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Chapter 1











Catherine’s office gleamed with dark oak paneling, the air thick with the scent of wax, leather, and a hint of sweat. An antique clock ticked relentlessly on the mantel, its rhythm a counterpoint to the muffled whimpers coming from the corner. There, a slave servant knelt, his wrists bound behind him with coarse rope, his collar bones getting red under the weight of a heavy iron collar. His head was bent to the back, a thick red candle was wedged into his mouth, held in place by a leather gag. Flame was flickering as molten wax dribbled down his cheeks, and shoulders, marking his skin with red streaks. His body quaked, but he didn’t dare to ruin the impressive effect his chandelier function created, sometimes a whimper escaped him, but he valiantly stood tall, brave in his predicament.




Catherine lounged in her high-backed chair, sometimes eyeing her sculpted, handsome chandelier, his muscles stiff and flexed, as he tried to keep his position as long as she wished. Across the desk, Mistress Doll—straddled a velvet stool, her petite frame sheathed in skintight black latex. Under her velvet cushion was the laying body of a muscular man with a hairy chest. She was absentmindedly toying with his nipples and pulling on his hair as she scrolled through her tablet, her brunette bob framing a musing expression. Sometimes, some of the hair gave and he yelped in pain. 




“Catherine, love,” Deborah said, “have you seen this?” She turned the tablet and the beet red face of an enraged man. The title of an article said: President’s lost it—US Threatens China with Naval Buildup.




“Oh yeah. Seems he’s gone from dull infrastructure speeches to war cries in a heartbeat. And it’s not just him—half the globe’s gone barking mad!” Catherine said. “Russia’s dusting off its nukes, claiming Finland’s a ‘provocation’ after their PM swore to annex Karelia overnight. India’s threatening Pakistan with airstrikes over a bloody fishing dispute—fishing, Deborah! And don’t get me started on Brazil—their president’s vowing to ‘cleanse the Amazon of traitors,’ whatever that means.”




Catherine leaned forward, elbows on the desk, as the tablet blared footage of the US President, his face a mask of fervor, eyes hollow as he thundered about “enemies of destiny.” 




“Oh yes, I’ve noticed,” Catherine said with a slight frown. Put it away. I don’t want to look at him and ruin our charming Femdom evening… “But yeah. France’s prime minister’s turned feral too— no wonder really, his foreign minister proposed invading Belgium for ‘strategic reasons.’ And Japan’s PM just sank a Chinese trawler—claims it was ‘spying’—then dared Beijing to retaliate.”




Deborah tightened her grip on the slaves nipples and set the tablet aside to grab toys that were conveniently placed within her reach on Catherine’s table. She took the Japanese clamps and placed it on his nipples. “Curious… this sounds very much like something SC might do.” Then she rose from her cushioned velvet seat and sat on the edge of Catherine’s luxury wooden table. With the heel of her shoe she raised the chain connecting both clamps and began tugging on it. She disregarded his muffled whimpering and tested just how far she can pull without tearing the clamps off of his stretching nipples.




“Difficult to say, but I agree with you, especially considering the new development,” said Catherine.




Deborah looked up without letting go of the chain that was pulling on her slave’s nipples. “What you mean specifically?”




“My Berlin contact says their ministry’s a circus—top dogs stumbling about, all wearing these silver bracelets. It is supposedly giving them protection against bodily harm, it generates a shield to protect them from assault. Pretty advanced sort of tech, but who knows that it actually does? Now everyone is canceling trade deals, stockpiling weapons… The world is insane these days, it has been for some years, but now these bracelets are around, it seems to accelerate.”




Catherine rose, her silk blouse rustling as she prowled toward the slave with a candle in his mouth. She seized his hair, jerking his head back until the candle flame licked dangerously close to his brow. “Straighter, I said,” she used her slender fingers to gently stroke the skin of her living chandelier. “That’s more like it. I‘m sure you want to earn your orgasm, so keep still!”




“Bracelets, you say?” Deborah mused. Now she resorted to rest her petite feet on the bearded face of her willing subject, but his nipples were still firmly in her possession, only now she used her hands to twist the clamps and relished how his face contorted in pain. “All sorts of thoughts are coming to me, I’m sure that you also wonder if….” at that moment her slave yelped in pain, because the clamps finally came off in one jerk. 




Catherine looked at her chandelier slave. “What do you think, worm? Should I strap one bracelet on you as well? But it wouldn’t help you, because you cannot protect your mind from me by a bracelet, I own your soul.” She stopped moving and her eyes lost its focus.




“What is it…?” Deborah asked, noticing how Catherine froze in mid movement.




Catherine turned back to Deborah again. “These bracelets—there’s a thread. Delhi’s defense minister reportedly flaunted one at a gala; next morning, he’s howling for war with China, just like the USA thickhead.”




Catherine moved away from her slave. She turned on the TV, lifted her wine, swirling it as the TV ticker screamed: Breaking: US Deploys Fleet Toward South China Sea; Russia Mobilizes Troops Near Finnish Border. 




“Too synchronized for coincidence. I will look into this.” She snapped her fingers. “Knees, chandelier.” 




Her candle holder carefully dropped to his knees, but at the moment the slave crumpled, the candle falling as the gag slipped, making mess on the floor. He dragged himself across the floor, belly scraping wax-smeared oak, the rope cutting deeper into his wrists. Catherine pinned him with a stiletto heel on his spine, grinding down until he whimpered. She released his tightly fitting gag. “Lick,” she ordered, extending her foot. His tongue darted out, frantic against her shoe, desperation etched in his every move.




Deborah chuckled, as she leaned against the desk. “You’re savage today. But you’re spot on—it’s a pattern. Berlin, Delhi, Washington, Buenos Aires—all these fools dancing to a tune we can’t hear.” 




“Right. My contact’s hunting one of those bracelets. We have to find out - especially now, when She is on the scene again.” She eyed the TV, where the President’s rant looped, his mania chilling.




Catherine was pleased with the fervor her slave exhibited in worshipping her. She allowed him to take her toes into his mouth, one after the other. “If this spirals, we’ll have wars, we need to stop that.” She kicked the slave onto his back. “Legs apart, pet. Time to scream while we scheme,” she purred jokingly. 




Deborah nodded appreciatively. "But then we have Switzerland. All the powerful have hidden their wealth there. Switzerland looks neutral, but is it really? When Australia denounced the treaty to France, it looked like a huge conflict. Then they met in Switzerland and suddenly they're the greatest of friends." Deborah grew tired of tormenting her boy’s poor nipples, leaving them raw and throbbing. The next course on the menu was pouring hot wax into the whip wounds on his body, she inflicted before.




"You mean you see peaceful Switzerland as another threat?" Catherine mused, and with a precisely aimed blow of her luxurious leather flogger, the wax barely hardened from her slave's skin. He tried to hold the position but his screams betrayed that he would not last much longer and he began to dodge the blows.




"I mean, I'd hate to overlook other aspects that are going on in the background and away from the main focus. We can try to take advantage of the chaos and try to take over but we can also open a Pandora's box that will contain something we didn't count on." At that moment, she finally managed to hit the slave in the exact spot already affected once. He let out an uncontrolled scream and tried to roll away. Both Ladies burst into laughter and continued the torture. 




 “I will tell Berlin to hurry. I want answers. This game’s too vast to miss!” Catherine swung the flogger, the instrument whistling, punctuating her words. “And you—” She glared at the slave, his cries rising—“still, or I’ll flay you raw.” The slave’s wails blended with the rain’s fury, a hymn to a world teetering on the edge.











