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Chapter 1













The heavy oak doors of Nigel Thompson’s office creaked open, and a blonde woman stepped in with an armful of folders. The Secretary of State, seated behind his sprawling desk, glanced up from his papers. For a moment, his professional demeanor faltered, betraying a flicker of interest in the striking woman who had just entered.




“Ms. uh…” he swiftly glanced into his papers. “Ms. Fairfax, Charlotte Fairfax, right?” he said, standing and extending his hand. “I appreciate you coming in on such short notice.”




Charlotte accepted the handshake with a firm grip and a small, rather condescending smile.




“It is an honor, Sir.” she said. “We have already met, Secretary Thompson.”




“Oh, right! How could I forget? You are quite right, we shook hands during the round of introductions, but…” 




The words formed in his mind - but you can hardly have expected me to remember your name when you are so damn hot! But he reigned in his horny remark. He’d put on the innocently shy smile of Hugh Grant and gestured instead to a comfortable-looking couch. To his surprise, instead of sitting at the couch, she made herself comfortable in the large, sumptuous, armchair fit for a king, where he liked to sit for the meetings. His armchair!




“Happy to be of service, Secretary Thompson. Such a horrible accident. Luckily, the Under Secretary isn’t badly injured after the collision. I was asked to replace him for two months, before he is fit to return.”




“Two months with this lot will feel like an eternity,” Nigel quipped, gesturing vaguely at the papers across his desk. 

“But you might enjoy the challenge. I hear you’ve had quite the career.”




Charlotte arched a blonde brow, the corners of her lips quirking upward. “Quite the career? That’s one way to put it. Let’s see if I pass muster.” 




Nigel settled into the chair across from her, feeling like a schoolboy visiting a teacher in her office.




“I joined the Civil Service in 2017 as an economist. Since then, I’ve been through DFID, the FCO, BEIS… You know, the alphabet soup. My work’s taken me from the Middle East and North Africa to sub-Saharan Africa, Russia, and China.”




Nigel tilted his head, an amused spark in his eye, jokingly asking, “No Antarctica?”




“Not yet,” Charlotte said lightly. “Though give me two weeks with your office, and I might consider it for a sabbatical.”




He chuckled. “Go on. I’m listening.”




“I led the UK team negotiating the UN’s Sustainable Development Goals between 2013 and 2015,” she continued, her tone brisk but not without pride. “Supported the UK Envoy and the Prime Minister, headed DFID’s Economic Growth and Resilience Department—economic transformation programs, global scale, that sort of thing. Before all that, there was Oxford, then the London School of Economics. Politics, philosophy, economics, and a master’s in Development Studies with Economics. At Harvard, it was politics, philosophy, economics, and a master’s in Development Studies with an emphasis on Economics where I earned a PhD.” She paused, allowing the impressive list to land. “Now, I’m here, pinch-hitting for your Under-Secretary while he recovers.”




Nigel leaned back in his chair, scrutinizing her with a mixture of admiration and curiosity. “Impressive. Though I must say, I didn’t expect someone with such a…” he scanned her figure up and down, tempted to say — with such a magnificent figure — but he pulled himself together and said instead “…varied background to agree to babysit me.”




Charlotte smirked. “Babysitting is extra. I’m here to keep the circus running.”




“Touché.” He nodded toward her sleek grey suit. “Though you’re a bit too attractive for a ringmaster.”




Charlotte leaned forward, resting her elbows on the arms of the chair, and shot him a pointed look. “And you’re surprisingly fond of women’s looks for someone who has the reputation of a saint.”




Their eyes locked for a moment, the tension in the room shifting into something sharper, more charged.”




Her eyes were saying: do you think I didn’t notice you are x-raying my clothes?




Nigel was aware that he was getting on thin ice. His comment that would usually tease a seductive moment, felt more like a power exchange crossroads with Charlotte. What if she spread rumors that he made double-edged comments? She could use it against him. He cleared his throat and gestured toward a tray on the sideboard.




“Tea?”




“Is that your first line of defense?” she asked, rising smoothly. “Tea and biscuits?”




“Works nine times out of ten,” he replied with a crooked grin.




“No thanks, I have work to do. But we will see each other very soon.”







◆◆◆




Timmie had never felt so exposed in his life. Standing on the bus platform, he was a spectacle that couldn’t be ignored. His towering frame, made even more imposing by the six-inch heels, drew every eye on the bustling street. Under the layers of feminine clothes, he was so very obviously a biological male. If they only knew, aside from the slutty attire, that he/she also wore a chastity device, he would cry from the sense of humiliation! It wasn’t even what everyone imagined under the term of a simple chastity cage. It was a futuristic cock contraption, designed as sleek metal underwear, fitted so that it made away with the male bulge and kept the penis pressed under his crotch and between her legs in the same way crossdressers use panty gaff. Except this was a bondage device that included a metal tube. His/her little sissy clit was pushed inside the tube to entrap it. There was a ring at the base of his clitty shaft that pressed against the pelvis to keep his useless male balls pushed up inside the space behind the pubic bone. The effect created the rudely termed appearance of a “camel toe” in the genital area that further degraded his/her sexuality. Over that, there was the whole-body silicone suit with large boobs and a round, sexy butt.

Timmie sweated profusely under the figure-hugging silicone, but the heat of the sun was the least of his discomforts. His heart was pounding, his breath shallow as he clutched the piece of paper with the address Maggie had instructed him to go to. There was no turning back. With no other option, he clutched the folded piece of paper tightly and tried to steady his breathing. The bus arrived, its doors hissing open like the maw of some great beast, ready to swallow him whole. As he stepped inside, the passengers’ reactions mirrored those on the street. Heads turned, whispers spread like wildfire, and Timmie felt his cheeks burn with shame. He could taste his/her pinkish red lipstick as he/she salivated, trying to keep his/her mouth from drying out.




“No second thoughts. You will take a bus! You’ll know where to go, when you get to the station,” Maggie had said, her tone playful yet commanding – that’s the way he remembered it, before she laughed and disappeared, leaving him to the inquisitive looks of passersby. “Oh, and one more thing—until I say otherwise, with me, and with strangers and friends as well, you’ll refer to yourself as a woman. She/her. Got it?” The car door had slammed shut with a decisive bang, leaving Timmie to navigate the journey alone.




As Timmie made his way toward the platform, the stares began. Passersby turned their heads, pretending to be interested in anything but the six-foot-six figure in high heels and silk stockings. Even the construction workers, stripped to the waist and slick with sweat, paused in their labor to gape openly. Timmie’s confidence wavered with every step. He/she could feel the eyes, the judgment, and the ridicule radiating from the crowd around him. 




He/she was trying to find a seat near the back, trying to make himself as inconspicuous as possible despite his impossible height and extravagant attire. All seats were occupied. The ride was a blur of embarrassment and self-consciousness, every jolt of the bus a reminder of his/her precarious balance in the high heels he/she had barely learned to walk in. 




Stepping off the bus, he felt a strange mix of relief and anticipation. Maggie’s words echoed in his head: “The wheels are in motion.” But then, the realization struck him like a thunderbolt. He was clutching the piece of paper with the address in the palm of his hand the whole time, until it was soaked with sweat.




How could he be so incredibly stupid not to realize?! He was standing right in front of a familiar villa of the Stauton’s Laundry and Cleaning Company! The place where he was subjected to the most diabolical treatment by predatory Dominant Women.




This was not just the house where the redoubtable Catherine Stauton resided, but also the place where Deborah was employed! His former teacher, whose career Timothy had ruined by exposing her Femdom affair with his classmate. Deborah had every reason to wish Timothy harm.  She wanted to emasculate Timothy in revenge. To reduce the former journalist to a whimpering whore, chattel she could sell for profit to horny males, the sort that didn’t really care whose holes they could selfishly assault, male or female, as long as they could cum after a good long satisfying fuck. Deborah wanted to subject Timothy to all that. 




Just before summer, Maggie had saved him from this fate. She “kidnapped” him - for a wont of a better word - and snatched him from under the nose of the seasoned Dommes, with cunning and wit. He admired her for her insolence and courage! Why on earth would she want him anywhere near the place? Maggie just said he would know where to go… and there he was, standing in front of the villa. But then it dawned on him, obvious and clear as the sky of a summer day. She was just testing him! Timmie was supposed to approach the den of dangerous vixens. She would save him the last minute, as she did last time. She has sense enough not to let him enter in.




So be it! Serving a Goddess requires courage, Timmie thought. Taking a deep breath, he adjusted his pencil bag, straightened his stockings, and walked toward the entrance. The stares, the whispers, the humiliation—they all faded into the background. He was on Maggie’s path now, for better or worse, and there was no going back. 




Timothy recalled very well the last time he set foot into the mansion of Catherine Stauton and what happened to him under the roof of the woman. He recalled the trans receptionist Randi, who was trying to rape him, and all the incredibly kinky residents of the large house, most especially Deborah, who was now going under the name of Mrs. Doll, and who tried to use the Hormone Replacement Therapy on him.




“Here you are,” sounded a familiar voice when he reached the staircase leading to the front door. Timmie stopped in his tracks and reeled around. He had never been so grateful in his life to hear the melodious sound of his Owner’s voice. It was Maggie! Thank God… She was walking towards him, wearing a sleeveless red dress with a subtle draped neckline that hugged her slender frame. The fabric shimmered faintly in the evening light, complementing her natural, understated elegance. Her dark bobbed hair fell neatly just above her shoulders, framing her face perfectly. With a pair of simple, delicate earrings and matching red heels that clicked softly against the pavement, Maggie exuded both confidence and effortless charm.




She raised her hand, holding the car keys and locking her car, the headlights appeared to playfully wink at him.




“You passed the test.” Maggie smiled. “I half expected you to leg it in the stilettos, upon seeing this house… but seriously, I was secretly watching your expression as you arrived by bus, and you were genuinely surprised to be here. Did you not realize this address belongs to Catherine Stauton’s house?”




“I didn’t,” Timmie admitted, a bit ashamed of his stupidity. “I had other concerns… the contemptuous stares and I’m very hot in this - costume.” She felt the need to drive away the feeling of embarrassment and said in an exaggerated, merry tone: “Anyway, what a relief! I was hoping against hope that you would just be teasing me and test my obedience. For a moment I was afraid that you expect me to go in!” Timmie laughed loudly, profoundly relieved. 




“Well, now you’re here, you may as well come in,” she said casually. Her elegant hand rested on the decorative rails made of wrought iron. Maggie traced the shape of iron foliage with her delicate hand. She drummed her slender fingers to make it sound like bells ringing. In her gesture was playfulness indicating she was in great spirits. She went up a few steps of the stairs that were shaped like they were molten lava, spreading from top all the way down to the base of the stairs.




Timmie hesitated. “You are just pulling my leg, right? You don’t really want me to get under one roof with Mrs. Doll and Catherine Stauton? Wouldn’t it be better, I don’t know, to make me go swimming with crocodiles, if you want me to show my obedience?” 




Maggie’s laughed merrily. “Oh, well, the crocodiles might bite off your private parts and how would I tease you then?” she pulled Timmie forward playfully by the hem of her tulle skirt. 




“Uhm, well, if I recall correctly, Mrs. Doll was trying to turn me into a woman with a HRT, and I’m absolutely certain that hadn’t it been for Catherine Stauton, she would quite happily bit off my private parts as well.”




“You are with me, right? So, you will come to no harm. As long as we are together, your intimate parts are completely safe from both Randi and Mrs. Doll.”




Timmie mechanically followed his Princess on the high stilettos, silently musing what the ominous “as long as we are together” actually meant. 




“Do you know what’s the occasion?” Maggie asked and pointed out the row of expensive cars lining the pavement in front of the villa. 




