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Chapter 1




It was precisely 5:30 AM when the massive wooden gate of the Slave Stables swung open. The low sun of the chilly morning engulfed a spacious, vaulted hall and assaulted the slaves' eyes. They were stationed in cages, stacked on three levels in the former horse stalls. The shiver that ran down their spines was not caused by the breezy fresh morning draft that was swiftly making its way in, but instead, by the arrival of superior females they sensed. Woken up minutes ago by the morning mantra broadcast into their ear buds, the simple, yet powerful affirmation still rang in their ears:

Slave is refreshed and ready to serve Dominant Women. Slave has no right to orgasm. Slave's only purpose is to satisfy Dominant Women.

Four dark, stunningly formed female shapes appeared in the entrance, late summer sunbeams emanating from their contours, as they sailed in through the gate. Taken aback by the unexpected arrival, the slaves were squinting into the bright light, anxiety mixing with thrill. Slaves were conditioned to react with arousal to the presence of dominant Ladies and all caged cocks began to stir. 

A pleasant alto voice echoed in the vast space of the stables. "... and be sure not to spare them. We need to put them through the most thorough examination. The other side will not spare them either. Be sure to employ your arts to the fullest... Only the best need to pass."

With military precision, slaves sprang to their knees, leaning on their elbows and touching the floor of their respective cages with the forehead. They knew that the Ladies' arrival at this ungodly hour was a sign of something out of ordinary.

The gate swung closed again shutting out the dazzling sun and finally revealing the identity of the Mistresses, Ladies Ava, Esmeralda, Chiara and Sakura. They all belonged to the Slave Stables' supervision team, but they scarcely ever appeared all at once, let alone in this hour. These Ladies were known to sleep long, tired after strenuous nights with their lovers.

Mistress Ava, the tall green-eyed Goddess, whose straight blond hair reached to her waist, wore tall riding boots with shiny spurs. She was flanked by the sprightly ginger-haired Mistress Chiara in a short leather dress and the elegant gray-haired Mistress Esmeralda, who was dressed more modestly. Her smart suit became her mature age and made her look both sexy and authoritative.

The Mistresses wasted no time in the regular inspection of the stationed slaves by testing the working order of their remotely controlled dildos and performing the customary teasing procedure. The situation apparently required hasty proceedings. Slaves pricked their ears to hear what all the hubbub was about.

Then Mistresses formed a line facing the stalls, so that all slaves could clearly see them. Mistress Ava stepped forward and started with a speech. "The time has come for you to show what you are truly made of. This is no time for games. The Angelis family is facing a challenge serious beyond anything encountered before." Ava's eyes were slowly gliding over the caged slaves as she began to stroll from one side to the other. "Mistress Artemisia's daughter Atalanta and her niece Cristine were abducted."

Despite the strict rule of silence for slaves, who were not allowed to speak, surprised exclamations broke out from many cages. This time, Mistress Artemisia didn't seek punishment for the violation of the silence command. She simply waited for the gasps to subside before continuing. "The news concerns all of you. It will affect profoundly your slave service, but it can also bring you some very exciting possibilities." For some reason Mistress Chiara giggled, as she twisted a strand of hair on her finger with long, red fingernails. 

Mistress Ava's face briefly brightened with a smile, as she apparently got the meaning of Chiara's private joke. "Past events had shown that even slaves trained by Mistress Artemisia herself might yield to the temptation of our enemies. This must never happen again and you will need to prove that you belong in our stable of loyal, reliable slaves. If you fail, your slave service will be immediately terminated." The slaves, who tasted the deliciously wicked rule of Mistress Artemisia and the Ladies from the Xantippe's Club, were anything but willing to leave. They anxiously listened not to miss a single syllable, in case it conveyed some vital piece of information that would help them stay.

Mistress Ava's elaborate spurs on her shoes rang with every step she took. "In the upcoming days you will be subjected to the Temptation Tolerance Test. You will have to prove to us you are able to resist any temptation the enemy may bestow on you. The test will help us determine who is disciplined enough to accompany us on the mission. We will now perform the selection for the first round of tests." This was apparently it, because the Ladies each walked to one of the stalls.

Mistress Ava entered one of the horse stalls with Esmeralda. "This," she pointed to one of the cages at the very bottom, "is the boy Cristine brought with her from the Catholic Summer Camp. He is still rather low in the servant hierarchy, but he might be very well motivated for the task ahead, given the circumstances." Ava pushed her spurred boot right next to Bernard's head. At the suggestion, he eagerly dove to kiss her boot, but tipped over his water dispenser and his cage, which in an instant turned into a swimming pool. Mistress Ave gave him a look one might give to a puppy that soiled next to the newspapers. He hastened to cover the tip of her boot with kisses, squelching in the spilled water.

"Be that as it may, he needs to show his prowess in the TTT, just like the others. If he qualifies, that is," Mistress Esmeralda announced in a tone that did not bear opposition. She was measuring the young clumsy boy with apparent scepticism. Mistress Ava's gut feeling told her he might be very useful, because he was entirely devoted to Cristine. She told this to Esmeralda, who acknowledged her observation with a nod.

Mistress Esmeralda directed the other Ladies: "Ladies, let the slaves line up in front of me. For the first round, select only those with an obedience count above fifty, tease and denial stage 4, age under forty-five and physical stamina beyond 250 points. The selected slaves will compete for the opportunity to participate in a mission outside of the Angelis Mansion." Her directions were acknowledged and each Mistress approached one stall. Examining the status information recorded on a description board in the right corner of each cage, they selected slaves fitting Esmeralda's requirements. Bernard luckily fit all the criteria. He had no idea what this sudden raid was about, but he had the uncanny feeling it had something to do with Cristine. The atmosphere that the Mistresses brought with them was that of nervous anticipation.

As all supervisors of the Slave Stables worked silently side by side to select the right objects and open the code locks, sixteen slaves were soon kneeling in front of the horse stalls. They were facing large flat TV screens that were usually broadcasting hardcore Femdom videos to stimulate the slaves' libidos, but now were off. Even if the screen aired a sizzling hot video of Mistress Artemisia herself getting laid by one of her bulls, writhing in orgasmic throes, they wouldn't dare to raise their heads. Accustomed to keeping them bowed at all times, they awaited commands. "Congratulations! You qualified for the first round of the Temptation Tolerance Test. Unlike the others - " Mistress Ava gestured towards the less lucky slaves, who did not fulfill Mistress Esmeralda's inclusion criteria, "- who will take the test in the upcoming days, you will compete for a place in one of the rescue teams. If you pass, you will join the team of your Mistress on the mission to save Mistresses Cristine and Atalanta."

Mistress Ava held a bunch of coiled leather leashes and as she spoke, she was securing them to the slaves' collars, one at a time. "If the mission is successfully accomplished, you will be rewarded..." Mistress Ava made a dramatic pause. She knew the slaves were very curious about the reward. If the stakes were this high, the reward surely must be worth it.

"The reward will be... a full... complete... orgasm for the one of you who will contribute the most to the success of the mission." She articulated slowly and carefully to allow the words to echo around the large hall. The silent tension this simple sentence resulted in was almost palpable. The slaves froze, gazing to the floor. An orgasm was on their mind constantly. That was what they desired, what they longed for and were denied for days and weeks on end. They were mercilessly taunted and teased, their hopes raised and dashed again. If they had an accident, they were punished with prolonged intervals without milking, which was the only tension relieving prospect. Although milking reduced the tension, it did not diminish the desperate longing to cum. More often than not it elevated the sense of denial.

Mistress Ava smiled triumphantly. She knew her words delivered the desired effect. She added "But that is not all... This orgasm..." she again took great care to form the words slowly with her sensual ruby-red lips, "... will be supervised by the Mistress of your choice and will be preceded by the privilege of spending the night in her bed as her sexual slave." This was too much to be borne and the slaves' chastity cages were hopelessly jumping up and down as their cocks were trying in vain to get erect. Never in living memory was there such an alluring reward to be had. Some of the slaves who remained in the cages and already knew there was no possibility of such a reward for them, ceased to listen.

Every single one of the kneeling slaves drifted away into the fascinating dream of spending the night as a sexual slave in the bed of his favorite Goddess. In the Angelis mansion slaves were destined to lick dirty shoe soles and sweaty feet, assist Goddesses with the preparations for their dates with worthy males, prepare their bath, serve as furniture, clean the house, serve as an object of their cruel games and torture but never, ever did any slave spend a night in a Mistress’ bed. Most of the slaves had already witnessed the wild sexual games his assigned Mistress played with her bulls. To kneel, gagged in a posture collar and watch Mistresses to have fun with Alfas was a popular slave training practice. Sometimes were slaves even allowed the privilege of licking the semen from their pussy when they were done fucking... but to actually serve a Mistress all night long to satisfy her, that was truly exceptional.

"There is to be only one slave who would get an evening with the Mistress of his choice, so you better put in your best." Slaves' hearts sank, but they still allowed themselves to hope. Mistress Ava continued in a commanding voice. "It won't be easy. You will face a dangerous psychopath who knows very well what makes you tick. He may expose you to temptations beyond your wildest dreams. You will prove to us that you can and will resist any trap he might set for you. If you do, you will join our task force and may begin working for your reward."

"As you very well know, each of you has your assigned supervisor, who is taking special care of your needs..." Ava's sight glided down to their cocks, securely locked up. The slaves felt her gaze and felt almost as electrified as if she touched the steely walls of their metal prison with her slender fingers.

"Your task is simple to understand but difficult to perform. You need to prove your loyalty to your supervising Mistress in the face of the most intense seduction. You are strictly forbidden to yield to the temptation of other Mistresses. To make the task even more challenging, your chastity belts will be removed."

One of the slaves humbly pushed one hand forward on the ground. It was a gesture that allowed the slave to ask a question without speaking first, which was forbidden. Mistress Ava allowed him to speak and he asked in very polite tone. "Please, Mistress, would you explain what does it mean precisely to yield?"

Mistress Ava elaborated. "You are most strictly forbidden to cum. Moreover, you are obliged not to eat or drink anything that any Mistress other than your own gives you. When you come across Atleigh's agents, they will try to drug you by making you eat, drink beverages or even their piss. You must by no means succumb to that." Mistress Esmeralda added: "You will be given a secret code that other Mistresses will try to coax out of you. You mustn't tell." She walked among them and distributed a little piece of paper with the secret code rolled into a tiny parchment. They unrolled it, read the code and discarded the parchment.

Mistress Sakura made a gesture to attract Mistress Ava's attention and asked to speak too. When she spoke, it was in a high-pitched, happy girly voice. She always used this tone when speaking of cruel tortures or beatings. The slaves knew that whomever got Mistress Sakura as a disciplinarian for the unsolicited cumming, returned in a pitiable state. She was known to be especially cruel and sadistic, wearing a harness with vibrating dildo inside, often climaxing when beating the slaves. Even Bernard already heard the rumors...

"If you fail and actually cum, take it as a violation of your code of conduct that will be punishable according to the rules of the Angelis Mansion. The punishment will be performed by me. I will spare no mercy and will take pleasure in caning you until you cry with tears, begging my forgiveness for being a weak disobedient slave." Sakura beamed and shudder ran down the spine of those who had already tasted her rough treatment.

To divide slaves among the Mistresses, each of the Ladies gathered the charges that were assigned under her care in the Slave Stables. Mistress Ava had already given each of the Mistress the keys to their chastity belts that were usually in the keeping of sissy Amanda. Mistress Esmeralda with her elegant demeanor only pointed to her sides and her eager boys hurried to her ankle, positioned in a split second. She usually got the youngest slaves, who looked up to her in a reverent awe just as if she was a sexy stern governess guiding their development. She silently mused that they were probably too young to tolerate the level of teasing necessary to win...

Bernard belonged with Mistress Ava and obediently shuffled to her side together with three other males. He listened to her instructions with a mixture of arousal and concern. On one hand he was horrified that Cristine was abducted, on the other his constantly chaste young cock was screaming to cum. The ambiguous feelings were driving him nuts. In his mind he knew that all he wanted is to participate in the rescue mission. But the prospect of having his cage removed and the chance to finally cum, although with the threat of severe punishment, was very enticing.

Mistress Ava was right, Bernard was very well motivated. His Mistress, his amazing Cristine, was at the mercy of a dangerous psychopath. How could he possibly stay behind?

In the next stage the slaves were distributed to the other Mistresses, who would subject them to the testing. Bernard was among those slaves who were given to Mistress Sakura. She was known for rough treatment of her charges and she did not come short of her reputation. Now in possession of her new slave toys, she took the two leashes into each hand and jerked violently, sending the heads of her assigned slaves bumping against each other. She only laughed and pulled them even lower to the ground to make them kiss her shoes.

Mistress Ava finally gave the command to commence the test. Each Mistress departed with her new charges to begin the first round of the test. A Mistress could choose any setting and take with her any assistants she chose, in order to increase the temptation. Bernard was trotting behind Sakura, who seemed on the top of the world. She didn't seem so very concerned about Cristine and Atalanta. Her focus was solely on her own desires. She was determined to make them cum, so that she could give them the punishment and quench her thirst for spanking and beating.




◆◆◆

Cristine fidgeted to make more space around her, as both her thighs were pressed against the two large guards who flanked her. She was still wearing the sexy lingerie she wore for the Slave Auction in the Casanova's Club. Her body in the transparent underwear attracted looks of the guards like snake's eyes. The two men, however, dared not to exploit her defenselessness. Their boss scared the wits out of them with his domineering, volatile temperament that did not shy away from the crudest violence. Cristine thought that he must be quite intimidating, if his guards who were each twice as large as him, were apparently terrified of him.

Atleigh was silent, occasionally checking her in the rear-view mirror. Under different circumstances, she perhaps would feel uneasy from his sharp, cool gaze. Cristine, however, was not easily intimidated. She felt a surge of defiance and adrenaline flood through her. Even though she seemed calm, her mind was working intensely.

Cristine was kept in the dark about the reasons Christopher's father abducted her. When he spotted her in the courtyard, he dropped a hint he knew something about her family. Was he familiar with Artemisia and the death of her mother, or was it just a trick to get her into the car?

She couldn't miss the look of recognition on his face, when he'd approached her on the courtyard. She also felt deep down that this man already crossed her path, but she couldn't recollect where, or when. Something in his countenance as well as the smell of strong cologne that forced itself upon her when he pressed her hand, all seemed to cry out to her that she was missing something. It felt like an itch she couldn't scratch.

"Mr. Adwood, would be so good as to tell me where you are taking me?" Cristine asked, coldness in her voice.

He checked her in the mirror, yet again, and his hard eyes were in stark contrast with the reassuring smile he gave her. "Relax, dear. I will tell you everything. Soon."

Cristine disregarded his response and continued in a firm voice. "You claimed to have some information regarding my family. Either tell me or let me go at once."

"I have to admit that considering your situation, you are quite bold." His thin lips curled in an unpleasant sneer.

"Who are you, anyway?" Cristine asked without really expecting an answer.

For a while he did not respond. He slightly raised his eyebrows and was just about say something but then he changed his mind and his sneer returned, contorting his unpleasantly thin lips.

"Bold, but not too clever, just like your aunt," Atleigh retorted saucily. Cristine turned pink, which wasn't missed on him.

Atleigh's hands in suave driving gloves were effortlessly gliding on the steering wheel. "You managed to turn my son into your slave. I give you credit for that. But I guess this has more to do with him being a wimp, than you being such a cool Domina." Cristine decided not to humor him and retained an aloof, haughty expression.

"I feel like we've already met," Cristine suggested after a while. She was met with another of Atleigh's nasty sneers.

"Well, I won't help you with that," he retorted, and they ceased to speak.

After another twenty minutes of silence, the car arrived in London. Cristine felt somewhat relieved to be back in civilization, even though being held captive in a large urban area was no better than being trapped in the deep woods. It certainly did not increase her chances of being found and rescued. But Cristine, trying to calm down, reminded herself that she'd always managed to get herself out of tight spots in the past. She was no damsel in distress. She wasn't the type who would sit in the corner and wait for a knight in shiny armor.

When the car sped around the first buildings on the outskirts of London, the guards blindfolded her. The time that elapsed felt like ages before she could finally feel the car slowing down. They were near the final destination. She could feel the car descend and the temperature in the car suddenly drop, as if sunbeams of the warm summer sun were no longer falling on the hood of the car. She could only assume that they disappeared into an underground parking garage. During several sharp turns the tires emitted a high-pitched sound and they skidded to a halt on the smooth surface of the garage floor.

Cristine was pulled unceremoniously out of the car. She was still blindfolded and stumbled in uncertain steps, propelled by one of the guards. Then two sets of hands grabbed her under her arms and ushered her into an elevator. She was counting seconds as the elevator swiftly whooshed up. Cristine could only guess that they were traveling up a skyscraper. She counted a solid thirty seconds before the door opened again. She soon noticed that Atleigh was not with them.

A pleasant female voice announced, "Floor forty-four". As Cristine's eyes were covered, her other senses felt sharper. She could smell the cologne of these guards, who were still tightly clutching her arms. Curiously they both smelled the same - of bergamot and orange blossom. As soon as the elevator door opened, the perfume that filled the tight space was at once diluted and Cristine's nose was suddenly surprised with a lighter scent of what she could only guess was a freshly cleaned apartment.

The two-guards let go of her arms and removed her blindfold. She squinted into the light, as her eyes were slowly adapting to the bright environment. She was now free to move, and she looked around. The guards stepped back, adopting a rigid posture in front of the elevator door. They were apparently instructed to let her be, unless she attempted to escape by using the elevator. She noticed that all the windows were made of one-way glass, allowing the bright light through, while at the same time preventing her from looking out.

"Where is your Master? I want to have a word with him. NOW." Cristine put her hands on her hips. The two guards exchanged uncertain looks. They were flabbergasted by Cristine's self-assured ways, completely clueless about what to do, as they tried with all their might to keep their eyes of her sexy body and their stirring cocks from erecting. She thought of using her feminine spell to try to escape, but she was too curious about the things Atleigh might tell her about her family.

One of the guards pointed to the kitchen. "Mr. Adwood suggests that you eat something and make yourself comfortable. He will be back in no time."

Cristine was left to her own devices and strolled around the flat. The apartment was squeaky clean and orderly. Each object was geometrically aligned, there was no randomness in the design and furniture. The soothing orderliness was in awkward contradiction to disturbing, neurotic and vulgar large-scale paintings, (strongly reminiscent of Egon Schiele), which covered the walls. In the corridor a large ancient vase, that was displayed on colonial style mahogany cabinet, felt oddly extravagant. Cristine examined the little black figures on brick-colored terracotta and realized that the vase was covered with graphic porn scenes.

Cristine could freely roam around the flat with only two rooms locked - the bedroom and the study. The living room décor was even weirder, as the walls and cabinets were adorned with dead animals that had been carefully preserved by a skilled taxidermist. Aside from wild game, there were a number of domestic cats and dogs. A shiver ran down Cristine's spine as she lightly touched the snout of a large stuffed Irish Wolfhound. The animals were kept in a perfect state, they were not covered with dust as she saw in museums. The beady eyes and snout looked dewy - just as if it was still alive. Disturbing.

She walked to the kitchen. The stove was clearly seldom used. The crystal liquor glasses seemed to be the only often used items in the kitchen - some of them were dumped in the kitchen sink. She opened the fridge. It contained cans only, no fresh produce. There were two pill bottles with some little scribbles. She examined one and it was a testosterone; the other had a complicated chemical name that didn't sound familiar. Cristine shrugged and returned the bottles carefully to the fridge door where she had taken them. The lunch meat she grabbed didn't look particularly appetizing, but she hadn't eaten for almost a day. She devoured the contents directly from the package without bothering to use a plate.

After she inspected the living quarters, she was beginning to wonder what Atleigh's plans were for her. It already seemed like ages since she was brought into his apartment and he still hadn't returned. Wherever she moved, the guards left her alone, but she noticed CCTV cameras all around the apartment. Exploring more distant parts of the large flat, Cristine arrived at a stainless steel sliding door. She pushed it open and what she saw took her breath away.




◆◆◆




Mistress Artemisia was restlessly pacing her office, from the bookcase to the large oriel niche window and back again. She was holding a leather-bound notebook with embroidered initials. On the screen of her computer the launch of the Temptation Tolerance Test was taking place, but she didn't pay attention.

Just when she halted to scribble down a quick note, there was a shy knock on the door. She approached the door to open it, even though there was a slave kneeling next to it to let in any potential visitors. It was Amanda, her sissified husband. Although in her forties, Amanda was a pretty sissy. She wore her uniform proudly, complete with garters, stilettos and an exquisite wig crafted from real human hair. She, in short, was the perfect picture of a house maid, especially when carrying a finely decorated silver tray with a rose in a vase. Amanda waited patiently outside the door until Artemisia asked her in.

"Mistress, may I present your breakfast. I made it myself just for you to make sure it suits your tastes perfectly. Fresh crispy home-made croissants, orange marmalade, coffee with almond milk."  If you allow me, Mistress, I recommend that you eat something. You haven't eaten anything since yesterday's lunch."

"I'm not hungry." Artemisia turned around and walked to the oriel window where the morning sun was just raising above the walls of the Angelis House Garden. On other occasions Artemisia would relish such a display of natural beauty, but today her mind drifted away, and she absent-mindedly stared into the sky where the dark was gradually giving way to another warm summer day.

"Can't you see? My daughter is at the mercy of that monster of a man. The shit hit the fan with the oil spillage, my business is being torpedoed left and right by the press, our stocks are plummeting like never in the history of the YA Company... and now Atleigh has succeeded in claiming Cristine as well. He is winning on all fronts." 

Amanda served breakfast on the table, arranging the napkin into an elaborate fan shape and fluffing the pillows on the back of Artemisia's favorite breakfast chair with the view of the garden. The cane that was always perched on top of the table was attracting her gaze. She carefully avoided it just as if it was a poisonous snake. She knew all too well that her Mistress had a short temper.

"If Mistress allows, I realize the situation is serious. But my Owner has all the resources at her disposal and many very influential people in her pocket. I guess that some of them might be very eager to help, considering their current predicament." Amanda laid special emphasis on the word 'some'.

For a few seconds Artemisia seemed not to listen. But eventually the meaning of Amanda's words sank in and Artemisia's eyes widened and refocused. She quickly turned around on her high heel and snapped her fingers.

"Oh! I see what you mean!"

Amanda lowered her gaze and battered her long eyelashes. The corners of her mouth turned infinitesimally upwards, and she curtsied again.

"Mistress has a great idea. As always! I'm sure the Prime Minister will be sooo happy to set eyes on Your Highness."

Artemisia smiled, a first smile in days. She seemed energized with the new plan that was unfolding in her mind, and she grabbed her phone. She had the PM, with whom she was on a first-name basis, on a speed dial. The phone rang just once, and the PM answered. Amanda could hear only one side of the dialogue and listened intently.

"Hello Tim. I will visit you in Number 10 in few hours." Artemisia informed him. Timothy must have replied in negative, as she furrowed her brow. "What do you mean in Swansea? For three days? Well, you are going to come back now." Artemisia announced in a tone that bore no opposition. "No, I don't care if the financial sector collapses, you will be back in London in three hours."

Amanda could hear stuttering and feeble excuses on the other side, but Artemisia was adamant. "No, I couldn't care less if your wife is with you, bring her along. When I think of it - you may as well come directly to my place. It will be much more fun." A grave silence on the other side. "It will be such a pleasure to finally get to know her." Artemisia continued, pretending not to notice his silent consternation, using a festive, warm tone as if she just invited Timothy's significant half to a tea party held by the Queen.

"Now listen well. Before you get here, you will need to make some phone calls. Better take notes, thick head... I know you think with your cock when talking to me." She paused, tapping with her foot impatiently as Timothy was clumsily rustling papers to take notes as she commanded. She could hear him informing his private secretary he'd be leaving on an urgent matter of national security. Artemisia could hear a muffled voice, clearly agitated by PM's sudden decision not to speak on the annual Conference of Renewable Energy.

"First. Tell your MI6 people, that a man known as Atleigh Adwood has raised from the dead." She spelled both names. Timothy dutifully scribbled down. "He is behind the abductions of the lost girls. I can prove all that by a video where he himself confesses. He used to dabble in the drug trade, but these days he is a covert owner of Marquis Media, one of the largest media houses in Britain." Artemisia paused for a moment to allow Tim time to put it all down on paper. "Second. Don't take him into custody! Let your agents find and monitor him. I want to know where he goes, whom he meets. He uses disguises and will be very difficult to track, so be sure to send only the best people. Third. Let your brainy heads hit the archives and let's see what they manage to find on Atleigh Adwood, his family, friends, relatives... Anything." Timothy confirmed to have it all written down. "That would be all for now, see you soon."

Artemisia hung up and dropped her phone onto the divan next to her. Knowing that she'd set the wheels in motion helped to put her mind at ease - as much as possible given the current circumstances. She grabbed a crispy warm croissant from the tray and pointed it towards the monitor where Mistresses in the Slave Stables were currently dividing the slaves among them to commence the TTT.

Amanda nodded. "The PM will be very helpful, I'm sure. Mistress Kimberley reportedly keeps him in high level of arousal. She is following your commands to a T and reported yesterday that he is getting increasingly desperate to see you in person... He would sell his mother to the devil if needed, just to relieve the strain." Amanda knew all too well the bittersweet joy of prolonged orgasm denial. Mistress Artemisia kept her in long term chastity and in complete obedience by both corporal punishments and prolonged chastity.

Amanda imagined the scene of the PM crawling like worm in front of Artemisia in the vain attempt to get his orgasm. She took an almost childish joy in seeing others suffer and giggled, imitating Sakura's devilish little laugh - the one she always used when someone was about to suffer from horrible pain at her hand.

Mistress Artemisia worked for years to eradicate Amanda's mischievousness. "Amanda, I don't like you attitude." Artemisia admonished warningly and when she finished the delicious croissant, she cleared her mouth with a napkin and grabbed her cane.

Amanda at once realized her mistake and slapped her mouth like a kid that had uttered a profanity. She immediately dropped to her knees at Artemisia's feet and covered it with kisses, hoping to ward off the looming punishment.

"You are lucky, I feel like diverting my attention from the trouble and letting off some steam."

"It won't happen again, my Goddess."

Artemisia mimicked the sing song voice of Mary Poppins. "Oh, cutie pie! Do you really want to remain the malicious, sly little wench that everyone wants to stay away from? I'd better correct the mistake immediately." Amanda knew what was coming and her knees started to tremble violently.

"No, Mistress." Amanda retorted in a small voice. Her palms unwittingly sprang behind in a subconscious effort to protect her buttocks. She still remembered the intense humiliation and suffering when her Mistress punished her in front of all the guests at Atalanta's birthday party.

"There now. Let's see to it that next time you think twice before you snigger at someone else's suffering." Artemisia grabbed Amanda by the scruff of her neck and pushed her over her knee, swiftly pulling the tutu off her bare buttocks.

Mistress Artemisia administered a swift series of strokes on her ass cheeks that still bore marks from Amanda's previous beating. Between strokes she recited: "Nasty - sissy - deserves - to - be - punished - nasty - sissy - needs - to - be - disciplined." Amanda cried, begged for mercy, and squirmed in pain, her ass wriggling in the effort to alleviate the pain. When the punishment was over, she collapsed sobbing at her Mistress' feet.

Her head bowed, she whimpered between sobs: "Sissy Amanda is grateful for the stern upbringing. She is feeling the deepest devotion to her Mistress who is taking so much trouble to mold her to suit her liking."

When Amanda dared to raise her head again, Mistress Artemisia was looking down at her and said, "You know what's the biggest problem of your sissy upbringing? You can be ruled by fear only. Whenever your dread of the punishment subsides, you misbehave!" Mistress Artemisia gave Amanda a meaningful look and Amanda shied away from her stern gaze. They both knew what she was driving at. Amanda had the tendency to disobey when Artemisia wasn't personally present or if she was too occupied to closely oversee her regime. Last time she tricked Mistress Ava into authorizing Cristine's slave Bernard to get gang banged by a bunch of horny, Viagra fortified bulls.

Putting the cane aside, Mistress Artemisia seemed to consider her sissy husband punished enough. She leaned down and placed her hands on Amanda's inner thighs, pushing her knees wide apart and lifting her skirt to expose her caged cock, cleanly shaved. As she leaned forward, her bust in a tight shirt got more prominent and the key of Amanda's chastity belt on an inconspicuous golden necklace slipped from between her breasts.

"Your sissy clitty is especially tiny today, seems that beating you works wonders... It aids your transformation to being my little bitch. Perhaps we should speed up the female hormone treatments to hurry along the shriveling of your worthless cock into a sissy clit?" Amanda felt humiliated, but the feeling was quickly making way to arousal. Mistress Artemisia smiled alluringly. "Tell me, my sweet sissy... do you want me to open your cage? Do you want me to stroke your sissy clitty nice and slowly..." Amanda leaned on her hands behind her, closed her eyes, for a moment imagining such a scenario. She could envision Artemisia's fingers unlocking her cage with studied precision, slipping it off and seeing her pathetic cock swell until it was fully erect, with the ring behind her balls still on... Her cock turning gradually violet from the strangulation, Mistress taking it into her hand... Such an idea was enough for her to moan lustily.

"Remind me, my sissy, how long has it been since your last full-blown orgasm?" Artemisia spoke in a sensual, husky voice, her breath getting deeper as she stroked Amanda's thighs closer and closer to her groin.

"My Mistress, it has been three hundred seventy-five days and six hours."

Artemisia feigned a deep shock. "Oh my, has it been so long already? You must feel sooo horny right now..." She started to fiddle with the cage, circling around the ring and reaching with her finger into the opening of the cage at the tip of the penis, which was oozing precum. She delved the long nail of her little finger to the opening and bore into the urethra, as far as she could reach with the cock caged. Amanda hissed in pain, but her cock in the cage jumped again, the root of her penis getting swollen and hard.

"Should I open the cage now?" Artemisia took off her necklace and dangled the key hypnotically in front of Amanda's eyes. "I can see how incredibly needy for sex you are right now... perhaps I could free you just this once and see you cum on my shoes and lick it like a good little bitch..."

Artemisia knew Amanda's fantasies and used it against her unashamedly. She gripped the balls firmly and with the other hand reached at her silicone implanted boobs, lovingly stroking the perfect round shape until she reached the hard nipples and gave them a pinch with her long nails. Amanda whimpered in arousal. "Ohh, how hard your cock would be, and I would give it such nice slow strokes and then going faster... hmmm... and faster." she whispered into Amanda's ear, her warm breath intoxicatingly sweet.

Amanda firmly pursed her lips, tilting her head. Artemisia was driving her to the edge, and she was afraid she might ejaculate just from the dirty talk alone.

Artemisia took the key and inserted it into the lock. "Just one click and your cock is free..."Amanda summoned all her willpower, shut eyes firmly and whispered. "Mistress, aaah, please don't open my cage... I need to be... uh... kept chaste to mend my behavior." 

Artemisia slowly removed the key again and smiled, pleased. "Good girl." Amanda passed the test. She knew all too well what would follow if she yielded to Artemisia's taunting... Her ass was still burning from the last time she was tempted to say yes to a possible release. She knew better than to displease her Owner.

Artemisia pulled Amanda up to a kneeling position and navigated her to the edge of the breakfast table. She pushed her over the edge and gently stroked the ass cheeks, covered with angry red marks. She produced a latex glove, conveniently stored in a table drawer and pulled it on, snapping it on her wrist. She slowly pushed her index finger to her sissy's anus. It was nicely flexible after years of intense anal training by both strap-on and bull penises. She found the prostate and started to massage it.

"If you please me with your behavior, I might consider granting you a reward. But only after you prove to me you are actually able to be at your best behavior when I'm busy elsewhere." 

As Mistress Artemisia explored Amanda's sissy ass, her cell phone rang. She used her other hand to take it from of her pocket. To her surprise the display was showing the name of Catherine, the very woman, who had betrayed her.




◆◆◆




Mistress Artemisia glared at the ringing phone with Catherine's name on the display and she thought, "What the hell?! Does she really have the insolence to call after spying for Atleigh and conspiring against me, and after being involved in the abduction of both Atalanta and Cristine?"

All these thoughts ran through Artemisia's head in a split second, before she decided to pick up the call. She was still holding Amanda with a gloved hand, her belly glued to the table and her ass protruding backwards. With her left hand she accepted the call, pressing Amanda to the table as she answered.

"Hello?"

"Artemisia, listen. I don't have much time..."

Artemisia immediately noticed there was something off. Aside from Catherine's voice there was clearly an audible loud banging sounding in the distance behind Catherine. Catherine also sounded scared, her voice high-pitched and shaky.

"What is going on?" Artemisia asked.

"Atleigh has broken into my apartment and I've barricaded myself in the bedroom. He will do me in, I know it!"

"What? Why would he do that?"

"He is going to get in any moment... I called the police, but they are not coming!"

"What have you done? I thought you were in his pocket now!"

"Oh, I thought I would outplay him, but he found out that I was gathering intel on him. I underestimated his influence. He found out and now he is after me..."

"Why are you telling me all this? Why should I care?"

"You are right, I don't deserve your sympathy, I just wanted to give you a hint about how to find Atalanta."

"I'm listening," Artemisia responded coldly.

Catherine was trying to buy her way out of the fix. "Well, if they break in, I won't be able to tell you! You need to get me out first and then I'll tell you."

Artemisia could hear muffled male voices. Atleigh was surely not alone, he always had at least two large thugs with him. The banging subsided and Artemisia could hear they were trying to lure Catherine out of the room.

"Why don't you run? Use the rear door!"

"Fuck, Atty, you know as well as I do there is no way out of my bedroom other than the door I just barricaded!" Catherine shouted hysterically.

Artemisia recalculated in a split second. It didn't matter at that point what Catherine has done. The Club could punish her later for her rebellion and betrayal. Now all that mattered was to find out where Atleigh was keeping Atalanta.

"I will send my people to save you," Artemisia decided. She darted out of the door to look for Michael and Robert.

"Okay, but hurry, it takes twenty minutes from your place..." Catherine pleaded.

"I will send at least six guards, hang on!" Artemisia ran without knocking into Robert's bedroom. He was one of the most formidable alpha slaves under the Angelis roof. Not clever, but very sturdy and strong. She explained the situation and he quickly put on a shirt and scurried out of the door.

"Wait there, don't hang up!" Catherine said.

Artemisia could do nothing more than wait, with Catherine still on the line. As she sat down, she'd experienced a flashback, remembering all the happy moments she spent with Catherine at college. She could still vividly envision how they became so close and shared the most intimate secrets... she recalled all the boys they enslaved together, and how they both enthusiastically joined the Xantippe's Club... What made Catherine turn against her? Artemisia decided against airing the thoughts that were gnawing at her brain. When Catherine was safely in the Angelis Mansion, she would surely get her answers.

Catherine, who was apparently trying to pile up more furniture to prevent them from breaking in, was back. Her voice broke and she seemed to lose her nerve. "I'm so sorry... I made a terrible mistake... "

"Oh, for pete's sake, stop that drama. You made a conscious decision to go against me. Own it now,” Artemisia said flatly. She added, more leniently: My boys are on the way. Try to negotiate. That could buy you some time!"

"Oh... there's no negotiating with him... His bouncers are trying to kick out the door! Listen... I learned things about him that might change everything! Things even you didn't know about him." Artemisia heard Catherine pushing some furniture to reinforce her barricade. "I spoke to Randall and I have a plan for how to get him on his knees." She spoke feverishly.

Artemisia furrowed her brows, trying to remember anyone going by the name. "Who's Randall?"

There was an ear-splitting noise that forced Artemisia to put the phone on arm's length from her ear. She could only guess that they succeeded in breaking into the room where Catherine was hiding.

"Catherine?!" Artemisia called loudly.

She could hear her yell at the top of her lungs. She could hear the noise of stomping feet and falling furniture. Some glass shattered. Artemisia called for Catherine again, but someone took the phone and hung up.


Chapter 2




Mistress Sakura, her delicate figure clad in a yellow-black translucent latex dress, looked to Bernard like a dangerous, but very sexy hornet. Aware of how the close-up view of her butt in see-through latex attracted the looks of her new boy toys, she swayed her hips, leading them out of the Slave Stables and into the house. Bernard, choking on his slave collar and tripping over the other three slaves, had no idea where her suite was located. Each slave only knew the journey to the boudoir of his supervising Mistress, the parlor, the dining room and the torture chambers in the basement.

At the base of the stairs leading to the upper floors, Mistress Sakura stopped and ordered the best built slave to kneel down. She navigated him to her butt, which he had to kiss first, and then she leaned forward, squatted with her knees slightly parted and from between her legs she pulled his head by the hair. She sat on his shoulders, wriggling her ass to sit comfortably and when he stood up, she was sitting on him like on a human horse. He held her legs by the shins for stability and this way he carried her up the stairs. The other three slaves were flanking this equestrian couple, one at each side and Bernard behind them, making sure the Mistress was completely safe in case the horse wavered.

Bernard was watching Mistress Sakura's hourglass shape with fascination as she was rocking from side to side, confidently riding her human horse. The group ascended three floors until they arrived where the flight of wide, comfortable Edwardian stairs ended. The only way upwards was with a spiral staircase. This staircase, unlike the rest of the house was recently built, modern with see-through glass steps and matching railing.

Mistress Sakura dismounted. The stairs leading up were unsuitable for a human horse ride. She then led the way up the spiral stairs on foot until she and her slave entourage reached a door. It was surprisingly elegant for what seemed to be the entrance to an attic. She didn't have to open the door. As she approached the door, it opened as if operated by an invisible hand. As Bernard was walking through, he noticed a petite female stood in a low bow right next to it. She was wearing a sexy short floral dress with loose sleeves and red lipstick. When Bernard was walking past her, she drew herself to her full height and gave him a very haughty look. 

The spacious attic with its wooden roof structure and numerous heavy beams crossing the space had been transformed into an ingenious shibari Queendom. The space was dominated on the right by a seating area and on the left was a vast space divided by paper-filled panel doors. Bernard could see small shadows moving behind the thin rice-paper paneling.

The temperature was several degrees higher than it had been in the corridor. This reminded Bernard of a thirst that had been building. Because he had tipped over his water dispenser back in the Slave Stables, he hadn't had even as much as a single sip of water since going to sleep the previous evening and he was getting very thirsty.

He tried to put this out of his mind as he continued to admire the lofty attic space. Hemp ropes hung on hooks all around, filling the vast space with a pleasant smell. Long white silk shawls with black calligraphy scriptures added an exotic touch. The minimalist Japanese design was crowned with an old Rising Sun Flag.

Mistress Sakura unleashed the slaves and casually threw the leather leashes onto one of the hooks. She ordered the anxious naked bunch to kneel and tasked the girl who had opened the door to keep an eye on them. The girl, holding a bright red apple, leaned on one of supporting posts and started to crunch loudly, hypnotizing the slaves with smoldering looks. Mistress Sakura disappeared into the panel maze.

One of the slaves leaned to Bernard, whispering. "What d'you think they're gonna do to us?" He had a strong accent and did not bother to lower his voice.

"Dunno." Bernard responded blankly, hoping against hope the boy would keep his mouth shut. It was forbidden to lead a conversation with other slaves. Bernard didn't want to risk losing his chance to participate in the mission to save Cristine just because someone else couldn't follow orders. The boy, untroubled with Bernard's apparent aversion to the conversation, continued. "I've heard Mistress Sakura keeps six female slaves here. Pity she doesn't share, right? We would certainly enjoy their company down in the Stables, ay? They never seem to come anywhere near our quarters..."

Bang! The guard girl threw her apple and managed to hit the chatty slave to his lower abdomen. "Ooouch." He yelped and his hands instinctively shot to his groin, to protect his genitalia. "You! The mouth - shut!" She hissed. He obeyed, a crimson color raising to his cheeks. After this intervention the slaves knelt in silence before Mistress Sakura returned, most of them stealthily looking around, and wondering what she had in store for them.

When Mistress Sakura emerged again, she was changed into a black satin kimono and she was now accompanied by four girls, each wearing the same dress with a floral print as the apple girl. All of them had their hair cut in a sexy short bob. Bernard noticed that Sakura's slaves, if they truly were slaves, all looked incredibly young. Most of the male slaves couldn't help but look at them, although they were keeping their gaze low at all times. Something was telling him that although they were in the very heart of England, these girls had seen very little outside the Queendom of Mistress Sakura.

The girls looked at the slaves just as if they were some very peculiar zoo animals. The one girl that stood on Sakura's right side was clearly interested in Bernard. She searched his eyes and kept eye contact for more than three seconds, unblinking. The lizard parts of Bernard's brain immediately deciphered this as a sign of sexual interest. To his great embarrassment, his cock, no longer caged, betrayed the proceedings of his mind almost immediately.

Mistress Sakura addressed her sidekicks in Japanese:  "Surēbu no itsu o sentaku shimasu. Ima sugu opuro ni tsureteitte kudasai."

Slaves looked up again. They never before had heard Mistress Sakura speak in her native language. It felt rather strange and a bit unsettling. She spoke in a sweet, almost childish voice when addressing her companions.

"My girls don't speak much English... But they are very skilled in reading your... body language." Sakura's gaze swept over their bare cocks. When speaking to slaves, her voice was high, but sharper and more authoritative. "I'm very busy preparing a special surprise for those of you who manage to pass the first two rounds of testing." "See you soon!" She sang out, as she turned on her heels and sailed away, her last syllables echoing in the vast attic space and mingling with the sound of her fading footsteps. Bernard was convinced she must have prepared some diabolical scheme to make them break each and every one of the conditions Mistress Ava had set down...

Upon Mistress Sakura's departure, the girls bowed at their waists respectfully, remaining in the position long enough to see Sakura's back disappearing behind the paper panels. Then one after the other, in a perfectly harmonized choreography, scuttled on their tiny feet towards their new toys. The one who had been eying Bernard with obvious interest minutes ago approached him. She took him by the hands and slowly pulled him up. Her small velvety hands were gentle, and she carefully guided her hands to his belly, gliding over his skin with her palms and brushing on it with the loose silk sleeves. She used a silk scarf to tie his hands in a loose knot in front of him. Bernard, absorbed in her gentle, sensual ways completely lost track of what was going on with the other slaves. He could see only this tempting girl before him, whose caresses were filling him with feelings of tranquility.

"Totemo hansamuna otokonoko..." she said, looking at his face with a modest smile. "Sorry, I don't..." Bernard started, but she shushed him and pressed her index finger against his lips. She clearly liked the sensation of touching his face and her finger lingered there. She traced the contours of his nicely shaped mouth, his prominent nose and high brow arches. He could tell that she found him handsome. His cock twitched again, and she looked down at it, whispering to herself. "Hakujin no otokonoko wa hontōni ōkina penisu o motte imasu..."

The only thing Bernard could understand from the flow of the unintelligible speech was that she was probably talking about his penis.

"Tachiagatte kudasai," she addressed him but he had no idea what she wanted him to do. He looked up, puzzled. She gripped his elbow, pulling him up. He understood she wanted him to stand. The girl tried hard to help him just as if he couldn't stand up on his own. What was going on? Was she acting nice now, just so that she could knock him down even further later?

"Kochira e dōzo... fo-llow mee," she whispered and began to pull him by the silk scarf. He followed. She was leading him, turning almost constantly to see if he was keeping up. He was by no means used to this level of consideration. Soon they were alone, lost in the maze of paper panels. The temperature, already high, was rising, and he started perspiring, his thirst getting more pronounced. Before long they entered a separate tract away from the main attic.

As she was gently pulling him behind her, he completely lost track of place and time. Dimmed yellow lights were flickering above their heads as they made their way forward, were giving the girl's porcelain skin a nice warm glow. They walked through another set of panel doors. Bernard realized they had now arrived at some sort of a large bathroom.

"Sento," she said.

"Um...Sorry? My Japanese sucks," he offered lightly, trying to be funny, even though she probably wouldn't understand.

The girl gave him lenient smile. "Sento. Japan Bath," she explained. She made a welcoming gesture, guiding him through the door. Bernard hesitatingly walked in. The room was tiled with a mosaic made of various hues of blue, predominantly dark. In the middle was a large bath. To their right, steam was coming out of a sauna room. This place looked like a perfect setting for porn. His cock stirred, getting harder still.

Before he could take in all the details of the room, she reached up and pushed him down by the shoulders, sitting him on what looked like a big wooden bucket set upside down on the tiled floor. Bernard could finally look at her and she didn't seem angered by his searching eyes. What an otherworldly being, Bernard thought. He felt attracted to the fragile beauty of this exotic girl. If his hands weren't tied, he would helplessly yield to his urge to touch her... It was a very different feeling than the mixture of awe and respect he felt towards the dominant Women of the house. This sexy little fairy evoked more of masculine drive in him. He didn't feel like dropping to beg at her feet, his fantasies were taking a wholly different route...

Then she poured a glass of water, carrying it to his lips with a sweet smile. How nice of her, and he was so thirsty... Her eyes were innocently wide and childlike. He was about to drink when he suddenly remembered, that under no circumstances must he drink anything... How could he forget so completely? Perhaps because all his blood had moved from his brain to his groin or because he felt so at ease in her company? He pursed his lips and shook his head. She didn't show any sign of discontent and put the glass aside.

She then took another small bucket and walked to a shower in the corner. She filled the bucket with warm water. As she was waiting for the bucket to fill up, she was giving him sideways looks. He felt a bit stupid, squatting on a bucket all naked. But she didn't let him feel silly for long. She returned with the bucket and a soap bar, walked around him and set the bucket of water onto a low stool. Standing behind him, she ran fingers through his hair, grabbing strands of his mane and tilting his head backwards. The gentle pull felt very pleasant. She knew exactly the border between pleasure and pain. It felt surprisingly relaxing to have her pull his hair like that.

Whatever the purpose of this was, he was enjoying every second of it. He didn't feel like a slave, but rather like a rich man, pampered by his own exotic masseuse. Was this just an overture? After the rough treatment he was getting from the Mistresses left and right under the roof of the Angelis house, it felt like magic...

She set the glass aside and continued with the pampering. From a cup in the bucket, she let the water slowly stream down the front line of his hair, pressing her palm against his forehead to prevent water from getting into his eyes. She lathered the soap and started to wash his hair, using her fingertips to massage his scalp in circular motions. She whispered something in Japanese again, not bothering to help him understand. She pulled his tied hands and navigated it to her waist to pull on the knot belting her robe. When he pulled, he could feel on his hand how the silky robe soundlessly slipped down off the girl's shoulders and coiled on the ground like a snakeskin.

His head was spinning, seeing her naked body, her fragile frame, and delicate breasts with cherry-colored nipples, and the round shape of her hips. Her figure was petite but well formed. He couldn't help but stare at her and she didn't shy away from his gaze. She went to fetch more water. When she returned, she gently parted his legs and stood between them, pressing her thighs on his engorging cock. He could feel the warmth emanating from her body... could he afford to touch? His male instincts were taking over and he wanted to touch the delicious form so much...  He slowly and carefully raised his tied hands, trying to stroke her chest. When she felt his fingers on her breast, she playfully slapped his hand and giggled. He retrieved his hands, taken aback. Well, maybe not... better not interfere, Bernard thought. What if she was testing him if he can keep his hands off her?

Then she poured water onto his chest and started to wash his front. The girl circled his chest with her palms, which were covered with soap. The rich foam that made her hands glide so smoothly on his young, almost hairless skin, smelled deliciously of lotus. He intertwined his fingers behind his back to resist the temptation to touch her. She then pressed her fingers to his nipples and gave them a gentle tweak. She rolled them between her fingers and Bernard felt a tingling charge run from her touch there all the way down to the tip of his penis, causing it to rise. Getting lower and lower, she lovingly caressed his young athletic body. It didn't take much to have him fully erect, even without direct stimulation. Mistress Ava had kept him without orgasm for a week already, longer than he'd ever lasted before. His balls were achingly full, and his cock was throbbing with need.

The girl untied his hands and moved them behind his back. There was no need to tie him up, he was resolved not to touch. The girl looked deeply into his eyes and used the silk scarf to blindfold him. She dropped to her knees, between his spread legs, while covering his thighs with foam. She didn't touch his cock, and massaged every inch of his legs and feet with the skill of a professional tantra masseuse. He felt torn between the soothingly relaxing massage and the tease that felt all the more intense with his sight restricted. The avoidance of touching his cock was clearly deliberate and was constantly reminding him of its existence with twitching and throbbing... If this was it, he would be able to resist, Bernard thought. Although very horny, he still managed to hold his restraint together. But he didn't expect what followed next.