Chapter 2










The air in the sissy quarters of Stauton’s Laundry and Cleaning Company smelled faintly of lavender and bleach, a strong mix that Timmie—now Crystal—hadn’t quite gotten used to. His bunk creaked as he shifted, the thin mattress doing little to cushion his restless body. Right above him, Priscilla snored softly, her plump frame spilling over the edge of her own bunk. Crystal’s mind churned with Maggie’s parting gift: the image of her with Tony, his dark hands on her pale skin, her laughter echoing in his ears. It burned, that memory, a twisted knot of shame and longing he couldn’t untangle.




The door swung open with a sharp creaking, and a voice cut through the dimness. “Crystal! Up, now. Mistress Doll wants you.”




The night guard, if he wasn’t mistaken, by the sudden sharp light that blinded him, it was Mistress Gabi, unlocked her night handcuffs. He didn’t sleep a wink, and was ready to jump right up. What could Mistress Doll might want at that time of the night? Crystal was smoothing the wrinkled pink satin nightie he’d been issued. His heart thudded as he slipped on the fuzzy slippers by his bed and shuffled toward the hallway, the other sissies stirring in their beds, but remarkably unconcerned with Crystal’s fate. They were too accustomed to whims of Mistresses - the unexpected commands that could come anytime. There was no time off for sissies, they were always at the ready for unexpected call out or a task.




Mistress Doll’s office was at the end of the corridor, all polished wood and stern elegance. She sat behind a sleek desk, her dark hair pulled tight into a bun, her lips painted a cruel red. Her eyes flicked up from a stack of papers, pinning him in place.




“Well, well, Crystal,” she drawled, her voice low and edged with amusement. “Look at you. Maggie’s little toy, all dolled up and delivered to my doorstep. How does it feel, knowing she’s off in London while you’re here, to scrub floors and spread your legs for my amusement?”




Crystal’s cheeks burned. He dropped his gaze to the floor, stammering, “I—I’m here to serve, Mistress Doll.”




“Oh, you’ll serve, alright.” She rose, her heels clicking as she circled him like a predator sizing up prey. “Maggie was quite clear. I get to have my fun with you—my revenge for what you’ve done to me. I have waited two years, but now you are finally at my mercy.” She walked to Crystal and boldly reached to his caged cock. “No permanent damage, she said. Such a pity… I would love to chop your little balls off. Lucky for you, I’m creative, you will suffer as much as if I did.”




She stopped in front of him, lifting his chin with a manicured finger. “Tell me, Crystal, did it sting? Watching her with the black fellows? Knowing you’ll never measure up?”




His throat tightened. “Yes, Mistress,” he whispered. “It… it hurt.”




“Good.” She smirked, stepping back. “That’s the fuel we’ll use. You’re starting your training today.”




“What am I going to be trained for, Mistress?” Crystal dared to ask.




“Escort work, Crystal,” Mistress Doll said pleasantly, clearly not displeased to share this piece of information, even though Crystal’s question might have been considered audacious. “You’ll learn to walk, to talk, to please… You’ve trained in all that before, but now there’s no room for imperfection. You will refine yourself so thoroughly that even your mother won’t recognize you when I’m done with you.”




Timothy, now trapped in his fragile new identity as Crystal, still recalled his first encounter with Mistress Doll with visceral clarity—long before he discovered that beneath her elaborate latex guise lurked Deborah, his former teacher. Back then, he’d been a brash, ambitious journalist, caught red-handed spying in Catherine Stauton’s office in a reckless bid to unearth her secrets, only to find himself ensnared in her ruthless web. Captured by the infamous Catherine herself, he’d faced the chilling reality of his folly. Then Mistress Doll emerged—a commanding figure sheathed in a translucent latex catsuit that hugged her hourglass curves, her long hair swept into a swaying high ponytail. Her black mask revealed only dramatic, shadowed eyes and ruby lips, a taunting grin playing across them as she brandished his confiscated spying tools: a pen, a heel-camera, relics of his failed bravado... The memory burned as if it were mere moments ago—her unpacking a sinister array of electro-instruments, probes glinting under sterile light, while he, strapped and helpless, believed his days were numbered. He’d stormed the lion’s den, knowing full well before infiltrating Stauton’s Laundry and Cleaning Company that failure could mean capture, torment, or even death at the hands of a woman whispered to be a villainous mob mistress laundering more than just linens. Still clad in the mortifying red Victoria’s Secret underwear he’d worn as a disguise, Timothy had crumpled to his knees before Catherine, pleading for mercy. She’d scoffed at his desperate offer to “make it up” to her with boasts of his lover’s prowess, her laughter mingling with Doll’s, before she peeled back his soul to expose his buried fantasies—feminization, chastity, submission. His protests fell flat against her verdict: death for his betrayal, or a life reshaped as a sissy maid under Mistress Doll’s exacting tutelage… He couldn’t believe his luck when Maggie snatched him from under the noses of those dangerous women. And now? Maggie herself had volunteered to rent him out to his nemesis so she could have her way with him.




Crystal was soon brought back to present by the words of Mistress Doll, who said with a hint of triumph in her voice: “But first, let’s get you into something even more… appropriate. You certainly feel awkward standing in front of me in your cute little nightie and fluffy slippers!” She snapped her fingers, and a maid scurried in, depositing a pair of towering black stilettos and a small velvet pouch on the desk. Mistress Doll picked up the shoes, dangling them in front of him. “Put these on. Let’s see if you can even stand.”




Crystal fumbled with the straps, her fingers trembling as she slid his feet into the heels. Timmie was already trained to wear stilettos, but this was different level entirely, because the heels were almost five inches high. These were by far the tallest stilettos Crystal was ever forced to wear. He wobbled, clutching the edge of the desk.




“Pathetic,” Mistress Doll said, her tone dripping with disdain. “Walk to the window and back. Go on.”




Crystal took a shaky step, then another, her ankles threatening to buckle. The click of the heels echoed in the room, a humiliating soundtrack to her struggle. By the time she reached the window, sweat beaded on her forehead.




“Better,” she said, though her eyes gleamed with mockery. “Now, sit. We’re moving on.”




Crystal sank into the chair she gestured to, relief warring with dread. Mistress Doll opened the velvet pouch, pulling out a small, sleek object—a plug, glistening under the light. She held it up, letting him squirm under her gaze.




“This,” she said, “is your next lesson. Humility, Crystal. You’ll wear it while you train. Every step, every sway of those hips, you’ll feel it. And you’ll thank me for it.”




His voice cracked. “Mistress, I—I don’t know if I can—”




“You can, and you will,” she cut in sharply. “Stand up. Bend over the desk. Let’s get you started.”




Crystal hesitated, but Mistress Doll’s stare brooked no argument. Slowly, she rose, the stilettos making her feel absurdly tall and fragile. She bent forward, gripping the desk’s edge, her nightie riding up to expose her. The air felt cold against his skin.




“Say it,” Mistress Doll commanded, stepping closer. “Say, ‘Thank you, Mistress, for training me.’”




“Thank you, Mistress, for training me,” Crystal mumbled, shame flooding his chest.




“Louder.”




“Thank you, Mistress, for training me!” His voice shook, but it carried.




She chuckled, a dark, satisfied sound. “Good girl. Now, let’s begin.”




The sensation was immediate—intrusive, overwhelming, a constant reminder of his place. Mistress Doll stepped back, admiring her work. “Walk again,” she ordered. “Show me you can handle it.”




Crystal straightened, biting his lip as he took a step. The plug shifted with every move, a humiliating weight that made his knees weak. He reached the window, turned, and stumbled back, tears pricking his eyes.




“Not bad,” Mistress Doll said, tapping her chin. “But you’ll need to do better if you’re going to escort for me. Clients don’t pay for clumsy sissies. They want grace. They want submission. Can you give me that, Crystal?”




