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Chapter 1











“Now, Timmie, that won’t do. What do I always tell you?”




“Princess?” Timmie raised his head and for a brief moment their eyes met, before he hurriedly cast them down again. The well-built guy with a remarkably handsome face dressed in a leather strap harness, had just served her the tray and stood there, shifting his weight shyly like a virgin from one foot to the other. 




“I expect perfection. When I say I want the eggs soft-boiled, I expect the yolks to run. And what is this?” The brunette stabbed at the egg half with her fork, raising her eyebrows significantly. “The yolk is completely rubbery; I could play tennis with it. I have a better set of balls to play with.”




“I’m sorry, Princess Maggie. It won’t happen again.” After a deep bow, he prepared to take his position at her feet. It was the morning routine he had grown used to and looked forward to: kissing and massaging her petite feet as she savored her breakfast.

“You bet it doesn’t. I’ll make sure that’s ingrained in your mind! Remember, you don’t have much time with me left, and I want you trained and prepared before I go! Once I’m at university, I won’t have as much time as I do now during the summer. If you don’t meet my expectations, I won’t have you come over.”




“I understand, Princess!”




“Have I mentioned that I have a very special assignment for you today?”




“Princess?”




“Ah, no, no, no—I won’t tell you just yet.” She beamed when she saw his expression, a mix of curiosity and apprehension. “Not yet, anyway! I’ll finish my breakfast first. You enjoy your timeout. You will have time enough to think of your offense in the dark. Go to your place now. You don’t deserve the honor of kissing and massaging my feet.” 




Timmie bowed his head and obeyed, even though disappointed that he wouldn’t get the chance to sniff her feet. His brain associated the smell of her feet with feelings of happiness and belonging. He craved it so much it became one of his greatest rewards.




The walk-in closet was completely dark except for three rays of light coming in through the ventilation grille. Timothy was kneeling with his hands on the back of his head, his fingers intertwined. He didn’t dare to move, in case Maggie heard him. Plunged into darkness, his hearing was sharpened and his brain was trying to catch up onto something, so he focused on the sounds coming from Maggie’s bedroom. He could hear the clatter of cutlery and dishes.




In the darkness, Timmie’s mind didn’t focus on his offense for long. Soon, he found himself replaying the incredible month he had spent with Maggie. He had been addicted to her ever since that fateful birthday party at the mansion owned by Beatrice and Vanessa’s parents, but what followed turned his world upside down. He could never have envisioned that he might turn his narcissism, his bravado and machismo into subservience, humility and obedience so easily, just by giving up and letting Her, Maggie, run the show.




He thought of his former girlfriend Vanessa for a moment, but felt nothing. The memory didn’t hurt. He had dated her for her status, not out of deep affection. Of course, she had broken up with him when everything came to light about his misdeeds—how he had stolen Marcel’s articles, blackmailed him, and used him to secure a coveted junior role at a prestigious paper. She’d kicked him out of her posh apartment, and ever since, his “bed” had been a dog mat under Maggie’s clothes in her walk-in closet. And he was the happiest he had ever been! Even though his mat was uncomfortable and his cock throbbing in his cage. 




Maggie was endlessly inventive in finding ways to tease and torment him. About a month ago, she decided it was high time for him to put his sissy skills to the test. As usual that morning, she was sitting in front of her vanity table, barefooted and in a long satin gown, applying her makeup while he knelt beside her in his slave uniform - a leather strapped harness with his caged cock exposed to her teasing and playing. He was trained by her to hand her brushes and cosmetics in precise order. She remarked so casually, as if discussing the weather or a distant relative’s wedding, “I dare say you’d be happy if I allowed you to cum…?”




Timmie dropped the mascara. Cum?! No milking, no ruined orgasm, but real cumming? “Uh, I’m sorry, Princess,” he stammered, after retrieving the mascara from under Maggie’s bed and handing it back to her reverently. “I must have misunderstood you.”




“I don’t think so.” Maggie winked at him with a sidelong glance as she applied the mascara.




“I’m being trained to be patient. I’m not supposed to ever say I want to cum,” Timmie recited, used to her endless teasing and wary that his Goddess might just be testing him.




“I have something special in mind.” Maggie said and zipped her cosmetics bag closed. “But before we start with the preparations…” She extended her foot to him where on the ankle dangled on a fine bracelet with the key. The key to his cock cage. He raised his eyes questioningly. He had spent many sleepless nights longing in vain for that elusive moment when his owner decides to let him out of his cage. Instead, she has been using her body to drive him insane with lust, she made him crawl, beg and do all sorts of humiliating things she invented on the go, and the cage stay put.




“Don’t look at me like that, you know what to do.”




Timmie knew, of course, he just couldn’t believe it. His hands trembled as he was struggling with the tiny clasp on the bracelet. His Princess scarcely let him out of his cage. It was a rare privilege! He finally succeeded and undone the clasp, handing Maggie the key on the open palms of his hands in the reverent gesture that Maggie taught him. She checked the clock above her head. “Ten minutes. What would you give to have your male pride unlocked for ten minutes?”




“Oh, Princess, I don’t even dare to hope, but I would like that very much!”




"Alright. I have a task for you. But I'm not going to tell you what it is just yet. I've written it down on a piece of paper and I want you to sign it so that I’m sure you don’t get cold feet." She picked up the sheet and a pen. "If you want your ten minutes of cock freedom, you'll sign this. Once those ten minutes are over, I'll prepare you for the task." She turned the paper and folded it, leaving only the blank half visible.




"But… I don’t know what the task is. It's written on the upper half," Timmie said hesitantly.




"Exactly. You won’t know. That’s the fun of it."




Timmie paused for a moment before signing, indicating his willingness to complete the task. He understood that part of being a slave and sissy to a Dominant Lady was to obey, even if the request seemed absurd. It was all part of the training. Then he signed.




Maggie nodded in approval, clearly pleased. With quick, practiced movements, she unlocked the tiny lock and slid it out of the cage along with the key. Timmie was finally allowed to remove the cage. The sensation of taking it off after so long felt liberating yet left him feeling exposed without his metal armor.




Maggie set a ten-minute timer on her phone. "Ten minutes—no more, no less. Now let’s see how fast your cock recuperates from the long confinement.” 




She sat down on the edge of her bed and with an imperious gesture pointed to the place at her feet, where Timmie crawled, stopping at her feet at the luxurious plush rug. She slowly untied the satin belt of her long gown. The satin glided down her shoulders and exposed sexy black lace underwear. Her young, perky boobs with nipples peeking through the transparent lace caused his cock to react immediately. 




“Oh well, it seems that your cock is pretty resilient.” smiled Maggie, noticing how fast his cock sprang up, even though the imprints of the metal cage on his penis were visible. “My feet ask for a thorough tongue cleanse. Look,” she raised her foot to his inspection. “I didn't have time to wash them yesterday before going to bed, remember? I had been walking outside, sweating in my nylon stockings and tight shoes… my feet need a proper cleaning.” 




She pushed him away with her foot and made a gesture meaning to lay down on his back. He laid down on his back with his head at the edge of the bed. 




“Stick out your tongue now,” she commanded. 




He sticked his tongue out as far as he managed. She began to wipe one of her feet by his tongue and watched with glee how this humiliating procedure aroused him. 




“Haha, it is so funny. Real men get aroused by touching my boobs and undressing me. And you? Your cock gets hard from licking my feet, right?” She stopped for a brief moment to allow him to speak. 




“Yes, Princess,” he said, then he paused, as he was trying to gather saliva, “I’m not a real man. I’m your servant and sissy. My cock is good only to be used as your toy.” Even as he said that, somewhere in the back of his mind there was still the hope that one day, she will be so pleased with her servant that she will actually fuck him. His conscious mind was telling him that she is too devilish, too cruel to do that. But there still was the glimmer of hope. 




“Now, you will amuse me by jerking off your cock,” she said imperiously, “it always amuses me when you look so pathetic laying on your back with your tongue sticking out to clean the soles of my feet and jerking your cock. I will set you the rhythm…” she found an instrumental pop song on her phone with clear beats. “You will follow the beats. If you fail to obey, I will make you.” She had a flexible transparent plastic tube with a handle, a homemade instrument she used to beat his penis when in the mood. “You don’t want this I’m sure,” she held the instrument so he could see, “considering how exhilaratingly you wriggled last time I used it on you. And enjoy this! Mind you, you will be confided to your slave cage for a long time before you are set free again! But now, just keep in mind that you must never, ever cum without my permission!” 




Timmie obeyed, looking up at her, upside down, with her feet still placed on his face. Her feet had that intoxicating smell that had the power to make him drool with lust for her. He treasured the chance to touch himself again. The days of his wild sexual adventures, fucking and masturbating to his heart’s content, were long gone and just touching himself while serving her as a rug was the pinnacle of thrill. He grabbed his cock and following the rhythm, he began to pump. It didn’t take more than few strokes to have his penis rock hard.




“Oh, I know this must be very hard…” Maggie said in the whimpering playful voice that was calculated to make him even more horny. “Your cock was in my power so long! Now pump faster, you aren’t following the rhythm!” 