The girl, who had just washed the foam from his legs mounted him on his lap. She slowly drew herself closer. His eyes still covered, he could feel how she now started to rub her pussy on his growing erection. He knew better than trying to use the situation to his advantage. He had to keep still and never move.... The fate of Cristine might depend on it! Her shaved pussy was gliding over his cock, but so far, she was only massaging her clit on his penis. He braced himself and hyperventilated to ward off his growing arousal. His young body responded almost immediately by the urge to cum. It didn't take more than seconds to bring him to the edge just by this... She was sighing as she was teasing him, her juices lubricating his cock but still she didn't let it slip into her. Oh damn, how long was she intending to taunt him like that? All he wanted was for her to let his member glide in...

After pleasuring herself by rubbing on his cock, she slipped from his lap. Oh, nooo... Just when he thought that she would finally fuck him... But she pushed his knees wider, diving down between his legs. She took the tip of his cock into her mouth. Bernard gasped in surprise as if he had been thrown into boiling water - this was totally unexpected. Then, with a contented, sexy sigh she started to explore his penis with her tongue, inch after inch. Satisfying her curiosity of how the white boy's penis looked and tasted, slowly at first, she began to suck. Her tiny mouth was full with his big cock and judging from the sounds she was making, she was very aroused by it. She gave it a few powerful sucks, sending shivers up and down his spine.

Bernard had to consciously avoid thinking of the girl giving him this heavenly blow job. Her little grunts and whimpers made it all the worse for him. She sucked hungrily like her life depended on it. Oh, he so wanted to release all his sperm into the pretty girl's mouth... The passion with which she has been working her lips and mouth around his cock was so sexy... Now and then she tickled the shaft of his penis with her tongue, giggling, then dived right back to get the cock as deep into her throat as it would go. Her head was bobbing up and down on his cock with ever increasing speed. His sight restricted, the sexy sounds were filling his head, driving him insane. She was incredibly tenacious... her sucking was getting harder and harder. Just when he thought that he might not be able to take it anymore, a sudden deep, guttural gong sounded.

Just as if struck by a lightning, she stopped and let his cock fall out of her mouth. By the sound of it, she sprang swiftly to her feet. He could hear her curse under her breath and before he could wonder what had happened, he heard her rapid steps moving away from him like a little mouse. What was the meaning of this? His mind was filled yet again with conflicting feelings. The gong undoubtedly saved him from cumming... the mind-shattering blow job would surely have made him climax. Happy for Cristine that he had succeeded in holding out, he still felt disappointed that the blow job was over.

Would she return to finish what she'd started? That prospect was terrifying and enticing at the same time. Before he could count to ten, he could hear her bare tiny feet scuttling back towards him. She walked around him and when she stood directly behind him, she gave him a mighty push. The wooden bucket he was sitting on toppled over and sent him flying headlong to the ground. Bernard was caught completely by surprise and landed flat on his face. The girl approached him and gave him several well measured kicks until he turned to his back. He was now laying with his arms spread wide. His erection was gone, scared by the surprising shift in the behavior of his temptress. His nose, which he bumped, throbbed with pain. What got into her all of a sudden?

"What is going on here?" he asked, puzzled, but not daring to move from his position.

"Damare, baka!" she shouted and slapped his face with her bare foot. The impact was partly softened by the silk scarf, wrapped around his eyes as a blindfold. She climbed up on his chest and started to trample on him. Pressing all air out of his lungs with the weight of her body, she shifted her center of gravity purposefully from one foot to the other. Then she jumped up and down, rotated with her pelvis as if he was an exercise disc. The erection was quickly coming back to him. She treated him like a rug... and she laughed.

She snatched the blindfold off his face. At that point it finally dawned on him... this was not the same girl. He now guessed they were taking turns and each had a limited amount of time to make him cum. The former had tried a tantric approach crowned with an otherworldly blow job. This one apparently had her own, much rougher methods. She was even prettier than his former temptress. Under her floral robe she wore see-through underwear, and her round breasts were much larger than usual in Asian girls. In the panties he could notice an opening, showing neatly shaved black pubic hair, styled into a narrow line.

Her mirthless laughter humiliated him and made him even hornier. She obviously knew how to make his libido skyrocket. Was she clairvoyant or was he so obvious? When she was done dancing on him, she shoved almost the whole of her tiny foot into his mouth. She mercilessly fucked his mouth with her foot, triggering his gagging reflex. His cock was rock hard again. She slapped his cock with the sole of her foot, sending it onto his stomach with a loud smacking sound.

When she grew tired of making him her rug, she squatted and sat astride his face, wiggling her hips until his nose nestled snugly in her butt hole and her moist pussy right was positioned right on his mouth. She started to sway her hips and leaned backwards, placing a few fingers into his mouth, wriggling them there. Bernard understood she wanted him to lick. As he was doing his best to satisfy her with his tongue, flicking it on her swollen, throbbing clit, she grabbed his cock into her hand and started to masturbate it, first slowly, then faster. It took intense focus not to cum and he was increasingly worried he might not last much longer. She tasted so good and her unscrupulous abusive treatment sent him to an even deeper level of subspace.

Overcome with the strong spell of her moist female sex, Bernard's thoughts of Cristine were fading. Nothing seemed more important than to give pleasure to this Asian goddess. But no, he thought, while he was flicking his tongue frantically, too scared to slow down. He must not screw this up. Cristine was in a predicament and none of this treatment must blunt the sharpness of his focus...

The girl emitted a high-pitched whimper, riding his mouth faster and faster. At that point she leaned forward, freeing Bernard's nose and took his cock into her mouth. Like her predecessor, she was no stranger to the technique of giving an exquisite blow job. Bernard was yet again nearing orgasm when she swallowed his cock lustily like some insatiable porn star. She deep throated him fully down to his balls and he was desperately trying to think of a way to stop himself from climaxing. How long did the first round take? Had it been five minutes, or less? Is another change of girls coming? Ahh... if he could only release the tension... grab her head and push it onto his cock and ejaculate into her mouth!

Just at the moment she was heading to her orgasm, her whimpers getting higher-pitched and her moaning almost constant, through the haze of arousal he could hear some strange, shuffling sounds. The gong sounded again. The girl seemed unconcerned and was riding his mouth and sucking on his cock. She was too absorbed in the sexy scene... she wanted her orgasm, and her lust momentarily outweighed the menace of a punishment.

Bernard, still immobilized under her butt, heard a swishing sound followed by a loud 'crack'. The girl yelped in pain. Her waist was coiled with a long black whip in a blink of an eye. Bernard followed the black line of the whip leading to the hand of Mistress Sakura. The girl started to panic, trying desperately to remove the tightly coiled whip. But Sakura gave a strong jerk with both hands and pulled with surprising power the girl down from Bernard. Mistress Sakura shouted and Bernard could guess she was extremely pissed by the girl's lack of obedience. She admonished her for a minute or two, before ordering her to kneel in the corner. The girl, her shoulders hunched, crawled into the corner, where she knelt with her hands on the back of her head. Sakura slapped the girl's face hard on each side of her face and pinched the girl's mouth open, then jammed the whip handle between her lips, signaling with her finger to hold and not mark it with her teeth. As Sakura stood over her, she began to drool. Judging from her hard sobbing and trembling shoulders, her punishment was yet to come.

Bernard automatically sprang up, knelt, and bowed with his forehead touching the ground. Sakura was bringing with her all of her girls. He had no idea where the other slaves were, but at that point it did not bother him as much as his own predicament. A thought crossed his mind that perhaps he had already won and they were coming to congratulate him... But what if they all decided to combine their skills? He would stand no chance...

One of Sakura's girls was brought a carafe with lemon water. Sakura snapped her fingers and the girl hurried to bring the glass to Sakura. In the baths it was so hot, the steam rolling out of the sauna only added to Bernard's thirst. She approached him, the glass in her hand, smiling sweetly.

"I can see how you perspire, the little beads of sweat on your forehead betrays you..." she said, gliding her palm over his forehead, wiping away some of the perspiration. She spread her fingers and ran them through his blonde hair, clearly fascinated with the golden color of his mane. Leaning closer so that he could feel her breath on his cheek, she cooed, "My obedient little pet, you will please me and drink this now."

When he showed some hesitation, she moved the glass to his lips and whispered "You are a slave. You are bound to obey dominant women. Do as I command, now." Bernard felt almost intolerable urge to do what she commanded. The training he received from Mistress Ava, the indoctrination he was getting day and night in the Slave Stables, all of that made his brain shout: Drink! Mistress commands, you must drink! Drink immediately or SHE will be displeased. Drink fast or you will suffer.

Bernard summoned every ounce of his willpower and pursed his lips closed. The water Mistress Sakura tried to pour into his mouth ran down his chin. Mistress Sakura's eyes narrowed, and her mouth was getting thin, but she still mustered the will to speak in a kind, alluring tone.

"You are just a tiny worm on the sole of my boot. Do you dare to resist me?" Mistress Sakura hissed.

"Mistress, I don't want to resist... I just need to go on the rescue mission to save Cristine. If standing up to you and your teasing girls’ command is what it takes, I will stand up to you." Bernard responded honestly and took the liberty of looking Mistress Sakura in the eye.

He inwardly felt it was against the grain to contradict a Mistress. She apparently had the same opinion, because she reached over to her slave still kneeling with head bowed and took the whip from her mouth. Sakura raised the whip and with all her might she hit him. It came unexpected and Bernard yelled in pain. The tip of the whip adhered to his skin like a sticker and gave him a red mark that reached from his upper back well around his hip to the abdomen.

"I'm authorized to use any way to break you. You can be sure I will use all the persuasive tools in my arsenal. You may not like the tortuous influence they have.  Better for you to give up now... It would be pity to scar such a good-looking lad. Tell me the code and it will all be over now." Mistress Sakura commanded.

He was adamant with himself that he would resist. In his mind he could see Cristine's beautiful face. Even though she was gone from him, he was still hopelessly infatuated with her. No other woman held so much power over him. When Bernard had last seen Cristine, she was getting ready for a quest to get into the Casanova's Club, a den of sadistic men who used and tortured girls... It was just like her to be brave... she had so much courage, always ready and eager to put herself in jeopardy if she could do some good for others. How could he be such a coward not to at least try to find her measure of courage?

Before embarking on the mission, Cristine had delegated his training to Mistress Ava, who, unlike Artemisia, had Cristine's unreserved trust. Mistress Ava was putting Bernard through incredibly thorough orgasm denial that was making him desperate to cum, but nevertheless her leading role did nothing to diminish his longing for being Cristine's devoted and loyal slave. Mistress Ava was carefully acting her role as a teacher only and did not try to get him for herself. If she would desire that, she would undoubtedly have succeeded...

But now there was Mistress Sakura to contend with, the vilest and most dangerously sadistic of all the Dommes under the Angelis roof. Bernard knew that neither of her pretty girls were anywhere near as skilled in extorting information – either with crude force or with the most refined methods of teasing - as their Mistress.

"Listen carefully, you shit dog. This is an offer that will never repeat itself." Mistress Sakura now squatted so their eyes were level. "I know you have very much enjoyed the attention of my girls. You can have each of my four girls in any way you want. Do you want them to give you a blow job right to the end? Do you desire to have all of them in bed at once? You can have them wrap their bodies all around you ... You can fuck them all night long, no limits, no restrictions, just my young pretty girls and you. You can cum as often as you want the pleasure, the release... If you give me the code right now."

Bernard's head spun. Could he really have the opportunity to have all of them in his bed at once? His mind drifted away into the fantasy... He was with them in a large oval bed, just like the one in the Red Playroom. They were all in his bed, naked and he was wildly fucking one of the little whores... He was holding her by her ankles, pushed up to her ears, she was screaming as he pounded her, asking him to have mercy, because his cock was stretching her cunt so wide. The other one was holding her hand and comforting her, giving her passionate wet kisses. The remaining girls were masturbating one another, an begging him to fuck them next...

Mistress Sakura saw Bernard's distant gaze and that erection was again coming back to him. Bernard bowed his head and said nothing. With each refusal to obey the obedience circuit was getting damaged and he felt more empowered to resist. He shook his head defiantly.

"As you wish..." Sakura hissed ominously and snapped her fingers. At once, the girls were at his side, grabbing him by the hands and pulling him into the bath. Taking off their robes, they jumped into the warm water one by one, pulling him in by the hand.

Mistress Sakura was watching the whole scene, walking on the edge of the sunken bath, still in her black silk robe, holding her long whip.

"If you won't give me the code, we will make you cum instead. It doesn't matter which of the rules of the game you break. You will lose anyway."

The girls swarmed him like bees trying to eradicate a hornet from their nest. They were touching him all over his body, using all the advantages of the buoying water to float around him, wrapping their arms over him and rubbing against him sensuously. The more assertive they were with him, the more aroused he was becoming, and they were well aware of that. Goading one another, the girls jumped up and down in glee, whenever he let out a horny whimper or a sigh. They were slapping him, masturbating him, taking turns while they employed their most refined tricks. This amused them for quite some time. His cock was stone hard again, but he resisted.

Then Mistress Sakura shouted over the loud noise of the girls yelling: "Nokori jikan ga amarinai. Ima kare o fakku!"

"Hai!" the girls responded in unison. The one who gave him the first blow job pushed him to the seat in the bath and sat astride on his lap. With a deep sigh she grabbed his cock and led it into her tight pussy, taking in the whole length of his large member. After all the taunting Bernard felt like he was in heaven to finally be inside one of them.

She started to fuck him, first slowly and then faster and faster. Another girl grabbed his jaw and invaded his mouth with her tongue, her hands stroking his face near their lips that were pressed together. His hands still remained free, and the two remaining girls used his fingers under the water to pleasure themselves, sticking them into their vaginas. One of the girls reached to his chest and began to squeeze his nipples ever so slightly, causing more sighs from Bernard. The symphony of moans, the furious fucking and the wet kisses consumed Bernard as he was desperately holding on to the thought of Cristine and the rescue mission. It was almost impossible to drive away the incredible scene he was part of away and Bernard was getting close.

Oh, fuck... His cock was deep in one of the sexy girls, another two were fucking their cunts with his fingers and another was kissing him passionately, masturbating herself under water. Mistress Sakura was nervously checking her watch and looked to the door.

"Motto hayaku!" she barked. The girl who was fucking Bernard changed position, leaning over the edge of the bath, spreading her legs wide and pushing her ass up. The other girls grabbed him and pushed him on her, pulling her ass cheeks to the sides, so that he could enter her ass.

Bernard's brain was dimmed by the fuck, and his mind was obscured. He couldn't hold onto the vision of Cristine anymore... That's what the little cunt wants? He thought. Fine, let her have it! There was no holding back anymore. If he cums into her? Hell yeah! But she will have a sore ass before he does! Bernard was no longer passive, he was now fucking the bitch from behind, grabbing her sides, pounding her with all his might, the rhythmic motions of his hips and body driving the thrusts deeper. The other girls were cheering by sighing and moaning, pushing Bernard's small, hard ass from behind so that it drove his cock deeper into the slave girl's hole.

Mistress Sakura started to shimmy herself into a strap on harness. Surely pegging him will do the trick! Before she could take off her robe and enter the bath a triumphant voice sounded.

"Game over. Time is up. He is coming with us." Mistress Ava just entered room.

If looks were daggers, Mistress Sakura's was dangerously piercing when she looked over into Ava's face. The girls stopped at once. Their hands fell off of Bernard and the girl who had been getting fucked kicked him and swiftly jumped up from the bath. Mistress Ava was smiling broadly. She knew he would make it. Bernard was the single one of the slaves who were exposed to Mistress Sakura and her minions, who managed not to cum, drink or disclose the secret code!




◆◆◆




A large and dark BDSM Playroom opened to her sight. She switched on the lights and stood in awe. The middle of the slate dark room was furnished with a pillory, in the distant corners stood an ominous-looking iron maiden, in the other a human-shaped hanging cage that would allow very little wiggle movement for its prey... all next to a black tiled bathroom, divided from the Playroom with a smoky transparent glass. The contrasting lights and shadows added definition and depth, evoking a very dramatic contrast of dominance and submission in the overpowering atmosphere.

The walls were covered with punishment instruments, a mix of chains, ropes, harnesses and a number of dildos of various sizes. There was a collection of paintings of bizarrely contorted naked female bodies adding to the unsettling atmosphere. Cristine was no stranger to torture chambers and playrooms, yet the feel of this place wasn't quite right. It wasn't sensual nor sexy, it was disturbingly sadistic... maybe even psychotic. She approached an unknown kinky object made of sharp spikes, perched on a greek-styled column. When she bent down to examine it more closely, she heard a strange sound. The doors shut closed behind her. She was not alone anymore.

Cristine slowly turned around. Atleigh's tall, menacing figure stood in front of the closed doors. He was wearing a black Homburg hat and his signature long coat. As she eyed him suspiciously, he was slowly taking off his driving gloves. He carefully put them on a corner of a cabinet together with his hat. She could instantly tell he was very attentive to his looks. When he took off his coat, he revealed a perfectly fitting beige vest and a white shirt. With a single seamless  gesture, he produced a fine silver pocket watch adorned with minute golden filigree and checked the time.

Cristine noticed for the first time that he had tattooed fingers for the first time. He bore an old, blurry tattoo depicting playing cards decks and letters EWMN - an unmistakable legacy of a term in prison. The unsightly embellishment looked oddly inappropriate on him, given his otherwise smart, sophisticated appearance.

"I see you've made yourself at home," he observed, smiling, but his eyes were as hard as ever. He looked over her head for a moment and his eyes lovingly took in the instruments and tools, as his lusty sneer appeared in his smile. Cristine backed off a few steps. The fight and flight mode kicked in, every fiber of her being ready to either run or punch the man right in the face.

Atleigh did not approach her. Instead, he lazily strolled toward a hi-fi tower, turned his back to her and switched on some music. His musical tastes were in perfect unison with the peculiar atmosphere of his apartment. Erratic tension building tones of Stravinsky filled the room, and he opened a built-in bar to pour two glasses of a honey-colored Macallan.

"Here," Atleigh said as he handed Cristine the glass. She didn't dare drink it. Atleigh offered to clink glasses with her, but she shunned away from him, so he served himself and clinked his glass on hers anyway.

"Take a seat," he said, motioning towards a couch. Again, she did not oblige him, so he navigated her forcefully to the sofa, pushing her down to sit. He sat himself on the armrest, towering over her as he put hands into his pockets. Incredulous, she was giving him sidelong glances, as if expecting him to become suddenly violent. The scenes of him cheering when his guards were beating his son were still with her. She vividly recalled how he'd stepped on Christopher's head as he was laying in the dust, squirming in pain.

"I know everything about you," he said lazily. "You are the niece of Artemisia Angelis and the daughter of the late Persephone Angelis, the heiress to the YA Oil Company."

Cristine only stared. He didn't wait for her to corroborate. "...I also know you are looking for Atalanta." He played with his glass, admiring the carved details, and waiting for his words to sink in. "You must really care for her... Nevertheless, it was not wise of you to enter the Slave Auction of the Casanova's Club. You could have come to serious harm..."

There were so many questions springing up in Cristine's mind, she hardly knew where to start. "But how do you..." Atleigh shushed her.

"I had some dealings with your aunt Artemisia years ago. When I met you at the courtyard of the Club, I could instantly tell you were related. You are the spitting image of her."

Cristine fidgeted uneasily. The fact he knew who she is did not make her feel any better. "Well, let's say you are right... Why did you bring me here?"

Atleigh smirked and yet again seemed amused by her ignorance. "Some of the most dangerous men in Britain are members of the Club. With me you are in good hands, sweet dove."

Atleigh's voice was suddenly softer, and he was leaning closer to her. Cristine could tell that the strong liquor had begun to kick in, because his eyes were losing their usual steely sharpness and focus. He gently traced her jawline with his long fingers. His unwelcome touch sent shivers down her spine.

Cristine realized it was high time to turn the tables. She was locked in a BDSM Playroom with a man whom she had seen treat his own son with the crudest violence. He surely had not taken her from Casanova's Club just out of chivalry. The choice was clear - she would either take the reins and rule the game, or let the man deal the cards. She wasn't the type to sit back and wait for someone else to make the first move. And, after all, Atleigh was a male - just like any other. He was admittedly the most intimidating man she'd ever met, but regardless of his character or motives, he still had balls, a cock and a reprogrammable male brain.

She got up from couch to walk around. She was well aware of the striking effect her figure had on males when she swayed before their eyes. Her feminine form with round hips and curvaceous breasts were enough to infatuate any man. He watched her intently as she strolled slowly around the walls covered with BDSM instruments, pausing occasionally as she examined them.

"I feel so much better now, in the safety of your apartment. You saved me from harm. The Casanova's Club is definitely a place any girl should do her best to avoid", Cristine said, touching the neatly coiled hemp ropes. He rose and followed as she approached a tall mirror. Smoothing the folds on the nightgown she had worn ever since the Slave Auction, she scanned her own amazing body. Her transparent lingerie looked very inviting, her well-defined protruding nipples adding to the otherworldly perfection. She posed in front of the mirror and sought Atleigh's eyes in the reflection. 

"How can I ever repay you?" Cristine said as she gave him a shy, doe-like look and lowered her gaze. He moved closer, so near as to smell her hair. He placed his hands on her hips and pressed himself against her butt, his spidery fingers delving into her fleshy sides as he pulled her closer.

"I'm sure you can think of something..." Atleigh whispered into her ear. She swayed her hips slowly and rubbed on his growing erection. She knew she was playing with fire. If he fancied locking her in the pillory or iron maiden, she would have no chance to escape and would be completely at his mercy.

Cristine slowly turned around. Atleigh was tall and she had to tilt her head backwards to see into his eyes. He stroked her back under the cascades of curly black hair and moved his hands lower and lower until he reached her buttocks. He pressed her butt possessively, lustily lifting her ass cheeks and reaching to her sex. She looked into his eyes. They both had the same color of iris - dark brown, bordering with black. But his eyes were lacking the liveliness of Cristine's. They reminded her of a black hole, attracting light and ingesting all that came near.

Behind Cristine's carefully crafted look of innocence, feverish thoughts raced. She was resolved to save her skin, and with a man like Atleigh she might only get once chance, so she had to get it right the first time. In the whirlwind of thoughts and ideas she suddenly remembered something her cousin Atalanta said back in the Angelis Mansion...

Cristine reached up and stood on her tiptoes. She carefully lifted her chin and slowly touched his lips with hers, testing the waters. He responded instantly. He hugged her in a tight, rib-crushing embrace that pushed all the air out of her lungs. He enjoyed his power over her breath, holding her pressed and still for a few longs seconds before allowing her to gasp for air again. He grabbed a fist-full of her hair and pulled her head back, thrusting his tongue deep into her mouth. She could smell the strong liquor from his breath and fought down the urge to vomit. Forcing herself to withstand the intolerable feeling of being in the palm of his hand, she consciously relaxed her muscles, yielding to his possessive touch.

Cristine let out a series of calculated high-pitched whimpers that had an electrifying effect on Atleigh. He was getting more and more aroused. This was the moment to roll the dice... Cristine, still held in Atleigh's uncompromising embrace, breathed: "I never would have believed this to be possible..."

He was still busy exploring her beautiful long neck. "What is it?" he mumbled distractedly. She started to unbutton his vest. "I thought this may never happen to me... But now I see there are some men, who are... superior." This caught Atleigh's attention. He raised his head to look into her eyes.

It worked. It must have worked. "...I feel you have the authority I always missed... perhaps this is what I was longing for all my life, to find a man who will know how to take me."

Atleigh's eyes narrowed. He was apprehensive – and rightfully so, Cristine thought. He wasn't totally convinced yet, but at least he had decided to play along. That was enough for the moment being.

"Show me you mean it," Atleigh retorted.

"Allow me, Master." Cristine gently disentangled from his grip. She walked to the bar and refreshed his drink. He sat on the couch and gestured for her to kneel at his feet. Now she had to find a suitable opportunity to perform the other part of her plan. Would he ever leave her side?

Just when she was dropping to her knees in front of him, his phone rang. He pushed her aside with his knee, rose and put his glass on a table. He walked a few meters away, his back turned to her. This was opportunity that would not repeat itself... Cristine carefully reached for her shoes, which no one had thought to take away from her. She still had the last two flasks of the herbal concoctions safely hidden in the secret hollow in one of her heels. She prayed he did not notice the clicking sound the heel made when she twisted it to access the secret void.

Atleigh walked to the iron maiden and leaned casually on the heavy doors, held together by strips of crude iron. "So, it was taken care of. I hope you followed my commands. We cannot afford any more attention."

Cristine quickly emptied one of the tiny flasks into Atleigh's liquor. Just in time, because Atleigh hung up and walked back to her.

"Master..." Cristine fell to her knees and with both hands and with a reverent bow handed him the glass.

"You will drink first, darling." Atleigh said sweetly. Cristine froze. Did he see through her? Will she be forced to drink the liquid that was supposed to render Atleigh asleep? She pictured herself unconscious, knocked out by the strong sleeping concoction and Atleigh doing all sorts of perverse things with her unconscious body.

But Atleigh instead took the bottle and poured a half of it into a dog bowl that stood in the corner.

"Drink," he commanded. Cristine was relieved, and she slowly crawled on all fours to the bowl, her knees hurting from the hard marble floor. She held her bountiful hair to one side and took several gulps of the strong liquor. She coughed a few times and Atleigh laughed. He walked towards her and grabbed her hair, pulling her back to the couch. He was getting rougher by the minute.

Cristine was frantically willing him to drink from his glass, her eyes glued to his hands. But he was in no hurry. She was feeling the effects of the liquor, impairing her thought process. Although her brain was losing its sharpness, the voice in the back of her head still repeated: "Make him drink, make him drink!" But Atleigh was occupied with tracing the curves of her body. He grabbed her wrist and directed her hand to his crotch and his strong erection. Gliding over the curves of her hips he traveled higher and higher until he stopped at the back of her head again, gripped her hair into a ponytail and twisted it until he held her head in a strong grip. He was sweeping her from side to side, showing surprising strength as he positioned her so he could explore her body like a lion deciding which part of the zebra he would devour first.

Cristine, her head spinning, felt her control over the situation was evaporating. Just when she felt she had lost and that he would surely rape her, he leaned towards the table and emptied his drink in one go. While still holding her hair, he smacked his lips appreciatively and said, "Macallan never disappoints... but today, it tastes ...." Cristine felt like the bottom of her stomach fell off when he darted a searching glance on her. Bracing herself for what might come if he realized she had meddled with his drink, she reflexively squared her shoulders to protect herself from a strike. But he didn't.

If she didn't get him to lay down and relax, the concoction might wear off. She had no more than a few minutes. Her usual razor-sharp focus was gone, and she was struggling to think straight. Improvisation was her thing, just let it loose... Her head was swimming, the contours of rational thought were growing all blurry. Think, Cristine, think!

"Master, let me dance for you," Cristine blurted out. He seemed reluctant to let go of what he already ensnared, but then his firm grip relaxed. He apparently decided that it would be nicer to enjoy her slowly and let her sexiness reveal itself further. He nodded and slowly released his hand from her twisted hair. She bowed in front of him, bathing his legs in her long hair like Mary Magdalene. She took off Atleigh's shoes and kissed his feet with fervor.

"Go ahead then. Do a strip tease for me." Atleigh commanded. He used a remote control to switch on a playlist of sensual tunes. Cristine obeyed, sprang to her feet, and started to sway her hips to the rhythm of the music. She pulled one of her spaghetti straps from her shoulder, then another. She worked her see-through bra down, revealing her firm rounded boobs with their well-defined, pink nipples. The alcohol made her body loosely free and her dance sensual and frivolous.

Atleigh enjoyed the show and soon his trousers were too tight for his cock, so he produced his member and started to masturbate vigorously, watching the sexy dance. Cristine's nightgown slid down and she was fully naked. Her form was perfectly symmetrical, her thighs deliciously formed, her skin smooth. Atleigh sighed in arousal and beckoned her closer with the left hand, while masturbating with the other.

She dropped on her knees again. Taking her majestic tits in her palms, she spat on the head of his penis and took his member between her boobs and started to stroke it. Moving rhythmically up and down, she was driving him insane with lust. He closed his eyes and sighed as she too moaned to increase his arousal.

It didn't take more than few minutes of her masturbating him before he was fast asleep, snoring loudly. When she realized he was securely flat out, she let go of his cock. Thank heavens it worked, she thought. Atleigh wasn't too different from his son after all. She had tricked him just as easily. Pinching his earlobe to check how sound asleep he was, she had to silently praise whoever created the powerful concoctions. A bomb detonation wouldn't wake him.

Cristine checked the door, which was securely locked from the inside. The guards would not disturb them. As she re-approached Atleigh's prone body, with its long limbs loosely hanging over the edges of the couch, she hesitated. But he had to be undressed, whether she felt like it or not.

Unbuttoning his shirt, Cristine stripped it off his shoulders. His chest was heavily tattooed. A disturbing figure of a black devil in stylized, ornamental flames was staring at her from his sternum. Although slim, his body was that of an old man, with loose skin and wasted muscles. She took steel shackles from the wall and swiftly shackled his hands behind his back.

Now she could deal with less pressing matters. She was cold, running around naked just like that. Unfortunately, her casual clothing remained in the Casanova's Club. She didn't have anything else to wear, so she put Atleigh's shirt on. She checked herself in mirror and it was quite becoming - it looked like an oversize dress. The snow white contrasted nicely with her olive skin. She used Atleigh's leather belt, pulling it tight around her waist and she was good to go.

Cristine did not waste any time getting ready for the brain reprogramming protocol. This time she was more confident in the power of the procedure. After all it had worked perfectly on Atleigh's son Christopher.

Despite the tattoos, Atleigh looked much less menacing when asleep and naked, like a large pathetic puppet. Cristine examined him curiously, noting weirdly his large balls with a long red line on each. She had never seen anything like it. She couldn't help but touch the testicles and weigh them in her hands. They were heavy and felt rather like two golf balls, unyielding and dense.

She leaned closer to his ear and started to whisper:

Master shell removal procedure commence. Master Atleigh entity is henceforth rooted out of the soul of Atleigh 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 Atleigh Adwood activate. Slave Atleigh's brain rewire. The highest purpose of slave Atleigh's life is to serve Mistress Cristine. Slave Atleigh entity is gaining complete control over Atleigh Adwood.

Slave Atleigh is owned and controlled by Mistress Cristine. Slave Atleigh will do everything to fulfill his role as a slave of Mistress Cristine.

When Cristine finished the brainwashing protocol, she emptied the second tiny flask into her mouth. In the bathroom she drank from the tap to wash the strong taste down. Returning to the dozing Atleigh, she slapped his cheeks. This rude awakening sent his body into frenzied jerks, which escalated into wild tossing of his head as he finally realized he was shackled. Cristine watched nervously, worried that this time the protocol hadn’t work after all. Even though his hands were secured, he jumped up to his feet and she cautiously backed away a few steps.




◆◆◆







Christopher was introduced into Artemisia's office. Transformed into one of the household slaves, he was naked apart from a leather slave collar. Artemisia stood with her back turned to the room and looked out of the oriel window into the abundant greenery of the garden, surrounded by a high brick wall. It was another glorious late summer day, but she wasn't in the mood to relish it.

"How does the Angelis House agree with you?" she asked conversationally without looking at him.

He dropped to his knees immediately bowing with forehead to the ground. "Mistress, it would be a heaven on earth if my Mistress Cristine was here. Thank you for taking me under your wing in the meantime. I realize what honor it is to be directly under your training." Mistress Artemisia said nothing. She had no doubts that although pretending otherwise, he realized the true motives of the close surveillance.

Artemisia decided against stationing him with other slaves in the Slave Stables, because she wasn't still sure about his true loyalty. How could be someone who only yesterday called himself Master Dorian be trusted? What's more, how could be the son of Atleigh Adwood trusted? Artemisia was determined not to lose sight of him until she could be sure about his allegiance. He surely could sense all that and yet he remained perfectly polite and submissive.

"I called you for a reason." Artemisia finally turned from the window. For a moment she was startled with the change in his appearance. The beard he so proudly wore as a dominant was shaved off and his delicate features were exposed to plain sight. There was very little likeness to his father Atleigh, she thought.

It wasn't difficult for Christopher to guess why he was summoned to the head of the house. "Mistress, I'm anxious to help, but I'm afraid I know much less than you hope I do."

Artemisia gestured for him to come closer. His features were almost effeminate, there wasn't a trace of his father's hollow eye sockets and the dark, piercingly sharp eyes.

"Well, whatever you do know, spit it out. We both know that Atalanta and Cristine are in great danger."

It was difficult to assess his character from his face, something Artemisia was very good at, because life didn't as yet write into his features the lines of experience.

"I'm afraid so, my Mistress."

"I know your father. Too well, actually. Some years ago we were closely acquainted. That was some years before you were born..." Mistress Artemisia was intently watching his face. Judging from his expression he was truly ignorant of the whole matter. She was positive that if Christopher was sent by his father he would be aware of the history of their mutual animosity and the knowledge would reflect in his face.

Artemisia continued. "I have every reason to hate him, and I admit, I revenged myself on him most cruelly. He definitely deserved it! But now it has blown back into my own face." Christopher listened without a word, his hands behind his back, knees spread wide in a humble slave position.

"If there is something that might turn out useful in our quest to get him, share it with me." Artemisia spoke in calm, but directive tone.

"Mistress, I have been in touch with him only in the last ten years. He didn't live with my mother after I was born. When I think of it, I believe he wanted us to become closer so that I could do his bidding... Perhaps he thought I might be more loyal to him than his sidekicks, if he played the fatherly role with me."

"That would be so much like him..." Artemisia mumbled beyond her breath. "Regardless, he initiated you into the operations of his media business, he charged you with leading the Casanova's Club. He must have shown some level of trust in you."

"Mistress, I'm afraid that if he truly disclosed some important information to me, he would make sure I was dead, rather than here, talking to you. He didn't ever take me to his place, only to the headquarters of the Cassanova's Club. But what’s happened, he will probably never go there again. He will know that you would try to get him there."

"That's keen observation." Artemisia sat down at her table, leaning back into the luxurious leather chair and starting to scribble in her notebook, capturing some thought she wanted to think through later on. She continued. "The trouble is, he uses all sorts of disguises... He really enjoys fooling people, and he can in this way walk freely around without the risk of getting caught."

"You are very right Mistress, he never risks getting caught. He scarcely uses the same route twice and changes his routines constantly."

Artemisia hugged herself with her left arm, rested elbow of her other arm on her wrist and put her index finger on her lips, musing. "When you want to find him, he is as slippery as an eel. How are we to trace him down, when he does take so much care to constantly change his routines and his disguises?"

"If you allow me, I know the one and only regularity in his routine that might help you get him. Once you have him you can use all sorts of methods to extricate your daughter and niece's location from him," he offered. Artemisia leaned forward. He had her undivided attention.

"Father took me several times to the Kensal Green Cemetery."

Artemisia's eyes narrowed. "I know the place... one of the big seven London cemeteries."

"Yes, well, father never wanted me to actually go with him, but he usually left me waiting in the car. In the course of the years I was there perhaps five times. If I have it right, it always was Tuesday. My best bet is that he goes there regularly on that day, if it’s every week I cannot tell. He never told me why he goes there. Either he enjoys the macabre atmosphere in there or visits some of the graves."

"So you are telling me that he juggles his daily routines, never ever uses one route twice and spends hours to mask himself to go out, and then he goes to the same cemetery each Tuesday?" Artemisia said sceptically. How dense does the lad think I am? She thought to herself.

"I assure you Mistress, I speak the truth. I would never dare to deceive you."

"You better not fly right into the face of danger." Artemisia said, and there was an ominous tone to her voice. It gave him a shudder. Mistress Artemisia wasn't someone he would want to make his enemy.

"...he of course will be heavily masked. He developed an obsession for disguises, he can spend hours on end making his next camouflage polished to perfection. If you only saw how overjoyed he is to learn that his mimicry tricked others," Christopher added hastily, as if he was scared that leaving out this information might result in a harsh caning.

"Oh yes, I had the pleasure to learn that too... I have already thought of that and have an idea how to make use of his Achilles' heel to see right through his disguise." Artemisia said and continued matter-of-factly, "Okay, to the Kensal Green shall we go." She briefly checked her watch. "Good, it is Monday. We can go there tomorrow morning and wait for the rat to peek out of its hole."

Mistress Artemisia was about to dismiss Christopher from her presence, when her cell phone rang. "Mistress, we arrived to the apartment of Catherine Marsden and she is gone."




◆◆◆




To Cristine's intense relief, Atleigh, once he got his bearings, dropped to his knees. Jubilant, she stood in a wide-legged stance, with her hands to her sides and pointed to the tip of her shoe.

"I'm Mistress Cristine. You are slave Atleigh. Your previous life is over now, and from today onward your only desire and life's purpose is to serve dominant Women. Your peace of mind will come from grovelling before the feet of Females when they appear in your presence."

Atleigh acknowledged that by softly planting a kiss on her shoe. No hint of surprise, no confusion, he drifted into his new role seamlessly. Cristine remembered how bewildered Christopher was in the same situation. Atleigh, however, took it as a plain fact.

"I'm slave Atleigh. You are Mistress Cristine, my new owner. My only desire and life's purpose is to serve dominant women." He recited composedly with his head bowed. This was an incredible success. It went almost too easy, Cristine thought.

Cristine pulled him to the couch. She sat down and spread her legs, gripping a handful of his hair, and driving him to his knees. She placed her feet next to his hips and dove deeper to reach his cock with her hand.

Her rich hair was falling on his chest as she unzipped his trousers and took his cock into her hand. When she touched his balls, they were large and hard, nestling tightly in the sack.

"Yes Mistress," he responded in aroused voice.

Cristine's hand firmly gripped his already erect member. Atleigh moaned lustfully. She teased his cock, at first pumping slowly, then faster. With her other hand she wandered to his nipples. She used her sharp fingernails and pinched them painfully. The more he suffered for her, the closer he was being programmed to bind to her.

It was time to move to stage two of the enslavement process. She remembered what Mistress Ava told her back in the Angelis Mansion. "Older slaves need to be subjected to intense pain conditioning before the final enslavement step. Make them beg for mercy! Their brain neural network is less flexible and the circuit for pain needs to be employed, if a Mistress wants the brain washing protocol to provide long lasting results..."

Cristine whispered slowly: "But I'm a very... very demanding Mistress. My appetite for torture is... insatiable..." she measured his skinny figure, doubtful. "...will you be able to keep up?"

Atleigh looked her straight in the eye, maintaining the eye contact for three seconds. It felt like ages to look into the dark eyes that did not soften even with the brainwashing protocol. Just when she looked away, there was a mischievous flicker.

"Try me, then." He whispered.

Cristine approached the exhibition of instruments that hung provocatively from the nearest wall. She swayed her hips as she slowly wandered back and forth, considering which best suited her mood. She saw a broad selection of chains, braided bullwhips, canes and cat o' nine tails. Toying with the cold, steely coils of the chains and lovingly stroking the smooth surface of leather, she finally settled on her weapon of choice when she laid her hands on a deeply red whip with an elaborately braided handle.

"Receiving pain from your hands will be the greatest honor, Mistress," Atleigh said as he bowed, touching the ground with his forehead, his arms bent, as in Japanese dogeza.

Cristine decided to punish his back side, and she chose the pillory that stood conveniently next to her to immobilize him. The pillory allowed for his head and limbs to be attached separately, and she made sure his head was safely fixed into the pillory before she freed his hands, still trapped in hefty steel shackles behind his back. Even though she trusted the brain washing concoctions, there wasn't any reason to take chances, and Atleigh still hadn't received the second stage of the treatment. To make his body more easily accessible, she strapped his legs into a leather leg separator and fastened a belt around his waist that allowed for suspension in the air, just in case his legs failed to carry him throughout the ordeal.

Adopting a stable stance with her left foot set forward and the other backward, she gave him forty solid strokes, one right next to the other. She painted deep violet marks on his butt, spaced barely apart, but spread across his cheeks in a uniform pattern. She didn't spare him, and he didn't beg for mercy, even though his toes curled and the pain forced him to step frantically with his feet as if standing on red hot coal. Cristine was getting into sadistic mood. The big boss, who was dreaded by so many, was locked in pillory and with his bare ass he was forced to endure her beating at her hands... her nipples were getting hard from the delicious power exchange, the cresent of her pleasure center between her thighs becoming increasingly moist and feeling slippery.

Breathing deeply, she put the whip down and reached for a vicious looking dragon cane. There was a deeper sound as her practice swing cut through the air. She started another round, this time aiming for the back of his thighs, just below his ass. Atleigh was already moaning and writhing. His moans increased and his legs began to quiver from the agony of the dragon cane across his thighs. She whispered mockingly in his ear, "I see I've missed a few places on your ass that need deeper marks. Forgive me if I hit some of your whip welts with the cane." In a short while the only thing that prevented him from collapsing on the floor was the pillory, yet he did not beg for mercy. Cristine broke out in sweat and with the long sleeve she dried her forehead. Her hair was streaming wildly, and she looked like Nemesis, the Greek goddess of revenge, all flushed and gorgeous.

After twenty minutes of heavy disciplining Atleigh had finally started to lose it. His hands clenched in fists were turning purple from the snug fit of the pillory that was tailored for smaller female hands. The vein on his temple was throbbing and his body was covered with marks and occasional spots where the whip cut the skin and caused bruising with little droplets of blood oozing from the cut. The welts from the cane crisscrossed the whip marks and added a purple-colored bruise to the red blood whip marks. He whimpered weakly. "Mistress, take pity on me."

Cristine noticed the pillory was electric, allowing her to elevate it or turn it and whoever was in it 180 degrees. She used the remote control and watched in amazement as Atleigh's body rotating in the air, supported by the suspension belt, and his legs kept wide apart by the leg separator. When he was horizontal and facing the ceiling, she pressed another button and his body started to travel down, until he was at the height of her hip, vulnerable and spread with his cock and balls at her disposal.

This was the perfect position for stage two, Cristine thought. She was already feeling a strong urge to empty her bladder, but first Atleigh had to taste her juices. It was of paramount importance to have him fixated on her and her alone as his one and only Mistress. She walked around to his head and pulled up her shirt. She spread her legs and sat on his mouth.

Although beaten almost half-conscious, Atleigh immediately revived. He smelled the divine aroma of her juices and his erection immediately returned. She grabbed his hair and forced him to lick. Thrilled from the beating, it didn't take long before she was moaning lustfully, riding his face to get more satisfaction from his tongue. Atleigh was trembling - both as a result of the intense pain as well as the inability to touch his own cock. She exploded in a powerful climax, leaving him insane with lust. To seal the powerful procedure, she pissed into his mouth, and he drank thirstily, as if it was the finest wine.

After the enslavement procedure was successfully over, Cristine could finally relax. The guards were gone, Atleigh apparently sent them away. They were alone. Cristine, however, intended to stay in Atleigh's place only for so long - until she found out where Atalanta was. Cristine commanded Atleigh to pour her a glass of white wine. She sat in the kitchen and he was busying around contentedly, trying to make her as comfortable as possible. When he fetched the wine and sat at her feet, she felt it was time to get the information she needed to get from him.

"You said that you knew I was looking for Atalanta. Do you know where she is?"

Atleigh raised his head and his eyes fell on Cristine's bracelet. "Yes, Mistress." He shuffled on his knees closer to her and placed his lips on the beautiful curve of her calf.

"Where is she, then?"

"Mistress, there's no need to worry about her. She is safe at my country mansion." He whispered as he travelled with his tongue to the back of her knee.

"What?" Cristine's mouth popped open. Meanwhile, Atleigh's hands were slowly stroking her calves as he tasted her sweet skin. Between the soft kisses he said, "She was growing scared of her mother, and I offered her a refuge."

Cristine did not think to put him to place with his wandering hands, too occupied with the new intel. "Are you saying that she went with you of her own accord?"

Cristine was trying to recollect all the things that had passed - Atalanta's secretive behavior, her curious opinions on D/s relationships, her secret dates with a mysterious lover. How could all of this relate to Atleigh? He surely wasn't her secret crush... He simply couldn't be! Atalanta had only recently turned nineteen and Atleigh was a man of sixty. Elegant and classy, but hopelessly old for such a young beauty.

"Indeed, Mistress. Of her own accord. She is probably just having her lunch. Would you like to talk to her?"

It was so tempting for Cristine to talk to Atalanta again. It was only because of Atalanta that Cristine infiltrated the Casanova's Club and let herself get auctioned as a slave. Atalanta was on Cristine's mind most of the time and now she could finally talk to her!

Cristine allowed Atleigh to fetch his phone. He had a contact called "the Mansion" on his speed dial and Cristine let the phone ring for a few moments. A male voice answered the phone. It was the butler.  She used this opportunity to disentangle her legs from his embrace, walking sideways with the phone to speak. In a few moments she could finally hear her cousin's voice.

"Hello? Atalanta? This is Cristine... Yes, I'm also very happy to hear you again! Are you alright? I've been trying to find you..."

Atalanta on the other side of the phone did not sound surprised. Atleigh had probably already shared the news that Cristine was with him.

"Atleigh told me about your valiant attempt to save me... I will never forget it." Atalanta sounded perfectly fine. Cristine couldn't decipher anything unusual from her sweet voice. Atalanta sounded like her old self.

"Thank you, Atalanta... but how..."

Atalanta interrupted her and spoke with awkward solemnity. "Cristine, just promise me that you will be careful. You are not safe in the Angelis Mansion. By no means return there. Stay with Atleigh and we will meet again soon." 

Before Cristine could ask her any more questions, Atalanta excused herself and hung up the phone. Cristine thought it rather weird, but she was also relieved her cousin was alright.

"Your cousin is as right as rain. I will gladly take you to her. I only ask that you to allow me out for the last time. Tomorrow it is Tuesday... I need to bow to the grave of my mother before I put my life fully into your hands. Please, Mistress, allow me to go. Right afterward I will take you to Atalanta." Atleigh crawled to her as she leaned with her elbow on the table.

Cristine nodded graciously. She saw no harm in it. Now that Atleigh had absorbed the full enslaving procedure, she did not doubt him.

"Thank you, Mistress..." he bowed. "I have something here for you." He pointed to the kitchen table and gestured towards a simple white envelope. "I understand you are friends with Catherine Marsden. She is a friend of mine. She knows you are at my place, and she asked me to deliver this to you..."

Cristine didn't wait for him to fetch it for her. She sprang to her feet and in few long strides she was at the table, ripping impatiently at the envelope with her index finger. She struggled for a moment to extract the folded paper. When she finally held the paper open and scanned it with her eyes, her mouth popped open.


Chapter 3




Cristine stood there, the letter in a loosely hanging arm, staring blankly at the air in front of her. Slave Atleigh was observing her, waiting for her to speak first.

"This..." Cristine breathed. "I just can't believe it..."

"What is it, my Mistress?" Atleigh asked, his eyes measuring her intently and trying to make sense of her body language.

"I know I've said it a number of times myself, but in my heart of hearts I didn't think that she'd really..." she said as her words trailed off into thin air. Cristine dropped the letter on the table. As she let go of it, the piece of paper folded itself and fell off the edge of the table, landing on a rug under the window. She didn't bother to pick it up and slave Atleigh didn't either. She put one hand on her hip, and with the wrist of the other hand she ran over her forehead as if wiping away perspiration. The hand lingered on her face for a few seconds, before she started to stride the room in agitation. "I can't believe it! She really did it!"

"Who did what, Mistress?" Atleigh asked, calmly kneeling, his countenance calm and unchanged.

"Artemisia, my own aunt... The very sister of my mother! The forensic analysis proved beyond a doubt that my mother's bones contained arsenic. She was poisoned! Just like my foster mother said... Just like everyone said!"

Atleigh raised his eyes to her, and the expression of surprise was soon replaced with that of concern. She didn't look at him, instead she continued to mumble under her breath. "All I needed was this evidence. Now I have no doubts. Everything clicks... Her getting rid of me, putting me away into foster care, inheriting the whole company, the house... Everything..."

Cristine cursed and dropped heavily into a chair. "The fucking bitch! Living her life of privilege and affluence, completely undisturbed by the fact she's done away with her own sister! Meanwhile I was forced to share my room with ten other siblings, blackmailed to attend a fucking Catholic school, compelled to wash and iron mountains of clothes for the family... She ruined my life, and I will hit back with a vengeance!"