“Yes, Mistress,” Crystal gasped, desperate to please despite herself. “I’ll try.”




“You’ll do more than try,” she snapped. “You’ll succeed. Now, again. Walk.”




Crystal stood trembling in the center of Mistress Doll’s office, the stilettos digging into his feet, the plug an unyielding presence inside him. Every breath felt like a surrender, every shift of his weight a reminder of his vulnerability. Mistress Doll circled him again, her heels clicking in time with Crystal’s racing pulse. She stopped behind her, her breath warm against his ear as she leaned in close.




“Look at you,” she murmured. “Quivering like a little doe. Did you think Maggie kept you around for your manhood, Crystal? Let’s get one thing straight—she doesn’t need what’s between your legs. Not anymore.”




Crystal’s stomach twisted. She opened his mouth to protest, but Mistress Doll pressed a finger to his lips, silencing him.




“No, no,” she said, her tone mockingly gentle. “Don’t speak. Just listen. That night—the night Maggie took those two black men, Tony and whoever else she fancied—do you know what she told me? She laughed about you. Said you stood there, useless, watching her get what you could never give her. Two thick, powerful cocks stretching her, filling her, while you… what? Whimpered? Begged? She didn’t even let you touch her after, did she?”




He shook his head, tears welling up as the memory clawed at him. Maggie’s moans, the slap of skin, the way she’d smirked at him from across the room—it was all too vivid.




“Of course she didn’t,” Mistress Doll continued, stepping back to admire his distress. “You’re not fit for that, Crystal. You’re not a man to her anymore. You’re a tongue. A pair of lips. A licking slave to clean up her messes and worship her when she’s done with real men. That’s your place now.”




She snapped her fingers, and the maid reappeared, carrying a small tray. On it sat a larger plug—this one thicker, with a flared base that glinted ominously in the light—and a bottle of lubricant. Mistress Doll picked up the new toy, rolling it between her fingers as Crystal’s eyes widened.




“Time to step up your training,” she said, her smile wicked. “Bend over the desk again. Let’s stretch you out properly.”




Crystal hesitated, her legs shaking. “Mistress, please—I don’t think I can—”




“You can,” she snapped, her voice cutting through his plea like a whip. “And you will. Maggie wants you ready, Crystal. She’s not just playing with you for fun anymore—she’s got plans. She told me herself, before she left for London. ‘Doll,’ she said, ‘turn him into a proper sissy. A prostituting little slut I can rent out. I want him earning me money while I’m away.’ And I intend to deliver.”




The words hit him like a punch. Timothy, who was under the layers of feminine clothes stared at her, mouth dry, as Doll gestured to the desk. 




Slowly, Crystal obeyed, bending forward, the nightie slipping up again to expose his pale thighs. The first plug was still lodged inside him, a dull ache that pulsed with every movement. Mistress Doll stepped closer, her hands cool and deliberate as she gripped the base and tugged it free. He gasped, a mix of relief and shame flooding through him.




Doll tossed the smaller plug aside with a dismissive flick, her eyes glinting as she squeezed a generous dollop of lube onto the new, thicker toy. “Oh, don’t look so tragic, Crystal,” she purred, circling behind her. “You should be grateful. While you’re here, snivelling and squirming, your precious Maggie’s living it up in London. Picture it—swanky parties in Soho, swingers’ dens thick with sweat and sex. She’s there right now, I’d wager, her legs spread wide for some chiselled stud—or two. Maybe three. Big cocks slamming into her, making her scream, her pussy soaked and stretched while she laughs at the thought of you.” Doll’s voice dropped to a husky whisper, her breath hot against Crystal’s ear as she pressed the slick tip of the plug against her trembling hole. “She’s fucking them raw—hardcore, no mercy—gushing all over their dicks while you’re locked in that pathetic little cage, useless to her.”




Crystal whimpered, the pressure building as Doll eased the plug in, slow and relentless. Her mind spiralled to Maggie—glorious, untamed Maggie—strutting through London’s neon nights. She saw her at a pulsing club, skirt hiked up, bent over a table as a handsome guy pounded her from behind, his hands gripping her hips. Maggie in Crystal’s imagination was wild, enjoying every second of the sensual experience, all the while he, Timmie was force-fed his sissy path and humiliated out of his wits. The plug sank deeper, stretching Crystal wide, and he bit his lip to stifle a cry, arousal and humiliation warring in his core.

“See, that’s the beauty of it,” Doll continued, twisting the plug with a cruel flourish as it settled fully inside, the flared base locking it in place. “Maggie’s out there, getting her fill of real men—cocks she chooses—and you’re going to fund her free lifestyle. I’m training you to take it, Crystal. Soon it won’t just be plugs. It’ll be men—big, sweaty brutes with dicks that’ll rip you apart. They’ll fuck you senseless, pump you full, and every penny they pay goes straight to Maggie’s purse. She’ll use it to buy prettier dresses, stronger drinks, and harder fucks— all while you’re my little sissy whore, bent over and begging for more.” Doll slapped Crystal’s ass, the sharp sting jolting through him, amplifying the ache of the plug. “You’ll earn her every orgasm, every shuddering climax she gets from those studs. How’s that feel, hmm? Knowing you’re just her cash cow, her cock-sucking puppet?”

Crystal’s knees buckled, her breath ragged as the plug throbbed inside her. Tears streaked her face, but her chastity cage tightened painfully, betraying the dark heat pooling in her belly. Maggie’s imagined laughter echoed in his ears—wild, triumphant, dripping with scorn—as Doll stepped back, admiring her handiwork.

 “Good girl,” Mistress Doll cooed, wiping her hands on a cloth the maid offered. “We’ll have you ready for the real thing soon enough. Maggie’s counting on it—and so am I.”

“Breathe,” she ordered, as she prepared yet another horrifically sized dildo. “Open up for it. This is what Maggie wants—a sissy who can take anything, who can serve anyone. You’re not just hers anymore, Crystal. You’re a commodity. A toy for hire.”




He whimpered as the widest part breached him, stretching him beyond what he’d thought possible. His knees buckled again, but she held him steady, pushing until the base settled flush against his skin. The fullness was overwhelming, a deep, humiliating pressure that made his head spin. She then made Crystal take on a leather harness panties that helped to secure the dildo in place.




“There,” she said, stepping back to admire her work. “Look at that. You’re practically a natural. Now, stand up. Walk for me.”




Crystal straightened, tears streaking his face. The new large dildo shifted with every move, a constant intrusion that forced a high-pitched whine from Crystal’s throat. He took a step, then another, the stilettos wobbling beneath him. The sensation was unbearable—every sway of his hips amplified the stretch, the weight, the sheer degradation of it all.




Mistress Doll clapped slowly, her eyes gleaming. “Perfect. Clumsy, yes, but we’ll fix that. Soon you’ll glide in those heels, this pretty little ass stuffed and ready for whoever Maggie sends your way. Tell me, Crystal—how does it feel, knowing you’re being molded into her whore?”




“It… it hurts, Mistress,” Crystal choked out, his voice barely audible. “But I—I want to please her.”




“Of course you do,” she said, her tone dripping with condescension. “That’s all you’re good for now. Pleasing her. Earning for her. And when she’s back from London, lounging with her new lovers, you’ll crawl to her feet, tongue out, begging to serve. Won’t you?”




“Yes, Mistress,” Crystal whispered.




“Good girl.” She patted her cheek, then pointed to the floor. “Kneel. Let’s see how well that tongue works. Practice for your future clients—and for Maggie’s leftovers.”