“But I can’t, I’m afraid that - “Timmie tried to say that he is so horny he might ejaculate anytime, but the second half of the sentence was unintelligible, because she shoved the tip of her foot deep down into his throat. “Deep throat!” She said merrily. “You need to practice, you still gag. Pump FASTER!”




Timmie obeyed, but his toes were curling in the effort not to cum. He had to let go from time to time and whenever he did that, a swift stroke landed on the glans of his penis. “Ooouch!” he yelped and his whole body contorted.




“Is this how you imagine obeying my command?” Maggie said sweetly, but her tone was ominous.




He was losing it, on the bring of letting go and face some crazy punishment, when an unexpected salvation arrived.




Knock knock knock.




Timmie jerked himself when the sound of rather energetic rapping on the door sounded. The door opened. All he could see with his head upside down, was a pair of sexy female legs. 




“Oh, I see that I’m interfering with something pretty exciting!” It was Victoria. Tall, pretty forty something. Self-assured, stately, dominance radiating from her.




“Hi, mom.” Maggie said brightly, when her mother walked confidently into her room, closing the door behind herself with a decided bang. “Not at all. Look, the time’s up anyway.” She gestured for Timmie to spring up and welcome her mother by kissing the tip of her shoe. 




“What have I missed?”




“I promised Timmie a bit of a treatment, if he agrees to my plan for today.”




Victoria looked at Timmie. “Are you prepared for your little adventure? I think that going to…” Just by hearing the melodic, gleeful modulation of Victoria’s voice he knew that by signing the blank paper he volunteered to do something that will make him push his boundaries very, very far.




“Hush mom, please, he doesn’t know yet!” Maggie winked at her conspiratorially.




“Oh, I see! Well, you’re lucky today, you pathetic piece of shit.”




“Mommm…” Maggie drawn in the manner of a teenager, annoyed with the ways of her parent. 




“Sorry. I cannot contain it. After all that passed.” 




Victoria, who was his former boss at the newspaper, had a hard time to accept that her daughter had chosen him, him of all people, to become her intimate slave. He fooled her, the powerful Victoria Smith, to believe he is going to be a star journalist. Using articles written for him by his classmate and lifelong friend, Marcel, he was awarded a coveted junior position. When Victoria found out what he did, she, of course, kicked him out of the job and installed the grateful Marcel into the position. But Maggie convinced her that rather than leaving home with the same guy, whom Victoria knew to be an absolute scoundrel, she agreed to have them both stationed under her roof, where she could supervise him and protect her only child from potential harm.




“I’ve got something special for you, small dick.” Victoria said and he noticed a white paper bag she brought with her. “I’m absolutely sure you will love it.”








Chapter 2










A man in his forties was walking briskly down the desolate Swain’s Lane in Hampstead. He wore a rumpled beige trench coat reminiscent of Detective Columbo with dark sunglasses, despite the sun having already settled behind the bare crown of a walnut tree in the adjacent Waterlow Park. He opted for a longer walk around the edge of the park, determined to keep his car as far away from his final destination as possible. The empty street, lined on both sides by tall walls covered in moss, made him feel as if he were in a quiet country town. The monotonous walls loomed darkly around him as he walked, seamlessly transporting his agitated mind to her.




The virtuous Nigel! Unlike his peers, he neither drink nor smoke, and he has been living with his wife in a harmonious marriage, fifteen years and counting. To the voters, he was a paragon of family values—and he reveled in that reputation. They had no idea what wicked thoughts filled his head whenever he drifted off. His wife had no clue either… No idea that each Wednesday, when he was supposed to meet his friends at the club, he was, in fact, visiting someone else—someone who could give him what he craved.




Nigel got lost in thought and his surroundings disappeared. He mechanically walked on, but in his mind, he got transported to the place where all his fantasies materialized. He could hear the crack of a whip, feel the sensual touch of satin on his skin as a rainbow-haired woman forced him to put on her satin panties soaked in her juices. How she made him rub his caged cock against her clit and drive him crazy with lust… He could see her young tits that she sometimes showed him to increase his longing for her. His desire for her was beyond anything, it certainly was beyond his sense of self preservation, otherwise he would rein in his desire and masturbate alone at home watching porn. It would surely be safer for his marriage and his career.




Soon, he reached the corner of Bisham Gardens, where he encountered an elderly woman. He couldn’t help shooting her nervous glances—could she possibly recognize him as the smiling face of the politician on the billboard down the main street? His face! The elections were over, but his image was still plastered around the city, often defaced by vandals, yet still valiantly promoting his message: “Together into the future.” Why did he feel as if his head were a glass dome that everyone could see through? When he bumped into a group of boisterous girls dressed for a night out, he could almost swear they knew what was on his mind. The thought of them knowing something thrilled him to explore, but he forced himself to keep moving forward.




The quaint Georgian houses, exuding middle-class charm, stood tightly pressed against one another, offering little to no feeling of privacy for the paranoid Nigel. Adrenaline coursed through his veins, driving his already high blood pressure even higher. He knew how insane his thoughts were—of course he did. But could he help himself? No. During sleepless nights, he promised himself again and again: I will never go there. Not anymore… Just this once!




She almost always left the door open for him, and he was grateful not to wait outside. He crept in and softly closed the door. An unfamiliar leather bag rested against the shoe rack. Had she gotten a new one, or did this mean…? He glanced at his wristwatch. He was right on time and certainly didn’t want to risk a caning the moment he walked in. He knew the routine; it was a ritual he had grown accustomed to. Quickly, he removed his clothes, feeling the chill of the tiles beneath his bare feet—an invigorating sensation. He shook his hands, a gesture he had learned to ease his nerves. He proficiently put on the collar, leather cuffs and he tiptoed to the closed doors of the living room.




He knocked three times and quickly dropped to his knees. His Mistress usually arrived shortly after he knocked, but this time, she left him waiting. He was close enough to the door to hear her talk on the phone. He leaned forward as much as he could and unashamedly pressed his ear against the door to hear better.




“No. I will not.” she spoke in a sharp tone.




He of course couldn’t hear what the person on the other side was saying, but he could tell that Mistress is not on friendly terms with whoever that was.




“You cannot use these methods on me. They won’t work. I’m not a person that gets scared easily.” He could hear her pacing the room. ”Ah, I see,” she said after a short pause, “Well, guess what? I don’t care. You’d better find someone who will fear you.” She hung up.




He could tell by the sound of her heels that she was now walking towards the door behind which he was kneeling. He moved further from the door and bowed his head, his hands crossed behind his back.




“Ahh, here you are.” she said in an ominously sweet tone when the door opened.




“Mistress Xenia!” he said reverently.




She was tall and willowy, her bright rainbow hair was probably fake, but it suited her well and fell all the way down to her waist. She was tall and striking, with a confident, graceful posture that drew the attention of everyone who came across her. Her physique was lean and athletic. Her features were soft yet defined, with expressive almond-shaped eyes that reflected her passionate personality. 




“You look amazing today!” he said.




She had a style that combined practicality with a flair for the unconventional—often pairing sturdy boots or a leather jacket with flowing skirts or comfortable jeans. She belonged to that class of dominant women, who rarely bothered to dress up in latex just for the sake of her slaves. She let her bold, independent spirit to dictate her fashion, not her subjects. Today she was wearing a figure-hugging bodice that revealed her buttocks and over it her motorcycle jacket. He wished that she would take it off, it was bulky and concealed the elegant curve of her lower back that he adored.




“Shut it slave, I didn’t ask you to speak,” Mistress Xenia snapped sternly.




He didn’t dare to speak again and she guided him into the room. He had been there many times and it felt familiar. The wall was lined with an open bookshelf filled with music sheets and books on animals and on the other a large, artistic painting of a lioness. A black leather armchair and a minimalist metal-framed coffee table added a subtle, edgy vibe. She had probably taken her motorcycle out that day, as her helmet lay casually on the kitchen table. The television was on but muted, with the news running silently in the background, the talking heads opening and closing their mouths like fish in an aquarium.




Then he noticed they weren’t alone. A petite blonde sat on a bar stool, dressed in a little black dress, her flawlessly sculpted legs crossed. She held a glass of sparkling wine, her dark red shoe dangling from her perfectly poised foot. He had the good sense not to let his manners slip and stare at the unfamiliar woman. After all, Mistress Xenia was holding a potentially painful instrument – a long whip arranged in three coils in her long-nailed hand.




“Welcome my slave boy. Before I introduce you to our guest… you know what to do.”




He did. He fell to the floor and began to passionately kiss the tip of her shoe.




“Mistress, please, pretty please. This lowly worm does not deserve your attention, but he craves to be trained by you. Please teach me to become an obedient servant!” He was handing her a roll of bank notes. She took it and put it in the pocket of her motorcycle jacket, clapping on the zipped-up pocket twice with the open palm of her hand.




“For the animal welfare,” she said with a smile.




When Mistress Xenia grew tired of him covering her shoe with ardent kisses, she unzipped another of her pockets. There was an anal plug with what looked like a dog tail. He was used to rough anal treatment and didn’t as much as wince when she shoved the unlubricated plug into his ass. She clicked the snap-link of her dog leash onto his collar and on all fours, he crawled towards the young blonde beauty.