“A party where they will drug males, strip them of their skin and make luxury handbags out of it? I don’t know, these women are…” Timmie stopped abruptly because an elderly couple was walking across them on the street, staring with complete consternation at Timmie and prickling their ears to catch more of their dialogue. Maggie looked at him and winked. When the elderly couple passed, and was out of hearing distance, Maggie giggled and said… “Oh come on, don’t be so melodramatic. Back at home, I promised you something, right?” she gave him the smoldering look and leaned sexily on the railing. 




That morning Maggie teased him, before she made him wear the chastity and his silicone sissy suit and all those sissy garments that turned him into a She, with the promise of cumming. Timmie grew accustomed to her teasing, the promises that served only one purpose - to mindfuck him into obedience and drive his desire for her up the roof. But this time he sensed she was serious. Could it be that she wanted him to get the birthday present he yearned for the most? A real fuck with Her?




“I have something special in mind,” she said back then when he was kneeling next to her vanity table and handing her the makeup brushes. This had to be it, Timmie thought. Perhaps, she would humiliate him, have him experience her superiority, and then pull him into an empty room, one of the many bedrooms, equipped for the enjoyment of Dominant Ladies of Catherine Stauton’s acquaintance, and… from thence his fantasy soared. Even through the profound depths of his submission towards her, he still felt his carnal lusts emerging in his thoughts, and the vivid pictures of them two fucking sustained him throughout the nights he had spent tied up in her walk-in closet. 




“Hmmm…” she purred as she gave him the look from under her thick eye-lashes. “I feel like I should enjoy a night of wild sex before I fly to London… After all, when I start at the school, I will have other things to focus on, so I better enjoy some fun now, before I go.” 




It is official, Timmie thought, she is reading my thoughts... For the whole summer, all their encounters were her climaxing, over and over, keeping him on edge. No orgasms for a beta male, she always said. And now, she had decided to finally have him! Here, under the roof of Catherine Stauton! It was only right, she was driving him crazy with mad desire for her, who else would deserve it? Who else should get the chance to get her? She intended to keep him and desired him. There was no possibility she wouldn’t want his cock in her! Now that he thought of that, she was tormenting herself as well as him, when she abstained from fucking him. He was handsome, and he was aware of that. Before Maggie enslaved him, he used his looks unashamedly to get whatever he wanted. After all, she confessed on numerous occasions that she desired him, she even called him her boyfriend in front of strangers.




Maggie turned around and he noticed that her red dress was slightly translucent and her deliciously shaped butt beckoned him to follow. She swayed her hips as she ascended the stairs and he felt at once hypnotized, feeling like the proverbial donkey with a carrot dangling right in front of his face. He found himself following her up the stairs, his brain getting flooded by the suggestive pictures of her nude body, and the fantasies that were getting more daring and more hardcore by the minute.
































Chapter 2










Nigel lounged in his leather armchair, his tie loosened and a glass of scotch dangling from his fingers. His phone rested in his other hand, his thumb absently scrolling through the latest news, polling updates, and private messages from advisors. Although he was in his living room, his mind was engaged elsewhere. Some minutes ago, his surroundings evaporated and he had drifted into the world where he spent more and more time - at the feet of his Goddess Xenia.




Across from him, Lily sat on the couch, her posture relaxed and her head dropping from sheer tiredness, lulled to sleep by the soothing warmth of their imposing Victorian fireplace. For a moment, Nigel’s gaze fell on the slouched figure of his tired wife. The sight of her irritated him somehow. The more he was becoming infatuated with Mistress Xenia, the more her presence was disagreeable to him. The contrast with his Goddess couldn’t be starker. Xenia was a striking beauty, twenty years Lily’s junior, and her looks! Oh God, he thought… the cascades of her rainbow hair underscored by her violently pink lipstick, she was the epitome of the confidence, the sassiness and insolence of youth. And her figure! Greek Goddesses would shy away in comparison. She carried herself with a graceful posture that drew the attention of everyone who came across her. And here was his wife… a tiny woman in her forties with a blonde pixie haircut and dark circles under her eyes.




The experiences he collected throughout the years under the whip of some of the most stunning Dominatrices were nothing compared to what he experienced with Xenia. Unlike others, she blatantly disrespected him and used all his weaknesses against him. She just didn’t give a fuck about his position or his power. She didn’t give a damn about his male dignity, his ego and feelings, or his limits. It was addictive and aroused his underlying submissive nature. Nigel couldn’t help but recall the intense session he had with Xenia and Laura, her friend, about a fortnight ago. His Goddess invited over a young psychology student with long gazelle legs and innocent eyes. Laura, who was a Femdom freshman, brought an unassuming tone of sublime humiliation into the scene. She asked Xenia with a perfectly innocent face: “Do they all have such small cocks?” This burned into Nigel’s subconscious, and from then on, most of his masturbation fantasies featured Laura’s cunning smile beside Xenia, acting like her less experienced, but no less diabolical sidekick, mocking the size of his cock.




Laura had used her diabolical psychology prowess to seriously mindfuck him last time. First by reducing him to an obedient barking pet dog, that she then castrated because of his disobedient hardon… that she had stimulated to arousal. He remembered waking on the floor in a drugged haze while the two women stood above him, giggling at the two round pink nuggets in a small liquid jar that Xenia held. “I am so proud of you Laura. You are a natural at emasculating men.”




Nigel’s mouth was filled with a ball gag and his wrists were shackled to a ring at the back of his gag. As he struggled to rise into a kneeling position, with his arms pinned behind his head, he could see his naked body in the floor-standing mirror. His gag muffled a horrified shriek! When he saw his sewn-up crotch in the mirror, he moaned in shock again. He had no ball sack in the reflection, just loose ball-less hanging flesh, glinting with staple stitches in the light.




At the sight of his bulging disbelieving eyes, both Xenia and Laura broke out into laughter that ended in demonic self-assured smiles. “Would you like us to unclip your hands so you can explore the new you”, they teased? Xenia went behind Nigel and put her face just above his head, so he could see her smirkingly cruel smile in the same reflection as his castrated body. She unclipped the wrist cuffs. “Go ahead. See if you like Laura’s surgery. Don’t be afraid to touch. The stitches are secure. I am so proud of you, sacrificing your masculinity as a gift to your Mistress.” She gave Nigel a soft kiss on the cheek.




Nigel fearfully reached down and pulled on the lose flesh that was his ball sack. It was empty. He looked at the bottle Laura was holding. He felt like he was going to vomit. His cock was there, but he had an empty ball sack, nothing but loose hanging flesh. He touched his cock and then the pelvic area behind it. He sensed something sensitive. He pushed harder. It was then he realized that his balls had been pushed in and up under his public bone. His castration was a terrifying fantasy scenario. It was so intense that that he had subsequently masturbated to the memory several times since the session... always living it over as if it was real in order to achieve orgasm.




The sudden collapse of a log in the fireplace brought him back to the present. The drink and the disturbance that cut short his pleasurable flashback made him feel grumpy and Lily was the closest target to vent his mood. 




Nigel broke the cozy atmosphere, accompanied by the crackling fire sounds, with quite intentionally loud words that rose Lily from her slumber. "Honestly, Lily, you look like you’ve just run a marathon. How is it possible to be so knackered after a trip to Swansea?" He smirked, taking a sip of his scotch.




Lily glanced up, quickly getting her bearings. "Not all of us have the luxury of first-class lounges and private jets, Nigel. You should try dealing with British Rail sometimes. That’ll tire anyone out."




Nigel chuckled, shaking his head. "Please, spare me the dramatics. Swansea is, what, three hours away? I flew back from Tokyo yesterday. Now that is exhausting."




"Yes, I’m sure all that reclining in the private jet must’ve been torture," Lily replied dryly. “I did the legwork; you did the handshakes.”




Nigel leaned forward, an amused glint in his eye. "Oh, come on, darling. Don’t tell me you’re comparing your little day trip to my international diplomacy."




"I’m not," Lily said evenly. "I’m just saying that even short trips can be draining when you do something."




"Is that what you call it? Petting puppies and handing out leaflets?" He said with the tone of barely concealed contempt, and then chuckled again.




"If only your work were as noble as mine," she said ironically. “Well, as you were toadying to the allies, I was doing some actual good. My non-profit gathered several accolades for what we do for the poor animals. You, meanwhile, got some newspaper headlines. But I doubt there is a real substance behind them.”




Nigel’s brow furrowed briefly when his phone pinged. What now? Last time they checked with him, they announced that his Under Secretary got hit by a car. His capacity for bad news was already exhausted. But no, this wasn’t from his administration, he had a different notification sound for that. It was a message from Mistress Xenia! His grumpiness was immediately gone, when he saw the name “Lucy” on his locked screen. He used her Christian name for the sake of protecting himself from the prying eyes of his wife and his co-workers. His heart rate quickening, he glanced at his phone again, quickly reading Mistress Xenia’s latest message: 




Still thinking of me and Laura? Next time you will get pegged by her, I can promise you that, she already asked me about using you for that!




Nigel’s throat tightened and saliva began to gather by the sheer idea of having his anus invaded by a large dildo, fastened around the gorgeous hips of Miss Laura. He quickly typed back: Yes, Mistress!




For a fleeting moment, Lily’s eyes narrowed with suspicion. She tilted her head, observing his sudden focus. "Work email?" she asked casually.




"Something like that," Nigel muttered, locking his screen. "You know how it is. The country doesn’t run itself now that my permanent undersecretary is in hospital."




"True," Lily said, picking up her wine glass. "Though sometimes I wonder if it’d run better without you politicians constantly mucking things up."




Nigel laughed, a bit too loudly. "You’ve got quite the sharp tongue tonight. Swansea must’ve really taken it out of you."




For a moment, they regarded each other in silence. Nigel finally broke the stare, standing and stretching. "Well, I’m off to bed. Big day tomorrow."




"Of course," Lily said, watching him head for the stairs.




Upstairs, Nigel sat on the edge of their bed, staring at his screen, waiting for his next command. Soon, his phone pinged after all.




Come to me tomorrow. I’m horny and in need of your tongue in my cunt! And I invented a new way to test your obedience. Tomorrow, my place. MX. 




If the world itself collapsed and all the permanent secretaries and undersecretaries got run over right outside Westminster, he would be there to serve his Goddess Xenia.







◆◆◆







Maggie was reaching for the doorbell of the Stauton’s stately villa, and Timmie’s eyes were still fixed on her exquisite butt. Timmie’s lust for her increased dramatically that morning when Maggie allowed him to jerk off for a full ten minutes. Having the cock in the confines of the cage for so long, and then freed… Maggie’s humiliating teasing while he stroked himself brought him to the verge of madness, caused a surge of desire Timmie wasn’t prepared for. He was locked up again shortly after Maggie forced him to ruin his orgasm, which made his appetite only increase.




Timmie has spent the whole summer under Maggie’s spell, his constant tease and denial conditioning him to react to the slightest erotic hint with intense arousal. She never allowed his erect cock anywhere near her pussy, but she often toyed with his caged cock, straddling his naked body and rubbing her clitoris on his cage, often climaxing. That was blowing his mind! On numerous occasions, when they ventured out together, she referred to him as her “boyfriend”, which made him feel very smug, but every time she did that, she made sure that the moment the doors of the house closed behind them, he was humiliated back into submission by calling him “bitch boy.”




Despite Timmie’s constant chastity, deep down, Timmie still desired to have Maggie. He wanted to feel the luxurious tightness of her pussy hugging his cock softly, but firmly, have her unleash her passionate loving gyrations on top, giving him the best fuck he has ever had until he cummed in the intense moment where all reality collapses into the haze of absolute bliss. Timmie’s fantasies, ever since Maggie mindfucked him into submission, often revolved around her humiliating him, but her suggestive remarks awakened what was left in him of the male, whose primary goal was to get his cock inside this beautiful girl.