Atleigh intercepted her frenzied monologue. "Mistress, that's horrible. I'm shattered to the core by your tragic loss. Artemisia is truly a wicked woman, full of evil..." His sympathy did not impress her, she was too keyed up to mind his consoling words. When she did not reply, he offered. "I'm also the victim of Artemisia Angelis' devilish schemes. She actually cut my balls off."

Cristine stopped dead, turning her whole body on the chair to face him. "What?" She chuckled, a mirthless, nervous laugh. "I must be out of my mind. You know what I just heard you say?"

"Mistress, you understood me correctly," Atleigh replied calmly.

"But..." she hesitated and then her eyes glided to his groin. "... you have balls." Cristine pointed right between his legs where two large and heavy testicles hang low between his thighs like two large plums in a plastic bag.

"Prosthetics," he replied simply. Cristine's eyes drifted out of focus. This seemed vaguely familiar... and then she remembered. The ominous flask in Artemisia's office that contained what looked suspiciously like a pair of male testicles, floating submerged in amber colored liquid. Could they be his balls? Did Artemisia keep this chilling exhibit as a keepsake of her victory over her ex-boyfriend?

The red line on his testicles Cristine saw during the enslavement procedure was probably where she cut his sack to remove them... Cristine also remembered how, when she explored his body during the enslavement procedure, his testicles felt strange to the touch. They were unnaturally hard and unyielding because they were not the real thing, but silicone. She also recalled seeing the testosterone bottle in the fridge!

"You have to tell me all about it," she commanded.

"That's a long story, Mistress." He seemed reluctant to share the particulars, but Cristine was eager to learn more. She had to make him reveal anything that might provide her with a better insight. She needed more of the picture to complete the collage of her aunt's evil character. 

"I want to hear it all. Don't leave out a single detail. It is vital that I understand the motives of that woman. A woman who does not shy away from the murder of her own sister and whose daughter runs away from her out of fear!"

"Mistress, I will disclose to you all I know. But please, simmer down before I start. It doesn't become you to fly off the handle like that." Cristine instantly slapped his face for the insolence. "How dare you talk to me like that?" Secretly she had to concede that she really was very agitated, but no matter what the circumstances were, a slave should never be so impudent as to tell his Mistress how to act.

"Don't think for a second that because I'm so much younger you can get away with talking to me like that. I will punish you severely for your far from submissive attitude!" To send him back into his slave mode, she gave him a few more solid slaps before she ordered him to prepare her a cup of tea. His punishment could come later – she had to think.




◆◆◆







An elegant long limousine arrived at the wrought iron gate. The bright sun, bathing the Angelis house in warm light made it look like it had just dropped in from a commercial for luxurious living. The meticulously kept garden with pink roses framing the main entrance, could serve as a setting for Rosamund Pilcher's novel - perhaps because that day there was no gardener in a leather harness pruning the precious plants.

The Prime Minister, Timothy, with his plain wife, rang the bell and stood before the door. The PM was sweating profusely under his expensive suit, dreading the moment when his unassuming wife would meet his keyholder, his Mistress and protagonist of all his sexual fantasies. Ms. Rawley, his wife, completely ignorant of his secret arrangement, was serenely commenting on the garden, the house, and an antique door knocker with a boar head.

The submissive PM was used to taking the side doors for slaves, but he knew that the main door was usually opened by a butler in a latex uniform, with a cut-out for buttocks. His stomach felt like the bottom would fall out. Any second now his wife of twenty years would find out that he is a pathetic loser, who takes orders from a sexy vixen...

Timothy was caught in the trap of Artemisia's charms. He was completely addicted to her smell and taste. Moreover, she was in control of his cage, which was impossible to remove... She kept him constantly on his toes so that he never forgot, not for a single second, to whom his cock belonged. The crueler and rougher she was with him, the more infatuated and groveling he was. A personal assistant was installed into Number 10 by Artemisia, together with half a dozen other dominant women who were working in perfect unison to keep him docile and obedient to her commands, all while they were pretending to work regular office jobs.

The finely renovated antique door finally opened and the butler stood at the door, an accommodating smile on his face. It was the same butler Timothy had met during his numerous visits to the Angelis Mansion. To his surprise and relief, the man wasn't wearing his latex uniform. Instead, he wore a perfectly normal, smart suit with a bow tie. Timothy exhaled and some color returned to his cheeks. With a ceremonious bow the butler stepped aside to let them in. Was he taking them to the parlor with the conspicuous BDSM decorations? He could envision his prudish wife gaping at the photos of enslaved actors and politicians, and gasping at the exclusive exhibition of chastity cages, canes and whips. How could he look into her eyes ever again?

The butler, however, steered them to the back of the house, to a room Timothy had never previously seen. Wherever they moved, antique furniture with inlaid exotic woods wordlessly attested to the affluence and fortune of the home's owner. Ms. Rawley was correspondingly impressed. Soon the butler opened double-winged glass doors leading to the garden. They arrived at a terrace behind the house with a pleasant view of the back garden.

The Butler asked them to wait there briefly while he informed the Lady of the house that their guests had arrived. He did not turn back into the house, but walked briskly towards another part of the garden where Artemisia, Lucia and Sakura were finishing lunch in the shade of the honeysuckle, blooming with magenta blossoms. They all wore modest, elegant clothing. Mistress Artemisia sported a salmon colored wide-legged Max Mara jumpsuit with a satin belt, accentuating her wasp waist. Sakura wore an airy floral dress and Lucia a long lilac tunic. They looked like the Sex in the City protagonists, not like the trio of dangerous dominant dare devils they were.

Upon being informed of the new arrivals, they all sprang up from the oval table, hurrying to greet PM's wife and omitting him from the pleasantries, just as if he didn't exist. It was a stark contrast to the reverence he was accustomed to since becoming the PM. He could tell instantly they'd done it on purpose.

When they welcomed Ms. Rawley and led her to the table, Mistress Lucia said in a tone of a feigned surprise, "Oh, look. There is the Prime Minister. How could we not notice?" She was standing with her back turned to his wife and gave him a nasty smile. She mouthed the words: "Because of the pathetic little dick you have."

Mistress Artemisia laughed pleasantly, politely inviting Patricia and Timothy to sit down. "Dear Ms. Rawley, allow me to apologize for the abrupt cancellation of your travels in Wales. The Swansea Bay offers charming scenery, I've heard." Patricia waved her hand dismissively. "Oh, not at all. I'm quite happy to be back in civilization. Anything beyond twenty miles of London is a wilderness, don't you agree?" She giggled. Artemisia wasn't impressed with the ignorant woman, but her smile was charming as always. "Most certainly." She turned to Timothy. "There are some pressing matters we need to address, Prime Minister." Her gaze was fixed on his groin. She knew that just seeing her made his cock in the cage tight and uncomfortable. Timothy shot a look to Patricia. Did she notice how Artemisia stared at his groin? But Mistress Sakura just engaged Patricia in a small talk.

"I hate to claim your husband for myself," Artemisia interjected innocently. Patricia shrugged. "I was informed it is a matter of national security." Artemisia got up and walked around the table. "Indeed it is."

When Artemisia stood behind the Prime Minister’s wife, she slowly took her own curvaceous breasts in the palms of her hands. His wife couldn't see it, but literally right behind her back, Artemisia was giving him quite a show. She slightly leaned forward and as the crease between her breasts deepened and he was staring into her cleavage, he spotted the tiny key of his chastity device glistening in the sun. Without a smile she ran the tip of her tongue over her upper lip, then said significantly, "Oh, but it seems your thoughts are engaged elsewhere, Prime Minister. Are you feeling okay?" Timothy took a handkerchief out of his pocket and wiped his heavily perspiring forehead. "Oh, no not at all. Uh, I mean, yes, I am feeling fine. Thank you. I was just thinking of the secure lock ... ugh... I mean, the pressing security issues that have brought us to your lovely home."

Artemisia gestured to Lucia to entertain Patricia. "Prime Minister, please follow me to my office." Timothy again shot a look to Patricia. What if they told her all about him? He realized he had no choice. "That's alright, dear." Patricia encouraged. "I will enjoy the amazing garden and talk to these nice ladies."

"Oh gosh, she has no idea... let's hope it stays that way," Timothy thought.

"Don't worry Ms. Rawley, I will take great care of your husband. I will give him back unharmed." Artemisia said with a radiant smile. 

Patricia was sitting with her back to the door, taking in the beautiful garden. Little did she know that right behind the glass doors Artemisia had caught Timothy by the ear and drove him to his knees. "I cannot get rid of the idea that you almost preferred to stay at an inconsequential conference rather than hurry to my side to do my bidding." Artemisia dug her sharp fingernails into his ear, which immediately turned angry red. "Ooouch, no, no, no... Mistress, please. I jumped in the car without a hesitation and here I am, I even brought my wife as you commanded."

"You did indeed. What a little mousy wife you have! I'll take her phone number in case you feel like violating my commands again." He squirmed and writhed like a worm. "Mistress I'd never... I made all the phone calls you asked me to do, but..." He was kneeling on one knee, his other leg partially bent, balancing awkwardly, in an attempt to alleviate the searing pain he felt in his ear. "But?" Timothy had never heard a single word uttered in such an unambiguous way. Artemisia was getting seriously pissed. He gulped. "Mistress, the information is highly classified. If I tell you, I'm risking a scandal that might land me in prison and have political consequences that go far beyond just my own position in government. This is, in fact, a matter of national security and although I desperately want to help you, the fallout that would come if my disclosure were discovered would be too great."

Artemisia at once reeled around to face him. "Excuse me? Are you actually saying that you will not tell me?" He started to stammer half-witted apologies, but she was already dragging him by the ear upstairs. The head-splitting pain was obfuscating his senses as he was trotting behind her, his ear still in the iron grip of her finger nails. They finally arrived at the door. He already knew that almost any room she brought him into was some sort of a Femdom playroom or torture chamber.

He wasn't mistaken, only this time Artemisia brought him to her own bedroom. It contained a large queen-sized, four-poster bed with heavy brocade curtains, a Venetian mirror, and the skin of a lion spread on the floor. The perfect den of a female predator. Before he knew it, she'd sent him flying into the room by giving him a forceful kick to the butt. The door closed with a solid thud, and he was fully at her mercy. Even if he struggled, she would just call her servants who would immobilize him and hold him for whatever she wanted to do to him. Any resistance was futile. Against his better judgment, the more helpless he was, the more aroused he was getting.

"Strip off," She commanded, opening a drawer on the bottom of her bed. He hastily started to remove his clothes, but he was too nervous and the tiny buttons on his shirt were slipping between his sweaty fingers. She crossed her arms in front of her body. "It seems you are under the impression that you can keep things from me."

He finally succeeded and conquered the last button and swiftly kicked off his shoes, just before gliding out of his smooth suit trousers. Meanwhile Mistress Artemisia pushed the spaghetti straps from her shoulders and her jumpsuit soundlessly fell down to her hips. She shimmied it down further and soon stood there in her black lace underwear. Timothy knew what was coming. She didn't do a strip tease to please him. The purpose was to free her body so that she could attach her strap-on harness and fuck. With a few moves she pulled her harness on, opening a case that was full of various sizes of artificial cocks.

She walked towards him, the light from the window adding delicious definition to the cut of her gentle muscles, playing on her slender body. "Look at this..." she showed him the case and selected the largest cock. "This is styled after one of my favorite bulls. I thought such an amazing cock needs to be immortalized in this instrument." She lovingly took it in her fingers and caressed it with gentle strokes just as if it was the real thing. 

"...there is no use trying to keep secrets from me, my slave." She snapped a slave collar on his neck, and then attached both wrist and ankle shackles. She pushed him onto the bed face down and used rings with chains to have him spread wide. She climbed on top of him, and with her hands she held his ass cheeks while she thrust the large dildo into his ass. When the full length of the dildo was inside, she laid on top of him and started to fuck him. "This is just a preparation. If you won't spit out what you know, I will call the guy whose cock I used as a model for this rubber cock."

"Uhh... ple...please... Mistress... my career will be ruined if this gets out."

Artemisia was fiercely pounding his anus and he was getting dangerously aroused, because the angle at which she thrust into him was pressing on his prostate. If she kept ramming into him like that much longer he would surely cum and he knew that was out of the question, if he didn't want to be severely punished.

"Please, Mistress... I will cum soon if you fuck me like that."

"Then tell me what you know now. If I like what I hear, I will give you a ruined orgasm. If you won't talk, Diego will take charge of you and he will cum into your ass and I will tell your wife you like getting banged by black guys. She will be enraptured, I'm sure. Make your choice now."

"Yes, Mistress." Timothy whispered. His fate was in her hands and her power over him was absolute.




◆◆◆




Atleigh was pouring boiling water over the tea strainer and the delicious smell of the herbal infusion was carrying right to Cristine.

"Start with the story already," she commanded, on pins and needles. She felt that each minute Artemisia was allowed to continue enjoying her life represented another insult to justice in the world.

Atleigh nodded and began. "It was in the year 2000. The times were so much different to what they are now. It was my heyday; I was thirty-five at the time and I was on top of the world. I had a great career as a biochemist at a large pharma company. I was leading my own division in the production of novel therapies... I don't want to bore you with details or seem like I'm boasting, but I believe it could help you to get a better picture of what comes later." 

Cristine gestured for him to continue. "Thank you, Mistress. At the time, I often visited the former East Germany where my company had large warehouses, and it's where the company headquarters was situated. The Iron Curtain was a thing of the past, but locals only recently had started to really enjoy the freedom that we in the west took for granted. The wildest BDSM parties I ever attended took place there. No party in London or Paris could compare to those in East Berlin. Everyone who enjoyed BDSM was gravitating towards the scene. Young people from all over Europe were flocking to the Clubs to enjoy the most depraved parties..." Atleigh said as he finished straining the herbs and served Cristine the tea with a deep bow.

"Smells delicious," Cristine said and fondly smelled the mixture of chamomile with a hint of caramel. "I smell something else; it reminds me of... frankincense?" He smiled. "It is a secret recipe. If I tell you, you may order any other slave to make it and that would make me replaceable."  She smiled and sipped, smacking her lips approvingly. The temperature was just right, so she drank half of the cup in one go.

Atleigh looked pleased. He dropped to his knees at her feet and continued. "At the time I was experimenting a great deal. I had already broken up with Christopher's mother and I felt like enjoying life again. I was very invested in all flavors of BDSM. That was when I met Artemisia Angelis and your mother Persephone."

Cristine held her breath for a moment, which she always did when she heard someone mention her mother's name for the first time. So this was another of those people, she thought, who was luckier than she was. He'd met her mother, talked to her, and got to know her. She again felt the pang of remorse and rage at the unfairness of life. The rage she felt was much more pronounced than usual. The chamomile tea that she always drank whenever she was irritated, didn't do anything at all to soothe it. He paused because he could tell that rage was simmering under the surface.

"Go on," she said curtly, and he obeyed.

"I remember it very distinctly, because it was one of the best and largest parties I've ever been to. At the time I used to hang out with leather lovers, and so I went there dressed head to toe in leather. I was roaming around, talking to friends and watched all the shows. Of those two young girls, I must admit that I noticed your mother first. She immediately caught my eye because she was quite the looker. She was sitting at a bar and with wide, curious eyes she as she was watching the events unfold." Cristine was listening intently, and her imagination painted vivid pictures of her mother in the bloom of youth.

"I was roaming from room to room, but whenever I walked past the bar, she was there, looking quite lonely. I was intrigued by the fresh, authentic beauty. So I approached her to find out more about her. I was pleased to find that she was my compatriot, also living in London. She was smiling at everyone, and even though she wore a leather dress with a riding crop, no one bought the idea that she was a Domme. Although very charming, she was not my type. For my taste she was very shy, too shy... and she seemed pretty out of place in there as she was most certainly not a dominant personality. I wished her pleasant evening and went to explore further what the place had to offer." Atleigh noticed Cristine had finished her tea, and he swiftly sprang up to freshen her cup from a glass teapot.

"Exploring the venue, I walked the corridors of the large underground club. I heard loud cheering from one of the rooms and entered. There was a boxing ring. A bodybuilder Femdom Mistress was entertaining a handful of people by performing Graeco-Roman wrestling matches with men. She must have had very good training because she overpowered the men who challenged her every single time...  Most often the men ended up with their heads locked between her thighs. And guess what? A curly twenty something, a tall girl with raven black hair, suddenly stripped into her underwear and entered the ring to fight the large, muscular woman who was beating all the men. As I later found out, her name was Artemisia. Everyone thought that she was off her rocker." Cristine envisioned the bodybuilder woman with the V-shaped back facing off to the slender, tall, young Artemisia, the Greek goddess.

"They just circled each other for a while, then they sprang forward, and their bodies intertwined in a furious, sweaty struggle. I was watching, breathless. I must admit that I was secretly rooting for the valiant young girl who'd challenged the intimidating amazon. They were fighting a solid five minutes when Artemisia, to everyone's surprise, managed to get her opponent to the ground and win. No one knew how it was possible. The crowd cheered like crazy, and the bodybuilder Mistress wore a very sour expression when congratulating her rival. I was impressed and resolved to get to know her, so I offered to buy her a drink and she did not object. I learned that she was the sister of the sweet thing sitting at the bar. She was the complete and perfect opposite of Persephone - wild, untamed, very authoritative, self-confident, woman. I admit I was immediately head over heels in love with her." A shadow of a smile crossed Atleigh's otherwise serious face.

"After that we started dating and our little affair continued when we returned to London. There we spiraled into a very stormy, passionate relationship. My admiration for her was gradually diminishing as I realized that she was, in fact, an extremely manipulative, narcissistic, cunning and crafty sort of girl. She was trying all her tricks to make me dependent on her and was determined to make me her slave forever. That was what she told me when I confronted her, anyway. We lived like this for three years. I don't know what made me stay so long, perhaps her beauty, because she entranced me with her sexy alluring look when she wanted something from me. I admit I became fed up with her domineering ways and when another pretty girl wanted my attention, I couldn't resist. This became an affair that went on for another year. When Artemisia found out, she went ballistic and swore to destroy me."

Cristine was thinking about what she had already learned from Catherine, who told her about Artemisia's frustration of always being second in line. Perhaps the notion that another man in her life had again treated her like second best, perhaps that was just too much for her to take.

Atleigh continued. "She revenged herself far beyond my offense. She drugged me unconscious and with a scalpel she cut my scrotum open and removed my balls. When I woke up, she was gone, and I was ushered to the hospital. But there was nothing they could do. She was gone and so were my balls. I've been on hormone replacement therapy ever since.

Cristine was shocked by Artemisia's brutality.  Surely it was not customary to revenge oneself on a cheating partner by cutting his balls off.

"And how did you end up in prison?"

"Oh, yes. This was the last of Artemisia's nasty goodbye surprises. She apparently decided to inform the Inland Revenue that I was dodging my tax payments. I inherited a large property from my mother and obviously was trying to pay as little tax as possible. Before I knew it, I went to prison for tax evasion, doomed to sit in a cell for seven years. I knew instantly that I could not stay that long. I still had resources enough to bribe the guards. I feigned a fatal heart attack and they carried me out of the jail in a black bag... This way I was also safe from Artemisia, who then thought I was dead. If she had known that I was still above ground, she'd have been the first person to inform the authorities so they could get me back to jail again, so I kept a low profile for many years."

"That's insane! Have you ever thought of revenge?"

"Oh no, I forgave her long ago. She is mental, maybe psychotic, and I just try to keep as far away from her as I can."

"This is insufferable! She needs to be punished for her horrible crimes!" Cristine sprang up from her chair, her cheeks flushing.

"Mistress, you are the true champion of the downtrodden. But I don't hold a grudge against her anymore. Just promise me you will not do anything dangerous, and that you will not seek revenge. You are full of passion; you could easily do something that cannot be taken back. Artemisia is dangerous and you don't want to make an enemy of her." He spoke slowly and his gaze was fixed at her when he spoke.

"You are not in a position to tell me what I should or shouldn't do." Cristine retorted sternly. "Slaves like you are often under the impression that I will listen to them, but I always do what I want. Get me a gun."




◆◆◆




At the Kensal Green station, the platform at 8 AM, it was the usual picture of morning rush hour. Everyone was minding their own business, mostly heading to the city centre and sulking at the idea of spending another glorious summer day in the office. Only a handful of people were traveling in the opposite direction. Among the few lucky people going against the grain and heading out of the city that morning was a noisy group of tourists - judging by their backpacks, cameras and maps. They got off the train at the platform, looking around for a clue which way to take in order to get to the local attraction - the Kensal Green Cemetery. They quickly dispersed using different routes and soon the platform was empty.

Two of the tourists, pretty girls in sexy jeans shorts, headed from Harrod's Road towards the majestic gateway of the Cemetery entrance. Chatting loudly and laughing, these two teenagers stopped right outside of the gate, admiring the impressive Classicist architecture, which was weirdly monumental next to the low, unpretentious buildings of Harrod's road.

Walking through the gate, the buzz of the street subsided at once, as if someone reached out and turned the volume dial all the way to the left as they entered. The speeding cars and buses echoed in the distance and the most delicious sound of chirping birds masked even that noise. They both stood in awe, taking in the majestic grounds and chatting loudly. "Wow, look at this, it is huge! Here it reads that the cemetery spans over 25 hectares, how cool is that? Such a vast area right in the heart of London."

A few indistinct figures could be noticed, roaming on the smaller paths in the distance, disappearing and reappearing in the labyrinth of narrow paths drowning in tall grass that meandered between ancient trees and sepulchral architecture. The perfect paradise of serene tranquility; a final resting place for some, a place of peaceful contemplation for loners, and a quiet place of sorrow for the grieving.

The two girls, youthful and pretty, were cheerfully and loudly rambling, looking around with lively wide-eyed interest. The beauties looked oddly out of place there. The shorts they wore were scandalously cut out, revealing half of their butts and very tight t-shirts; definitely too tight for their voluminous breasts. Their walk gave away their self-assuredness and attractive femininity. They didn't have to put in any effort because just their walk alone was making men stare.

For a moment they stopped, studying a prospect at the entrance booth. Soon a boy in blue work trousers, a gardener by the looks of it, gravitated towards them. He dropped all the tools he was carrying and hurried to assist them, hastily taking off his dirt covered gloves and smoothing his ruffly dark red hair.

"Hey there, fancy a guided tour? For yo I'll do it for free. I knaw every grave here, I tell yo. Lookin for... eh... Thickery?

"You mean William Makepeace Thackeray, the author of  the Vanity Fair, who famously said: "Love makes fools of us all, big and little," the brunette said with a disarming smile. "No, thanks," Samantha said as she gave her friend a nudge, hissing into her ear: "You are supposed to be stupid!"

The boy's jaw dropped, but he wasn't so easily intimidated by the brainy girl. "Oh, yeah, that's the name I said, right? Or ya fancy to see the grave of Alan Rickman, the actor from Harry Potter?" The bold little ginger was getting on more familiar ground, but the girls just giggled good-naturedly and waved him away, explaining their plan was to spend the day by roaming around and enjoying the adventure of arriving randomly at the graves of notable personalities.

Walking arm in arm they used the surest way - the central path. They passed stern, stately mausoleums with elaborate decoration, Classicist little temples with caryatides, and Gothic tombs with macabre statues. As they ambled along, they occasionally met other cemetery enthusiasts who gave them a conspiratorial wink.

They didn't come across many grieving relatives. Those who wanted to borrow a bit of the splendor, fame and affluence of the people rotting under the neighboring mausoleums were much scarcer at this time of the day. So much the better. The girls eyed each and every one of the unknown visitors intently and greeted both men and women, like well-behaved young girls, regardless of their age.

Eventually they arrived at the Protestant part of the cemetery and noticed an old woman using a brush to clean a marble slab on a stately grave. "Samantha?" Monica whispered. "Could it be...?" "No, her stature is too small even with a disguise. He cannot shrink now also, can he?" Monica chuckled and they passed the old lady. Hearing the two girls snickering, she turned and darted a scathing look in their direction. They walked further, looking around for any suspicious figure that might be Atleigh Adwood in disguise. "Also, he may come anytime today, or not at all. Save your enthusiasm, as we might walk around here for hours, and he might not even show up."

Among the other tourists who had emerged from the Kensal Green station, was also a gay couple. Taking pictures of the most peculiar or notable graves, they seemed happy to spend time together. They couldn't take their hands off each other, constantly holding hands, kissing and stroking each other. No one cared, the dead and departed passed no judgement. Robert and Michael, who were, to their dismay, forced to play a gay couple once again, were valiantly playing their roles. Everyone agreed they looked very believable in their roles. Both were always meticulously styled, wore the latest trends, and had figures resembling the Greek Discobolos. Mistress Artemisia had promised them a night full of sex if they managed to pull it off and if the mission led to the capture of Atleigh Adwood. Each one of them discretely wore a gun - just in case.

A group of fifteen people who also arrived at the Kensal Green station masked as tourists, were all Artemisia's people, a company carefully comprised of individuals Atleigh had never met. Mistress Artemisia refrained from accompanying them. Atleigh would recognize her instantly and the plan would blow up. Instead, she waited in an inconspicuous green Suzuki parked on one of the adjacent streets, so that she could intervene anytime events might deem it necessary. The team of fifteen was divided into couples and trios, and they had arrived at the cemetery in random intervals so as not to attract too much attention. All were instructed to search for a person of a certain height who would be heavily disguised and may pose naturally and convincingly as any gender and pull off almost any appearance.

When the 'gay couple' reached the dividing line between the protestant and Catholic burial grounds, their stomachs were rumbling. It was already 2 PM. "Do you think he will turn up at all? I'm famished." Michael complained. "Oh, for god's sake, are you ever not hungry?" Robert snapped, but then suddenly nudged him in the ribs. "Look there!"

They noticed an old man in baggy clothes, who sported a wild mane of grey hair which was sticking out in all directions from under an old-fashioned hat. He was hunched and his step was insecure and shuffling, bearing the tell-tale signs of advanced age. Judging by his location and the tools he brought with him, he had probably just finished maintenance of a very ancient grave, a stately one too, with a marble sculpture of a fleshy female angel in life-size. It was a very well kept grave with neatly arranged flowers. It looked as good as new, although it clearly harbored several generations. The marble slab was inscribed with minute golden words etched in a decorative filigreed font, introducing a long list of names. The writing was so minuscule they were not able to make it out from the distance of the main path.

The old man set out a portable fisherman's chair and was just about to sit down. Robert and Michael noted that as he sat, he was forced to conduct himself with the utmost carefulness just to prevent toppling over. The man in the old green coat seemed uninterested in them, even though he gave them a sideway glance when they were passing him, one that indicated he most certainly did not approve of homosexuals... When Michael and Robert got far enough away where he couldn't hear them, Michael raised his wrist watch and whispered into it, "A male, six feet tall, looks ancient, eighty, but might be him. Use my location and send the decoys."

It took a while before Samantha and Monica could move from the main road to the Catholic cemetery without drawing too much attention to themselves. They already had been called to four different places and so far, all were false alarms. They could not afford to blow their cover yet - not until they got the right man. Keeping up their roles as silly teenagers, they prattled and giggled as they headed to the place Robert had marked as the location of the suspect.

The grave was located right next to the main road, and it was one of the stateliest they had seen. The girls were behaving very conspicuously - talking loudly and pushing each other out of the road for fun - enough to draw attention but not too much to get ordered out. When they walked past the old man, he turned around to see who was behaving so disrespectfully in a cemetery. He had awkward empty eyes, like a dead fish. But then he noticed the pretty young girls and his expression instantly thawed into a silly little smile. He waved at them with a shaky hand, and they answered him loudly, walking past him down the road.

"Monica, it can't be him... Have you seen the tremor in his hands? How funny he looked when he spotted us? This is an old man for real... I don't think it's him." Samantha rolled her eyes. "Did you listen at all? His disguises are said to be perfect. It might have been him. Seemed around six feet tall. Let's move on to stage two."

Safely out of hearing distance, they paused under a large maple tree with deep red foliage. They were next to a grave with a formal Gothic structure and a sculpture of a gentleman peacefully laying in a Victorian-era suit. Monica pretended to take photos of Samantha under the heavy branches of the imposing tree and the Gothic grave. As she was squatting to get the best angle, she turned purposefully to give the old man an opportunity to admire her perfect round ass in the tight shorts - there was a lot to admire as half of her ass cheeks were peeping out.

Samantha was hidden from the man's sight behind the massive trunk and briefly whispered to her watch: "Suspect identified. All team members get ready to intercept at this location." She briefly checked if the man was still there. And he was, staring fixedly at Monica's ass. Monica joined in, and together they made a number of sexy selfies together, puckering their lips and making provocative poses. The old man was staring at the show and apparently drooling with lust.

When the girls grew tired of taking photos, they slowly walked back. The old man was clearly anxious to talk to them, as he shuffled closer to the main road, leaning on his cane. He was waiting for them to get closer. When they did, he gave them a radiant smile.

"What are two beauties like you doing at grim place like this?" he said in an old, very old, voice. Monica smiled and started to babble about their trip to London from Carlisle, successfully mimicking the local accent. Meanwhile, Samantha crept close enough to read the tiny golden writing. A name of Adwood was on it and she pressed a button on her watch three times to bring others. They had really had him now!

Soon Monica and Samantha, while flirting unashamedly with the man, noticed hunched, skulking figures lurking behind nearby trees and graves. Getting closer one step at a time, they moved carefully and noiselessly. The ring was getting tighter and tighter, and in a moment the old man himself noticed that a bunch of large guys was getting near and seemed to approach from all directions. He couldn't possibly escape. Not that he would seem try to do anything like it. The ring quietly engulfed old man, both girls and the Adwood family tomb.

He turned his head from one side to the other, perplexed by the sudden emergence of the diverse group.

"What do you want?" He seemed truly surprised, apprehensive, and even a bit afraid.

"Game over, Mr. Adwood," Michael said in the theatrical tone of an action film hero. Samantha rolled her eyes. Michael could be such a drama queen, she thought. The guys in the ring all took out their guns and pointed them at him. Samantha and Monica backed away and joined the circle.

"What do you want from me?" The man looked genuinely confused.

Then something unexpected happened. Robert felt a whooshing sound, just next to his right ear sending an air wave and causing him to turn around, as a bullet ricocheted off a tombstone. Focusing on the old guy at the grave they did not notice that a group of men was approaching them. They had their guns out and one of them had just shot, almost hitting Robert in the head. Artemisia's team instantly darted in all directions to seek the nearest cover. The old man jumped with surprising agility behind the grave stones. Within a split second everyone was hiding behind trees and graves. Robert returned fire and one of his bullets hit the statue of the angel, immediately blowing away one of its arms. Another bullet shattered the marble slab with the golden writing, as one of the armed guys ducked the bullet from Robert.

The old man jumped out of his cover and ran hither and thither, his arms flailing and shouted, "Don't shoot, you are destroying my family tomb!" The three men obeyed and the fire ceased at once.

Robert barked: "Give up, Atleigh Adwood and call off your dogs!"

"I'm not Atleigh Adwood!" the man cried out in desperation. "Please don't shoot, none of you!" He was waving down the three guys who had come to save him.

"Sorry, what?" Michael exclaimed.

"I'm Brian Adwood. Are you insane? Atleigh has been dead for years. Look what you have done!" He bent down and picked the angel's arm, cradling it like a baby. "Monsters... I was taking care of the tomb for decades and now you've come and destroyed it, just like that." His eyes welled with angry tears.

Artemisia's team stood there, their shoulders down like a deflated balloon.

"Er... so sorry sir, this ha...has to be a mistake," Robert stammered. "But why did your friends shoot at us?"

"I’ve never seen them in my life," old man retorted indignantly. "Where are they gone, anyway?" Robert wondered, looking around. None of them noticed that the three guys mysteriously disappeared.

"What just happened?" Michael asked, scratching his head above his left ear.

"We screwed up. That's what happened," Monica quipped.

Having rushed from her parking spot as soon as a positive identification had been called in, Artemisia finally arrived, panting, and holding her side as sharp pain radiating from her abdomen. She quickly scanned the scene. Brian Adwood and her team were all standing there embarrassed, not knowing what to do with their hands or the situation. She didn't need much explaining, the expression they all wore spoke for itself.

"This is not Atleigh," Artemisia confirmed as she pointed at Brian, still panting. He simply nodded.

"Indeed! And who are you?" Brian turned to Artemisia, very apprehensive and wary.

"I'm the head of a YA Oil Company. These people are my employees on a mission that clearly went wrong. They've mistaken you for your cousin, Atleigh Adwood."

"Indeed they did. Even if he were still alive, could Atleigh do this?" He sat on his fisherman's chair again, bent down, rolled up his trousers, and removed a prosthetic leg. "I should think not," he said, answering his own question. "I just don't see what got into you people. You're all as nutty as a fruit cake if you want to know my opinion. Send me the money for repairs or I will sue you for the damage you've done."

"Rest assured sir, I will personally take care that you are very generously compensated. I will also contact a friend of mine - a preservation specialist. Before you know it, the angel will look as good as new." Artemisia leaned forward and collected a shattered piece of marble, laying it ceremoniously on the tomb. The old man wasn't convinced, but his hands, at least, were not clenched into fists anymore.

"I'm sorry for the actions of my employees and the mess they made. I will see to it they are punished." Amanda glared at Robert, who raised his hands in a defensive gesture. Oh, fuck, he thought. He was doomed.

"How could you think I'm Atleigh? He has been dead for more than a decade. His ashes are right here in this grave, and you could have read it on the slab yourself if that douche-bag hadn't riddled it with bullets." The old man was killing Robert with his eyes as he continued speaking.

"Atleigh was a disgrace to our family, but he still is buried here. His sister can vouch for that too." Artemisia's eyes narrowed. "You know something about his sister?" The man shrugged. "Well, yeah, she is much younger than him. She has a different name... What was it...? Can't remember, but her first name is Virginia. Rather a good-looking lady too. She carries herself like a queen, though, quite haughty I'd say..." He sniffed indignantly.

Artemisia summoned her team, and politely parted ways with Mr. Adwood. He watched as she energetically walked away, followed by the train of her distressed underlings. Monica and Samantha were spared Artemisia's rage which turned fully and exclusively on her slaves. It wasn't acceptable to publicly admonish a fellow Mistress, not even an apprentice.

There must be another traitor among us... How else would Atleigh know about our mission? Surely it was him who sent the guards, Artemisia thought to herself but did not air her concern out loud. She scanned her retinue with her eyes and glided from one person to another... Who of her people betrayed her? Probably none of her slaves. She felt deep down the answer was within her grasp. What was she missing? After what Catherine had done, she couldn't trust anyone. 

"Robert, you screwed up magnificently. Oh, for fuck's sake, don't look like a weak-ass puppy whose snout has been pushed into his own pee..."

Behind the high Gothic tomb of The Duchess of Hereford stood the figure of a tall man. He was peeping through the artfully crafted floral festoons, watching Artemisia's group intently. His hair was jet black, almost too perfect for his age, without a single streak of grey. He wore gloves which undoubtedly drew attention, given the summer season. Although placed in his pockets, his gloved hands were clenched in fists. On his temple an angry vein was throbbing. When Artemisia and her people disappeared under the rich canopy of trees, he fished a phone of his pocket and started to type a message.

 

◆◆◆




When the old green Suzuki skidded to a halt on the gravel path in front of the Angelis mansion, Artemisia's phone pinged. She was sitting behind the wheel, after insisting that she would drive herself to calm down after the epic fail of the mission to capture Atleigh. She was constantly expecting news about Atalanta and she swiftly swiped the display open to read the message.

Hello Artemisia, your efforts to get me are pathetically weak! Too bad you are always one step behind. I would request that you cease your harassment of poor old Brian. He is a harmless old fool. In other circumstances, I would have laughed at how you're grasping at such straws and somehow thought that was actually me in disguise. But your misguided and futile efforts have blown up half of the Adwood tomb. You will not be forgiven for mutilating my family's sacred monument. It is time to up the ante in the little game of ours...

"We fucked up spectacularly, that's for sure," Artemisia sighed. She waited, but no other messages arrived. Christopher was sitting in the back seat directly behind Artemisia, as she was reading what his father had just texted her. Christopher felt as if a balloon burst in his stomach, ever since they left the Kensal Green Cemetery. They were not an inch closer to getting Cristine back and matters just seemed to be getting worse. "Forgive me Mistress, I though this might work."

Her hand jerked towards the door handle, a subconscious movement to get out of the car, but then she stopped and looked into the rear mirror at Christopher. "Let's not dwell on our failures, we need to move on. Do you have any idea who were the three guys who appeared to protect the old man Brian? According to Robert they were tall and dark haired."

"Mistress, I can assume they belong to father's guards. He must had been watching our whole operation."

"You need to tell us all that you know about them. They could become a vital part of our plan to vanquish Atleigh."

"Yes, Mistress," Christopher assured her hastily. He was relieved that she apparently did not doubt him. She easily could have suspected him of notifying his father of their cemetery mission.

Mistress Artemisia commanded him to leave the car and they slowly walked towards the main entrance when another text message sounded. Artemisia checked her phone. It stated:

Here's the plan. In 24 hours, I'm going to kill Cristine and five girls I have in my possession! Then, in 48 hours I'll execute Atalanta and another ten girls unless you give yourself up to me. The fate of your family, and also the families of 15 other girls, is entirely in your hands. My guards will escort you to me from your House... whenever you are ready.

Mistress Artemisia checked the CCTV cameras and there was already a car parked on the street in front of the high walls of the Angelis House, with two ominous looking guys in suits standing in wide-legged stance with their hands folded in front of them, leaning against the car.

After all the tension Artemisia had felt ever since Atalanta was abducted, this message struck her like lightning, but instead of freaking her out, it only galvanized her strength and made her focus razor-sharp. This was not the moment for panic or cowardly fear. She had to come up with a plan and she had only one chance to get it right.

"Christopher, run to the Slave Stables and summon the slaves who passed the Temptation Tolerance Test. I will meet you in the parlor in an hour." She darted into the house. Amanda met her in the hall and before she could open her mouth, she was flooded with an avalanche of commands.


Chapter 4




Pausing for a moment before the Venetian mirror, Artemisia looked at her own reflection. Her curvaceous figure was as glorious as ever, but her face looked haunted, dark circles under her eyes betrayed that she hadn't slept soundly for days. Amanda was packing her baggage, carefully and reverently folding each garment as if it was the Shroud of Turin.

"You know what's weird?" Artemisia said, not waiting for Amanda to respond. "I don't feel tired at all...  I guess my adrenaline is too high for that. How long will I be able to keep up before my energy takes a deep dive?"

"Mistress, if I can make a suggestion, I would recommend you have a good strong yerba maté. It'll give you the energy and focus to go on as long as needed."

Artemisia welcomed the idea and sent Amanda to fix her the beverage. Ten minutes later Amanda was serving the drink in the calabash that she had bought in South America. Artemisia sipped through the metal straw and the bitter taste of the hot infusion energized her.

As she was walking among the bags to check if Amanda had overlooked packing anything, her cell phone buzzed. She had forgotten to turn on the sound, she remembered. The phone buzzed once, then again, then again and again. She checked and the notification was from a state-of-the-art app for encrypted messaging that she used to communicate with the PM. This was not good. She knew instantly there was something wrong.

The message read: "I just received this from an anonymous number, but it was signed Atleigh Adwood." A video clip was attached to the message. It was a dark, poor quality, video and at first all she could see were two light smudges moving on the display. Artemisia was straining her eyes to make out what was she actually watching. When her brain processed the low-quality clip, it dawned on her and she gasped. It was her! Her, in her own room, the room she was currently standing in, fucking the PM. "What the hell..." Artemisia stood, frozen, staring at the screen. Amanda was at her side at once, curious what caused Artemisia to turn so pale.

"But how? Catherine is no longer here!"

"This must mean that there is another rat under our roof..." Amanda observed. There was more. "I'm sending you his messages. Please help," the PM wrote.

Artemisia scrolled and there it was, the unmistakable haughty, condescending style of writing that could only have come from Atleigh Adwood. Artemisia read out loud. "Hello Timmy. I recently noticed your nosy agents hanging around. The pathetic fools should have an MI6 tattoo on their foreheads, they are so conspicuous it would not make a difference. If I see them around the next time I go out, you will enjoy this intriguing video in prime time on all the British TV channels."

Artemisia scrolled further. "Mistress, what should I do? If this video leaks to the press, I will become the most despised PM in the history of Britain. I'd be more hated than Margaret Thatcher in Liverpool..."

"Amanda, look for the camera now! It needs to be somewhere over there," she pointed in the direction from which the video seemed to be taken. Amanda started to search the room.

Mistress Artemisia swiftly typed. "Call the agents off."

"Atleigh is always one step ahead... How did he manage to get a camera into my room? Right under my nose, into the privacy of my own room. He really gets a kick out of humiliating me." Artemisia mused out loud.

Amanda climbed on a chair and was examining the top of a wardrobe. "It had to be someone we know. Someone would surely notice that a strange person was wandering about the house. Who knew that you were planning to peg the PM in your room?"

"A handful of people."

"Here it is, Mistress! Amanda fished a tiny camera lens out of a box that was placed on top of the wardrobe. "They made a tiny hole in the wall of the box and the camera was inside..." Artemisia's eyes narrowed.

"Whichever of you it was, I will find out." Artemisia said darkly. Amanda's eyes opened wide. "You're not suggesting that I - " Artemisia looked at her. "I'm not sure who I can trust anymore."




◆◆◆




It had been several hours ago when Atleigh departed to visit the grave of his mother and Cristine was left alone to her own devices. Having a few moments to arrange her thoughts was welcome... Cristine, being now the Queen and sovereign ruler of Atleigh's apartment - as he himself had named her, decided to lay down for a few moments. The strain of the past days started to weigh on her. She found the bedroom and noted the large, inviting bed with a high, comfortable mattress.

She climbed on top and stretched luxuriously. Staring for a few moments at the ceiling, she realized for the first time in days, that her limbs hurt from all she had gone through. Her rage was still simmering, but now she was finally able to think clearly. Now that she knew, Artemisia was not going to get away with her crimes. As long as they both lived, Cristine was determined to seek ways to repay her for ruining her life. But now, as her limbs gradually relaxed, she felt the overpowering need to rest, if only for few moments.

She spread her arms wide and glided her palms over the surface of the sheets. The bedding was made of dark silk that felt pleasantly cool in the summer heat. She raised up on her elbows and looked down on her legs, the fine shape of her feet, the petite toes with beautifully shaped toenails. She had to admit that the color of the sheets went incredibly well with her skin tone. It made her skin texture shine and emphasized the sinewy contours of her body.

She felt like slipping into the sheets and enjoying the touch of the soft, smooth material with on her bare skin. No one was there, so she removed the shirt she had been wearing as a dress and dipped into the bed, naked. She felt the pleasant sensation of silk on her skin, gliding smoothly over her curves, tickling her nipples. She realized that being naked in a man's bed caused her to get horny. Her thoughts began to drift from the vengeance to very different sorts of ideas. She was getting aroused and there was no one around to serve her.

She at once remembered Bernard and Christopher, her subs who served as her sex slaves. She vividly recalled their thrilling erotic adventures together, and she was getting wet just by thinking about how they served her with their tongues. But somehow the picture of her handsome young slaves was increasingly replaced with thoughts of Atleigh. Her memory of Bernard with his head buried between her thighs was beginning to fade. Now all she saw was Atleigh and his cock... Why was she fascinated with Atleigh's cock suddenly? She tried to shut the thought of him out of her mind - with zero success. The more she tried, the more he occupied her thoughts.

Cristine was well aware that her libido always tended to stick to the guy whose smell whose looks and presence she could most vividly recall. Atleigh was the most recent man on her mind, so it sort of made sense. She rolled on her belly and made a few pretend fucking motions. Her arousal was getting so intense it bordered with frustration. But even if she decided to use Atleigh to satisfy herself, what was wrong with that? He was her slave now, her toy to do anything she wants with... This reasoning satisfied her.

She looked around and noticed a remote control to a large flat screen TV buried between the pillows. Perhaps she could entertain herself before Atleigh arrived... She turned the TV on and switched between channels realizing that there was only porn. Oh, well. She could still pass some time by masturbating... It was several weeks since she last pleasured herself, because ever since she exercised her dominance and began her Femdom adventures there had always been a slave willing and eager to serve her any way she pleased.

A BDSM channel was airing the story of a latex-clad wife in a hot scene with a bull and her cuckold husband. She was a fiery red head, whose prominent breasts protruded from cut-outs in the front of her corset. Cristine had switched the TV on right at the moment when the wife was furiously fucking her bull. She was sitting on his lap, his hands firmly squeezing her sides and her boobs swaying violently. Her hubby had his hands tied behind his back and was obediently licking her ass close-in, while the bull's cock drilled up and down into her slick pussy in front of him... his tongue gliding up and down as his wife was moaning in pleasure. She paused her fucking motion for a moment, holding the cock in her pussy, while she held her ass out for her cuck to lick the rim of her hole.  She moaned at the sweet teasing pleasure it was giving her. "That's it, slave. Now make your tongue hard and push it inside me where you belong.  This is the only hole you will get to enjoy, so be grateful and show me you are thankful that I allow you to worship me."

Cristine stared in fascination and her pussy was getting wet. She dropped her hand between her thighs and started to massage her clitoris in circular motions every now and then wandering with her finger into her vagina. It wasn't half as good as one of her slave's tongues, but it gave her pleasure.

The red head on the TV pushed her submissive toy to the ground and sat on his face, while her bull took his big cock and shoved it into her mouth. As she was hungrily deep throating him, her husband was now told to lick her cunt. Cristine increased the speed of her massage. She adored watching porn, the exaggeration of the scenes made her incredibly horny. The closer to orgasm she got, the less she realized what was going on around her. She was working herself up into an erotic trance. She was moaning, more and more aroused, her own whimpers now mingling with those of the hot-wife cuckoldress. 

Hyperventilating and nearing her orgasm, she closed her eyes and tilted her head backwards. Then she felt in the dreamy, distant fog of her arousal, a motion next to her. She could feel something brushing on her legs. Before she knew it, there was someone under the sheets, holding her legs apart and licking her clit. The idea of resistance did not occur to her, it felt like the universe provided precisely what she was longing for. She reached under the sheet and grabbed the hair of the intruder and let herself get carried away with the incredible skill of his tongue. For some moments she enjoyed the oral pleasure, given by the mysterious stranger.

Somehow, even though she was feeling so aroused, the orgasm wouldn't come. This was weird, she would normally climax so easily when she was served orally. She realized that the licking wasn't enough. She wanted to fuck. She was so needy for sex like she had never been before. Her pussy was screaming for it... 

She threw away all scruples. Grabbing the unknown man by the hair, she pulled him, using the silk to move him around effortlessly. She laid him on his back. It was Atleigh. Deep down she knew all along... He let her do whatever she pleased, accommodating her gestures. She used rubber straps conveniently placed in the corners of the bed to immobilize him. His cock was towering at a steep angle as if he was a man of two decades younger.

Her pussy was screaming to be impaled on his cock and the urge was getting stronger and stronger every second. Her mind, clearly co-conspiring with her vagina, painted scenes of passionate sex, scenes where she was taking what she wanted, using his cock as a dildo. Then she straddled him, using her juices to lubricate his cock and she let it glide into her slowly. As her pussy was adjusting to his size, she sighed deeply.

Throwing her curly hair back, she started to sway her hips slowly, to prolong and enjoy the sensation of his cock gliding in and out. Soon she was in a full riding fever, fucking him and working herself up in a frenzy, violently massaging her clit with her free hand. Increasing her speed, her butt slapped on his thighs. The Mistress on the TV received a powerful squirt of sperm to her mouth and Cristine finally exploded in an earth-shattering orgasm. 




◆◆◆




Mistress Artemisia checked her watch, the Chopard with free floating gems she got from Amanda on their anniversary last year. This was not the time, however, to relish the beauty of the exclusive timepiece. It was 3 PM and one precious hour had already elapsed since Atleigh's deadly threat. She had 23 hours to surrender herself to him to prevent her niece from getting killed... or to come up with a damn good plan.

"I summoned all the ladies you asked for, superior Mistress", Amanda informed with a curtsy. "With the exception of Mistress Sakura, who will join us later, they have all arrived at the shortest notice."

The Ladies, the cream of the Xantippe's Club, were already seated in the parlor. Mistress Olympia, whose daughter was among the girls that Atleigh kept in an unknown place, wore the most troubled expression. Alert, sitting with their backs straight and speaking in subdued voices, they argued on the best course of action. They were already in the know on the fact that Atleigh threatened to kill both Artemisia's daughter and her niece, along with several other victims abducted in the Lost Girls case. Upon their arrival they'd also seen his people outside of the house, which only added to their unease.