“Now this is my friend, Laura,” exclaimed Xenia and pulled him towards her. He groveled on his knees like a dog, wagging his dog tail happily. In front of Laura on the table laid a thick folder - his slave manual. He was pleased that Mistress Xenia familiarized her friend with his wishes and preferences. He also noticed that she had signed his non-disclosure agreement.




Laura sat a bit too erect. He could tell that she had never before seen a slave man, dressed in nothing but a slave collar and handcuffs, wagging his anal plug tail, because she was getting pink in her cheeks. But at the same time, she seemed very self-assured and confident, as though she knew something that he did not... like a woman who takes what she wants. There was something very desirable about a girl who adopted her dominant role for the first time ever - and with him too! His cock was twitching when he stopped to kneel in front of her and she watched him with mixture of amusement and apprehension. Her eyes automatically dropped down to his crotch, surprised by the sight of his rather underdeveloped penis.




“Say hi to Laura, slave!” commanded Mistress Xenia.




Laura removed one of her shoes and exposed her bare foot, beautifully shaped and with perfectly pedicured toes.




“Goddess Laura!” he breathed and bent his back over Laura’s feet to kiss them. She began to giggle, not used to her feet being kissed.




“Do they all have such small cocks?” Laura wondered when she stopped giggling. She hit the target right in the middle. His small cock was both the subject of his insecurity and the source of arousal when a beautiful woman mocked him about it.




“Oh, not always, some are hung like a horse, but this one has penis like a baby goat.”




“Never seen a goat penis and not sure I want to.”




“It looks like a pencil.”




“Oh, please, stop!” Laura covered her ears. “I don’t want to hear any more about the penises of domestic animals, you are completely - !” but she didn’t finish the sentence, her gaze glided over the man’s ass to the TV screen where the news broadcasting ran in muted mode.




He couldn’t see what ensued, because now he was becoming fully immersed in his subspace. He was adoring the petite feet of this young beauty with his back toward the TV set. Suddenly, there was a face of a man all over the screen.




The description read: The new Foreign, Commonwealth & Development Office Secretary, Nigel Thompson speaks at the conference on the upheaval in Congo




Laura opened her eyes wide and gestured frantically at Xenia. Is this the same man, who is currently kissing my feet?! Xenia swiftly turned off the TV and gestured silently with a hand zipper signal across the lips, “Keep your mouth shut.” Laura nodded back, her surprise quickly morphing into wicked amusement. “This is gonna be so much fun!” she said aloud. “Better than I had hoped my research would unfold!”




“Let’s celebrate your first Femdom experience, Laura! Dog slave, you will fetch the champagne from the fridge!”




Nigel promptly bowed deeply and sprang up to fulfil the order. As he opened the fridge, a familiar worry crept back into his mind: was he recklessly jeopardising his future by asking Mistress Xenia to invite friends over? What if this girl decided to break the non-disclosure agreement? Just last week when he was introduced into his ministerial function, his significance and reputation had skyrocketed. Was he truly willing to risk all that? It was too late now. He trusted Mistress Xenia—but what did he really know about the seemingly simple blonde?




Laura whispered to her friend, using her real name: “Lucy, so this is the high-profile slave, the new Foreign Secretary?!”




“Yeah. You must keep your mouth shut! Thanks to him I could be one of the major benefactors of the Animal Welfare Association! Clearly there are other people very interested in him…”




“You mean the phone call?”




“Yeah.” Xenia said, taking off her motorcycle jacket and hanging it over the back of her chair. “He is a pain in the ass sometimes and he tends to dominate from the bottom. But if handled correctly, he serves alright and knows the value of my time.”




“Dominate from the bottom? What do you mean?”




“Well, there is a surprisingly large number of submissive guys, who like things to go their way, and they try to coax woman to fulfil their slave scenarios the way they like. Not my style surely…”




“He does this?”




“Just look at the manual he gave me. It has like hundred and fifty pages.”




“And you do everything he wants?”




“No! Of course not. I do what I like and make him do what pleases me. I’m in the process of teaching him that I’m in charge, not him. Now, here comes our champagne!”




Nigel walked back into the room carrying two flutes of Bollinger 2002 RD Brut Champagne. Standing before them he served a glass to each.




"Oh my, how I do love bubbly! It makes me feel so relaxed, so present in the moment. Does your pet enjoy it too?"




“Of course, that would be when I allow him to wet his tongue. There's a dog bowl over there for his use when he gets thirsty. I usually put some vile concoction of spit and plant water in it when I change the flowers. Minnie always seems grateful. Oh, I forgot to tell you, that’s the pet’s name that I gave him. Seemed perfect since his package is so small down there. I think it's also a wonderful humiliating nod to the role he plays in his vanilla life. Takes him down a few notches... Don't you think?”




“The Secretary seems so pompous on TV,” mused Laura. “Minnie... seems more appropriate. It helps to crush his ego when in the presence of our superiority, right?  I’ll bet he remembers he has a ‘minnie’ when in his office with his minions,” said Laura, smirking.




“You learn quickly, dear Laura,” Xenia laughed. “Who would have thought? You look so innocent!”  




Laura raised her glass. “To this evening!” she declared. They clinked their glasses together.




Xenia looked over at the standing Nigel. “Now that you've finished serving our champagne, get back down on all fours where you belong! It's time to finish dressing you completely for your role today. You're going to help Laura do a little experiment.”  




Nigel went down on all fours and assumed the posture of an obedient puppy with his extended tail, while Xenia held tight on his leash. Just as he had been previously trained, he let out a brisk “woof” to signal his willing submission.




“I have a special treat for you, my little puppy,” Xenia purred. “Laura is working toward a degree in psychology, specializing in human behavior modification. You, Minnie, are ripe for adjustment. She’s particularly eager to explore how behavior and fetishes can be reshaped in tandem. She is one of the best students in her year!”




Laura tried to object to her praise, but Xenia didn’t let her speak and continued: “Before that, she was briefly studying medical skills as a nurse, this gives Laura additional corporal persuasive skills! I thought she'd be the ideal person to have around here today. Laura's interested in combining behavior modification with body modification. Don't you find that interesting, Minnie?”




Minnie started to answer... “As long as...”




“BAD DOG... NO!




“You know you're only to bark as a dog. Don't you dare try to speak like a human! I think we need to get you properly suited. Being naked with a simple collar, leash and tail just won’t do, you are still not humble enough.”




Minnie bowed his head in shame.




After taking another sip of the champagne, Xenia put her glass down. She reached into a drawer in the cabinet and pulled out a leather dog head mask big enough to encase Nigel’s human head. “Sit!” She snapped at him. “Head up.”




Nigel assumed the position. Kneeling on his hind quarters Xenia pulled the leather dog mask over his head and snapped the Velcro strap tightly at the back of his neck. Nigel's eyes peered out of the leather mask. There was a short snout where his nose was, and the mouth was open, allowing access to his tongue and lips.




Next, she reached into the drawer and pulled out wide black tape with a velvet suede finish.




“Roll over, Minnie... on your back. Show us your tummy. Arms in the air and bend them at the elbows. Legs in the air, spread them and bend at your knees.”




When Minnie exposed himself submissively to the two Dommes, it was even more apparent to Xenia and Laura how pencil-like thin his little penis was.




With his bent arms in the air, Laura wrapped his lower forearm to his upper arm transforming both of them into short functional front dog legs. With that completed, she proceeded to turn his bent human legs into short dog legs. She taped his bent calves to his thighs in the same manner, so they were pressed against each other. Now both his legs were also shorter stubs.




Stepping back, Xenia looked at Laura and giggled at his transformation into a physical little dog. Here he was, laying on his back, exposed, his legs and his armed reduced to four little stubs that now would become his legs to walk on.




“Roll over mini. Get up! On your four legs. Bark to show us how you feel.”




As Minnie rolled over, Laura looked on in astonishment at how easily this man had been transformed into a dog with a tail, and the head of a Mastiff.




Just then, “Woof, woof, woof,” erupted from the beast’s mouth obediently.




Laura couldn't help but laugh. This was more than she had hoped to explore. Thinking about her plans for psychological experiments on how to change people's persona, regardless of the subject’s dignity, they were off to a great start.




“I usually see quite a transformation, when he adopts the appearance of a dog. Minnie seems to immediately forget that the Secretary even exists... He's in a much more receptive state of suggestion. And I find it easier to push him through his limits when he is in this state.” Xenia said.




“I believe that,” Laura said with a knowing smile. “That’s what I’ve come to understand in my work as a psychologist transforming human behavior. Once you guide a receptive mind into a state that feels natural to them, they simply go with the flow, perfectly content to embrace what they’re becoming. Resistance just melts away.”  Laura leaned back, swirling her glass thoughtfully. “That said, I skimmed through the guidance manual—the one I signed the non-disclosure for. And I noticed something interesting. Rules created by weak minds like his are little more than a checklist of boundaries they secretly *want* to be dragged across—kicking, screaming, or otherwise. It’s fascinating, really. But...”  




Laura’s expression sharpened, her tone shifting. “This notion of ‘topping from the bottom,’ as you call it, bothers me deeply. It grates against my female intuition—against the natural order. For a dog like him to think he can dictate what we, as superior women, should want or deserve? It’s absurd.” Her eyes sparkled with mischief. “I propose we shatter a few of those so-called rules. Let’s forge a more effective behavior modification strategy, one that serves our desires. Are you game?”