“What you need to know now,” she said, “...is that you will have the night of your life,” she said, but didn’t elaborate. Timmie’s brain was shouting ‘beware!’, but his cock took over and commanded his feet to follow her. 




“This is going to be a goodbye party for me,” Maggie explained. “My mother wants me to celebrate this new stage of my life, you know, starting at the university. I will fly to London tomorrow, so it is the right time to have some fun before I go!” 




Timmie opened his mouth to ask again the question she so far never answered - what is going to happen to him, now that she is leaving for London? But Maggie somehow guessed his thought and made an impatient gesture of driving away an annoying fly. “Let’s not talk about that now. You know Catherine, she is always happy to host very cool Femdom events. Moreover, she has many handsome young men in her acquaintance. My mom had this brilliant idea, which I think will be a fantastic climax to our wonderful summer!” The double entendre didn’t escape Timmie and his expectations rose considerably. “... and so, my mom agreed to orchestrate a party that would frame her idea just right.” Maggie said, and right at that moment the front door opened. The latex-clad butler holding the door open for them.




“Welcome, Miss Maggie. It is my pleasure to meet you again. Everyone is expecting you.”




Maggie gave Timmie one last wink, and with the doors closing behind him, Timmie found himself back in the universe he associated with the deepest levels of humiliation and loss of control. It was all just like the last time. The all-familiar entrance hall, the stairs that elegantly copied the octagonal shape of the central hall, the air of sophistication and the intense mingling smells of opium and sex, the smells Timmie associated with being in the vicinity of Dominant Women. 




The living room, painted with dark petrol blue walls, was furnished with luxurious walnut furniture that transformed it into a place for decadent, kinky pleasures. The room was customized with spanking benches, several divans for the Mistresses, and chairs and armchairs, covered with cushions. The ceiling lights were dimmed and the room was predominantly lit with candles set in antique chandeliers, just like the last time - on that memorable occasion when Maggie abducted Timothy from right under Catherine Stauton’s nose.




Before Timmie knew it, he was doing his sissy curtsey to Catherine Stauton. All the past events and disputes were clearly forgotten. Everyone was there, including Maggie’s newly discovered sister Ivy. Ever since their reunion, they’d spent a considerable amount of time together. Maggie plunged herself into the midst of the cheering crowd of her family and friends, everyone who wanted to see her off and wish her a wonderful new life in the bustling city of London.




Timmie stood there, watching Maggie, and standing patiently at the door. Maggie, who just mingled into the group of her girlfriends, was not paying him attention and he was left to his own devices. His best bet was to try and press against a wall, seamlessly melting into the petrol-colored background like a chameleon! But unfortunately, he was too tall and too conspicuous, and regrettably, his imaginary mimicry mechanisms didn’t work as he hoped. Maggie’s friends - those that were there looking all around with wide-eyed wonder - the unassuming young chicks in revealing clothes, displaying expressions that shouted ‘innocence’. Once they measured Timmie from head to toe, first looking completely taken aback, they burst out in roaring laughter. 




Timmie, mortified, was trying to divert himself by toying with his pencil bag. Fortunately, the young girls were soon intrigued by a bunch of tuxedo-clad young gentlemen and Timmie with his ridiculous attire was happily forgotten. Timmie also noticed Victoria, talking to a strange woman. Her focused glance told him, she was amused by his predicament, but her eyes narrowed and he could tell by the body language that she had just excused herself to the other Lady to approach him.




“Enjoying yourself?” she asked playfully and unceremoniously reached down under Timmie’s tulle skirt to touch the futuristic chastity device. “Hmmm… I hope you are enjoying the humiliation. Let me assure you, that this is just a beginning. You won’t be the same sissy boy when this night is over.” 




Both Victoria’s and Maggie’s gaze fell on a group of men, all handsome and stylish, with perfectly trimmed beards and haircuts, in fitting evening suits and tuxedos, the epitome of elegance and yes, the determination to enjoy a night of excellent fuck. 




“Don’t just stand here, sissy. Go and fetch me a drink! I want… a Negroni,” Maggie declared, her eyes fixed on a particularly well-built black guy. Timmie hesitated for a split second, then darted off toward the bar, leaving Maggie with Victoria.




When Timmie returned, the same guy Maggie was looking at was standing right behind her. “Your Negroni, Goddess.” said Timmie and handed her the glass with reverent bow. 




“That’s quite the bold choice,” the black guy said and effortlessly pushed Timmie to the side. Maggie turned to him. His tie was slightly loosened, giving him an effortlessly charming air. He was holding a glass of gin with tonic. “A Negroni? I wouldn’t have pegged you for such a bitter palate.”




Maggie gave him a sly smile, one eyebrow arching slightly. “Is that so? And what kind of drink would you have pegged me for?”




“Something lighter. A spritz, maybe. Or a cosmopolitan,” he replied, taking a step closer. His tone was teasing but curious, he was genuinely intrigued by her.




“How disappointing,” Maggie said with mock indignation. “Do I come across as a girl who would go for Cosmopolitan?” Taking a sip, she met the stranger’s gaze, her expression challenging.




“Not predictable,” he said, the corner of his mouth curving into a smirk. “Just…The kind of girl who keeps people guessing, and enjoys watching them get it wrong.”




She tilted her head, pretending to consider his words. “Maybe I just like the strong stuff. Or maybe I enjoy the reaction when people realize I’m not quite what they assumed.”




The man laughed, raising his glass in a silent toast. “Henry,” he introduced himself, holding out his hand. “The friend of Catherine’s.”




“Of course you are. Maggie,” she replied, shaking his hand, her grip firm and deliberate. “I suppose you’ve heard all about me, then?”




“Catherine mentioned you, yes.”




“Well, Catherine always did have a knack for exaggeration,” Maggie said, her lips curving into a playful smile. “Though I suppose you’ll have to judge for yourself.”




“She didn’t exaggerate, not in the slightest,” he said after he scanned her figure unashamedly up and down. “So, what are you after today, beautiful Goddess Maggie?” he asked.




She leaned in slightly, as if to share a secret. “Celebrating freedom. And planning my next conquest.”




“And what would that be? A heart of some poor male like me?”




“Oh, come on. Don’t let me think for a moment that your heart is easy to win,” she said with a wink, lifting her Negroni in a toast before taking another sip. “This is not your first party and your manners show that you are at home at parties like this.” He laughed good-naturedly. “Well, perhaps I’ll just wait for the right girl.” 




For a moment, the two stood there, the buzz of the party fading into the background as the tension between them hummed in the air.




Henry took a slow sip of his champagne, his gaze never leaving hers. “Tell me, Maggie—how do you like your party so far?”




“So far, so good, the rest remains to be discovered. All comes down…” she said and her gaze wandered to his crotch, “...to how satisfied I will be.” Her eyes locked with Henry’s for a few seconds. Henry took the hint and Timmie watched in dismay, how his eyes glinted and how he licked his lips like a hungry wolf.




“Well, if Hedonism is the name of the game, I’m here to play. I’m said to get very high scores.” 




Maggie smiled lightly, establish an intense eye contact with him. “Last time I counted, I got to ten. Would you dare to trump that?” 




“Perhaps, with more players, the higher the score is going to be. Would you like to meet my cousin, Matthew?” 




At that mention Victoria looked at Maggie and winked. “Well, I would suggest that that you should consider a move to checkmate them!”























Chapter 3











An envelope of beautiful, handmade paper lay on the office desk. It was such an elegant envelope that the person who put it there did not place it in an untidy pile with the other office paperwork but instead leaned it with ceremonial piety against the monitor stand on the desk. In the postmodern office, the envelope, embellished with delicate filigree embossing, looked like something dropped there by a time travelling imp.




The employees of the office of the Foreign Secretary had gone to lunch at a nearby restaurant, presumably gnocchi with salmon, or pasta carbonara, they rushed back up the stairs to the office with boisterous laughter. As the bunch of women was trying to make their way up, amid the jokes and stomping of feet on the carpet covered stone stairs, they bumped into a woman in wrinkled beige coat. She seemed to be in a hurry and hurriedly excused herself, her coat flying as she was hurriedly running down, clearly in a rush.




When the door opened, a violent draft swept through the room, scattering a stack of papers from the desk of Matthias, the only permanent male member of the staff. He sighed as he often used his lunch break to work undisturbed. The wind blew the elegant envelope right to the feet of the group of women. It was the PR worker, a woman in her mid-forties, who leaned forward and raked up the papers with a groaning effort. Her eyes rested on the embossed name.




"Oh, no!" She thundered loudly to get the attention of the others. There was no need for that, however, as a cluster of female heads had already curled around her exposed freckled shoulders.   




"Charlotte." One of the younger women, Camille, read, drawing out the letter A in a sarcastic tone.




"Matt, honey," one of the women left the group and approached her colleague.




“Yes, Andrea?”




She leaned over him until he was forced to stare right into her deep cleavage. There was a pendant on a long chain that converged at the neckline of her flowy blouse. At a cursory glance, it was just an ordinary piece of jewelry. But when Matthias focused, he recognized that it was a tiny, elaborate penis. He blinked convulsively. Andrea watched with a delighted smile as heat poured over Matthias. She pretended not to notice and continued in an innocent tone. "They didn't have any mango bliss today, I have a peach for you instead." she slowly pushed forward a cup of ice cream. Matthias alternately paled and blushed, doing his best to avoid looking at her cleavage and her extraordinary jewelry, no easy feat, considering her position. Andrea hobbled triumphantly to the coffee machine, where she could watch him wipe his dewy forehead. Shocking and embarrassing her young colleague gave her endless pleasure.




The freckle-faced office manager held the envelope up to the light, patted it, then carefully folded it into an arch. "That's some awfully bulky writing."




Andrea put the capsule in the press and the coffee machine started. "Girls, who wants coffee?" 




All hands flew up. The blonde pulled a plastic box of homemade cherry pie out of the fridge. Andrea’s manners were annoying the hell out of her, and the afternoon dessert was a good opportunity to interrupt her games with Matthias.




"Watch out, there are pits." She made the rounds of her colleagues, triumphantly presenting the masterpiece she'd been working painstakingly on over the weekend. Baking was one of the competitive disciplines of the competition for the biggest star of the staff and should not be underestimated.




The freckle-faced manager accepted the offered dessert. "It is a love letter surely! I don't expect Paul to write me any love letters after twenty years."




"Petra, how many times do I have to tell you, there's a solution... I have a handy app for that." Andrea, who was serving her coffee, ran the thumb of her left hand over the screen of her phone and shoved a screen with a mosaic of male faces under Petra's nose.




"Simmer down, Andrea. Do you think any of those studs would be interested in this muffin top?" She pulled up her shirt and patted her cottage cheese belly, which moved lazily. "Besides, what would Paul say if he found out?"




"He'd say - oh yes, yes please, please! Someone else is finally going out to do the tough work for me. Anyway, lots of guys would appreciate your -" she searched for the right word - "er..." She smiled guilelessly, “curves”. Petra smirked, valiantly facing the ridicule.




“Where’s Charlotte? I’ve heard strange rumors about her… She dated a country chav, but he broke her heart,” she said to drive the focus away from her figure.




Blissful expressions spread on their faces. A casual witness to their conversation might have assumed that they had just received two weeks off from their employer and a voucher for an all-inclusive holiday in Greece.




"She? The Oxford girl?" Andrea exclaimed. It wasn't just the pleasure of a good gossip that caused the office staff general excitement, but also the tantalizing hypothetical possibility that the fox they'd put in the henhouse might vacate her position for the country backwoods, pushing a pram in her faded sweatpants with the offspring of some country guy.




"Then he's a truck driver!" Another girl exclaimed, happily.




"And what else do you know, Petra?" said Andrea impatiently.




