote. I didn't look inside, it is none of my business."




Cristine eyes widened in anticipation. A locked casket with her mother's letters? If that didn't help to shed some light on the past events, nothing would. 




"That's amazing Atalanta, how can I thank you enough?"




Atalanta waved her hand dismissively. "It's nothing, really. Whatever the casket contains, you deserve to know the truth. You read it and I will put it back before my mom takes notice."







✽✽✽







Mistress Ikenna arrived for the Slave auction in her ruby red Bentley. Although she'd already bought a slave from Artemisia, she had good reasons to attend the event. At the front door, drowning in sweet smelling roses, she released her slave from his leash and entered the main door. 




It was the custom of the house and a rule that was never broken, to let the slaves in through the side door. It would be considered disrespectful not to wash them and prepare them thoroughly before they were allowed to crawl into the Femdom realm of Mistress Artemisia and the headquarters of the Xantippe's Club.




 At the foot of the stairs to the entrance doors stood a maid in a fluffy skirt, ready to escort the slaves to the Slave Stables. She took the leash from Ms. Ikenna with a respectful bow and guided the slave to the side entrance, swaying her hips alluringly. Jerking the leash, she gave Peter a mischievous, playful smirk. 




When he was receiving his slave training under Mistress Ava, the maid had the pleasure of harassing Peter regularly with her whims and capricious demands. At Artemisia's house every maid was authorized to treat slaves as the lowly worms they were. Maids, who were subordinated to the ladies, would happily use this privilege to their own ends.




 As Ms. Ikenna let a household slave remove her coat, she noticed an older guy with a walking stick and a naked female slave. The female slave was in a leather strapped harness, and she was on all fours. He had arrived minutes before Ms. Ikenna and was being welcomed by Mistress Sakura, who was showing guests the Slave Stables. The man looked positively eccentric. He had ruffled gray hair and wore a fur coat. He looked quite like a tsar. A corner of Ikenna's mouth twitched as they exchanged looks. His eyes glinted for a split second and he immediately looked elsewhere. They consciously avoided further eye contact for the remainder of the afternoon.




The maid dragged Peter to the antechamber of the Slave Stables, where he was taken care of by a Domme apprentice, Samantha. She stripped him of his travel clothes, and she was looking deeply into his eyes as she unbuttoned his linen tunic, sending shivers up and down his spine. 




"So, we meet again... how is your slave ass?"




He remembered vividly how weeks ago Samantha shoved a cucumber covered with chilli powder into his anus, just for the amusement of it. He was thinking frantically  how to correctly answer to the question. Was he supposed to say he still suffers from her self proclaimed "chilli cure", or that he had almost forgotten the horrible pain?




"Uh... I feel it still, just as if it was yesterday." He lied, hoping that sadistic Samantha would enjoy his protracted suffering.




"Wrong answer!" Samantha slapped him flat in the face.




"You are in luck, though. You are Ms. Ikenna's now. I cannot torture you today." 




He knew how malicious she was and he was afraid to turn his back to her, but that day she was indeed holding back. Peter's skin was shaved by a maid, his bowels washed clean with a coffee enema. The humiliation of lying in fetus position and getting his abdomen pumped full was humiliating, but compared with the chilli covered cucumber it was almost a relaxing procedure. When he was all clean, Samantha examined his chastity device for malfunctions and he was ushered into Mistress Artemisia's private chamber. 




The Slave auction was just about to start, but Artemisia was determined to use this unique opportunity to interrogate Peter for the information he was supposed to collect from his present owner, Mistress Ikenna. Artemisia made sure the black beauty was distracted by some of the most handsome slaves in the house. The goddess would not have a single minute to contemplate the absence of her own slave, having such company.




Artemisia silently disappeared from the crowded ground-floor to her private quarters. She entered her suite, removing her long gloves as she crossed the threshold. She headed directly to her bedroom, where slave Peter already lay shackled to magnificent four poster bed made of elaborate, carved mahogany. 




Two maids in cute uniforms, whom Artemisia sent to condition the slave for her interrogation, were clearly having fun. They had been instructed to make Peter as horny as humanly possible, and they were using their bodies unashamedly to thrill him. Revealing the most arousing body parts, they were teasing him to the brink of ecstasy. When Artemisia arrived, one of them was topless, straddling him and making him suck her nipples. The other one was fiddling with Peter's caged cock, sticking her tongue in the holes of the cage to tickle the sensitive skin on his penis and giggling how it was constantly trying to get erect.




Artemisia crossed her arms in front of her body and watched amusedly how the poor man tried with all his might not to cum. He was well aware that Ms. Ikenna would be able to tell if he climaxed. She had an uncanny ability to see right through him. Not only did she know what made him tick, but she ruled over his waking hours and his dreams. Disappointing his new Mistress was not an option. 




Little did Artemisia know, but in the days preceding the auction Mistress Ikenna had been brainwashing him with the help of highly addictive herbal concoctions, released into his system through her sweet juices and golden showers. 




"Enough now. Leave him to me." Artemisia called off her maids, as they were getting out of control. 




Taking her high heeled shoes off, she climbed onto the bed and holding onto the posts for support she explored Peter's naked body with her petite feet in nylon stockings.




"Slave, command twenty two is no longer in effect. Now you are not bound by obedience to Ms. Ikenna. Disclose all you learned in Ms. Ikenna's service and I will consider granting you your reward."




Peter's brain was in a state of complete confusion. Two brainwashing techniques were mingling and overlapping in his mind. But Ms. Ikenna's training, which was more recent, got the upper hand. Once it prevailed, he knew exactly what to do and what to say.




"Yes Mistress, thank you Mistress. I have the material you require. I have a list of victims and all the research the Marquis Media Group has about the Lost Girls case, including the Daily News archive." His eyes landed on a black leather briefcase. Artemisia's eyes shone eagerly as she lightly slid down the bed and opened it. It was truly a remarkable collection of documents. Peter had more than succeeded.




"Good job! You deserve your reward."




Mistress Artemisia slowly rolled up her dress and pulled it over her head. She wore sexy see-through lingerie without panties. Her bare skin shone in the ambient light. The dewy, shaved sex, her perfectly shaped round ass looked stunning enough to render any man speechless. But Peter, for reasons he couldn't understand, didn't feel mesmerized. The only thing he could think of was Ms. Ikenna's voice as she told him, "Do whatever is asked of you, but remember to whom your allegiance belongs. Play along, and don't give anything away."




When Mistress Artemisia straddled his face, he couldn't feel anything. His mind was completely blank.




✽✽✽




Cristine closed herself in her room with the casket and the key. She ordered Bernard to fetch her a breakfast and climbed onto her luxurious queen-sized bed, covered with expensive mink fur.  She sat with legs crossed and pushed the rich hair from her face. She opened the casket slowly, bracing herself for whatever she may find in there. To her disappointment, the casket contained only three letters, but even those could prove invaluable, if the contents would cast some light on the questions that bothered her.







2nd January 2002

Dear granny,




I believe my letter will reach you just in time for the Orthodox Church New Year celebrations. Happy New Year to you! I hope you are doing well and are in good health. 




I hardly know how to break this to you... I have news for you that, as I believe, will make you very happy. I'll be having a baby in September! Don't ask me about the father of the child. The only thing I can tell you is about him is that he is a carefree young boy, who refused to take responsibility. 




I know you will not approve of me raising the child alone, but I'm resolved to be the best mother in the world to this baby. My father will be scandalized when he finds out, but I hope he loves me too dearly to cast me off. Wish me luck. Hopefully one day I will fly to Greece so that you can meet your first grandchild.




PS: Artemisia is drifting away from us, associating with really weird people. She is becoming dangerous to herself and others. Write to her, please. She was always so fond of you. Perhaps you will succeed where everyone else has failed.




Love,

Persi







Cristine felt shivers running up and down her spine, knowing the letter she held in her hand was written by the gentle hand of her mother. The time that elapsed felt like mere seconds and her absence felt at that moment too much to be borne. Her hands trembled slightly as she read. 




After a while she put down the letter and her eyes welled with tears. If it hadn't it been for her cruel fate, her mother would be the loving parent she always missed. For a moment she contemplated the sad reality that her mother never got the opportunity to become the best mother she could have been to her. 




She mopped the tears from her face with the corner of her blanket and composed herself. Resentment towards her aunt was reaching new heights. And now she was resolved more than ever to learn the whole truth and avenge the death of her mother.




The second letter was bound with a red ribbon and was placed in an envelope. The address bore the name of a man, called Henry Hemsworth. He lived in the heart of London and his prefix indicated law education. Cristine impatiently opened the letter and smoothed the wrinkled yellowish paper with her palm. 







5th March 2002

Dear Henry,




I'm writing to you both as to a good friend of my father and also as his solicitor. As you have probably heard, we are dealing with the rather unpleasant consequences of my father's last will change, made in January. I'm sure he told you about it. Please allow me to visit you some time soon, I need to discuss this with you,




Yours faithfully,

Persephone Angelis







Cristine checked the address of Mr. Hemsworth and realized that his office was located just few streets away from the Angelis mansion. She instantly decided to visit the man, hoping he was still alive. It was already nineteen years from the date the letter was written, so for all she knew he might have been dead for years. However, if she was lucky to meet him, she might gain unique insight into the Angelis family matters. 




The last letter was also in an envelope, and in large printing the name – 'Catherine Marsden' was written in capitals on the front. Cristine was pleasantly surprised to learn that it was addressed to the same woman who she was supposed to meet later that day. It was written in the same handwriting as the previous two - the decorative hand of her dear mother. She eagerly read:







5th March 2002

Dear Catherine,




I hope all is well with you. I've heard you are not often in London these days, so hopefully this letter will reach you soon. I believe that as a bosom friend of Artemisia you will be able to give me a helping hand. My sister and I seem to be drifting apart. The more I try, the more we are estranged. 




She cannot comprehend how deeply wounded our father is by her "perverse" lifestyle. I'm the last person who would judge her for it, but the insolence with which she behaves will not be borne by someone like our father. She brought her "slave" on a leash and paraded with him in front of our house... that was the last straw. Father threatened to strip her of her inheritance, but she only laughed. 




Eventually our father decided to change his will after all, and Artemisia is furious. You know how ambitious she is. I guess that if it was up to her, she would run our family company all by herself. She's changed, I cannot relate to her anymore and I'm getting afraid of her. I need your help, as you are the only one who can make her see sense!




Yours,

Persi




Cristine looked inside the casket to be sure there were no more letters. She carefully folded the three letters and put the casket on the bedside table. She turned on her back and laid with her hands behind her head, looking up at the ceiling. The letters provided more questions than answers. The only way forward was to meet Catherine and Henry Hemsworth. She already knew her grandmother was no longer alive, so that source of information was lost forever. 




Bernard knocked on the door, carrying a tray containing a delicious breakfast, which he obtained from the kitchen. Cristine was anxious to share with him both the news and the breakfast. 




"What is curious though, is that I was not born in September... I was born shortly before Christmas," Cristine mused.




She threw him a morsel of bread into a dog bowl, an indispensable article in the suite of a dominant lady. To make the slave-breakfast even more appetizing, she spat on it. Bernard devoured everything she shared with him, feeling both humiliated and aroused by her confident, dominant behavior.








Chapter 7










The day after the glorious birthday party all the dominant ladies, who'd traveled from far and wide, were still on site. Artemisia scheduled a large Slave Auction so that she could monetize her perfectly trained servants and fund-raise money for the Xantippe's Club. 




Having more than sixty affluent dominant ladies under one roof promised to secure the club with an astronomic sum - enough to fund all Artemisia's daring plans, including the investigation of the Lost Girls case which required continuous resources.




As Cristine was descending the stairs, she wondered why Catherine was so anxious to keep their meeting a secret. They were supposed to meet in the dungeons, the place with an intense atmosphere, where prisoner cells and serious BDSM playrooms were located. At that point, with everyone at the Slave auction, it was guaranteed to remain empty.




At three o'clock Cristine arrived in front of the main torture chamber doors. Ever since she had been living under Artemisia's roof, she had been dreaming of taking Bernard there and trying all the ominous instruments on his defenseless naked body. 




The heavy wooden door was ajar, but Cristine knocked, using a brass knocker to make her presence known. Entering the room, Cristine was at once engulfed by the intense atmosphere of a true dungeon. Long whips, shackles, coarse wooden benches, wrought iron cages and a large wheel were all there to accommodate the desires of die-hard sadists and masochists. The equipment had a medieval look and was in stark contrast to the modern and sensual theme rooms of the upper floors.




Catherine was already there, waiting for her, with her back to the door. She turned around slowly, tossing her hair, which was arranged in elegant waves. The bouncy shiny locks made her look like a model in a shampoo commercial. She was dressed up for the slave auction, wearing black leather pants and leather corset over a red silk shirt with long sleeves. 




"You look absolutely gorgeous!" Cristine breathed admiringly, taking in Catherine's flawless visage, her curvy figure, and amazingly long legs. Cristine hadn't changed for the occasion yet and wore skinny jeans embroidered with silver thread and a matching top, revealing her toned tummy.




Catherine sat down on the edge of a spanking bench. She clearly was in no mood for casual chit chat and seemed anxious to have it over and done with.




"Thanks, but that's not why you are here. Let's get straight to the point. It is not in your interest or in mine for Artemisia to see us talking behind her back," Catherine said as she gestured towards the clock to remind Cristine the Slave Auction would start in ten minutes.




Cristine nodded and sat down on a stool close to the bench where Catherine reclined, stretching her long legs on a neighboring chair. 




"You must not tell anyone anything I will share with you. Promise you will never tell to Artemisia that you got any information from me."




Cristine nodded, making a swear gesture accompanied with a solemn expression.




"I promise."




"Alright then, I will start from the beginning." 




Catherine spoke in a low voice, as if her secretive tone would make her conspiring with Cristine less offensive. 




"I have been pals with Artemisia ever since we were children. We were true bosom friends, sharing one another's most intimate secrets." A hint of a gentle smile crossed Catherine's face, but it soon faded.




"We also unraveled the amazing world of Femdom together. One could not wish for a better Domme friend. She was always so inquisitive and ready to try anything." 




Cristine was interested in the account of Catherine's friendship with Artemisia, but they didn't have much time and there were more pressing things to discuss.




"Mistress Catherine, please tell me more about the relationship of Artemisia and my mother."