 

Nigel had been falling into subspace, when he heard the last part and suddenly started to tremble at the loss of control of his scenario. Could they really do this? Take charge of him from the top and push his will back down to the bottom? Nigel began to worry a bit. But at the same time, he fretted, he felt a tinge of excitement about submitting, about not fighting. It scared him, but it also excited him in that helpless moment of fear and desire to be taken.




“You devil! Why yes, I am game to put Minnie in his place. In fact, let’s get started right now. What do you recommend we start with to adjust his attitude and begin his mental transformation?




“Well, to start, I need to feel a bit more relaxed,” Laura said with a playful smile. “This champagne has gone right through me, and I need to, well... relieve myself. Any suggestions for where a lady might do that?” She winked conspiratorially at Xenia.  




Xenia’s lips curled into a wicked grin. “Hmm, the powder room *is* at the far end of the hallway, quite a trek, wouldn’t you say? Perhaps you could make use of that lovely porcelain water bowl in the corner instead. It’s perfectly convenient.”  




Laura raised an eyebrow, a glimmer of amusement in her eyes. “Well, Xenia, thank you for the suggestion. I’ve never used a water bowl before, but I’ll do my best not to leave any mess on your pristine floor.”  




As Laura rose to walk past them, Xenia jerked Minnie’s collar and pulled his head down to the floor. She stepped on the leash with one foot to hold his face close to her foot. “Sniff it, Minnie! Take the smell in and relish your Mistress’s leather heels close up. You don't get to be this close when you're walking behind me on your leash, do you?”




Laura proceeded over to the large water bowl in the corner. Once there, she began to squat, spreading her thighs and balancing herself on her red stiletto heels over the bowl opening.




She hadn't worn any underwear, so it made the process particularly easy to relax and just let go. Just as she began to release her stream of golden nectar into the bowl, she opened the vial that she had in her hand. It contained 150 milligrams of crushed Viagra. She poured it into the bowl. As her warm urine flooded the dish it dissolved the white powder. She squatted there for a short period of time. And when she was finished, she walked over to where Minnie was consumed in submissively sniffing Xenia's shoe.




“Do you mind if I borrow your puppy's tongue for a minute?”




“Why of course not, dear.”




Laura took the leash out of Xenia's hand and jerked Minnie's head up. She lifted her dress up slightly. Looking sternly into the dog's eyes and commanded him to put his tongue to use. “Stick out your tongue. Clean the moisture from my pee hole and the splash from my thigh! I'm not wearing any underwear and I don't want to feel any drip go down my leg. Get to work bitch!”




When Minnie was done cleaning up Laura’s urine residue, Xenia applauded Minnie “Good Boy!”




Laura then jerked his collar to the side and walked over to the porcelain bowl with Minnie in tow. He slumbered along on all fours behind her clicking heels, his knees and elbows serving as paws on his four stumpy legs, His tail wiggled from side to side as he moved, which caused Xenia to snicker condescendingly at the sight.




Laura firmly pulled his head over the bowl as he resisted. Using the sole of her heels, she pushed his dog face down into the bowl of golden nectar and Viagra. “Drink it all up Minnie. This will be your refreshment for today. Show me how grateful you are.” Minnie hesitated. “You dare to resist?” Laura hissed. Minnie shook his head and began slurping the contents of the bowl, Laura tied his leash onto the handle of the nearby table drawer and watched him with the mixture of amusement and disgust. Another of Nigels limits was conquered.




Leaving Minnie to quench his thirst, Laura went back to be with her friend Xenia. In hushed tones at the other end of the room, Xenia spoke first. “Didn’t you see in his slave manual of preferences? Toilet training was on the off-limits list. I can’t believe he did not resist more.”




“One of the first insights of behaviour modification is that situational context is important to succeed in shifting attitude. You see, as a dog, Minnie is deeply absorbed in his alter being. He is content and not averse. His slave manual was created by Nigel... big difference. Subjects undergoing behaviour modification are somewhat schizophrenic and tend to accept what their other side might not. Reading Nigel’s slave manual, it was clear to me that Nigel’s limits were really desires for his alter ego Minnie to experience.”




“I am so glad you are here Laura. Your expertise in mind training is going to be invaluable... and a deliciously erotic time subjugating him under our female control.”




“I also used some “chemicals” to keep him in a state of arousal. Having his pencil dick stay uncontrollably stiff will make him feel helplessly horny for our attention and make it even easier to command his obedience. He will become very receptive in allowing us to elevate his beta nature for our Alpha benefit.”




Just then Minnie started barking. “Woof, Woof!”




“Well, it seems our pet is finished drinking his lunch.” Xenia walked over to the bowl and untied the leash from the table, patting him on the head as she spoke in a playful childlike tone: ”Good boy, good boy Minnie.” To reward him and add to his transformation, Xenia placed a dog-bone gag into his mouth and secured it around his head. Now he looked the complete pet, only able to grunt or bark.





Chapter 3










A woman stood motionless by the wide expanse of glass, her figure framed by the sheer size of the window like a painting by an old master. Her flaming red hair, cascading in thick, luxurious waves, seemed to catch the late afternoon light, igniting with hues of copper and gold. Through the window, Manhattan stretched out in a breathtaking panorama. Central Park lay directly below, its September foliage painted in a palette of russet, amber, and deep green. The tops of trees swayed gently in the breeze, their movement visible even from this height. The lake shimmered like a silver mirror, dotted with tiny boats gliding lazily over its surface. Beyond the park, the city’s skyline rose in jagged splendor. The woman’s gaze lingered over the park, her expression unreadable. Perhaps she was lost in thought, or perhaps she was calculating—her eyes held the kind of intelligence that seemed always two steps ahead. The world outside moved on, unaware of her presence, but here in this moment, she seemed both its observer and master.




She turned around slowly, deliberately, to face a man standing hesitantly beside a low-slung leather sofa in soft caramel tones. Across from it stood an ebony coffee table with sharp, angular lines and a surface polished to a mirror-like sheen.




“I’m jet-lagged—eight hours on a plane. In 24 hours, I’ll need to get back on a plane to London. I hope you’ve got good news,” she said, her voice cutting through the room like a blade.




The man bowed deeply. “I do have some good news… and some bad news, Goddess Seraphina.”




“Out with it.”




He straightened but kept his eyes averted. “You know how nervous I am in your presence. I took the liberty of preparing a report for you, so the facts are laid out clearly—rather than coming from the stammering fool I am.”




“Stammering fool, really, Robert?” she replied, a faint smile flickering across her lips as she accepted the file from his reverent hands. Her piercing gaze lingered on him for a moment, holding him like a pinned specimen, before she shifted her attention to the document. She opened it with measured precision and began to read.




He took in her figure. She wore a bodycon red dress that clung to her figure with sinful precision, every curve accentuated with almost architectural clarity. And her face? Her alabaster skin seemed flawless, her cheekbones high and sharp, and her lips painted the same deep crimson as her dress. Eyes, emerald and piercing, held a glint of mischief—or was it danger? She was devilishly attractive, the kind of woman who drew attention effortlessly and held it with a beguiling mix of beauty and command. Beneath her feet was a plush carpet—soft as a cloud and almost impossibly thick, its texture inviting and decadent. The faint aroma of bergamot and freshly polished wood hung in the air, mingling with the trace scent of her floral perfume.




Seraphina’s expression was as close to a poker face as it got. Robert, fifteen years her junior and impeccably dressed in an expensive dark blue suit, anxiously awaited her verdict. His eyes were locked on her, but she was too absorbed in reading to chastise him for not lowering his gaze, as was expected in her presence.




“You must never let that happen. We need to keep Mitchell in his position at all costs,” she said, her tone razor-sharp.




“I understand, Goddess,” he replied, a bead of sweat forming on his forehead.




“So why, for God’s sake, did her name come up? This is the worst possible scenario. All my preparations, all the work—it would all go straight down the drain!”




“Should I call a meeting to brainstorm our next steps?”




“By all means, do it immediately! This has to be stopped. That woman must not become the president’s closest adviser and confidante. Our man must! Do you have any idea how long it took me to get the Chief of Staff to step down? Months and months of effort! Bags of money in bribes! Countless hours on planes just to push that thick-headed, stubborn fool out of his chair—and now all of that could be wasted!”




“I understand, Goddess Seraphina.” 




Seraphina was turning the pages. Her frowned brow cleared up. “So, this is the good news. The chief of homeland security is finally ready to meet me, he is in New York today, so I will spare myself going on the plane again to fly to DC. I hope you proceeded as I ordered you to.” She didn’t wait for an answer. “You’ll drive me.” She checked her watch. “We could be there around lunch break, that’s convenient. It gives me some time to recuperate.” She strolled to one of the impressive metal sculptures that gave the apartment its Art Deco charm. For a few moments she got lost in thought, stroking the cold, shiny metal coils of a sculpture called “Serving Her”, before she got back to her businesslike demeanor. “Now, one nice Bailey’s…”




In the corner of the room, a bar cart gleamed under the soft light, its glass shelves lined with crystal decanters filled with amber and ruby-hued liquids. Robert stepped over to it, selecting the bottle of Irish cream. With practiced ease, he poured a generous measure of the liqueur into a glass, then added a few fresh cubes of ice, the faint clink breaking the tension in the air.