"I don't know if I can say, she told me privately." Petra paused for a moment, but even at that moment it was clear to everyone from her expression that she was going to tell them everything she knew. Possessing secret information was another way to rise up the ladder of popularity and influence in this group. "Well, it must have been clear to her that there's no hiding anything here." She said more to herself. "From what I understand, she is dating a very influential guy."




"It's never too late, maybe she and the truck driver will get back together." sighed Andrea, who couldn't forgive Charlotte for snatching the position she herself aspired to. Charlotte was her superior as a head of the office of the Foreign Secretary, although many years younger. "They surely end up together, you know, it's the call of nature. Natural animal attraction.” said Andrea, “The country guys have nice figures and big dicks."




Matt was red to the roots of his hair. Andrea's impertinent sexual remarks were embarrassing to the highest degree. He waited a few seconds and put on his headphones. He didn't want to give the impression that he was doing so in response to Andrea's vulgar remarks. He suffered from a sacred terror of seasoned, bold women like Andrea. He had recently begun to worry that he really was a simp and that the women already knew of his beta nature.




"Watch out, here she comes!" Petra hissed.




The female gossipers flew like partridges after they’d been shot at. Each took her place at her desk-perch, satisfied with the coffee, a scoop of ice cream, and a warm sense of conspiratorial belonging.  They hurriedly changed the subject. 




“Who was the woman on the stairs? I have the feeling I have seen her already!” said Petra loudly, silently thanking her own presence of mind to come up with an alternative, yet interesting subject.




“That was Mr. Thompson’s wife, don’t you know?” Andrea said, and they continued gossiping happily, discussing her looks, make-up and clothes, labeling her readily as remarkably unremarkable woman.




Charlotte stepped through the door, her gaze falling on the image of concentrated work and holy innocence spread across the faces of her colleagues. She was naturally cunning and had been listening behind the door for quite some time, congratulating herself that she fed Camille the story about her love life. She succeeded in driving their interest far away from the truth.




It wasn't long before Charlotte noticed the envelope on her desk as well. Today the autumn sun was streaming through the windows, reflecting its rays inside the whole room, spot-lighting the envelope, creating a glow on the colleagues with their sanctimonious smiles.




The letter was once again propped against the stand of her monitor… What to do? If she pounced on the letter, opened it, and read it right away, it would arouse even more curiosity. Perhaps some of her colleagues, with their miraculously telescopic necks, would be able to peer out some of its contents. Perhaps she should put the letter to one side and bring it home? She opted for the second option. Then, when she tried to think back, she couldn't remember what she had done that afternoon. Her whole mind was filled with the effort of pretending to focus on her work. Now, her time has finally come!










◆◆◆







Timmie stood there with the empty tray, watching as Maggie disappeared into the crowd alongside Henry. For a brief moment, he lost sight of her. When he finally spotted her again, she was standing at the far end of the room, her back to him, her posture effortlessly confident. By the occasional glances she shot Timmie’s way, she knew, Maggie was enjoying herself and well aware, she was tormenting her sissy by her open flirting with the large athletic black guy.




Henry was by Maggie’s side, leaning in slightly as he gestured to another man— a tall, broad-shouldered figure with a relaxed but quietly commanding air. His dark suit fit perfectly his dark complexion, and his easy smile revealed a charm that was hard to ignore, even Timmie had to acknowledge that. Beautiful straight white teeth were shining out of his dark chocolate face with regular features, photogenic like a sculpture of an Egyptian Pharaoh. 




Timmie couldn’t hear what they were saying, but from reading their lips, he caught snippets of their dialogue. Whenever he got lost, the body language was expressive enough. 




“Maggie,” Henry said, placing a hand lightly on her elbow, “this is my cousin, Matthew. He’s been dying to meet you ever since I mentioned how stunning you are.”




Matthew extended a hand, his gaze warm but keenly observant, as if studying every nuance of her response. “Stunning, huh? That’s a lot to live up to,” he said, his deep voice carrying just the right hint of humor.




Maggie took his hand, her grip firm and self-assured. “I have a habit of exceeding expectations,” she replied smoothly, her eyes holding his for a beat longer.




Matthew chuckled, his smile widening. “I admire your confidence, there is nothing sexier than a young Lady, who is aware of her… assets,” he said and his gaze stripped her daringly. Occupied as she was flirting with the two guys, Maggie didn’t let Timmie stand there at the door for too long. She began to wave her way and Timmie was happy to follow her beckoning gesture. 




When Timmie made it through the groups of Ladies and their servants and approached Maggie and her suitors, he noticed how large and intimidating these two were. The contrast between their towering, confident frames and his own sissified appearance made him feel absurdly out of place. Trying to defend his mating rights against the two stallions would be just like trying to win the Daytona 500 with an ox cart. Not mentioning that right now he was clad in a sissy costume. Timmie felt ridiculous, but the humiliation was making his chastity getting insufferably tight.




“Matthew, Henry, let me introduce to you my boyfriend, Timmie.” Maggie said pleasantly and took Timmie under arm. Timmie was very tall, but he looked up to the two guys, who wore expressions mingling amusement and contempt. “Curtsy nice and low to these gentlemen.” Maggie said. “Timmie is a She today. He is here as my sissy servant, who will assist me to fulfill all my desires and wishes, whatever they may be.” 




Timmie made a clumsy curtsy. 




“Well, Timmie looks nice, with a drink or two, some of the guys here might get tempted to teach her how to be a proper girl.” Matthew laughed and Timmie was getting beet-red under the thick layers of make-up.




Someone changed the track of the music that was setting the mood into sensual ambience. Now more energetic music began to play, with pronounced beats and the seductive voice of a singer at once coiling and expanding in an erotically sounding tune, just right for a sex night or a strip tease. Maggie looked Henry in the eye, her lips curving into a seductive smile as the music began to pulse through the room. She swayed her hips to the rhythm, a deliberate and tantalizing movement that immediately drew the attention of both men.




Henry stepped forward first, offering his hand with a slight bow. “May I?” he asked, his voice smooth and confident.




“Only if Matthew can keep up,” Maggie teased, extending her other hand toward Matthew.




The taller of the two cousins chuckled, taking her hand with a firm but inviting grip. “I think I can manage,” Matthew replied, his tone rich with playful challenge.




As the three of them moved onto the impromptu dance floor, the crowd instinctively gave them space, as though sensing the magnetic pull of the trio. Maggie positioned herself between the two men, her movements fluid and deliberate, commanding their attention as though she were born to be the center of the universe.




Henry placed a hand lightly on her waist, guiding her in a smooth turn, while Matthew mirrored her movements from behind, his presence strong and steady. Maggie let herself be led by one, then the other, seamlessly switching between them, her eyes sparkling with amusement and something deeper—a quiet sense of power.




Timmie, watching from the edge of the room, felt a pang of helplessness. The way Maggie moved, the way the two men followed her every gesture, was utterly captivating. Her slender body, the whiteness of her bare skin in her revealing red top, surrounded with the two large black forms that seemed to intertwine, like milk foam slowly mixing with coffee in a glass mug. 




Henry leaned in close, his breath warm against Maggie’s ear. “You’re driving me mad with desire, you know that?” he murmured, his voice low and intimate.




“How could I possibly miss it,” Maggie replied, her tone light but laced with meaning, as she brushed her ass against his front and the clearly visible bulge on his trousers.




Not to be outdone, Matthew slipped his hand to the small of her back, pulling her into a slow spin that left them face-to-face. “Confidence like yours is dangerous,” he said, his voice just loud enough to be heard over the music. “It makes a man want to take risks.”




Maggie tilted her head, her smile coy but challenging. “Maybe I like dangerous men.”




The three of them moved as though the rest of the room had disappeared. Henry’s hand tightened slightly on her waist, while Matthew’s fingers brushed the curve of her hip. Both men’s attraction was palpable, their gazes locked on her as if she were the only person in the world. Their dance was getting more sensual and erotic by the minute. Maggie moved her body in perfect unison with theirs, and it all was beginning to look uncannily like a fuck.




Timmie felt a knot of jealousy and frustration twist in his chest. He clutched the empty tray tighter, standing frozen by the door as Maggie turned her head just enough to catch his eye. She didn’t say a word, but her expression—a mix of amusement and knowing—made it clear she hadn’t forgotten him. The world slowed down and Maggie was seducing Timmie with her eyes, meanwhile the two guys were pressing against her in this mock fucking scene. Her body coiled just like it did when she was massaging her clit on his chastity cage. Timmie was getting insufferably horny and jealous at the same time.




As the music slowed, Maggie disentangled from their possessive grip, her gaze flicking between the two men. “I think that’s enough for now,” she said, her voice playful but commanding. “Oh, what a pity.” breathed Henry with a hint of disappointment in his voice. ”If you dance with me longer, I would take you to the moon, I can vouch for that.” Henry breathed, brushing his thumb over his lower lip as he stepped back reluctantly. 




Maggie laughed, a merry, mischievous smile. “The dance is over, but the night is still young and we still didn’t start counting.” She glanced over her shoulder at them, her eyes sparkling. “Shall we find somewhere quieter?” Matthew and Henry looked at each other. Maggie pointed at Timmie, who followed them eagerly as Maggie was pulling both Henry and Matthew by their loosened ties into a dark corridor.








Chapter 4











Nigel Thompson adjusted his tie for the third time that morning, his nerves frayed as he considered the upcoming conference in Scotland. His office, typically a haven of order and quiet, felt stifling. The sprawling papers on his desk told a story of endless international bickering, with Scotland’s increasingly divergent ideas on European relations promising to make the upcoming discussions particularly contentious.




The door creaked open, and Charlotte Fairfax entered, radiating confidence as usual. Today, she wore a tailored black suit, sharp yet elegant, with her blonde hair tied back in a neat chignon. A small, sleek black case was tucked under her arm.




"Good morning, Secretary Thompson," she said briskly, shutting the door behind her.




Nigel looked up, momentarily distracted by the crisp precision of her movements. He cleared his throat. "Ah, Ms. Fairfax. Punctual, as always."




"Punctuality is a virtue of Queens," she replied, placing the case on his desk. "You seem preoccupied. May I ask what’s troubling you?"




Nigel hesitated, caught off guard by her directness. "It’s this blasted conference. Scotland’s push for separate EU agreements… Well, it’s ruffling feathers, to say the least. It’s not just the political minefield; I’ve also been advised there may be… risks to personal safety. I can’t say I’m thrilled at the idea of walking into a territory full of blood-thirsty Scots."




Charlotte’s lips curved into a small smile, one that was both reassuring and enigmatic. "I anticipated as much, Secretary. That’s why I brought you something." She tapped the case.




Nigel raised an eyebrow. "What is it?"




"Let me show you." She unlatched the case with a practiced flick, revealing a sleek, silver wristband nestled in foam. The design was minimalist yet sophisticated, with smooth, completely inconspicuous.




"It’s a prototype personal protection device," Charlotte explained. "Developed by one of the government’s top private contractors. Cutting-edge technology, not yet available to the public."




Nigel leaned forward, intrigued. "What does it do?"




Charlotte picked up the wristband and held it out. "Once activated, it generates an invisible energy shield around the wearer. Completely neutralizes kinetic threats—bullets, knives, even shrapnel. You could walk into the middle of a firefight and leave without a scratch."




Nigel blinked, trying to process the audacity of the claim. "That sounds… futuristic, I had no idea such a tech exists. Ms. Fairfax, did you just step out of your time travelling booth?”




Charlotte disregarded his attempted joke with a stern gaze, and Nigel cleared his throat. “One of the perks of being in a high ministerial position. You know, who already has the gadget? Mohammed al-Bashir for one.”




“Who?”




“The prime minister of Syria, after Bashar Assad was exiled. But also, Putin.”