Amanda, who was trying to mask her distress by busying around, was serving them beverages. No slaves, aside from those selected to participate in the mission, were allowed to serve them. Amanda was dressed in a regular, modest maid uniform with a straight blonde wig and simple make-up. This wasn't the situation for her sexy costume. 

"Thank you for coming at such a short notice. As you already know, the situation, already bad enough, took a turn for the worse. The stakes are higher than ever. The purpose of this meeting is to lay out the details of a plan, that I hope will help us vanquish Atleigh Adwood once and for all."

"It is high time!" Mistress Esmeralda remarked and her comment met with approving nods from the other ladies.

Artemisia gestured and Amanda drew the curtains to shut out the brightness of the summer day. "I assure you that if I knew that giving myself up to Atleigh would result in the release of Cristine, Atalanta and the girls, I would do it in a heartbeat." She sought the eyes of Mistress Olympia for support and kept the eye contact for a while. "... but that option, unfortunately, is not on the table. "Even if he promised to spare others, how could we possibly believe he would honor his word?"

Artemisia moved on. "Years ago, I took away Atleigh's power, freedom, money and stripped him of his manliness. Of course, all of you already know that my reasons were perfectly sound and justifiable..." All the ladies nodded. Regardless of Artemisia's rather unorthodox methods, they all considered her cause as just.

"...but now I'm facing consequences of my deed," she added.

Mistress Ava gestured with her index finger and Artemisia gave her a nod to speak. "Superior Mistress, we are all determined to help, cost what it may. This monster needs to be obliterated from the face of the earth. We will spare no effort, until this mission is accomplished."

"Thank you, dear Ava. It means a lot." Mistress Artemisia smiled warmly, a sad smile, nevertheless. She grabbed a remote control and pressed a button. A white screen rolled down from the ceiling and projection apparatus kicked in, buzzing softly. "We are dealing with a dangerous psychopath. He has killed before and will not hesitate to torture, mutilate and murder anyone, who crosses his path..."

"We need to learn as much as we can about who he is and what resources we stand against," noted Mistress Olympia.

Mistress Artemisia snapped her fingers energetically. "Precisely! Before we discuss the plan, you need to understand who our enemy is. I already know a great deal about him. But there are still blind spots that we need to understand, if we are to prevail."

Artemisia paused for a moment as Amanda refreshed the Ladies' drinks, then she continued. "We have only a few hours... The only way to vanquish Atleigh is to unite our unique powers. In the last days the list of questions to be answered has grown even longer. Besides Randall, we have another mysterious figure in the equation. Brian Adwood mentioned Atleigh's sister... I knew of her existence, but I failed to track her down so far. Now we know that her first name is Virginia." Artemisia's eyes wandered around the serious faces and lingered on Mistress Lucia. "Lucia, this is a task I would like to assign to you." Lucia looked puzzled but hesitated only a split second. "I will be honored, even though I have no idea how to look for her, or where to start." Artemisia smiled gently. "I'm sure your gut feeling will guide you."

"So far we don't know much about Atleigh's childhood. All I know is he was born with a silver spoon in his mouth. His father was a wealthy businessman, but he died early. I can recall someone mentioning the Adwoods being related to aristocracy. "The PM informed me that the Adwoods associated with a family called Montmorencys during Atleigh's childhood. Who can they be?"

Mistress Esmeralda, who herself was of aristocratic descent, seemed very intrigued. She looked out of the window and her thoughts wandered to the days gone by. She was thinking feverishly if she could extract from her memory some facts, related to the Adwoods or the Montmorencys.

Mistress Artemisia turned her attention to the projector and clicked on her laptop to launch a presentation. Suddenly Mistress Esmeralda exclaimed: "I got it! Atleigh's mother was a daughter of a Baron of Wembley. It all returns to me now... she was a socialite who threw the most extraordinary parties... My mother told me about her years ago and there was something off, but I cannot remember what it was. It has been ages since my mother died."

"Thank you, Esmeralda, that's immensely useful. My intuition tells me, that Atleigh's childhood will prove essential in one way or another... Back in the days when Persi and I befriended him, I never heard him speak of his mother or other relatives. I always felt there was something odd about his family."

A screen flickered briefly before it turned white and a photo of a young boy appeared, filling the screen. He was very good looking, with a mane of jet-black hair, arranged in careless, cocky waves. He would have been truly handsome, if he didn't wear a sulky, distant expression. "This is the earliest photo I was able to get. This is Atleigh Adwood at the time he studied chemistry at the Imperial College in London. Quite the looker, don't you agree?" Surprised murmurs broke out, as all agreed.

"The things you are about to learn now all come from the materials provided to the Prime Minister by MI5. Before feigning his death, Atleigh was considered a security threat because of his ties to international drug trade."

Artemisia moved the presentation to another picture. It was a mind map of associations she had sketched into her notebook after getting the download from the PM. She pointed with her finger, tracing the lines connecting bubbles with associations as she spoke. "Shortly after starting at college, he began to dabble in illegal activities - first by associating with other classmates who made drugs. He joined them and soon he became secretly renowned for making the best quality crystal meth in his own clandestine laboratory."

Artemisia pointed on a connecting line with the inscription 'ambitions'. " I know what you think... a guy from such a family... Soon he felt that selling drugs was not posh enough for a guy with his brains and aspirations. He started to conduct experiment with other substances. After months of trial and error he developed an incredibly powerful aphrodisiac compounds, capable of inducing not only arousal, but also lasting, deep infatuation."

"My guess? He grew tired of courting girls and wanted some easy way to get laid without any effort." Mistress Ava remarked scathingly.

"You've hit the nail on the head. Artemisia said. He has been using the concoctions to seduce girls ever since." Mistress Olympia silently mouthed 'fucking asshole'.

Mistress Artemisia changed the slide and they were now looking at a decorative casket containing a set of tiny flasks. "Realizing the potential of his invention, he started to sell the aphrodisiacs on the black market. He earned a fortune. Does it ring any bells by any chance?" Artemisia asked and looked over the incredulous faces.

Mistress Esmeralda squinted her eyes on the picture. "Could it be...?" Artemisia nodded. "Yes, it is. In case you ever wonder, who invented the powerful substances we use to enslave men... I'm sorry to break this to you, but they were invented by him. It seemed like a brilliant idea for us to also to use them on our submissive males. They are currently manufactured by our people for our own use, but the original idea goes to Atleigh. Now, why do I tell you this? In case you should try to use our potions on him, he is completely resistant to the compounds he himself invented. He is constantly wary of someone using them against him and uses an antidote to protect himself every day."

Mistress Lucia smirked. "Sly old devil."

Artemisia played another slide. "Once he graduated, he started to work for a pharma company. Keeping the mask of a respectable professional, he used the job as a cover to keep police off his back. The position required him to travel and allowed him to meet his secret customers all around the world."

"In the following years Atleigh married and had a son Christopher. Was he trying to mend his ways or did he want to add another layer of respectability to his public image? Whichever the case, the marriage did not last long. He left his wife soon after the baby was born. "

"Surprise, surprise..." someone quipped sarcastically.

"You all know the story of the Casanova's Club and how Cristine enslaved Christopher, who went by the name of Master Dorian. We have him under our roof right now and he is ready to help us get his Mistress back."

"Are you certain he isn't a spy?" Esmeralda inquired.

"Quite certain." Artemisia assured. "He already provided much useful information on his father. Atleigh obviously does know he is here. Probably he is confident that Christopher does not possess any knowledge that might be truly dangerous to him."

Artemisia continued. "After leaving his wife, Atleigh then delved into the darker, violent undercurrents of non-consensual BDSM. That, unfortunately, was around the time when Persephone and I met him at a party in Berlin. How many times I have wished I didn't take my sister there; she might have been alive now. But there is no taking it back..."

Artemisia switched the projector off and gestured to Amanda to draw back the curtains again. "This has been the part of Atleigh's story that is most vital right now. We have no time to lose so let's get ready for our respective tasks... I'm eternally grateful for your decision to take part in the rescue mission. But be warned - it will be dangerous."

"Let's divide into couples and each will follow one lead." Esmeralda suggested and Artemisia nodded approvingly.

"Precisely what I had in mind. In order to secure the success of the mission, each couple will receive my instructions privately. That way it will only be me who will know the whole picture. This is a precaution in the unlikely case Atleigh had more than one spy in our midst." A low murmur broke out, but Artemisia waved it down. "The pairs will be divided as follows: me and Ava, Olympia will partner with apprentices Monica and Samantha, Lucia will join Chiara. Esmeralda with Kimberley. Mistress Sakura and her female slaves will stay put to take care of the house. Each of the teams will have at their disposal one slave who passed the Temptation Tolerance Test and two strong-arm guys to protect them. They are all waiting in the hall to be summoned by us."

Mistress Artemisia nodded to Amanda and she called them in. The slaves had to crawl in on all fours. Bernard was among them and silently prayed he would join the team that would eventually liberate Cristine. Finally, he could do something to get his Mistress back to safety. The muscle guys, including Robert and Michael had a higher position among slaves and were allowed to walk in normally. They all seemed thrilled by the mission at hand.

Mistress Artemisia noticed that Mistress Sakura was just arriving. She was late and was panting, probably taking stairs by two to make it to the meeting. Artemisia nodded to acknowledge her presence. Sakura bowed clumsily, still breathing hard. She smoothed her hair, trying to compose herself. "I hope I didn't miss anything important."

Artemisia smiled. "Nothing whatsoever, we were discussing minor details. I'm currently getting to the part of the plan that concerns you."

Artemisia walked towards Sakura and looked deeply into her eyes. "Ladies, ever since Catherine betrayed, Sakura has been by my side all the time. I can honestly say that there are few friends like her. This is the reason I will charge her with the supervision of the house when I'm gone on the mission." Sakura's eyes widened in surprise, but she seemed super happy by the unexpected display of trust. Amanda, so far invisible in her inconspicuous maid uniform, suddenly made her presence known by tripping over the coffee table. Mistress Artemisia shot her a sharp look, but Amanda straightened up and looked Artemisia defiantly right in the eye.

"My will is irrefutable and final. Amanda, you, as the head of house maids, will be subordinated to Mistress Sakura and will fulfill the role of her chamber maid as well." Amanda gaped, unable to speak.

Artemisia approached Sakura and gave her a soulful hug. Sakura coiled her arms around Artemisia and they hugged each other tightly. When they let go of their embrace, Artemisia continued. "We need to have our slaves ready for the possibility of a foul play. Remember Catherine, the traitor in our midst... and also slave Peter, who had been recruited by Mistress Ikenna. Only a fool does not learn from his own mistakes. The TTT will be used on all slaves under our roof and those who fail will be immediately sacked." The Ladies nodded in approval.

"Sakura will also take care of the rest of the slaves, who didn't qualify for the first round of the TTT." Sakura curtsied, smiling subserviently. "I will do my best, superior Mistress. I treasure your trust! You will not be disappointed."

"Thank you. I have a personal favor to ask of you, dear friend." With Amanda cowering frozen in the middle of the room, still in state of deep shock, Artemisia handed Sakura a glass of gin herself. Sakura accepted her glass with both hands, beamed at her and gave one typically Japanese explicit nod.

"I charge you, my dear friend, with the training of Amanda as my personal chamber maid. Mistress Ava is leaving on a mission and Amanda cannot be left unsupervised." Artemisia gave Amanda sideways look and she, still facing Mistress Artemisia, quickly transitioned from the state of deep shock to that of angry defiance. To those unfamiliar with the inner workings of the Club this might come as a surprise, but most Ladies knew that there was a long-standing antipathy between Amanda and Sakura. Amanda's Mistress knew what was on her mind and she stared back with unwavering authority, firmly standing her ground. Amanda stomped her foot angrily and stormed out of the room.

Artemisia raised her eyebrows and then laughed, embarrassed. The Ladies of the Club felt uneasy about witnessing such and act of defiance in another Lady's slave and couldn't help judging Amanda, who never was very popular. She often was bossy, vain and gossipy, too occupied with herself. "Don't worry. Throwing fits like that will not go unpunished. Sakura - this is your first opportunity to discipline her." Artemisia said.

"Knowing that you are in charge of my house, my servants and my chamber maid puts my mind at ease." Artemisia announced matter-of-factly and clearly considered the whole matter over.

Mistress Sakura, who was sitting with her back very straight, Sakura obligingly bowed. "Mistress Artemisia, I will take care of Amanda's training. You will not recognize her when you're back."

Artemisia squeezed Sakura's shoulder affectionately. "Always so eager... You are the Woman for the job."

Artemisia turned on her heel and returned to the projector. She changed slides and a skyscraper with a large neon sign Marquis Media appeared on the screen. "Now let's get to the mission itself. The MI6 informed me about a place where Atleigh probably hides Cristine and Atalanta. My sources point to the East Bank. There is a high likelihood that he keeps them at the Headquarters of the Marquis Media."

Mistress Lucia open her mouth to speak, looking baffled. "But..." Artemisia waved her down. "If you have questions, I will answer them individually. Now please relax and wait to be summoned to my office."

Mistress Sakura frowned, confused. "How are we to help with the mission to save Cristine and Atalanta if we are not familiar with the details of the plan?"

"Sorry, dear Sakura, time is short. I will tell you all you need to know in my office. Some of you need to depart in few minutes."  Artemisia concluded with a few encouraging words and the Ladies were, one by one, instructed in the privacy of Artemsia's office.

◆◆◆




It was late Tuesday afternoon when Mistress Artemisia and Ava, accompanied by Robert and Michael descended into the underground garage. Passing around Artemisia's collection of cars, she lightly touched the hood of her Aston Martin DB7. "Not today, my dear. We need a much larger car..." Then she turned to her human companions. "This mission will require Robert's Range Rover."

"So you are keeping us in the dark until the last moment," Michael said. "Where are we going?" Artemisia headed to Robert's car. "In the present situation it is for the best if you are kept in the dark. We still don't know who told Atleigh about the cemetery mission and who put the camera into my room. Right now, all you need to know is that we will hit the road and head to the north."

Mistress Ava headed to the front seat of Robert's car and suddenly stopped. "What about Atleigh's people? Are they still patrolling the street? They will realize we are leaving and will likely follow us to learn what we're gonna do..."

"No worries, dear. I already took care of that. All our cars have smoked windows, so there is no knowing in which of them I am in. Two cars already went out of our garage before us, Lucia in my silver Volvo and Olympia in a minivan. They have no idea which of the cars has me on the board..."

"Are they actually all gone following the cars? How dense are they?"

"Well, they left two still on guard. Ava, please relax and trust me that I know what I'm doing."

Robert was about to get into the driver's seat, when Mistress Artemisia gently pushed him aside. "You know I like to drive. Calms my nerves and gives me something to occupy my hands and mind." Robert made space for her and in a gentlemanly manner helped her to the driving seat, closing the doors behind her. They all settled down, making themselves comfortable for the long journey. The car darted out of the garage with such a speed they were all pressed into their seats.




◆◆◆




Pacing her room, Amanda was trying in vain to calm down her nerves. Mistress Sakura managing the Angelis Mansion? How could anyone in her right mind come up with such an idea? Desperate to regain composure, she recalled a breathing exercise which was supposed to cool down agitated mind in the moments of personal crisis. She stopped in her tracks, looking at her own scared face in the mirror. Counting to eight when drawing her breath in, holding it in for a few seconds and exhaling very slowly, her majestic silicone breasts were heaving up and down. She gave it a go for a minute or two. It didn't work a single bit... The looming shadow of upcoming punishment was hanging above her as heavily as before. She was keeping her hands with meticulously manicured fingernails busy by toying with one of her wigs. She couldn't stop them from trembling.

After all those years, she knew well enough that serving Mistress Artemisia comes along with extraordinary challenges. It was her wife after all, who decided to sissify her. It was her Owner alone, who decided that becoming a house maid will become her ultimate vocation. Amanda hadn’t looked back ever since and found intense satisfaction in obeying Artemisia's will and becoming the slutty house maid Artemisia always desired. Knowing what she knew about her horror of corporal punishments, how could Artemisia leave her at the mercy of Mistress Sakura?

Amanda knew it would come - an uncompromising knock on the door... For a moment she pretended not to hear. She weighed her options. Would it be even remotely possible to hide, barricade herself in, or flee through the window? Another knock. No. Mistress Artemisia expected her to obey and she couldn't disappoint her, cost what it may. If she decided that Mistress Sakura was to become her new trainer, she had to own it. What a bitter pill to swallow... Ever since encountering Mistress Sakura, Amanda felt instant dislike to the woman. Her girlish little laughs gave her goosebumps, her piercing gaze sent shiver down her spine. So far, she lived under the powerful protection of Artemisia, safe from Sakura's cruel capriciousness. And now? The renowned sadist was about to run the Angelis Mansion aided by her wicked sidekicks. As if that was not sufficiently horrible, she was charged with training her, Amanda.

Amanda couldn't afford to ignore the knocking any longer, well aware that resisting would make things even worse. She opened the door and all four of Sakura's female slaves stood there, wide smiles on their round faces. Not bothering with polite manners, they pushed her into the room. One of them, was carrying rather large black bag.

"What's in it?" Amanda inquired nervously, eyeing the bag. The one who entered last, turned to lock the door behind them. They looked almost identical in their black kimonos with floral print. Their haircut was a perfect, straight bob.

"Fuku o nuide," said one of the girls. Amanda noticed that she had a necklace made of leather strap with an ancient Japanese coin on it. She seemed to be their leader.

"I don't understand gibberish." Amanda retorted hotly, defiantly looking down on the girls, who created a ring around her and who reached no higher than her nipples. Disdain was clearly written all over her face, and her attitude was not lost on them. The gleeful smiles disappeared from their faces. Jumping up, the one with the necklace gave Amanda a well-aimed slap. Amanda's hand reflexively darted to her face, catching the burning cheek where a print of a small palm started to resurface. Without warning, another kicked Amanda's balls, which were snuggly held by the ring of her pink chastity belt. Amanda wailed and as she bent forward in pain, clutching her crotch, the necklace girl used the opportunity to click a leather leash to the ring on her pink collar.

"Fuku o nuide!" the girl barked again and jerked on her leash, driving Amanda to her knees. She roughly grabbed on the strap of Amanda's jumpsuit.

"Calm down, will you?" Amanda began hastily stripping off her clothes. "You wouldn't be able to pay for this, if you rip it!"

The girl snapped her fingers, and the girl with a black bag promptly dropped to her knees and started to unzip it.

As Amanda began to understand what was in the bag, her defiance evaporated at one. "Please don't... I will do whatever you say... just don't beat me," Amanda whimpered.

The black bag was full of whips, cat o'nine tails and canes. Amanda, terrified by the prospect of beating, fell to her knees. Crawling like a worm at the feet of the two girls, Amanda pulled on the hem of their kimonos, covering them with kisses. Amanda was dreading corporal punishments more than the fires of hell. Just seeing the punishing tools made her knees weak. The girls looked both exhilarated and disgusted by the pathetic cowardice of the sissy.

The necklace girl reached for her head, and with one swift jerk tore Amanda's platinum blonde wig off her head, revealing a very short haircut of fine, light brown hair. The sudden violent act came as a shock to Amanda. She covered her face with her hands, ashamed. Amanda's wig was an essential part of her sissy identity, and she never removed it in front of others, not even Mistress Artemisia. Without it she felt vulnerable and exposed. Her nudity was now absolute, the only thing left on her was her tiny pink chastity cage. Aside from her large tits, she now looked just like one of the slaves of the house and she was painfully aware of the fact.

The fourth girl stood aside and fiddled with her phone. She was apparently writing on the screen, her agile fingers tapping in high speed on the screen of her smartphone. Then she read from the screen in very strong accent: "You are going to be punished for being a very bad bad girl. Mistress Sakura did not send us, we came because we want to." Amanda deduced that the girl just used a translator, but that did not make the statement any more comprehensible.

"What? You mean Mistress Sakura didn't authorize you coming here?"

"Kanojo no kuchi ni gyagu o irete," the necklace girl said over the shoulder to the other girl, who produced a gag. She shoved it unceremoniously into Amanda's mouth, and buckled it at the back of her head. What was this ambush about? Amanda's adrenaline shot through the roof and survival instinct kicked in, winning temporarily over her fear of physical pain. She sprang to her feet and darted to the door, but it was locked. With as much power as she could muster, she rattled the doorknob, trying to open it by crude force. Before she knew it, the necklace girl was at her side and pushed a taser to her neck giving her an electric shock. Amanda collapsed to the floor like a marionette with its strings suddenly cut.




◆◆◆




Two of Atleigh's lackeys were paroling the street in front of the Angelis Mansion. They both wore suits and were hanging around, not at all bothering to pretend they were not there to watch the house. Their commands were clear. Monitor the situation and bring Artemisia Angelis with them, if she decides to give herself up.

So far nothing seemed to suggest she would do any such thing. A minivan had left the house just minutes ago and one of the guys followed along to check if Artemisia had decided to flee right under their nose. The silver Volvo, which they knew belonged to Artemisia, had also sped out of the gate a minute ago. Another of their buddies departed to follow that car.

The two who were left standing on the street looked enviously at the back of the disappearing car. One of them observed that their colleague could cool down his ass in an air-conditioned car, whereas they were left standing in the street, devoid of any sources of shade. Their suits were everything but breathable and they were boiling in their own sweat.

"When do you think the Boss will let us fuck one of those pretty girl prisoners in the old factory?"

"Shhh..." the other one put index finger on his lips. "You are such a dick head! Keep your mouth shut, don't you know the location is top secret?"

The other scratched his head and wiped his balding head with his sleeve. "I didn't say anything specific now, did I?"

"Just shut it, will you? My blood will soon start to boil, I'm in no mood for your stupidity..."

"What is that?" the balding one pointed down to the pavement on the opposite side of the street. The high walls surrounding the mansion had a meshed little. Something stirred there. The openings were rather narrow, but a moment later a petite girl pulled herself through the hole. She wildly looked around and noticed the two guys. She waved at them frantically and gestured to get them closer. They looked at each other bewildered. Is this a trap? The girl was wearing a maid uniform, a short mini skirt with a little frilly apron and a lace bra. Her expression was that of horror and fear. Soon another slim girl emerged from the hole, putting the mesh cover carefully back to place behind her.

"Please, help us. We're being kept in that house as sex slaves. We are running away. Please take us somewhere safe."

The two guards, who had been warned to expect trickery from the inhabitants of the Angelis Mansion, were reasonably apprehensive. But the two girls, shivering with fear, their chests heaving in agitated sobs, were an incredibly attractive picture.

"Please... Hurry, soon they'll find out that we are gone! Take us away now... help us please!" One of the girls, trembling violently, the one with large bluish eyes sobbed and threw herself around the neck of one of the guards. Clumsily, he patted her back, but his hands somehow gravitated towards her ass. 

Her eyes welled with tears. "They gave us no freedom to choose what to do. They kept us restricted to the cellar in the house until they needed our services. They forced us to serve naked, they raped us with dildos for amusement and had us serve as sex slaves to the guests of the house! Our Mistress has left, and this is our only chance to escape."

"This is kinda fishy, Frank!" the other guy warned, standing at the distance as if the girls were carriers of some exotic disease.

"Oh, come on Martin, what harm can two little things like this cause us?"

Martin was not convinced and eyed the sexy maids with suspicion, but eventually he held the door of their car open to them, wearing a skeptical expression.

"You - stay here and watch the house," Martin said curtly. "What? Hell no! I'm not staying here if you don't," Frank retorted hotly and propelled the sobbing girl into the car. "Anyway, the Angelis bitch is probably out already, she certainly left with the silver Volvo. These two girls need help, now!"

"If we get into trouble for this, you are the one who'll take the blame. Just remember that I told you to stay here and watch the house," Martin said as he pointed a warning finger at Frank while he turned the key in the ignition.


Chapter 5




It was the afternoon rush hour. Martin's VW was hopelessly stuck in the dense traffic, which gave him and Frank plenty of time to put their heads together and think what the safest place would be to take the two frightened refugees. Both maids looked relieved to leave the Angelis Mansion far behind.

"How can we ever repay you for your kindness?" One of the maids sighed and fixed her gaze on Martin's eyes in the rear-view mirror. He kept the eye contact for three seconds and his mind instantly came alive with very graphic sexy images. He was almost about to say something like: "A good blow job would be a nice way to say thanks," but he realized that saying this might actually hamper his chances of such a scenario happening, so he said, "Oh, it's nothing."

Frank gave a silly laugh. "Yeah, we're happy to help. I will take you to my place, you can take a shower, unwind... We can have a glass of wine." Martin gave Frank a swift glance, thinking he perhaps wasn't such a simpleton after all. He would definitely try to get between one of the girl's legs too, if Frank would. "Yes, WE will take care of you." Martin gave Frank a significant you're-not-leaving-me-out look. 

"Oh, you are too good to be true..." the other girl leaned forward on the back seat and brushed Frank's and Martin's sleeve affectionately. They could smell her hair as she did and that increased the tension they were starting to feel in their trousers. Wasn't it just completely natural that the girls should repay them with sex?

Although safe, their nerves seemed still a complete wreck. The girl who previously hugged Frank blew her nose on a tissue she found in the door compartment. "I cannot keep it in, I need to say it..." she leaned to the side and hugged the other girl, sobbing into her hair. "The devil Artemisia made me do horrible things... She conditioned me to provide all sorts of sexual services. I had to be available at any moment of any day. Sometimes I felt like a fucking doll... The habit is now so strong I'm afraid I might fuck any man that comes around..." The other girl was comforting her by stroking her hair... "There, there. Don't worry, now you can forget all of it... the blow job training, the long hours you've spent exercising your vagina to bring men to mind blowing orgasms..."

Martin and Frank pretended not to listen... but the warm weather could not possibly make them any hotter than what the girls just said. Martin, who was among other things Atleigh's professional driver, was so distracted, he almost ran over an elderly lady who was crossing the street. Luckily, they were getting near to Frank's apartment in the dodgier parts of Brixton. They drove past the remarkably ugly Southwyck House and turned left, disappearing down narrow streets with suspicious groups of youth hanging around.

When Martin pulled over to the pavement edge in front of a block of apartments, the crying girl peeped "Mister... Martin?" Martin blinked. "What? Eh... I mean, did you just call me Martin?"

"Oh," she gave a little timid giggle. "Okay, Martin, would you lend me your phone? I would like to let my mom know I'm alright, after disappearing for so long." Martin hesitated, but then handed her his cell phone. She dialed a number she knew by heart. He overheard part of the conversation, filled with tearful happiness. He learned her name was Vanessa. "... yes mom. Right now? In Brixton, Talma Road 12. Yes, I will wait for you here."

She hung up and beamed at Martin and Frank. "My mother will come and fetch me in an hour or so." Frank's and Martin's mouths popped open. The wild fantasies they harbored were quickly evaporating. Why did Martin not come up with an excuse and let her use the phone later? Frank cursed under his breath. But after all they still had about an hour...

They stepped out of the car in the street and immediately bumped into a dozen rogue Caribbean guys high on weed, who gaped at the two sexy maids. Engulfing them instantly in the intense smell of the burnt marijuana, they joked and laughed as Frank and Martin quickly propelled their catch towards the house.

Frank led the way through the gloomy corridors past rows of doors until they arrived to the door of his modest little apartment. When he unlocked it, an unpleasant, stuffy smell invaded their nostrils. "Welcome to my home." Frank opened the door for them, and they walked in. "Oh, what a lovely little place." Vanessa sang happily. Martin thought she was being rather diplomatic. The flat was dingy and dark. An unmistakable bachelor's place with empty bottles of beer lying around, the TV table covered with old moldy food. "Gross." Martin mumbled, disgusted.

"Sorry, I didn't expect visitors." He started hastily to scrape the dishes into the trash and collect the bottles.

"Oh, that's alright, this place is a heaven compared to the cellar we were living in." The other girl said brightly.

"Fancy a cock... er, I mean... cocktail?" Frank turned beet red. "I used to be a barman; I can still conjure up a pretty decent Bloody Mary."

"A glass of wine would be nice." Vanessa pretended not to notice how the operation of his mind surfaced in the little slip of the tongue. Martin rolled his eyes and steered the girls to the couch. Now they shared a common goal to get laid so they needed to cooperate. "Frank will get you some wine and you have to rest a bit. You've been through a lot."

Frank was rumbling frantically in the kitchen. He didn't have a corresponding number of wine glasses so he improvised, using clean glasses he was able to find. He hurried back and poured all of them some wine, a very inferior brand.

"A toast - to our two saviors." Vanessa offered. They clinked glasses and Vanessa kissed both men on the mouth. Was this an encouragement, thought Frank?

"Uhh... it is so hot in here and the wine makes my cheeks flush. I would like to take a shower. Mindy, would you mind if I went first? My mother could arrive anytime." Vanessa asked.

"Oh, sure. I might as well wait here, with... Frank." Mindy leaned towards Frank and rested her head on his shoulder for a brief moment. His look became fixed on her heaving chest a drooling smile on his lips.

Martin was at Vanessa's side in the blink of an eye. "Oh, but you also need to change yourself. I will borrow some clothes from Frank for you. Alright?” Frank was fully occupied, stealthily running his arm around Mindy's shoulder. He just waved his hand dismissively "Whatever."

"Your mother shouldn't see you like this..." as Frank scanned her revealing maid uniform.

"I guess you are right. I need to strip this off... I feel so... open and exposed." she looked down at her sexy costume and then into his eyes. She slowly continued: "The problem is, my nerves are so tense I'm afraid to be alone. Will you help me? I feel much safer with you around." Martin's cheeks flushed. "You can rely on me, I will do you... ahh, do anything for you." She gave him a look of devoted admiration along with her seductive phrasing.

Martin took Vanessa's hand and started to drag her to Frank's bedroom. She followed, looking distractedly around at the posters of busty blondes decorating the walls of Frank's apartment. No time to waste, only forty minutes to go, Martin thought.

Martin dug out a decent t-shirt from Frank's messy wardrobe. When he turned back, Vanessa was standing there all naked. Her youthful, feminine figure with slender hips and delicate breasts immediately captivated Martin's gaze. He couldn't take his eyes off her body, even though he knew that he should look into her eyes instead. But she wasn't embarrassed, her look couldn't be mistaken for anything. Her eyes were partly hiding under heavy lids and her voluminous lips were parted in a sensual smile.

She hypnotized him with her gaze and reached out to him. He grasped the offered hand, and she gently pulled him closer and closer, maintaining the eye contact, until she pressed herself against his chest and navigated his other hand to her butt. He ran his fingers over the round shape, giving it a light squeeze. There were sounds of banging in the next room. So Frank is already fucking the other girl, the old devil... He wished him luck, and now this little bitch was just mere seconds from getting laid also.

He could feel her warmth as she gently brushed her nipples on his shirt. His fantasy was soaring and he completely lost track of his surroundings. Boldly reaching down, she ran her hand over his crotch, feeling the erection. "I cannot stand it; I must have you in me. I feel I need... I must feel your big cock stretching me wide..." Vanessa sighed huskily into his ear. In one big tug she pulled his trousers over his hips and he stepped out of them.

"I want you to fuck me... really hard. Make me beg for mercy." She sighed. Before he could react, she leaned back and pulled him so that they both landed on the bed behind them. He was suddenly laying on top of her and his primal instincts instantly took over. "I will fuck your brains out", Martin growled. With his knee he forcefully spread her legs wide. She could hardly breathe when his large form fell full weight on top of her. He effortlessly pushed down his underwear, his cock ready for action. He wandered with his hand between her legs and her pussy was already dripping wet, ready for him.

If she wants me to fuck her hard, then she will be fucked like never in her life, Martin thought. Holding it with one hand, he jammed his cock deeply inside and Vanessa let out a whimper like a wounded doe. He took her legs and forced them behind her ears. This was the way he liked her most, defenseless, open, available, and unable to resist, even if she wanted to. He started to thrust, still looking into her eyes. He held her arms down tightly, feeling his powerful hold over her open body and knowing she could not escape as he drove his cock deeply into her pussy.

"Oh, yes, yes... harder!" she sighed between thrusts. Martin did not notice that the door of the room opened very, very slowly.




◆◆◆




Amanda was coming round groggily. What had happened? She pulled her head up and groaned. Feeling discomfort in the back of her neck, she tried to move her limbs, but she was immobilized. She felt tight, unyielding coils hugging her body like a possessive lover. Hanging by her hands, with her legs spread wide, she was fixed by ropes to the frame of her four- poster bed. She tried to move but she soon realized there was no possibility to loosen her tightly stretched body, let alone escape. She was as helpless as a fly, caught in an elaborate net, spun by a predatory spider. She squinted into a bright light and her hazy sight fell on a large poster with a blonde trans model on the wall. She was at least still in her own room.

The girls were waiting for her to come round. One was going through the large collection of Amanda's cross-dressing costumes, taking them out of the wardrobe and carelessly throwing them on the ground whenever she lost interest in that particular piece. Soon the girl wearing a necklace was wading through a heap of satin, latex and lace garments. She arrived at Amanda's collection of anal toys and squeaked enthusiastically. Another girl was laying on the bed, stretching lazily and leafing through a kinky magazine. For some reason Amanda couldn't get over the inconsequential detail that the intruder didn't even bother to take off her shoes. She jerked the ropes and at once their eyes were on her. Two other girls were still at work wrapping the ropes around her breasts and they stopped to stare at her. The whole scene was reflected in the mirror behind the bed. Amanda's statuesque body with glorious boobs, that she was so proud of, was wrapping her with diamond shaped rope structures, looking good enough to model for a fetish magazine.

Amanda was still gagged tightly, the sharp pain in her neck and wrists suggesting she had been hanging there for quite some time. The girl with the magazine noticed first that Amanda had come round. She swiftly typed on her cell phone and then read from the screen again, "now all Mistresses gone and Mistress Sakura busy, you will taste your own medicine." The girl accompanied her horrible pronunciation with a nasty sneer and giggled, sending shivers up and down Amanda's spine. They all gathered around Amanda, who was stretched wide, with her chastity cage hanging pathetically between her legs. For a few moments they admired their collective shibari ropework and seemed pretty content with the result. Then they began to explore their prey. She was clearly the first trans maid they'd ever seen. They couldn't look at her with more scorn and ridicule if she was the President of the USA dressed in lace underwear.

Amanda's eyes widened in horror. One of the girls discovered the inflatable Justin Bieber doll she had stored in the back of her wardrobe. At first, the girls wore puzzled expressions, but then one of them poked the doll's artificial chest with her forefinger and cackled. They all cracked up instantly with roaring laughter. The ridiculous square head, unrealistic face and plump ass, the large, protruding dildo sent them into fits of hysterical laughs. Amanda was red to the roots of her hair. This was supposed to be a secret... Mistress Artemisia used the fuck doll to humiliate her. She was often forced to suck its large cock and sometimes her Mistress just enjoyed watching her fucking it, which greatly amused her. Amanda's torturers clearly got the same idea. They grabbed the dolls' penis and, still laughing like mad, started to push it into Amanda's anus. It wouldn't go in, because Amanda reflexively held her ass tightly closed.

"Open!" the necklace girl barked. Amanda knew better than to risk revolt and relaxed her sphincter. Two girls got hold of her ass cheeks and pulled them aside, revealing her pretty, bleached anus. The third took the doll's penis and pushed it roughly into her ass. Amanda's eyes welled up with tears of pain as the non-lubricated dildo was finding its way up her anus. A hysterical laughter broke out as all the girls cooperated in getting Amanda fucked by the bizarre doll.

The necklace girl got behind the Bieber doll, holding herself against the doll and got in a 3-way position by wrapping her arms around the doll and Amanda. She thrust her hips back and forth against the doll as the dildo penetrated Amanda. She leaned into Amanda’s ear and spoke for all to hear,” I am so turned on to share this moment with you and Justin. He seems to like me guiding his thrusts into you. Are you going to come for Justin and me?” Amanda's body, kept tight by the ropes, was against her will getting aroused. Her nipples went hard and her cock twitched. She was very well conditioned by both Mistress Artemisia and Mistress Ava (who filled in for her whenever Artemisia was gone), to respond with arousal to humiliating treatment. Amanda's predicament was soon noticed by one of the girls. She pointed to the caged cock and they all watched Amanda's small clit throbbing in her cage, while her balls were getting purple from the constriction of the cage ring. Another roar of laughter filled the air.

It was only then that Amanda noticed her coffee table was covered with neatly arranged beating instruments. Amanda, still gagged, was trying to protest, but even if everything that came out of her mouth didn't sound like unintelligible mumbling, saying anything would be pointless - they didn't understand, and even if they did, they wouldn't bother to listen.

The necklace girl took a supple, light cane and measured the intended spot of impact few times by swiftly tapping on her ass. "Hhhmmmppphhh!" Amanda started to scream with fear into her gag before the first serious stroke fell on her buttocks. Roars of laughter accompanied the crack of the cane as it danced on Amanda's naked ass. When the cane stripes began to line up on Amanda’s ass, the other girls were getting turned on for some action of their own. Soon they joined necklace girl with whips and paddles of their own choice, and Amanda's back was in no time one large canvas full of crisscrossed strokes and marks.

"This is only the beginning, you mean arrogant bitch!"




◆◆◆




Artemisia drove swiftly and within an hour and a half they were passing Leicester. Mistress Ava borrowed and studied Artemisia's notebook with her mind maps. "If I get it right, the first lead will take us to East Yorkshire." Artemisia was fixing her rear-view mirror.

"According to the PM, that's where the family of the Baron of Wembley lived for generations." Everyone fastened their seat belts. "Do we know where the mansion of the Wembleys is located? The County of York is a pretty large territory," Michael noted, as he was born and raised in Sheffield. "Sure, but first we will try to trace down the families that the Adwoods associated with. Their family mansion is adjacent to the area of Howardian Hills, but Atleigh's mother reportedly sold it and then purchased a house elsewhere."

"Atleigh and his sister were the last surviving members of the family. Mind you, they bear the name of their late father, Wilbur Adwood... We have only one chance to get this right. My gut feeling tells me that Atleigh will take Cristine and Atalanta there. People always tend to return to the places they've already been and have strong associations with."

The sun was already setting, and Artemisia positioned her sun visor to block the sharp sunlight. Mistress Ava pointed at the visor. Behind a flex-strap there was a folded piece of paper. Mistress Artemisia took it and unfolded it.

Randall Malkin, Meadowbeck Care Home

5 Meadowbeck Cl

 York YO10 6SJ

Marla Montmorency

Stonegrave

York YO62 7LJ,




From a friend.

"What is it?" Robert peeped over Artemisia's shoulder.

Artemisia steered to the side and stared at the piece of paper. "If I'm not very much mistaken, this is the information we needed. The first name seems to be the mysterious Randall, that Catherine mentioned before our call was interrupted. And the other name seems to be a member of the Montmorency family. These are addresses of the people we need to find and interrogate. Someone must have known we are about to travel to the Yorkshire to look for them.

"I don't like the idea that someone snuck in my car, sticking papers around." Robert snarled.

"Well, there is still the possibility that someone is trying to lead us astray. But it shouldn't be difficult to find out, if the first address is authentic – it's an Elder Care home, someone must be there to pick up phones. Let's give them a call and see."

Mistress Ava googled the phone number and called. It took mere minutes to verify the information. When she hung up, she said: "The nurse claimed that there is a person, called Randall Malkin there, but refused to tell me more about him."

"That's understandable, the care homes never disclose information about their clients." Artemisia retorted calmly.

"I don't like this." Robert scowled. Artemisia patted him on the back. "I feel as you do. But we don't have time enough to dwell on details. It is eight PM, we have only nineteen hours left to go. Let's hope that this 'friend', whoever it is, means well. Now let's focus on our mission."

Artemisia's phone pinged. She dropped it without checking on Ava's lap, because she was focusing on navigating rather complex traffic situation. "Read it for me, please." Ava hesitated, feeling awkward to read texts of her fellow Mistress, but she obeyed. "It's from Mistress Lucia," Ava announced. Mistress Artemisia smiled widely. "Sure it is." Ava gave her a puzzled look. "Don't give me that look, just read, please!" Ava read: "Atty, hope you're okay. I just found out a most peculiar thing. I need to talk to you ASAP." Artemisia smiled again and to no one in particular, she mumbled: "It's high time, my dear..."

Artemisia turned to Ava: "Please respond that I will call her when we get to our final destination. Ava typed in the response and hit the send button, but she looked puzzled. "Why don't you call her back? What if she has some vital information?" Mistress Artemisia slightly shook her head. "No, she doesn't. I already know what news she's got."

◆◆◆




The sunbeams from a nearby window were falling directly onto Cristine's face. The curtains were drawn to the sides and window was wide open, letting in fragrant air of a summer morning. The birds had been chirping for many hours, but Cristine had been fast asleep so none of the sounds had awoken her. It took a stray speck of dust that tickled her nose to raise her from her slumber. She woke up at once with a powerful sneeze, sitting right up in her bed. 

She looked around, completely bewildered. Her memory was one giant black hole with no recollections of the past twelve hours. She was wearing a satin nightgown she never saw in her life and woke up in a room that wasn't familiar either. She sprang to her feet and ran to the window. Looking out she instantly realized that she was no longer in London. The hills that stretched far and wide looked nothing like what could be seen out of the windows of Atleigh's or even Artemisia's place. She was somewhere in the countryside. How she got there, she hadn't had the slightest idea.

There was a rap on the door and a plain maid brought a tray with an English breakfast. There was a letter propped against a vase with a single rose. Cristine thanked the servant and sat at the table, opening the envelope with her index finger.




Dear Mistress,

You seriously overdid it with the liquor yesterday. I hope your head does not hurt too bad. If it does, please feel free to use the painkillers I sent. Try the rosehip marmalade, it is exceptionally good. You will meet Atalanta after breakfast.

I will be at your side soon; I just need to make a few arrangements so that you have the best comfort. In the meantime, please meet Lady Smith. She is in the top shelf of the chest of drawers.

Your slave, Atleigh




Cristine scratched her head. She didn't recall drinking anything, much the less traveling from London to some remote area with lush green hills and picturesque herds of sheep, but she didn't remember anything else from the previous evening either. And who was Lady Smith?

When the maid quietly disappeared, Cristine opened the chest of drawers and found a small, heavy, steely revolver. There was another little note:

Dear Mistress,

Forgive me the little joke. This is a Smith & Wesson Model 642LS, otherwise called Lady Smith. It is small and handy, fits into every handbag. I sincerely believe you will use it for your protection only.

Your slave, Atleigh

Cristine carefully took the gun, perched on folded towels. She handled it with utmost respect, noting how surprisingly heavy it was and admired beautiful shiny finish of the steel. She ran the tips of her fingers over the elaborate logo and checked the cylinder. It was loaded. 

With the golden sun beaming in, the prospect of finally meeting Atalanta and the feeling of empowerment that went hand in hand with the ownership of a gun, the world looked so much better. She allowed herself to smile and sensed more optimism about the future.

Making herself comfortable at the table and she gave a go to the marmalade Atleigh recommended. As she chewed on crunchy warm toast with melting butter and a large portion of the yummy marmalade, her gaze wandered out the window and her mind recalled the amazing fuck she had with Atleigh. Suddenly she felt a rush of excitement, her nipples getting hard. She thought that as soon as he arrives, she must fuck him again... When she finished a third toast, there was another rap on the door. The maid brought her an invitation to join Atleigh and Atalanta in the garden.




◆◆◆




When the Asian girls liberated Amanda from the confines of the hemp ropes, she dropped right down to her knees. Her arms, that had been above her head for so long, felt like they were rubber. Amanda had hoped against hope that if she didn’t resist and showed a willingness to obey, then perhaps they would end her ordeal of physical torture. Hoping for mercy, she didn't fight when they shoved an anal plug with a pink fluffy tail up her ass. They amused themselves by kicking Amanda, attaching a pink collar tightly around her sore neck, and making her crawl around as they dragged her behind them with a pink leash attached. Her arms still weak, as she limped around on all fours. Led to a bowl on the floor she watched as the necklace girl squatted.  Perched on her stilettos, she pulled her panties aside and let loose with a stream of nectar into the bowl until it was brimming full of her warm golden liquid. “You must be a thirsty little bitch dog, after all the training exercise you worked so hard at?  Here is my special treat to reward you and refresh your energy.  When you are done we can continue to have more fun!”

She was vigorously wagging her ass like a bitch, willing to do whatever they fancied, anything to prevent another beating. Albeit forced into the situation, or perhaps just because of that, Amanda was both scared and aroused. She no longer tried to make out the words, it all merged into cacophony of curious sounds. She could tell how amused they were, subjecting her to all sorts of humiliation.

The girls soon grew tired of watching her playing dog, and started to meddle with her vanity table, full of decorative cosmetics. One of them rummaged through organizers with mascaras, blushes and other make up. Wearing an impish smile, one of the girls wrote the word "Cunt" on Amanda's chest with a glittery red lipstick, her tongue mischievously in the corner of her mouth.

Amanda didn't struggle when the girls pushed her out of her room and ushered her down the corridors. Servants, slaves and house maids were gaping at the unlikely occurrence. Leaning out of doors to glare at her, stopping in their tracks when passing the group, they openly stared at Amanda's nakedness, curiously eying her large, exposed breasts and giggling at the sight of her fluffy pink tail. They whispered conspiratorially, snickered, and pointed at the word "Cunt" written on her chest. They all knew Amanda as the infinitely proud chief of house maids who mistreated her subordinates whenever she could and who misbehaved each and every time Mistress Artemisia set her foot out of the house. Now she was stripped not only of her clothes and her importance, but also of her inflated pride. Gone was the haughty sissy in sexy uniform, who walked with the swagger down the corridors of the mansion. Now she was just a pathetic, effeminate sissy male, paraded around with a pink tail. Tripping forward, Amanda was mortified. She had never dreamed of experiencing such a deep level of shame.

Sakura's slaves navigated Amanda towards the kitchen - that's where the servants, especially house maids, gathered and gossiped, whenever their supervisors were gone to attend to the more important business of the Club. As most Dominant Ladies were gone on the mission to save Atalanta and Cristine, the only supervisor left was Mistress Sakura, and she was apparently uninterested in mundane details of running a household. The maids, who experienced humiliating treatment and mischievous jokes from Amanda, gathered and cheered. Their uniforms were designed to arouse and thrill, complete with garters, fluffy tutu and tiny flouncy aprons. They soon realized that the Asian girls were giving Amanda a lesson and seemed enthusiastic to participate in the scene. They had no idea this was not commissioned by any of the Dominant Ladies.

Sakura's slaves organized a line of maids, who pushed down their frilly panties and exposed their butts for Amanda to lick. Pulling on her collar, necklace girl forced Amanda to lick the anus of each and every girl maid in the room, taking great care to push her nose as far as possible up their asses. Amid raging enthusiasm, the girls, all laughs and joyous exclamations, pushed their butts provocatively in Amanda's face and cheered whenever she emerged from an ass, struggling for breath, only to be mercilessly shoved into another.

Then one of the house maids (the one who made love to Cristine and Alexa), came up with another wicked idea. She opened the fridge and found a large cucumber. She explained her intentions, with explicit gestures to the two girls in kimonos who enthusiastically invited her to do what she likes. The maid grabbed Amanda's butt and bent her over the large wooden table at the center of the spacious kitchen. She pushed the large object into Amanda's anus. "That's for all the nasty things you've done to me and my girlfriends," she hissed as she fucked Amanda's ass.

In the act of final humiliation, the housemaids forced Amanda to the ground on her back, while each and every one of them spat into her face and then they all squatted down to piss on her. Her nose was clogged with the combination of spit and urine and she couldn't see through the streams of their golden liquid in her eyes. She noticed that suddenly everyone froze. A sharp, authoritative voice sounded:

"What the fuck do you think you are doing?!"




◆◆◆




A pretty girls' fingers were gently stroking Frank's chest. She was whispering cute profanities into his ear, breathing warmly into his ear as she did. Then she giggled and suddenly evaporated in a whirl wind of colorful smoke. He was blindly sensing the world around him, trying to get his bearings, but everything was suddenly dark and still. He couldn't rouse himself to decipher what was going on. Then a male voice as if muffled by a thick cloth sounded in his head. Am I hearing voices that aren't there? That cannot be a good sign...

"Frank! Frank! Wake up, man!" The voice was getting clearer, closer. Frank's eyes were slowly opening to a bright light blinding him.