Crystal sank to his knees, the dildo pressing deeper as he hit the ground. Mistress Doll towered over her, her presence suffocating, her words burrowing into his mind. Maggie’s laughter echoed in his memory, and as he stared up at his former teacher turned tormentor, he knew there was no going back. He was Crystal now—her sissy, her slave, her profit. And Mistress Doll would make sure he never forgot it.








Chapter 3










The private jet sliced through the slate-gray Scottish sky, descending toward Edinburgh with a hum that vibrated through Nigel Thompson’s bones. He adjusted his tie in the reflection of the window, his eyes scanning the misty outline of the city below. As a Minister for Foreign Affairs, he’d been dispatched to smooth over the latest diplomatic wrinkle—a series of ill-judged remarks from Westminster that had set Scottish tempers ablaze. A simple task, he told himself. A few handshakes, a press conference, and a carefully worded apology. Yet his stomach churned with an unease he couldn’t name.




Beside him, Charlotte Fairfax reclined in her leather seat, one leg crossed elegantly over the other, her crimson heels catching the dim cabin light. She scrolled through her tablet with an air of indifference, her blonde hair swept into a severe chignon that accentuated the razor-sharp line of her jaw. Officially, she was his aide—a poised, unflappable presence who’d orchestrated this trip with military precision. Unofficially, Nigel felt her shadow stretch far beyond her title of temporary Under Secretary, though he couldn’t say why. She conjured up the best appeasing, yet confident word of apology to the Scots he had ever read. Something told him that he should be on his guard around a woman of her skills, but he felt drawn to her.




“Edinburgh’s lovely this time of year,” she remarked casually without looking up. “All that history. Castles, cobblestones… submission to stronger wills.”




Nigel was caught off guard, turning from the window. ‘W-what? Oh, yes… but if you please, I’d call it resilience. The Scots don’t bend easily, do they?’ he said, though his voice lacked the self-assurance he’d hoped for. He silently cursed himself for speaking to her like a schoolboy instead of her boss.




Charlotte’s lips curved into a faint, knowing smile. “Oh, everyone bends eventually, Nigel. It’s just a matter of finding the right pressure point.”




A stretch of silence ensued, and Nigel was thinking. Could this just be a coincidence? He had known her just a few days, and yet, her striking presence made a profound impression on him, she had everything he associated with Dominant Ladies. Now he was left to muse, what she could mean by her words. It felt uncannily like something his Mistress Xenia might say. For a few moments, he was pretending to look out of the window, while he was looking at her from the corner of his eye. She was currently going through the papers, his speech, undoubtedly, and again she looked rather innocent.




Last night, he experienced something peculiar. He was enjoying his obligatory evening whiskey in his armchair, where he liked to unwind after a long day—the evening ritual he was accustomed to and wouldn’t want anyone to disturb. Fortunately, his wife, Lily, had already gone to bed, complaining, as she increasingly did, of her tiredness. He’d be the last to beg her to stay; he craved his quiet time, that manly stare into the fire for a few undisturbed minutes. He watched the cozy crackling of the fire, observing how the wood was devoured by the voracious flames and feeling the pleasant heat emanating from the fireplace. But then, he began to feel faint. His focus shifted, and a strange sensation of drunkenness washed over him. He’d had just one modest glass of whiskey, yet his head suddenly spun as if he’d downed several. For no apparent reason, he let out a hysterical, odd laugh—because the fire started to change colors, and it felt charmingly ridiculous. The walls began to cave in around him, and he spiraled uncontrollably downward until he fell with a bang to the ground. Now, he stood shackled in a dimly lit playroom, its walls draped in crimson silk, the air thick with the scent of leather and wax. Charlotte Fairfax loomed before him, her crimson heels gleaming like blood against the stone floor, a riding crop tapping rhythmically against her thigh. She was large and menacing.




“What is -” Nigel said, but she shushed him, and he noticed she was not alone.




Beside her, Mistress Xenia—his enigmatic, steel-willed confidante from months past—circled him slowly, her black corset laced tight, her eyes glinting with cruel amusement. 




“Manners, Nigel,” Charlotte purred as she trailed the crop along his chest, “are earned through discipline.” 




Xenia’s gloved hand gripped his chin, forcing his gaze upward as she whispered, “And we’ll strip you bare to teach them.” 




He was dreaming, but he was awake at the same time. He felt the bracelet on his wrist throbbed, a molten pulse that flooded his veins with heat, amplifying every sensation—this weirdly correlated and merged with the sting of Charlotte’s crop as it kissed his skin, and the weight of Xenia’s stare pinning him in place. He couldn’t move, but he shuddered, caught between dread and a dark, desperate yearning, their laughter echoing as the vision tightened its grip…




The jet touched down with a soft jolt, and soon they were whisked through the terminal, past the flash of cameras and the murmur of reporters. Nigel’s wrist itched beneath the sleek, silver bracelet Charlotte had insisted he wear—a prototype, she’d said, from some tech firm xAI had a stake in. “Personal security,” she’d called it, her blue eyes glinting as she fastened it around his wrist before take-off. “In case the locals get rowdy.” He’d laughed it off then, but now, as they climbed into the black Bentley idling on the tarmac, the metal felt warm against his skin, almost alive.




The drive to the hotel was quiet, save for the patter of rain against the windows. Charlotte briefed him on the itinerary: a meeting with Scottish officials, a dinner with key influencers, and a late-night press briefing. Nigel nodded absently, his thoughts drifting. His pulse quickened whenever she leaned closer to point at her tablet, her perfume—a sharp mix of amber and something feral—clouding his focus. Odd, he thought. He’d never noticed it so keenly before.




“Feeling alright, Nigel?” Charlotte’s voice cut through his haze, her gaze locking onto his. “You look… flushed.”




He cleared his throat, shifting in his seat. “Just the jet lag. I’ll be fine.”




Her smile widened, though it didn’t reach her eyes. “Good. We need you sharp. Or at least… amenable.”




At the hotel, they stepped into the grand lobby, all tartan and polished wood. Nigel’s head swam as he followed Charlotte to the elevator, her heels clicking with metronomic precision. She pressed the button for the penthouse suite, then turned to him, her expression unreadable.




“Tonight’s about getting ready for the occasion, Nigel,” she said softly, stepping closer. The doors slid shut, trapping him in the small space with her scent, her presence. “We need you to excel. Prime minister wants you to deliver. And I will see it happen.” she said and again, he gaped at her, unable to say anything intelligent or even just basically comprehensible. Instead, he nodded, a faint tremor in his hands. He felt gentle tickling, a kind of low-key humming on his wrist.




“Good boy,” she murmured, and the elevator dinged as it reached their floor.







◆◆◆










Crystal knelt before Mistress Doll, the monstrous dildo still throbbing inside her. Her thighs trembled beneath the nightie, the towering stilettos biting into her feet, but it was Mistress Doll’s gaze—sharp and predatory—that pinned her in place. Deborah, once a stern figure of chalk and lesson plans, now wielded her authority with a sadistic glee Timothy could never have imagined. The memory of Maggie’s wild nights in London haunted Crystal’s mind—her girlfriend, her owner, lost in a tangle of sweat-slick bodies at some Soho swingers’ den, her cries of pleasure ringing out as thick cocks claimed her again and again. Crystal’s chastity cage tightened at the thought, a cruel reminder of her uselessness, while Doll’s voice slithered into the silence.




“Up, Crystal,” Mistress Doll commanded, her ruby lips curling into a smirk. “You’ve got more to learn than just how to take it up the ass. Clients expect a full package—mouth included.” She turned to a cabinet, her heels clicking ominously, and retrieved a thick, veined dildo—eight inches of glossy black silicone, its girth enough to make Crystal’s jaw ache just looking at it. She held it up, letting Maggie appreciate its large size. “This is your new best friend. Open wide, pet. We’re stretching that pretty little mouth until you can swallow anything I send your way.”