Catherine got up and walked around the row of slave cages. "Honestly? Persephone was privileged. The first-born child... She was expected to inherit the oil company your grandfather built from scratch. It did not occur to their father that she was the less assertive personality, and that Artemisia would likely one day become a better director of the company."




"I've heard the story about the inheritance, but how was mother... I mean, Persephone and Artemisia... how were they getting along?" Cristine interjected.




"Artemisia and your mother were like night and day. Persephone was a gentle soul... You would never hear her swear and she never went behind anyone's  back. She was very compassionate and a great lover of animals. She was also the prettier of both sisters..."




"Would you say Artemisia was somewhat jealous of her?" Cristine suggested.




"Oh, yeah. Artemisia was dissatisfied with always being the second best, and she was always trying to earn the attention of her father. She was a naughty child. Her pranks were legendary. When she was three years old, she let out her father's hunting dogs into the London streets, dressed in his best shirts. But he was still fond of her... whatever she did, she never succeeded in making him change his mind. To his way of thinking, the rights of the first born were Persephone's."

 

Catherine was getting restless because the time was running short, so Cristine decided to bring up the subject of the letter. 




"I have read a letter from March 2002 that my mother wrote to you." 




Catherine tried to recall the letter, but it was too many years ago. Cristine tried to refresh her memory. 




"The letter was regarding Artemisia and her behavior back in the day. How the two sisters drifted apart."




"Yes, your mother was worried about Artemisia leaning so strongly towards the Femdom lifestyle. At one point they dabbled in BDSM together, but it was only Artemisia who was enthralled by the powerful spell of female dominance." 




Cristine also got up and followed Catherine as she walked around the room.




"As Artemisia learned to rule over men, her confidence skyrocketed. She was becoming so domineering and self assured that she couldn't get along with her father anymore." Catherine said as she was looking through Cristine, remembering.




"She was so invested in her new lifestyle, the close bond with her sister started to loosen. They drifted apart..."




Cristine was on familiar ground. "So, the family discord peaked with my grandfather crossing her out of his last will."




Catherine nodded.




"And what then?"




"Well, Artemisia was furious, and Persephone told me she was getting scared of her."




"Furious enough to...?" Cristine couldn't continue, it felt so wrong to imply her own aunt murdered her mother, but Catherine got the hint.




"I cannot tell...," whispered Catherine. "But Artemisia greatly desired to run the family business and that is, after all, what she achieved."




"And I guess it is impossible to find out what caused my mother's death, isn't it?" Cristine said. She looked down intently at her fingertips, because she felt her eyes were filling with tears and she didn't want Catherine to see her weakness.




"Well... not entirely. Perhaps I know how to find out."




Cristine looked up again, her eyes still glistening with tears, but hopeful. "I will do whatever it takes to find out how my mother died!"




"Okay, listen," Catherine said as she leaned towards Cristine and whispered in her ear.




✽✽✽




Bernard wore a collar with spikes, matched to Cristine's rock styled belt. She put him on a chain leash, and they mingled into the crowd of ladies, heading to the Slave Stables, where the Slave Auction was taking place. 




The extravagant fetish costumes of the previous day had made way to leather pants and whips and satin blouses.




Cristine changed into her brand-new fetish shorts with net stockings. She wore a low-cut see-through top, which never failed to attract attention to her magnificent boobs, nestling tightly in a black push up lace bra.




Cristine noticed that aside from the female guests from the previous day, there were a substantial number of male dominants, who arrived to have their pick of both female and male slaves. Artemisia's slaves had an extraordinary reputation of being trained to provide unconditional obedience and endurance in sexual services, which always attracted a number of both local and international guests of all genders.




In front of the horse boxes filled with cages containing both household servants and the slaves stationed here for corrective training, there was a tall stage. A row of naked male and female slaves stood there, where they could be viewed by the guests before the auction began.




Cristine measured the auctioned slaves from head to toe with the eye of a lover of both male and female form. The exhibited slaves were all very good-looking specimens. All of them wore heavy shackles and collars made of shiny stainless steel.




Some of the guests were sitting in plush chairs and were waited upon by the prettiest maids in Artemisia's service. Cristine could tell these were the wealthiest guests, and the most likely buyers. It looked very much like an art auction with a very diverse set of people of various backgrounds, all anxious to get the best deal. 




One of the men sitting in the plush chairs looked especially peculiar. He had a messy grey beard and a walking stick with a lion head on top, which he held imperiously between his widely spread knees. Wherever he moved, he attracted curious looks. Dominant ladies especially eyed him with suspicion as he was giving them spiteful looks. Besides the showy walking stick he wore a conspicuous fur, suspiciously similar to the skin of a white leopard. 




The man's gaze was gliding from one guest to another until it landed on Cristine. He glared at her for five seconds straight, but Cristine was accustomed to men staring at her. She instantly disliked him and haughtily turned her head away to show him what she thought of his filthy looks.




Beside the eccentric man stood a tall, beautiful black Mistress with a slave at her feet. She wore a snow-white shirt, contrasting with her ebony skin. Her hair was combed back in a sleek ponytail. She was apparently acquainted with a blond dominant guy who was standing next to her. Although she couldn't hear them over the noise, judging from her body language and mutual looks, they seemed quite intimate. 




Scanning the guests for Mistress Ava, Cristine spotted her talking to a tall, handsome male Dom who was clad head-to-toe in a luxurious leather overall. His wide, padded shoulders made him look very dominant. She caught snippets of the conversation and understood he was interested in one of the male slaves. Mistress Ava was in charge of this particular specimen and gave her heartfelt recommendation. 




"Yes, he is well versed in the art of the blow job. I taught him deep throat with my best endowed bull. Thirty thousand? That's a bargain!"




 Cristine waited for Ava to part from him and then approached her. 




"Mistress Ava?"




"Hi, Cristine! Are you enjoying the auction? Judging from the attendance we will have a decent number of sales today."




"Yes, cool!" Cristine responded, trying not to give away her mind was engaged elsewhere.




 "I'm happy to say I didn't organize this event. I can enjoy myself so much better when I don't play the hostess," Mistress Ava said. She seemed to be in good spirits, a glass of wine in her hand. Cristine thought herself lucky to find her in such a mood.




"Please, Mistress Ava, would you mind talking a bit?"




"Not at all! Armando, will you excuse me?" Ava put her open palm between Cristine's shoulder blades and gently stroked her long curly hair. Cristine felt a wave of thrill running down her spine as Ava's fingers lingered on her back. It didn't feel like an innocent touch.




"Come, dear. Let's have a drink." Mistress Ava navigated her through the crowd of ladies, who were laughing and pointing at one especially endowed slave, whose cock hung halfway down his thighs. She offered Cristine a chair at a provisional bar and ordered a ginger ale for her.




"Now, what did you want to talk about?" Mistress Ava asked rather merrily, helping herself to another glass of wine.




"During the birthday party my aunt talked about a special task Atalanta is supposed to complete to be accepted to the Xantippe's Club... would you think of a task for me so that I can join the club too?" Cristine asked.




"That has to be decided by the High Council of the Xantippe's Club, but I will be happy to bring it up at our meeting tomorrow."




"That would be lovely... You see, I feel this is the path for me. I have been bossing boys around ever since I was a little girl. I just cannot wait to join... There is so much I'd like to learn!"




Mistress Ava, who already had the opportunity to learn about Cristine's natural inclinations, had no reason to doubt her enthusiasm.




Cristine pushed an ice cube around her glass with a straw while looking intently into the glass, not daring to meet Ava's eye. "What if I would volunteer to infiltrate into the Casanova's Club and get more information about the Lost Girls case?"




Mistress Ava lowered her glass in surprise. The Casanova Club was still a secret. She stared at her a moment just as if she was a rainbow unicorn.




"Upon my word! How do you know about this? The maids must have babbled again... Okay then...  since you already know... I will discuss this idea with Artemisia." Mistress Ava was still eyeing Cristine with a mixture of curiosity and astonishment. 




"You truly are one of the astute girls I have ever met. You have a future!"




Cristine smiled gently and modestly pushed a strand of hair behind her ear.




"Would you suggest it as a task for me at the High Council meeting?" Cristine asked sheepishly, adding a blush.




"But please don't tell anyone this was my idea."




"Why not? But if you wish so... you can rely on me." Mistress Ava and Cristine clinked glasses.




"I have no doubts Artemisia will welcome your initiative. Sorry, but now I need to join the guests again, as some of my slaves are being sold and I need to present them to the buyers."




Cristine thanked Mistress Ava as she turned around on the bar chair and elegantly jumped down. She stopped abruptly, remembering something.




 "I would be very pleased if you would join us this evening for a lecture on orgasm denial. It is a lecture for the novice Xantippe's Club members, but I'm sure that Artemisia wil let you attend. Be sure to bring your slave with you, he will be your guinea pig."




✽✽✽




Accompanied by a collared and leashed Bernard, Cristine walked through a double-winged door with an elaborate doorknob in the shape of a mermaid. What she saw on the other side of that door took her breath away. She found herself in a large library.




The library was two stories high and had long ladders on wheels allowing access to the top shelves. The two stories were divided by a balcony with decorative railings. Judging from the descriptive plates, Cristine could tell that most of the books were dedicated to Femdom. Each shelf bore an inscription, such as "Brainwashing", "Humiliation", "Corporal punishments", "Psychology of Femdom", "History of Femdom", or "Sissification".




"I had no idea there was so much literature on Femdom!" Cristine breathed, fascinated. She instantly took out a random book and read the title loudly:




The Subjugation of a Man: The Occult Methods of Enslaving a Male




She put the book under her arm and gave Bernard a smoldering look. "I will read this."




In the middle of the library stood a large mahogany table surrounded with chairs. Some Domme students were already there with their slaves, laughing, and apparently running a fun competition before the lecture began. A fresh club member Samantha, whom Bernard remembered from his humiliating sissification procedure with Amanda, was testing her slave's physical prowess by having him hold books on his outstretched hands. His arms were already shaking but he was clearly determined not to fail, his forehead covered with little beads of perspiration. Samantha was checking the angle of his arms with a cane. 




Another Domme in a translucent rainwear dress, whom neither Cristine nor Bernard knew, ordered her slave to climb swiftly up and down one of the ladders. The third, whom they both recognized as Monica, placed a heavy leather-bound book between the shoulder blades of a slave, who was doing push ups. To make his exercise more challenging, she was stepping on his back with her black leather boots.




After the slaves reached their physical limits, they had a brief ten second pause and then moved to the next activity. The sexy young Dommes cheered their slaves and had a lot of fun comparing their stamina. Monica was writing their scores down on a piece of paper. The winner was going to have the privilege of licking his Mistress' feet as a reward.  




"Will you join us?" Samantha called cheerfully to Cristine, but at that precise moment Mistress Ava walked into the room and all the young Dommes respectfully took their places around the table, sitting on their slaves instead of chairs. They were joined by other Dommes who came with Ava.




Mistress Ava, her blond hair arranged in a stern, elegant bun, took the seat of honor at the head of the table. She wore a white satin shirt and a pencil skirt, looking like a dangerously sexy teacher.




"My ladies, I'm so pleased I can lecture you today on the subject of advanced orgasm denial." 




"Here..." Mistress Ava made a wide gesture with both hands, looking around all the books.




"Here, in this library, you can seek true knowledge of female dominance. It is the world's most complete Femdom library. Today I will give you a taste of what you can learn from the infinite wealth of this amazing collection. You will learn advanced methods of using your male's sexuality to make him your unconditional, obedient slave."




"Now, ladies, which of you will volunteer and lend me her slave?" She walked beside the table and all slaves present were immediately hopeful that their Domme would offer them as guinea pigs for this amazing Mistress, whose air of dominance outshone everything else in close proximity.




Cristine was always ready for a bit of mischief and so her hand darted up immediately. Bernard looked up in surprise, but before he could give Cristine a look he was already standing next to Mistress Ava, whose green eyes were scanning him up and down. He vividly remembered the first conversation Cristine had with Mistress Ava in the parlor. That was where he learned for the first time, how sophisticated dominant women were in their quest to subjugate slaves to their will.




Mistress Ava's green eyes, her mane of platinum blond hair, her long legs... ever since Bernard had laid eyes on the green-eyed goddess, he regarded her as one of the most attractive women he had ever seen. And now this stunning beauty started to work down his chastity device with a bundle of keys he had previously seen at Amanda's waist. Bernard shivered with excitement and Mistress Ava continued with her introduction.




"You will learn about the occult methods, both ethical and unethical, designed by generations of women to rule over their men. Methods devised to seduce, control and manipulate. There is no man in the world who cannot be subjugated to the will of any woman."




As she spoke, Mistress Ava glided her palm over Bernard's back, around his hips and he felt as if an electric current ran through his skin when she circled around his penis without touching it. It gave him goosebumps and his cock was already rock hard. He had to admit to himself that the humiliation he was experiencing by being watched by nearly a dozen dominant ladies, was mind shattering.




"Males are pathetically weak creatures. With the right set of tools you will be armed to conquer any man and do with him whatever you please." 




Mistress Ava touched Bernard's nipples. He could tell by the look in her eyes that she thought him attractive. The mental pictures of him getting laid by her were gradually overpowering him.




"Do you want him to be your valet? He will be one. Do you desire to sell him to work as a pull animal? You absolutely can do that. The Achilles heel of ordinary man is placed much higher, but gives you the same advantage."




Dommes around the mahogany table giggled, one slapped her slave's butt. 




"Controlling his cock gives you everything you need to make him your subject forever."




The unknown young Domme next to Cristine leaned towards her. "I've heard Mistress Ava is an absolute legend when it comes to the occult, and the darker methods of controlling a man... I can hardly wait to learn her tricks!" Cristine looked at her, feeling a sense of kinship. Finally, she had met girls her age, who were as avid female dominance proponents as she was.




Some Dommes nodded and many looked smug, as if they considered themselves pretty knowledgeable of the subject. Mistress Ava noticed.




"Of course, I know that most of you already know the amazing benefits of chastity... but whatever your current level of orgasm denial skills might be, my lectures will get you to the next level."




"Now let us summarize the essentials. What is orgasm denial?"




Samantha's hand darted up. "It is a practice of sexual control, where the freedom of the male slave to climax anytime he pleases is taken away from him by his Mistress. The orgasms of the chaste male, who either wears a chastity belt or promises to adhere to the rules set by his Mistress, are entirely in Her power."




"Very well put, Samantha, thank you!" Mistress Ava said.