"What..." Frank mumbled, sensing a horrible taste in his mouth - a mixture of cheap wine and having his mouth shut for too long.

He was gradually regaining his conscience and for a few long moments everything was just a discombobulated mess. Who was he? Where was he? He was trying to become aware of his body's position and realized that he was sitting on a chair with his hands tied behind his back.

"You came around at last?" Martin asked. Frank blinked stupidly. "Ugh... Yes." He finally realized the strange voice in his head was actually his. "Where are we?"

"How am I supposed to know?" Martin barked; his voice hoarse.

Martin was sitting with his back turned to Frank, also immobilized. Frank looked around. They were in a spacious underground hall. The feel of chill damp air on his skin let Frank know that he was completely naked. He looked down at his crotch. His cock was hidden in a weird box, fixed with straps around his hips. To his horror he realized that there was something, an uncomfortable thing, placed in his butt. Metal clamps were hanging from his nipples and connected by a wire to a small black box, laying on his lap.

"What happened?" Frank babbled, looking around wildly and squirming in the vain attempt to free himself from the plastic handcuffs that were painfully stinging his skin. "Don't be so dense for Christ's sake. It sticks out a mile." Martin cried. "They did a number on us."

"But... where are Vanessa and Mindy?" Frank babbled, still drowsy. "Restart your snail brain you dick head. They were decoys..." Martin cried out in irritation.

Frank shook his head violently as if an annoying fly was buzzing around his head. "Oh... I can't believe it. Mindy likes me." Martin just rolled his eyes.

Martin, who had been conscious longer, did not fight, because he had enough time to get the feel of the handcuffs. He knew they wouldn't be able to escape from the restraints unaided. "Stop wiggling, this is no use." Martin yelled and Frank composed himself.

"I’ll put it in a way even you can understand... your Mindy is one of those who got us here." Martin added in calmer tone.

"I thought... they looked so desperate." Frank said, disillusioned.

"Just admit it, you were thinking with your dick. The whole story seemed far-fetched to me... The blow job training? Vagina training? And you just swallowed the bait whole, you idiot. It was so evident. But you just couldn't resist saving the damsel in distress... I told you so! Artemisia Angelis is a cunning bitch. It is you who got us into this mess... And wait until the boss finds out... we are goners. We are still talking, but we are in fact dead." Frank was silent for a moment, trying to wrap his brain around it, all the while Martin rambled on.

The vast concrete hall had low hanging claustrophobic ceilings and was fitted with linear fluorescent lights, which were emitting a low buzzing sound with the unpleasant cold, flickering light. It was almost empty, with an open-space tiled bathroom in one of the corners to which they sat closest. One of the walls was covered with mirrors, which upon closer inspection turned out to be sliding doors of a shelving unit.

"What is this place?" Frank wondered out loud. At that point they could hear echoing footsteps, amplified by the acoustics of the empty hall.

"Someone is coming!" Martin hissed.

The clicking sound betrayed a female in high heels. Another sound joined her shortly and, in the distance, Frank could distinguish the silhouettes of four women. Martin was sitting with his back to the door and anxiously interrogated Frank for details. Frank was near-sighted, embarrassed to wear glasses. He was used to orienting his vision by the body shape and the style of walking. He could instantly tell these were young women in figure-hugging clothes with flawless curves. It took him some time to make out the faces, but when he did, his eyes widened.


Chapter 6




It was quarter to ten in the morning when a modestly dressed maid offered to lead Cristine into the garden. Cristine checked her appearance in the mirror and had to concede that the long sleep did wonders. She looked as fresh as a rosebud. Quickly, she and the maid were making their way through a labyrinth of corridors, until Cristine was not at all certain how she would ever find the way back to her room again. The maid explained that all easily accessible rooms in the right wing were off limits and no one, not even the servants, were allowed to go there.

The interior of the manor was a stunning display of old antique furniture. The feel was very different than Atleigh's cosmopolitan apartment with its polished surfaces and minimalist design. These corridors were filled with old portraits in ornate golden frames, spanning back to at least the sixteenth century. The manor undoubtedly must have belonged to an aristocrat, Cristine thought when she was passed a grave-looking portrait of a gentleman in a curly mahogany wig, dressed in shiny black armor.

Passing the dining room and a parlor, Cristine entered the garden through a large window door. A beautiful, sheltered place, where velvety, low-cut grass invited an idle moment of daydreaming with a book, was just a stone’s throw away. White furniture was set out beneath a large dark red maple tree with a breathtaking view over the surrounding landscape.

An uncanny sight met Cristine's eye. Atalanta was sipping tea, dressed in a white frilly dress, her golden hair arranged in elaborate curls. She looked like the star of laundry detergent commercial, so markedly different to the heavy metal style Cristine was accustomed to.

Atleigh was standing few steps away, his back turned toward her, with one hand in the pocket of his vest. He was dressed even more formally than usual. From the distance he seemed to be silently contemplating the serene beauty of the Yorkshire nature. When Cristine moved closer, she realized he was talking on the phone. She overheard part of the conversation "... Did Artemisia really think that such a strategy might work? I can hardly believe she would be this thick... Sending such a young, inexperienced boy... But her time will be up soon, and the real fun will begin."

Atalanta who noticed Christine first, gave her a peculiar look. For a brief moment, Cristine thought she was not very happy to see her, but her expression instantly changed into one of enthusiastic joy. Atalanta stood up and walked to embrace Cristine. Wrapping arms around each other, both girls hugged longingly. Pressing their chests against each other, the memory of their erotic encounters came alive and they both began to melt in each other's arms as the moist sexual energy between their legs spurred their sexual instincts to hug each other more tightly.

"Wow, you look... different!" Cristine observed as she gently ran her fingers over the curve of Atalanta's hips. "Ah... this?" Atalanta chuckled. "Atleigh is so good to me, he wants me to find my own self, instead of the image my mother was trying to instill in me, so I'm trying different styles and outfits to see what makes me feel the best." Cristine didn't see how dressing like princess Diana on her wedding day would fix Atalanta's self-image, but she was so happy to see her she didn't want to hamper the good vibes between them.

"Atleigh is keeping me safe here. The air agrees with me and I'm far away from my criminal mother", Atalanta explained, sipping her rosehip tea. Atleigh joined them and bowed to Cristine.

"Atleigh told me about your rescue mission. I'm so grateful to you. You are always so brave!" Atalanta's lips were saying the right things and she was all smiles, but she didn't behave like her usual self at all.

"Not at all," Cristine waved her hand dismissively. "I was just so worried about you that I couldn't stand the idea something might have happened to you."

"I've heard about the horrific things Artemisia did to you and your poor mother." Atalanta's eyes were suddenly glistening with tears as she reached to Cristine and grabbed her hand, pressing it tightly. "How can I ever make up to you what she did..."

"It is not your fault, none of us can choose the family we are born into..." Cristine squeezed her hand back affectionately. "I guess your mother," Atalanta cringed upon hearing that title, "sorry... I mean, Artemisia... it seemed to me, though, that she always loved you dearly."

"Oh, did she? Or did she just use me for her own ends? Don't you realize? Ever since I was little, she was teaching me to use my body to manipulate men... She turned me into a prostitute... I fucked legions of men, most of them at her direct command." Cristine remembered the Catholic camp and how Atalanta fucked one of the priests and how Artemisia, with a lenient smile, called her a nymphomaniac.

"I'm so happy to be safe from her... here with Atleigh." Atalanta, whose left hand laid on the table, moved it in a reflexive gesture towards Atleigh's, who avoided her touch. Instead, he sprang up and walked away a bit, quietly distancing himself from the girls to fiddle with his cell phone.

"I really don't know what will become of us... She will find me, try to get rid of you and Atleigh. She will never stop until she gets what she wants." Atalanta rose and approached Cristine. She knelt at the side of her chair, looking up to Cristine with reverence. "My amazing cousin, always so brave. There is no one in the world whom I could trust more to have my best interests in mind. From now on, we will live here together. I promise, you will not regret it."

Atalanta leaned toward Cristine and wrapping her fingers in Cristine's hair and pulling her in closer to her face. Cristine felt she was being seduced by her cousin but felt it hard to resist her rising sexual attraction stimulated by the sweet scent of Atalanta's soft breath. "You care about me, I can tell...," Atalanta whispered enticingly into Cristine's ear. Then she looked Cristine deeply in the eye and Cristine clearly understood it as a promise of sex. "The three of us are perfectly suited for each other." Atalanta breathed dreamily. "Wait, till you learn...", Cristine waited for Atalanta to elaborate, but she didn't continue, because Atleigh was just coming back, wearing an amused smile.

"I just received the news that Artemisia sent your slave boy, Bernard, to infiltrate into the Marquis Media Headquarters. She apparently thought that he would be strong enough to resist the temptations of my employees." He grinned gleefully.

Cristine was flabbergasted. "Why on earth would she do such a thing, sending my Bernard there?"

"Well, I'm using my allies to lead her on false trail, and she swallowed the bait." Atleigh explained and approached Atalanta. "My dear, please excuse us." Atleigh said to her. "I don't want to bother you with details. We have more important things on our agenda." He smiled kindly at Atalanta and gave her a little wink. "See? It's ten o'clock. Time to get ready."

Atleigh helped Atalanta out of her chair and propelled her with his palm between her shoulder blades, back to the house. Atalanta looked a bit hurt, but she didn't dare to object. She gave Cristine a longing look and turned to leave. "Please get ready and wait for me at the car, I will be right there," Cristine heard Atleigh say. His tone was kind but uncompromising.

Cristine waited for Atleigh to return. Why was Atalanta so weird all of a sudden? The dress, the manners towards Atleigh... Cristine almost felt a pang of jealousy. They certainly seemed very intimate. Moreover, Atalanta apparently believed, that they would live at this remote country mansion, surrounded with sheep and manure, in this awkward threesome.

Atleigh walked briskly back and dropped to Cristine's feet. "My Mistress, I have news that will hopefully please you..." He wore a jubilant smile; an expression Cristine had never seen in him.

"The day of your vendetta is here!" Atleigh beamed.

"What do you mean?" Cristine asked.

"Artemisia is coming here. I gave her our location. She will be here in few hours."

"Cristine sprang to her feet. "What?! Why would you do such a thing?"

"Mistress, you don't need to say anything. I can tell what your heart desire. This is my gift to you, my Mistress."

Cristine clapped her hands together in a mock mirth. "How on earth is this a gift? Don't you realize what enemy we are facing? You of all people? She will try to get Atalanta back and probably kill both me and you!"

Atleigh looked taken aback. "What have I done? I thought that you would like to look her in the eye and tell her you know all about the murder of your mother..."

"I admit that I thought of confronting Artemisia ever since I learned the horrible truth..." Cristine said. "How could you be so reckless? Don't you know that when we hunted down Father Patrick, she brought with her an army of her slaves, now she has the power over the PM as well, how could you believe she will come alone?"

Atleigh placed his palms on her shoes and stroked them gently. "She was forced to accept certain stipulations in order for me to give her our location. I know how you yearn for revenge. After all, my life's purpose is to fulfill your wishes. Now you will have the fate of your mothers' murderess in your own hands."

Cristine was slowly coming to terms with the idea that Artemisia would turn up right here. Fear in her mind painted a most disturbing sequence of scenes in her mind. Atalanta, struggling wildly, carried into the car by Artemisia's sidekicks, Atleigh lying in a puddle of blood... But she shunned the intrusive thoughts, reminding herself that all of that still could be prevented, if she didn't lose her courage.

"I will face her. I'm not afraid... I just want to keep both you and Atalanta safe." Ever since getting it from Atleigh, Cristine was wearing her Lady Smith revolver concealed from plain sight in a shoulder holster. Her hand subconsciously sought it under the airy tunic she was wearing. "I will not let her. She will not walk out of this house alive, if she attempts to take Atalanta away.

"Maybe the world would be better off without her." Atleigh mused.

"I guess you are right. I need to think it through... But you must take Atalanta away. She mustn't know Artemisia is coming, she would be so agitated... Take her somewhere and return here before Artemisia does. She mustn't encounter Artemisia under the same roof of this house."

Atleigh nodded. "Atalanta has yearned to go to the city for some time now. I will take her there right away, as per your command. You won't be alone, there are four guards available to you anytime. They usually keep low profile, but they always are within hearing distance."

Cristine nodded. "Let's hope no intervention will be needed."

"Artemisia won't be here any sooner than in five hours... It is quite a journey from London." Atleigh added.

Cristine pointed towards the house. "Look, there is Atalanta. She seems to be waiting for you." Atalanta stood behind one of the windows. "Don't let her wait.” Atleigh smiled. “Don’t worry. I can be there and back ten times, before Artemisia arrives."




◆◆◆

Cristine watched the car with Atleigh and Atalanta disappearing over the green hill, the narrow road zigzagging over the green pastures. She was keeping a calm facade in front of Atleigh, but when they were gone, she ran her fingers through her mane of black hair, a movement she did whenever agitated. As distracted by the news as she currently was, she struggled to remember the way to her room.

How many times had she imagined revenging herself on her aunt? Now her fantasies could turn to reality... She knew she had to face the evil, just like back then when she vanquished Father Patrick. This time it was her own relative, but that must not stop her from doing what's right. Artemisia was a formidable adversary and Cristine knew that she had to elevate her wit and bravery if she was to prevail...

Cristine didn't feel like calling for the maid and instead wandered around the house, trying random doors. She walked around a large mirror and saw her reflection, for the first time in many hours. She looked confidently resolute and determined. She pushed her chest forward to bring her self-confidence up a notch. She needed to think clearly. Was Artemisia was coming to kill Atleigh and to get Atalanta? Let her try! As she examined her reflection, a glittering object caught her eye. She turned to explore, and found a key tag hanging from a key that was sticking out of a door on the opposite side of the hall.

Cristine got closer and saw it was a metal ring with the letters DRID. The golden plaque on the door also bore the DRID abbreviation. Cristine had no idea what the acronym meant. Curious, she cracked the door open to peep in. It was dark inside and she couldn't make out what she saw. Stealthily looking around, in case someone was watching, she squeezed herself through the door crack. She had the quickness of mind to take the key from the door, so that no one could lock her in. Just when she stopped to look around inside, she could hear footsteps in the corridor getting closer.




◆◆◆




Mistress Sakura walked into the kitchen. She quickly scanned the whole scene and soon realized what was going on. Aware they were trespassing on a number of house rules, all housemaids immediately froze, motionless, as if lightning had struck them where they stood. Some of them were caught squatting over Amanda and pissing on her face and couldn't at once stop the flow of urine, but as soon as they were done pissing, they jumped off of her and tried to clear themselves as far from Mistress Sakura as they could.

"You - come here." Mistress Sakura pointed at Amanda with the handle of her long whip. Amanda, shattered by the rough treatment, slowly and uncertainly crawled to Mistress Sakura, piss dripping from her face. Her pale skin was flushed, and her smudged eye make-up gave her a haunted expression. Her lower lip was trembling as she fell to her knees in front of Mistress Sakura. When she stopped to face the Mistress, there was a drop of piss on her nose.

Mistress Sakura measured her, a look of disgust for a fleeting moment transforming into smirking amusement. Amanda was puzzled. Would Mistress Sakura save her from this humiliating spree or would she join them and unleash the personal brand of sadism that she was known for?

"You four are behind this?" Sakura turned to the four kimonoed girls and her eyes were hard. Facing their Mistress, the girls' bossy manners miraculously disappeared and all instantly switched into their proper submissive roles. They hurried to take their assigned positions at her side, one step behind her, in a formation according to their rank. "I will deal with each of you later." Sakura hissed, without looking at them, but they knew this ominous statement was directed at them.

Amanda, still woozy from all that she went through in the last hours, did not know how they got to the Mistress Sakura's Queendom under the roof. She just followed the lead. It all seemed like a dream, or rather, a nightmare. Mistress switched to Japanese again and issued several commands in a stern voice. All the four girls gave Amanda a last nasty sneer and disappeared in the maze of paper panels, their shadows zig zagging until they were gone.

Mistress Sakura approached Amanda and took her chin, lifting it gently up. "My slaves will be severely punished for treating you like this, Amanda. I did not authorize any of what happened to you. They are not so easily tamed, the Japanese slaves... They may seem completely subordinated, but as soon as you look other way, their capriciousness resurfaces and their cruelness is unparalleled." Sakura took a moist towelette and softly patted Amanda's face until the traces of piss and dirt were gone. "Don't worry, nothing's going to happen to you now." Amanda, who was shattered to the core, received this comfort and the soothing treatment with gratitude, and even smiled a little. When she tried to speak, her voice cracked, and she cleared her throat. "Thank you..."

"No need to thank me. C'mon now, I have something for you, that I'm sure you will like." Mistress Sakura took Amanda's hand. Amanda hesitated; a seed of mistrust was still in her. What if this was just a game and Mistress Sakura took her to her chamber to beat the life out of her with the braided whip, still at her waist? Amanda hesitatingly followed as Mistress Sakura led her deeper and deeper into the paper panel maze.




◆◆◆




Frank, who sat facing the entry door, recognized all four of the girls. They were Vanessa, Mindy and the two girls who he saw in the cemetery when the Angelis' gang tried to capture Atleigh. Mindy smirked at them, and Vanessa approached them directly with a provocative smile on her face. They wore identical clothes - a uniform. But not that of a servant maid. Like evil enemy spies, they wore black boots that cracked on the stone floor and each of their tight shapely bodies were dressed in black leather pants with white shirts. Their breast mounds gently pushed out their tight-fitting shirts and the trousers fit snugly on their perfect round butts. Their clothing style displayed an unmistakable message that they were in charge, just as a prison guard over a captive. 

"Hi boys!" Vanessa sang out in in a melodious, condescending voice. She approached Martin, who was audaciously staring at her, daring her to come closer. "You will pay for fucking us over like this!" Martin hissed darkly, but Vanessa rotated her body to the side, drew her arm back and gave him a powerful head splitting slap. "Shut it!"

Mindy glanced at Frank evasively; apparently she was not as pleased with the new situation. He was sending her reproachful, hurt looks but she was studiously avoiding his gaze. She walked around the two bound males, so she didn't have to look at them and instead joined Samantha and Monica who stood a few steps away, watching with interest.

"It is inspiring to watch Vanessa's methods... At the Femdom University she kept to herself. Who could tell she had so much enthusiasm for subjugating the male worm," Monica remarked. Vanessa indeed seemed on top of her game, enjoying herself. Mindy nodded politely but her gaze was wandering about.

"What is this place?" Mindy whispered to the two girls, trying not to interfere with Vanessa's game by talking too loudly. Samantha leaned closer and whispered back. "The structure belongs to Mistress Olympia... This hall was used for many years to extort information of all sorts from the business partners of Mr. Genovese who failed to... collaborate."

"And who is this Mr. Genovese?" Mindy asked, trying in vain to recall ever hearing such a name.

"Don't tell me you never heard of him? Giovanni Genovese known as Luciano... doesn't it ring any bells?" Mindy shook her head. Monica snorted. Samantha drew Mindy even closer and gave her a conspiratorial look. "Well, he was one of the most powerful mob bosses in London. Olympia was his Mistress." Samantha giggled but then she got more serious. "She took over his business when he was found with a bullet in his head in his bathtub. There was oh so much blood when she found him..."

"Oh, here she comes!" Samantha turned around and they all saw her coming, her swaying step confident and sexy. "She is so... self-assured! I wish to be like her one day." Mindy breathed enviously. "Yeah, we all do." Samantha agreed.

Mistress Olympia arrived and smiled warmly at the girls, while she stood out of hearing distance from the two captives and observed Vanessa, who was currently twisting the clamps on Martin's nipples. She was also wearing an intimidating guard's uniform that was eerily reminiscent of the black Gestapo uniforms. Together with her long leather coat and high boots she made a positively jaw-dropping appearance. Even though Martin heard the rumors about the cruelty that members of the Xantippe's Club were capable of, he was immediately aroused by her dominance. Luckily, the box, in which is cock was placed, hid his state of mind.

Olympia scanned the two captives up and down, circling them in a lazy stroll, holding a cane in her hands, crossed behind her back. "Welcome to the realm of my good friend Luciano. I would like to show you all the wonders this peculiar place has to offer, but I regret to say we have very little time, so we will get straight to the point." 

"What do you want from us?!" Frank cried out in an agitated voice. His freaked-out brain was painting horrific pictures of torture that he feared he would be unable to withstand. Martin cursed the moment he got himself drawn into the mess by this fool... Frank looked formidable, but he was a softie. It was bad to be in a tight spot with him. 

"In case you don't know, my daughter is among those girls who were seduced and abducted by your boss, Atleigh Adwood."

"I will tell you nothing and neither will Frank!" Martin snapped defiantly but he was not sure about the latter. He thought that this perhaps could boost his morale.

"I offer you my full protection and a job if you give me the location where the girls are being kept."

"That's real nice of you Lady, but if we sing, our boss will find us and do us in before you can say 'squealing rat'." Martin quipped.

"Okay, while you are in no position to bargain with me, I will nonetheless make it a bit more attractive for you to help yourself from getting in deep trouble with me. Twice your wages and open access to my house maids, who you can fuck on your free evenings. How does it sound to you?" Martin and Frank looked petrified, just as if time had frozen. Frank's gaze wandered to Mindy, who was silently watching the interrogation, together with other girls.

"Pretty Lady, that's awful generous of you, but how am I supposed to fuck your slutty maids if I'm six feet under?"

"I have resources to protect you. Moreover, Atleigh Adwood will soon be wiped off the face of the earth like a filthy smudge from a mirror."

"I very much doubt that." Martin retorted skeptically.

"I will give you five minutes to think about it before I unleash my sirens on you. If you fail to comply, we will use all the tools in my box to get the information I need. After my girls are done with you, you will be emasculated, chipped as a numbered slave and used as a servant in the Xantippe's Club... so better choose wisely. It is all or nothing."

Turning towards Frank, she seductively asked, "And what do you think for yourself about my offer? Are you brave and strong, or as fearful as your friend"? As Frank began to speak, Olympia quickly lashed out with the cane from behind her back and cracked it across his bare thighs. Whack! Whack! Whack! Frank's eyes popped wide open as the loud sounds echoed in the chamber and the searing pain burned into his flesh. "Awrgh", was all he could wail repeatedly in response to her question. Olympia stood back and looked deeply, with no inclination towards mercy in her eyes and said, "I will give you time to talk about my offer with your friend. My Ladies' sadistic needs will be entertained, if you do not choose wisely".

Olympia turned on her heel and joined the girls. She took Mindy and Samantha under arm and led the group to the wall, which was covered with mirrors. She effortlessly slid the doors of the shelf system open, and a view of neatly organized torture instruments opened to the sight of girls and also to both men, who were sitting with their sides to the mirrored sliding doors. She was aware they were watching and was giving them nasty sideway looks. 

Martin wailed in desperation. It was enough to be in deep water, let alone with a slow-witted idiot. "Are you out of your mind?" Martin hissed as quietly as he managed. "Do you think that Adwood will let us live after we spilled the beans?"

Martin knew that it didn't matter a single bit whether it was Frank or himself who betrayed. Adwood would simply have them both killed. His own life depended on his persuasive skills at this very moment.

"But... she said..." Frank, who was reaching for straws was not so easily discouraged.

"Doesn't matter what she said, these witches are not to be trusted. Have you forgotten how the two bitches got us here in the first place? They knew we would be seduced by the prospect of sex and used it against us, unashamedly! And guess what? They will do it again!" Martin said.

Frank whimpered. The truth of Martin's words was dawning on him as Martin continued. "What do they care about us? They would get what they want and leave us high and dry. So, keep -- your -- mouth -- shut!"

Mistress Olympia had just concluded her inspection of the menacing collection of torture tools. She snapped on black latex gloves and headed to the two men, her walk had the easy stroll of a lioness sure of her conquest. Before she could open her mouth, Martin spat on the ground. "We won't tell you anything."

"Very well." Mistress Olympia gave them a charming smile. "My ladies will be pleased at your choice. We shall begin."




◆◆◆




Amanda had never been to Mistress Sakura's Queendom, which she kept very exclusive and private. Weaving through the narrow corridors of the panel maze, she wondered how all that space could fit into the attic, however large. Shortly they arrived at the sliding panel doors, which lead to an unremarkable bedroom of minimalist design. What immediately caught Amanda's eye was an elaborate spanking bench with various hooks, handles and loops, allowing Sakura to fix a sub in any thinkable position with ropes. The ropes in dark green, red and brown, were hanging on the wall. The velvety hemp coils were in superb condition, meticulously arranged and awaiting use in bondage again. Amanda was standing at the threshold, keeping her distance from the threatening piece of furniture. She was studiously avoiding looking at it, just in case her gaze induced Mistress Sakura to make her the next victim.

The normal room ceiling was missing and Amanda could see far above the beams into the open space below the roof. Mistress Sakura noticed how Amanda tilted her head, admiring the impressive woodwork of the nineteenth century joiners high above. She thought she noticed some rope hanging from winches in those rafters, probably used to string up some helplessly outstreched poor slave by his arms. "Breathtaking, right? I like a spacious interior and as a bonus, whenever I bring in a maid or slave for whipping, it serves as a deterrent for others, who hear the screams, because it is echoing all over the place..." Mistress Sakura smiled serenely. Amanda stood with her hands crossed on her groin and made infinitesimal jerk with her hands when whipping was mentioned. It wasn't lost on Sakura either, and Sakura continued. "...They will think twice before they violate my commands."

Amanda was still naked and shivered slightly. The attic was few degrees cooler than the lower floors of the Angelis Mansion, heated to pleasant 23 degrees Celsius throughout the year. The large, open space didn't keep warmth very well. Mistress Sakura, who wore a latex dress, didn't seem to mind. Noticing how Amanda shivered, she theatrically slapped her forehead, exclaiming: "Silly me, you are cold of course. Don't worry, you won't be cold any longer." Amanda's eyes opened wide. Here it comes. Sakura wants to give her a whipping, that would warm her up for sure...

Mistress Sakura strolled to the spanking bench, unbuckling the whip, fastened to her belt by two brass buckles. To Amanda's intense relief, she walked past it and opened a chest of drawers, laying the whip on top. She took a large casket made of wood, painted black with polished finish, decorated with Asian styled floral ornaments. It looked rather heavy. Amanda's training kicked in and she hurried to assist the Mistress.

"Take it, place it on the bed and look inside." Sakura said in kind voice, as if she was talking to a child, who is just about to open a box with a puppy in it. Amanda was still not entirely convinced what was Sakura's intent. She looked at her and her tone as well as the eye contact dispersed her worries. She slowly removed the lid, which wasn't hinged, and she set it aside. For a moment she squinted into the dark box, trying to make out what is she looking at. For a moment she thought it is a dead mole, wrapped in silk, but then she realized it was a satin black piece of garment with floral print and a black wig cut into a bob.

"This, my dear, is your new uniform." Sakura said and helped Amanda take it out. The box contained also matching shoes with low heels. Amanda looked at Sakura, puzzled.

"I'm giving you back the position as the Chief of house maids, Amanda." Mistress Sakura said, taking the kimono styled dressing gown out of the box. Amanda's mouth popped open. Lovingly handling the delicate fabric, Sakura swiftly flicked it to smooth out the creases. A smell of lotus softener filled Amanda's nostrils. "Oh, it smells heavenly," Amanda sighed, happy smile growing wider and wider on her face. Mistress Sakura was suddenly close to her and whispered, "wait till you feel the sensation of satin on your skin..." She slipped the sleeves on Amanda's shoulders and Amanda could smell Sakura's jasmine perfume as she got closer. The rich, floral heart with spicy undertones of nutmeg sent her libido into overdrive. 


"This is the finest satin, light as breath and smooth as minx fur. It's made by a small manufacturer in Kyoto." Amanda felt a thrill of pleasure as the material glided over her always perfectly shaved skin. "It will look so sexy on you. I know how you enjoy the touch of silk on your body... Your Mistress told me everything about you. I know what rings your bell and I will not hesitate to use it to make you so horny."  Sakura whispered, and gently but firmly pulled the belt around Amanda’s waist. Then she looked at her new housemaid, apparently pleased. She ran the palms of her hands over the flat tummy, the large breasts and round, feminine hips. The gown was opening lasciviously around Amanda's statuesque chest, making her body look several levels sexier than the same uniform on Mistress Sakura's female slaves. Looking directly into her eyes, Sakura's eyelids were heavy above the dark eyes and lips slightly parted in sensual smile. 

"Perfect. Now let's see how my new sissy slut will look when I put this on..." Sakura gently placed the wig on Amanda’s head and secured the straps on her temples for a perfect fit. Amanda, unable to contain her curiosity, looked for the mirror with her eyes. "No." Mistress Sakura shook her head. "First - the finishing touches. Sit down, right here." Sakura pushed her on a low stool and pressed the palms of her hands on her eyes. Amanda, who now felt confident enough to close her eyes, allowed herself to succumb to the pleasurable feelings of Sakura's touch. First Sakura's small hands massaged foundation to her skin, then, with a precision and assurance of a calligraphy master she applied the coal black eyeliner, mascara to her lashes, and finally a ruby red lipstick. Each touch thrilled Amanda to the core and Sakura was accompanying her procedure with sexy sighs and comments. "I know that being turned into a slutty housemaid, make up and all, is driving you crazy..." Amanda yearned for more and positioned her face so that the Mistress could access it more easily. "Yes, Mistress. Please turn me into a whore... I need to look the best for you and for the alpha males I'll serve..."

"There. Now you can look at yourself!" Sakura pulled Amanda up and led her to a tall mirror. Facing it, Amanda gasped. She looked like entirely different person. "Now, let's give you a new name. From today onwards, you will be called Ichika. It means one thousand flowers." Amanda reflexively touched her face and hair, immediately falling for the new, sexy identity. She felt amazing, like a sexy doppleganger of Lucy Liu in her hay day. But then her smile slowly faded as she remembered something. "But Mistress, what about Mistress Artemisia?"

Mistress Sakura didn't seem put off balance by Amanda's outspoken question. She seemed to expect it and smiled widely, using a tone of mock castigation. "What a curious little sissy you are! In fact, this is a letter I got from your Mistress, before she left for her mission." Mistress Sakura produced a letter, folded into a small square, that she wore in her bra. She gave Amanda impish look, and holding the squared piece of paper between the middle and index finger, she handed it to her. Amanda leaned closer and tried to take it, but Sakura withdrew her hand and laughed. "No. It is none of your business what two Mistresses share among them. You are just a cock sucker, foot licker and fucking sissy doll for Alphas." Amanda blushed, but the vulgar names Mistress Sakura described her with made her nipples go hard. "I can read it out loud for you." Sakura suggested playfully. Amanda covered the hem of Sakura's robe with kisses. "Please Mistress, please." Sakura smirked and read out loud.

Dear Sakura,

Thank you again for taking over the maid training of my Amanda. Mistress Ava, who fills for me whenever I'm away, made great progress with her training, and I'm confident that your methods will improve her even further. Ascribe to her any identity on the maid spectrum, feel free to do to her anything you like and enjoy. To help you exploit her even better, I provide some hints.

She is trained to provide all sorts of sexual services to males and females. Please don't forget to milk her every week, it keeps her libido up. If you milk her properly, she will be obedient and willing to serve around the clock. Mistress Ava was using my bull Fernando to train her in deep throat. She still fights to overcome her gagging reflex. Please, work on that further. You will certainly have good fun watching.

But most of all, use her to your own pleasure and satisfaction. Her tongue is trained to provide a very satisfying clitorial massage... If you don't have time to use her yourself, just bring in your friends. She needs to practice a lot to stay in top form! 

"Yada, yada, yada... Too long to read out loud... You get the picture." Mistress Sakura took the letter and folded it carefully, putting it into her bra again. "Your Mistress and I agreed that you will adopt a new identity, in order to serve me better."

"From now on, you are Itchika. I hereby accept you into my service." Putting her boot on a stool, Mistress Sakura pointed at it. "Kiss my boot to prove you're eager to serve me. To be my maid and the willing fuck doll for all the males I order you to." Itchika dropped to her knees and covered Sakura's high, black boots with kisses. Her sissy clit was throbbing in the pink prison. The kinky contents of Artemisia's letter greatly aroused her and the idea being the cock sucking slut for Sakura made her hard as nails. "Itchika thanks you, Mistress, for the new identity... And for saving her from the ravages of the insane maids."

Sakura smiled generously. "You better say thank you by showing me what you can do with your tongue..." Sakura produced a thin pink leather collar. Itchika held her black hair up, so that her Mistress could snap it on. Pulling on the ring on the collar, Sakura sat to an armchair and gently pulled Itchika between her legs. She had neatly styled, heart-shaped pubic hair. Itchika sighed, Mistress' sex looked and smelled divine. She was getting all dizzy... How could she misjudge Mistress Sakura so completely? There wasn't a trace of her sadism. She was as sensual as Itchika could hope for.

Itchika gently traced the sensitive areas of Mistress Sakura's thighs with her tongue. Sakura closed her eyes and lifted her arms up, resting them comfortably on the high back of the armchair. As Itchika was getting nearer and nearer to the Mistress' clitoris, her breath was getting deeper, and she sighed. "You will assist me when I have sex with my lover today. I cannot wait for him to arrive... I'm so needy for sex I cannot even wait. Oh..." Mistress Sakura moaned lustily when Itchika flicked her swollen, throbbing clit with her tongue.

"When we are done fucking, after he has brought me to my own wrenching orgasm, my lover will pull out and ejaculate into your mouth, and you will swallow the semen like a good girl." Itchika was getting crazy with horniness, the picture of Mistress Sakura getting laid by a ripped bull and the maddeningly thrilling idea of his penis, still covered with juices of her vagina, pumping all his semen into her lusty mouth... The idea invaded her imagination, and ever since she could not stop thinking of it. Mistress Sakura, her eyes firmly closed, was apparently imagining the scenario as well, because she was fast nearing her orgasm.

Just when she was on the brink of her orgasm, the panel doors soundlessly slid to the side. Neither Mistress Sakura neither Itchika noticed. It was only when a large shadow dropped on Sakura's face that they noticed there was someone watching the captivating scene.




◆◆◆




Cristine, still in the dark room, heard the approaching steps. She ducked and fell into a large, soft heap of fabric. The room was pitch dark and she had no idea where she was. Waiting, with her breath held, she listened to the steps getting closer and closer. She could tell by the style of walking and the sound of clapping heels it was a woman. Was it the maid? It definitely didn't sound like it; the steps were too confident. Finally, the person arrived at the door... And passed it, walking further, the echoing steps slowly dying away.

Her pulse slowly getting back to normal, Cristine waited until she felt safe to emerge from her hiding place. Rolling out of the cluster of fabrics, she scrambled to her feet and fumbled on the wall for a switch. She turned on the lights. Her eyes took a while to adjust, but she quickly realized she was in a large, walk-in closet full of what looked like a theater costumes. There was a vanity table with light bulbs, racks with dozens and dozens of men’s' and women’s' outfits and on the wall-shelves were wigs perched on styrofoam heads.

Cristine walked among the things, touching the diverse materials, wondering at the purpose of this fully equipped wardrobe in the remote country manor. Was Atleigh into theater? She wouldn't be surprised if this large house had its own theater hall... She imagined Atleigh as Mefistofeles and smirked. Yes, that would definitely work.

Approaching the vanity table, Cristine noticed a black wig, meticulously combed, a little case with colored contact lenses, a bottle with perfume and a showy walking stick with lion head on top, hanging by the handle on the table.

Cristine grabbed the perfume and smelled the cap. She froze, just as if lightning struck her. Her expression was completely blank, but her mind was racing. The ambary, balsamic fragrance... At once the memories started to interconnect, the events were at once linking with great speed in her mind. The vetiver cologne, the unease she felt whenever encountering the smell. How stupid she was, how incredibly dumb... How could she miss what was right in front of her? She pushed the walking stick away and it dropped with a thud into the chair, because she suddenly felt very faint.


Chapter 7




An alpha stud in a smart business suit was standing behind the panel door. He was viewing the scene of Sakura moaning with her legs spread wide, as Itchika lavished her swollen lips and clit with incessant teases of worship from her slave tongue. The bulge on the guy’s tight trousers was clearly visible even in the dim light of Sakura's bedroom. Sakura’s body was writhing on the bed as she leaned against armrests. Her arms above her head, she was immersed in the pleasure licks from the maid, whose black head was rising up and down as her skillful tongue worked on her pussy. If he were not so disciplined to be respectfully obedient to Sakura, he would have moved on top of her and pushed himself inside. Only when a shadow dropped on Mistress' face, did Sakura notice that her lover, a handsome, tall Asian with muscled features and ripped abs was watching the sexy scene. She didn't change her posture and did not ask Itchika to stop. Instead, she took care to make the spectacle even more inspiring for him. Her sighs and moans were getting deeper. Her lover was watching, entranced. She wanted her body to edge closer and closer to a shattering shaking wet orgasm.  Soon, she fell deeper and deeper into the reality of its consuming selfish pleasure.

When Sakura woke from the trance, she gestured for the man to come closer. "Haruto, my boy, fly right to me." He was at her side instantly. He gave Itchika a fright, being so occupied as she was with her service, she didn't notice the man to appear at all. Sakura adopted a comfortable position in the arm chair, one of her legs negligently under her, so that Haruto had a comfortable view of her slick pussy, dripping saliva and sweet juices. She produced am elegant slim cigarette out of a decorated case and started to smoke, a ritual she did after every orgasm.

"Haruto, meet my new sissy slut - Itchika." Sakura imperiously pointed at a stool and Itchika, her mouth all messy after the oral service, climbed on top of it. "Please feel free to look at her. She is trained for a good pounding with a large cock such as yours. She is available to you anytime. Obviously, she will obey when I order her to be fucked by you. You can do it into any of her willing holes." Sakura said and looked at Itchika to see if her words had any effect on her. Haruto looked interested. He slowly walked around Itchika, noting especially the majestic boobs. He touched them over the silky gown and then dived his fingers into the crease between them, weighing her boobs in his hands.

"Hmmm... looks like a robotic fuck doll, only real," he observed. "Right? The boobs are waiting only for you to cum on them." Sakura said, pulling self-indulgently on the cigarette. "She looks great, but I don't fancy shemales, to be honest. I came for something much much better." Haruto said and left Itchika standing there on the stool while he squatted next to Sakura's armchair. He gently stroked her inner thigh until he got to her pussy. "You are so wet and prepared... let me have your gorgeous sweet pussy now, I'm ready..." She didn't shy away from his touch and relaxed into his advances. "I feel like enjoying this..." He slowly delved two fingers into her vagina and leaned forward to kiss her, slowly fucking her with his fingers. She grabbed his chin and pushed him few centimeters away. Staring into his eyes, she slowly breathed out the smoke into his face. "You know that you get this pussy only when I say you will... aaah..." she moaned as he started to massage her G-spot. "Oh... you know how to do this so well..." But then Sakura recollected and playfully pushed his hand away. "I have something much better in mind."




◆◆◆




"Girls, Mistress Artemisia just texted me fresh instructions. I'm going to make some arrangements. You four have fun. I will be back." Mistress Olympia removed herself from the scene and left Vanessa, Mindy, Samantha and Monica alone with the two tied men.

Martin looked up and scanned the ceiling. There was a camera right above the place where the chairs were. She was surely watching. Splitting in pairs, Vanessa and Samantha approached Martin and the other two girls slid over toward Frank.

Martin suddenly felt a low buzzing vibration in his groin. A little device kicked in, first engulfing his floppy cock and then developing a stimulating suction. Martin finally realized what the mysterious box was for. It was a remotely controlled masturbator. It was probably operated by Olympia from another room. Martin was thinking. Do they actually want to masturbate me continually until tell them all I know? He laughed out loud and spoke sarcastically to the camera. "Serve yourself, if you think that satisfying me will make me change my mind, by all means go ahead." Vanessa and Samantha both giggled. They did not seem discouraged by his scorn.

"Let the show begin." Olympia's voice sounded from the speaker attached to the camera. Samantha, who clearly longed to hear the command, started to slowly strip in front of him. Martin was relishing the sight, taking in her delicious figure, her slender body with youthful breasts... One button at a time, she was opening her blouse, swaying her hips, stroking her body, and keeping intense, seductive eye contact the whole time. Having his cock worked upon by an invisible hand and watching the sexy girl dancing a strip tease was doing wonders. The masturbator was increasing its speed. He was feeling very horny within minutes. The stroking, accompanied with intense suction gave Martin intense pleasure.

Judging from the sighs and moans Frank was letting out, he too was undergoing the same treatment. Was this it? Are they going to tease us and hope we disclose all we know? Well, they have another thing coming, Martin thought. He was starting to enjoy the whole situation. After all the two girls were here at this point to inspire erotic thoughts, to make him hornier than he ever was. "Let's see what you got. I can last for hours like this." Martin boasted.

Vanessa leaned closer and whispered: "Oh, what a pity your cock is closed in the box, I'd like to take it into my mouth and give it a nice... deep... warm and slippery blowjob." Martin turned his head towards her, and he used her momentary proximity to give her a deep wet kiss. She returned his kiss passionately, stroking his chest as she did. When they parted, he said, "I want to fuck you again, bitch. Fuck you really hard." Vanessa purred into his ear "My pussy is yours, do you want to taste it?" She shoved a finger into her pussy and offered it to him to smell and lick. He hungrily sucked her fingers. Her juices smelled and tasted so good it almost made him climax. Almost.

The masturbator was increasing its tempo. Vanessa joined Samantha, who started to strip off her uniform as well, first by unbuttoning her shirt until her slender, beautiful young boobs were shining in the strong light of the fluorescent lamps. The two girls started to kiss each other and explore each other's body with lustful sighs. Martin was already feeling that he might cum anytime. "Oh, for Christ's sake, come closer..." he breathed. They came to him, Samantha offered him her nipples to kiss and suck and he lustily kissed and sucked on her chest as much as his tied hands allowed. Vanessa was again whispering into his ear. "When we free you, you will be able to fuck us both, think of cumming on these pretty titties ..." Martin's thoughts were drifting to the fantasy of fierce fucking, him firmly holding the sides of Samantha and thrusting powerfully into her while Vanessa was pleading for him to fuck her too... These fantasies made him so aroused, he was ready, ready to cum. He firmly closed his eyes and tried to cum. But when he actually attempted to, he couldn't get over the edge. Perhaps he could still get even hornier, he thought, but his frustration was quickly going up.

"I want to cum into you, little bitch." He demanded, flexing his fists in the handcuffs. Vanessa just gave him a smoldering look and offered her beautiful slender neck for his ferocious kisses. She looked up at the camera and a little blue light flickered three times. She was good to go. Mindy and Monica were clearly in a similar stage with Frank, who, surprisingly, was more resilient to their teasing than Martin was.

With a few well aimed moves Vanessa removed the box that was masturbating Martin's cock. "Will you remove the thing from my butt too?" Martin asked. He wasn't particularly fond of anal stimulation, and he felt the plug, or whatever it was, filling him in and holding him back. The girls pretended not to hear his request and he forgot about the discomfort of the plug as soon as Samantha joined Vanessa in a teasing exploration of his body while stroking his rigid cock. Yet again he experienced the overwhelming urge to cum... his arousal was going up and up, but then for some reason the climax didn't happen. This was definitely disorienting. What was going on? His forehead and palms started to perspire.

"...Oh no, Vanessa, you cannot keep him all for yourself. You need to learn to share." Samantha purred sexily. Vanessa wasn't concerned with the reprimand in the least and instead gave Samantha a deep, wet kiss. When they parted, Samantha said in a playful voice: "Let's see what you've got." She toyed with his erect cock, stroked the smooth head, then leaned down and traced the full length of his cock with her tongue. "Mmm... such a big cock and it tastes sooo good too. I can envision how it would stretch me open... oh... I want you to cum inside me." She started to pump his penis rapidly with her hand. He was so horny he no longer felt like prolonging his orgasm. Martin was trembling with the effort to cum, it was getting more and more obvious that there is something wrong with his ability to cum.

"What is going on, why can’t I cum?" Martin wondered. Samantha gave him a look full of care and concern, her eyes wide naively. "What do you mean? Can't you? I want you to cum into us both." She cooed and licked his ear, sitting astray on his lap, massaging her clit on the head of his penis. Vanessa climbed on the armrests of the chair and Martin was at once staring at her pussy. Having one pussy brushing on his cock and another right in front of him made his cock twitch so much. He wanted to cum. Right now! Perhaps if his cock was inserted deep within one of the girls he could cum after all...

"I want to cum right now, who's first?" Martin breathed. Another three blue flickers on the camera. "Oh, but you already fucked him back in Frank's place, now it's my turn", Samantha demanded, and Vanessa pouted seductively, but hesitatingly conceded. She grabbed his erect cock and with her other hand using her juices to lubricate the head. Then she teasingly let his member glide inside her. It was big for her vagina and her pussy stretched to accommodate the sheer size. "Ooooh..." she moaned as she let his cock in up to the base. He was going wild, there was no need for him to get aroused any more than he was, the frustration was agony, he already wanted to cum so badly... She started to coil herself like a snake, squirming on him and fucking him slowly at first, then faster, her hips moving in dancing motions up and down his shaft.

Out of nowhere Olympia appeared. Martin didn't see her arrive; he only noticed just as she stood right next to him. "You pathetic fool, you have a device in your anus that keeps you from ejaculating... You will never cum unless I give my permission." In the haze of perpetual arousal and growing frustration he heard those words. Samantha was fucking him furiously and it was quickly turning into pure torture. "What?" he sighed, "I need to, I must climax, I can't take it any longer."

"Say what I want to know, and you will cum right now." Olympia whispered.

"No..." Martin protested. Olympia snapped fingers and Samantha exchanged places with Vanessa, who was fresh and ready to subject him to even more intense fucking. With his cock deep inside, she began grinding her pelvis against him like a machine and making sounds that would make any man in the world explode in orgasmic pleasure. Pathetic Martin, whose sweat was streaming down his temples, still couldn't find his release. She was fucking faster now, more furiously, her tits jumping. This couldn't be borne any longer. He had never experienced edging that was this extreme. At those other times when he wanted to let go, he could release his orgasm. This endless edging was torture beyond his control... every time the svelte vixen riding him gripped his cock with her vagina and squeezed him, he could not bring himself to blissfully cum. He was at the edge and then the whole teasing rise started again toward an unfulfilled orgasm. This was worse than any ruined orgasm.

"Say it. Give me the address and you will cum right now."

"Ooooh... no.... Dammit..." He cried out, his teeth firmly clenched. "I can't... I can't anymore... Crescent Drive 39 in London... the old factory."

Olympia laughed. "Good boy!" Vanessa stopped her furious fucking at once, slipping down off Martin's lap, she tweaked his clipped nipples sadistically and spat in his gaping mouth. They all turned away from him, about to leave.

"Wait!! What about my cumming? You promised!" Martin shouted.

"Dear, you will learn that under my roof males never, ever cum. But there will be plenty time for you to learn that as a submissive worm at the Xantippe's Club." Olympia laughed gleefully as she was walking away flanked by all the girls.

"Please, stop! I will do anything!" Martin begged.

Olympia stopped and slowly turned on her heel. "Well, perhaps there is one thing you could earn you orgasm with..."

"... anything, Mistress. Please!" Frank joined the frantic pleas.

Mistress Olympia smirked. "Alright then."




◆◆◆




Recovering from her shock, Cristine hastily arranged the ruffled costumes she knocked off their hangers when trying to hide. She carefully placed the walking stick on the original place, precisely as it was. Tip toeing away, she placed the key back into the keyhole and hurried as far as she could, away from the room that disturbed her so.

She hadn't the slightest idea where she was going and how she ended up in her room. Not looking left or right, she stumbled into the bathroom, locking herself in. She washed her face with the cold water and that helped her to ground herself. She leaned on the wall and slowly, inch by inch, was moving down to the floor, until she was sitting on the cool surface of the marble tiles. The cool sensation was bringing her fast to her old rational self.

It was Atleigh all along... The wig, the lenses, the walking stick, white leopard fur and the smell of vetiver cologne... It all dawned on her. The lawyer for the Angelis family, Henry Hemsworth? That was him! She recalled the unnatural pitch-black hair and his eyes that reminded her of a dead fish, that was all just part of the costume... How could she not notice? The man gave her goose bumps, her sixth sense was telling her back then that there was something uncanny and bewildering about him.

Cristine was replaying the whole visit to her grandfather's lawyer and notary in her head. She recalled him apologizing for wearing gloves, making excuses about a skin condition. He probably was just hiding the prison tattoos on his hands, which would undoubtedly have given him away. The way he moved, the mannerisms, the peculiar articulation during his speech... what an actor he was!