Crystal’s eyes widened, his breath catching as Doll stepped closer, the dildo hovering inches from his face. “Mistress, I—I’ve never—” she stammered, but Doll cut her off with a sharp laugh, grabbing her chin and tilting it up.




“Never?” Doll mocked, her grip firm. “Oh, sweet Crystal, that’s the point. Maggie’s out there, throat stuffed with cock while she laughs at your incompetence. You think she’d keep a sissy who can’t even suck properly? No, no—you’re going to learn to take it deep, to gag and drool like the slut she needs you to be.” She pressed the tip against Crystal’s lips, smearing them with a faint sheen of lube. 




“Open. Now.”




Trembling, Crystal parted her lips, the rubbery head slipping past them. It was heavy on her tongue, stretching her mouth wider as Doll pushed it in relentlessly. “Relax your throat,” Doll instructed, her voice a sultry hiss. “Breathe through your nose—good girls don’t choke.” 




Crystal’s eyes watered as the dildo slid deeper, his jaw straining, spit pooling at the corners of his mouth. He gagged, a muffled whimper escaping, but Doll only grinned, twisting it slightly to amplify the stretch. 

“That’s it. Feel it. You’ll take bigger soon—ten inches, twelve. Clients love a sissy who can deepthroat without blinking.”




The humiliation burned, but Crystal’s mind spiralled back to Maggie—her lips wrapped around some stranger’s shaft in a London penthouse, her moans vibrating through the room as she sucked him dry, out of pure pleasure, while Crystal knelt here, choking on silicone for her profit. Mistress Doll pulled the dildo back, letting Crystal gasp, strings of saliva dangling from his chin, before shoving it in again, harder this time. “Practice makes perfect,” she taunted. “Soon you’ll suck cock like a pro, earning Maggie enough to party real hard. Imagine her counting the cash while some brute’s balls slap your chin.”




But Mistress Doll wasn’t done. She snapped her fingers, and the maid scurried in with a small recorder and a script scribbled on pink paper. “Next lesson,” Doll announced, tossing the dildo aside and shoving the paper into Crystal’s shaking hands. “Your voice—it’s still too… Timothy. We’re fixing that. Read this aloud, high and breathy, like the simpering sissy you are. Go on.” 




The script was a litany of degradation: “I’m Crystal, Maggie’s little whore. I live to serve, to suck, to please. My holes are hers to sell.” Crystal’s voice cracked as she began, the forced falsetto scraping her throat raw, but Doll clapped her hands, delighted. 




“Louder! Lisp it up—clients love that shit. Say ‘pwetty pwease’—let’s hear it.”




Crystal stumbled through it, her cheeks flaming as she lisped, “P-pwetty pwease, Mistress, let me serve,” the words twisting her into a caricature. Doll cackled, hitting play on the recorder to capture every mortifying syllable. 




“Perfect. We’ll loop this—play it back until you can’t speak any other way. Maggie will love hearing her cash cow squeak like a doll.” The recorder whirred, Crystal’s own voice echoing back, a high-pitched mockery that made her want to vanish.




Then came the final twist. Doll strode to a wardrobe, pulling out a sheer, crotchless bodysuit—pink, frilled, and obscene. 




“Strip,” she ordered. 




Crystal hesitated, but a sharp glare sent her fumbling with the nightie, peeling it off to reveal her caged cock and trembling frame. 




Doll tossed the bodysuit at her. “Put it on. You’re going outside today—paraded through the yard where the guards can leer. Clients need to see the goods, and you need to feel their eyes. Every whistle, every laugh—that’s your future, Crystal. Maggie’s little street slut, strutting for tips.”




Crystal slipped into the bodysuit, the fabric clinging like a second skin, her plugged ass and caged front exposed through the gaps. The dildo, still held in place by the harness panties with opening for the cage, shifted as she moved. 




Mistress Doll grabbed a leash, clipping it to a collar she fastened around Crystal’s neck. “Walk,” she commanded, tugging her toward the door. “Head high, hips swaying—show them what Maggie’s selling.”




Crystal’s heart pounded as they stepped into the corridor, the distant hoots of the guards already ringing out. Doll leaned in, whispering, “This is just the start, pet. Mouth stretched, voice broken, body on display—you’re a sissy escort now. Maggie’s fucking her way through London, and you’re the bitch paying for it.”




The yard loomed ahead, a gauntlet of jeers and stares, and Crystal stumbled forward, Doll’s laughter trailing behind her. She was Crystal, Deborah’s creation, and there was no escape from her torment.








Chapter 4










Nigel’s phone buzzed against his thigh as he stepped into the penthouse suite, the sharp vibration cutting through the fog in his mind. He fumbled it out of his pocket, the sleek silver bracelet on his wrist catching the chandelier’s light with a faint, molten gleam. The screen glowed with a new message from “Lucy”. Mistress Xenia. Her words were a command wrapped in silk: “Tomorrow, 10 p.m. The playroom. You’ll kneel, as always. Don’t disappoint me, pet.”




He stared at the text, waiting for the familiar jolt—the tightening in his chest, the heat that always flared at her summons. It had been his ritual for months, a secret tether to Xenia’s cruel, exquisite control. But tonight… nothing. Or not nothing, exactly—just a dull echo, a shadow of what it once was. His thumb hovered over the reply, but his gaze drifted instead to Charlotte, who stood by the suite’s floor-to-ceiling window, her silhouette framed against the rain-smeared Edinburgh skyline. The crimson heels, the severe sweep of her hair, the way her fingers traced the edge of her tablet—it pulled at him, a current he couldn’t resist.




“Something important?” Charlotte asked, her voice casual, disinterested, as she turned to face him. She didn’t move closer, not yet, but her eyes pinned him in place, blue and unyielding.




He swallowed, slipping the phone back into his pocket. “No. Just… noise.” The lie felt clumsy, but she didn’t press. Instead, she tilted her head, a predator assessing its catch, and stepped toward him. The bracelet pulsed faintly, a warm throb that spread up his arm and coiled in his chest, muddling his thoughts. Xenia’s message faded, a distant whisper drowned by the scent of Charlotte’s perfume—amber, feral, alive.




“Come,” she said, her tone soft but edged with dominance as she gestured toward the bedroom door off the main suite. “We should… settle in.”




Nigel followed, his legs moving before his mind caught up. The room was dim, heavy with shadows, the king-sized bed draped in crisp white linens that seemed to glow against the dark walls. Charlotte paused by the foot of the bed, shedding her jacket with a fluid shrug, revealing the taut lines of her blouse stretched across her shoulders. 




“Close the door,” she murmured, and he obeyed, the latch clicking shut like a lock sealing his fate. The bracelet burned now, a liquid heat that flooded his senses, narrowing the world to her. She turned at last, her gaze raking over him, and something in her smile shifted—triumphant, possessive, a queen claiming her due.




Nigel’s knees buckled. He didn’t decide to fall; his body simply gave in, the hardwood biting into his shins as he sank before her. His breath hitched, ragged and shallow, as he looked up. Charlotte loomed above him, her crimson heels inches from his trembling hands, her legs contouring beautifully beneath the pencil skirt. The sight of her—poised, untouchable, yet so close—ignited a fire in his gut, a desperate, aching need that drowned out everything else. Xenia’s shadow flickered in his mind, then dissolved, leaving only Charlotte, radiant and inescapable.




“Beautiful,” she purred, stepping closer until the toe of her shoe grazed his knee. Her fingers brushed his jaw, tilting his face upward, and the contact sent a shiver racing down his spine.