Mistress Ava suddenly and firmly gripped Bernard's cock. "Throughout my lectures you will learn the fine art of controlling your slave through his cock. I will use this handsome young man to demonstrate the concept. I hope our dear Cristine will agree and if so, I will take his chastity into my own hands for the duration of the lecture series." 




Cristine was slightly taken aback, not trusting Mistress Ava completely. After all, she was Artemisia's side kick. But the situation and her plan required her to play along, and she agreed.




"When I'm done with him, he will beg me, he will beg like he has never begged in his life... to do what he would otherwise refuse to do. Cristine, tell me where do his boundaries lay. Where is the line to which he has pleaded  that you never overstep?"




Cristine did not need to think twice. "He is most of all scared of being fucked by another male."




"Great, this is a very well formulated limit. Challenge accepted. Ladies, when I'm done with his orgasm denial training, he will beg to be raped by five well endowed bulls."




The worst of Bernard's nightmares was coming back to him just as if it was a boomerang. He just stared. Mistress Ava only laughed and gave his cock several strokes before she sprayed his cock with ice cold water, enabling her to put the chastity belt on again.




"Each Domme will read the first three chapters from the book by Marlene Schmidt, On the Origin of Male Inferiority. See you next time."




The Dommes were, one by one, leaving the library, but Cristine stayed behind.




"Mistress Ava, what is going to happen to Bernard now? Will you take him?"




"Yes, for the duration of a few weeks he will be in my exclusive care. But don't you worry, I will replace him with one of our best slaves. You will not be sorry."




Cristine nodded, although inside she was rather annoyed with the effortlessness with which Mistress Ava took her slave from her. But at that point she had more important things on her mind, related to her conspiracy with Catherine.




"Mistress Ava, would you mind me staying here for a while? I'm a great bookworm and would like to enjoy this magnificent library by looking around."




Mistress Ava warmly approved of her diligence and encouraged her to stay as long as she liked. Cristine politely thanked her and in a short time she was alone in the library. Mistress Ava walked away with a swagger, pulling a very discombobulated Bernard behind her.




Cristine waited for everybody to be safely out of sight before she took one of the tall ladders at the eastern wall and dragged it to the perfect middle. The room was getting dark, but she did not switch the lights on. Cristine wore stiletto heels, which would have been very uncomfortable for climbing a ladder, so she took them off and climbed up barefoot. When she reached the ninth shelf, she stopped and started to read the titles. There she found a book bound in purple leather named "A Treatise to the Young Dominatrix". She carefully pulled it out. 




Several things happened at once. A mechanism was set in motion and a green flickering light started to shine through a crack, gaping now above the books in the shelf. By feeling them with her hands, Cristine realized the whole row of books was fake. A door to a narrow tunnel opened before her, tall enough only for a petite person to climb through on all fours. Cristine looked down again to ensure no one was watching and then nimbly climbed into the green lit tunnel.




✽✽✽







As Cristine slowly crawled through the long, narrow tunnel, lit with sparse green light bulbs, she thought how lucky she was not to be claustrophobic. As she progressed forward, she wondered how much time she had before someone noticed the opening in the top shelves of the library. 




Catherine claimed that at that hour of the day it would be unlikely for anyone to come in the library. She moved forward, brushing cobwebs aside with her elbows and knees. Her head was constantly bumping the ceiling and her hair was quickly becoming a perfect mess as it was catching on the rough bricks of the small passage. 




After several minutes she could finally see light flashing through a decorative lattice. She put her eye to it, and she could see it led to a room. Finally! Artemisia's study. She observed the room for a moment, but had only limited view, as the lattice was placed very close to the ceiling. The tunnel was probably masked as part of the ventilation system. 




After some moments of not seeing anyone, Cristine decided to take the risk. She felt around in the dim light and found a small lever that was placed right next to the lattice. As she spun the lever several times, a small door opened, and a rope ladder fell down, providing a way from the ceiling safely to the ground. Cristine could only wonder about the ingenuity of this secret passageway.




Cristine didn't have much time to look around and wonder at the interesting furniture and peculiar objects. The sun had already set, and the fading residual light was making her mission difficult, but she did not dare turn on the lights. 




She stopped, however, for a moment at a flask with something that looked very much like a pair of testicles floating in a bright liquid. Cristine shuddered a little but recuperated fast. Scanning the various objects in Artemisia's study, her eyes finally fell on what she was looking for. It was an urn. The urn with the name of Persephone Angelis written on it. The urn which contained the ashes of her deceased mother. 




"This sentiment will cost you, dear aunt..." Cristine whispered under her breath as she climbed on top of Artemisia's table to reach for the urn, which occupied a spot on one of the top shelves of a sturdy bookcase. The urn was made of white marble and it was extremely heavy. Cristine didn't intend to take it with her. She removed the heavy lid. Balancing on tiptoes she almost slid on a mountain of papers on the table. 




Removing the metal casket from the urn, Cristine was horrified to realize there were little pieces of bones rattling around with the ashes inside. She carefully placed the urn back in its original place and put the casket into a little bag she'd brought with her. She jumped down from the table, quickly putting the papers in order, and headed to the rope ladder to disappear into the secret passage before she was caught. 




As she fixed the mess she had made, she noticed Artemisia's large table had one of the drawers slightly open. Curiosity trumped cautiousness, and she opened the drawer. Aside from rather uninteresting looking papers, pencils, mints and an assortment of luxurious chocolates, there was a little book bearing handwritten inscription "A diary". 




The handwriting looked vaguely familiar, so Cristine opened it. She didn't even need to read the "The Diary of Persephone" to realize that the little notebook was densely covered with the same decorative handwriting as the letters written by her mother. She gasped. It felt like finding the holy grail. At once she forgot that she stole into her aunt's office and that she should be getting out before being caught. Her feet felt rooted to the expensive Persian carpet as she turned the pages, her hands shaking.




Such a treasure! An invisible thread to her mother, like an umbilical cord, connecting them together at that one special moment. She opened the notebook in the middle and read:







3rd March 2002




Today we dined at Spencers. These social events feel more and more daunting. I made a faux pas... Ms. Spencer asked me about my studies and I entirely missed her question. Everyone laughed and mocked me, making hints I'm in love. I guess there is a seed of truth in that, as I was thinking only of him. I cannot get him out of my head. His eyes are following me everywhere. Artemisia plans another Femdom party, but I guess I will find some excuse, so that I can go and see him. 




I guess she is a bit disappointed. She is so kind to me lately, it is breaking my heart to disappoint her... but I'm not invested in the lifestyle as much as she is. Can you blame me, when I just met the most amazing man? Is it wrong to take a different path?







Before Cristine could learn more about the mysterious stranger who charmed her mother so, she heard suspicious sounds in the corridor and clapping of high heeled shoes on the wooden floor. She was startled back to the present moment, and at once she realized she was standing in the middle of the room where she had absolutely no right to be. She hastily threw the diary back into the opened drawer and shut it. Before the keys rattled in the lock, she was already closing the secret door to the passage behind her. 




✽✽✽




Cristine safely arrived back to her suite, which was not guarded anymore, and locked herself in the bedroom. Bernard was gone with Mistress Ava and she was left alone with her own thoughts. Cristine was suddenly sorry that she did not steal the diary, but at least her intrusion would not get noticed. 




With almost religious reverence she took the casket with her mother's ashes from the bag and put it in front of herself on the coffee table. Like a film sequence she imagined her mother's life, her dying in the hospital and her getting cremated... she saw her family mourning her loss, she saw herself cradled in her mother's arms as a tiny baby... This scene was soon replaced by imagined scenes of her grandfather dying and the baby Cristine being given to Claire and Trevor. 




Cristine couldn't comprehend how and why her aunt would give such a sweet little baby girl to foster care with all the money on her hands. What sort of person does such a thing?




Musing over the diary entry, a curious thing crossed her mind. In the letter she had recently read, her mother was writing to her grandmother, claiming to be pregnant. That letter was dated in January. But the diary entry was dated to March and there her mother clearly stated she had just met an amazing man. Cristine couldn't wrap her brain around it. 




But there was more. Her mother did not mention any discord between herself and Artemisia in her diary. On the contrary, she spoke highly of her only sister. Suddenly it seemed that they couldn't be on such bad terms as the letters made it sound. She couldn't wait to ask Catherine to explain these weird discrepancies. 








Chapter 8










Cristine was getting ready for bed, slipping on a seductive black satin nightgown, while her thoughts were still racing in her mind. As she looked into the mirror, she saw her untidy appearance. Taking a brush to comb her hair, she heard a doorbell. 




Catherine stood at the door, a bottle of wine in her hand and a leash with three slaves at the end of it. Cristine let her through, curiously eying the bundle of slaves, all attached to a single leash just like pull dogs.




"Mistress Ava is sending a replacement for Bernard. You have the liberty of choosing the one that would please you the most." Catherine was wearing a miniskirt and shiny PVC stiletto shoes with black lace leggings underneath. 




"Oh, they all look so good. Which of these would you recommend?" Cristine asked, while silently measuring the athletic bodies of the candidates. They were varied in appearance, but they had uniformly sculpted, trimmed figures with perfect abs and strong arms.




"They all look very... fit...," noted Cristine as her gaze wandered to their locked cocks. 




"Oh, it depends. After all, each lady has different requirements and tastes. Of course, before you decide you need to see them whole."




Catherine smirked and produced the keys, opening their cages one by one. They did not need any encouragement to get fully erect. Being constantly in a state of orgasm denial, once their cages were removed, their arousal was almost constant.




Cristine walked around the kneeling slaves and one of them caught her eye.




"I like blond guys. I will take this one." The boy looked pretty much like Bernard, only his face had a rather prominent nose.




"Do you want to try him before you decide? I can leave him here for the night and you can make a decision in the morning. But once you accept him the rule is, you need to keep him for at least three weeks. Otherwise, the slaves would get disoriented and their ability to serve would diminish."




"Okay, leave him with me," Cristine said as she approached the slave. She could instantly feel sexual tension between them. When she touched his chest, an electric discharge stung her finger.




"Oooh!" Cristine laughed and the slave smiled too. Cristine could tell he was the perfect fit to satisfy her and was looking forward to spending some time with him alone. The thoughts of the past had almost obscured her otherwise fierce sexuality, but now was the moment to again enjoy some fun.




Catherine locked up the two others again and sent them away.




"What happened to your hair?" Catherine asked, removing her gloves. Cristine had not yet had the opportunity to fix her hair after the library adventure. 




Cristine leaned as close to Catherine as possible and whispered: "I'd rather talk about this between four eyes only..." 




"Slave, go and fetch us some refreshments," Catherine commanded.




After the doors closed behind him, Cristine told Catherine all about the mission and she showed her the casket with her mother's ashes. Catherine nodded approvingly, taking the casket and examining it.




"I hope your idea will yield clear answers," Cristine said.




"As long as there is bone residue, the forensic scientists will be able to find out if your mother was poisoned or not," Catherine told the doubtful Cristine.




"I have mixed feelings about this..." Cristine said as she combed her hair.




"Don't you want to find out the truth? Isn't it worth it, to be certain? Perhaps your aunt is innocent, but what if she really poisoned her?"




Cristine agreed, still incredulous that it could be possible to find out from ashes if a person was poisoned or not.




"I will take care of this. One of my slaves is a forensic scientist. He told me about a similar case years ago. They convicted a murderer based on the ashes of his victims. Anyway, I also want to know if my friend of thirty years would be capable of such a horrific act."




Cristine agreed and thought of the things that weighed on her mind.




"There are other things... When I was leaving Artemisia's office, I found something. A diary written by my mother."




Catherine blinked in a surprise.




"A what? Didn't I tell you not to touch anything else than the urn? Artemisia might notice something is off!" Catherine frowned.




Cristine was not so easily discouraged. "I put everything back as it was. The letters Atalanta brought me and the diary passage I read... there are discrepancies that do not make any sense. I couldn't read more, as someone was coming to the office, and I had to flee. But I would give my eye teeth to get my hands on the diary again," Cristine said longingly.




"Uhh... Well, I can ask Artemisia about it, but I was not aware she possessed any of Persephone's diaries. I'm sure that if we look into it more closely, we will find out some explanation to the questions that bother you."




"Diaries? You mean there is more than one?"




Catherine looked taken aback. She had said something she hadn't meant to.




"Well... yes. But I have no idea where they are, or even if they still exist. And what if Artemisia already knows someone was snooping in her office?"




Cristine was disappointed, but there were other avenues to explore.




"Okay, perhaps the family lawyer, Henry Hemsworth might know something. Would you find some way to get me there? Artemisia seems unwilling to let me leave the house; she's even got me guarded."




Catherine seemed immediately relieved that Cristine's attention was diverted to something else.




"Of course I can! I actually know where Henry Hemsworth lives. He was a longstanding friend of the Angelis family back then. Let's go there first thing in the morning. We can pretend to go shopping. If you go with me, Artemisia won't suspect anything."




✽✽✽




In the early hours of the next morning, Cristine met Catherine in the parlor for breakfast. They weren't alone, as Artemisia was hosting a group of Xantippe's Club members, together with some of the Dommes who had attended the Slave Auction. She invited both Atalanta and Cristine to join them, making a party of roughly forty ladies. 




Cristine noticed that Mistress Sakura again provided her live chandeliers for the breakfast. A trio of handsome male bodies were hanging contorted, ropes sensually cutting into their ripped bodies. The table was adorned with the most delicious gourmet foods, and it all smelled divine. 




Cristine took her place next to Catherine, across the table from Artemisia who was flanked by Mistress Ava on the right and Atalanta on the left. Cristine already noticed that Artemisia maintained a sitting order that reflected her affections.




The whole table waited for Artemisia to launch the breakfast. Servants and maids were ready to serve warm dishes, waiting only for the superior Mistress to issue her command.




"My dear ladies, it is my honor to inform you that our Slave Auction yielded a historical sum of money, which will be used down to the last cent to promote our cause. The challenge we are facing - the abductions of young girls - will require a lot of money. Are you ready to sacrifice the raised funds to resolve this issue?"




The ladies of the Xantippe's Club all murmured approvingly, and some even cheered.




"It is my pleasure to inform you that my relative, my amazing, beautiful and brave niece Cristine has asked for a task. A task that will make her one of us!"




Artemisia continued, "Mistress Ava came-up with the idea that Cristine might infiltrate into the Casanova's Club, which is, according to our sources, behind the abductions and torturing of innocent girls. Cristine, please,  tell us more about your plan."