“Arrange the meeting of our work group for this evening, if someone has other plans, explain the graveness of the situation.” 




“Yes Goddess.”




She dropped into the leather sofa, allowing herself to unwind by removing her shoes and resting them on the arm of the sofa, wiggling her tired toes. On the walls hung oversized black-and-white photographs showing glamorous Femdom scenes, each perfectly aligned, their frames echoing the clean lines of the room. “Ahhh…” she stretched her slender body and ran her fingers through her luxurious red hair.




“Here you go, Goddess,” he said, extending the glass to her with both hands, careful not to spill a drop.




“My feet are killing me. You will give me a massage Robert!” 




Robert eagerly dived down to obey her command. He carefully reached up to the hem of her self-supporting stockings and rolled them down, noting with appreciation the softness of her skin and the tone of her legs. 




“Mistress, allow me to remind you that I’m supposed to return to my office in an hour. It wouldn’t help your cause if I got sacked.”

“Certainly, but still enough time for a nice massage. Anyway, we are heading in the same direction.”




No sooner did Seraphine allow herself to unwind, when her phone rang. “If this isn’t of vital importance, I’m not picking up,” she said, before she checked her phone. But one look at the screen and she immediately swiped her finger to accept the call. Robert could hear that on the other side of the phone, the person began to speak very loudly, so even he could understand. “We got it. We finally got it! You have to come this instant, Goddess, you have to see this with your own eyes!” 




Seraphine jumped to her feet. “I will be there in a few hours!” When she hung up her call she turned to Robert. “The meeting in the evening has to be postponed. Martin had finally found the missing piece of puzzle. My visions will finally come true!”





Chapter 4










Timmie remained kneeling in the walk-in closet, waiting patiently for his Princess to finish her breakfast. Where was he supposed to go? Like an animal attuned to its master, Timmie could sense that Maggie was up to something. The day of her departure for London was fast approaching, yet she hadn’t clarified what he was supposed to do in her absence. She was deeply possessive, and he had no doubt she wouldn’t simply let him roam free, especially with his history of fucking anything female in the radius of ten kilometers. He was trying to guess what her plan could be, but soon, he drifted off again to the experience that was indelibly printed on his mind. The day when Maggie took off his cage and made him sign the folded sheet with the hidden task. Then, when Victoria came in with an enigmatic white bag, it all took a nasty turn. He felt how his cock was uncomfortably crammed in the cage - the power of the memories was too much not to bring arousal.




“First, we need to make some preparations. I want you to look your absolute best!” Maggie declared with a mischievous glint in her eye. “A little bird told me it’s your birthday today. What a lucky day for you! You’re going to receive two very special gifts.” Judging by her quizzical smile, Timmie was certain these so-called "gifts" would be either excruciatingly painful or unbearably teasing.




Maggie’s mother, Victoria, exuded an aura of authority that demanded obedience without a word. She settled gracefully into the living room area of Maggie’s apartment and helped herself to some nuts from the array of refreshments Timmie had been instructed to prepare that morning. After sipping on freshly poured orange juice, she began to unwrap a neatly packaged parcel. As the bubble wrap fell away, it revealed a gleaming metal contraption that resembled futuristic male underwear—something that looked like it had been delivered straight from a time-traveling Domme in the year 3000.




“Wow, this is stunning!” Maggie exclaimed, crossing the room in a few quick strides to join her mother. Together, they examined the object, their slender fingers with scandalously long nails turning it over and inspecting it from every angle. It gleamed with a polished sheen, elegant yet deceptively delicate in appearance.




From his place kneeling at the foot of Maggie’s bed, Timothy stretched his neck, trying to catch a glimpse of the mysterious item. It seemed Maggie had forgotten he was still there, waiting silently. But at last, she called out to him.




“Come here. You need to see this.”




Timmie crawled over. 




“After all, you’re the one who will enjoy this amazing new chastity device!”




Timmie stared. He never saw a chastity device like that. For a moment he wondered, where exactly was he supposed to put his penis, when the front - the whole thing looked uncannily similar to female thong underwear - was completely flat. 




“You look bamboozled.” Maggie laughed to Timothy’s confused expression. “You will put it between your legs and the device will fix that in this position.” It rang true. When he looked closer, the inside of what looked like metal underwear was filled in with comfortable looking soft silicone. There was a chamber that led from the root of the penis... designed to carry his shaft down between the legs and keep it hidden away.




“You will be snug like bug in a rug,” said Victoria, her malevolent eyes glistening. He knew that she was thinking about how he will feel wearing this thing, and how he will suffer as a result. She would never tire of discovering new, wicked ways to torment him. She probably still regretted that she didn’t rip his balls off for how he abused her daughter back then, when she was an innocent, unassuming and completely naive sixteen-year-old, so she was happy to make him suffer now. But Maggie was the true daughter of her mother. Possessive and authoritative enough to rebel against her mother’s wishes, standing her ground and protecting Timmie, who was now her property. She protected him from her mother’s rage, but that didn’t stop her from accepting any twisted and devilish scheme her mother brought forward, which was aligned with her own goals and wishes.  




“This amazing state of the art device was ordered from a very gifted craftsman who lives in Germany and manufactures chastity devices for sissies.” Maggie explained to Timmie as her face lit up.  




“I know this sweet guy from the old days,” added Victoria, “We drank coffee together and had fun, and I gave him your size and circumference. This darling was manufactured to fit you precisely. I emphasized to him, that you enjoy discomfort, so he made the chamber especially snug and tight for you. The silicone chamber, he said, feels as if your cock is caught in the female vagina,” Victoria said pleasantly, beckoning him to come closer. Victoria looked at Maggie. “Would you mind if…?” pointing to the bathroom. 




“No, not at all. Serve yourself, you can do whatever you like with him,” said Maggie and threw her feet on her couch, crossing arms between her and began to toy unconcernedly with her phone, as if she didn’t care about him at all.




Victoria grabbed Timmie’s cock, which was still pretty hard. She used it to navigate him to the bathroom and he obediently trotted after her, like a bull with a ring in its nose. She closed the door behind herself and what ensued felt like a déjà vu. She too, just like Maggie, was wearing a long satin gown. She slowly let it fall off her shoulders. “I don’t want this to get wet,” she said dryly. Underneath there was also lace underwear, just like her daughter wore. His mind raced when he saw her very well-formed body which was admittedly not so perky, athletic and fresh as Maggie’s... but she was a ten out of ten of her age group and an undisputable MILF for most men. She had a deep red bodice on. The intricate floral patterns of the lace delicately traced her curves, offering a tantalizing glimpse of skin beneath the semi-sheer fabric. The vibrant red hue contrasted beautifully with her complexion and dark hair, exuding confidence and allure. The structured fit hugged her waist, accentuating her hourglass figure, completing a look that was both daring and exquisitely refined. 




Timmie’s gaze wandered from her tits to the slender waist and down where the bodice was secured between her legs by two tiny straps. It allowed him to glimpse her neatly shaved pubic mound. This immediately made his mouth drool. 




Conditioned to oral service, seeking pussy made his saliva gather in his mouth. Briefly, his mind returned to the days when he felt on top of the world, working in the editorial team with Victoria as his boss. How many times he stripped her svelte body with his eyes, how many times he imagined fucking her on her luxurious oak table, doggy style. Now it was different. With all what he went through, all the mindfuck and conditioning he experienced in the recent months, he felt like falling to his knees and licking the dirt off the soles of her feet. But that seems not to be on the menu. What was she to do? 




She moved closer to him. Her eyes were burning into his for a moment and he felt the warmth of her body dangerously close. Just inches and he would touch her belly with his cock. His cock reacted immediately by getting rock hard. Was this the second surprise? He had no idea what was possible in the universe, where both mother and daughter share the inclination to humiliate, torment men and subject them to their twisted ways. Perhaps she was about to fuck him! The moral aspect didn’t bother him all that much and his mind was getting blank. It didn’t matter why, if this was going to happen, he could think about the rationale behind it later. She grabbed his cock again and pulled him towards her until she had her butt against the edge of the washing machine. She climbed on top of it and spread her legs. Then she roughly grabbed his hair and drove him to his knees. He was staring between her spread legs. She had the inner labia and the hood of clitoris pierced. 




“Do you like my artwork?” she asked sweetly. 




“Yes, Madam Victoria, it is beautiful!” he breathed. He didn’t have to lie. Her pussy, adorned with silver rings and diamonds, looked glorious.




“I remember the day you came into my office to report on Appelton and son…” Victoria purred. She knew that the flashback will transport Timmie back into her office, to one of their most electrifying encounters. Her plunging neckline of her snow-white blouse, tight pencil skirt, all that made him drool with lust. But then he realized that her nipples were pierced and she wore no bra… His boss! He noticed before that she was a very attractive woman, but now he realized that she is a fuck loving female, who dresses to tease and who decided not to wear a bra so that males notice her nipple piercings! She accidentally dropped a pen and leaned over. He glimpsed her nipples and his cock got hard. Was she actually seducing him? Back then he felt an irresistible desire to throw her against the wall and have her. He remembered, of course he did! He has been fantasizing about her ever since. 