“You’re so eager, Nigel. So… pliant, aren’t you?” Her thumb traced his lower lip, slow and deliberate, and he shuddered. His hands twitched to reach for her but held back by some unspoken command.




“Please,” he rasped. He didn’t know what he was begging for—her touch, her approval, her will to consume him entirely? But it didn’t matter. She owned him in that moment, and he craved it, the surrender, the obliteration of his old self beneath her gaze.




Charlotte’s laugh was soft, it felt like a sound of paradise that commanded his senses. “Oh, we’re just beginning,” she whispered, leaning down until her lips brushed over his ear, and her wonderfully smelling hair touched his cheek. “You’ll give me everything, won’t you? Your body, your soul, your obedience… all is mine.”




His head tipped back, eyes half-lidded, lost in the haze of her voice, her scent, her power. The bracelet thrummed in time with his racing heart. And as she straightened, towering over him once more, he knew he’d never kneel for anyone else again—not Xenia, not his own conscience. Only Charlotte, his new goddess.





Chapter 5










The yard opened before them, a concrete stage under the artificial light framed by chain-link fences and the leering silhouettes of guards perched on their posts. Mistress Doll yanked the leash, forcing Crystal to stumble forward in the crotchless bodysuit, the sheer pink fabric shimmering obscenely with every step. The towering stilettos clacked unevenly against the ground, his thighs quaking from the monstrous dildo still lodged deep inside, its presence a constant, throbbing humiliation. The chastity cage dangled through the suit’s gap, glinting in the dull light—a pathetic trophy of his surrender.




Mistress Doll halted abruptly, spinning Crystal to face a small cluster of figures emerging from the shadows of a nearby gazebo, lit by a chain of yellow coloured retro bulbs. Three potential clients—two men and a woman—stepped into view, their eyes raking over him with a mix of curiosity and hunger. The men, broad-shouldered and clad in expensive coats, smirked as they lit cigars, the smoke curling upward in the chilly night. The woman, sharp-featured with a cascade of platinum hair, tilted her head, her crimson nails tapping against a leather clutch as she assessed him. Doll’s voice cut through the air, bright and authoritative.




“Gentlemen, lady—this is Crystal,” she announced, tugging the leash to make him stagger closer. “Maggie’s finest investment. Mouth trained, ass stretched, and a voice that’ll make you laugh—or hard, depending on your taste. Go on, pet, show them what you’ve learned. Give us that script—loud and lispy, just like we practiced.”




Crystal’s stomach lurched, his throat tightening as the guards’ hoots grew louder, a chorus of mockery from the fences. The clients’ stares bore into him, and Doll’s grip on the leash tightened, a silent threat. He swallowed, forcing the words out in that humiliating falsetto, the recorder’s lessons echoing in his mind. “I-I’m Cwystal, Maggie’s wittle whore,” he lisped, voice cracking into a high-pitched squeak. “I wive to serve, to suck, to pwease. My holes are hers to sell—pwetty pwease, wet me make you happy.” The guards erupted in laughter, one whistling sharply, while the woman client arched a brow, her lips twitching into a cruel smile.




Mistress Doll clapped her hands, delighted. “See? Broken in and eager—perfect for your parties, your whims, your wallets. Step closer, have a look.” She shoved Crystal forward, and the clients circled him like wolves. One man reached out, gripping Crystal’s chin to tilt his face side to side, inspecting the spit-slick lips still raw from the dildo training. “Nice mouth,” he grunted, his thumb brushing Crystal’s lower lip. “Can she take it rough?” The other man chuckled, eyeing the caged cock and plugged ass. “Looks like she’s already halfway there—how much for a test run?”




The woman crouched slightly, her heels clicking as she examined the bodysuit’s gaps, her nails grazing the edge of the chastity cage. “Obedient, is she?” she purred, glancing up at Doll. “I’d want here crawling—begging on her knees before I’d even consider.” Mistress Doll smirked, yanking the leash to force Crystal down. “Show her, pet. Crawl.”




Tears stung Crystal’s eyes, but he dropped to his knees, the concrete biting into his skin as he shuffled forward, the dildo shifting painfully inside him. “P-pwetty pwease, ma’am,” he whimpered, head bowed, “wet me serve you.” The woman laughed—a cold, cutting sound—and the men joined in, their cigars flaring as they nodded approvingly. Doll loomed above, her ruby lips parting in a triumphant grin.




“See, Maggie’s not here to save you, Crystal,” she whispered, loud enough for the clients to hear. “She’s fucking her way through London, and you’re the prize I’ve polished for profit. Three bids already—and we’re just getting started.” She turned to the clients, her voice rising. “Who wants first dibs? He’s yours to break—Maggie’s little cash cow, delivered fresh.”




The yard spun around Crystal, the jeers and stares closing in as the clients murmured prices, their voices a blur of greed and lust. Mistress Doll’s laughter rang out, sharp and victorious, while Crystal knelt, shackled by shame and the leash, his transformation complete—not just a sissy, but a commodity, sold to the highest bidder under Mistress Doll’s unrelenting gaze.











Chapter 6










The café on Rose Street buzzed with the hum of midmorning life—clinking cups, murmured conversations, the hiss of the espresso machine. Lucy sat by the window, her rainbow-colored hair spilling loose over her shoulders, wearing her motorcycle jacket. Lucy’s fingers drummed a restless rhythm on the table, her phone lying silent beside her cup of black coffee. Nigel hadn’t replied. Worse, he’d missed their session last night—10 p.m., the playroom, her sanctuary—and the absence gnawed at her like a splinter under a nail.




Across from her, Maggie slid into the seat with a grin, shaking rain from her dark hair. She was all brightness and edges, her leather jacket scuffed from yesterday’s heroics when she’d yanked Lucy out of a motorcycle’s path on Prince’s Street. The near-miss had sparked an instant bond, a debt Lucy wasn’t used to owing. Maggie set a steaming latte down and leaned back, her green eyes glinting with mischief.




“Thanks for this,” Maggie said grinning, gesturing at the coffee. “I’d say you owe me one after yesterday, but I’m not keeping score.”




Lucy’s lips stretched into a wide smile. “You’re bold! I like that. How’s London treating you so far? Settling in with Erica?”




Maggie’s grin widened, a spark of admiration lighting her face. “Mistress Erica, yeah. She’s something else. Took me in like a stray, gave me a room in her townhouse—gorgeous place, all velvet and dark wood. She’s got this… X factor! Lovers coming and going, submissives practically tripping over themselves to please her. It’s a bloody circus, but she runs it like a queen. I’m taking notes.”




“Well, don’t get carried away too much, I’ve heard rumors about her. She seems to be, well… how to put it? Ambitious?” Maggie looked her in the eye and then they began to laugh. They both thought the same thing at the moment: “Show me a Dominant Lady that is NOT ambitious…” Lucy laughed and they gestured at a handsome waiter to order two cheesecakes.




When the desserts arrived, both Maggie and Lucy eagerly delved their forks into it and happily munching on the delicious treat, Lucy raised her spoon and pointed at Maggie playfully: “So you are a budding Dominatrix, are you? I guess you had a good teacher, because I can tell you are natural. Even without seeing you in action!”




“The best,” Maggie said, sipping her latte. “My mother.” 




Lucy almost choked on her coffee. She wiped her mouth with a napkin. “Wow, isn’t it awesome to have a mom like that?! I was left to my own devices, to find my place in the world.” 




“Hell yeah. She’s got this way of bending people without breaking them—well, unless they beg for it. I want that. The control, the devotion. Watching her makes me itch to try it myself. It took me a while to appreciate her, but now we are on the same boat with regards to Femdom, not only our relationship improved, but also my skills as Domme skyrocketed!”