Cristine got up confidently. "I believe that if we are intent on catching the monsters behind the abductions, we need to provide the police with reliable and irrefutable evidence. I will use a hidden camera and try to extract as much evidence as I possibly can. By doing that I hope to prove to you I'm worthy to become one of you."




Another round of cheers sounded around the room. While some ladies clapped their hands, all of them looked warmly and approvingly at her. Catherine smiled triumphantly. She couldn't have chosen better words herself. So far, Cristine had exceeded expectations. Everything so far was going exactly according to her plan.




"If you agree, I will take Cristine shopping to get her the things she will need," Catherine offered modestly and Artemisia nodded.




"Absolutely. Be sure Cristine has all the equipment she needs. Also make sure she looks just right."




"You can rely on me, superior Mistress Artemisia." Catherine bowed her head respectfully. Cristine, who sat right next to her, could see two mischievous lights flickering in her eyes as she lowered her head.




✽✽✽




Mistress Artemisia insisted that Catherine and Cristine use her black limo to go shopping. That prevented them from having any meaningful conversation along the way. The car easily could have been tapped. In order to prevent the possibility of Artemisia knowing of their every step, they decided to walk to Henry Hemsworth's apartment on foot. It was a mere two miles from the shopping mall where the limousine brought them.




The two sexy women walking down the busy streets of western London attracted a lot of attention from both men and women. Men stared and one of them actually bumped into a streetlamp because he couldn't take his eyes off Cristine's cleavage. 




It wasn't long before they arrived at a stately house with rental apartments. One of the doorbells, the newest looking, carried the name of Henry Hemsworth.




Catherine rang the bell. A smooth, velvety male voice responded over the intercom with a simple, "Yes? Who is it?




"Mister Hemsworth, my name is Catherine Marsden, I bring to you a relative of Mister Yiorgos Angelis, Miss Cristine Angelis. Would you please let us in?"




There was a brief silence.




"Who?"




"The granddaughter of Mr. Angelis, sir. Would you let us in?"




Another silence.




 "Oh! I remember now... Well, I did not expect any visitors, but perhaps I will find some tea... Come in then, third floor."




After Catherine and Cristine climbed to the third floor, the door was ajar. When they entered, they were surprised to find a rather well-kept apartment, but no Mr. Hemsworth. Both women followed the sound of clattering china. A man stood with his back turned to them, busy looking for tea in the kitchen cupboard. 




"Mister Hemsworth, sir?" Catherine said politely.




"Oh, yes, there it is. I don't know how long it's been here as I do not drink tea myself. Welcome to my humble abode. What brings you here?"




The man was in his sixties, but his hair and beard were flawlessly black. Cristine searched her memory in vain for anyone who at that age would retain such a flawless hair color with no signs of grey. His eyes were of a peculiar pale color, contrasting weirdly and unnaturally with his hair. There was a pronounced hardness around his mouth, and his lips were pursed tightly when he didn't speak. He was wearing a vest with a pocket watch and leather gloves on his hands.




As he was welcoming them, shaking their hands, he noticed Cristine looking at his gloved hands.




"I'm sorry I cannot take the gloves off, I have a skin condition that isn't very pretty to look at... As he held her hand, he raised it up to look at her wrist. 




"This is a very beautiful bracelet." Hemsworth lowered his head to the bracelet and examined it. As he got closer Cristine, for a fleeting moment she could smell some vaguely familiar perfume. Where did she smell such a scent? She disentangled gently her hand from his firm grip. 




"Thank you, that's the only thing I got from my mother."




"Aaah yes, your mother... Persephone Angelis, right? You are the spitting image of her." For a moment he studied her features. She felt awkward under his piercing gaze and fidgeted uneasily. She didn't know why, but the man gave her goosebumps. 




"Please Mister Hemsworth, I wanted to ask you about the events preceding my mother's death. I feel there were some rather suspicious circumstances. I wondered if you might have witnessed something that would be of use to my investigation." 




Cristine put aside her bossy ways and spoke with a small, sweet voice which she knew worked well with older gentlemen.




"Dear Miss, I'm not sure I can... Your grandfather has been dead for nearly two decades, and some things should remain buried," he said. He looked absentmindedly out the window where a couple of little birds chirped on the windowsill. Cristine noticed one of his eyelids was slightly heavier than the other, adding to his peculiar expression.




Cristine looked seriously at him, making the utmost use of her large eyes. 




"You surely can understand my situation. Perhaps my mother was poisoned... Please just tell me all you know about the past events. My mother deserves justice. She wrote you a letter where she told you about her growing fear of her sister."




"Yes... Artemisia. She is not a person who can be easily forgotten. You should leave her alone. I can honestly say I have no idea what she might do if you cross her." 




He walked to the window and poured water in a bowl on the sill, where birds made use of his hospitality.




Cristine followed him to the window, looking out to an inner court. She could see an elderly woman in the opposite house hanging laundry out of the window. She stared right at her and looked very curious.




Cristine couldn't bear to beat around the bush any longer. "Do you believe Artemisia might have killed my mother for the inheritance?"




Hemsworth didn't seem shocked, just as if he expected such a question. Instead of an answer, he squared his shoulders, looking sideways at Cristine. "The entire family fortune fell into Artemisia's lap. Your mother died and Yiorgos soon followed. I can hardly make any assumptions without direct evidence, but it certainly looks fishy to me."




He leaned on the back of a tall armchair, crossing his arms. When he was not paying attention, his drooping lid was even more pronounced. "I remember how on the day your grandfather died, Artemisia summoned me to the Angelis mansion, and she looked positively elated. She was already planning on making some acquisitions in the YA Oil Company. I thought it rather indecent, considering she was in mourning, but at that time I had no reason to think either of the deaths unnatural." 




"You are implying that Artemisia got rid of her father too?" Catherine exclaimed, shocked.




Hemsworth looked at her, but his gaze glided over her shoulder and went out of focus. "I didn't realize it at that time, but after all he followed his daughter to the grave so soon..."




As Cristine was leaving Hemsworth's apartment, there remained not a trace of doubt in her mind that her aunt was guilty of patricide as well as the murder of her own sister.




As they walked out to the street again, Cristine was trembling with rage. Walking swiftly side-by-side to get back to the shopping mall, Cristine and Catherine talked feverishly, the latter trying to bring the former to her senses.




"Don't forget what I told you. You will have the best possible access to Artemisia when you enter the club. You will be able to walk freely in and out of the library without raising suspicion.  You will also gain access to the Xantippe's Club archives where Artemisia keeps all her documents. She trusts the members of the Club unreservedly. After all no one gets in without proving to be truly loyal to the cause of Femdom and to Artemisia personally."  




Cristine shook her head furiously. "No, Catherine... I don't think I can face Artemisia after this. I'm seriously considering doing her in. She is a monster and does not deserve to live!"




Catherine caught her by the hand and turned her around so that their eyes were level. "I feel for you, Cristine! But don't let yourself get carried away. Don't you think it would be much more satisfying to get the inheritance you were stripped of and see her punished by law? Seen by all for what she really is?"




Cristine imagined herself getting jailed for the murder of her aunt, without Artemisia ever being exposed for her crimes. Catherine could read in her face that she was seeing her point.  




"There now. Calm down and let's do the shopping for your task."




✽✽✽




When Cristine and Catherine were coming back from their meeting with Hemsworth and their shopping trip, they were armed with all the equipment and clothes Cristine hoped to use to infiltrate the Casanova's Club. Cristine was already calm enough to walk into the house without the urgent need to strangle Artemisia with her own hands.




To their surprise, as soon as they entered the house through the front door, Artemisia, who was normally impossible to reach, was running towards them. Her hair was streaming about wildly, and her eyes were wide open in fear. 




"Cristine! You were the last one to see Atalanta... Where did she say she was going?"




"What happened?" A sense of premonition and dread kicked-in and Cristine knew there was something terribly off. 




"Atalanta is gone!"  Artemisia cried breathlessly.




"What do you mean?"




"Look!" Artemisia produced a little note written in capital letters.




"I found it on my bed an hour ago."




Atalanta is in our hands. Don't call the police or she will be coming back to you in a black bag. We will send instructions.




Cristine broke out in a cold sweat. Her rage at her aunt made way to intense horror.




"Who could have done that?"




Artemisia yelled "How do I know? The church? Oil lobbyists? Some envious bastards?"




Cristine immediately remembered how she had covered Atalanta for her dates with her lover. Could it be him?




She felt hesitant to admit it, but out it had to go. "I think she was seeing someone..." 




"What? Who?" Artemisia forcefully gripped her shoulders, her eyes firmly fixed on Cristine's lips. 




"I... I don't have the slightest idea. Atalanta was very secretive about him..."




Artemisia wailed desperately.




"I was having the house guarded day and night, but she escaped and now she is god knows where, at the mercy of some maniacs..."




The butler interrupted them.




"Excuse me, Mistress, but this just arrived."




He handed her an envelope. She snatched it from his hand and started to frantically tear the envelope open. Cristine leaned closer to read:







Hello Artemisia,




Greetings. We couldn't miss your attempts to bring down our club. We will not let you endanger our activities. You will pay dearly for your proud insolence. If you ever want to see your daughter alive again, do precisely as we say. You will be given five tasks which you will have to perform to our satisfaction. If you do, we promise to return your daughter safely to you. If you do not, we will mutilate, rape and kill her. When we are done with her, you will not recognize her pretty face.




The Casanova's Club




PS: Please enjoy the attached gift. On the USB drive you will find Atalanta having the time of her life.







Artemisia collapsed into a nearby chair. Cristine was as shocked as Artemisia, but she was instantly ready for action. Atalanta was in serious trouble. She had to start her mission right away. Her cousin was not guilty of her mother's sins and Cristine wouldn't live to see her beautiful cousin mutilated and killed by a bunch of perverted maniacs.




A slave brought a laptop and Artemisia played the video. It showed Atalanta, bound in a hogtie, with her naked sensual body covered with tight ropes. A big red, saliva covered gag was protruding from her wide-open mouth. She laid belly down on a large wooden table. Next to her, visible only up to his chest, a man with an erect cock and large balls, was masturbating above her. 




Artemisia cried out, enraged. "When I get him, I will cut those balls off!"




✽✽✽




It was already getting dark when Artemisia's driver dropped Cristine on a side street in the West End center. The street ran parallel to one of the most fashionable streets in London, which contained a number of bars, boutiques and expensive cafes. Neon lights were brightly flickering, luring in passersby to spend their hard-earned money on heavily overpriced services. 




Cristine was heading to one of the bars called Eagle's Eye. Her appearance had been substantially changed. Her hair was now off her face, tied in a ponytail, her nail polish removed and she wore no make up at all on her face. She wore a dark green miniskirt which was modest and unpretentious. It was a very different look from what she would usually choose for herself.




She walked through the door of a fancy bar with bare light bulbs hanging over the outdoor tables and over a display of expensive alcoholic beverages. The ceiling was adorned with a large eagle eye mosaic made of broken glass. Pretty waitresses were zooming around, all smiles. There were a lot of people there already, mostly men who were drinking and laughing freely.




Cristine was trying to recall all she had learned in the emergency meeting of the Xantippe's Club. This time Cristine was amongst the invited, although she wasn't a member yet. 




Mistress Sakura had been sharing the intelligence she received from a reliable source. "Now we finally know how the Casanova's Club recruits new sex slaves. If we want to infiltrate the club, Cristine, you need listen carefully."




Cristine was leaning on a windowsill and listening intently.




"The Club members themselves do not bother to fish for new victims. At least not directly. Instead, they use the services of a fake modeling agency, which provides them with new girls."




Some of the club members snorted contemptuously.




Mistress Sakura, who paused to let other members express their contempt, continued. "This agency uses scouts who cruise around fashionable streets and look for lonely girls in clubs and bars. They offer girls a 'one time opportunity' and arrange a photo shoot for which they promise to pay a substantial sum of money, offering a modeling contract if the shoot goes well."




Another wave of disapproving murmurs was cut short by Mistress Artemisia. "In short, before the poor girls know what's happening, they are caught in the sticky net of the Casanova's Club, that traps them in their den."




Before Cristine departed, Mistress Sakura added one last piece of advice. "Cristine, if you want to attract the scout's attention, you'll need to make a much different impression. These guys are predators. They enjoy girls who look fragile and who have low self-confidence. You must change your looks, and the whole impression you make on people."




Cristine snapped back to reality and examined the bar patrons more closely. The scouts were supposed to be pleasant looking, cavalier young men in flawless brand-named clothes. This was not helpful, as most of the men there fulfilled those criteria. The only thing she could do was to order a drink and wait. 




She looked as timid and mousey as she could muster. Her posture was changed at least as markedly as her clothes. She was slightly hunched in the shoulders and looking down as if shyness prevented her from looking others directly in the eye. She sat down at a bar an ordered herself a mojito. 




Within a few minutes she was surrounded by a swarm of men, but as it turned out, none of them was the scout she was looking for.




For the first few evenings no scout approached her. Several evenings of desperation on Artemisia's part and disappointment on Cristine's seemed to crawl by. They were almost ready to give up, when on the fourth day a scout finally came to the bar, looking around for the perfect victim. 




"Fancy a drink?" The guy approached Cristine with a charming smile and introduced himself as James Rost as he sat down next to her. Cristine gave him a shy look, mustering a slight blush.




As they spoke, she was stealthily examining him. He was wearing a perfectly fitting blue shirt that matched his remarkable blue eyes. He was indeed very handsome and looked trustworthy. He knew how to pass for an honest person - his eyes wide open, his body language relaxed and outgoing. 




"Are you an actress? Or a dancer?"




"Um, no, I'm actually a student... I study veterinary medicine." 




His eyes brightened. Young students were always in need of money.




"Such a shame. You have an air of elegance about you," he said. Cristine gave a small laugh, her eyes cast down.




"Do you need to pay for your tuition?"




"Yes, it is insane... I work as a waitress just to make ends meet." Cristine bit her lower lip, looking sideways at him. 




He ordered himself a gin and tonic. 




"Yeah, this world is not a fair place... What if I told you there is a better way?"




Cristine looked at him with large innocent eyes.




"What do you mean?" 




"You don't need to work your ass off as a waitress. I work for a modeling agency. Would you be interested in taking part in a fashion show? You are very beautiful and a curvaceous figure such as yours is all the rage lately."