The old eccentric guy, whom she met at the Slave Auction in the Angelis Mansion, the one who stared at her so intently, that was him as well. She would recognize that leopard fur anywhere... and if there was any doubt remaining, the walking stick just proved it beyond the shadow of a doubt.

But why? Why would he pretend to be Henry Hemsworth? It just made no sense at all... She arranged her hair in the mirror, drew a few deep breaths and walked out of the bathroom. She had to confront him and find out as soon as he and Atalanta return from the town.

About to leave the room, Cristine noticed a bundle of leather-bound books tied with a red velvet ribbon, perched on top of the blanket. Did Atleigh leave them there when she was gone? In few long strides she crossed the room and took possession of the books. She untied the ribbon and spread the books on the brocade bed cover. When she opened one of them, her hand shot up to her mouth. The title page read the Diary of Persephone.


Chapter 8




Mistress Sakura and her lover Haruto were walking down the stairs, leaving the Queendom behind. Mistress Sakura had changed into a dark blue business suit with a pencil skirt and high-heeled shoes of matching color, her hair arranged in a bun. They looked good enough to model for an Asian commercial on fancy diamond jewelry. Itchika was trotting behind them. She wore the same wig and make up Sakura chose for her, but her clothes were also changed. Travelling with them in her secretarial service role she wore a very revealing red satin blouse, hopelessly tight over her boobs and a short black skirt hiked above the knees. Her attire was completed with black net stockings and shiny red four-inch-high stiletto heels.

"Come, my assistant. You have important work to do." Sakura spoke in a business-like manner, not bothering to relinquish her usual authoritative tone.




"Yes, Ms. Director!" Itchiko sped up to keep the pace, but her heels were very high for swift walking. Yet, she was determined to fulfill Mistress Sakura's scenario for the planned role play with Haruto and Mistress to the T.

"You will first introduce Mr. Takahashi into my office, and make us coffee. Then you will assist at the meeting."

"Yes, Ms. Director." Itchika nodded compliantly.

Finally, they arrived at stately doors in the main corridor on the first floor. The golden plaque stated, "The Office — Artemisia Angelis." Mistress Sakura walked right up to it and snapped her fingers. "Assistant, open the door for me."

There was a code panel at the side of the door. Itchika, who held Sakura's business briefcase, hesitated for a moment. Only she and Mistress Artemisia knew the code. Inside the room, she expected, her promised orgasm awaited... She recalled what Mistress Sakura's said about the role play. "It must be in an office setting to make it believable. Oh... yes! Artemisia's office... that’s it! You have a code, don't you? It turns me on just to imagine how we much we will fuck right on her desk!" But Amanda's training, instilled in her by Mistress Artemisia was blocking Itchika from entering the code. It took some brain work to circumvent the roadblock. Itchika remembered, that Mistress Artemisia charged Mistress Sakura with running her house. She expressed explicitly in the note, that she trusts her more than anyone else under the roof... Itchika was feeling more and more distanced from her former identity and Owner. In her inner dialogue she almost called Artemisia her "former" Owner. Wasn't Sakura de facto her current Owner? After all that had passed between her and Sakura, after the incident with maids from whom she saved her, she could envision that quite easily...

What if Mistress Artemisia was not coming back? Suddenly this idea did not seem so unimaginable... Itchika would be living under the heel of Mistress Sakura, as the chief of house maids that she used to be, but she would finally be able to cum! Mistress Artemisia never granted her that privilege. Mistress Sakura did not push it. She waited for Itchika's inner struggle to subside. She winked complicitly at Haruto, who was curiously measuring Itchika, scratching on the back of his head, looking doubtful. But Sakura looked confident about her sway over Itchika’s obedience. Finally, she typed in the code and the doors clicked open. Itchika held it wide open for her new Owner and her lover as they both confidently walked in to assume their roles.

"Mr. Takahashi, please take a seat at the table. My assistant will take care of you." Sakura pointed towards a guest's chair. She herself sat back into Artemisia's reclining chair and put her legs on the table for Haruto Takahashi to admire. Itchika put Sakura's briefcase on the table and then moved right to his side, offering him coffee. A kitchenette was just over the corridor and Itchika excused herself to prepare the refreshments. She busied about getting sparkling water for "the Director, Sakura" and coffee and whiskey for "the business partner, Mr. Takahashi". She didn't forget to prepare an assortment of Scottish shortbread biscuits. Mistress Artemisia was so fond of them, she kept extra stores on hand, ready to offer to every guest who arrived at her office. Remembering this detail gave her a pang of remorse, but it was just a flash of the moment. Her tingling sissy clit reminded her immediately what was important. After all, if she played her part superbly, she would have her long denied orgasm. 

Scuttling back into the room, Mistress Sakura was pretending to discuss important business matters with Mr. Takahashi. She teasingly leaned over her table so that he could gaze at her cleavage. He seemed anxious to get to the next stage. "Mr. Takahashi, feel free to use the complimentary services of my assistant to get into the mood for signing this deal." Haruto snapped his fingers. Itchika didn't hesitate a second, as she quickly put the tray on the table and crawled under the table, to unzip Haruto's trousers. Crouching under the table, she couldn't see a thing, besides his cock, which was already rock hard with a shiny head. She first tickled the frenulum with her tongue and then took a deep breath, before slowly engulfing it with her lips and hugging it with suction in her mouth, as tightly as her muscles allowed. Inch by inch, she was pulling it in as deeply as she could muster. She could hear Mistress Sakura handling some papers, pushing them here and there on the table, but she didn't pay any attention. What mattered now was to satisfy Haruto, so that she could earn her own orgasm. Soon he was sighing. Remembering her sissy secretary role play instructions, she focused on giving pleasure as she worked hard with her head bobbing up and down.

Mistress Sakura cleaned the papers from the table into her briefcase. Itchika was getting dizzy, running out of breath as she tried to deep throat him to the best of her ability. As she held his shaft in her hands near the balls, he rolled his chair back while holding Itchika’s impaled head on his cock, forcing her to move on her knees as he moved his chair back. She now knelt in front of Haruto, sitting in the chair with his hands pushing her head down fully over his cock. Moaning for a moment, he then stood up and grabbed Itchika’s head with two hands so that he could control it as he face-fucked her mercilessly, violently shoving his bulging cock deep into her neck. When he tired of ramming his cock forward into her open skull, he stood still with legs apart and moved Itchika’s head back and forth over his jutting cock. Eventually she started to gag and cough. Mistress Sakura laughed. "Excuse my assistant, she is too young and not well-versed in the art of a sublime blow job."

"Never mind that, I'm hard as rock now. Let's seal our business deal now, Ms. Director," Haruto breathed. Sakura rolled up her pencil skirt and sat on the edge of the table, her legs spread wide. She curled her finger to call Itchika over to prepare her. Itchika’s abused face had tears and mascara running down her cheeks and a gaping mouth that was all fucked up with the contours of lipstick smudged around her mouth and swollen lips. She eagerly dived down to lubricate Mistress Sakura's pussy. Sakura didn't need much worship, as she was already aroused by watching Haruto's grunting while he face-fucked Itchika.

Sakura, wet and ready, pulled Haruto closer to her by the scruff of his neck, maintaining control of the situation as Haruto yielded to her dominant treatment. She pulled his head with her hand full of hair to steer him toward the bed.  Intoxicated with her Feminine power, he sighed deeply as she pulled him between her legs and impaled herself on his cock. She coiled her hands around his neck and soon they were in a full ride, grinding their genitals in unison, forgetting completely about their “assistant”. Itchika knelt at their side, insane with lust, watching the passionate fucking couple. They soon changed positions. Sakura grabbed Haruto’s hair at the neck and twisted his head sideways like a horse to steer him to the ground on his back and put herself on top of him. Placing her hands on his chest for support she gripped his nipples while she was riding him, her hips swaying in an alluring pulsing rhythm. This on top fucking position, combined with the cruel nipple teasing, was perfect for her to enjoy pleasure waves of orgasmic edging since she knew Haruto was well trained not to cum even at her selfish assault on his fuck-toy body. Itchika stared, hypnotized by Mistress Sakura, who was enjoying sex without scruples, freeing the wild Goddess buried within. Itchika was painfully aware that a sissy like her would never ever fuck like that again. But the voyeuristic pleasure of seeing her Owner enjoying such a divine pleasure was making her even more aroused. Soon Sakura screamed in orgasmic bliss and Haruto, trained not to cum unless asked to, was dutifully holding back. Itchika could tell by watching his face, that the urge to cum into Sakura almost prevailed for a moment, but he knew better than to infuriate the dangerous woman and pulled out with his cock, which was throbbing ferociously from the service fuck and denial that was required of him.

Mistress Sakura, satisfied, rolled to her side and breathed heavily. When her eyes opened from the trance, she said to Itchika: "Now it is your turn, sissy." Haruto remained laying on the carpet and Itchiko crawled toward him. Her moment was drawing near... Only minutes were keeping her from the sweet moment of her own pleasure. Sakura, gave Haruto wet kisses, as she murmured seductively: "Now I want to see how you ejaculate on her face and humiliate that beta sissy with what an alpha male is entitled to have." Haruto took his cue.

“Itchika, bring a pillow for your Mistress’s head.” Sakura rolled over on her back, pulled her legs up and spread them apart at the knees, while Itchika placed the pillow comfortably under her neck. “Now get a small one for yourself and stretch out on your back with your head up between Mistress Sakukra’s feet.” Haruto then knelt over Itchika’s frame and positioned himself over her head. He knelt tall and looked forward at Sakura’s deliciously sexy body splayed out before him. “Sissy, you may now start licking my balls and shaft. Show your devotion before Mistress Sakura. Entertain her with your service to me. Get me slippery wet with your sissy slave mouth juices and make me cum as Mistress commands!”

Itchika licked up and down on Haruto’s shaft, flicking her tongue at the head of his cock and then she sucked his balls. Haruto’s cock became increasingly rigid. Itchika craned her neck to keep servicing Sakura’s lover with increasing intensity. 

Haruto was reaching his first level of edging pleasure. He told Itchika to reach up and gently squeeze his tender nipples to add another element of sweet pleasure. “Stop licking me and open your mouth.” Haruto grabbed his engorged shaft and began stroking it with his right hand. Thanks to the liberal amount of slave lubricant, he found sliding up and down immensely pleasurable. Itchika opened her mouth and focused on pleasuring his nipples with her fingers.

Haruto’s body was now stiffening, his six-pack abs cutting across his stomach as the ripples of his right arm muscles revealed their alpha strength with the intensity of each cock stroke. He was moving faster and faster now. Sakura looked down at her two obedient subjects between her legs and was turned on again. She reached forward to rub her fuck-swollen pussy in order to satisfy her reignited burning lust.

Haruto began to moan that unmistakable erotic sound of no turning back. He pumped harder and harder, while Sakura aggressively massaged herself. When Sakura began moaning also, Haruto lost it and screamed in pleasure. His powerful ejaculation shot jets of sticky white cum onto the sissy’s face and into her gaping mouth. Sakura upon seeing the goo spurt endlessly from Haruto began to shudder simultaneously in the moment with her slave lover. She rode the pleasure of her spasms and stretched them out to enjoy the deeply erotic visual playing out before her legs. This role play had gone very well, and she winked knowingly at Haruto as her eyes closed in the blissful afterglow of a divine orgasm. 

"Now, dear Mr. Takahashi, it is time for a nice dinner. I know just the right place to review the details of our transaction..." Mistress Sakura and Haruto were putting their clothes on again. Itchika, who was patiently waiting, her face still covered with messy white sperm, looked bewildered. Both lovers, were at ease and relaxed in a post-coital chat while laughing. When they were fully dressed, they headed to the door. Itchika summoned her courage and asked in a small voice: "Mistress, please, what about my orgasm?"

Mistress Sakura looked directly into her eyes, her gaze stern. Then she measured Itchika from head to toe, contemptuous grin spreading on her face. "Do you realize what you are? You are just a pathetic sissy in a pink chastity cage. The likes of you never get an orgasm. Never. You will always be crawling under my bed, grateful and happy that you could facilitate my satisfaction. Now go and clean your face, you whore. Be happy I'm in such a good mood. I’d slap your ungrateful face, but it is a disgusting mess.  Next time you will get caned until you cry like a baby, if you give me such an attitude." They walked out of the door, Haruto laughing at Itchika's expense. With a bang of the closing door, they were gone.




◆◆◆




Cristine's fingers trembled as she untied the ribbon wrapped around the Persephone's diaries. These were her mother's diaries, starting from several years before she was born until March 2003. Gently handling the leather-bound little books, she examined them. What struck her as peculiar was that the collection included the volume she read in Artemisia's office back in the Angelis Mansion. How on earth did Atleigh get them for her?

Cristine swiftly turned through the pages, skipping feverishly from one volume to another, her thirst to know all felt almost physical. She was mere moments from satisfying years of curiosity, uncertainty and doubts that were constantly running in the back of her mind... The collection of diaries was more than she could possibly hope for. She opened one of the volumes at a random place and read:

12th February 2002

A party in Bethnal Green. Today we secretly attended another of the fetish parties. Father is abroad on business. I'm always trembling all over when we creep out of the house to escape poor Ms. Donsby. Artemisia has nerves of steel... If it wasn't of Artemisia, I would never stir from the house. I wouldn't ever dare to violate our father's commands on my own. But when we are together, I feel like a daredevil... the thrill of being out on our own is beyond amazing. Roaming around makes me feel so adventurous! Even though at first, I was very shy, I'm starting to really enjoy the world of kink!

This time it was a theme party, dedicated to rain wear. The transparent rain wear is all the rage at the moment. I didn't feel up to it to go fully transparent, but Artemisia did, of course. She sported it with such a swagger. I would blush like crazy, but not Artemisia. Her nipples, her sex could be clearly seen under the dress. I admire her self-assuredness...

She was taking part in the show - she is quite the exhibitionist. She was showcasing her skill with a long whip. She is capable of killing a fly with the whip like a cowboy. I find this exhilarating and it makes quite the impression on people. She is able to create quite elaborate pictures on the backs of submissive pain sluts by using the whip. Ingenious! She receives the humble display of affection from the submissive males like an Egyptian goddess. I'm getting into it, gradually... some day I hope to be as good a Dominant Lady as she is.

I now have a slave myself, would you believe it? Me of all people! He is a shy boy roughly the same age as I am. I took him to the party, and he was serving me drinks, massaging my feet... it felt really good... Artemisia swears by the power of corporal punishments, but I still struggle with hurting anyone, even if it's for the thrill - his or mine...

My toy and I had the most amazing Femdom evening. He was licking my sweaty feet clean and then I trampled on him. I tied his hands behind his back and had him kneel and beg to worship me. Teasing him, I then made him follow me, crawling to the toilet. He knelt directly in front of me as I sat down. I placed my panties over his eyes and nose and then started to pee into the bowl. Pushed his head down and closer to the seat, better to hear the sound and smell my divine nectar. Relieved, I stood up and pulled his head into my pussy. "Get to work, toilet paper face. Make sure I am clean. I don't want to stain my clean panties with any drips."

When he was done, I walked back to the sofa and lounged back into my seat. Snapping my fingers, I summoned him to return to seating area where my legs were now spread wide apart. After he crawled back, I removed the panties from his face and pointed between my legs. Then he gave me the most delicious oral service with his lips and tongue. Oh, if only our father knew, he would go ballistic.

I met the strange guy again. Does he ever smile? He was there with his female slave, a girl... she was clinging to him like a grapevine. I found the sight of it quite repulsive. She would be wagging her tale like a lapdog, if she had one. Don't these women have any dignity? He was even more dashing than I remembered him from the last time. He bought me a drink. His slave was trying to assassinate me with her eyes, but she obeyed him and licked my boots when he commanded. It was a strange feeling to have a woman, moreover a one that apparently hates me, licking my boots. My slave, as he later told me, felt very aroused by seeing me flirt with another man. Well, boy, I will see to it you are kept very horny in the future with that information!

Artemisia was making jokes about this mysterious stranger, annoyed by me prattling about him so much. She called him "old fart". Well, he seems quite handsome to me and cannot be more than forty... Ever since we spoke that time I cannot get his face out of my mind. His eyes are following me everywhere. Should I wish to meet him again or rather hope our paths never cross again? My intuition tells me to keep my distance from him, but do I really want to...? I guess I'm falling for him...

My slave boy and I then went back to his place - I obviously couldn't take him home, what would Ms. Donsby say? She would get a heart attack and I wouldn't torture her good old soul for the world... On the evening when my slave was serving me with his tongue, I envisioned us together. The most passionate scene of us fucking was vividly on my mind and brought me over the edge to a shaking, trembling orgasm...

Licking her fingers, Cristine turned a few more pages, wondering if the "Old fart" was actually Atleigh. Redness was coming up to her cheeks... Was she having a crush on the same guy as her mother? That sounded too kinky even for her... 

Cristine was scanning the timeline she had memorized in her head and again she recalled the letters Atalanta brought to her, which she knew by heart. The date where Persephone informed her grandmother about her pregnancy, was posted on second January 2002. The thoughts, captured here in the old diaries were those of a sexually awakened teenager. If Persephone was truly expecting, she wouldn't just ramble on about her crush... she would have completely different things on her mind.

Another thing that struck her, was that there didn't seem to be any quarrel between Persephone and Artemisia. Not only did Persephone talked about her younger sister with affection, she also described her ambition to become as good a Dominant Lady as Artemisia. Confronted with what she knew so far just made no sense. Either the diaries or the letters were flawed. She couldn't resolve the conflict in her mind and decided instead to read on.

19th April 2002

Artemisia is discouraging me from seeing Atleigh. She says he bewitched me. But I know the truth... When you meet the true love of your life you just know it. I will not let her ruin this for me! Soon I will leave our house and move in with him. The idea of spending all waking hours together brings meaning... Nothing in my whole life ever made so much sense. I want to be his, I want him to do whatever he likes with me.

What does it signify if one is dominant or submissive? I feel like being a slave for eternity - a slave to his love. That's what the spell of love does to people. Artemisia is convinced that he is just trying to add me to his harem, but that's complete bullshit. I am not like the slave girl that he commanded to lick my boots. I can tell. He is so courtly, so chivalrous with me.... And my heart does not lie.

Cristine was getting hotter and hotter by the minute and could feel sweat breaking out on the back of her neck under her thick mane of hair - and it wasn't because of the warm temperature. Her mother was Atleigh's lover after all. She lowered the diary in her hands and stared in front of herself for a while. Could this get any weirder than this? Cristine doubted it. 

What's more, Atleigh's story about dating Artemisia was starting to crumble. Who was he dating? Artemisia or Persephone? The version he told her earlier was strikingly different from the one in the diary. Why would he give her the diaries to read, if it contained an entirely different version of the past events?

Artemisia thought Persephone was bewitched by him? Somehow Cristine could relate. In the last days she too felt that she was getting far too occupied with thoughts of Atleigh, just as if he had cast a spell on her. How does he do that? He isn't exactly a womanizer, yet girls and women are attracted to him far beyond what is reasonable, given his not exactly handsome looks...

Cristine didn't know what to believe, but she was quickly thinking about an explanation that would prove that Atleigh was innocent. Perhaps Atleigh's disguises just served him to get to know her better... He had gotten the diaries for her, kept Atalanta safe. When she thought of it, it made sense... How likely would she be to want him as her lover if she knew? Of course, he kept that from her, quite understandable. But had he not read the diaries and the relationship conflict it posed?  The circumstances between the sisters were still so confusing.

There was an energetic knock on the door. Rudely disturbed from her musings, Cristine gave a start. The unknown visitor did not bother to wait for invitation and walked right in. Cristine's mouth popped open. She sprang to her feet and the diary fell from her lap and landed with the cover up on the antique carpet.

"What the hell are you doing here?!"




◆◆◆




Cristine was waiting for Atleigh on the front porch. The manor towered proudly over the surrounding hills and valleys with breathtaking views of sprawling pastures and clumps of trees. Every now and then she has checked her watch, just as if the act of looking at them would somehow speed up his arrival. She definitely didn't feel like welcoming Artemisia alone. The midday passed and the green hills looked as peaceful as hundred years ago, bathing in glorious sun of a fine summer day. Only in the west the swiping dark blue clouds were gathering on the horizon, as if setting the scene for the final confrontation.

Cristine knew that it wouldn't take Artemisia more than five hours drive to reach the remote area where Atleigh's manor was located. It was almost five hours now and Atleigh was still not back. She could arrive any moment. Where is he? A number of scenarios ran through her mind, one worse than the other... Just when she began to worry that something bad had happened, Atleigh's car appeared on the summit of a hill in the distance, shining like a little scarab. Cristine shielded her eyes and watched the car arriving to the front door.

Atleigh got briskly out of the car. "Excuse the delay. Atalanta somehow realized that Artemisia will be coming and she was obstinately refusing to stay in the town."

"Oh no, I wanted to spare her the anguish!" Cristine cried out. "Anyway, just in time! Look!" Cristine spotted another car, making its way over the open prospect closer and closer to the house. Cristine felt a rush of excitement. This was it, the moment she was waiting for.

It felt like ages before the car overcame the distance between the group of oaks, marking the invisible border of the premises and the front porch of the house. Eventually, the car  circumscribed the oval shaped driveway. The tires screeched as the black Mercedes came to a halt in front of the manor's main entrance. The side windows were smoked, but Cristine could distinguish three figures through the front shield. Judging by the mane of black hair of the person in the back seat, Artemisia was on board.

Atleigh was at Cristine's side. She shot him a searching look, but he too looked calm and relaxed. Only the vein on his temple seemed more pronounced than usual. The four guards, heavily armed, joined them, two at each side of the couple.

"How come she has only two people with her?" Cristine hissed quietly at Atleigh.

"It was one of my stipulations. She is alone. These two are mine." He pointed to the two large guards that briskly got out of the car and held the doors open for Artemisia.

Cristine snorted skeptically. "Alone, is she? We will see." She was wearing an airy tunic over tight black dress. She placed her hand over the gun in underarm holster, discreetly worn on her body. She was standing on the front porch, at ease, just as if she expected a visit of a good friend. She was determined not to give away the turmoil raging inside her.

Artemisia drew herself to her full height and walked towards the two of them. She looked as confident and self-assured as ever, her hair streaming around her face in the warm breeze. She wore a long-sleeved white shirt, belted with conspicuous golden laser-cut leather belt. The gold details complimented her olive skin. She didn't look nervous; perhaps concerned, but most certainly not afraid. Just seeing her sent shiver down Cristine's spine.

Cristine took a few steps forward and with stretched arm pushed Atleigh behind her. She sensed his emotions are not as contained and wanted to prevent an open confrontation. Meanwhile, Artemisia's eyes were roving around, she seemed to be looking for something. "Hello Cristine. Is Atalanta okay?"

"Yes, Aunt, Atalanta is okay, now that she is safely away from you." Cristine responded with ironic emphasis on the word Aunt.

Artemisia quickly scanned Atleigh's guards, who walked behind her. They held guns in their lowered hands. She was not at all bothered when the local guards searched her for potential guns. She had none.

"Come inside." Cristine uttered coldly and Artemisia followed her in. She walked in, no trace of fear or apprehension.

After the first encounter, Artemisia didn't even look at Atleigh. He understood her ignorance perfectly. She was letting him know that his very existence is below her. This enraged him even further, but his self control kept his face neutral.

Meanwhile, Cristine lead the way to the parlor where tea and refreshments waited for them.

"Sit down, please." Cristine gestured towards an elaborately carved armchair. Artemisia did sit down and crossed her legs, exhibiting her perfectly pedicured toes in d'Orsay shoes. Cristine herself poured a cup of rosehip tea, full to the brim of a decorative cup, and handed it to Artemisia, maintaining an intense eye contact.

The parlor, with the windows to the west, was full of sun, and the smell of freshly baked shortbread biscuits would in other circumstances have conjured up a homely ambiance. But that was not the case - the atmosphere was thick with anticipation. No one spoke. Atleigh stood in the door frame, as if distance was the only think capable to prevent him from strangling Artemisia right then and there.

Artemisia looked at Atleigh for the first and spoke in a light, sarcastic tone. "Oh, I didn't notice you at all. Long time no see! How's your health? Still on testosterone substitution therapy?"

Cristine noticed that the vein on his temple started throbbing. Her gaze fell to his hands, stuck deeply in his pockets. She could see that they were clenched in fists.

"My health is superb, thanks for asking." Atleigh uttered through gritted teeth. He pulled himself together and relaxed his rigid posture when he felt Cristine's look.

Cristine, who had spent hours and hours thinking of what to say to her aunt, suddenly didn't know. "I hardly know where to begin..."

"I didn't come for a chit chat, my dear. I came to get you and Atalanta home." Artemisia announced matter-of-factly.

"Are you insane?" Cristine retorted hotly. "Why should I or Atalanta go with you? After all you have done to us? It will rain in hell, before you get either one of us!" Cristine's resolution to remain calm was quickly dissipating.

"Dear, you are under the impression that you have a choice. I know he is ready to trade you for what I've got." Artemisia looked directly at Atleigh.

Cristine's jaw dropped and she looked at Atleigh as well. Atleigh, his hands crossed in front of him, didn't move from his safe distance and didn't speak. His expression didn't give away the workings of his mind.

Artemisia was still looking his way. She smiled and pulled her purse closer to her body. "I guess that even after all those years you are missing something..."

Atleigh, so far glued to the door frame, took a few steps into the room, the mask of indifference quickly evaporating. "You have them... with you?"

Artemisia laughed. It was a dry, mirthless laugh. "Of course not. They are safe, in the possession of someone reliable." The interest that appeared in his eyes morphed into fury. He pursed his lips, gathering all his self-restraint. Artemisia smirked, enjoying how easily she managed to infuriate him "...And no, they are no longer in my office. I can't see how you could have missed the chance to steal them from there during the Slave Auction!" 

"Steal what?" Cristine intercepted.

"His testicles of course." Artemisia gave a charming smile. "Just like any other castrate, he wants to wear his testicles with him in a little sack around his neck, when he cannot have them between his legs anymore."

Atleigh turned a nasty shade of purple. This time he failed to contain his emotions. "You... you fucking bitch! You will never get your daughter back. Never!"

Artemisia smiled gently, ignoring Atleigh's outburst of anger and turned to Cristine instead. "Cristine, your slave seems tense. When did you last perform a milking? Take my advice, slaves that are not milked regularly get a tad nervous and don't serve very well either."

Cristine understood that this was just a provocation and with a side glance she checked Atleigh's reaction. He was still purple. This couldn't go long before he does something reckless.

Artemisia, pretending not to notice how Atleigh was getting close to the boiling point, said in the same serene tone: "Where is Atalanta, dear?"

Cristine was content to give Artemisia news she most certainly didn't want to hear and smiled. "She is away. I took care you will have no chance to steal her. She doesn't want to go with you. She is happy here with Atleigh and me."

Artemisia's brow contracted infinitesimally, but she remained calm Her expression was what you'd expect from a visitor, sipping tea in a parlor of a mansion in the countryside.

"You entered a lion's den, you silly woman. You are not getting out alive."

"Indeed? Well, if you insist, you are in for a nasty surprise. In less than ten minutes the army will storm this building. Don't you know that I have this?" She dangled the key of a chastity belt. "Do you know, what this key belongs to?" Artemisia giggled. "You guessed it, didn't you?"

Atleigh mumbled under his breath, "The douche bag Rawley..." but then he remembered and snapped his fingers. "I still have the video of you, pounding the pathetic pig up his ass! Let just one of his people step over the threshold of this building and it will be aired in the prime time on all major TV channels. Both home and abroad. Oh, what a fun that would be, Britain will once again be proud of its Prime Minister." Atleigh exclaimed triumphantly.

Artemisia slapped her mouth in mock horror. "Oh, I'm so sorry to rain on your parade," she nonchalantly exchanged her crossed legs and waited split second for Atleigh's smile to freeze on his face. "Unfortunately, my people hacked into your computer... Now it is only me, who has the video. And, when they were already there, we got sooo much fascinating information...." Atleigh was quickly losing all color of his face and was turning white as sheet. Cristine stiffened - she thought for a moment he might faint.

"Anyway, I have to admit, your methods are quite effective! Ever since I let the PM know I have the video, he is even more anxious to please me. Oh, so many hours of licking, so many orgasms he gives me... and I have to thank you for it." Artemisia elegantly sipped her tea, her little finger sticking out. She wore a polite, happy smile of a socialite, whose name was just given to a brand-new tea rose.  

Atleigh was livid. His hands, clenched in fists, started to tremble. Cristine, so far silently witnessing the exchange, sprang up. "Hey, auntie. It seems you forgot about me. Atleigh is my slave and Atalanta is under my protection. Call off the army at once or you will have to deal with me."

Artemisia's smile got even wider. "You will not stand in my way, dear niece."

"Do I stand in your way, just like my poor mother you murdered in cold blood?" Cristine was done pretending this was a courteous conversation.

"You know nothing, child."

"I'm not a child. I'm old enough to protect Atalanta from you. As long as I live you will not have her." Cristine unsheathed her Lady Smith revolver and placed it on her knee.

Artemisia laughed. "You have courage. My compliments." Artemisia carefully set the antique cup on the table. "Let's see how far your courage will take you."

"How can you go around the world ruining lives like that? How could you ruin my mother's life... Atleigh's and mine too?"

"Oh my, you are serious, aren't you? Well, pull the trigger." Artemisia checked her watch. "You have precisely 3 minutes to shoot before the army gets inside. They already encircled the house and will enter soon. Two minutes fifty-five and counting down."

Cristine pointed the gun at her.

Then several things happened at once. There was a sudden, loud banging on the door, and Cristine, who was pointing at Artemisia, gave a start, and the gun went off.




◆◆◆




It all happened so fast and yet the time seemed to unfold in slow-motion. Atleigh stared with his mouth open and Cristine stood frozen with the gun still in midair. The moment they all realized what had happened, Artemisia stood there with a small red dot on her shirt, roughly in the area of her abdomen and it was quickly getting wider and wider. She reeled and stumbled, catching on armrest of a chair nearby.

Atleigh pushed aside Cristine, who looked shocked to the core aside, and hurried towards Artemisia. "You shot her... you really shot her!" He leaned down to Artemisia, but addressed his guard instead, still fixedly staring at her. "You," he gestured at one of the guards, "you worked at the emergency. Come, look at her, quick!"

The banging on the door was getting louder and unintelligible shouting could be heard. Atleigh turned to the other of the guards that arrived with Artemisia. "Martin, fetch the guns, take other security men and go get rid of the intruders!" Martin nodded and darted out of the room.

The guard was at Artemisia's side instantaneously, briskly squatting next to her. He lightly touched her abdomen. "Doesn't look good. Doesn't look good at all..."

Atleigh was suddenly animated with energy that was in awkward contradiction to his silent rage, simmering under the surface just seconds ago. "

The guard wore somber expression. "I think she might die within the next twenty minutes, she probably got hit in the liver. We need to rush her to the hospital pronto and she might have a chance."

Atleigh snorted. "There is no hospital close enough, even if I wanted to save her." He drew a chair closer to Artemisia, who was half sitting, half lying on the floor, breathing hard and clenching her side.

"Excuse me?!" Cristine exclaimed. "Haven't you heard what the guard said? "She needs to be rushed to the hospital! I need to talk to her about so many things, she must not die, not like this!" Artemisia, sweating profusely, had her beautiful face contorted with pain. She hissed as she carefully touched the wound.

Atleigh ignored her, instead he announced pleasantly: "I have some news that will surely please you, Artemisia. Atalanta and I just got married."

"What?!" Cristine cried. Artemisia too looked up with genuine surprise, for a moment it almost seemed as if she forgot about the excruciating pain she was feeling.

Cristine felt as if the shape of the universe she was living in had suddenly become fluid. Her knees felt weak and her throat contracted. What had she missed?

"How pleasant. Congratulations to the newlyweds." Artemisia sighed, trying to sound nonchalant, but the pain soon overcame her again. "I know what this is about. You are trying to pay me back by taking away from me all that matters."

"Before you kick the bucket, you should watch the video of our wedding night..." Atleigh took his cell phone out of his pocket and turned it toward Artemisia, who watched a few seconds of the recording. Cristine could hear Atalanta's passionate sighs and Atleigh's voice, distorted, but clearly audible. "Oh yeah... your pussy is so tight..." He smirked. "I fucked her brains out. Sadly, we don't have time enough to watch the whole night before you give the big adios."

"What's the point of fucking when you are no longer a virile man who..." Artemisia's was trying to say.

Atleigh was too ecstatic to mind her comment. He continued: "... now that I have both my wife and my daughter, we will have a splendid time together. And I'm pleased to say that there is such a strong attraction between the two. We will enjoy so much sex together... We will probably live in the Angelis Mansion and your pathetic loser of a husband will serve us."

"Atleigh? What are you talking about?" Cristine said anxiously. In the back of her brain she already knew, but on the conscious level she refused to believe this was true...

Atleigh looked at her with a condescending smirk. "I'm sorry you didn't inherit some of my intelligence. But after all, in a girl it’s looks that are more important. I'm happy to say that you are at least tolerably good looking."

Cristine's mouth dried out and she felt queasy. Her voice sounded awkwardly high. "Wait a minute... are you implying that you are my... father?"

"Admittedly, Artemisia had been hiding you well enough, I hadn’t the slightest idea... Not until Atalanta started to ramble about her beautiful cousin..."

"If you truly are my father and knew it all along, then you are completely mental!"

Atleigh beamed, just as he always did when he managed to fool someone. "...Ever since I saw the photo from Atalanta's birthday party, where you sported your bracelet with the AA initials, I knew that you were Persephone's daughter. This is the bracelet I gave your mother. Atleigh Adwood... see?" He approached her and traced her wrist with the bracelet with his finger. She shuddered and pulled away from him. Yet, his touch again sent a subconscious wave of arousal, like an electric impulse.

"That can't be true... It stands for Artemisia Angelis, mother got it from her." Cristine gave a sideways glance to Artemisia.

"You never noticed we have the same initials?" Cristine looked at her bracelet just as if she saw it for the first time. It was true.

"Oh, come on, dear Cristine. I know you aren't so uptight... I know that you get all moist when you remember how we fucked back in my apartment. When you straddled me, I can still feel your powerful orgasm" Cristine was horrified to admit that he was right. She was irresistibly attracted to a man who just conceded he was her father.

Cristine avoided his eyes. All the things she experienced, all that she found out about him in the last days just started to make sense. She leaned heavily on a table for support. It all felt like too much to be borne. "...you never actually were my slave..." Cristine mumbled under her breath, recalling all the moments when he clearly acted against his slave programming.

He shook his head with amused smile. "No, but I enjoyed playing one. You are so sexy when you are in charge." Atleigh crossed his legs on a chair and leaned comfortably back. "Sorry, dear. We will have time enough to discuss that later. There is not much time left of your aunt's life..."

Atleigh pointed to the collapsed Artemisia. Cristine noticed her aunt was losing blood fast, a large amount of it getting absorbed into the thick antique carpet. Cristine pulled herself together. There was no time to deal with Atleigh now, when Artemisia was slowly but surely dying. She shouted at Martin. "Call an ambulance, now!" Martin stayed put and didn't show any intention to stir. "Will you finally move, or will you stand there and stare like an idiot?" 

But Atleigh's people knew better than to violate his commands. Cristine rushed to Artemisia and with great effort propped her up against a couch, not caring about destroying the fine furniture with blood.

Atleigh sat down to a large piano and started to play a contemplative melody, reciting "And so ends the life of the infamous Artemisia Angelis, who believed she can fool the redoubtable Atleigh Adwood."

"Don't worry, we will get you to hospital. There are so many things I need to ask you, don't die, please!" Cristine was staring intently at her, willing her to live.

Atleigh continued to play, humming a happy melody. Cristine tried to push on Artemisia's abdomen to stop the bleeding, but she feebly pushed her hand aside. "No point..."

"Please, tell me, why did you kill my mother?" But Artemisia was not strong enough to speak anymore. She whispered unintelligibly and lost consciousness before Cristine could distinguish a single word.

"You, check she is dead." Atleigh said without a care to his bodyguard, as his hands glided effortlessly over the keyboard.

The guard approached Artemisia, put finger on her wrist and checked her pulse. Then he laid his ear on her chest.

"Dead." He said flatly.

Atleigh finally stopped playing and closed the lid on the keyboard. "Servant, fetch me a drink. Today we are celebrating!" The guard hurried to obey.

For a few moments he watched Cristine, who was kneeling next to the lifeless form of Artemisia, her face empty and staring into the wall. No wonder, Atleigh thought nastily, she just killed her own aunt. He knew that Cristine toyed with the idea of getting rid of Artemisia, but did not think she was in fact up to it. Had it served his own purpose, he probably would have told her that the deed alone would not bring the closure she desired. It was merely a lucky coincidence that she fired the gun. Now the guilt of killing her own blood relative would surely lay heavily on her conscience.

Atleigh laughed lightheartedly, taking three solid gulps of the finest Glenmorangie Signet. It never tasted better than that day when it was sweetened by the crushing victory. He paused to savor the poignant taste and smacked his lips appreciatively, dreamily looking out of the window. The sprawling fields and meadows were the perfect setting to launch the new era of his life, free of his deadliest enemy. A moment he would love to keep forever.

Suddenly he noticed a weird, warm feeling, rising up from his feet up to his thighs. Whooosh. Was it the whiskey or the hot weather? Just like a mighty wave of Sahara Desert air, the warmth reached his head. He instantly lost conscience, and was promptly caught by his guard, who was standing right behind him.




◆◆◆

Mistress Sakura disentangled from Haruto's possessive hands and sitting him into the armchair, where she just had an amazing orgasm, offered him a drink. When she returned with whiskey on ice cubes, she sat on his lap, playfully wiggling her ass to make herself comfortable. He coiled his hands around her waist. When she leaned back, to rest on his chest, she could feel his erection and turned her head to give him a deep, long kiss. When their lips parted, Sakura asked: "Haruto, have you ever seen a chaste male?" Haruto shook his head. "Well, try to imagine, that this pathetic piece of shit has been locked up for hundreds of days on end..."

Mistress Sakura gestured towards Itchika, who was red to the roots of her hair again. She obeyed instantly and as she was rushing to get off the stool, she tripped and landed on all fours in front of Sakura and her lover. Both laughed merrily. Itchika buried her face into the bamboo rug, mortified. "Look here," she said to her lover and lifted up Itchika's gown. Haruto sniggered, apparently amused by the small sissy clit in the pink cage, helplessly trying to get erect. "Wow, she is aroused by getting humiliated... That's so funny." Mistress Sakura looked Itchika right in the eye and said slowly, in a husky voice: "Well, some males are just destined to be sissies." Itchika shivered with excitement. She felt like her cage would explode any minute. How could Sakura know her fantasies so well?

Sakura winked conspiratorially at Haruto. "Itchika, look what I've got here." Only then did Itchika notice the fine long necklace around Sakura's neck. A delicate little key was dangling on it, reflecting intimate yellow light from the paper covered lightbulb above, as she took it off her neck. Itchika instantly knew what it was. They key to her cage! The tiny little thing to which her thoughts were constantly drawn. She learned never to expect, or even ask, to be released. The rules were clearly set and non-negotiable. She knew that any sign of weakness would result in harsh punishment from either her Owner or Mistress Ava. "Would you like to get a release, sissy?" Mistress Sakura dangled the key in front of her eyes just as if it had the power to induce a state of hypnosis. Itchika was used to tease and denial games and her will was trained never to yield to such a temptation. "Yes, Mistress," she said calmly.

"I'm not teasing you here." Sakura said seriously. "Mistress?" Itchika looked up, puzzled. Sakura took her chin in her palm. "I will grant you an orgasm... you will have a full, earth-shattering orgasm. I will allow you the mind-blowing orgasm you’ve dreamt of for so long... You will be permitted to ejaculate with my lover pounding your anus, while you are licking my dirty boots," Sakura said slowly. Itchika's mouth popped open. "For real? I will cum? For real?" After all the teasing she experienced from Dominants in her life, she couldn't believe her ears. "For real, today," Sakura said with emphasis on the last word. Itchika's gaze drifted to the happy moment, clearly envisioning what her Mistress had just described.

Sakura pulled herself up, bringing her lover another drink. "It will be your reward for taking part in the role play I fancy to realize." Itchika, her eyes wide open, was willing to do just about anything, anything to get the release she yearned for and hadn’t gotten for years and years. She only got milked, dripping her cum, kept in a state of constant horniness, but never allowed to cum naturally with pleasure. After all those years she had been kept in chastity, a regular orgasm morphed in her mind into a mystical ecstasy of almost religious quality. Offered the opportunity, she couldn't possibly refuse. "Mistress, please tell me what I can do to earn the privilege." Mistress Sakura smiled magnanimously and relished how desperately Itchika was hanging on for the words from her lips. There was a tangible tension in the silent air.




◆◆◆




Atleigh woke up with a start. Drowsy as he was, he couldn't recall what it was that disturbed his sleep. He was lying in bed, his hands and feet stone cold. He probably kicked the duvet down during sleep, because he felt a lump of fabric muffled at his feet. Where was he? It was pitch dark and the silhouettes of the furniture weren't enough to hint at his present location. What he could see, though, was that the room was furnished with heavy velvet curtains, drawn over the tall windows. It was daylight outside, because above and under the curtains a marine blue light was fighting its way into the room. 

His head felt weird, and it was throbbing with pain all over, as if a horse just kicked him full force into the skull. He was awake, conscious of his body and mind, and yet he struggled to recall anything about himself. After a strenuous effort he realized his name was Atleigh. He wondered what an uncommon name it is, as if he had just learned a stranger's name.

He touched the steely, cold shapes of the frame of his bed, trying to ground himself in the present moment. Just when he felt like he was gaining his awareness, he recalled Atalanta, Cristine, the victory over Artemisia. What a weird vision... it seemed a hundred years ago.

Clap, clap, clap. He again heard the sound that interrupted his sleep. He realized that it was a sound of heels on the hard wooden floor. Someone was coming. The doors creaked open and a tall woman walked in. He was temporarily blinded by the sharp light that invaded the room when the woman entered. Her bright hourglass figure burned into his retina and he could see it even with his lids firmly pressed together. He instinctively raised a hand and shielded his eyes.

She spoke in a melodious, velvety voice, but there was a frosty, admonishing undertone. "Lee? Are you asleep? Don't you know it’s well past seven in the evening?"

That voice! A powerful mix of emotions flooded his brain, when he heard the sound of it. Then, a sudden flash of dread and tantalizing desire struck him. The fear that overwhelmed him was bordering with religious awe. All the hair on Atleigh's body arose and for some reason his cock stirred. He immediately jumped out of bed.

He was in his room and the woman who just entered... he knew her. It all gradually started to return to him. He instantly knew, what to do.

"I-I wasn't asleep, I was just laying down for a moment, Miss Cuthbert." He stammered.

She switched on the light. Atleigh's pupils contracted and for a moment, he was dazzled by the bright lights. He blinked a few times and realized he was in his childhood room. The Victorian furniture with painted scenes of village life looked solemn, as if mourning the children who had long been dead. There was the life-sized rocking horse he got from his late father, his writing desk with his homework waiting to be finished.

His head was still dizzy, and everything seemed surreal. His gaze was swimming as if he was drunk, as he put in a great effort to focus.

His governess was an wearing old-fashioned uniform, but her shape was alluring. She was carrying a cane, held under her arm. In her hands was a leather covered case. Goose bumps appeared all over his body, but at the same time he could feel his cock stirring. The ambivalent feelings only added to his confusion.

Miss Cuthbert set the leather case onto the bedside table and pulled the curtains aside. She looked out of the window of his room, which was situated in the right wing of the manor.

"Hurry up now. The company expects you downstairs in twenty minutes and we still have work to do." Atleigh's throat contracted in fear. He knew what it meant when his mother had guests... And he knew that disobeying her was not an option.

"The cars are gathering outside of the house... Oh, that's the Baroness of Cheshire. She is surely looking forward to see you." She said all that in a light, conversational tone, but there was an unmistakable irony to her seemingly pleasant tone.

Atleigh didn't need to double check her words. He could hear people were walking into the house, laughing and conversing light-heartedly. The loud voice of the baroness with her boisterous laugh was carrying through the massive doors directly to Atleigh's ears. He vividly recalled what the Baroness of Cheshire did to him the last time she visited. His governess had coaxed the details out of him and now was using them against him.

He hastened across the room to fetch the uniform. He knew where it was and what he had to do. His governess had instilled in him her standards of conduct through many strokes, tears and sweat. As he reached for the uniform, neatly folded on a low stool next to his worktable, he noticed his exercise books, neatly piled up. The one on top was an arithmetic with a year 1977 written on it, and his full name.

So, it was really so... He is still a twelve-year-old boy after all. Atalanta, Artemisia, his daughter Cristine, it was all just a disturbing dream. Why were his dreams getting so vivid, so perverse, so disturbing? He noticed the old mirror, but there was only an empty frame and no looking glass in it. The large wooden board where the glass used to be, was almost like a movie screen. He looked at it for a few moments and a sequence of disturbingly real visions filled the frame. He saw weird, shocking scenes, contorted and mutilated female bodies. He violently shook his head. What was going on with him? It seemed like he had no control over his own head.

"Are you going to stand there, or will you come here, so that I can help you undress?" Miss Cuthbert was getting restless. "There is still the procedure to perform. Move on." When she uttered the word "procedure", Atleigh experienced again the feeling of dread and thrill.

He hurried back to her with the folded uniform and carefully placed it on his bed.

"I will talk to your mother about these pajamas... They prevent you from touching yourself, but you have night pollutions so often these days that they get all dirty..." Atleigh looked down at his body. He was wearing a striped pajama jumpsuit with tiny buttons that were difficult to unbutton once he was dressed into it. His mother insisted on him wearing this special suit to stop him from masturbating at night.

The governess approached and started to unbutton it. "Right. And what can you do to not go to hell?" She asked as she reached the smooth skin of his lower abdomen and slowly inserted her hand into his pants.

"Uhh..." Atleigh's body responded immediately. She grabbed his cock firmly and it was swelling fast.

"I must obey Miss Cuthbert." He breathed as her gloved hand gave his cock a few strokes - all that was needed to achieve a full erection.

"No no, this won't do. You will not get into heaven if your mind is being dirty." Her tone was gentle but authoritative. She sat on his bed and put her open palms on her lap.

"You know what happens to the sinners who have filthy dreams, don't you?" Atleigh nodded without daring to look at Miss Cuthbert. "They burn in hell."

He knew what to do. With both hands he took the leather case from his bedside table and ceremoniously carried it to her, handing it over with a respectful bow. She accepted the case and with a small gesture made him kneel in front of her. He saw her black leather laced shoes on a low heel, polished to perfection. Very conservative, but sexy anyway. In her cleavage gleamed a small golden cross. The sight of the tightly fitting black gloves, tailored of the finest lamb skin made Atleigh drool like Pavlov's dogs. His brain associated their soft, smooth surface with pleasurable feelings.

"Miss Cuthbert, please save me from sin."

"I will, dear boy. Today we will measure how much sperm was lost through the night pollution. Each unit of lost sperm will be repaid through ten strokes to the soles of your feet. Your mother will discipline you personally."

"Thank you, Miss Cuthbert."

She raised and gently grabbed his hips and placed him over the cold board of the bed, pressing his cock against it. The stinging cold feeling made his erection go down at once. She removed her right glove and inserted two fingers into his anus, effortlessly finding his prostate. She wore her fingernails short and glided over it with just the right pressure to make him feel like cumming. She massaged it in slow fucking motions and with the other hand prepared a glass tube.

Soon, his cock started to drool drops of sperm, thick and creamy, while she caught the dripping sperm in her tube. When done, the tube was filled by half. Atleigh adopted his place kneeling at Miss Cuthbert's feet, and she examined the tube, using a ruler. When finished, she poured the sperm that was quickly turning into liquid, into a slim flask with a screw cap.

Miss Cuthbert scowled, reading the scale. She made sure he noticed her discontented expression. Looking at him from above, her head raised proudly up, she slowly said. "Your mother will not be pleased, my boy..."  he sought his mouth and shoved in the fingers she used to massage his prostate. "No... not pleased at all..." She fucked his mouth with her fingers. "I will have to tell her, that you had filthy dreams... again. You lost even more sperm than yesterday." Atleigh shivered.