“Well, both will use it on a daily basis, I’m sure. Was it tested? I would surely love to be your guinea pig, Ms. Fairfax, but…"




Charlotte’s smile widened, her tone taking on a faintly teasing edge. "Do you think I’d bring you something untested, Secretary? It’s been field-tested extensively. Here, let me show you."




She stepped around the desk, standing close enough for Nigel to catch a faint hint of her perfume—crisp and fresh, with a subtle undertone of lemongrass. Taking his wrist with a gentle yet firm touch, she fastened the device around it.




"Comfortable?" she asked.




He nodded, feeling slightly disoriented by the sudden shift in proximity. "Yes. What now?"




Charlotte pressed a small button on the side of the band, and a barely perceptible shimmer enveloped Nigel for a split second before fading from view. "The shield is now active," she said. "It will engage automatically if it detects any physical threats. The reaction time is in milliseconds, so you won’t even notice it."




Nigel flexed his wrist, marveling at how light the device felt. "And this will keep me safe at the conference?"




"Absolutely," Charlotte said, stepping back and crossing her arms. "But it does more than just protect you from physical harm."




Nigel looked up sharply. "More?"




Charlotte’s eyes gleamed, though her expression remained perfectly composed. "Let’s just say the device is designed to ensure those around you remain… cooperative. It has certain features tailored for high-pressure situations. I’ll explain them in more detail later."




Before he could press her, Charlotte tilted her head, her tone shifting to one of subtle authority.




"Of course, you’ll need to wear it at all times during the trip. It’s not just about your safety; it’s about ensuring you can lead effectively. A leader must inspire confidence, and nothing does that like knowing you’re untouchable."

Nigel found himself nodding, her words oddly compelling. "I suppose that makes sense."




"Good," Charlotte said, her smile returning. "I’ll handle the rest of the arrangements for Scotland. You just focus on the politics."




With that, she picked up the empty case and turned to leave. Just before reaching the door, she glanced back, her voice soft but firm. "And Secretary? Try not to let the shield go to your head. Power is most effective when used sparingly."




Nigel watched her leave, a strange mix of admiration and unease settling over him. For the first time, he wondered whether Charlotte Fairfax was simply an efficient aide—or something far more formidable.










◆◆◆







Lucy, dressed and styled into her alter ego Xenia, and Laura were seated in regal cushioned chairs in Xenia’s favorite BDSM salon. This is the text I sent him last evening,” Lucy said and with a wide, wicked smile, she showed Laura the screen of her cell phone. “I guess that he has spent another sleepless night, and he will come all jittery, perfectly vulnerable and primed for our brainwashing session.” she checked her watch, “He should arrive any minute now.” 




Laura laughed. “Honestly, having a male bend over and get fucked by me was always my fantasy. Before I discovered Femdom it felt somehow sacrilegious… I’m pleased that you’ve shown me that my dominant fantasies are perfectly alright.”




Xenia took a sip of her Champagne and toasted to Laura. “Dear, having you be part of the Femdom tribe is a treat! Your last demonstration was pretty impressive. You’re a natural! I've had Nigel as a sub for a while, but you took him down deep like a real pro. You even got him to surpass his limits and do things he'd rejected in the past,” said Lucy. 




“Well thank you, Lucy! The more I study the psychology of males, the more I see Female Supremacy as an inspiring way of life for women like you and I! When he comes over tonight, I'm very excited about intensifying his training, to see if he becomes more acclimated toward obedience and habitual reverence of Females. I know that Nigel can't be marked for obvious reasons - after all he is a public figure - but my theories indicate that marks are a powerful influencing force. They break men’s will and aid in attitude adjustment.”




“Before he became the Secretary, I used to whip and cane him, but now it's too risky in terms of him being exposed and me losing my captive prey. I am glad that there are ways we can have fun with him and leave him with psychological conditioning instead of physical scars.”




Just then the doorbell rang, and Nigel waited patiently at the door. After a minute Xenia buzzed the lock open. Nigel entered and went into the large closet just inside the foyer, where he stripped himself naked, exposing his locked chastity cage. As instructed, he placed cuffs on his wrists, thighs and ankles and then crawled into the salon where the two ladies were waiting. He could not help but swallow at the erotic sight of the two sexy females before him. They were sitting in their two chairs looking confidently authoritative, with their legs crossed at the knees, their short skirts exposing tight shapely legs perched on glistening metallic color high heels. Laura wore a silver sparkling pair with red soles by Louboutin and Xenia’s sexy feet were encased in brushed gold satin shoes by Manolo Blahnik. Nigel’s cock swelled to arousal at the sight of these “fuck-me” shoes on the feet of the two dominant women in front of him.




As Nigel reached his position on the floor in front of them, he knelt up straight, spread his thighs apart to expose his caged cock, and pulled his hands behind his back.




“Good afternoon, Mistress Xenia. Good afternoon, Mistress Laura. I'm here as you instructed.”




They both looked glaringly at him, eyes burning into him, and waited in silence until he had no choice but to bow his head before them. Creeping over him was a growing feeling of shame at something he had done. The moments ticked on. 




The silence was shattered when Xenia abruptly shouted in an angry raised voice. He looked up into Xenia’s eyes in fear.




“How dare you interrupt Laura and me with your brutish entrance. You have embarrassed me in front of my dear friend. You selfishly interrupted our conversation. Why did you think you could do that? Of course, we know you are here. Do you think we are blind you idiot? To think I told her you are trained as a respectful submissive. You disgraced me and I am pissed at you.”




Nigel shuddered. He had never been greeted by Mistress Xenia this way before. What was happening? His mind began to swirl with confusion, he wanted to escape from the discomfort of upsetting her... and the only urge he could summon was to let his submissive nature swallow his thoughts wholly and take control of his breathing. 




“Are you still trying to look at me? Eyes down imp! Stare at our feet. It’s where your eyes should be. From now on, that is your beta zone, the place where you are to direct your gaze unless instructed otherwise. NOW!!!”




It was all happening rapidly now... out of his control. Looking at their feet caused his cock to thicken and fill his cage. The sight of their glimmering sexy stilettos with the pointed toes and 5-inch heels, their elevated arches curved into the sexiest pose, ankles hanging on their crossed legs. It was driving him insane. Nigel's cock had become fully swollen and was pressing inside the cage causing it to jut out. 




Then in a more demure and soft tone Laura spoke. “Good boy Nigel. You're learning your place. When you are among superior women you must show your deference and respect. Your eyes belong on a woman’s feet unless she permits you to look elsewhere. Now, perhaps there is something you want permission to say to your Mistress?”




Nigel thought for a minute and realized that Laura had thrown him a bone to recover with.




“Permission to speak Mistress Xenia?” Nigel asked with his eyes still fixed on the women’s sexy feet encased in trance-inducing stilettos.




Nigel saw Xenia reach out with her hand and curl her fingers inward, a sign that she was allowing him to talk. He did not raise his eyes as he summoned the courage to speak and not stutter.




“Dear Mistress Xenia. I beg your forgiveness for my repulsive manners and the disrespect I have shown your friend Mistress Laura. I will accept whatever punishment you deem sufficient to discipline me for this disgraceful behavior. I will never again presume to be anything less than inferior as your docile slave, I will always look to please you and be subservient. I exist to be here in worship of you and I will never expect rewards or acknowledgement for selflessly serving you.”




Laura listened with a straight face, and ignoring Nigel’s presence she turned to look at Xenia and smile. “That was superb, Lucy. You’ve proved another of my theories on subjugating the male. See how easy that was to assert yourself and acquire his devotion. You mind-fucked him using your Authority figure, which is one of the important Femdom archetypes in your persona. You wear it well and I think your sub is appreciative.”




Xenia felt a new sense of power over Nigel, and it made her moisten between her thighs. One of the reasons Nigel was here today was to give her pleasure by worshipping her pussy. That fun could wait, she thought. Right now, she wanted to relish in the glow of dominant authority and how well the subjugation of Nigel was going. She felt the urge to step it up as they pushed Nigel into the depths of submissiveness.




“How's that little penis of yours doing inside that cage you are wearing for me? It looks swollen but is that really as large as it gets? Maybe I’ll fit you with a smaller size cage to fill the tube with your swollen cock? Would you rather have your small cock float inside a large cage... or have your erection fill a smaller cage to the brim? Anyway, it’s tucked away where it won't get in any trouble.”




Nigel was reeling in humiliation as Xenia continued to shame him in front of Laura, seeking to raise his sense of inferiority. 




“My dear boy Nigel, I must say that the influence of Laura has been a big awakening for me. I now see beta simp potential in you that I've not seen before. We will enlighten you about your new religion, Female Supremacy, and the behavior required of you. We will help you learn your place by training your thoughts to embrace the mindset of an inferior male serving superior females. Shall we start?”




“By all means,” responded Laura as she turned to Nigel again. “Follow us into the study, where I’ve made arrangements for the journey your Mistress wants you to take.” 




Laura and Lucy got up and held each other’s hands as they walked into the study. 




“Nigel come see what we've got in store for you.”




As Nigel crawled into the study, he saw a small-padded kneeler in the center of the room—designed for just one worshipper. It was like a kneeling pew in church. Built into the self-contained single unit was a cushioned platform for his knees and a small, raised table at elbow height to lean against. 




Each side of the kneeling platform had metal rings. The hanging ropes were coming down from some pulley-like system in the ceiling. They were then threaded through the ring holes and the ends of the ropes all had clips for affixing them to something.




Laura pursed her lips and seductively urged Nigel to come further in the room by turning her wrist over and curling her index finger back and forth, indicating for him to come to her. The luring call of her shiny gold fingernail, that matched her stilettos, was a siren call he was helpless to ignore.




“Don’t look so frightened, poor boy. Come in and kneel here. Let’s get you in place to recite your prayers to Mistress Xenia.”




Nigel crawled up and knelt, resting his forearms on the narrow table in front of him. He was thinking that this was a lot more comfortable than free standing kneeling, since he could hold his vertical posture up a little bit easier by resting his forearms on the tabletop.




Mistress Xenia sat down on the love seat in front of him and placed one flute and a bottle of Krug champagne on the side table near her, and the other flute on the opposite side table. She sat back and crossed her legs, assuming a sexy pose, revealing gorgeous legs and ankles that took Nigel’s breath. As she took a sip of champagne, he sensed that Xenia was getting comfortably settled in her seat to watch a show. It began to dawn on him that he was about to become the entertainment. Xenia looked at Nigel, pursed her light-fuchsia-colored lips, and squeezed an air kiss of encouragement out towards him.




Nigel was kneeling with his ankles behind him and toes touching the floor. Lucy went behind him and spread his thighs widely apart, exposing his caged cock and balls for easy access. She attached the thigh cuffs to the rings to keep his thighs spread apart and attached the dangling rope clips to his ankle cuffs. Moving in front of him she squeezed his face cheeks painfully between her thumb and index finger. “I want you to raise your ankles up off the ground.” As he did, she squeezed his cheeks even harder and blurted, “Wimp! Higher than that, slave... get them up in the air higher. NOW... Keep them like that!”




When Laura was satisfied that Nigel had elevated his ankles far enough, she went around front and told him to extend his arms up toward the ceiling. When they were fully extended, she clipped those front ropes to his wrist cuffs. 




It was then that Nigel noticed that the ankles and wrists ropes were somehow connected to the third set of ropes in front of him. He noticed that if he lowered his ankles or his wrists, the third rope in front of him would rise slightly. If he raised his ankles or wrists, the rope would lower itself. This rope began to scare him. Instead of carbineer clips, there were Chinese clover nipple clamps with unusually large red rubber gripping pads... and the rubber teeth for gripping also looked much larger. They also appeared to have a locking mechanism like forceps for keeping the clamps affixed to the nipples.