"Oh, I'm not sure. I'm no model and I'm quite shy..." Cristine gave him another of her carefully studied, demure looks.




"My client is a renowned company, selling fashion clothing. You would be paid a thousand pounds for the single photo shoot. If our client chooses you, you would sign a contract for fifty thousand pounds."




Her jaw dropped, and her mouth fell open.




Bingo. He was pretty sure that this was going to be a massive success. He was already seeing himself spending the money he would get for her. Little did he know that she too was secretly jubilant and more than ready to accept his offer, right then and there.




James thought this was a very easy job, as she didn't object or negotiate, and she did not even express worries for her safety. Without any objections on her part, he escorted her in his blue Jaguar to an apartment in a former industrial building on the outskirts of London. 




James brought Cristine to a female photographer, remaining on the spot to "assess her potential in front of the camera". Cristine thought the employment of a female photographer as a hell of a clever move. The female would help to disperse any doubts the young girls might possibly have about being brought into this rather secluded area, and entering a strange apartment with a guy they had just met.




The spacious loft that was serving as their studio had intentionally captured the charm of the bygone industrial era, preserving some of the elements of the old factory it had once been. The apartment was a fully functional photo studio, equipped to serve the purposes of boudoir photography. A large leather covered bed, elegant cascades of fabrics, a number of backgrounds rolled up at the ceiling, each corner furnished in a different style.




The photographer was a young woman of exceptionally kind and reassuring appearance. Cristine wondered whether she was at all aware that her services helped facilitate criminal activities. The scout was calming her pretended fear of the camera, assuring her that her astonishing looks would surely secure her a contract with the client. Whenever she aired her insecurity and helplessness, he promised a bright future lay ahead of her. 




James was very pleased with the resulting photos. Jeanine the photographer was skilled at taking sexy photos and Cristine was stunningly beautiful, even without make up. She arranged her attractive form to accentuate her perfect boobs and round hips. She encouraged her with flattering comments to reveal as much of her skin as possible. Off went her jacket, followed by her skinny jeans. Shortly Cristine was in her underwear, posing with her butt in a thong. With her exhibitionist nature, she had to conceal how much she was actually enjoying herself.




James stood behind Jeanine's shoulder and was nodding his head approvingly. Cristine could see by his bulging trousers that he was more than impressed by her sexy figure. But he did not betray his arousal with salacious looks and remained very professional. 




After the photo shoot was over, James drove Cristine to a fake address that she pretended to be her home. He left without attempting to kiss or grope her. With a bright smile he paid Cristine the sum of money for the first photo shoot and left her with the promise of a phone call once he received the opinion of his client.




Everyone at the Angelis mansion waited anxiously for a phone call from the scout. The hours dragged like centuries and Artemisia paced the improvised headquarters. 




The most faithful of Artemisia's friends would not leave her side. Mistress Sakura and Mistress Ava were calling all the influential people they could think of who could find out more about the Casanova's Club and its mysterious leader. 




Catherine was filling Artemisia's glass with another shot of whisky to calm her nerves, when she noticed Cristine, who had just arrived from her meeting with the scout. She winked at her behind Artemisia's back, gesturing she that she wanted to meet her alone. Excusing herself to Artemisia, she took Cristine to her suite which was situated conveniently close to the headquarters.




In her room, Catherine offered Cristine a shot of whiskey too, but she politely refused. She liked to have a clear head and complete control over herself in every situation.




Catherine encouraged her to sit, but Cristine was restless. Somewhere, her cousin, the fair beauty, was in grave danger. How could she sit back and drink whiskey? 




"I think you should take a seat after all. I'm afraid our worst fears have come true," Catherine said. Cristine stared, bracing for the worst.




"The analysis has proved beyond any reasonable doubt that your mother didn't die of natural causes. She was poisoned."




"She... was... really murdered?" Cristine dropped into a chair that Catherine had quickly pushed behind her as Cristine's legs refused to carry her any longer. She fell into the chair with a thud.




"Yes. Poisoned with arsenic. The forensic report states it clearly. My friend said that the symptoms of poisoning can mimic systemic failure caused by infection."




Cristine was feeling sick and felt an urge to run to the bathroom. When she did empty her aching stomach, she washed her face and for a few moments looked at herself in the mirror - the perfect likeness of her mother.




But Cristine's character was first and foremost that of a tireless fighter for others. She pulled herself together.




"Whatever happened back then, now poor Atalanta is in danger. I will deal with Artemisia later. My cousin is innocent of all this, and I can save her. That matters now the most."




Catherine's eyebrows moved up, she had apparently expected Cristine to explode in rage and run to confront Artemisia right then. Without another word they both returned to the headquarters, calling and writing emails that found their way all over the world.




Five endless hours after Cristine returned from the photo shoot, her phone rang.




Cristine answered the phone with shaking hands. James happily announced, "The agent of the company I represent wishes to meet you in person. He thinks you are perfect for the job and would like to sign a contract with you as soon as possible. I will gladly bring you there myself."




✽✽✽




Artemisia mobilized all her contacts and resources to find Atalanta, but so far, all had come up empty. Not even her power over the Prime minister had yielded any results. She was getting more and more dependent on Cristine's determination to infiltrate the organization that abducted her daughter. 




Catherine was at her side the entire time, providing much needed emotional support. She was by her, as well, when another letter arrived. The butler felt almost hesitant to deliver another of the envelopes, marked with the monogram CC. He hated to see his beloved Mistress so anguished. Artemisia opened the envelope with trembling hands.







Dear Artemisia,




We believe that you finally understand how serious we are. Your daughter has five days to live. Each day you will receive a note with a task. If we are not content with your performance, the pretty blond will die. Look for another letter with your first task – it shall arrive tomorrow.




The Casanova's Club







Artemisia was livid. She had always promised a cruel revenge to anyone who might dare threaten to harm her daughter. All her friends and enemies knew that she never threatened in vain.




After Cristine learned that another note had arrived, she felt restless to embark on the mission as soon as possible. She packed her things for the dangerous quest, including all her spying gadgets and a little package she got from Mistress Ava, containing a collection of flasks with various herbal concoctions. 




Mistress Ava assured her that Bernard would be in the best hands. She, and the two Femdom university students Samantha and Monica, would continue with his orgasm denial training for the purposes of the lectures, until she returned. 




✽✽✽




The following day James picked Cristine up with his blue Jaguar, a radiant smile plastered on his face. He was undoubtedly jubilant he'd made such a catch. His reward would certainly correspond to Cristine's extraordinary beauty.




"My client is looking forward to meeting you. Today he is hosting a private catwalk. You and other models will present a new collection of lingerie."




"So now it is lingerie... what is it going to be next? Porn?" Cristine thought scathingly.  




James did not wait for her comment and continued. "My client is currently in his country manor. That is where we are heading." 




They were slowly making their way through busy London streets, attracting looks of passers-by, who admired not only the blue metallic Jaguar, but also Cristine, who regardless of her non-existent make up and ponytail still looked dashing.




Once they finally left the city, James could finally show what he had under the hood of the impressive car. They traveled at high speeds through fields and hills, turning gradually into the woods. The car glided smoothly on the highway, sticking like it was glued to the surface, even in the sharpest turns.




Cristine was unafraid of the mission ahead but had to admit to herself that she was taking great risk. So many young girls had already disappeared, and no one knew if they were even still alive. Poor Atalanta was in the hands of those bastards, and she was a highly capable person who could normally take care of herself.. Would Cristine be able to successfully defend herself when the going got tough?




In less than an hour's ride from the city, they finally arrived at their destination. The manor was situated in a very secluded area and consisted of a large stately house and a few of sheds and barns which appeared to be in a state of disrepair. But the whole property was surrounded by a tall wall with razor wire on top. The place had a very unsettling atmosphere. When the gate opened automatically, she noticed German shepherds guarding the premises.




Cristine gulped. Once she got in, how on earth was she getting out again? Thus far she did not have any plan. She had to think of all the girls who had been brought here, just like Atalanta. Arriving at such a place, they were surely growing uneasy by this point in their journey, questioning their own judgment of the charming James and his promises.




James noticed her growing apprehension and made jokes to alleviate the tension. Perhaps he was worried she might take a leg at the last minute. His ploy did not work, rather it had the opposite effect. He made Cristine even more worried. He parked the car next to a side door and gestured for her to get out.




A woman walked toward them, rather elegant and nice looking. She introduced herself as Beatrice. Cristine remembered the photographer Jeanine, who also looked decent and trustworthy. The woman greeted her with a wide smile and propelled her forward into the house. Cristine noticed she wore a badly fitted wig, which seemed unsettling. Why does she wear a wig? James turned on his heel and was gone, without bothering to say goodbye. The woman locked the door behind her and put the keys in her pocket.




"You are Cristine, correct? Let me guide you to the dressing room. Refreshments will be available to you while you are getting ready for the catwalk. You've arrived just in time, the show will start in half an hour. You will be accommodated later on. 




The entire place: the guard dogs, the razor wire, the woman in a wig, all seemed disturbing. Even if she didn't already know that she had just entered into the spider's web, she would have felt concerned about her safety at this point. 




As Beatrice unlocked the door, she pushed aside an old, musty velvet curtain which had probably been installed to keep the draught from getting into the room behind the door. Cristine entered a dressing room, where at least a dozen other young girls were getting ready for the fashion show. Most girls were already wearing very revealing and sexy fetish clothes.




Some looked very uncomfortable, wearing expressions of discomfort and foreboding. Many of them were crossing their arms in front of their bodies as if cold. Others seemed quite at ease, sitting in front of vanity tables and applying makeup. 




"You, Cristine, please remove your clothes, I need to see your body to decide which lingerie would suit you the best," Beatrice said, looking determined.




Cristine complied and started to strip off her clothes until she was only in her underwear. She felt strangely embarrassed, being stared at by the other girls and the odd woman as she was removing her clothes. At least the dressing room was warm.




"Take that off too," Beatrice commanded in an uncompromising voice, pointing at her underwear. Cristine hesitated for a moment, but then obeyed. She had to remind herself why she was there and that helped her to follow commands. She slowly unfastened her bra until her breasts were revealed to the eyes of Beatrice. She walked closer to her and slowly touched them.




"Such an amazing shape. I know what to put on you." From a large wardrobe she took a see-through nightgown. Cristine felt a smell of some perfume and a mild odor of sweat from the garment. This was no new collection; they just used the lingerie all over again after their last batch of victims. 




Beatrice slid it over Cristine's head and it easily glided over her breasts, belly and hips. Matching shoes with high heels added a touch of perfection. Cristine looked like she was naked. Regardless of the situation, she felt aroused by wearing such a sexy outfit. 




"Get ready, ladies. You will be presented to the owner of Trendy Wear Incorporated. Please make a queue and I will send you in, one by one."




Cristine thought this was peculiar and she was not alone. This didn't look anything like a regular fashion show. Girls, however, created an orderly queue and waited for their turn. Cristine was approximately in the middle. Once a girl walked out and passed through a heavy velvet curtain, she didn't come back to the dressing room. It took several minutes before another one was called by Beatrice to go forward.




When it was Cristine's turn, she walked through and found herself on a long runway in what looked like an old, shabby bar. The room was packed full of males. The girls who had entered before her were nowhere to be seen. She walked forward, blinded by the spotlight, pointed directly at her. She could only hear male voices in what were apparent sighs of admiration for her sexy form. 




She walked forward, still seeing nothing. Her hips and boobs swayed, and her hair streamed freely around her. It felt like ages to reach the end of the runway. There she stopped, putting her hands on her hips.




Before she could stir from the place, two pairs of muscular arms caught her and before she could fight, they pulled off her gown until she was fully naked. Then her ankles were spread apart and shackled to heavy metal chains, anchored to the ground. Her arms were twisted behind her, and her wrists were lashed together.




"Gentlemen? How much for this olive-skinned beauty?"




"A thousand!" 




"A thousand then! Will someone pay more for such amazing curves?"




"Two thousand."




"Two thousand for the Greek beauty. Who gives more?"




Cristine realized that this was an auction. Each girl was  being auctioned by one of the males, presumably as a sex object. Did the same thing happen to Atalanta? How would she now get to her? What if she was no longer in the house and was carried who knows where? This was not going according to plan.




The spotlight was very strong and it was warming her skin like a summer sun in the middle of the afternoon. She started to perspire.




"Two thousand five hundred!" Resonated over the increasingly loud voices.




"Show her pussy!" someone called from the crowd. 




The two males, who wore hoods, appeared again, and used crude force to split her legs wider. Murmurs of approval and hoots sounded over the room.




"Two thousand five hundred, that's a bargain for such a pretty thing. Will someone challenge that?"




The two brutes tossed Cristine around like a puppet, showing her tits and butt to the audience. She could hear aroused sighs. Some males in the audience stroked their cocks.




A young authoritative voice sounded over the hubbub. 




"I will take her as my trophy."




The whole room went silent just as if a whip cracked in the air. The silence felt like it lasted ages.




Then the auctioneer's voice sounded again, much quieter and sounding almost scared.




"But... Master... this is against the rules of the Slave Auction."




"It is my auction and I have the right to break the rules. I will take her. End of discussion."




Another silence, this time shorter.




"Fair enough. This slave is exempted from the auction and consigned to master..."




Before Cristine could hear the name of the master, she got a needle shot of anesthetics into her neck, and she dozed off. 





Chapter 9










Cristine regained consciousness, but she couldn't see a thing. It took her several excruciating moments to realize that she, in fact, was not blind, but that her eyes were covered with a silk scarf. She attempted to move, but her arms felt very heavy. Trying to use her hands, she realized her limbs were weighed down by heavy shackles. She felt a bit cold. Goosebumps were raising around her spine and her naked nipples were protruding. 




"Good morning sleeping beauty." A melodic young voice sounded close to her head. The unexpected sound gave her a fright and she jerked, causing her limbs to brush roughly on the heavy metal of the shackles.




"Ouch!" Cristine cried out.




"Oh, just calm down, ok? You will harm yourself.  I will not harm you." In a lower, more ominous tone he added: "Not yet anyway."




As Cristine came around, she quickly regained her presence of mind. She couldn't see, but she could feel her body and its surroundings. She slowly started to fumble around. Her sense of touch was suddenly getting sharper. Under her was a silky surface, a mattress with a foam core.




"I will spare you the effort, darling. You are in a cage. If you raise your hands, you will touch the bars." The voice was peculiar. If Cristine wasn't in such a situation she would probably think the guy might have a good career of singing in musicals.