“Do you think I don’t know that I starred in your sexy dreams, that you yearned to fuck me and jerked off to me?” Timmie breathed out as if someone hugged him so tight it pressed all the air out of his lungs. How on earth could she know? Was she clairvoyant or what? 




“How sweetly you blush!” Victoria smiled. “You are still attracted to me, look at your cock.” She was right. His cock was hard and protruding forward in the steep angle of a young male. “You see my cunt and want to shove your cock in me, don’t you?”




Timmie didn’t know what to do. Living under one roof with two Dommes, he knew that he needed to be wary what he says. He couldn’t be frank about how he felt, he could get lured into a trap and be punished.




“I wouldn’t dare, Madam, to even think of such a thing. I’m owned by Princess Maggie and this would violate her rules of my slave conduct.”




“Hmmm, your training is clearly yielding results! Kudos to my daughter!”




She pulled his head closer by the hair and he had his nose brush against her outer labia. He could smell the intoxicating fragrant pussy and mad desire coursed right through him. 




“See? I’m very aroused, your cock would glide in so nicely… I can already feel how you press your body against mine, sweating, thrusting in. I like it rough, you know? I always knew you could be the one for a good fuck!”




“I cannot, Madam!” Timmie exclaimed, but his determination was swiftly eroding.




“What if I told you that my daughter gave me free rein to do whatever I please with you?”




Timmie swallowed down on the remark that Dominant Women are cunning creatures and are not to be trusted when it comes to using the lure of fucking to test betrayal. He gulped and said nothing. Was he willing to sacrifice the chance to fuck? What if she was telling the truth for once? 




She grabbed his cock and navigated it to the opening of her vagina. It was already so juicy in the moment he touched it with his glans, now he was immediately lubricated on the tip by it. She played with his cock, pressing it against her clit and his cock was gliding effortlessly, getting pleasantly stimulated by the piercings. She didn’t let him in though. He didn’t dare to move, she was playing with his cock as if it was her dildo. 




“Tell me, you want to fuck me.” she said and took his hands, placing them on her tits.




It was all too much. He couldn’t endure the teasing any longer.




“Yes, yes… I want to fuck you,” he breathed into her face. 




Then, as if someone burst a balloon above his head, her attitude changed. She at once pushed him away, closed her legs and said in a business-like manner: 




“That will never happen! Instead, your cock needs to be flaccid, so that it can be imprisoned into your new chastity device. Let me take care of that.” said. She took a scrunchie from her wrist. She arranged her hair into a flattering messy bun, sweeping her long hair into his face in the process. She navigated him into the shower and set a stream of ice-cold water on his stiff cock. The shock of cold temperature broke the spell immediately and he was again the slave, good enough only to serve. With his now flacid cock aching from denial, Victoria easily slid him into the new form fitting chastity tube and locked it in place.




“Now come. Maggie has some pretty entertaining tasks for you and I cannot wait to see how good the chastity device looks on you.”




He had no idea what made him cooperate so willingly. Why he spread his legs so that Victoria and Maggie could put it on him. 




“Of course you will slave away, serving for us for eternity, this thing was insanely expensive, you will need to earn it.” Victoria. She checked the clock on the wall. “Oh dear, I need to go now. It was fun, thanks Maggie. I feel that ever since you discovered Femdom, we are finally on the same page.”




“I think that too, mum. Thanks for assisting me with teasing my unworthy subject.”




Maggie beamed at him. “Now you’ve got a brand-new chastity device, I got for you…” It was then he finally noticed a rather large white box, laying on Maggie’s bed. She unwrapped the white sheets of paper and he could see… what was it? It looked like human skin. Then he realized he was looking at a silicone full bodysuit with boobs and butt! A wave of heat poured over him. Now some of her remarks in the past week or two suddenly made sense. While shopping the other day, she dropped a hint, pinpointing a curvaceous woman in a sexy dress: “Look at that! I adore her curves. I’m curious how you will look with curves like that. You know, looking like a real female.” He was relieved that unlike the harpies in the Stauton’s Laundry and Cleaning Company she did not intend to turn him into a chemical female by Hormone Replacement Therapy!




She spread the whole bodysuit onto her bed and he noticed the detailed vagina in the crotch area, the pink nipples and protruding breasts. Maggie had him touch the fleshy material and it was soft and supple. 




“Oh, this exceeds my expectations! How sensual this is, hmmm… I can’t wait for you to wear it! Look at the details, touch the vagina, soon you will be wearing it. You will feel like a real woman, ready to be fucked by any male or female alpha that desires to take their pleasure from you!” 




He touched the vagina and the nipples and it felt electrifying. His cock stirred again, the humiliation and the feel of touching what looked so much like a cleanly shaved female body was stimulating.




“But this comes only after we put on some make up. Wearing this, you might get a bit sweaty, and we don’t want your make-up to run down. Oh, and the nails of course, the nails! They have to come first,” she said, and she opened one of the drawers. “See the amazing glitter?” She showed him the set of very long stick-on nails. “This will look wonderful on you; look how pathetic your real nails are!” Timmie looked at his own nails as if he saw them for the first time. Indeed, they didn’t look feminine at all.




It took a while, but soon, his shovel-like short, square nails were covered with long, claw-like talons. It looked otherworldly, but it was just a beginning.  




“Make-up time!” she exclaimed and clapped her hands, dragging him to a low swivel stool. His Princess only insisted on his makeup when guests were expected or… when they were going out. This was one of the things that terrified him most. Though she kept her plan vague, her preparations hinted that someone might be visiting, or worse, that she intended to take him out.




As he sat on a stool, offering his face to her cosmetic treatment, he soon forgot his trepidation. He closed his eyes and enjoyed the gentle fingers applying the foundation, tickling of her brushes made of real animal hair, and the sensual smells of the blush and lipstick. He felt, for a moment, like a real girl being pampered by a professional makeup artist.




“Now, the wig!” She disappeared into the walk-in closet that Timmie referred to as his bedroom—and his timeout chamber. “Would you prefer blonde or brunette today?” she called back to him.




Timmie hesitated. “Whatever pleases you, Mistress!”




“That’s the correct answer!” she responded brightly, and Timmie felt a surge of pride, reassured that he was performing well as her slave and sissy.




Maggie returned with a wig from her collection in the closet—a long, wavy auburn piece, rich in color and styled elegantly to evoke the glamour of the fifties. When she put on a nylon cap over his own, rich and defiant hair and put the wig into place, she carefully arranged it for perfect fit. “Now,” she clapped her hands and laughed merrily, “you look like Susan Hayward, see for yourself!” She grabbed his shoulders and turned him on the swivel chair. Now he was facing the mirror and he positively stared at the reflection. “Beautiful,” she said proudly, leaning on his shoulder and inspecting her work. 




The makeup was flawless; Maggie had incredible skill, but his masculine features, the sharp contours of his chin, the shape of his nose, even though Maggie had contoured it with great care, all still seemed to scream, trans! He felt a wave of humiliation and, of course, his cock began to twitch with his cock trying to get erect, but that was next to impossible in the silicone suit. Maggie was enjoying his predicament and she laughed mischievously. 




Maggie then helped him into the silicone bodysuit. It took some effort. First, she laid it on the floor, then she poured quite a generous amount of lubricant into the sleeves and legs, then Timmie had to cover himself with lubricant as well. Then he slipped into the suit, first the legs, then sleeves. Maggie zipped him up and made sure 

“I’m glad you’re pleased with the result,” she said, when she made him look at himself. Timmie was red to his ears. It was the first time she had ever made him wear the silicone bodysuit, transforming his body beyond recognition. “You surely agree that men will swoon over you.”




He took in his reflection and conceded that, were it not for his rather broad shoulders and sharp features, he could pass for a tall, if somewhat overly made-up, high-end escort.




“I can’t wait for everyone to see it!” she said, lovingly caressing the silky-smooth skin of the suit. She was enjoying herself. “Hmmm… when I think of all the men, who will see your curves and pretty face, how they will stare! When I’m done with you, you will look like a first-class hooker.” All the men?! What could she possibly mean by that? Was she about to host a football team? That wouldn’t surprise him—she would do anything if it would humiliate him. She relished it! Or perhaps she was planning to take him somewhere public? Both scenarios felt utterly horrific to him. His inner turmoil probably mirrored on his face, because Maggie's eyes flickered with playful malice.




“Yeah, that’s right. You are going to push your boundaries real soon.” As she said that she grabbed his silicone tits and pressed them, “... and push them a bit more…” she massaged his tits and purred into his ear. “But let’s not get overly excited just yet. Now I will dress you to tease!” 




She opened her drawer. “I have prepared for you some underwear I no longer wear. It is too girly for my taste. Look at that, it will look wonderful on you! Pink lace underwear complete with garters and stockings!” 











Chapter 5













Having finished his bowl filled with a liquid lunch courtesy of Laura, Minnie uttered a low whine and a stifled bark through the tight dog-bone gag that kept his jaws open. Xenia unhooked the leash from the table drawer and pulled Minnie back with her to where Laura was seated. Minnie crawled behind her, his head down and his eyes staring directly ahead, fixated on Xenia’s stiletto heels that clicked in front of him. His tastebuds were savoring the persistent bitter salty taste of Laura’s golden nectar. His thoughts were spinning as his tongue licked against the bone between his lips. He was so confused. His cock was rock solid, jutting out from between his legs, under his torso as he crawled on his elbows and knees toward Laura.