Xenia arose from the love seat and walked over to Nigel. Her stunning figure filled Nigel’s eyes, and his cock grew stiffer. Kneeling with his arms stretched up and his thighs starting to feel some stress from holding his ankles up, he felt exposed and vulnerable as she moved in close to his cheek and whispered in his ear. 




“This is what I want Minnie. I want your whimpering obedience and adoration of my feminine authority. Will you give it to me? Do you agree to your conversion therapy? Will Female Supremacy become your religion? I want to mark you, but I won’t do it with a cane. I will give you a gift to help you on your journey.”




Xenia walked behind Nigel and reached down with the key to unlock his chastity cage. His cock and balls now were released, exposed, and hanging freely between his legs. Stepping back in front of him she whispered seductively in his ear again. 




“Take your release from chastity and cherish it as a gift from me. Give me back tenfold in gratitude through your worship and sacrifice tonight. Suffer for your Goddess. Transform your mind. Accept Female Supremacy. And then let me hear you BEG me to mark you as mine. I’ll do it in a secret way, shared between the three of us... in a way that only we know.”




Xenia closed her eyes, kissed his cheek and moaned softly in erotic bliss as she touched her clitoris. She was seducing him to be strong and brave. Nigel could smell her pheromones, and it gave him the urge to do anything she wanted. He was losing the ability to resist. 




With that Xania moved in front of Nigel. She took hold of the Chinese Clover clamps and placed them deeply into Nigel’s chest, pulling his nipples far out to secure them in place. As Nigel winced looking into Xenia’s eye, Laura pulled a lightweight hood over his head and strapped it around his neck. Looking out through the eyeholes there was a filter, and his vision became dreamily kaleidoscopic. When Xenia and Laura stepped in front of him, they appeared as gorgeous fantasy goddesses through the lenses. He was breathless and was losing control of his senses. There was a low hypnotic, musical drone in his ears and he sensed that the hood also included earphones transmitting audio.




“Listen to the Priestess in your earphones, Nigel. She will guide you. Believe her, absorb her lessons and repeat your mantras out loud, for both Laura and me to hear, to bear witness. We will be sitting right in front of you... drinking our champagne and waiting for you to awaken that deep inner submission you have been shielding from women. Accept your new religion of Female Supremacy. If you do... you won’t be in the predicament that you are now...”




After the nipple clamps were placed Nigel understood the diabolical predicament caused by his movement when the rope went up and down. If he lowered his ankles to relieve the stress, the front rope raised his nipple clamps and increased the pain. If he lowered his arms, the same thing happened. The nipple clamps served as a reminder to keep straining against gravity to minimize his pain. To fight gravity caused incredible stress on his thigh and shoulder muscles. He feared what would happen when he could not endure and collapsed?




Nigel’s vison was dreamily distorted with the lens filters, but it was clear that Xenia and Laura seated themselves on the loveseat in front of him, wrapped their arms around each and gave themselves a playful kiss. They took hold of their champagne glasses and toasted to their moment of fun. Xenia sat with her legs crossed and Laura pointed her two knees together in a young vixen teasing way. Soon they would watch Nigel succumb to his fate.




“Well Nigel, I think it's high time that you pledged yourself. It's going to be delightful to sit here and watch you slowly but surely lower your arms and increase your pain, “ Laura wickedly taunted.




“On the other hand, if you repeat the mantras that the Priestess tells you and pledge yourself sincerely to the tenets of Female Supremacy, we may take kindly and help relive you from some of the gravity that you're struggling against.”




It was then that the female voice began sounding in his earphones on top of the hypnotic droning sounds already present.




“Be prepared to confront uncomfortable truths about yourself and your role as a beta male. You will soon realize the truth for yourself... that your life is intended to serve superior women. Don’t delude yourself about equality. You are destined to wait patiently and desperately for the instructions of a superior woman. Acknowledge that you, regardless of your perceived status, are inferior to women. Now we can begin to break down your illusions and guide you towards your true purpose: serving and pleasing women. It is through this service that you will find your genuine place in the world. You will experience the fulfillment that comes with embracing your natural role as a subservient male. By releasing your grip on the false notion of masculinity, you will find purpose and fulfillment in serving and submitting to those who are superior to you.”




Even through the dreamy, filtered vision, Nigel could see Laura and Xania playfully conversing in front of him. He could not hear them, but they acted as though they had no care in the world, completely ignoring him in his agony. 




The recording continued. “As you learn to serve and please women in non-sexual ways, you will strive to find satisfaction in your new identity. The identity of a chaste, submissive servant, knowing that your obedience and devotion are the keys to true purpose in life. And in this sense of purpose, you will find fulfillment and meaning that you never knew possible, a reason for your existence that justifies all the suffering and degradation you will endure. What you experience is no longer important. Your focus is now on ensuring that the women you encounter are happy and well-served.”




He wanted to speak out in protest when the voice of the Priestess voice came back.




“Repeat these affirmations of male inferiority and Female Superiority and you will find comfort. Repeat after me...”




“i am an inferior beta male

i belong at Her feet

my purpose is to serve Women

i am nothing compared to Her”




“Her success highlights my insignificance

Her confidence exposes my weakness

Her brilliance illuminates my ignorance

Her perfection proves my worthlessness“




The mantra was repeated over and over. Nigel was weakening mentally and physically. He was struggling to keep his posture erect with his ankles and arms raised. Yet his ankles kept falling, causing the clamps to tear up at his nipples. And if he held his ankles up, his arms would give way, and the same punishment would follow. He was beginning to groan in pain, which caught the attention of Laura. She whispered in Xenia’s ear, who stood up and walked over to Nigel.




“You can free yourself of pain, by speaking your mantras. Your acceptance of their truth in the sound of your voice will lighten your load.”




Nigel realized that what they are trying to do is to mindfuck him into obedience. One part of him desired it, the other half was trying to whip him up to resistance. The predicament bondage, however, was causing him increasing discomfort and pain. Soon he heard himself repeating the mantras as offered to him by the priestess. One after another he capitulated to their reduction of his ego and the acceptance of female superiority.




“i am an inferior beta male

i belong at Her feet

my purpose is to serve Women

i am nothing compared to Her”




“Her success highlights my insignificance

Her confidence exposes my weakness

Her brilliance illuminates my ignorance

Her perfection proves my worthlessness“




Siting on the couch, Xenia and Laura smiled and softly high-fived each other in happiness, as they enjoyed the mantra confessions that were brainwashing Nigel. After a time, it was clear Nigel was broken, He'd been repeating the lines, and the women were convinced that he had absorbed enough and he was well on his way to conversion. They clinked their glasses together.




“Oh, dear Nigel. It appears you've reached a watershed moment in terms of psychological markings. It's very important that we celebrate this and give you the physical markings to preserve this moment.”




With that Laura got up and proceeded forward. She removed the nipple clamps and Nigel winced in agony at the relief. She grabbed a big leather gag with a phallic protrusion on the inside held it up for Nigel to open his mouth. Once he did, she pushed it in and tightened it. Nigel could sense that this was a gag meant to severely silence him, because even to his ears the “umph” and the “ugh” sounds that he made were much quieter. That done, Laura walked behind him, and Xenia leaned forward staring right into Nigel's eyes.




“Do you agree to be my property now?” 




Laura was now behind Nigel, where she took a hold of his ball sack. It felt good for a second... much better than the nipple clamps that were tearing into him.




“Well Nigel I'm waiting. Do you agree to be my property and obey me as your Female Superior? Do you agree that I own you and do you agree to be marked by me?”




Nigel shuddered in fear. He never wanted marks. Whipping and caning were hard limits that she clearly knew couldn't be crossed, because they could potentially destroy his political career.




“Oh, don't worry Nigel, I'm not going to whip you or cane you. I'm just going to mark you in a way that defines you as my property. Where you and I will know you are marked as mine and you'll never be able to erase the proof. Just as you have been mind-fucked by Laura... psychologically marked as mine, I want you to accept a physical marking of my ownership. Beg me to mark your body, Nigel.”




Nigel was so seduced by Xenia’s seductive authority, so deep in the aroused state of his compliant submission that he had only one answer, “Yes please Mistress... I beg for the mark of your ownership.”




It was then, with Laura holding on to his ball-sack that he sensed something hot between his legs. in an instant she pushed a hot metal branding iron, no bigger than the size of a thumbnail, against his flesh. He shrieked at the piercing burning pain, but the gag did its job and the women in the room could barely hear his cry of anguish as he began to shudder and shake. But the binds holding his thighs apart to expose his ball sack held him firmly in place. As he sank in exhaustion against the kneeling stand, he accepted his inferiority and quickly realized that he was now property under the ownership of “X” which had been branded into the skin of his ball sack.
































Chapter 5










The soft hum of the airplane engines filled the cabin, a steady backdrop to the faint chatter of passengers. Maggie leaned back in her plush first-class seat, glancing at the faint glow of dawn on the horizon. She could still feel the languid satisfaction from the night before—the warmth of Henry’s and Matthew’s dark skin against her lightly tanned smoothness. Now, Henry sat right beside her, his presence was magnetic.




Henry turned to her, a half-smile playing on his lips. “So, London… Why is that all ambitious girls gravitate towards London?”




Maggie smirked, her fingers toying with the edge of her blanket. “Isn’t that what every young woman is supposed to do these days? At least, that’s what my mother and Catherine like to remind me.”




“Smart women,” he replied, his voice smooth like velvet. He shifted in his seat, his gaze sliding over her face with an unmistakable desire. “Although, between you and me, I think you don’t need anyone to tell you how to conquer anything. You already know how.”




She tilted her head, feigning innocence. “Oh? And what makes you think that?”




Henry’s grin widened, the dimple in his cheek deepening. “Let’s just say last night was… persuasive evidence.”




Maggie’s cheeks flushed, but she met his gaze with a spark of mischief. “Well, let’s hope you’re not the only one easily persuaded, Henry. I’ve got big plans.”




“Of course you do,” he said, leaning closer, his voice dropping slightly. 




For a moment, the air between them buzzed with unspoken tension. Maggie broke eye contact first, looking out the window at the clouds below. “Speaking of ambition,” she said, steering the conversation, “you’ve been part of Catherine’s circle for years. I’m surprised you’re not tired of playing chaperone to her protégées.”




Henry chuckled, sitting back and crossing his legs with effortless grace. “Catherine has a way of making you feel indispensable. But truth be told, I don’t mind. I like the variety.”




“Variety,” Maggie repeated, raising an eyebrow. “Is that what you call it?”




He laughed. “Don’t judge me too harshly. Life’s too short to live the same day twice. Catherine’s friends keep things… interesting. And besides, I’m good at it.”




“Good at what, being a gigolo?” Maggie said cheerfully. “Is there ever a bag of airplane gummy bears that is actually easy to open?” Henry gallantly helped Maggie to open her bag of gummy bears.




“That’s so unfair. You know that everyone needs a bit of thrill in their lives. My mission is to make women feel satisfied.”




“Well, I have to admit that you excel in that, but all women who would fall in love with you should beware.” Maggie teased.




“Dominant Women treat love like an expensive perfume, they love to enjoy it, but put it on a shelf whenever they don’t feel like enjoying it.”




“That’s surprising accurate! That’s the ultimate skill of Dominant Women indeed.”




Maggie gazed out the airplane window, her finger idly tracing the edge of her glass. For a moment, the conversation with Henry faded into the background, replaced by thoughts of Timothy. She could still picture the way he looked when she said goodbye—after she subjected him to humiliation he could have never imagined, cuckolding him with Henry and Matthew. That was exactly how she wanted him.




“You’re thinking about something,” Henry said, breaking into her thoughts. His tone was light, but his sharp gaze told her he didn’t miss much. “Or maybe someone… could it be your Timmie?”




At the mention of Timothy, Maggie’s expression shifted slightly, a flicker of nostalgia crossing her features. “Ah, yes. Timmie. Let’s just say he is an… interesting project.”