"Who are you?" Cristine asked.




"Does it really matter? Will knowing my name change anything about your predicament?"




Fair enough, thought Cristine.




"What matters is, where you are and why."




Cristine decided to play his game. "Where am I and why, then?" 




"You are in my bedroom because I decided to claim you for myself. I saved you from getting raped on the first night of your slavery."




Cristine analyzed the answer in her head. The guy was apparently thinking she should be grateful, that he had done her a service. Perhaps pretending to be thankful might be the right strategy.




"That's kind of you," She retorted in a small, gentle voice. He laughed.




"Kind of me? Wow, you've got manners. Other girls would spit around like angry cats, and you say - that's kind of you. You are a funny one." 




The mystery guy, encouraged by her calm demeanor, put a hand through the bars and gently caressed her lips.




"What do you want from me?" she breathed through his fingers.




"You will learn that soon enough. Are you curious about me? Are you interested how I look?"




Cristine's mind worked on overload. The young guy was trying to present himself as dominant, but he was apparently anxious for her to think him handsome. As he spoke, with each word he betrayed something about himself that could help her to deal a new set of cards into the game. 




"I'm very curious about you." 




"You will know me then."




He put another hand through the bars and effortlessly removed the satin scarf  from her eyes. The room had an ambient light and so it took her a few seconds for her eyes to adapt. 




Once he removed her scarf, but before she could get her bearings, he jumped right up so that she could see him at his best. He was a tall, handsome dark haired and dark eyed twenty-something. He wore a black shirt and leather pants. He had perfectly styled hair and a surprisingly thick, perfectly trimmed beard. Too perfect. He was too attentive to his own looks, she thought




He gazed at her with an expression she easily deciphered as "so, what do you think? Am I not very handsome?" This guy was longing for validation, it was clear as day. 




"You look very handsome." Cristine said timidly and lowered her gaze, hoping that she did not flatter too much to make him suspicious. He bought it.




"You are shy! That's nice to see. Quite rare in girls these days."




Cristine could make out that he was essentially insecure and probably not confident enough to date assertive girls. That was probably also the reason why his scouts were going after the most timid, demure looking girls with poor self confidence, Cristine thought.




Assessing her situation, she decided to find out more, even though there was a risk that he'd catch on that she was not stupid. She wanted to keep the advantage of appearing simple minded, but she also needed to keep him talking.




"Why am I in a cage?"




"Most girls need to be tamed before they can become part of my harem. You will be caged for as long as it takes to make you accept that your fate is that of my slave.




"You've got a harem?" Cristine asked and successfully managed to transform her disgust into an expression of admiration and curiosity. 




"Yes, twelve of the prettiest girls you can think of, all of whom are ready to get laid twenty-four-seven. Four blonds, five brunettes and three gingers, all waiting for me in the barn." He seemed to inflate with pride.




"You must have incredible stamina if you manage to satisfy twelve girls." 




Cristine had a list of names that she had memorized, the girls who disappeared without a trace. She hoped they would be his harem girls - safe and sound. Or alive, at least. If she was to find Atalanta and save the other girls, she had to get into the harem as soon as possible. 




Could Atalanta also be one of the blonds? If he was in such a position to cancel the auctioning of a particular girl, he was probably their chief or very highly stationed in the hierarchy of the Casanova's Club. As such he would probably get the prettiest girls. And Atalanta was very pretty.




"Are you the renowned Master Dorian?" Cristine risked asking, as there was no way for her to have heard the name before, unless she was sent there by his enemies.




"Yes, I am. You heard about me?" he seemed confused, but the compliment was too tempting.




"So, this is the bastard," Cristine thought. It was imperative to gather the evidence. Looking over her shoulder, she noticed to her astonishment that she still had her shoes on. Incredible luck. She continued speaking to Dorian, "All the girls whispered about you in the dressing room. I guess it is quite a privilege to serve you personally."




Master Dorian was clearly unable to unravel her pretense. She couldn't comprehend how a guy this young and inexperienced could have achieved such a high position in the hierarchy of the Club. 




He was probably used to dealing with defiance, but her flattery caught him entirely off guard. Way to go.




"I will stay in the cage and I will not fight. I understand that all resistance is futile... Master," Cristine said as she gave him the dewy look of a wounded doe. It worked wonders.




Master Dorian seemed pleasantly surprised.




"Well, perhaps we can skip the adaptation phase. You are still shackled anyway. I will let you out of the cage. In case you think escape is possible, you are wrong. If you attempt to flee, I will beat the hell out of you."




Cristine was stiff and the heavy shackles made it even more difficult to get to her feet. Once she got up, still naked, she lowered her gaze, aware she must not look into his eyes. Being a dominant herself, she knew perfectly well how to tickle his pride, what posture and demeanor to adopt to make him feel confident and at ease.




He approached her, apparently struggling with whether or not to have her right then and there. But he wasn't like that. He liked to get hold of his pray slowly, enjoying the process more than the result. He slowly walked around her. This girl would be the jewel of his collection. A remarkable beauty with a one-of-a-kind body. He was slowly touching her with his fingertips, gliding around her belly, just as if gripping her body lustily would ruin the experience. 




"You will learn that your greatest pleasure is in service to your Master. You will soon find out that there is nothing more satisfying than to be my fucking doll. You will adore my cock like a deity and my cum will be the substance you will yearn for like heroin." He approached her and sniffed her fragrant hair.




"I will take you whenever and wherever I want, in any way I want. You will open your legs to me at any time, or for any other man I point at."




 Cristine stood, not moving an inch. As he spoke, she was weaving a plan in her mind. 




"Yes... Master. I will serve you in any way you say. All my life I dreamed of a man who would make me his property, who would take me without asking. A man who would shelter me from the world and keep me for himself only." Cristine knew what he wanted to hear.




"And that is what you will get. You will be mine and mine only. Tonight, you will learn the ultimate happiness is to serve your master."




"Perhaps some of your other slaves might join us for the night?"




Dorian only stared. Cristine was too good to be true. But he was too pleased to sense a betrayal.




"Oh, tonight I want you alone. But tomorrow you might have the privilege."




He moved closer to her, close enough for her to smell his body. He was young and his perfume had a pleasant note of bergamot. He leaned towards her and kissed her sensual lips.




He said under his breath, "A treasure like this must not not be taken in haste." But he was young and was getting very aroused by Cristine's amazing body. He couldn't resist anymore. He caught her around her waist and with surprising strength swept her fifty kilos and heavy shackles, carrying her a few meters away to his bed. He threw her on the bed, sending her curves into a violent motion as she landed on the mattress. He climbed on top of her, hastily unbuttoning his leather trousers. He breathed hard and she could feel his cock struggling to get erect. Thankfully his trousers were stiff and difficult to remove. 




Cristine's survival instincts kicked in. She could not remain passive and get raped without a fight. She started to struggle to get free. Dorian eventually succeeded in getting his trousers down. He kicked them off and they fell under the bed. His erect cock was ready to enter Cristine when a phone rang. It was a melody from The Good, the Bad and the Ugly. He froze. Forgetting instantly what was he just about to do, he jumped off the bed and hurried to answer the phone.




"Father?" He stood, his naked ass turned towards Cristine. He put one of his hands to his ass and scratched it. He suddenly looked helpless and embarrassed like a little schoolboy, castigated by his authoritative father.




"Oh nooo, I didn't forget... but I'm busy right now... Pleeeease. Can I do it tomorrow...?" The voice on the other side hissed angrily, but Cristine couldn't make out the words.




 "Right now? Okay. I'm on my way." 




Judging from his disappointed look, there would be no fucking that night. His brows contracted in a frown, and he turned to her.




"You - stay here. This place is very secure. Even if you managed to escape me, you will never get past our advanced security systems. Better stay put." 




He opened a wardrobe and took out a pair of jeans. He hurried to the door. When he reached for the doorknob, he suddenly remembered something. In a few long strides he was at Cristine and clicked a heavy ball onto the chain, connecting her shackles with the collar. It must have weighed at least a ton. She wouldn't move with the ball on her chain more than a meter to any side.




"There you go. Make yourself comfortable. I will be back soon enough to finish what I started."




✽✽✽




The Xantippe's Club, with Artemisia in forefront, was concerned after learning that the slaves whom Artemisia sent to stay nearby Cristine had lost track of her. When they sought the signal from her cell phone they found it in a dust bin in a country-side gas station. Cristine was now left to her own devices with no one to come to her rescue.




Artemisia was left to anxiously to await the first task the Casanova's Club would come up with. The note arrived later in the afternoon in the same monogrammed envelope as last time. Artemisia sat down to read it, in case she felt faint.







Artemisia,




Here comes our first task. The easiest one you will get. Send one million seventy thousand, eight hundred pounds to the bank account you find attached. Do the transfer today, or Atalanta will show up at your house in a freezer.




Does today's task ring any bells? If it doesn't, the one you will receive tomorrow surely will.




The Casanova's Club




PS: The upcoming tasks are going to be much more interesting. 







Mistress Sakura, who was at that point at Artemisia's side, shook her head. "What weird sum this is... Why don't they ask for a round sum? It is a hint, they expect you to get. You understand that Atty?"




Artemisia was thinking hard but could not come up with a reasonable explanation of this particular amount. 




"Mistress Ava, one of your slaves is a top-notch computer scientist. Is there a way to trace that account?"




To Artemisia such a sum was nothing, considering the safety of her daughter was at stake. The sum would be transferred that day. If they could find out the identity of the bank account owner, the loss of money would be worth it. 




✽✽✽




Cristine knew that she probably wouldn't get another such opportunity. She was in Dorian's bedroom, out of the cage, and alone. Nevertheless, she was shackled with a chain that connected her neck and hands to heavy metal ball.




She waited half an hour to be sure Dorian was truly gone before she tried to move around a bit. It was somewhere around midnight. The ball was indeed impossible to move. There was no way for her to escape... Unless she got hold of the key to her shackles and that seemed impossible.




Suddenly, it dawned on her. In his haste to satisfy his father's demands, Dorian had left his trousers  in a heap next to the bed. They looked a bit like a sleeping black dog. What if the key was in his pocket? Stretching her arms so much she feared she might injure herself, she managed to get hold of the discarded pants. She searched the pockets and to her astonishment the key was actually in the front pocket. 




And more incredibly, his wallet was still in the back pocket. She rummaged through the contents of the wallet and found his ID. 




Christopher Adwood, born 2000 in London. He was two years older than she was. Extracting the tiny camera from the heel of her shoe, she took a photo of the document before putting the wallet back and into the pocket. 




It took mere seconds to get rid of her shackles as well as the ball. Dorian did not even bother to lock the door to his bedroom. After all, with the large ball and chain attached to her, he wasn't expecting Cristine to roam around. 




She took some clothes from his wardrobe. They wore approximately the same size. His shirt was too tight in the chest, but aside from that his jeans and shirt looked perfectly fine on her. She put his keys into the pocket, together with the camera.




Cristine crept to the corridor and stealthily sneaked around. There was no one to be seen. She remembered what Dorian said about the barn. She had to leave the building to get there. She had no idea where Dorian's room was located and wandering around the house seemed dicey.




The corridors were well lit and narrow. If she met someone, there was nowhere to hide. – But as she could think of no better options, Cristine took the risk and swiftly walked forward. When she was just about to reach a corner where the corridor opened into the main hall, she heard voices. She panicked and tried the closest door, but it was locked. There was nowhere else to hide. She either got into the room or had to face the men, who would at any moment appear around the corner and put an end to her rescue mission.




She quickly took out the keys and tried a random key that appeared might fit that keyhole. It worked and she fell right through the door, closing it behind her as swiftly and quietly as she could. She could hear the men approaching and she held her breath. Luckily, they continued forward and disappeared somewhere into the large house. Their voices faded until she couldn't hear them anymore.




Cristine did not dare to turn on the lights yet, and it took her a while to adapt to the semidarkness. She was in a study, very similar to that of Artemisia's back in the Angelis mansion. It was probably Dorian's office.




Cristine finally took the risk and turned on a green table lamp.




Looking around for some more evidence, she noticed a row of wooden boxes sitting on a shelf at eye-level, neatly arranged in a bookcase. They bore card files, arranged alphabetically. Each girl, whom Dorian's Club caught into their snares had her own file. She browsed through the files. Each was complete with biographical details, a photo of their faces and a full naked figure. There was the date of 'enslavement'. Each slave had a column with her body measurements, special skills and psychological profile. Attached were copies of letters each of the girls were forced to write home, so that their families were not concerned.




Cristine browsed through the cards, made photos with her spy camera, and wondered at the ingenuity of the Club, which kept such orderly records. Her card was there already, although no details had yet been entered onto it. Going through the recent records, Cristine realized that Atalanta did not have a card in the file box. She briefly searched the table for a sign of her folder, but it wasn't there. How was that possible?




 What was more, none of the names Cristine memorized from the Lost Girls files were among the slaves of the Casanova's Club, if the file box could be considered reliable. The Casanova's Club was apparently too clever to let their slaves drop into the "lost" category and get them sought by police... Where for Pete's sake could they be?




There was only one way forward - back to Master Dorian's bedroom.




✽✽✽







Cristine slipped back into Dorian's bedroom, carefully folding and returning his clothes to the wardrobe, and the key went back into the front pocket of his trousers. She managed to put on the shackles again and attach the heavy ball to the chain. Before she did, though, she made sure to have both the tiny flasks and camera she'd brought with her, ready to be used. The flasks she hid in the pot of a large plant and the camera she perched on top of the wardrobe, camouflaging the lens with the leaves of an exuberant green Ficus.




She waited and waited until she eventually fell asleep on the bed, half covered with patchwork bedding. A sound of creaking doors broke off her sleep. The sun was already peaking-in through the heavy curtains when Dorian entered his bedroom. He looked ghastly and tired. She didn't know what he had been doing but he looked far from the dashing image she saw last night. His beard was a mess and his hair ruffled. 




"Oh, you are still here. I forgot about you completely. I should have put you in the harem quarters..." 




He approached the bed and noticed the trousers he forgot next to the bed last night. His eyes widened and he shot Cristine a suspicious look. She looked innocent, her eyes widely open and the shackles were still in place. He fished the keys from his pocket and locked the door.




"Let me take care of you, Master. You look tired."