How could he be so turned on from drinking Laura's pee from a dog bowl? In his manual this was something that Nigel listed as off limits. But now he couldn't help feeling pleasantly docile, turned on by the memory of the forbidden dark desire that he wanted to experience. The young trainer Laura had pushed him and broken his mental wall of resistance... And it felt good!




When they got back to the seat where Laura was perched, with her legs crossed at the shins, Xenia proceeded to sit herself down on another cushioned chair beside Laura. ”Sit”, she commanded to Minnie. “Sit like the dog you are.” 




Minnie sat back on his rear haunches and placed his two paws in front. With his legs and arms wrapped in the furry tape his hands and feet were hidden from view and there was no evidence of any humanlike hands or feet to distract from his doglike appearance. His face was covered in the dog mask and his mouth was stuffed with a dog bone. The only think that could be heard was an occasional whimper from Minnie.




“This is progressing quite well; When you asked me to come over, I was expecting this to be a little bit more difficult.” Laura observed.




“You can see that it is a very natural thing for such a creature to defer to a dominant woman. It is rooted deep in his subconscious, even though he is trying to hide it behind his macho façade,” Xenia said. “I am now sure we can take him down the path of a very permanent attitude adjustment. When we are done, the little pet will never question our authority or the power that we hold over him. We're going to make him your willing subject, ready to jump at our command, and obey every whim of our female desires.”




“I think it's perfect that your little submissive gave you the manual. It is classic example of how a weak beta minds think they are in control. Subconsciously, betas want to be subjugated by an alpha who uses their limits and fears against them. As I said before, when submissives tell you they don't want something... it means they want it. It means they want to be taken deeper and deeper into the dark hole of their submission... allowing themselves to be seduced by what humiliates them, so they relinquish their ego and free will.”




Remembering the large dose of Viagra Laura had put in Minnie’s bowl she smiled and spoke tauntingly so that Nigel could hear her humiliating tone. “Look at that puny stiff cock on your puppy dog. I suspect that even he is surprised that he is so turned on by this experience. Here is your pet with two beautiful women, sitting in our cushioned chairs drinking champagne and eating shrimp, while he is obediently kneeling on the floor, still tasting my golden nectar in his mouth... and sporting a raging pencil dick hard-on for our amusement.” Laura and Xenia looked at Nigel and then at each other’s faces and burst out into hysterical laughter while Minnie dropped his head in shame.




“I don't think it's fair that we torture him without any chance of relief. He just looks so horny, like a bitch in heat, don't you think?”




“Well, what did you have in mind? I do sometimes let him beg to masturbate when he's kneeling in front of my boots.”




Oh, I think there's a much better way. You know how undisciplined dogs can be when they get horny? Should I see if he wants to hump my leg?”




“Oh dear,” Xenia chuckled, “That would be a sight to see!”




Xenia handed Laura the leash, who then pulled Minnie toward her chair. She was sitting upright in the chair and uncrossed her long legs, planting her heels firmly on the ground together in front of her and revealing her sexy lower legs below her kneecaps.




She stretched one of her nylon clad legs out slightly and turned it slightly, exposing her sexy muscular calf. She pulled Minnie towards her outstretched leg. “Go ahead, little puppy dog. Let me see you hump my leg. Do you want to relieve yourself? I give you permission to grind your pencil dick against my leg. But you only have two minutes. Do you think you can come in 2 minutes?”




Nigel swallowed hard on the wet nectar still coating the inside of his mouth. Humiliation was rising to new levels in his mind. Xenia was going to watch him hump her girlfriend’s leg. He was struggling to regain control. This time together was supposed to be his party time, his rules, not scenes where he had limits. But he couldn't resist. His raging cock had a mind of its own and Nigel’s brain was no match for it. He crawled forward and knelt up. He pushed his hip forward and placed his stiff rod against the nylon encased flesh of her calf... and he began to rub it up and down.




Xenia started chuckling and pulled out her iPhone camera. She started to film a video of Minnie humping against Laura's leg... gently at first and the then moving with increasingly frantic jerks up and down.




The feeling of his rigid cock pressed against Laura’s stocking clad leg was unbearably exciting. He began to grind deeper and harder against her with even greater urgency. It was so hard to keep it centered on her calf and get the maximum friction, but he focused. He didn't think he would be able to come, but once he started he could feel the urge rising. He just kept feeling more excited with pleasure ripples.




“Oh my. You have quite a hot bitch on your leash. He is getting very aggressive. I hope he can control himself and not come without permission,” Xenia said as she smirked.




“Do you know what they do to male dogs to keep their aggression restrained?”




Xenia smiled and looked back at Laura, “No... you wouldn't?”




“Well, you asked me here to help you train him... don’t chicken out now. I’ve shown you what I can do with my psychological techniques. He is ripe for more serious medical treatments to properly transform him.”




“Science shows that castration has been proven very effective, successfully making male dogs docile and obedient, preventing inferior betas from mating with others. I think if Minnie continues like this, shows no discipline, no self-control, and actually orgasms from this humiliating humping ... then I think castration would be necessary.”




“And then?”




“He will be all yours, docile, servile, and obedient. Desiring to be at your feet always.”




Nigel was processing what they were saying and getting even more turned on. Chastity was one thing he had allowed and been used by Xenia to humiliate him. But what was being suggested was way beyond the ritual loss of his manhood inside a cage. Castration would be complete subjugation of his manhood to his Mistress! Permanent loss!




As Nigel fought this terrifying notion in his mind... while his alter ego Minnie had to admit that the act of having his genitals transformed was exciting. Castration! No balls. A cock left alone. Would he ever get hard again? This was a scary fetish that just might come to be. He was afraid, but just the thought it happening turned him on even more. Minnie began to pump more violently against Laura’s leg. Up and down, up and down. Grinding harder with more pressure. 




“If he does ejaculate, I think we will have to use the medical training I have acquired to prevent this violent behavior from ever happening again. It feels like my leg is getting raped with no respect.”




Nigel’s mind was defeated as Minnie’s powerful fetish drive overruled any conflicting thoughts. Minnie began to pump violently. As he rubbed his cock up and down her fleshy calf, he reached the point of no return and began spurting onto her nylon clad leg. The cum shot upward, almost reaching her kneecap... and then oozed back down on her stockings as streams covering her lower leg. He gasped and groaned.




“Oh no... look at the mess you've made Minnie. Bad dog, bad dog. How dare you sexually assault my girlfriend. Violently attacking your Mistress's friend! How beastly of you to selfishly take her. You are so poorly trained. You are going to need to be disciplined for this.”




Minnie was glowing in post orgasmic bliss. Nigel wondered why he had done what he did. Was it all worth it in the end?




“First, with your permission Xenia, I'd like to take care of this matter while it's still fresh in this bad dog's mind.”




“Why yes, of course, please do.” 




Laura reached over to the table where there was glass vial and a rag. She opened the vial and put some of the clear dense liquid on to the white rag. She looked down at Minnie. And spoke. 




“Bad dog, Minnie.”




And with that she pulled him by the collar, closer to the liquid-soaked rag. She pushed it tightly up against his snout some he had to breathe through it to get air. With the dog-bone gag in pace, all he could do was breathe in through the white rag. It was a pleasant smell, and as he took his third breath, he suddenly felt lightheaded. His eyes felt like they were closing. And the next thing he knew? He forgot. 




Once Minnie was on the ground, the girls wasted no time. They spread his legs apart. They pushed his balls up behind the bone in his pelvic area. His testes disappeared into the cavity and all that remained in sight was his shrinking little cock and the loose flesh of his ball sack. It was just a piece of hanging loose flesh. Laura stretched it and pinched it together closer to the pelvic cavity opening, right where the opening was that held his balls inside. 




“Xenia. Can you help me please? Place your fingers where mine are and hold his flesh sack tightly together like this.”




She took hold of his ball sack and kept it pinched closed. Laura let loose her grip and reached into a small black bag she had on the floor. She pulled out a small medical wound stitching gun and placed it in position to quickly staple the flesh of his ball sack together to effectively seal the opening of his pelvic cavity! His balls were now trapped inside and nowhere to be seen. It only took five small surgical staples to fully hide his balls from sight and to leave the extra loose skin of his ball sack hanging below it. Stepping back to inspect their surgical procedure, they put their hands to their mouths in awe.




“Oh my god... he looks so castrated. He will die in horror when he wakes. He won’t know for a while, as he struggles to processes the loss of his masculinity. Meanwhile we will train him to become more docile.”





Chapter 6










Seraphina stepped into the pristine, high-tech laboratory. The air was cool and filled with the faint hum of machines working tirelessly. The sterile white walls gleamed under the bright overhead lights, and rows of equipment bristling with flashing LEDs lined the room. In the center of the lab stood Martin, a middle-aged scientist with wire-rimmed glasses, and a lab coat slightly wrinkled at the edges. His face lit up as Seraphina approached, her long red hair catching the light with every step.




“Seraphina,” Martin exclaimed, setting down a tablet on a nearby counter. “Perfect timing! You’re just in time to see a breakthrough in the making.”