“Project?” Henry raised an eyebrow, his curiosity piqued.




“Yes, project,” Maggie replied, her tone light but deliberate. “I spent the summer teaching him a few lessons about… humility. He needed to be reminded of his place. I might have had a little fun in the process, I admit. I just miss him, somehow.”




Henry chuckled, shaking his head. “Sounds like there is more to your relationship than simple Owner and her slave. Catherine mentioned him, but she was pretty vague. What’s his story?”




Maggie leaned back in her seat, a mischievous glint in her eye. “Timothy was a problem, Henry. A charming womanizer who thought the world—and every woman in it—owed him something. He needed a firm hand to keep him in line.”




“And you’re that firm hand?” Henry asked, amusement dancing in his tone.




“Most of the time, yes,” she replied with a confident shrug. “But I’m heading to London, and I can’t exactly leave him to his own devices. That’s where Deborah comes in.”




“Deborah?”




Maggie nodded; her expression thoughtful. “She’s someone I trust, even if she has… unconventional methods. Let’s just say Timothy and Deborah have history. He hurt her once—badly—and now she has every reason to make sure he doesn’t go back to his old ways. I’ve given her full permission to discipline him as she sees fit.”




Henry’s eyes narrowed slightly, intrigued. “Discipline him? That’s quite the arrangement.”




“Oh, it’s not as sinister as it sounds,” Maggie said with a wave of her hand. “There are rules. No permanent changes to his body, no hormones, nothing that could jeopardize his health. Deborah knows where the line is. But beyond that? I trust her to keep him in check. She has a way of getting results, and she’ll ensure he doesn’t stray while I’m gone.”




Henry leaned back, his lips curving into a slow smile. “You’re full of surprises, Maggie. I can’t decide if I should be impressed or a little intimidated.”




“Why not both?” she teased, tilting her head. Then her expression turned more serious. “The truth is, I care about Timothy.  I was madly in love with him, it was a sort of Stockholm syndrome originally - he has done me harm, but I repaid him. Since I learned to treat him as my slave and servant, his slave training became so much more effective! but he’s still a work in progress. I don’t have time to babysit him, not with everything I’m about to take on. Deborah is the perfect solution. She gets closure, he gets discipline, and I get peace of mind.”




Henry let out a low chuckle, shaking his head. “I’ll say this much—you’re on the sure path to becoming a dangerous Vixen.”




“Sounds like a perfect final destination,” Maggie replied. “Besides, if I’m going to take over the world, I need to make sure my personal affairs are in order first.”




As the plane began to level out, a stewardess brought them their drinks—Henry’s whiskey neat and Maggie’s espresso martini. She took a sip, savoring the bittersweet flavor, and glanced at him over the rim of her glass.




“So,” Henry said, breaking the comfortable silence, “Catherine mentioned you’ll be staying with Erica while you’re in London?”




Maggie nodded. “Yes. She’s part of some kind of group that helps young women with leadership development. Catherine thinks she’s the perfect mentor for me. Erica’s offered me a room in her townhouse, which is apparently right in the heart of the city.”




“Erica,” Henry mused, his voice tinged with familiarity. “I know her. She’s sharp. Fierce, even. You’ll fit right in.”




“You fucked her as well, I suppose,” Maggie said loudly, as if talking about something mundane. A man in the row in front of them, turned his head towards them to manifest how offended he was. Maggie didn’t give a damn and winked at him. The poor man turned his head back in the forward-facing position, his eyes wide open in a state of clear shock. 




“I suppose Catherine and my mother are expecting me to come back a fully formed leader. No pressure, of course,” Maggie said and threw into her mouth a handful of gummy bears.




Henry’s expression softened, and he leaned forward slightly. “They see something in you, Maggie. You know that, don’t you? You’ve got the kind of presence people notice, whether you mean them to or not. If anyone’s going to make waves in London—or anywhere—it’s you. Something tells me that you will do something big in the world.”




“Don’t flatter me, Henry, we already fucked, there is no need for that. Unless you are planning to rinse and repeat. But you’d need to conjure up another very attractive cousin, just like Matthew. Double vision… you know.  But now, I’ll need my beauty sleep. So, if you don’t mind…”




Henry grinned and raised his hands in mock surrender. “Far be it from me to get in the way of world domination. Rest up, Maggie and I will join you shortly in your sweet dreams…”




As Maggie closed her eyes and let the hum of the plane lull her into a light sleep, Henry watched her for a moment, his expression unreadable. Whatever lay ahead in London, he had no doubt it would be unforgettable—just like her.










◆◆◆







The private jet hummed steadily as it cut through the grey skies toward Edinburgh. Inside, the cabin was as luxurious as one would expect for a Secretary of State, though the atmosphere was decidedly more charged than Nigel had anticipated.




Charlotte sat across from him at the small table, her posture immaculate, a tablet in hand as she reviewed briefing materials. The tailored suit she wore seemed to command as much attention as the sharp precision of her movements. Nigel, who had meant to spend the flight preparing for the contentious conference, found himself unable to focus.




The wristband Charlotte had secured to him earlier still sat snugly on his wrist, its presence oddly comforting yet somehow disconcerting. He hadn’t removed it since, half-convinced she would chide him if he did.




“Secretary Thompson,” Charlotte said without looking up, her voice pulling him from his wandering thoughts. “Have you reviewed the proposed amendments to the trade agreement Scotland plans to present?”




Nigel blinked, his cheeks warming slightly. “Yes, of course. Though I’m not convinced they’re as viable as they seem to think.”




Charlotte finally looked up, her piercing blue eyes locking onto his. “They aren’t,” she said simply. “But it’s not your job to tell them that outright. You’ll need to frame it as an opportunity for collaboration. Offer them something small but symbolic in return—enough to keep them at the table without actually conceding ground.”




Her words were sharp and strategic, but Nigel found himself distracted by the cadence of her voice. It was commanding yet soothing, with a warmth that lingered in the air between them. He nodded slowly, though his mind was only half on the topic.




“You make it sound so simple,” he said, a faint smile tugging at the corners of his mouth.




Charlotte’s lips curved into a small, knowing smile. “That’s because it is. You just have to trust me.”




As she returned her attention to the tablet, Nigel felt a strange flutter in his chest. It wasn’t just admiration for her intelligence—though she clearly had that in spades. There was something else, something he couldn’t quite name.




The faintest trace of her perfume reached him, and he inhaled deeply before catching himself. Ridiculous. He was a grown man, not some infatuated schoolboy. But the more he tried to push the feeling aside, the more it seemed to grow.




“Do you always take control like this?” he asked suddenly, his tone lighter than he intended.




Charlotte arched a brow. “Control is necessary in my line of work. Someone has to ensure things run smoothly.”




“And in my office?” Nigel pressed, leaning forward slightly. “Do you see that as your responsibility too?”




She met his gaze, unflinching. “Your office, your rules, Secretary. But if you want my advice, I’ll always give it. Whether or not you take it is up to you.”




The words were polite, but there was an undercurrent of challenge in her tone, as if she already knew he’d lean on her more than he cared to admit. Nigel swallowed, suddenly acutely aware of how close they were in the confined space of the cabin.




“Why don’t you call me Nigel?” he said, the words slipping out before he could stop them.




Charlotte tilted her head, a hint of amusement flickering in her eyes. “Would that be appropriate, Secretary?”




He laughed awkwardly, rubbing the back of his neck. “Perhaps not. But I can’t help but feel you’ve earned the right.”




Her smile widened, though it didn’t quite reach her eyes. “I’ll consider it. For now, I think it’s best we focus on the task at hand.”




As she returned to her tablet, Nigel found himself watching her again, unable to tear his gaze away. The gadget on his wrist gave a faint hum, almost imperceptible, but it seemed to heighten the strange pull he felt toward her.




By the time they landed in Edinburgh, Nigel was acutely aware of two things: the challenges awaiting him at the conference, and the growing, inexplicable infatuation he felt for Charlotte Fairfax.


























Chapter 6











The cab pulled to a stop near Lincoln’s Inn Fields, just a short walk from the London School of Economics. The air was crisp with the faint tang of exhaust fumes, mingling with the scent of roasted chestnuts from a nearby street vendor. Central London was alive with its usual symphony of sounds: the rhythmic chatter of pedestrians, the occasional honk of impatient drivers, and the distant chime of Big Ben marking the hour.




Erica’s house stood out amidst the historic charm of the area. A four-story Georgian townhouse, its white facade gleamed under the rare London sun. The black wrought-iron railings around the stoop were immaculately polished, and flower boxes overflowed with bright bursts of pansies and ivy. It was stately yet inviting, a place that promised comfort without ostentation.




As Maggie stepped out of the cab, Henry followed, carrying her luggage effortlessly. “This is it,” he said, gesturing toward the house. “Erica has impeccable taste. She said you’d have the top floor to yourself—complete privacy.”




Maggie adjusted her coat, taking in her surroundings. She could already picture herself here, nestled in the heart of London, steps away from her classes and everything the city had to offer. It felt right. She turned to Henry and gave him a warm smile. “It’s perfect… Although my stay would be closer to perfection if I had you at my disposal…”




“Well, something tells me, that if our nights would be like the previous one, you wouldn’t sleep a wink. They say sex is good for learning, but lack of sleep isn’t.”




Before Maggie could return his comment with a response every bit as erotic, a sudden screech of tires pierced the air. Maggie’s head whipped around just in time to see a motorcycle hurtling toward a tall, striking woman who had just stepped off the curb.




The woman froze, her rainbow-colored hair catching the light like a beacon. Maggie acted without thinking. She dashed forward, grabbing the woman by the arm and yanking her back onto the pavement just as the motorcycle roared past, inches away from where she had stood.




The woman stumbled against Maggie, her breath coming in sharp gasps. “Bloody hell!” she exclaimed, her voice rich and low, with a hint of an accent Maggie couldn’t place. “That was close.”




Maggie steadied her, hands still gripping her arms. “Are you okay?” she asked, her voice calm but urgent. Up close, the woman was even more striking—tall and lean, her face a perfect mix of softness and strength. Her rainbow hair suited her so well it seemed she was born with it. The leather jacket she wore was scuffed but well-loved, and her skinny thighs were hugging her perfectly shaped body like 




The woman blinked, then laughed—a deep, throaty sound that cut through the tension like a knife. “Okay? I’m alive, thanks to you. That’s a bloody good start.”




Henry, who had rushed over, looked from Maggie to the stranger, his brow furrowed in concern. “What on earth were you thinking, walking into the road like that?”




“I wasn’t thinking,” the woman admitted with a sheepish grin. “I was distracted. Too many things on my mind, and not enough attention to where I was going.” She turned back to Maggie, her expression softening. “Thank you. Really. You’ve got quick reflexes.”




Maggie shrugged, a hint of a smile playing on her lips. “I’ve had practice saving people from their own distractions.”




“Well, I owe you one,” the woman said, extending her hand. “I’m Lucy. And I suppose I should add ‘eternally grateful’ to that introduction.”




“Maggie,” she replied, taking her hand. Lucy’s grip was firm, her palm warm against Maggie’s. “No need to thank me. Just be more careful next time.”




Lucy tilted her head, her expressive almond eyes studying Maggie. “You don’t look like a Londoner. New to the city?”




“Just arrived, actually,” Maggie said. “I’m moving in down the street.”




Henry cleared his throat, stepping closer. “Maggie’s here to study at the London School of Economics. And I’m Henry, by the way. Her—” He paused, then smirked, “escort for the day.”




Lucy’s gaze flicked to Henry, a knowing smile spreading across her lips. “Nice to meet you, Henry. Though I have to say, Maggie doesn’t seem like the kind of woman who needs an escort.”




“She doesn’t,” Henry replied, his tone teasing. “But I think she likes having me around anyway.”