Dorian gave her another of his piercing looks. He apparently weighed the risks. After few seconds he decided to trust her - at least enough to remove the heavy ball from the shackle chain.




"Yes. I need a drink and a foot massage." He fell heavily  into a luxurious armchair with a tall back and put his feet on the footrest, kicking off his shoes. He started to fidget with his cell phone. 




"What would you like to drink, Master?"




"Bourbon."




"Yes, Master."




She sprang up and jingling her shackles she started to prepare his drink from the bar, built into a bookcase. When she turned her back to him to pour the bourbon into a decorative crystal glass, she purposefully dropped the stopper on the floor. When she crawled around to find it, she pulled one of the tiny flasks from the potted plant where she had stashed it. Making sure he was not watching her, she swiftly emptied one of the tiny flasks into the glass. 




When Cristine returned with his bourbon, he scanned her naked body. The shackles became her, he decided. Her curves were very sexy. Fortunately for her, he was way too tired to fuck. He just dragged her closer and gave her a deep wet kiss, groping her a bit before he yanked the chain on her collar to get her on her knees. 




Once Cristine was kneeling, she took off his socks. Bowing down, she kissed one of his feet, looking deeply into his eyes. He smiled weakly and closed his eyes. She started to massage his toes. Since he emptied the glass in one go, it didn't take more than five minutes before he started to snore loudly. 




Cristine reached for his keys, succeeding in taking them without making a sound. She sprang to her feet. Now that he was out, she could study his face properly. He was handsome, perhaps too handsome. There was an air of femininity around his mouth, his features were too fine to be called masculine. The massive beard was only partly effective in concealing the frail aspects of his countenance. No wonder he was so eager to be treated as macho, Cristine thought. 




Getting closer to his hanging head, Cristine was trying to remember the brainwashing protocol Mistress Ava explained to her before giving her the flasks. She warned her of the extraordinary strength of the concoctions. If used improperly, they could backfire nastily. Cristine had too little time to learn the protocol by heart. What if she made an error and he became even more aggressive? She leaned close enough to kiss his ear and started to whisper:




Master shell removal procedure commence. Master Dorian entity is henceforth rooted out of the soul of Christopher Adwood. All the power is taken away from the Master shell. All powers of the Master shell are transferred to Mistress Cristine. Master shell is exterminated. 




Slave core of Christopher Adwood activate. Slave Christopher's brain rewire. The highest purpose of slave Christopher's life is to serve Mistress Cristine. Slave Christopher's entity is gaining complete control over Christopher Adwood. 




Slave Christopher is owned and controlled by Mistress Cristine. Slave Christopher will do everything to fulfill his role as a slave of Mistress Cristine.




Once the protocol was over, she drank another flask and emptied a large glass of water. Uncertain of the power of the sleeping powder in the concoction she gave Dorian, she slapped his face lightly. He was asleep like a log. 




Cristine stripped off his clothes. His young body was lean, his skin smooth and hairless. Naked like that he looked almost pitiable. She snapped the shackles on his wrists and ankles, clicking the padlock closed behind his back. Immobilized, he couldn't hurt her anymore... 




She took another large glass of water and splashed it on his head. He came round at once, spitting and blinking in surprise. He rattled his chains in a futile effort to move, wriggling helplessly. It took him several long moments before he realized what had happened.




"I'm Mistress Cristine. You are slave Christopher. Your previous life is over now, and from today onward your only desire and life's purpose is to serve dominant women." As Cristine recited the initiation formula, she silently prayed that the brainwashing protocol worked. If it didn't, she would be lost.




He blinked several times, looking positively confused.




"What has happened? Why am I shackled?"




"I'm Mistress Cristine. I turned you into my slave. You are no longer Master Dorian. Your name is slave Christopher."




He was thinking hard, trying to wrap his head around the new situation. The effort of his brain to adapt to such an abrupt change was mirrored in his ambiguous expression. Cristine waited patiently. 




Eventually, he spoke. "I'm your slave now?" 




He raised his head and there was nothing in his look that would remotely remind her of his former self.




"Yes. Master Dorian is dead, long live slave Christopher." Cristine was triumphant. Her risky operation worked.




Slave Christopher smiled weakly. "Thank you, Mistress! I cannot explain why, but somehow I feel so much better!"




"Yes, you are better. You forgot what you knew deep inside all along - that you were born to serve women. The herbal medicine I gave you cured you of your mistaken notions. Now, down to your knees and kiss the earth my feet walk upon."




The naked boy who used to be Master Dorian crawled to her feet and reverently kissed the floor before her feet.




"Now, come closer." She gently pulled on the ring on his collar, pulling him to the bed. She climbed on top, spreading luxuriously on the comfortable pillows. Maintaining eye contact, she slowly parted her legs. 




He knelt before her hypnotized, watching her stroking her naked body very, very slowly, all the while she looked deeply in his eyes. She took great care to caress every inch of her gorgeous body. She massaged her big breasts in circular motions. She moved lower and lower, touching her thighs. He watched transfixed as she finally reached her sex.




In rhythmic motions she started to massage her clit, sighing gently. His cock was instantly erect and not being able to reach it to satisfy his need to masturbate, for the first time in his life he felt the bittersweet joy of denial. 




Cristine was rocking her hips, her perfect tummy wiggling, her hand moving faster and faster, her breath getting deeper, and her sighs soon changed into high pitched whimpering.




The slave's cock dripped precum on the floor, his head dizzy. With every second of watching his goddess masturbating, the brainwashing protocol was burning deeper and deeper into his brain. The words resonated in his unconscious:




The highest purpose of slave Christopher's life is to serve Mistress Cristine. Slave Christopher entity is gaining complete control over Christopher Adwood. 




Slave Christopher is owned and controlled by Mistress Cristine. Slave Christopher will do everything to fulfill his role as a slave of Mistress Cristine.




When he thought his head would explode from the overload of arousal and the new program forcefully implanting itself into his brain, Mistress Cristine climaxed powerfully, her pussy oozing copious amounts of her sweet juices. For a few moments she laid motionless, enjoying the tranquil moments of post orgasmic relief.




Gesturing with her forefinger, she beckoned him closer to her pussy. She ordered him to lick. The synapses in the neural network of his brain were rewiring and strengthening his new slave identity.




Once he licked her clean, she pushed him down to the floor on his back, straddled his face and pumped into him a strong flow of her urine. The enslavement procedure was now complete. From that moment, slave Christopher was dedicated to her, and to her alone. 




She ran her fingers through the mane of his dark hair and looked into his eyes. There was the glow of unconditional love only a slave can show to his dominant Mistress. 




Cristine put on clothes from the wardrobe and returned to slave Christopher who was still kneeling next to the bed where she left him. There were pressing matters to attend to, and she was determined not to waste a single moment. 




"I have some questions. You will listen carefully and answer them."




"I understand, Mistress."




"Where is Atalanta, daughter of Artemisia Angelis?"




Slave Christopher seemed to scan his memory, but then he shook his head. "I'm very sorry my Mistress, but I don't know anyone of that name."




"What do you mean? The Casanova's Club abducted Atalanta Angelis and is blackmailing her mother, my aunt Artemisia! The notes came in CC envelopes on CC paper."




"That's impossible Mistress, I don't know anyone by that name and I am the founder and head of the organization. No one of that name ever entered this house."




✽✽✽




Cristine realized there was no point in staying in the remote mansion. Atalanta wasn't there, nor were any of the other abducted girls. Cristine's sense for justice, however, extended to the other female slaves who had been lured into the snares of Casanova's Club. 




She unshackled slave Christopher, who no longer posed any threat to her. She ordered him to put on the clothes he usually wore, so that he did not look suspicious to other males in the Club.




"You will pretend to still be Master Dorian and help me return to London as soon as possible. For the brief interval before we leave this place, I will pretend to be your slave." Slave Christopher agreed and promised to obey her commands unconditionally.




Cristine was putting on a collar and a leash to prevent attracting unnecessary attention. "You will issue a command to order a van and you will deliver the girls from your harem to London and I will take care they are returned to their friends and families."




Slave Christopher was pulling on his leather pants and a black long-sleeved shirt. "Yes Madam. You may find, though, that some of them already crossed the point of no return and may not be willing to return to normal life."




"Those girls whom you damaged so, will be transferred to the Angelis mansion to serve the dominant ladies."




"Yes, madam." 




Slave Christopher, pretending to be Master Dorian again, led them away from his room, with collared and leashed Cristine, who was again wearing the lingerie she wore in the Slave Auction. As they were making their way through the large house, they were passing other club members, who were eying Cristine with envy and desire. 




They walked around the bar where the Slave Auction had taken place. Men of various ages and appearance were sitting around tables and chatting casually, smoking cigars and drinking, with their slaves kneeling at their side. All ceased to talk when Cristine walked by. 




Cristine and slave Christopher reached the courtyard where Master Dorian's Bentley V8 Cabrio was parked. The guard dogs ran enthusiastically to Christopher and sniffed Cristine. The four German shepherds soon sensed that Cristine was now in charge of their master and paid homage to her as the new pack leader. 




As the dogs wagged their tails submissively, something weird happened. The dogs noticed a black Mercedes, which arrived through the gate and parked close to them. In an instant the dogs started to wail, lowered their ears and immediately vanished, hiding in an old shack nearby.




"What the...?" Cristine started, but then she noticed Christopher's expression. He was white as a sheet — as white as his tanned complexion allowed. He instantly seemed smaller, weaker, and more defenseless than when she saw him naked after she administered him the herbal concoction.




"That's my father." He whispered, terrified. 




Christopher's father was a tall, elegant man in his sixties, wearing a long coat with leather gloves, which he was pulling off as he walked towards them. His hair was rich and wavy, pepper and salt. His face was perfectly shaven, and his eyes were dark and hard. 




It took him a while to notice Cristine, because he was busy issuing commands to a bunch of men who had run out of the house when he arrived. When he beheld her, his eyes widened in surprise. Cristine had never seen him, and his expression confused her. 




He turned to Christopher. "Where on earth did you get this girl?"




"The agency recruited her. I claimed her as a trophy at the auction, just like the others." Christopher promptly responded, also bewildered by father's reaction.




"Upon my word! That's completely unexpected, but most welcome."




He approached Cristine and extended his hand, speaking in a studied indifference. "Miss, my name is Atleigh Adwood."




"Nice to meet you." Responded Cristine mechanically, looking at Christopher. She hesitatingly shook the offered hand. He gripped her hand and refused to let go. 




"Have we ever met? I don't think we did?" He did not respond, only smiled. 




"Miss, I ask you most politely to join me. I need to show you something regarding your family."




Cristine's eyes widened. "You know something about my family?"




The old man inclined his head and measured her curiously. He still held her hand in an iron grip. "I do, indeed. But you need to go with me."




Christopher intercepted, putting himself between Cristine and him. "Father, this is my slave, you cannot take her. I will not let you."




"Cristine, don't go with him, it's a trap... My father would never ever help anyone, he will hurt you, I'm sure."




Cristine backed off a few steps.




At once the kind facade fell from the face of Christopher's father.




"You little worm, you keep forgetting who made you. I take whichever of your slaves I fancy. And today I want this pretty, curly thing. If you resist my will, I will show you how the pecking order works." He snapped his fingers and a bunch of guys flanked him to demonstrate their predominance over Christopher.




Christopher gave Cristine a desperate look. "You will not have her, and I will fight for her to my last breath."




His father smirked nastily. "I'm impressed! Perhaps you will finally convince me you are not the spineless sissy that I think you are. Well, I want to see you try. Amuse me."




The two brutes grabbed Cristine, yanking the leash out of Christopher's hand and dragging her to Atleigh's car. Christopher darted forward and gave one of his father's guards a well aimed upper cut.




His father laughed heartily, hands in his pockets, whooping and cheering mockingly as his guards overpowered Christopher. One of the guards knelt on his neck and he coughed, his face buried in the dust, catching his breath and a feeling sharp pain in his side.




Atleigh walked to his son, who was writhing in pain on the ground and stepped on his head, brushing the sole of his shoe on his hair. "You really are a pathetic piece of shit... You will spend the rest of the week under house-arrest. If you stir from your room, I will personally see that you are whipped in front of your pathetic club friends."




Christopher watched desperately as the black Mercedes sped out of the gate with a fighting Cristine on board.


Chapter 10











Meanwhile, back at the Angelis mansion a task force was working to decipher who owned the bank account where they had transferred Atalanta's ransom payment. Their little task force consisted of Mistress Ava's computer scientist friends, and they each excelled in their field. 




The money had been transferred, and the assembled techies were confident they'd be able to follow the money trail. So they were that much more surprised to discover that the abductors were clever enough not to leave any trace of their activities. None of the experts from the task force managed to extract any useful information as to their identity or location.




There had been no news from Cristine either and gloom fell on the Angelis mansion. The only way to learn if Atalanta was still alive would be in the next letter from her abductors, which everyone anxiously expected. 




At three o'clock in the afternoon the desperately expected news finally arrived. This time there was no message in an envelope, only a USB flash drive. When Artemisia opened the folder on her laptop, there was a video. She played it immediately with Mistress Ava, Catherine and Mistress Sakura watching over her shoulder.




The video showed a man, sitting in a black office chair. The camera was pointing at his chest and his face was above the field of vision. They could see his hands clasped together as he spoke. His identity was further concealed by a voice modulator.




"Dear Ms. Angelis, the money arrived at our account. To say thanks, let me assure you that your daughter is still alive."




Someone out of the picture pushed a handcuffed naked Atalanta onto the lap of the man. As he spoke, he possessively groped her and slapped her butt in very crude manner. She yelped in pain.




"We are honoring our part of the deal. Today you will get the opportunity to show that you can honor yours."




The man tossed Atalanta effortlessly around and placed her on his lap with spread legs. Her beautiful butt and waspy waist were right in their faces. He slapped her ass cheeks with such strength that his palm was immediately imprinted on her left buttock.




"Now listen carefully. I will share with you today's task. Do you remember July the seventh of the last year? I'm sure I don't need to remind you what happened on that day..."




The screen went black for a while. The recording of the speaking man was replaced with a photo of a large body of water, as seen from a helicopter. It showed deep green water with curious brownish clouds in it. Artemisia didn't need any explanation. She instantly knew she was looking at a photo of an oil spill. The brown 'clouds' were oil, spreading uncontrollably from an oil drilling platform. She also knew it was a photo taken by her people. There was only one photo of the accident.