Lucy nodded appreciatively. At that moment, Maggie’s phone rang. “Sorry! That’s my sis, Ivy. This is a story for another day, but accidentally my sister is Domme too. She has the sweetest little pet submissive, Marcel... I will call her back later.” 




All the while Maggie was swiftly taping a message for Ivy, Lucy’s thoughts drifted back to Nigel, the silence from her phone a weight she couldn’t shake. 




“You’re distracted,” Maggie noted, tilting her head, when she put the phone aside. “What’s up? Trouble in paradise?”




Lucy hesitated, then leaned forward, her voice dropping. “Paradise is crumbling, I think. One of my… regulars, he’s gone quiet. Ignored my last message, missed a meeting he’s never skipped before.”




Maggie whistled low. “Sounds like a naughty boy needs a lesson. What’s his deal?”




“Well, the problem is, it’s not like him.” She paused, her gaze sharpening. “I know I should say: to hell with him. If he doesn’t value me enough to respond, he can fuck himself…” 




“But, you do... you do care.” Maggie observed, and Lucy was surprisingly not irritated that Maggie saw right through her effort to seem disinterested.




“Yeah. I do,” admitted Lucy. “I’m fond of him. He’s been a good slave.”




“So, who’s the lucky guy, who has won your favor?”




“Well, he’s a politician,” Lucy said, her tone clipped. “I obviously cannot tell you who is he… But he is high-strung, needy, the type who craves a firm hand. I’ve had him on a leash for months—literally and otherwise. But now…” She trailed off, her fingers brushing the edge of her phone. “Something’s off. I can feel it.”




Maggie leaned in, her curiosity piqued. “You think he’s stepping out on you? Another Domme, maybe?”




Lucy’s jaw tightened. “Maybe. Or worse.” She exhaled sharply, then met Maggie’s eyes. “I got a call two days ago from an acquaintance of mine. She runs a secret society—very secretive, powerful... I was part of it once, a few years back, before I cut ties. She told me to drop the guy. Said it was ‘for my good.’”




Maggie’s brows shot up. “Wow, you don’t waste time either. You cannot be more than one and twenty, and you already belonged to a secret Femdom society?”




Lucy didn’t look inclined to elaborate and Maggie didn’t press her for more. “Ah well… You think she’s got a hand in this?”




“I don’t know,” Lucy admitted, her voice low and edged with frustration. “Seraphina’s not one for idle warnings. That’s her name, Seraphina. She’s a spider—everything she says has a web behind it. And my gut’s screaming that he got caught in something. He’s not just distracted—he’s slipping away. I can’t reach him, and it’s driving me mad.”




Maggie tapped her fingers on the table, thoughtful. “I don’t know you long, but I can tell that you are not ready to drop him just like that, just because someone said you should.”




Lucy’s eyes darkened, a flicker of Mistress Xenia rising to the surface. “I’ll find him. Drag him back if I have to. No one walks away from me without a damn good reason—I was born to get my way and once I cast my spell it is irrevocable.” She paused, then softened slightly, glancing at Maggie. “You’re good to talk to, you know that? Most people don’t get this… world.”




Maggie smirked, leaning back. “I had a head start and now, I’m ready to soar to the stars. And I owe you a coffee’s worth of listening after yesterday. If you need backup tracking down this bloke - whatever his name or position is, I’m game. My mom and Catherine taught me a trick or two already—might come in handy.”




Lucy chuckled, the sound low and warm. “Careful, Maggie. I might take you up on that. You’ve got a spark—I’d hate to see it snuffed out by my mess.”




“Try me,” Maggie shot back, her grin daring. “I don’t snuff easy.”




The rain tapped harder against the window, a rhythm that matched the storm brewing in Lucy’s chest. Nigel’s absence, Seraphina’s warning—it all twisted together, a knot she’d unravel one way or another. And now, with Maggie’s bright, reckless energy at her side, she felt a flicker of something new: enthusiasm for claiming back what’s hers.







◆◆◆










The park sprawled wide and golden under the late September sun, its paths winding through manicured lawns and shadowed groves. The air carried the crisp bite of approaching autumn and the faint jingle of harnesses. The specially customized carts—sleek, lightweight chariots of polished wood and leather—rolled smoothly behind two naked slaves, their bodies taut with effort as they pulled in unison. The ponies’ harnesses gleamed, straps biting into sweat-slick skin, while Catherine and Victoria sat poised atop their thrones, riding whips in hand.




Catherine, clad in tight beige trousers that hugged her legs, a crisp white blouse tucked neatly beneath a fitted jacket, and glossy black riding boots. She flicked her riding whip which cracked against the air, urging her pony forward. “Shoulders back, pony,” she called, her voice sharp as the breeze. “You’re not hauling a plow.”




Beside her, Victoria mirrored the look—beige trousers clinging to her curves, white blouse pristine against the sun, boots polished to a mirror sheen. She grinned, her whip resting lazily across her lap as her pony strained against the harness. “Mine’s got spirit today,” she mused, giving the reins a playful tug. “Might need breaking again. Thanks Cath, this is awful lot of fun. I would never believe this could be such a fun.”




Catherine’s lips quirked, and she opened her mouth to respond, but before she could reply, her phone buzzed from the small leather pouch strapped to the cart. She leaned back, one hand steadying the reins, and fished it out. “Maggie’s calling,” she said, her tone shifting. 




“What?” Victoria asked, bewildered. Maggie never called Catherine directly, she usually called her mother Victoria and she forwarded whatever she might need from her aunt Cate.




“Don’t worry, I got this!” Catherine hissed at her conspiratorially, a hint of pride that her young friend turned to her, whatever her need might be. “Keep them moving, Victoria, and don’t worry.”




Victoria smirked, cracking her whip lightly against her pony’s flank. “Oh, they’ll dance for me. Won’t you, darlings?” The ponies huffed, head dipping as they pulled harder, the cart rolling smoothly over the gravel path.




Catherine answered the call, balancing the phone against her ear. “Maggie, darling. What’s the word?”




“Uh, sorry, am I disturbing you? I hear a noise - are you driving?” 




“Oh yes, me and your mommy are driving, but not a car, but a horse cart.”




“Ah… please tell me that your cart is pulled by real horses… Never mind, don’t tell me, I don’t want to know!” said Maggie with a hint of embarrassment hidden in her merry laugh. “I wanted to discuss something that is troubling me. You’re not going to believe this,” Maggie’s voice crackled through, sharp and urgent. “It’s about Lucy—my new friend. She has a politician pet. She’s in a state, because something’s gone wrong with him.”




Catherine’s grip tightened on the whip, though her tone stayed light. “Oh? I suppose that you have some concerns when you calling me of all people over this?” She snapped the reins with her free hand, guiding her pony around a curve in the path. Victoria’s head tilted slightly, catching the edge in Catherine’s voice, though she kept her focus on her own pony’s stride.




“Yeah, in fact there is something fishy about it, but I cannot put my finger on it. He is a high-profile politician. Lucy used to be a member of some Femdom organisation, but later she felt it was going the wrong way and she left it. Her slave toy went dark, missed their usual… engagements. She thinks someone’s meddling. And get this: she dropped a name. Seraphina.”




The name hit Catherine like a lash of her own whip. She pulled the reins taut, halting her cart abruptly, her boots scuffing the footrest. “Seraphina,” she repeated, her voice low, almost a growl. Victoria reined in her pony as well, turning fully now, her brow arching as she caught the storm brewing in Catherine’s eyes. The ponies stood panting, harnesses creaking in the sudden stillness.