Maggie rolled her eyes but didn’t bother hiding her smile. “It’s been a long day,” she said, redirecting the conversation. “But I’m glad we bumped into each other, Lucy—literally.”




Lucy chuckled. “Me too. Maybe fate decided I needed a little saving today.” She gestured toward Erica’s house. “That’s your place? You’re in for a treat. Erica’s a good friend of mine.”




“Small world,” Maggie said, genuinely surprised. “Looks like we’re neighbors. Maybe we’ll see more of each other.”




“I’d like that,” Lucy said, her smile bright and genuine. “And if you ever need a guide to the city—or a drink—let me know. Here is my cell number. Ping me if you have some time so I can return the favor.”




As Lucy turned to leave, Maggie felt a surprising warmth in her chest. Something about Lucy’s bold, unrestrained energy intrigued her, and she couldn’t shake the feeling that this meeting was the start of something significant.




Henry watched Lucy walk away, then turned to Maggie, his expression unreadable. “Well, you certainly know how to make an entrance into a city.”




Maggie laughed softly, shaking her head. “London’s full of surprises. I think I’m going to like it here.”










◆◆◆










Timmie’s wrists ached slightly against fluffy cuffs as he lay in a bunk bed. He was staring up at the shadows cast on the ceiling by the faint moonlight. Timmie tugged lightly at the cuffs, testing them even though he knew it was useless. The soft pink material brushed against his skin, deceptively comfortable for something that held him so firmly in place. He was trapped—trapped in this bunk bed, trapped in his own swirling thoughts, and trapped in the strange new life where he was at the mercy of Dominant Women.




When Mrs. Doll ushered him back into the place he was now to call his home, Timmie couldn’t help but remember his last visit. The sissy dorm at Stauton’s Laundry and Cleaning Company was a chaotic yet strangely theatrical room: clothes draped over chairs, wigs perched on wooden heads, and makeup scattered across vanity tables that lined the walls like a cabaret dressing room. The bunks, stacked high and equipped with shackles and headsets installed for the night indoctrination.




Now the room was filled with the rhythmic snoring of other sissies, each confined to their own bunk bed, happy in their own little submissive universe. Each had the headsets with affirmative mantras that bathed their dreams with the authoritative voice of Mrs. Doll. Above him, one of the sissies snorted in her sleep, the sound jerking him back to the present. 




Mrs. Doll, the former professor Deborah Keller, who once taught Timmie history and arts, was now an entirely different sort of teacher - a teacher and instructor of sissies. Timmie had no idea why Catherine Stauton kept six sissies, when for her personal use and the entertainment of her guests, two sisses would do. But there was six of them, and all of them apparently were kept very busy. Busy doing what? They couldn’t spend all day dusting vases and pictures?




But none of that mattered to Timmie now; his mind was elsewhere—trapped in the past, replaying the scene over and over. His mind always circled back to the same obsessive refrain: Maggie, Henry, and Matthew. Maggie leaving. The madly glinting eyes of Deborah, who snapped her pink leash to his girly collar. And him, lying here, helpless…




That fateful evening when Maggie was enjoying her goodbye party, after all what happened with Henry and Matthew, she visited Mrs. Doll in her private quarters, taking her shattered, completely humiliated sissy Timmie with her. She knew what she was doing… after all that passed, Timmie was in a state he wouldn’t be able to resist whatever she, his Goddess, ordered him to do. 




He could still see it so vividly: Maggie, radiant and confident, dancing, moving effortlessly between Henry and Matthew, her body weaving in perfect harmony with theirs. That red top, the bare skin, the way her hips swayed—it was seared into his memory like a brand. And the way the two men—those towering, charismatic men—had looked at her, as though she was the only thing that existed in that moment.




Matthew, so effortlessly charming, with his deep voice and sculpted features, calling Maggie’s confidence "dangerous." Timmie couldn’t help but picture the way their hands had gripped her waist, the way her body had pressed against theirs, the teasing laugh she’d given as she led them down that dark corridor.




His stomach churned. He felt like a joke—a ridiculous caricature of a man in his frilly sissy costume, clumsily curtseying before those gods of masculinity. The memory of Matthew’s mocking laugh—“Some of the guys here might get tempted to teach her how to be a proper girl”—made his face flush even now, alone in the dark.




But worse than the humiliation was the jealousy. The sheer, burning jealousy that clawed at his chest like a caged animal. He knew Maggie was his Goddess, his everything, and yet, in that moment, she had belonged to them. Not in the same way she owned him—but in a way that made him feel utterly replaceable.




And now, she was gone. In London, leaving him behind—her boyfriend, her sissy servant, her toy. A lump formed in his throat at the thought of her boarding the plane, her confidence unshaken, her mind already moving on to new adventures while he remained shackled here, at the mercy of Deborah. What if Maggie never came back for him? What if the scene with Henry and Matthew wasn’t just a game to torment him, but a glimpse of a world she wanted—one he could never be a part of?




No matter how hard he tried, he couldn’t stop the images from returning: Maggie pressed between Henry and Matthew, their hands on her body, their eyes devouring her. The way she’d looked at him, her docile sissy, from across the room, her gaze full of amusement and knowing cruelty, as if she was saying, You’re watching, aren’t you?




Timmie turned his head, closing his eyes tightly as if that would block out the relentless replay. But the images only grew stronger in the darkness. Maggie’s red top. Her bare skin. The two men. The way her body had coiled against them during the dance, just like when she teased him at home—only this time, it wasn’t him she was tormenting. It was them she wanted. Or was it?




A cold shiver ran down his spine as another thought crept in, uninvited: Deborah. Maggie had handed him over to her before leaving. Deborah, with her sharp eyes and cruel smile, who seemed to relish every opportunity to remind him of his place. What would she do to him now that Maggie wasn’t here to jealously guard him against advances of predatory women? 




When Maggie left the dancing floor and playfully led the two men by their ties into the dark corridor, he was beginning to realize that if he didn’t stop her, he indeed would have a night he would never forget, just like Maggie had said, but for entirely different reasons than he originally thought. Would he dare to resist the path she had chosen for them? He knew that if she did what she premeditated, there would be no going back for the two of us. He was only beginning to realize, what would it mean to be cuckolded by Maggie and made to watch her in the arms of another, let alone two, males, who were in stature and strength far superior to him. 




He heard himself exclaiming: “Maggie, we need to talk!” All three of them, who had been engaged in playful flirting and laughs, look around to stare at him. “What did you just say?” said Maggie darkly, her ominous tone indicating that any resistance would be met with very unpleasant consequences.




“Uh…” Timmie hesitated. He didn’t know if he was equal to resisting her command. It was against everything she instilled in him in the previous two months. ”... no, I… I mean, could we have a private word, Goddess Maggie, please?” She briskly turned on her heel to face him. “Excuse me?” There it was again. Her, giving him the chance to say - sorry, I didn’t mean that, please continue and I will follow you and do whatever you please. 




The two men looked at each other and their lips curled down in mocking expression saying - look at him, he still believes that he has any power in him left to stop a Dominant Lady from doing what SHE wants to do? Oh, the pathetic fool.




“Boys,” said Maggie apologetically, “go to the bar and have a drink or two, I need to sort this out.”




The two men, hesitant to leave her side now that she was tuned to loving, eventually headed to the bar, reassuring her that they are ready whenever she says, ready to fulfil any wish.




Maggie pulled a cane from tall glass vase, as these were installed around the house at the disposal of Dominant Women, who might need an immediate exemplary punishment. The cane ringed ominously on the walls of the glass. 




“I was under the impression that you wanted to talk to me in private. Do you realize that you just ruined my mood for fucking?” she began to tap the cane into the palm of her hand. 




“Goddess Maggie, I’m so sorry… But after what you told me in the morning, and your promise of making me cum, I arrived to the conclusion that we two would…” Timmie first pointed the finger on her and then himself, to prevent any more misunderstanding, “you and I, would fuck tonight.” 




Maggie stared at him in a wide-eyed amazement. 




“Haven’t I been an excellent servant to you these two months? Haven’t I been doing all in my power to fulfil your every wish?” Timmie felt emboldened by his sudden outburst and felt now more confident to reveal his innermost feelings. He wouldn’t stop his sudden outburst for the world. His suppressed ego that was for so long subjugated and trampled to the deepest pit of subconscious now felt liberated and encouraged Timmie to take risks.




“Yes, perhaps you are right. We need to talk.” Maggie said sweetly, because just at that moment another couple was crossing them on the corridor. “Let’s talk in private.” She reached up to him and grabbed roughly by the ring on his pink sissy collar. Yielding to the tug, he leaned forward and hobbled forward on his heels. Soon they reached one of the guest dorms and Maggie ushered him inside, turning on the soft yellow lights. Once the door closed behind them with a thud, Maggie said: “Well, well, well, so Timothy Hansen is still deep down there somewhere after all.” She pointed her finger in the middle of Timmie’s chest. Then she gave him an unceremonious push, and he, surprised by her sudden violence toppled over and fell backwards onto the bed. 




Swiftly, with agility of a cat and the same level of elegance, she hoisted herself up onto the bed and now was standing over Timmie’s head. He was seeing right up under her skirt and he noticed that she was wearing no underwear, not even the tiny thong she often wore. She had every intention of fucking that night!




“So bitch boy, I have called you my boyfriend like, three times and you feel that you can make claims on me?” 




“Uhm, I allowed your to sissify me, but two black guys… you cannot be serious! I won’t let you do it. You are mine.”




“I’m yours?!” Maggie said in an incredulous tone. She kicked Timmie’s face with her bare foot. “It seems that you are still the entitled little prick you once were. This makes my decision all the easier for me…” Before Timmie knew it, he was shackled to the bed. 




“You are going to learn a lesson today, pretty sissy…”







The End







Dear reader,




I hope you enjoyed this book! Please, take a moment to (positively) review or rate this book, it makes all the difference.




Thank you!

 

Your Femdom Writer,

PhDomme Emma

















The Teaser for Volume 3










What is going to happen to Timmie, now that he openly resisted her Goddess’ plan to fuck two black guys? And what about Nigel, who is plunged into the power game of clever and cunning Dominant women? 




In the volume 3 of the Femdom Conspiracy, you find yourself immersed in the universe, where males are turned into sissies and slaves, and their limits tested, pushed and pushed again! But there is more than just the story of Timmie and Nigel, who happened to become pawns in the game of powerful women. 




We yet again encounter Mrs. Deborah, who leads the sissy department of Catherine Stauton’s business and Timmie finally finds what the sissies are there for. 





Volumes 3 and Volume 4 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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PhDomme Emma
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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, 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.


Enslaved and Feminized by Dommes

Timothy is an ambitious young journalist working for a prestigious paper. He launched his stellar ascent to become a journalist elite with a series of articles that he acquired by blackmailing his talented former classmate, Marcel, who was having a BDSM relationship with his teacher. Marcel is now frying hamburgers to make ends meet and Timothy is not meeting expectations and struggling in his efforts to keep his new job. He needs to come up with another hot topic, or else he will be sent packing!

Desperate enough to take risks, he offers himself for hire at the Stauton Laundry & Cleaning Services, an obscure and suspicious company. He hopes to write an article on their supposed bad employee treatment. Before you can say “hack journalist”, he finds himself neck deep in a female-led company, where unscrupulous business women wield unbridled power over the sexuality and lives of their employees.

The story is saturated with thrilling Femdom scenes, sizzling hot feminization, chastity, and intense Female Authority in the households and lives of these woman, who demand service perfection from their domesticated male slaves, or else! Tangibly real scenes of mind-boggling BDSM are written by PhDomme Emma, the author of the bestselling series the Femdom Syndicate.

Just as you are used to from other PhDomme Emma’s stories, prepare for sophisticated plot and characters with whom you will emphasize, for better and for worse!
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