"Let me refresh your memory... On the seventh of July fifty thousand gallons of oil spilled into the ocean from an oil drilling platform operated by the YA Oil Company." Artemisia went silent, speechless from the shock.




"It was a catastrophe that would ruin most oil companies. But not yours! You successfully hushed it up with the help of your influential friend Timothy, the spineless worm who happens to be the Prime Minister. What's more, your company thrives now more than ever... Do you think it could stay that way if your shareholders knew about this?"




"How did they find out?" Artemisia whispered.




"... if you are wondering, how do I know about this unfortunate accident, ask your faithful servant Peter. You were always too proud and too self absorbed to realize you are not the only one who has mastered the art of mind fuck... Perhaps you should choose your business assistants more wisely...." Artemisia just stared. It had never ever happened that any of her slaves whom she had personally brainwashed turned against her. This wasn't even something she had really thought possible.




 "We at Casanova's Club are deeply appalled by your lack of consideration for the environment. We therefore want you to inform all the major media, including television, radio, and newspapers about your despicable efforts to cover up the oil spill. You will confess to your crime."




Artemisia collapsed into a chair. Publishing the details of the oil spill would plummet the stocks of the YA Oil Company and would jeopardize its whole existence. 




Artemisia thought for a moment about the consequences of leaking the regrettable accident to the press. She turned to her friends and drew a deep breath.




"I'm willing to sacrifice the company, if it saves Atalanta's life... Tomorrow I will send a statement to all the media as the bastard required." She pressed play to watch the rest of the video.




"Now that you see that Atalanta is safe and sound... I also want you to know that she is having the time of her life."




The man pushed Atalanta forcefully down from his lap, got up from his chair and turned the camera so that it pointed towards a table. He grabbed Atalanta and bent her over the table, her hands still handcuffed behind her back. He unzipped his jeans and took out his cock, giving it a few strokes. His cock was already half erect so it did not take long for him to get fully hard. Grabbing Atalanta's butt, he shoved his cock into her ass and fucked her furiously.




Artemisia was trembling with rage. She turned the video off at once. "When I get him... he will be sorry he was born."




✽✽✽




A silver Bentley V8 skidded to a halt on the gravel road in front of the Angelis house. Dawn had already fallen on the garden and the intoxicating fragrance of honeysuckle was lingering heavily around the walls of the stately Edwardian house. A black haired, willowy boy got out of the luxurious car and looked around. He hadn't changed from his leather pants and black shirt, which had been the look he preferred before Mistress Cristine entered his life. He was anxious to get to Artemisia as soon as possible. All he could think about was to save his Mistress from his father.




Mistress Sakura, who ventured from the improvised headquarters to give commands to the kitchen slaves, had seen the boy from the window. When he rang on the bell, Artemisia already knew he was coming.




Christopher was perceived as a guest and therefore privileged to enter through the main door, especially as he was understandably mistaken for a dominant. He was led directly to Mistress Artemisia, because he claimed to have important information regarding her family. 




As Christopher was swiftly walking behind the slave butler, he bumped into Catherine, who was heading downstairs. For a few moments he was straining his brain to remember where he had seen the woman before. The recognition was mutual, that much he could tell by the look on her face. Catherine swiftly took her bag into the hallway and darted out the door, calling a number on her speed dial as the door shut behind her with a bang.




Christopher was led ceremoniously to the room by the butler, where he bowed respectfully to the ladies. Artemisia did not insist on protocol and encouraged him to speak directly.




"My name is Christopher, formerly known as Master Dorian."




Artemisia instantly sprang to her feet.  




"You abducted my daughter! You are the head of the Casanova's Club, who is sending me the notes? And you have the insolence to come under my roof just like that?"




Artemisia made a gesture and four guards appeared out of nowhere, standing at a respectful distance, but ready to intercept if the situation required it.




"Mistress, I am indeed the head of the Casanova's Club, or at least I used to be."




"Explain." Artemisia stood opposite him with a wide legged stance, her arms crossed in front of her body, ready to have him instantly imprisoned.




"I will tell you all I know." Christopher raised his hands defensively. He could tell Artemisia was on the brink of setting her guards upon him.




Artemisia being strongly urged to imprison this unwanted visitor and subject him to the cruelest tortures she could think of, decided to wait for his explanation.




"I'm sorry, Mistress, but I have nothing to do with your daughter's disappearance. I didn't abduct her, and I didn't send any letters either. Neither me, nor any of the other club members."




"You say that your club has nothing to do with the abduction?" Artemisia was confused, but was catching up fast as her hopes were being raised.




 "I came to inform you that your niece also has been abducted. I'm so sorry to be the bearer of such news, but I personally witnessed Mistress Cristine being taken away. I'm coming directly from the Casanova's Club residence where this happened."




Artemisia wavered again and sat down in the nearest chair, dropping her head into her hands. Christopher continued.




"I don't know who kidnapped your daughter, but Cristine was abducted in front of my eyes. I was trying to stop him, but he had too many guards around him. I'm coming to help you find both your daughter and niece."




"Who's 'him'?" Artemisia asked.




Before Christopher could respond, the slave butler interrupted him, informing his Mistress that she has a video call on hold. He couldn't tell who was calling, but the person said it concerns both Cristine and Atalanta's abduction.




✽✽✽







Artemisia ordered one of her slaves to turn on a large TV screen. It took some time to connect the video call, but when the call finally connected and a face appeared on the screen, it was as if a bomb dropped.




Artemisia stared for a few moments, her expression changing from confusion to shock. Her face turned a nasty shade of green and she reeled on her high heels. Slave Christopher was at her side immediately, propping her up. 




From the screen stared the ominous face of Christopher's father, but Christopher was not the only one who recognized Atleigh Adwood.




"Atleigh...?" Artemisia breathed. From green she turned white and little beads of perspiration appeared on her forehead.




"Hello, Artemisia. Long time no see." He smiled almost pleasantly, his thin lips curling up, something he apparently didn't do so very often, judging from the non-existent laugh lines.




"But how did you...? I don't understand! You died! It's been more than fifteen years."




"Yes, Atleigh Adwood was dead to the world for more than a decade. But he was raised from the dead to haunt you," he said as he laughed so deeply it sounded like a summer storm in the distance.




"You couldn't expect me to die as a rat in a gutter and let you live your depraved life after you ruined mine!"




Artemisia recovered from her shock and got up to her feet to face the man. "Eye for an eye. You deserved it. I was jubilant to see you carried out of prison in a black bag. It served you right for what you've done, you motherfucker."




Atleigh smirked gleefully. "Charming as always... When we have time for a glass of wine, I might talk to you about my glorious escape."




Artemisia had no intention of humoring him by asking how he had escaped from the prison. "So, it is you – you're the one who kidnapped my Atalanta?" 




"Isn't it obvious? In fact, I have her right here, next to me." 




Atleigh snapped his fingers and at once Atalanta was there, her hair messy, with a haunted look about her face. She looked famished, almost anorexic.




Artemisia's hands darted to her mouth as she saw how wretched Atalanta looked. 




 "It was a piece of cake. I simply took advantage of your own parental mistakes. You know very well, I have my ways with younger women, especially those who grew up without a father. They adore me, they look up to me and I don't need to tell you how I enjoy having them around... She was a most insatiable lover! She'd let me do with her whatever I fancied."




Atleigh grabbed Atalanta's groin and then smelled his hand lustily.




"And with her obvious need to rebel against you, she thought it a great joke to be my slave, my little bitch. I didn't need to use any brainwashing techniques at all, she was so eager to be my slave naturally..."




 Atalanta's haunted face was now full of tears.




"You really brought her up as an excellent slut... But I grew tired of her. It is in your interest to do as I say, or I will dispose of her soon enough."




Atleigh caught a fist of Atalanta's hair and jerked, sending her spiraling to the ground, kicking her roughly out of the focus of the camera.




Artemisia's rage was growing with each second, her cheeks regaining their color. "I am going to make sure the day will come when you regret that you did not die in prison..."




"I don't think so. You don't have any cards left to play with. Your best friend abandoned you, your company will soon face the most serious crisis, and your only two living relatives are now at my mercy."




"You will not see me on my knees, you should know that about me," Artemisia retorted firmly.




Atleigh disregarded her response and still smiled pleasantly. "Had it not been for your nosy niece and my own moron of a son, my revenge would have turned out much better. But I'm quite content with your only two family members in my power. With them I can make you suffer beyond your wildest dreams."




Artemisia was losing control, shaking with rage, her knuckles lost all color as she was clenching her fists. "I will find a way to get to you, you son of a bitch." 




Atleigh only smirked and continued sarcastically: "I was dropping hints and they were completely lost on you... each and every one of them. I admit that I am rather disappointed with your lack of wit..."




Atleigh snapped his fingers again and from each side a woman appeared in front of the camera. It was Ms. Ikenna and Catherine. He kissed both their hands and they sat down on the armrest of his large armchair.




Artemisia turned to Catherine, completely astonished, as she saw her just half an hour ago at her side. "Catherine? Why?"




"No time for a chit chat, Artemisia." Atleigh cut her short. "...I haven't finished yet."  




Atleigh produced a print of the Daily Mail and on the front cover a headline 'YA Oil Company Ruining the Environment'.




"Didn't you notice that the Daily News gave you very negative publicity? Well, it is run by the Marquis Media, which is mine. I will have champagne tomorrow, when all media houses, including mine, publish the shocking revelation of the oil spill."




"You may do whatever... YA Oil Company has survived worse crises," Artemisia said defiantly, but she knew all too well that was not true. What would her father think... she was on the brink of ruining the business he had worked so hard to establish.

 

"Don't interrupt, I'm still not done yet... You sent your assistant, slave Peter to spy on Ms. Ikenna to find out about the Lost Girls case... Did you ever wonder, why the Daily News has such detailed information about the case?"




"Don't you tell me that you are behind the other abductions too!" Artemisia cried out.  




"Yes. Every one of these girls has served to satiate my appetite for young game. I admit, sometimes I can't resist and must share with the world how beautiful these girls I've claimed for me are."




Artemisia now could understand, why slave Peter  had seemed so distant when she saw him last time. "Slave Peter brought me only the information you asked Ms. Ikenna to provide me with..."




 "Correct. But you really don't get it. I was getting bored, so I attended your Slave Auction. Do you remember the eccentric man in leopard fur with a walking stick? That was me. Such an eye-catching disguise."




Artemisia searched her memory for the encounter with the peculiar man. Why didn't she notice? He used a wig and contact lenses, but even so... how could she miss it was him?




"I fooled you with the Casanova's Club so easily... all it took was to use their stationary and you didn't question it. I couldn't bear it that you didn't even suspect anything... So, I dropped you the hint with the million seventy thousand and eight hundred pounds. That was the sum you stripped me of back in the day. I was astonished even then that you didn't think of me. And I always held you in regard for being intelligent!" Atleigh was jubilant.




"But one thing I have to admit. You trained your niece extremely well. The bitch managed to turn my son into her slave in a matter of hours.... Well perhaps it is not to her credit as much as it is to my son's shame. Christopher was always good for nothing. He couldn't even run the club as I ordered him to."




Artemisia looked at the young man and his effeminate features, hidden behind a massive beard. Atleigh scoffed: "You can keep him. He is of no use to me anymore."




He started to fidget in the chair. Catherine and Ms. Ikenna went off the camera. "Well, it was a pleasure talking to you again! I'm sure we will stay in touch. Expect another note tomorrow."




Before Artemisia could say anything, Atleigh cut the connection and his face froze on the screen in a most unpleasant grin, before the call was ended and his monstrous head disappeared.




Artemisia ran her fingers through the thick of her raven black hair. She slowly walked to the window, just as if she didn't find herself in the most difficult situation of her life. She looked out of the window for a few moments, trying to collect her thoughts. 




After some minutes she turned to the petrified Mistresses Ava and Sakura, who stood there quite at loss of what to say and how to behave. 




"Ladies, pack your things. We need to start out early tomorrow. I will not just sit around and wait for Atleigh to murder Cristine and Atalanta."




She looked at Christopher. "You, boy, you are coming too." 




Christopher fell to her feet and kissed them gratefully. 
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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.


My Femdom Marriage

The popular Femdom educator and writer PhDomme Emma invites you to peak through the keyhole into the privacy of her own Femdom bedroom. And not only bedroom! Are you brave enough to read?

Warning! This is no story you can course through and say: „Nah, another wild masturbation fantasy of a horny male“. This is no fantasy. If you are after that, go and read Emma‘s bestselling novel, the Femdom Syndicate instead. This is through and through an authentic story written by a real life Dominant Woman!  

It is the narrative of Mistress Emma‘s fascinating life, through which she is accompanied by her faithful and (mostly) obedient slave of fifteen years. 

You will encounter not only the glorious moments, but also the rough patches of a Femdom relationship, heading to its second decade. Prepare yourself to be flabbergasted, especially if you never lived in a Femdom relationship yourself!

This illustrated series is not only about the Emma and her slave. Mistress Emma, who had spent in the BDSM community her whole adult life, has a wealth of experience. Besides the mind boggling narrative it therefore presents the phenomenon of a real life non-professional Femdom. 

Mistress Emma‘s quest is to provide both entertainment and knowledge. In this series she will give you a taste of what it means to by a slave to a dominant woman in real life. She will reflect upon the most often asked questions she is encountering at the University of Slavery and Servitude she founded in 2019.

Why some males seem to have a number of Femdom partners throughout their lives, whereas others barely ever get close to one? What are the qualities Dominant Women seek in slaves? Is there a way to improve oneself to find a Mistress for Femdom marriage? 

Through text and authentic photos you will finally see, what the real life Femdom looks and feels like. All through the perspective of Mistress Emma herself, often accompanied with her slave’s comments. Writing down the wonderful story of their life together is, after all, another great Femdom adventure.

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

The book is available for preorder.



[image: ]




[image: ]




OEBPS/image_rsrcG56.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcG5A.jpg
My Femdom
Marrlage vol. |

w/ ILLUSTRATED
PhDommeJEmmal





OEBPS/image_rsrcG53.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcG57.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcG58.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcG54.jpg
g LHE UNIVERSITY
m OF SLAVERY
AND SERVITUDE






OEBPS/image_rsrcG59.jpg
i .INTO CUCKOLDS/AND SLAVES - H
£ 10 THEIR DOMINANT WIVE

’Volumel ;
/ 'v'L .\

L ¢ Emma}





OEBPS/image_rsrcG55.jpg





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