Seraphina’s leather boots were clicking against the polished floor as she crossed the room. She met Martin in the middle of the room. “Martin, I have cancelled about a dozen very important things I had to do in Manhattan. I really hope you didn’t chase me around the world for something trivial.”




Martin chuckled and gestured to a sleek, transparent panel mounted on a pedestal. Beside it was a projector-like device brimming with wires and circuits. “If this isn’t the most exciting thing you’ve ever seen, I will eat my coat. And heaven knows I don’t wash it too often, so I’m pretty confident it is. This,” he said, pointing with dramatic flair, “is the prototype for the world’s first personal energy shield.”




Seraphina raised an eyebrow, folding her arms. “So, you claim it already works as I instructed you? Prove it.”




Martin’s grin widened. “Watch and be awed!” He picked up a small remote and tapped a button. The projector-like device emitted a faint hum, and a shimmering, almost imperceptible field appeared around the transparent panel.




“Okay,” Seraphina said, leaning in closer. “So, it glows. But does it actually do anything?”




Martin reached for a small pistol-shaped device on the counter. “This is a low-velocity ballistic simulator,” he explained. “It’ll simulate the impact of a bullet.”




Seraphina took a step back. “You better know what you’re doing, Martin.”




“Trust me,” Martin said, aiming the simulator at the panel. He fired, and a small, metallic pellet hurtled toward the shimmering shield. The moment it made contact, the shield flashed bright blue, and the pellet ricocheted harmlessly to the side.




“Holy…” Seraphina’s jaw dropped. “It actually works.”




Martin clapped his hands together. “Of course it works! Years of research, and we finally cracked the missing piece of puzzle. The key was the energy lattice—an oscillating matrix of ionized particles that can detect and neutralize kinetic energy in real-time. The shield’s generator creates a bubble of this lattice around the wearer, effectively making them impervious to bullets.”




“That’s just like the Dune! Great job.” 




Seraphina’s eyes narrowed. “But how portable is it? No one’s going to lug around a giant generator everywhere they go.”




“Ah,” Martin said, wagging a finger, “that’s where my latest breakthrough comes in. I’ve miniaturized the generator into something that can fit inside a watch or a brooch. Here, let me show you.” He opened a drawer and pulled out a sleek wristband. “This prototype generates a personal shield that can cover the entire body. Perfect for high-profile individuals.”




Seraphina took the wristband, examining it closely. “How long does the shield last?”




“Depends on the power source,” Martin admitted. “With the current battery, it can sustain continuous shielding for about five hours. But we’re working on more efficient power cells.”




She strapped the wristband on and adjusted it. “So, if someone tries to take a shot at me while I’m wearing this…?”




“The shield activates automatically,” Martin said. “Sensors detect incoming projectiles and deploy the energy lattice in milliseconds. You won’t even feel a thing.”




Seraphina glanced at him, her expression a mix of awe and concern. “This could change everything, Martin. Not just for politicians and celebrities, but for anyone who’s a target. But this is just one part of my vision. What about the…”




Martin cut her short, enthusiastically exclaiming. “And that, dear Seraphina, is my absolute masterpiece! It works precisely as you designed it. I can’t tell you know, but it is all written down in this manual.” He threw her a heavy book in a white cover. “Study it on the plane, it takes some time to understand how to operate it. But it provides a blueprint that any intelligent, strong-willed woman will be able to use.”




Seraphina nodded, her fingers brushing against the red strands of her hair. “I’ll take it for a spin and see how it holds up in the field. But you better start working on those power cells. If this works as well as you say, our future is very bright indeed!”




“Consider it done,” Martin said, a determined look on his face. “And Seraphina? Be careful out there.”




She smirked, turning toward the exit. “I’m a Domme, bro. Those who cross my path need to be careful.”


























Chapter 7










Timmie was standing on the bus platform. It was hot and under the layers of her tulle petticoat she could feel beads of sweat running down her thighs. But it wasn't the air temperature that was making her pulse race and pumping adrenaline through her veins like mad. Maggie, his rightful owner and Goddess took him to a bus stop by car and left him there, laughing, giving him a folded piece of paper with an address to take the bus ride to.




“You will have no difficulties finding it, something tells me, you will know well enough where to go. The bus stops nearby.” She was about to close the door, when she remembered. “Oh, one more thing. Until I tell you to stop, you will refer to yourself as a woman with “she/her. See ya.” One last gleeful smile, doors shutting with a bang, engine revving and Timmie was standing on a busy street all alone. She was towering in her high heels at a height of six foot six, a head or two taller than everyone else on the street. On her forearm was a pencil bag on a chain, on her feet high-heeled pumps, and as the pinnacle of femininity, black silk self-supporting stockings as fine as a spider's web, beneath which the sharp contours of her smoothly shaven athletic legs loomed. She had already learned to wear high heels and so she walked with tolerable confidence. Slowly but surely, she was making her way to the platform, accompanied with stares of the passersby. 




Stripped to the waist and covered in sweat, the Albanian or Uzbek diggers dropped their shovels and stared at the phenomenon. They were not alone. The passengers, who only moments before had stood submerged as if with their heads in fish tanks, their minds dissolved into the collective unconsciousness of digital technology via their mobile phones, were once again in reality. The sight that presented itself to their tired eyes must have appeared at first glance to be some bizarre mirage. Someone was looking obliquely, and when Timmie glanced in their direction, they pretended they were just looking to see if the bus was coming, or that they were suddenly very interested in the name of the diner over her head that had always been there.




This was too much to be endured. With her long fingernails, she couldn't press the right letters on the tiny keyboard and her hands trembled with trepidation. She typed the message, I cammt do tgs. Pet. Predictive typing completed the word Petulance. “Dammit!” she cursed. I can't do this. Pet " Another correction, this time to Petting. Again. I don't think I can do this! Petit Penis!" She finally sent a meaningful message.




Nothing happened for a while. She stared hypnotized into the phone until finally three alternating blinking dots appeared, indicating that the recipient had read her message and was in the process of typing a reply. Timmie's hypnotizing stare at the phone apparently bore fruit, because the three dots disappeared and the display popped up, together with three smiley faces. "It's too late for your safe-word now. The wheels are in motion... Good luck Sissy!"










The End 







Dear reader,




did you enjoy this book? Please, take a moment to (positively) review or rate this book, it makes all the difference.




Thanks,

 

Your Femdom Writer,

PhDomme Emma










Volume 2 of the Femdom Conspiracy is already available for pre-order! 




Buy now at a reduced price and get your favourite read delivered the minute it gets published. 








The Teaser for Volume 2







Volume 2 of the Femdom Conspiracy are already available for pre-order! 







Power, Intrigue, and Forbidden Desires Collide in Volume 2 of The Femdom Conspiracy!




British Foreign Secretary Nigel Thompson harbors a dangerous secret—an obsession with dominant women that could destroy his career. When Charlotte Fairfax steps in as the new Permanent Under-Secretary after her predecessor's mysterious incapacitation, her cunning intellect and sharp instincts make her a formidable player in the political arena. Meanwhile, Maggie Smith, an ambitious American Domme, arrives in London on a prestigious stipend, unknowingly stepping into a world far darker than academia.




Behind the scenes, the enigmatic Goddess Seraphina pulls the strings, weaving a web of seduction, power, and betrayal that could shake the very foundations of the establishment.




Packed with steamy BDSM scenes, intricate plotting, and jaw-dropping twists, this thrilling sequel will leave you breathless. True to PhDomme Emma's signature style, The Femdom Conspiracy delivers unforgettable female characters, sizzling chemistry, and a suspenseful narrative that keeps you hooked until the final page.




Dive into a world where passion meets peril—your next obsession awaits.







Volume 2 of the Femdom Conspiracy are already available for pre-order! 




Buy now at a reduced price and get your favourite read delivered the minute it gets published. 
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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!



Books By This Author

The Femdom Syndicate

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

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

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

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

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

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


 The Adventures of a Young Dominatrix 

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

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

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

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

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

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



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!

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.


The Femdom Conspiracy

Femdom meets politics in one ingenious concoction of power, lust, sin and depravity! Take your fantasy one notch higher and let Emma, a real-life Mistress and Femdom Goddess, take you on a wild ride to the highest levels of politics. Mistress Emma will share the adventures of submissive males obeying wildly ambitious Femdoms, while those women enjoy the power exchange of making males crawl at their feet... even making make them serve dressed like maids and dolls for their amusement. Another Femdom series richly infused with authoritative women and male feminization, told inside an engaging plot that hooks erotic minds with fetishism and sensual experiences.

Nigel seems to have it all. He is a successful politician, who has just won the country elections, he has a beautiful wife and a Lamborghini. But he has a weak spot. He loves being dominated by women. Femdom is his kryptonite, and something that voters won’t forgive in a leader. Nigel knows this, but he cannot help himself.

Frequently visiting professional Dominatrices inevitably leads to trouble for this high-profile politician. When a blackmail letter arrives, he tries desperately to avoid fate, and he is willing to do anything, anything at all to save his dignity. But he soon learns, that the stakes are much higher than his own political career…

Another suspenseful Femdom series from PhDomme Emma, infused with thrill, adventure and conspiracy.
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