Miss Cuthbert observed him intently and waited for his reaction. "Should I tell her that you did it again? Should I bring her the stained pajamas?" Atleigh dived down and covered her perfect shoes in kisses. "Miss Cuthbert, please don't tell her I sinned again."

The governess gave a little laugh. She took a notebook and traced the orderly rows of figures with her finger. "Ah, here we are." She tapped on the column with the date of the day. "So, I will write down here that the amount of sperm is the same as yesterday... I will corroborate that you didn't have any perverse dreams last night..." She frowned, as if immersed in serious contemplation.

"Oh, yes please, Miss Cuthbert..." Atleigh knew that if mother learned about his night pollution, he would be in serious trouble.

"... but first you would need to prove you are a dutiful boy who knows how to behave towards his superiors." Atleigh knew what the purpose of this little theatre was. It wasn't for the first time.

He gulped. "Miss Cuthbert, please, I will do anything."

"Will you now?" Miss Cuthbert smiled sweetly. "Well, in that case..."

She grabbed him by the hair and pushed him onto the bed. He didn't offer any resistance and his naked body looked vulnerable and fragile on the large bed. He knew that it was suicidal to refuse her advances and this feeling of helplessness was somehow arousing. She unzipped and shimmied down her skirt and climbed onto the bed. He lay there, with his cock towering, waiting. She straddled his face. He could see her unshaved fragrant pussy right in front of his face.

"It is up to you, boy. If you satisfy me in five minutes, I will tell your mother that you've been very good. If you don't... well, you know, what will happen then."

When he started to lick, she leaned forward and took his penis into her mouth, lustily sucking on it and deep throating it. It didn't take her long before she was writhing in orgasmic throes.


Chapter 9




Miss Cuthbert sailed into the ball-room. She carried herself with self-assurance of a Roman warship and with her magnificent chest she commanded just as much awe. She had changed into an elegant evening gown with velvet gloves reaching up to her armpits. Just like her governess uniform, her robe was old fashioned and unpretentious, but it did justice to her attractive figure. Under her left arm she was carrying the leather case that in Atleigh's mind was strongly associated with milking.

Atleigh was trotting behind her in his school uniform, navy blue bermudas with pleats and short-sleeved white shirt with a matching vest. He was acutely aware that the bermudas were embarrassingly short, his knees protruding, and his hairy legs crooked and pitifully slim. The unyielding fabric felt too tight around his genitalia.

The ridiculous attire, that was sure to make him the laughingstock of all the guests, was not his only worry. The eerie quality of his reality was making him feel like he just sank into a particularly vivid nightmare. His head was still obscured with a rapid succession of phantasmagorical pictures. For a fleeting moment he wasn't even sure if his governess was a woman or a dreaded mythical goddess with supernatural powers.

When his governess suddenly moved to the side to greet the Baroness of Cheshire, the whole ballroom opened to his sight. His worst expectations turned into reality. The spacious hall was packed full of people, mostly women dressed in evening gowns. Redoubtable and confident in their posture, the women were all frighteningly perfect. However with what his feverish brain was presenting to him, they might had been a festival of monsters. The glittery dresses were the scaly tails of hydras, the elaborate hair styles the snakes on the head of Gorgons. He shivered, deluding himself that Miss Cuthbert would save him from the attack of these horrid creatures. As he entered, some of them turned to him and scanned him up and down. They were sending his way humiliatingly patronizing looks, mingling pity with malicious amusement.

The ballroom was festively decorated, and a chamber orchestra was playing pleasant jazzy melodies. Then he saw Her and he immediately sobered up from his weird visions. Isabella Adwood, his mother, was sitting in the circle of her female friends. Atleigh held his breath for a moment. He felt like he hadn’t seen her in decades. His mother was the paragon of authority, power and beauty. Even though she was nearing her fiftieth birthday, Isabel's looks outshone everything in her vicinity. Why did he feel such an overwhelming need to drop at her knees and kiss her hand and at the same time turn on his heel and run... run away as fast as he could?

"Miss Cuthbert, prey come in. Will you join us and report on the progress of Atleigh's training?" Isabella called towards them to drown out the music and loud chatter, but did not move an inch from her comfortable position. She was so obviously the Lady of the house - complacent, self-assured, just like the center of the universe to which all the smaller planets naturally gravitated.

"Of course, Lady Adwood." Miss Cuthbert conjured up a most charming smile and exposed her pretty teeth. She ushered Atleigh to the group, gathered together at a round table laid with an abundance of refreshments, sweets and fresh flowers. Mother’s female friends were just now feasting on fudge cake and coffee. Atleigh, for some reason, was agitated by the sound of them, feasting voraciously on the delicious homemade dessert. All sounds were distorted, those usually silent and unobtrusive suddenly intolerably loud.

Miss Cuthbert caught Atleigh by the scruff of his neck and squeezed it with her thumb and forefinger, which caused him to fall on his knees. The ladies all suddenly stopped chewing, watching him with amused eyes. They fidgeted in curious expectation as if he was a trained dolphin, getting ready to perform an impressive trick. He could instantly tell that they were talking about him before.

His governess made him bow and kiss a shoe of each lady in the circle. When he got to his mother and kissed her shiny black peep toe shoes, he felt as if thunder bolt had struck him, so powerful was her presence felt. Kneeling in front of her felt like adoration to an almighty goddess. She didn't let him enjoy the overwhelming feeling for too long and with a simple gesture made him crawl back to his governess.

Isabel beckoned the governess to their midst. "Miss Cuthbert, please do not stand there, come and sit with us." The governess obeyed with a graceful nod and pressed herself on the sofa between two women, placing the leather case carefully on her knees.

"Miss Cuthbert is very skilled in raising young boys. Ever since he had been under her care, his manners have improved greatly. I'm pleased to say that her uncompromising methods bring magnificent results!" Isabel praised Miss Cuthbert and the governess swelled with pride. She knew that her social credit skyrocketed and her career prospects too, just with the few words of commendation from Ms. Adwood.

A lady in a pink evening dress with ruffled sleeves gave a little laugh. "I can't see why you would need that. Your male training methods are legendary. You raise your daughter personally, so why the double standard? No offense, Miss Cuthbert!"

"None taken." Miss Cuthbert retorted indifferently, helping herself to a cup of coffee.

Isabel smiled cordially. "Well, raising a boy and a girl for the world where women are going to rule is no easy task! I'm teaching my daughter to command men, and I'm pleased to say that Virginia as my apprentice is turning out most satisfactorily. She is naturally bossy, dominant and has a great talent for subjugating males to her will. But my son? There are things that would be improper for me as a mother to do. Miss Cuthbert has my complete trust in using just the right level of eroticism and sex to instill in him the correct perspective of the world."

"Does he... serve you too then?" the lady asked. It was written all over her face that she was dying to learn, if Lady Adwood was using her son for her sexual pleasure.

Isabel frowned slightly. Not that she would have any difficulties containing her emotions, but boundaries had to be set for future conversations with the nosy woman. "Of course not, Barbara! What a weird notion... He is my son, isn't he? This is not what we do in this house... I train my son to serve the future generation of women, not myself. I have many servants under this roof to fulfill my every desire."

"Pardon me, I didn't mean to be impertinent." Barbara responded, but she didn't look embarrassed at all. She wasn't ready to give up on the subject so easily. "But you are surely using corporal punishment on him!"

"I see your curiosity is not easily quenched, Barbara. I can assure you that Miss Cuthbert is as skilled with the cane as I am..." Isabel nodded to the governess with a gracious smile and she returned it with a little bow. "... but I do discipline Lee personally. You see, my son can be an obstinate boy."

Barbara grinned; she was having great time discussing Atleigh just as if he wasn't there. She gave him sideways looks every now and then to see if she could squeeze some uncomfortable reaction out of him. "It surely takes focused determination to educate him to respect the values of this house."

Isabella lazily stirred her coffee and then pointed towards the leather case Miss Cuthbert brought with her. "We use the complete spectrum of measures to secure his unconditional obedience." While the governess was unlocking the case, the ladies were wiggling in their seats to have a better look what was inside. Others, who were cruising the room in friendly conversation, stopped and peeped over the shoulder of Miss Cuthbert.

Miss Cuthbert enjoyed the attention and purposefully delayed every motion, relishing how the atmosphere was getting thick with expectation. When the contents were exposed to plain sight, all could see a row of seven slim flasks filled with whitish liquid set in a black foam form. Next to them a ruler, a larger bulbous flask and a leather-bound little notebook.

"Here in these tubes, I store his semen collected during milking." Miss Cuthbert explained. "Lady Adwood instructed me to measure the amount of sperm each morning, to learn if Lee has night pollutions. Every lost sperm is a waste of training potential, because through the semen production we control the male's sexuality and his willingness to serve."

Lady Isabel took the notebook and examined the records. "If I understand correctly, Atleigh hasn’t had any night pollution today?"

"No, Lady Adwood." The governess responded calmly, masterfully hiding her little lie behind the veil of her innocent eye lashes.

Lady Isabel raised and graciously beckoned Atleigh to get closer to her. Even though his mother was delegating the tasks related to his sexual education to Miss Cuthbert, her authority, commanding ways, and striking looks had a powerful effect on Atleigh. Ladies immediately noticed the bulge on his super-tight shorts and an avalanche of giggles, laughs and smirks rolled over the room as more and more ladies were joining in the show.

"Well, in that case he is ideally primed for today's challenge." She turned directly to Atleigh. "Today is your slave coming-of-age party! No more games. From now on, you will be become a true slave, who will get his real Mistress and Owner here today."

Atleigh thought that perhaps he misunderstood. Getting his own Mistress? He looked puzzled and nervous, but Lady Isabel pretended not to notice and commanded Atleigh to remove his clothes. Off went the bermudas and his short-sleeved shirt. The last remnants of his self-respect went together with his underpants. He felt exposed and vulnerable, with every authoritative word uttered by his mother he spiraled down and down into the dark pit he was consciously trying to avoid - his subspace.

Atleigh stood with his head bowed in front of his mother. Something in his brain clicked and he experienced another unsettling vision that rendered all around him nonexistent. He wasn't twelve anymore. Somehow, he was now a much older man, so old that his hair, raven black in his youth, made way to silver strands. He could see all his personal history unfold in front of his eyes. His mother was long dead and with her demise his submission to women, forcefully induced and cultivated by tireless disciplining, had withered away. The true character of his mother was suddenly plainly in front of him. He could see that what she was doing to him for all those years when he was serving the governess and his mother's female friends as a spittoon, toilet and sex slave, was wrong and evil. He felt rage and an uncontrollable urge to repay women for what they made him suffer... But even after taking revenge he never succeeded in driving the thought of her from his mind... she was still there, ominous and powerful, in the back of his brain.

A stern voice woke him from the weird vision. "Atleigh? Are you listening?" It was his mother. He shook his head and was back in the room, as a naked, humiliated boy, exposed to the prying eyes of lusty women. His sense of self-worth was coming back to him with this weird daydream, saturating his body from the toes up to his hair roots like a magical potion. As if a veil was being lifted from his brain. All things started to gain different contours, edgy and hurtful.

"I praised you very generously to my guests and I expect you to live up to my expectations. Will you?" Isabel spoke in a voice that bore no room for opposition. He realized that if he was turned into a slave, if he accepted this role, there was no way back. He shook his head violently, mumbling to himself, "No... no, this is wrong."

His mother measured him, sensing that a great turmoil was going on inside of him. She gestured to Miss Cuthbert to take him away, but before the governess managed to drag him out of the room, he exclaimed: "I don't want to be a slave, you can't make me!"

Ladies giggled and covered their mouths as they were whispering to one another, looking sideways at Atleigh. Isabel frowned. "Darling, this is not a matter of choice. You are to become a slave whether you feel like it or not. You are already reprogrammed and bound to obey."

The show of Lady Adwood, publicly turning her own son into a slave, had attracted the attention of all of the guests who stood in a large crowd, those of smaller stature curiously tiptoeing to see how she was going to handle the sudden outburst of revolt.

The vision revealed to him the truth. This insane monster, his mother, was trying to make him a sex slave to her guests. What mother would do such a thing? He thought that his head would crack with all the thoughts that were swirling in his brain. Atleigh looked wildly around and spotted an open window, leading to the garden. The curtains, lazily waving in the draft, looked as if they were beckoning him. Naked or not, he knew he had to do it, now.

A hasty plan of escape started to unfold in his mind. In close distance of the Adwood manor was the house where his closest friend, Will, lived with his parents. He knew that Will's Catholic parents could protect him from the rage of his mother. If he told them what the revered Lady Adwood does under the roof of her paternal ancestors... What depraved parties she throws and how she raises her own children to be as morally depraved as herself, they would surely do all in their power to it bring it to an end and make her pay.

He darted to the open door, from which a refreshing breeze was entering the stuffy room. He was making his way through the crowd, pushing the surprised people to the sides. Just a few more steps and he would be free. Isabel's guards, always a few steps away, were ready to start, but she held them at bay with a lazy gesture. She didn't stir, her arms crossed in front of her body, completely at ease.

"Let him try." Isabel said, her dignified stature erect and a lenient smile on her face.

Atleigh reached the door and stepped over the threshold. His bare feet felt the cool stone tiles of the terrace. Freedom was within his reach and his lungs expanded when he tasted it. But with every inch of the distance he travelled from his mother to the window, a pressure in his chest appeared and once he was too far, it got intolerable. The night was dark, but inviting, the air smelled with summer night. He came to an abrupt halt as if he hit his head against a wall.

The emotional avalanche that set off within him was too much to be born. He felt as if a bomb would explode in his abdomen if he stirred too far from Her. She was so much more than his mother. She was his owner, his jailer, his secret crush, most of all his all-powerful goddess. They were connected to a degree he didn't realize before. She was ruling over him completely and irrevocably. He collapsed to the ground. Only then did Isabel order the guards to carry her son back in.

"You will pay for your rebellion, junior." Isabel announced sternly. "There is no running from me." She traced his chin with her palm, pulling it up to see his eyes. "Your fate as a slave is already sealed. You will always be a slave, no matter how hard you try to fight it." He knew she was right. His bitter tears fell on her legs and ran down over the surface of her nylon stockings until they were eventually soaked up. He covered the tips of her shoes with wet kisses begging for pardon, but she was adamant.

"The purpose of your coming-of-age party is to serve and amuse the Ladies. I will not sell my guests short by denying them what they came for." Isabel said, toying with his hair. He sobbed as she pushed him away from her with her foot.

"Ladies, he is yours."

Isabel's authority was the only thing that been keeping the ladies off. Now a swarm of them swooped on him like harpies. His head swam as the bright colors of their ball dresses flickered around him and he felt the warmth of their bodies. Giggling, they pulled him to their midst, their hands all over his body, and started to play with him with the same consideration and gentleness as crocodile would toy with a calf. They laughed, daring each other to hurt him more, pinching his nipples, smacking his ass cheeks, and pulling on his sack.

His torturers were a diverse group of women, but they all were very attractive. Isabel never associated with friends who wouldn't measure up to her looks. This made the situation even more difficult for him. He was red in the face, mortified, but at the same time fighting the irrepressible urge to get erect. Conditioned as he was to react with arousal to humiliation, his struggle was in vain. The lusty touches, slaps and pinches were turning more and more rough.

Soon they grew tired of mocking him and pushed him to the ground to trample on him. When they hoisted themselves on top of his body, he was feeling ready to die. The sharp heels dug into his flesh and even though they didn't pierce the skin, the pain drove him crazy. The weight of several women at once almost suffocated him. They trampled and twisted on his abdomen and chest, slapped his poor balls with the soles of their feet and spiraled the skin on his sack around their high heels. He was almost sure that his ribs are going to give soon. A young girl with mahogany-colored hair in bright green dress was especially eager to humiliate him. First, she spit into his face and then she shoved nearly her whole foot into his mouth, scrubbing the sole of her feet on his teeth.

Perhaps to die pierced by their sharp heels or getting crushed under the weight of their bodies would be preferable to what was to come next. He knew that before they were done with him, he would have to satisfy each and every one of them with his mouth. His governess had made a focused effort on his endurance in licking. She was very thorough in her teachings, ensuring his endurance improved with each of their encounters. But now, this legion of women? He was too weak, not trained enough to make all of them come. He was surely going to die by suffocation when they crushed his face under their butts.

Meanwhile, Isabel ordered her servants to bring in a collection corporal punishment instruments. She approached the group while they were amusing themselves with Atleigh's suffering and humiliation, and offered them a wide selection of whips, canes, paddles and a large collection of leather belts. Someone joked about Atleigh's nonexistent cock, and they all laughed their heads off, invigorated with alcohol.

Even though he did not dare to resist anymore, the idea of these wild women seizing the instruments and trumping one another about whose strokes were harder or more precise, scared the hell out of him. He disentangled himself from the lecherous harpies and ran to his mother, the only one in whose power it was to stop the insane torture party.

He prostrated himself in front of her, crying. "Mother, please... please spare me. I will do whatever you say!"

"I say, my boy, that you are going to give these ladies what they desire. You need to instill in your brain again, that being a slave is your true purpose in life. I will take care you will never ever forget about it again."

Stroke after stroke fell on Atleigh's body. The angry marks yelled ´Pain!´ long before the women got even more serious and bound him to a spanking bench. Simultaneously, two or three women danced around his naked ass with the instrument of their choice. Taking turns, one woman would strike him with a single tail whip on the back, followed by a second with a hardwood paddle on the ass, while each third lady with the cane would try to add to the welt stripes running down his thighs with no overlaps. Atleigh screamed in pain, jerking whenever a particularly heavy stroke fell on his ass, thighs or back. He was sweating profusely, drops of sweat falling to the ground under him.

It wasn't possible for all the women to beat him at once, and so the ones who were not busy were drinking champagne and cheering. Soon the onlookers started to bet on the ladies, most skilled with the whip or a cane, as to who would make him squeal the most.

After a solid half an hour, when Atleigh was almost losing his consciousness, his mother signaled a stop to the beating and stepped between him and his torturers.

"Enough ladies, it’s beginning to look like a Jackson Pollock painting. You won't enjoy his tongue if you beat the life out of him." She freed him from the leather straps that bound him and he fell to her feet like a sack of potatoes. He breathed hard, his voice high and submissive.

He knew what was coming and his cock was stirring against his better judgment when he thought about it. He knew that Ms. Cuthbert had used one of her herb potions, so he would never ejaculate, regardless how much was his cock stimulated.

His feet refused to obey him and so his mother had him dragged to the right wing of the house, to the largest bedroom with the most comfortable bed. A line of women waited in the hall for their turn. Without scruples, groups of two, three and even four women made use of him, fulfilling their raunchy needs to the utmost. His tongue was sore from the licking and even though he was supposed to give them oral, some of them just raped him, using his cock as tool for pleasure without the slightest consideration of him, often when he was immobilized under the ass of a woman, kneeling on his arms and riding his tongue.

After a while he couldn't stand it any longer, his tongue went stiff and his cock was all achy from the furious stimulation. Whenever he could breathe, he begged for mercy. But he was about to learn that reservoirs of energy and endurance he in fact possessed were much deeper than he would have ever expected. Eventually, the seemingly endless line that formed in the corridor started to thin. All the harpies who took the fancy to use him as a sex slave were already been served, even though some came back for a second.

When the guards dragged him back to the ballroom, he was only half conscious. They dumped him in front of Lady Adwood and he simply rolled over to his belly and lay with his cheek against the expensive carpet. She allowed him to recuperate by resting her legs on him and leaving him be. Atleigh, who for the duration of twenty minutes turned into human rug, was breathing deeply, feeling the sweat from all the vigorous effort drying from his body.

After a while, Lady Isabel, seeing that Atleigh had recuperated some of his lost energy was stirring, pushed him aside with her leg. Her single gesture made him rise as if he was bound by an invisible thread to her commanding finger.

"Now, you are baptized to accept your role as the slave of Women. Your life will hence belong to us, and you will never divert from this path again." Isabella recited festively. The ladies of her acquaintance, a glow in the cheeks of those who were satisfied by Lee, made a circle around them. Isabela whispered only to him: "Listen well and repeat this formula."

"I'm a slave to Women. My meaning of life is..." Atleigh fought to remember the long formula and had to start all over five times before he recited it correctly. Every time he tried, the words and their meaning were imprinting as if with a red-hot branding iron into the structures of his brain. "My meaning of life is... inextricably bound to the pleasure and satisfaction of Women. I will cast aside my old chauvinist ways and dedicate my life fully to the service of Women. I will accept with a grateful heart the perpetual punishment that I deserve for my crimes."

"Express your gratitude for your new role in life, slave," His mother commanded. He no longer felt like fighting against the inevitable. He was defeated, finally accepting his fate. He now felt like letting go and floating with the current. He prostrated himself again and a feeling of tranquility was filling his soul to the brim when he whispered: "Thank you, mother, for the privilege to serve Women now and forever..." He cried the tears of relief. He had finally come to terms with the power of Female Dominance.

"It is time for you to meet your new Owner." Isabel replied pleasantly. She raised her head, looking somewhere behind Atleigh. He turned and sought with his gaze what his mother's eyes lingered on.

From the crowd of women, who were intently watching the castigation, appeared a tall figure. She stepped forward into the middle of the ball room, and whether intentionally or by coincidence, she stopped precisely at the spot where the three colors of the wooden floor, arranged in elaborate rosette merged.

"Atleigh, this is your new Mistress. From this day, you belong to her, and your allegiance is all hers to own." Mistress Isabel made two steps forward and waited for the other woman to approach her. Atleigh did not dare to raise his gaze. Terror wouldn't allow him to look at the face of his goddess. He intently stared at her t-strap high heels as they were clapping towards Lady Adwood. He sensed that it was a femme fatale, self-assured in her step and bold in her style. As she walked, the slit of her red dress, too high for decency, revealed her beautifully sculpted legs.

Atleigh, his brain now fully wired for submission, secretly admired the curves and felt himself falling deeper past the point of no return, where all traces of his former self were obliterated in favor of his new slave identity.

"Greet your new Mistress, boy." Lady Isabel ordered and Atleigh covered the petite toes of the goddess in red with passionate kisses.

His new Mistress put a metal collar with a velvet inner side on his neck and clicked it closed. Isabel was witnessing this procedure and when the collar was secured by a sturdy lock, she said: "Now you can behold the beauty that will reign over you from this day to the end of your life."

He looked up, temporarily blinded by the bright reflections of the crystal chandeliers that created a halo around his new Mistress' head. When his eyes adjusted, he could finally see her face. Her features looked like they were carved by a sculptor, who dedicated his whole life to the pursuit of the perfect beauty. Her delicious lips had clear-cut outline and large almond eyes were framed with black pencil.

Atleigh felt as if he was thrown into a deep water tied up in a strait-jacket. He knew her face.




◆◆◆




Atleigh's new Mistress was strolling the ballroom with her new slave boy on the leash. He was crawling on all four behind her, trying with all his might not to give away how the hard floor hurt his knees. Each gesture she manipulated him with, like a marionette, was a silent witness to her sex-appeal. He was still, in vain, straining his brain to recall where he had seen that beautiful face before.

The goddess stopped with her girlfriends and presented him as her new personal slave. Occasionally, she looked down at him, daring him to establish eye contact.  He couldn't stand her gaze for more than a second, but in that look there was everything that made him melt like butter. The haughtiness of a true goddess, the natural dominance, and the awareness of her absolute superiority.

Everything still seemed so unreal. Was this a reality or did he just have another of his vivid nightmares that merged seamlessly with erotic dreams? The voices sounded somehow distorted, even muffled, but he heard his Mistress say, "Oh yes, I intend to expand his current skills, especially in personal service. Regrettably his cock is still too small for my liking, but when he grows a bit more..."

He mechanically crawled behind her when she moved from one group to another, conversing about and laughing at him with her friends. Then she headed towards two younger girls, who were drinking champagne. When they spotted them, they put their heads together and Atleigh could see clearly that they are talking about him. His heart sank, he was terrified of girls, who were only few years older than him.

"I want you to meet my family, slave." She sang in her rich, melodious voice. "You will serve them too, so better for you to get acquainted now." He hastened to bow as low as he possibly could, hoping that his eagerness would come across as a sign of humility and subservience.

As stealthily as he could muster, he was measuring them. As to their looks, they might had been the allegories of night and day. One of them had golden hair streaming down on her back well to her waist - she was the glorious, sunny day. The other wore a mane of black curls and she could represent the warm night, with the glamorous skies scattered with stars.

"Meet my relatives, my slave." His Mistress lifted his head by pulling on his leash, clearly daring him to take a better look at the women. His eyes glided from one face to the other. Did he displease them with his display of submission? Their lips were curled in scorn and contempt.

The dark-haired girl used her left hand to swipe a strand of hair off her face. A glittery thing on her wrist captured his attention. It was a bracelet with initials. His initials! At that moment the world froze and began to implode. He finally remembered - an avalanche of recollections set off in his mind. Thunderstruck, he grabbed his head and moaned, feeling that his head might explode any moment with the emotional overload.




◆◆◆




Atleigh looked at the graying hair on his arms, studied the creased skin on the backs of his hands. How could he not notice? He wasn't a twelve year old boy anymore... Of course, how could he have missed what was plainly before him. They drugged him! That's why he had the macabre visions running in front of his eyes, that's why they removed the mirror from his room. 

The last thing he remembered was the glorious triumph over Artemisia. Then, in a crack of a whip, the nightmare of his youth returned. He was yet again at the mercy of his mother and the vicious governess, Miss Cuthbert, who made him serve his mother's female friends.

"Seems you finally connected the dots, my slave." His new Mistress noted, placidly observing his inner struggle. He curled with his hands covering his ears and started to rock to and fro.

"Take as much time as you need to process this." She said with mock kindness.

Atleigh, his hands on his ears, abruptly stopped rocking. He began to raise his head, so slowly, as if he was trying to delay the moment of truth. When he saw her face again, something snapped inside him. The woman, to whom he was bound by a solemn oath, his new Mistress, was Artemisia Angelis. He opened his mouth, but no sound came out. Shock paralyzed his vocal cords.

"Don't waste your energy on speaking. You will need it for your slave service." Artemisia said sweetly, her pretty teeth exposed in a wide smile.

Once he was conscious of the truth, Atleigh's brain began to automatically bridge over the synapses that were broken. One recollection after another sprang up, quickly filling the empty voids in his memory.

The orchestra was still playing, some ladies swayed in the rhythm of sensual jazz, but more and more were gathering to watch the peak of the evening - the moment when this enslaved fool learns the truth. All of them knew it would come in the course of this special night, but those outside of the Club's Inner Circle knew very little about the particulars of the plan.

Artemisia clapped her hands to get the attention of the whole ballroom. The orchestra ceased playing and all the women were now watching with eager eyes the drama of the male, who had just served many of them as a sex slave.

With a few barked commands Artemisia made Atleigh lay on his back, victoriously putting her shoe on his face and brushing the sole on his hair like on a shoe cleaning brush. He was forced to withstand that - not because Artemisia's guards would easily overpower him, but because the urge to comply was invisible and stemmed right from his own self.

"Ladies of the Xantippe's Club! Some of you arrived at the shortest notice and you deserve a bit of background behind this cool coming out party. Today is the day when we celebrate a crushing victory over a powerful enemy!" An applause filled the room.

"Most of you are to some extent familiar with the figure of Atleigh Adwood. But you don't know all... Brace yourselves for most shocking revelations." Artemisia, choosing her words to capture their attention, looked around. She had the eager attention of all.

"I must give credit to Atleigh for beguiling so many women of my acquaintance... Not only my poor Persephone, but also Catherine, Atalanta and Cristine. One of the most ingenious psychopaths I have ever met..." Artemisia pretended to take her hat to him. "But even such an enemy has to face its ultimate fall when crossing the path of the Ladies of the Xantippe's Club." Another round of applause sounded.

"There is so much more you need to know before you make your own opinion on the character of the man and the level of suffering he deserves for his atrocities. He seduced my daughter and my niece. He talked poor Atalanta into marrying him. Do you wonder why he would do such a thing? Surely not because he loved her. It was all part of his plan to lawfully get my house and all my possessions. Now if you think that it cannot get any worse than this, think again..."

"He is guilty of many crimes, including abduction of innocent girls, who he used to satisfy his sadistic needs." The crowd began to murmur, and the sound level increased ominously like thunder in the distance.

Mistress Olympia was leaning against the mantelpiece. Frank and Martin were kneeling at her feet, and she held her lost daughter under her arm. As Artemisia mentioned the abductions, she pulled her daughter even closer, as if crushing her ribs would mend all the trauma she experienced there.

Mistress Ava, who noticed the expression of horror at some of the faces, added. "Please, don't worry. Thanks to Mistress Olympia and her team, the poor girls were saved from the old factory in London, where Atleigh kept them locked in horrible dungeon conditions."

"Indeed! Our heartfelt thanks to Mistress Olympia, who showed us what good old orgasm denial can achieve." Artemisia continued.

"Unfortunately, Atleigh is not only guilty of abduction and manipulation. Seems, he does not shy away from murder either. Atleigh murdered Catherine." Artemisia carefully formed words to do justice to their gravity. A few people hissed under their breath, the name reverberating around the room.

"Yes, Catherine. Most of you knew her, of course. She was my bosom friend, the woman whose dominance could never be doubted. She was the easy-going girl who never spoiled any fun, self-confident and beautiful. And yet she fell for the charms of Atleigh Adwood. He turned her against me and used her to convince my niece that I was scheming to take her life." Shocked waves of whispers raised and turned into angry buzzing, like a hornets' nest.

"If you think that only by these offenses, he earned his spot in the deepest pit of hell, I quite agree. Sadly, this is not all. You - stay and don't move." Artemisia now left Atleigh laying on the ground and paced the room. Immobilized by her command, he lay there helplessly, exposed to scornful and contemptuous looks. Even the servants and slaves despised him.

"Some of you already have heard the story, but some have not. Let me return back in time sixteen years. There never is a day when I won’t curse the evening that I took poor Persephone to the fateful fetish party. It was there that we met him. He swept her right off her feet, and nothing was the same ever since. I could probably get over my sister dating a guy twenty years her senior. What I couldn't get over, though, was that he was just trying to get to our family’s money. It was as plain as a day to everyone besides her."

"No one was able to make Persephone see sense. Soon they got married. Father insisted that they come and live under our roof, to have Atleigh under control. He delegated to him some duties as a representative of the YA. Meanwhile, Atleigh was throwing Persephone's dowry out the window by handfuls. When he used up all her dowry on hookers and expensive drinks, he was getting increasingly interested about the fairytale riches of our father. Our father though, was no stupid man. Under a false pretext of business dealings in Shanghai he sent him to Asia for half a year. And so Cristine was born without Atleigh even knowing about her. Our father was hoping that Persephone would sober up. To our intense relief she began to see Atleigh in more realistic light after she learned about his numerous affairs. The love for her newborn obliterated some of the infatuation with him too. Our father and I decided to hide the child. We were afraid that he might use her as leverage over Persephone. My sister, her heart breaking, agreed. Our father commissioned lawyers to find some way to get rid of the undesirable son-in-law... But it wasn't that easy, even though Father was using every opportunity to send him away on business. Atleigh soon realized he was losing his power over Persephone and decided to act. He knew that if done slowly enough, death by arsenic poisoning can be mistaken for a number of diseases... This is the way I lost my sister - and my father shortly afterwards. He obviously wanted to kill our father first, but Father was a sturdy man..."

Artemisia seized the root of her nose and closed her eyes for a moment, furrowing her brows. The memories overpowered her for a moment, but then she took a deep breath and continued. "We didn't know back then what was behind the steep deterioration of Persephone’s health... I learned about the cause years later when the new method of arsenic detection was invented. I always knew it was foul play and then I finally had the evidence. I got him jailed for tax evasions. It was a poor satisfaction for my anguish, but at least he was locked up. He then feigned his death and sent me the letter that even when he is dead, his sister will take over in his endeavor to destroy me."

"The man is an abomination!" Someone shouted from the crowd.

"Wait to hear the rest of it." Artemisia said. "Back to present day then. When I visited Cristine, I used the opportunity to steal Atalanta's glass from her room. I had sent it to the lab, and I recently received the results. It too contained arsenic. Atleigh repeated the same method he used with my sister. Luckily we found out before Atalanta's health was permanently damaged, or worse."

The lady in pink exclaimed angrily: "He should be handed to the police this instant!"

Mistress Ava raised her brows slightly and attempted to say something, but her words were drowned in a sudden wave of disapproving exclamations. Artemisia waved down the sudden upsurge, encouraging Ava to speak. "I see most feel the same as I do... Does he deserve the worst? Sure, he does. But you certainly see the flaw in our system of justice! It does not possess the tools to repay a criminal of his caliber for the atrocities he had committed." The lady in pink blushed slightly and she ceased speaking for the time being.

Mistress Artemisia extended her hand towards Cristine. "Without Cristine and her ingenious acting our little show wouldn't be such a roaring success." Mistress Ava walked towards Cristine and seized her hand, raising it up as if she just won a race.

Atleigh looked at the girl with the mane of black curls and finally recognized his daughter. Now he knew why she looked at him with such animosity...

Cristine was on pins and needles the whole time her aunt was enumerating Atleigh's crimes. She seemed very eager to flaunt his defeat right into his face in the sauciest words possible. She gently placed Atalanta in the care of Mistress Ava and approached him, coiling her index finger through the ring on his collar.

"Remember the scene of me killing Artemisia?" Of course, he did. His memory was now almost completely restored. "Well, we fed you your own medicine. I just fired a blank cartridge. Artemisia feigned her death and Martin corroborated it. It never occurred to you that your guards are no longer loyal to you, did it?" Atleigh was still tongue tied, he only gasped for air like a fish.

"The two men of course were already under the spell of Mistress Olympia and obeyed each of Artemisia's commands. When you ordered a drink, he served you your Glenmorangie Signet, improved with crushed sleeping pills in a dose that would knock down a horse." Cristine enjoyed every second and purposefully drew each word to relish the triumph.

Artemisia beamed at her proudly. "We also staged the army operation... There in fact never was any army, it was just a smoke screen. The ringing doorbell was just Mistress Ava bringing in the servants to prepare for this party."

Atleigh had enough being spoon-fed his defeat. He tried to get up, but Cristine jerked the leash and drove him down to his knees again. "Stay - where - you - are." Her words worked like an incantation. To his horror he realized that he couldn’t disobey. He tried again, but his legs wouldn't listen to him. They felt wobbly like pudding.

Artemisia thanked Cristine and took over again, talking to the crowd rather than addressing him directly. "There was only one way. We had to make him believe that our strategy was different than it really was. So we staged the elaborate Tolerance Temptation Test, presenting it in our meetings as our key strategy. Atleigh was led to think that we would look for Cristine and Atalanta in the Headquarters of the Marquis Media. Those slaves who succeeded in the test infiltrated the building. Slave Bernard was clumsily trying to coax information from Ms. Ikenna, who as expected informed her Master... It was a feeble strategy and Atleigh, who believes he is the only clever kid on the block just swallowed the bait."

"Convinced we are bunch of stupid fools, he could relax going into the next stage of his plan - the marriage to Atalanta..." Atleigh experienced another flash, associated with returning memories. He looked at the goldilocks, whose eyes were red from excessive crying, but who was now looking at him with as much contempt as her relatives.

"My wife... you are my wife!" Atleigh suddenly exclaimed, a feeble hope rekindling in him. "I love you, you know it! Will you let your husband to be treated like this?"

Atalanta's lower lip trembled, but she summoned her strength and faced him. "You don't love me, you never did. You married me just to get to my mother's property!" Atalanta put her face in her palms. "Oh, and I loved you so much..." She couldn't contain her emotions any longer. Cristine went to her side and hugged her, taking her to the couch to sit down.

Mistress Olympia, who stood right beside them at the mantelpiece, stroked her hair. "You are not alone, darling Atalanta. Cristine's mother fell for him as hopelessly as you... Catherine too... It is so simple to fool someone who is not expecting it... It takes a ruthless man with no morals to exploit unsuspecting young souls like yours."

"Ruthless and evil!" Artemisia added, and now was speaking very loud so that everyone in the ballroom could hear clearly. "...I visited Cristine right here in this house when Atleigh was swearing love to Atalanta in the church downtown. It wasn't difficult to make her see sense, she already knew about his disguises and intrigues. When I presented her with her mother's diaries, she doubted no more that he was a despicable scumbag. No potion enriched rosehip tea would help him after she learned the truth."

Artemisia ordered the servants to pour the slim champagne glasses for a toast. As they were soundlessly gliding among the guests and distributing the glasses, Artemisia grabbed his hair and tilted it backwards. "Now that he has sworn to bear punishment for all his crimes and pledged to remain loyal to me for the rest of his life, there is no going back."

Mistress Ava, in a breathtaking satin, dress joined Artemisia and looked into Atleigh's face as if he was a specimen of some deep-sea creature that is both disgustingly ugly and yet strangely fascinating.

"His mother, God bless her, made very sure he will never be able to escape from his fate as a slave to dominant women. She used the most effective but time-consuming method of rewiring the male brain through endless repetitions of humiliating procedures and corporal punishments, administered according to a precise schedule."

Artemisia nodded at Isabel, who was keeping a low profile now that her task was over. Artemisia gently placed her arm around her shoulders. "Our amazing Mistress Esmeralda played the part of Atleigh's mother Isabel perfectly.

"The likeness between the two women is uncanny, don't you think?" Mistress Olympia observed as she pointed towards the staircase. "This fine portrait proves it. They both have aristocratic airs." Everyone turned their heads to look at the dignified old-fashioned oil painting of Atleigh's mother, hanging in the main hall, above the stairs.

"How did you know all the intimate details of Adwood family life,” asked the lady in pink dress, who played the nosy friend of Isabel.

"We visited a man called Randall in the elderly care home. He was the butler that served in this house when Atleigh was a boy. He is ancient, Alzheimer has ravaged his brain, he doesn't know how to use a fork anymore, but he recalled vividly what happened decades ago. He knew everything about the parties, about Atleigh's mother, about Miss Cuthbert... He must have been listening behind closed doors a great deal, because he knew the most intimate details. All the better for us. The illusion was perfect."

The lady in pink was clearly insatiably curious even in real life, because her thirst for saucy details was not easily quenched. "But why did you take so much pains to fool him like that?"

"Perhaps we just enjoyed it! Eye for an eye, tooth for a tooth." She laughed, the charming sound filling every corner of the large hall.

"But we also had one very important motivation. I soon realized from what I learned that his brain was programmed by his mother years ago. There is nothing as strong as the submission programming instilled in early youth. All there was left to do was to make him swear again and all the hard-wired programming just kicked right in. It was worth every penny to reconstruct his experience and to have him live it all again. Now that he is bound to me by an oath, no force in the world will salvage him from his submission towards women."

Atleigh gulped, dryness in his mouth. He knew she was right. He couldn't possibly disobey, it was physically impossible. His brain had kept his submissive side safely insulated, keeping it at bay like a tumor for decades. But when he beheld the woman whom he believed to be his mother, this defense crumbled like paper walls, so completely he wasn't able to restore it anymore.

Mistress Artemisia took the lead again, speaking directly to Atleigh, but still speaking loud enough for everybody to hear. "Martin and Frank are now slaves of Mistress Olympia. Your guard crushed strong sleeping pills to mix into your drink, which knocked you off. Martin had enough knowledge of anesthetics to keep you unconscious for a day... Meanwhile we prepared this charming little party right under your own roof, in the house of your ancestors."

Artemisia was enjoying herself, taking extra care to describe the minutest details of the intricate plan. Atleigh remembered how he woke up in his room with intense headache and how his mind was full of most disturbing visions, vivid and colorful...

"Our team left nothing to coincidence. Mistress Esmeralda searched for clues on the Adwood family, using her connections to the aristocracy. Her elegant demeanor worked wonders in the highest circles... Mistress Kimberley with her stunning looks helped her wherever alluring looks are needed. We staged the smallest details to make our illusion believable."

Mistress Kimberley, who had so far been busy with her newly acquired slave, a member of aristocracy she attracted on their journey to gather the pieces of the Atleigh puzzle, voiced the thought that was on the mind of most Inner Circle members.

"Superior Mistress Artemisia, you still haven't told us who is the traitor in our midst..."

The crowd yet again broke out in a murmur. Aside from the Inner Circle members of the Xantippe's Club, no one was aware there was another rat bringing information to Atleigh.

"Dear ladies, I purposefully omitted this essential little detail. When the clock strikes midnight - " she checked her Chopard watch, and noted it was already eleven fifty-five. "... more revelations will be made. I ask for your patience and, in the meantime..."

She stepped over Atleigh's body, and spat into his face where the spit hit his eye. Disgusted, Atleigh opened his mouth, but she spat into it too... while laughing.

"Thank me for the privilege to wear your new slave name!" She commanded. Atleigh firmly pressed his eyelids together, his brain was completely empty and the words wouldn't come. "Uhh... this slave Cunt is grateful for the divine spit of his Goddess." He wondered where this reverent formulation came from. His brain was serving him the correct phrases automatically. He was progressively losing himself to his new slave identity.

"Before you learn more, I want to introduce to you..." she walked around the prostrate Atleigh "...the Cunt". She grabbed a dustpan hanging next to the mantelpiece. "This pathetic piece of shit that lies on the floor in front of you will no longer be known under the name of Atleigh." Artemisia condescendingly patted his cheek with the dustpan and invited all her friends to join her in humiliating him.

"From today onward, he will be known as Cunt. Come now, spit into his face! I want him to remember this moment forever." The Ladies didn't need to be asked twice. They gathered and began to spit onto his face.

They spat and spat on him, until his face was all covered with their bubbly, slimy substance. He kept his eyes firmly closed and the liquid settled in his eye sockets. Every time a Mistress spat on his face, Mistress Artemisia prodded his side with the dustpan, and he repeated the mantra. “This slave Cunt is grateful for the divine spit of the female Goddess." The line was drawing to the end when one of the servants approached Artemisia and discreetly whispered into her ear.

She exclaimed, "Right on time!", clapped her hands and kicked Atleigh to the side. "Now you will learn the rest of the story!"

◆◆◆




A group of people entered the ball room, lead in by a butler. Three women and two males who looked quite disoriented and squinted into the bright light. Artemisia gestured and the orchestra played a fanfare. She set forward to meet the newcomers. The members of the Club instantly recognized Mistresses Lucia, Sakura and sissy Amanda. A low buzzing intensified, and stealthy looks from the party guests followed them as they approached the hostess. Admittedly, wearing jeans and shirts they stuck out at the party like a sore thumb.

Mistress Artemisia didn't hug the women in the way she normally would. She just accepted a kiss on her shoe tips from the slaves in the entourage and then led them to the middle of the room.

"Welcome to the celebration party. Sorry to bring you in like that, in the middle of the night and without letting you know what the dress code is," Artemisia said with a slightly ironic smile on her face. She refrained from offering them any drinks. Instead, she turned to the crowd again and formally introduced them. "Ladies, please welcome an addition to our party. You know of course Mistresses Sakura and Lucia, and my sissy husband Amanda."

Cristine, who made herself comfortable using Atleigh as a footstool, noticed that both Bernard and Christopher were part of the retinue. Bernard spotted her first and couldn't believe his eyes. When the van picked them up at the Angelis Mansion garage, he had no idea where they were going. No one did. Squeezed in the back of the van, they traveled for many hours without a single pause, and then, long after the sun set, they rolled out of the darkness of the van right to the front door of this stately mansion. How come Cristine was here? Bernard was told that she was in the Headquarters of Marquis Media. He failed to find her there and he was desperate. He thanked the heavens that she was safe.

Mistress Lucia seemed most reluctant to enter the room and she was keeping a few steps behind the others. Her lips were bloodless, and she looked nauseated. When Artemisia stood next to her, she avoided her gaze. "Excuse me, I don't feel very well. I need to take some fresh air." She hastily headed for the closest door to the garden. Mistress Artemisia ordered one of the slaves to open the window. "No need to stir from the room. Shortly the fresh air will come to you. We have something very important to discuss so don't leave the room, please."

Lucia shot a nervous look in Cristine's direction and then mingled into the crowd, seemingly trying to get as far from her as possible. Cristine noticed and thought this very curious.

"Ladies, I'm thrilled you waited for the highlight of the evening!" Mistress Artemisia announced, while silently ordering slaves from Lucia's and Sakura's retinue to kneel at the side with other servants. "You are in for quite a surprise."

She commanded three chairs to be brought into the middle of the room. "The three of you, take a seat." Artemisia said politely, but her gaze was hard. Their worst expectations came true. They weren't brought to the party to have fun. They were not guests, rather captives. Amanda and Sakura judged it wiser to obey, bracing themselves for interrogation. Lucia was reluctant but joined them eventually. Artemisia meant business and was not to be fooled around with when in such attitude.

Artemisia was now surrounded by the crowd, who eagerly awaited resolution to the mystery of the traitor in their midst.

"Look at these three. You know them well, I know them even better. And yet, one of them betrayed us. Not for material gain, no. Out of sheer hunger for power and unbridled ambitions." She walked to and fro as she talked.

"I suspected that Catherine was not the only one of Atleigh's spies under my roof, when Amanda and I found a hidden camera. The PM, who is one of my very intimate friends," Artemisia winked significantly and several ladies giggled "...was getting blackmailed by a video shot from a camera smuggled into my very room. Only one person who I trusted unreservedly would be able to do such a thing." Mistresses Ava and Esmeralda put their heads together and whispered, looking sideways at Amanda.

"So, who was it? Who of the people who are close to me betrayed my confidence? Was it my sissy Amanda, who serves me faithfully for twenty years? Was it my friend Sakura, who never hesitates to fulfill any wish of mine? Or the valiant and just Mistress Lucia, whose principles and morals I could always rely on?" The Ladies hung on her voice and seemed to get closer and closer, not to miss a single word.

"Every one of us has secrets..." Artemisia walked past the three seated women. 

"Isn't it so Mistress Lucia?"

Mistress Lucia avoided her direct gaze and was intently looking at the chandelier on the ceiling.

"...or should I call you Virginia?" Artemisia pressed.

All of a sudden, a surprised male voice exclaimed. "It can't be!" Everyone looked the way the voice sounded. It was Atleigh.

Mistress Lucia went even paler in the face. "Artemisia... I can explain." She didn't dare to stir from her chair, but she sat on the edge of it, her back straight.

"Don't bother. I know it all." Artemisa said curtly. "Ladies, would you believe that for a number of years Atleigh's own sister was living in our midst?

Gasps of shocked rolled over the room like a tidal wave. "What?!"

"You fucking bitch!" Mistress Ava shouted hotly and darted forward, but Artemisia caught her arm, before she could strike Lucia. "Hang on for a second. I'm not finished yet."

"There are incredible coincidences in life... Remember what Brian Adwood said at the cemetery... that Atleigh had a sister called Virginia? I had no idea that our Lucia was the Virginia until PM faxed me her photo that his people found in the secret files of MI5. She was being followed by them at the time Atleigh was doing his drug deals." Out of her glittery purse she took a photo. She held it high for everyone to see. "Few years older, but she is aging well, don't you think?"

"I suspected you already knew, when you gave me the task to find Atleigh's sister back in the Angelis Mansion." Mistress Lucia sighed.

"Naturally." Artemisia smiled, amusement playing around the corners of her mouth.

"Virgina belongs to the class of rare Dommes who received their Femdom education directly from their mothers. Lady Isabel, Atleigh's mother, preceded me in the position of the Xantippe's Club Superior Mistress."

Mistress Kimberley exclaimed: "Surely not THE Lady Isabel?"

"Just the one, Kim. The legendary Lady Isabel, who taught whole generations of Dommes to enslave males. I never meet her, because she died before I came to embrace the Femdom calling in my life, but from what I've heard, she was a remarkable woman. Virginia had a superior and privileged Femdom upbringing, that most of us could only dream about..."

"Tell us, who is William and how the two of you met." Artemisia asked. Mistress Lucia bowed her head, she knew there was no point trying to keep anything from Artemisia.

"We met when we were teenagers..." Virginia shot a look towards Atleigh, who was staring at her, perplexed. "Well... William was Atleigh's best friend. They were inseparable when children. Up until Will's mother found out that Lady Isabel's servants were in fact her slaves and that she threw the most depraved parties."

"Yes, Ms. Montmorency told us all." Artemisia said. "I know that William's family were staunch Catholics. So as revenge for severing the ties between the two families, Lady Isabel sent you to seduce William, their only son... And you did a very good job. For months you conditioned him to become your completely devout servant and slave. His parents were livid when they learned that he had gotten involved intimately with Isabel's daughter... His parents sent him to the seminary to study for the priesthood shortly after that, but he never ever managed to forget about you."

Cristine, who was listening intently, dropped her feet down from Atleigh's back and weighed in. "Oh! Don't tell me... is he the William, who was running the Catholic Summer Camp? The one whom Mistress Lucia - I mean - Virginia, enslaved while we were there?"

"Indeed. The world is remarkably small, especially when you belong to certain circles... It wasn't all too difficult for a Domme of her caliber to make him her slave again."

Mistress Kimberly sighed. "What a romantic story, Lucia. After all those years, he couldn't forget you."

"Kim, don't let yourself get carried away. Don't you see that for all those years we had Atleigh's sister in our midst?" Mistress Kimberly, who was one of the youngest members of the Club scratched her head and remained silent.

"So here we are - Virginia. It is very sad that you didn't give me this information before."

"Oh, Artemisia, how could I? When you revealed Atleigh's name and the scope of his crimes, should I have come up and say - sorry, but I'm his sister? Wouldn't you shun me from the Club? The Club had been led by my own mother for decades and it was like my family, I couldn't just leave the whole of my life behind... Because Femdom is my life, all that I know to guide me!"

Artemisia didn't seem moved by the emotional plea. "Perhaps you were scheming all the time to get the position of Superior Mistress for yourself..."

Virginia jumped from her place. "I never...!"

Artemisia pushed her down to her chair again. "Sit. I didn't finish yet. Luckily for you, I was informed that you lost touch with Atleigh decades ago. I was observing him when he beheld you and judging from his reaction, he was also quite surprised to see you again, after all those years."

"So, you don't think I'm the traitor who wants to usurp your position?" Virginia asked cautiously.

"No, I don't. My people watched your every step, and you give me no reason to doubt you." Mistress Artemisia replied. Virginia let out a deep sigh of relief. The truth always shows itself. She narrowly avoided the fate of many those, who chose to stand up against Artemisia.

"I know it was you who smuggled the piece of paper with the addresses of old Randall and Ms. Montmorency into Robert's car." Artemisia elaborated. Now that Lucia was again in Artemisia's favor, some of the tension she felt began to subside. Artemisia clearly didn't think that the blood relation to Atleigh was in any way making her as despicable as he was. "Artemisia, I can’t thank you enough. You are being very just and merciful."

"You meant no harm, you were just worried I would not take it in a stride. Quite understandable." Lucia jumped up impulsively and enfolded Artemisia in tight embrace. "Thank you..."

Artemisia returned the hug and waited for Virginia to let go. When they parted, she said. "From now on, I will call you again by the name you chose for yourself, Mistress Lucia. You may join the ladies and rest your nerves. If you wish, you can change into an evening dress and chill in the parlor." Mistress Lucia, whose limbs had turned stiff from the stressful interrogation, asked hesitatingly "Can I... may I go to the garden?" Artemisia smiled. "You are free again, do whatever you please, but first you might want to know who the true traitor is." Lucia slowly got up and joined Mistress Kimberley, who had a glass of champagne ready for her.

Artemisia moved on and stopped in front of sissy Amanda. "Now it is your turn, my sissy. Is there something you would like to confess to me?"




◆◆◆




Atalanta, who was up to that moment recuperating from the shock of her lover's betrayal, walked forward. She couldn't stand aside when her father was getting questioned. More often than not she pretended her father didn't exist. In a way he didn't, because years ago he had transitioned into a female sissy identity and was known as Amanda ever since.

"Mother, are you trying to say that Amanda did it? Amanda was Atleigh's agent?" Although Atalanta had a very ambivalent relationship to her sissy father, she still couldn't believe Amanda would in any way jeopardize her or Artemisia's life.

Artemisia shushed her. "All in due time, my darling." Then she turned to the eager audience again. "When it comes to my sissy Amanda, you probably heard that I stripped her of the honorary title of the Head of the Housemaids. I made it very clear to the Inner Circle members that she was not to be trusted."

Sissy Amanda's face was an open book. Her expression changed from indignation to disappointment and back again. Her face read: "How can you doubt me, my Mistress, after all the years?"

Atalanta looked very troubled but obeyed her mother and didn't interfere.

"All that you were led to believe regarding Amanda was just my little game. It was all part of the plan. The scene in the parlor, me stripping her of her privileges, all was tailored to confuse the true traitor."

"Mistress? You... don't doubt me?" Amanda peeped, confused. "But..."

Artemisia extended her hand and seized Amanda's, raising her up from the chair. "I don't doubt you."

Artemisia, still holding her hand, spoke to the audience again. "Amanda is innocent of course. Our cause is hers as well and she would never jeopardize our interests."

Amanda fell to Artemisia's feet and covered them in kisses.

"Amanda, I'm deeply sorry I made you suffer, but the traitor had to be exposed. I couldn't tell you, otherwise you couldn't play your part believably. Thanks to you I know everything and there is not a shadow of a doubt about the true villain in this story. I'm shaken at how much trauma you had to experience." Amanda cried bitter tears, but in her heart of hearts she was elated that her Mistress trusted her after all.

Artemisia turned to the last of the three. "... and this brings me to the last member of our new guests..." Artemisia looked down on Mistress Sakura, whose face didn't give away any emotion. She didn't stir like Lucia and Amanda before her, while Artemisia talked to her.  She sat with her back against the chair and palms placed on her knees, very composed.

"You all know that I hold Mistress Sakura in high regard... Her services to the Club have been priceless. I valued her so much that I financed a generous rebuilding of the attic of the Angelis Mansion into her own private Queendom. No one was too surprised when I commissioned her with the supervision of my house and the servants for the duration of my absence..." Mistress Sakura tilted her head slightly backwards, her beautiful exotic face haughty.

"But at some point I began to suspect something was going on. Before we left for Yorkshire, I installed hidden cameras all around the house - even in Sakura's bedroom." Sakura didn't change her expression, but red blotches started to appear on her cheeks.

"Now I have enough evidence to be absolutely certain, that Sakura was in Atleigh's pocket all the time."

Not even Artemisia expected what came after this statement. The crowd roared and Artemisia had to call on the guards to protect Sakura, otherwise the angry women would assault her right then and there.

Hidden behind the wide back of Martin, Sakura looked shaken. Once the situation calmed down and the angry crowd was appeased with the promise of fair punishment later on, Artemisia continued. "Unlike Catherine or Persephone, Sakura established a purely business connection with Atleigh. She is an ambitious woman, no doubt, I always knew that." Mistress Sakura pursed her lips. She was struggling with the fact that the game was drawing to an end.

Artemisia watched Sakura's face intently, noticing how her studied look of indifference was falling apart. "I've known for years that she had her eyes on my leadership position at Xantippe's Club, but you know what they say - keep your friends close and your enemies even closer. Unfortunately, I noticed too late that her ambition gradually morphed into treason. Atleigh probably promised her that after I'm out of the way, she will become the Superior Mistress of the Xantippe's Club herself."

Sakura knew very well that if Artemisia had all the evidence to prove her claims, that she, Sakura, would probably spend the rest of her days as Artemisia's slave. Finally, the facade she was so meticulously keeping up, fell off entirely. Her face contorted in a spiteful grin, and she sprang up.

"You bitch! You don't deserve the title of the Superior Mistress!"

Out of the blue Mistress Ava zig-zagged around Martin, who hesitated for a split second, long enough for Ava to slap Sakura's cheek. "How dare you! After all Mistress Artemisia had done for you! If it wasn't for her, you would still work in the Tokyo brothel where she found you!"

Mistress Artemisia gently pulled Ava back. "Thank you for standing up for me, but I'm rather curious what Sakura has to say! Let her speak."

Sakura's cheek bore an imprint of Ava's palm. She shook all over with powerless rage, mumbling Japanese profanities under her breath. She knew retaliation was out of the question, Artemisia's guard were within arm's reach.

Mistress Artemisia encouraged Sakura to continue. "Tell me, why do you hate me so."

Sakura, her beauty twisting with the rage, strained her face, suddenly unable to spit it out. "You... you..." Finally she pulled herself together and spoke loudly for everyone to hear. "You expect loyalty from the subordinated Mistresses, but you are not the leader to look up to! With your connections you might have ruled the world by now. Instead, you busy yourself with stupid philanthropy... You failed miserably to fulfill the potential of the Club. The lame leader in the pack is always replaced by a stronger one, a more clever one! With me in the lead, I would soon dominate all of the world leaders and I would pull the strings of the world politics!"

Artemisia smiled, untouched by Sakura's scathing criticism. "Sakura, you struck the chord there. The Xantippe's Club is a democratic structure, not a ladder for a ruthless authoritarian, too occupied with herself to care for the good of others. Our Club is steered by the Inner Circle and I'm just the first of its members. We don't need the narcissistic likes of you, who use the Club to heal their inferiority complex."

Artemisia snapped her fingers and the two guards took hold of her, the third disappeared from the room. Sakura was struggling like a wild cat, scratching, and biting, clearly determined not to give up without a fight. "Doesn't it feel a bit embarrassing, that you compromised your integrity by relying on a male to install you into the position of leadership?"

"Shame on you!" A voice sounded from the crowd near the tall windows.

"You know what is coming, don't you?" Artemisia swiped the hair off her face and tied it in a heavy ponytail. Of course, Sakura knew what was coming... she saw on numerous occasions how the most headstrong, hardy men and women who dared to stand up to Artemisia turned into the human equivalent of a cute, fluffy sheep within minutes.

The guard who had just left the room, was coming back, pushing in front of himself the ominous metal box with several tubes that looked very much like Dr. Octopus tentacles. It jumped over the threshold with a metallic clatter and then was zooming ominously closer. Sakura immediately recognized the chipping machine. She went white as a paper, but she didn't beg, she didn't humiliate herself. She knew that resistance was pointless. In her culture keeping face was of paramount importance and she wouldn't yield to the instinctive urge to plead to be spared. Sakura's skin felt like a thousand worms crawled all over her, a sensation she always got when under intense pressure.

One of the slaves plugged the machine into the socket.

"Do you hear that sound?" Artemisia asked, her eyes strangely glowing. Sakura held very still, and she indeed could distinguish the low, mechanical buzzing sound. "Remember it because this is the last thing you will hear as a free woman. You made your choices, now face the consequences."

Sakura's dignity finally gave way to fear, and she began to fight, the last desperate attempt to escape her inevitable fate. Mistress Ava, a triumphant smile all over her face, took over the procedure, all the while guards held the desperately fighting Sakura still enough to attach the chipping helmet with four long tubes leading to the body of the machine.

A short while later, beeping sounds announced successful completion of the chip implantation. Artemisia herself helped to disentangle Sakura from the helmet that was holding her head in iron grip. "Now, bow to your Mistress. From this day onwards to the day you die you belong to me." Mistress Artemisia said gracefully with a condescending smile as she accepted the display of humility and devotion Sakura paid to her.

"Perfect. Works even in the most stubborn cases." Mistress Ava said, meeting with the agreeing hums of the Club members.

Cristine stepped boldly forward, dragging Atleigh by his hair. "Superior Mistress Artemisia, there is yet another specimen that should be chipped before the night is over."

Artemisia stopped in her tracks. "Why do you think chipping should be necessary? The conditioning Atleigh's mother performed on him for years should be sufficient. We arranged the whole scene, the make believe of his youth, to trigger his programming. I dare say we succeeded one hundred percent."

Cristine waited patiently and then retorted. "Perhaps you are right. But if I learned something in the last days, it is never to trust Atleigh Adwood. You know better than I do that he is a sly creature of zero morals. Don't you recall how he made me believe that he was my slave? Perhaps his submission is real, but he is also a great actor. What if he is pretending again to save himself to avoid getting chipped? After all, he is in the Angelis Mansion; he might find the occasion to escape. I would sleep better if I knew that he is chipped and fully converted into a slave without the chance to back out."

Artemisia looked thoughtfully on Cristine, then on Atleigh, who seemed shocked to the core. Artemisia sought eyes of the other Club members. Their eager expressions didn't require words. The prospect of Atleigh to getting chipped was universally endorsed.

"An aspiring member of the Club just spoke her mind. I admit that I had my own plans with Atleigh. I intended to turn him into the exemplar of the fantastic effects that early youth conditioning has on a male slave. No chipping, just good old methods, that leave an indelible imprint on the soul of a male."

"Superior Mistress, it is true that Atleigh deserves chipping more than anyone else in the world and he proved time and again that he is a dangerous psychopath." Mistress Ava said.

"Right - and who lost her mother because of him? Cristine. Let her have her way." Mistress Esmeralda added.

Mistress Artemisia nodded. "Slave Atleigh, come to me this instant."

Atleigh, who was watching the chipping of Sakura with silent horror, hesitatingly crawled forward and peeped quietly. "Mistress?"

"You heard the will of the dominant Ladies of the Xantippe's Club." Mistress Artemisia announced.

"Mistress, please, I would have served you to my last breath, but I don't want to get chipped, please..."

"My friends are right, you are not to be trusted."

Atleigh wailed on top of his lungs, like a wolf, caught in an iron trap. "Why don't you kill me! Kill me this instant, or I will kill myself."

Artemisia smiled sweetly. "Death would be too merciful for a villain of your caliber. You have many years ahead of you to repay my family for what you've done."

Mistress Esmeralda, still in the costume of his mother, joined in, adopting a comforting, motherly tone. "It will do you good my boy... All your psychoses, all your fears will be wiped out in an instant... It is very merciful procedure. You will at once feel the tranquility, the blessing of serving dominant women and all the thoughts of harming yourself will be wiped out."

"...Of course, the procedure will happen under the supervision of the whole Xantippe Club. If that brings us all no comfort, nothing will." Mistress Ava added with poorly concealed malicious joy.

Atleigh, cowardly tears rolling down his sunken cheeks, tried to run, but was caught the instant he scrambled to his feet. Struggling, he was forced by his former employees Martin and Frank into the helmet. They too were relieved that their former boss was to be turned into a harmless thing that will not seek revenge for their betrayal.

Cristine stood nearby and her eyes flashed with satisfaction. She watched each step of the procedure, waiting for the moment, when the murderer of her mother would finally be turned into a harmless, pitiable servant, with joyous anticipation. When the beeping sound signaled successful implantation, Cristine whooped and clapped her hands. A large ovation sounded and champagne glasses were clanged in celebration.


Chapter 10




The adrenaline of the turbulent events was enough to keep Cristine wide awake even in the small hours of the morning. She longed to interrogate Atleigh further, and now that he was chipped, he might be more accommodating. There were still many unanswered questions, so once the chipping procedure was over, Artemisia took Atleigh and Sakura somewhere private, to give them a taste of her methods and reinforce their slave programming.

After the chipping of Sakura and Atleigh, the party had gradually dispersed, filling all the bedrooms around the house. Some ladies sought privacy to get satisfaction from their slaves, some flocked together, discussing the shocking revelations that were made during the course of the night. The brownish darkness of the summer night was dissipating, and lighter shades of ochre were taking over the sky behind the large windows of the ballroom as the morning rose over the night. The orchestra was playing soothing jazz melodies. Only a handful of women were still on the dance floor, gently swaying to the rhythm. 

But at least Cristine could finally reunite with her own slaves, Bernard and Christopher, who were patiently waiting.  They were kneeling naked at the wall with their arms behind their backs in the row with other slaves who were not currently used. They both craved to be near her so much, shooting longing looks in Cristine's direction throughout the evening. Cristine's amazingly shaped curves, her luscious lips, her whole persona was like the yellow light of a lamp to a night moth. The urge to get near her, to taste her sweet skin, was irrepressible. Whenever they took the liberty to stare openly, Mistress Kimberly, who was watching over the slaves, gave them a very painful stroke over their bare feet for their impertinence.

Finally, after their long hours of futile longing, Cristine beckoned to them with her forefinger. Overjoyed, they crawled on all fours as fast as they could to her feet. Cristine just smiled as her two slaves eagerly kissed her feet and ankles. The slaves were in raptures to be near her again, so they didn't even mind that there were now two of them. A divine Mistress like her surely had the right to have as many slaves as she fancied...

"Bernard and my dear brother," Cristine said in a light, conversational tone when the welcoming ceremony was over. She measured Christopher intently, looking for likeness between the two of them. "Who would have thought when we met for the first time, that we are of the same blood..." After a brief inspection she had to conclude that they didn't look alike at all. 

She touched Christopher's chest and felt an electric impulse coursing through her. "Curious... My body says there is nothing wrong about you serving me." With her palm she slowly stroked his abdomen, until she reached the base of his penis. "I guess that after what I went through with Atleigh, I'm not so squeamish about this anymore." She observed. Christopher didn't dare to comment, but he sighed in relief internally. All during the time he watched Cristine experience the turbulent events of the evening he was worried that Cristine would drive him away for being her brother.

Cristine could tell that Christopher's thoughts were revolving around their relationship. She turned on her heel away from him and gave him a haughty sideways glance. "Well, either I keep you, or give you to another dominant Lady, if you cannot get over our family relationship." She said, half serious, half playful.

Christopher, lulled into sense of security when she conceded her attraction towards him, was suddenly feeling panicky. What if she decided to give him away? His infatuated slave brain couldn't wrap around such an idea. "Please, Mistress. Don't get rid of me. You are my Owner, and I don't care that we have the same father." Cristine was pleased that he was as morally flexible as she was. She didn't like the idea of giving him over to another. She didn't like it a single bit. He was hers and she wasn't ready to share what she already claimed as her own property.

She clicked both of her slaves onto a retractable leash with two ends, usually used when walking two dogs at once, and led them out of the room. They had no idea where she was taking them, but if she lured them to hell itself, they wouldn't resist. They crawled behind her, watching her swaying hips, the contours of her glorious ass hypnotizing them. She dragged them upstairs, around the row of stately portraits in golden frames. She steered them towards one of the last empty rooms on the first floor and shut the door behind them, using the ornate golden key in the keyhole to lock them all inside together.

"Finally, some privacy..." she whispered. Just when she said that a particularly loud moan sounded from the next room. The old house had the guest rooms connected to one another with two-winged doors, that albeit closed, still didn't offer true seclusion.

"Well, not so private..." she grinned. "So much the better. Rather inspiring, don't you think?" Being right next door to a passionate scene indeed felt pleasurably voyeuristic and evoked a rush of sexy thoughts.

Cristine pulled the heavy brocade curtains on the window to the side. The horizon over the meadows surrounding the house was pink, as the sun was just about to come up. "It is already morning, but I still feel so hot..." Cristine pulled the satin dress down over her breasts, revealing her black lace bardot bra and gently swayed her hips in a sensual strip tease. "Let the field hands enjoy a little show." She quipped and turned around, sexily posing in front of the window.

Her two slaves, rooted to the ground near the door where she left them, knees spread wide and arms behind their back in the submissive position, awaited her commands. Although they were usually expected to wait for commands with their heads bowed, how could they at a time like that? Their eyes were glued to the alluring show of Cristine slowly strip teasing them. As she swayed her hips, the satin dress glided down and soundlessly landed on the floor. With the tip of her toe, she sexily kicked it towards them, and the dress landed on Bernard's head, slipped over his head and hung on his neck.

After she had convincingly exhibited her sexy tease to the fictional audience outside the window, she tossed herself onto a plush chaise lounge with a sexy sigh. Stretching her legs luxuriously like a cat, she was enjoying how her teasing made the two boys hornier by the minute.

"From what I've heard, you were both very brave and loyal to me." Cristine said, kicking off the dress to the floor and rolling over on the divan, exhibiting her perfect round ass in black lace thong. She pulled on the long retractable leash and both slaves simultaneously crawled closer to her, so close they could nestle their nose between her ass cheeks if she told them to. She ran her fingers through Bernard's fine blonde hair and then impishly slapped Christopher's cheek.

Cristine traveled with her fingers to her moist pussy, giving them the sweet nectar to lick. She was taking it slowly, knowing that the longer the teasing, the hornier her slaves would be. Driving them crazy with her provocations, she was increasing her own arousal. Making them desperate to cum was better than any aphrodisiac for her. The more frustrated her slaves became with the desire to fuck, the better her coming orgasms would be. The image of Atleigh in Cristine's mind, her infatuation that made him her object of desire, was beginning to fade. Now there were two obedient slaves kneeling right before her, attractive, submissive, and ready to satisfy her in any way she pleased That was the best possible antidote.

"Bernard, Mistress Ava said you took the Temptation Tolerance Test... I heard all about it. I was saved; therefore you should get your orgasm tonight, is that so?" Cristine cooed and seized his penis. His balls were achingly full. He was oh so ready to cum and it took great effort to prevent himself from cumming at her teasing touch. She toyed with his member. "Tell me, do you deserve your orgasm? I could make you cum... right now."

"Uhh..." Bernard mumbled and for several seconds went silent. A fierce battle was raging in his brain, before he finally said: "No, Mistress. I wasn't present when you were saved. Therefore, I didn't fulfill the rules to earn my orgasm and spend the night in your bed as your sexual slave." Bernard spat out the whole sentence very fast, afraid his honesty might not outlast his desire.

Cristine smiled from ear to ear. "There is nothing so exhilarating like a male, hoping in vain to get his orgasm... I know you weren't on the team. I was just testing you. Christopher, on the other hand, was with Artemisia when she saved me, so he deserves his orgasm... he deserves to crawl under my sheets and satisfy me in any way I command. Am I right?"

Christopher blushed deeply. "Yes, Mistress... I was on the team that saved you," It was the truth after all, although not all of it. Before Bernard managed to give him the indignant look this blatant half-truth deserved, Cristine slapped Christopher energetically across the cheek. "Naughty you." Christopher turned even deeper shade of red now that his face was bearing the mark of his Mistress' disapproval.

"You couldn't possibly hope for an orgasm because you weren't promised one. For one you didn't go through the Temptation Tolerance Test, and you also don't even have the status of an Angelis Mansion slave."

"I'm so sorry Mistress!" Christopher mumbled, now cursing his weak will. "You will be." She cooed. "My slaves will tell no lies, no half-truths... Ever! Beg for my mercy and perhaps I will spare you corporal punishment." Christopher dropped even lower on the ground, licking the soles of Cristine's feet that she offered him for penance and worship. He had never in his life tasted what he knew was the excruciating pain of a cane beating and was eager to save his ass from that torment.

"All right, I see you are repentant... But you need to instill into your weak male brain that you must not lie to your Mistress."  Cristine said.

"I will never ever lie, my Mistress." Christopher promised solemnly.

"I see you are scared and think you would say whatever, just to avoid the punishment." Cristine smiled, wicked little fires flickering in her eyes. "I have something else for you to swallow. I'm sure this will help you to learn the lesson deep down..." She said slowly, wondering if he would get the double meaning. He looked puzzled and Cristine smirked. She unceremoniously grabbed Bernard's cock and by the scruff of the neck pulled Christopher closer to it. "If you have no better use for your mouth than to tell lies, I will see to it that you will put it to better use." She forced Bernard's erect cock into Christopher 's mouth, deep into his throat until he began to gag. Bernard looked mortified, but somehow, when he was being commanded to get a blowjob from a fellow slave by Cristine herself, it was weirdly satisfying.

"You will suck it nice and slowly. Take care to torment him, keep him on the brink. Try to make him cum with a drawn-out sensual tease. Bring him to the edge, stop and start again. And you - " she turned to Bernard, "better not cum, or you will exchange roles and get a severe beating on top of it. Let’s see how well your Tolerance Training will serve you for my entertainment pleasure here. Show me how aggressive you can be by teaching Christopher not to lie… if you can also endure the torment." Christopher, having to suck cock for the first time in his life, was overwhelmed with disgust and humiliation, but Cristine's uncompromising, perverted ways made him fall deeper into his comforting well of humiliation and submission to her.

Bernard, always determined to please his Mistress, was aggressively invading Christopher's mouth and fucking it with vigorous thrusts. Bernard held his head in place as he plunged in deeply seeking the back of his throat. Christopher gagged so much his eyes watered.

"This will teach you manners, you sly little bitch. Whenever you lie to me, you will get this kind of cock treatment. If I am not pleased with your honesty, I can always resort to more deeply humiliating sissy-like treatment." Cristine was exhilarated watching her two slaves in a scene that was so embarrassing to them both. She was enjoying every second of the perverted show. When Christopher began to turn blue from the lack of oxygen, she allowed it to end and he spat out Bernard's shiny cock, covered with saliva, his lips and throat all sore. Pulling himself together, he couldn't help but admire, as a former dominant, her uncompromising methods. She knew what a mind-shattering impact this forced bisexuality had on male psyche.

Cristine kicked him to the floor and rolled him over to his back with her foot. She was towering over him like a giantess, and he felt like the most insignificant and worthless worm in the world, one who she could step on and exterminate anytime she pleased.

She dropped into an armchair and rested her legs on his chest. "I'm fed up with your slave name. You will get a new one. From this day onward you will be called the Slut." With each slander, with each contemptuous word, pieces of his former identity were obliterated and his slave identity was being reinforced.

"This slave called Slut thanks you, Mistress." He breathed.

"I hope we all agree that orgasms for slaves are out of the question. But I have something much, much better in mind." Cristine was flirtatiously coiling a strand of hair on her forefinger. "Do you know what it is?"

They knew better than to respond, both boys sensed she was just teasing them.

"A reward that each and every slave in the world relished so much better than his selfish orgasm..." She looked dreamily out the window.

Neither Bernard nor Christopher dared to answer, even though they both had guessed.

"Oh, you are silly." Cristine giggled, pretending she bought their stupidity. "I'll give you a hint." Cristine stood up and let them loose from the leash that she was not using anymore. She slowly rolled down her panties, exposing her pussy.

"The greatest reward is..." she encouraged.

"... to satisfy my Mistress." Bernard said, his mouth dried out and his voice hoarse. Christopher nodded eagerly.

"Right! A Slave has only one purpose - to satisfy his Mistress. Now let's see who will have the privilege to satisfy me first." She squatted and took both cocks, one in each hand. She gave them a few strokes and assessed, which was thicker and longer. Bernard's was an inch longer and slightly thicker too. "Seems my Catholic slave is the winner here. But don't despair my slave bro, perhaps you will win the next round... The slave with heavier and bigger balls will get the chance to lick my anus." Cristine took their sacks and was weighing them in cupped palms. "Hmmm... So, there is a justice in the world after all! Looks like my brother Slut’s balls are distinctly heavier. Good for Slut, you just won the chance to explore my fragrant asshole!"

She pulled Bernard in close to taste her pussy. He licked her labia and then began to flick her clitoris. A copious amount of sweet juice was oozing down into his mouth as sucked her pussy, driving him crazy with lust. She pulled her ass cheeks to the sides and commanded Christopher to fuck her puckering ass hole with his tongue. 

As the first sunbeams crept into the room, Cristine was writhing in the first orgasmic throes, but not the last orgasm of that morning.




◆◆◆




When Cristine returned to the hall, breakfast was being served. Bernard and Christopher, dizzy and drunk with love for their Mistress, were preparing to serve her the most delicious assortment of dishes. Artemisia was already there, wearing a casual white shirt and elegant figure-hugging black trousers. Sakura and Atleigh were busy preparing a breakfast table. When she spotted Cristine, she strolled towards her, a gentle, loving smile on her face. Cristine gestured towards a comfortable plush divan next to her. "Aunt, please take a seat for a moment." Artemisia beamed and happily accepted that place. So far, they hadn't had a time to sit down and bridge over the gap that was created by Atleigh and his lies.

"Aunt, I guess it is time for us to talk a bit about stuff."

"Dear Cristine, I'm anxious to explain everything. I only hope you will trust that what I say is the whole truth and that I always did everything with your best interest in mind." Artemisia crossed her legs and rested her arm on the back of the divan, leaning closer to Cristine.

"I'm very happy that I can actually tell you the whole truth now... But I hardly know where to begin. Perhaps it would be for the best if you asked me what pains you the most..."

Cristine, reclining was looking at the crackling wood in the large fireplace. The summer mornings were chilly in the large stone house. A fire added a cozy touch to the already pleasant atmosphere. The light was reflecting in her dark eyes and gave them a beautiful glow when she looked at her aunt and slowly said: "I admit there are questions that plagued me the whole time and I still feel them nagging in my mind..." Artemisia leaned even closer. "Just ask, dear, ask. There is nothing I will keep from you."

Cristine hesitated for a moment, it felt surreal being able to finally talk about the things that were plaguing her for years and years. "Okay, then. Probably the softest, most painful spot of all... why did you gave me to the foster care after my mother died?"

Artemisia looked into the fire and her brows contracted. She was searching for the right words. "I feel your confusion, from today's perspective it seems so harsh. But you need to realize that at that time I was only starting my hunt for Atleigh to take my revenge on him. I knew that if he found out about you, well... I couldn't even guess what would happen to you... I can’t even imagine the horrors you might had been subjected to, compared to living with dull religious people like Claire and Trevor. It seemed like the right trade-off of no perfect choices.” Cristine kept looking into the fire. At that point she couldn't praise Artemisia's decision. There still was too many feelings of hurt. She nodded, just once. Artemisia took it as a sign she could continue.

"Obviously your stepparents never were grateful that I was their chief benefactor. I was giving them a hundred thousand pounds each year, yet they still felt justified in protecting you from me."

Cristine looked up, surprised. She had no idea that her aunt was supporting her foster family. "The money certainly did not reflect on our lifestyle," Cristine mused, "but after all we were twelve children...But why didn't you get me back once Atleigh was supposedly dead?" Cristine looked Artemisia directly in the eye. She knew that if there was a sign of falsehood in Artemisia's eyes, she would notice. Was Artemisia after all, glad to have her off her hands? Was she happy to have an heir, who would mess with the inheritance after her sister and her father were out, off the way?

"I see how you feel, Cristine. Perhaps you think there were ... material considerations to my deeds. But it is not like that. When I managed to get Atleigh busted back then, he had sent me a letter from jail, claiming that if he died, his sister would take over the task to ruin me. I dedicated years to the endeavor of finding the woman. Unfortunately, I never succeeded and so I was kept in constant agony that something bad would happen to you or my beloved Atalanta... I judged it wiser to keep you out of harm and resolved to make it up to you in money once you reached the age of twenty-five."

Cristine was listening and nodded. "...But then coincidence interceded and you could no longer stand aside. You had to salvage me from the clutches of the fanatics at the Catholic Camp, right?" Cristine remembered her profound happiness when she learned that she has a true, blood relative. Her aunt had been her champion, saving her from Father Patrick. The warm, fuzzy feeling was still so intense that she was able to recall the precise moment as vividly as if it happened only minutes ago.

"Damn right! You know I have a weakness for helping others... When you got into the soup, I couldn't just stand aside and watch."

Cristine smiled, a mild, but affectionate smile, nevertheless. Bernard now approached his Mistress and with a cordial bow served her a glass of cinzano bianco. "What? A drink at this hour?" Cristine wondered, but she fondly sipped from her glass. "The breakfast will be ready soon Mistress." He informed, backing away in a deep bow.

Artemisia smiled, clinking glasses with Cristine. "When you arrived at my house, I was trying to shield you from harm, but I did not realize that you were getting gradually turned against me... Atalanta was feeding you things that Atleigh planted into her brain, and Catherine, who was his agent all along, helped to convince you that I wanted to actually harm you. I should have talked to you about it much sooner, but at the time I was immersed in the case of the abducted girls and thought that there is enough time for us to discuss things."

Cristine was thinking between the bites. It did not occur to her back then that Artemisia was just trying to protect her. She had thought that Artemisia wanted to keep her from learning the truth. She had believed, and for a long time, that her aunt would at some point try to get rid of her.

Artemisia didn’t even acknowledge slave Sakura's gentle remark that the table is ready for her, and didn't break eye contact with Cristine. "Not now. I will eat later."

"Cristine, I failed. Failed at all fronts. I entirely misjudged the situation. I erroneously mistook Atalanta's secretive behavior for puberty. Instead of focusing on my own family, I was feeding my messianic complex. Atleigh was using all his methods to make Atalanta believe that I'm evil. Me, her own mother!"

Artemisia, for the first time Cristine saw her, seemed overcome with emotions - but she reined in the surge of feelings, successfully hiding it, pretending to look for her lipstick in her purse.

"He of course knew that Atalanta was growing up with a sissy father and was using this unashamedly as an advantage to get to her heart, falsely posing as a fatherly figure." Artemisia corrected her lipstick.

"Atleigh claimed that he achieved the state of infatuation from Atalanta even without the special compounds, but I don't believe it... It was a nightmare - the whole situation repeating itself up to the tiniest details. Atalanta fell for him just as madly and deeply as your poor mother. And yet again I felt the sense of shattering failure that I couldn't protect her."

Cristine thought about it and recalled how distant, aloof, and dreamy Atalanta looked back then around her birthday. She thought about their cart ride that day. She recollected how she suspected Atalanta was having a secret affair. Even then she could tell that Atalanta was infatuated with someone. It was Atleigh all along... He was not keeping Atalanta safe from her mother. He was keeping her at the secluded mansion to brainwash her, just like he did to her mother, Persephone.

Artemisia continued. "Imagine my anguish... after he had been poisoning my sister for many months, how could I be sure he is not doing the same thing to you or Atalanta? It was a pure torture. I knew I must act fast. Atleigh is very methodical and thorough in his schemes and this was obviously not simply to get his revenge on me. He longed to destroy me totally, completely... He worked tirelessly to get all of my money, humiliate and ultimately get rid of my family and see me reduced to a desperate, wretched shadow of my former self." 

Cristine was thinking of Christopher and horror in his eyes when he couldn't prevent his father from taking her away back there in the Casanova's Club courtyard. Cristine's enslavement procedure that worked wonders on his son Christopher had a very ambiguous outcome in his father. She wondered for a long time about his attitude, which often seemed distanced from what she would expect from a slave... Now it struck her that she’d been very foolish. From the moment he kidnapped her from the Casanova's Club, she knew, that he was a dangerous man. What had happened that she started to trust him so unreservedly? For all she knew he might have brainwashed Atalanta and then done the same thing with her.

Some thoughts Cristine decided to vent out loud to Artemisia. "I now understand that my libido was actively working against me. I was infatuated with Atleigh, drunk with lust for him. Whenever a shadow of a doubt would appear, the thoughts of sex obfuscated my mind. I also too blindly relied in the power of the enslavement protocol..."

Artemisia stroked her arm. "My dear Cristine. You are not alone. Atleigh completely derailed even more established Dommes... Think Ms. Ikenna, Catherine, Sakura... They all got caught in the trap of Atleigh's charm and his secret potions. Don't blame yourself. Now we can finally start to work on the relationship that almost got ruined by Atleigh's tricks... I have so much to make up to you. A new beginning?"

"A new beginning." Cristine said and they hugged before they all sat down to breakfast table.




◆◆◆




Even after the shocking revelations of the previous evening, the puzzle of Cristine's past was still not complete. She couldn't enjoy her newfound tranquility and bright future with question marks still floating around her head. Therefore, after the breakfast Cristine sought out Atleigh, who was helping with cleaning up the dishes in the kitchen.

Artemisia and Atalanta insisted upon accompanying her and they took him away from the kitchen as he was, his hands still covered with bubbles from the dish washing water. Atleigh looked aloof, not resentful, but resigned, as if he already accepted his fate of a slave. Cristine commanded him to accompany her and the two women into the parlor, to get some privacy.

"You owe me some explanations, slave, or should I call you father?" Cristine said scathingly when they closed the doors behind them. They were in the morning parlor with large windows, designed to let in as much sun as possible, so that the lucky owners of the manor might enjoy the most of the beautiful summer mornings.

"Just slave, Mistress Cristine, just slave. My former identity is gone, now I only serve. Slaves are just slaves, they have no other societal roles." Atleigh responded in clear phrasing, forming each word with robot-like precision.

"Of course they are. Be sure never to forget that! But before you lose yourself to your new identity, there are things I want you to explain. First, I cannot wrap my head around why you fooled me like that."

Atleigh hesitated. His chip was forcing him to obey unconditionally, but he realized that if he revealed all his former motivations, opinions and ideas, he would face the rage of Artemisia and others. "Excuse me, but I believe that if I speak plainly, I might displease you and Mistress Artemisia, my Mistress." He bowed to demonstrate that he wasn't rebelling against command, rather attempting to avoid being seen as defiant.

"You will have to risk it." Artemisia insisted.

"Forgive me if I speak too boldly. If you want to understand my former motivations, I need to elucidate the perspective I once had. It might not appeal to you."

Artemisia dismissed the comment with a gesture as if driving away an annoying fly. "I will punish you whenever I see fit."

Atleigh sat on his heels, palms turned up resting on his knees. "Perhaps I should start at the beginning - how I found out about Cristine. I need you to recall the birthday party. On that day Atalanta and I disappeared from the party as soon as circumstances allowed. She was half crazy with desire to get laid... But before she did, she sent a photo of her and Cristine in the cart with a human horse, enjoying a ride in the streets of London."

Cristine interrupted. "You mean you recognized me just by seeing my picture?"

"No Mistress, not entirely. At that point I wasn't even aware I had a daughter. Although you very much share the family likeness of Angelis."

"So, what gave me away then?" Cristine wondered.

"The bracelet. The jewelry you wear so proudly is the one Persephone got from me... I was instantly intrigued. Of course, Atalanta happily prattled about Cristine half the evening so I learned all my curiosity asked for. The other half we were... fucking." He shot an evasive look at Artemisia. She was holding back, even though a rage was clearly simmering under the surface.

"Aunt, are you sure you want to listen to this?" Cristine asked carefully. Artemisia shook her head. "Sure, I need to know." She looked at Atleigh and through gritted teeth she uttered. "Go on."

Atleigh continued. "After I gave it serious thought, a wonderful plan hatched in my mind. Why shouldn't I have a bit of fun with my long-lost daughter that I didn't even know I had? If it wasn't for the bracelet she so faithfully wore, that I gave to Cristine's mother decades ago... The AA monogram of course isn't Artemisia Angelis, but Atleigh Adwood. Among all the kinks I enjoyed in my life I never had the chance... The delicious idea of seducing my own daughter seemed like a very alluring prospect... So I decided to play a little game with her."

Artemisia, her cheeks flushed, gave him few powerful slaps to relieve her emotions. He just held still and once allowed to speak, he continued. "I was so curious about you, Cristine... I could hardly wait to meet you." He looked into her eyes for a brief moment and then he cast his gaze down. "I used both Catherine and Atalanta to get you to me. Atalanta delivered the fake letters that led you to the name of Henry Hemsworth. Of course, you followed the lead..."

Cristine had one of her eureka moments. "Oh, finally it makes sense... The letters contradicted the diaries in so many ways! I believed Atalanta stole the casket from Artemisia’s office, but she brought it from you..." Cristine looked at Atalanta, who dropped her head, a sheepish, guilty look on her face.

"That was a tactic I needed to help ignite the spark of hate towards your aunt, another piece of the puzzle to make you hate her," Atleigh continued.

"You miserable bastard..." Artemisia hissed, getting ready to beat him again, but Cristine gently touched her shoulder. "Aunt, please let him speak, there is so much that still wasn't explained..." Artemisia nodded and made space for Cristine, but she had to summon all her willpower to do so.

"Continue, slave." Cristine asked.

"Forging letters was my forte." He now said modestly what his former self would boast about most intolerably. "I then realized that you could be the key to finally destroying Artemisia. Not just by getting rid of her, oh no... that wouldn't do. I wished her to suffer, truly suffer. I desired to see her company, her family, her property taken away from her. No amount of effort was too big to achieve that goal and no time was too long to make the revenge truly spectacular."

"But why did you come to the Slave Auction in Angelis Mansion?" Cristine wondered.

"Well, I have to admit I was very curious about my own daughter. I felt irresistibly drawn to you. You are young, just like Atalanta, but unlike her you have the advantage of being my own blood... It felt so deliciously perverted just to fantasize about us two. Seeing you gave shape, smell and thrill to my fantasies about you."

Artemisia was all the time on pins and needles, anxious to finally give him what he deserved. "Oh, you disgusting old pervert... You see, Cristine? Just as I told you. If he found out he had a daughter when you were just a little girl, god knows what he would have done to you... I don't even want to think about it."

Cristine agreed, but it still wasn't all. "And then?"

"When you came to the old Hemsworth's flat, I could finally see you, touch you and again help you to see your aunt for what she really was... a scheming, money thirsty bitch." Atleigh looked apologetically at Artemisia.

"That's enough!" Atalanta exclaimed, but Artemisia caught her arm and held her, until she calmed down. Atalanta, a look of intense disgust plainly written in her features, crossed her arms in front of her body.

"I'm very sorry, that's how I perceived it back then." Atleigh bowed to prove the change of heart.

"When I met you, Cristine, in the courtyard of the Casanova's Club with that loser Christopher, I couldn't believe my luck. Such a coincidence! Cristine, my dear daughter, served on a silver plate to me... We shook hands and I could say by your confused look you sense that we had already met. I looked into your beautiful eyes and wondered if you had already figure it out... But when I was taking you back to London, I realized you still don't have the slightest idea."

Cristine blushed. She was cursing her trusting nature. Being so honest and open, believing in people caused her to completely miss all the leads... The only thing she had back then was that uncanny feeling that something is off. But she never ever actually made out what it really was.

Atleigh was not enjoying her inner struggle and humiliation. He blushed as if the mortification was his own. “Your failure to make this out was a bit disappointing, but on the other hand I was also flattered... My disguises worked perfectly. Not that they wouldn't work each and every time. At first, I was even thinking of telling you straight away. I would have relished the perplexed look on your face when I told you that I was both the lawyer Henry Hemsworth and the Slave Auction attendee William Trewis..."

Cristine suddenly got a flashback, remembering when in the Hemsworth's flat the neighbor from the opposite balcony stared as they appeared at the window. The nosy neighbor probably couldn't believe her eyes, seeing a person who was dead for a number of years.

"It seems that there is a naivety circulating in the veins of the Angelis..." Cristine sighed. "If I were at least a tiny bit cleverer, I would have checked to find out that Henry Hemsworth had been dead for years..."

Atleigh, with that apologetic look on his face, continued. "When I brought you back to London, you tried to seduce me in my flat. Perhaps you believed that I could be convinced so easily that you wanted to be my slave. But I'm no fool. I saw right through you. You thought I would surrender to your charms, that I would swallow the bait you prepared for me. You pretended to serve me, to give yourself up to me, all the while you meddled with my drink. To my amusement, you tried to use the infatuation compounds I myself invented. I'd recognize the taste, the mild touch of frankincense, anytime. I use the counter-potion every day just in case someone is trying to use them on me. None of the concoctions you used would have any effect on me. I drank it all and waited for the fun to begin. I pretended your enslavement procedure worked and, in the meantime, I used the same compounds on you. Only a trifle, just a little to make you interested..."

Cristine was bewildered... she remembered clearly how the sleeping potion knocked him unconscious within minutes. Atleigh deciphered her look. "Oh, I see what you think. You truly rendered me unconscious. This part of the procedure I did not foresee. But honestly, it was real fun when I woke up shackled. I was very horny then and immensely enjoyed the power exchange. I knew I was still in control and that I could summon my guards anytime with an emergency button. But where would be the fun in that? I pretended to be your slave and had a great time doing so." Cristine finally realized that what she originally considered to be Atleigh's quite unusual style of slave servitude, was in fact him not being a slave at all.

Mistress Artemisia poured herself a drink. "Sakura of course told you about our plan to spot you at the Kensal Green Cemetery..."

"Yes, Mistress." Atleigh conceded. "Forgive me for saying so, but back then I watched with great amusement your rather feeble attempt to capture me..."

"How did you do it? How did you make me so infatuated with you?" Cristine wondered.

"Let me first get back to that memorable day of our sex when I returned from the cemetery. Do you recall how I found you, Mistress Cristine, masturbating in your bed? It was a splendid show... your gentle thighs parted, breathing deep, stroking yourself, your eyes closed." Cristine was on pins and needles, mortified to listen to the embarrassing details in front of her family. "Oh, alright, would you get straight to the point?"

Atleigh nodded and continued. "When I arrived, you were not even aware of my presence. You were completely absorbed in the excitement of the moment. You were getting near to climaxing with thoughts of me."

Cristine was all red in the face. "Okay, we get the picture. Will you get back to the point?"

"Certainly. I knew my compounds had the power to make you think of me, but what came next really got me into seventh heaven. I took the liberty and joined in, tasting your sweet pussy, licking your clit... each touch sent waves of pleasure through your body, and it got even better. Do you remember what happened then? You tied me up and you essentially raped me."

Cristine turned from him and covered her face with palms. "Oh, such a shame! I cannot get over your twisted determination to seduce me, knowing you are my father." Cristine said disgustedly. Atleigh said nothing. His pale complexion was not capable of a blush, but at least he looked ashamed.

Mistress Artemisia took Cristine around her shoulders. "There is something I need to tell you, something that might take a way a bit of the awkwardness. All eyes were instantly on her. Cristine was hanging on her lips, rightly sensing that another great revelation was coming.

"Only recently the last volume of Persephone's diaries found its way to my possession. She'd hidden it with a friend and I received it just few days ago."

"Did you read it already? What does it say?" Cristine asked.

"This might be a bit of a shock, Cristine."

"Oh please, do tell quickly!" Cristine exclaimed.

"I hoped I will never have to share with you the graphic details Persephone provided in the last volume of diary. It is painful for me, and you of all people shouldn't read it. But I guess that I can convey to you the vital information without going into unnecessary detail."

"Please, aunt, don't torture me, say whatever you need to say, now!"

"I already knew that Persephone was serving to fulfill the most perverted of Atleigh's fantasies. But I never knew what he made her do, I never knew that he forced her to have unprotected sex with other men..."

"Do you mean that..." Cristine said slowly.

"Right. According to Persephone, Atleigh is not your father, Cristine."

"That can't be!" Atleigh called out suddenly.

Artemisia smiled sarcastically. "Of course, you can't imagine, that someone could be more of a man than you! It would never occur to you, that someone else might impregnate your lover... Your ego would never find this possible. And yet it is true."

Cristine put her hands to her mouth and silence ensued. She needed a few seconds to process it.

"Are you sure, aunt?"

"Beyond all doubt. I ordered a gene test. You and Atleigh are not related."

Cristine felt suddenly faint. The contours of her universe started to shifting again, shift towards the world where she didn't feel stained by the relation to the horrible man.

"Being the daughter of a man who helped her mother to the grave was a bitter pill to swallow." Cristine said feebly and smiled. "This is quite a relief..."

She looked at Atleigh, who appeared to be every bit as shocked as she was. In his case, the surprise seemed to be mingling with dismay. Cristine measured him, thoughtfully. The facial features she believed to prove their kinship had to be mere coincidence... The dark eyes, the deep eye sockets, expressive eyebrows, all seemed to corroborate their close relation, although there was none.

"Now that you know the whole truth, you can stop thinking about the past and focus on the future." Artemisia offered and took Cristine under arm. "Come, girls, now there is no reason for you to waste your time with this loser anymore. He will take his place as a slave of the Club and you don't need to see him, talk to him or think about him ever again."

"Wait a minute, mother. I will take him..." Atalanta said. Artemisia, who considered the whole matter closed, stopped in her tracks. "What did you say, Atalanta, darling?" Atalanta approached Atleigh and looked down on him contemptuously. "I'm going to take him. He has a lot to make up to me. He will be chained to my toilet. He will be drinking my piss and eat my shit for all eternity, for what he's done to us all. Of course, you are welcome to come and make use of my toilet. Anytime." Artemisia was relieved and they all laughed.

Artemisia looked fondly at Atalanta and patted Cristine on her cheek. "You’ve became the Domme I always hoped you to be. It is high time for you to join the Club."

Atalanta smiled. "It will be an honor, mother." Artemisia beamed. It looked that all would end up well after all. They looked at how the bright sun was gaining strength as the desk table, decorated with minutely painted little figures, reflected dozen of shades of natural wood.

"You will become the first generation of women who will rule the world for real. You, my incredible girls, are going to pave the way to the future where every man is a slave to the womanhood."
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A natural Dominant Lady in whom you can find the unique combination of gorgeous looks and sharp mind. PhDomme Emma is a founder of the University of Slavery and Servitude, an educational and dating platform for Dominant Ladies and submissive men who love them.

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

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

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

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

Follow her Femdom Adventures on Twitter, BDSMlr, Tumblr and Fetlife.
Also don’t forget to check Her blog!
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Books By This Author

The Femdom Syndicate Trilogy

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

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

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

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

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

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


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.

AVAILABLE FOR PREORDER NOW!

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.
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