“Yeah,” Maggie continued, oblivious to the tension on Catherine’s end. “Lucy’s rattled. Said this Seraphina runs some shadowy group—used to be tight with her, years back. Now she’s warning Lucy to take her hands off the guy, like he’s caught in something big. Lucy likes him, she trained him for months and he was completely conditioned to obey her. She says he is a high-strung, needy, a man who craves a firm hand, but now he just ghosted her, even though he was in her power for many months...”




Catherine’s mind raced much faster than her pony servants could possibly go. She gestured to Victoria and they reigned their horses in and stopped at the edge of a forest. 

“Seraphina…” Catherine said darkly. “Oh well, now it all starts to makes sense…” 




Catherine knew Seraphina—too well. A former friend turned enigma, a woman whose ambitions had always stretched beyond the personal into the apocalyptic. And Lucy’s politician… High-strung, needy, a man who craved a firm hand? It couldn’t be coincidence. 




“Maggie,” she said, her voice steady despite the fury coiling inside her, “did Lucy say who he is?”




“No names,” Maggie replied. “Just that he’s big—government big. She’s keeping it close to the chest.”




Catherine’s gaze darted to Victoria, who had dismounted her cart and now stood beside her pony, arms crossed, whip dangling from one hand. “Government big,” Catherine echoed softly. She didn’t need Lucy to spell it out. Nigel Thompson... The Minister of Foreign Affairs. She’d seen the signs—his erratic behavior in the news, the whispers of instability in London, and the sightings of him in Edinburg, wearing the bracelet. 




“Cath? You still there?” Maggie’s voice cut through her thoughts.




“Yes,” Catherine said, forcing calm. “Thanks, Maggie. Keep an ear out. I’ll handle this.” She ended the call and tucked the phone back into the pouch, her mind already spinning a dozen threads into a tapestry of conspiracy. Seraphina wasn’t just meddling in Lucy’s little dominion—she was plotting something vast. The Shadow Council, once a noble institution, was her show now.




“What’s got you so riled?” Victoria asked, sauntering closer, her boots crunching the gravel. “You look like you’re about to flay someone alive.”




Catherine’s lips curled into a cold smile as she stepped down from her cart, whip tapping against her thigh. “Seraphina’s back. And she’s playing a game I should’ve seen coming.”




Victoria whistled low, brushing a speck of dust from her blouse. “Your old flame? That’s a name I haven’t heard in years.”




“She’s no flame,” Catherine snapped, her whip snapping idly against the air. “She’s a snake. And she’s got Nigel—the Foreign Minister—under her thumb. Lucy’s his Domme, or was, until Seraphina sank her claws in. This isn’t just personal. It’s systemic. She was after the Council, and now? Devil knows on what she set her eyes now.”

Victoria’s eyes gleamed. “Well, this seems like a big deal. What’s your move?”




Catherine turned, her gaze settling on the edge of the clearing where Timothy waited, harnessed and ready, his sissy maid attire swapped today for a pony harness under her command. Sweet, obedient Timothy—already moulded by her and Doll’s hand, his devotion to Maggie an unbreakable tether...




“I know how to do it!” Catherine exclaimed. “Of course, how come I didn’t realize that sooner? I have a plan!” She strode to Timothy, lifting his chin with the tip of her whip. His eyes, wide and trusting, met hers through the harness straps. “You will serve my purpose well, boy, and you will save a civilization or two in the process.”




Timothy didn’t understand, but he swallowed, his voice a soft tremble. “Mistress… I’ll do whatever you ask.”




Catherine’s smile softened, just for a moment, as she adjusted his reins. “I know you will, pet.”




“So will you finally tell me what’s the plan, or will you let me fumble in the dark?” Victoria intercepted.




“Oh yes, my friend, of course I will. But first, let’s move on and enjoy our trip, there is work to do.”




As the two women resumed their training, the whips cracked anew, and the ponies surged forward under their command. Timothy’s harness tightened as Catherine guided him with a firm hand. 

 





Chapter 7










After the escort auction, everything changed. That night, when he first yielded to his destiny of becoming an escort for Maggie’s profit, he felt the masochistic pleasure of suffering the deepest, most profound levels of humiliation for her. These ambiguous feelings only deepened his subservience to Maggie, whom he hadn’t seen for weeks, though her distance did nothing to alleviate his intense longing for her. That’s how intense Mistress Doll’s training had been.




He was summoned to Mistress Doll’s office again, but as he approached the door to knock, his hand froze in midair. He could hear raised voices—Catherine was there, though he couldn’t make out her words because her voice was calm and low. Deborah, on the other hand, was speaking very loudly. Crystal leaned closer to the door, intrigued. 




“You can’t be serious. Now that I’ve achieved perfection and the money will start rolling in for Maggie…” 




But then Mistress Gabi, tasked with patrolling the house and watching over the sissies, caught him eavesdropping. Exercising the authority granted by house rules, she locked him in a cupboard with a deprivation mask on. The mask, which he wore for several hours, completely isolated him from the world. Moreover, he could only breathe through his nose, as a small dildo filled his mouth. He couldn’t believe how accustomed he’d become to having something in his mouth for hours. All he could do was focus on his breathing, his heartbeat, and the sound of his own circulation. Over and over, he replayed the instructions and training he’d endured lately. And inevitably, his thoughts always drifted back to Maggie.




Suddenly, someone opened the cupboard door, took his hand, and led him out. He could sense the surface beneath his feet changing several times. Wearing high-heeled pumps, he felt each shift intimately. The last surface, he guessed, was a dance floor—a suspicion confirmed moments later.




When the deprivation mask was removed, the light blinded him. As his eyes adjusted, he realized it came from bulbs surrounding a mirror. Gradually, more details came into focus: he was in a small room resembling a theatrical makeup area, with numerous dresses hanging on several racks and a wall displaying an array of shoes along one side.




“My dear, you should get ready,” Mistress Gabi called out suddenly. „Our superiors want you for a very special task. Choose your best dress with a tight corset—it’ll improve your posture. Don’t overdo the makeup, though; it should be subtle. Lola will help you with that.”




Lola was clearly a perfectly trained sissy, moving with effortless grace. She wore impossibly high heels, her lithe legs sculpted from the effort, clad in pink stockings attached to a matching garter belt. Her short skirt revealed a sliver of thigh, and her blouse, stuffed with obviously artificial breasts, was adorned with delicate makeup—so refined that an untrained eye might hesitate to guess her gender.




“What’s your favorite color?” Lola asked.




“I’m not sure why you’re asking,” Crystal replied.




“Well, what kind of dress should we choose for you? For example, I like old pink best, but if you feel better in salmon or coral, just say so.” Crystal didn’t quite know how to respond.




“I can see you’re unsure—I’ll choose for you,” Lola said, holding up dresses in various shades of pink toward Timmy.




“Salmon really suits you, Crystal,” Lola chirped, setting one dress aside.




“So, strip and dress quickly,” she encouraged. “Mistress Gabi wants to show you off in just a moment. You are going out.”







◆◆◆




"Ladies, allow me to introduce Crystal," the usher announced.




Crystal stepped into a spacious room resembling an ancient parlor. After a drive lasting several hours, she wasn’t sure the makeup Lola had so carefully applied remained presentable, but more pressing concerns weighed on her mind. What was this about? Was it another escort auction? The walls were draped in dark burgundy velvet, and the floor consisted of perfectly polished parquet arranged in the shape of a coat of arms Timothy had never seen. A massive crystal chandelier hung from the high ceiling, its light catching the diamonds in the earrings, necklaces, and rings of the women present. The air carried the subtle scent of perfume.




Crystal stood in the center of the room, uncertain about the salmon dress Lola had chosen for her. The corset gripped her so tightly that it pressed her lower ribs into her chest, causing not only pain but also making it hard for her to breathe properly. She felt dozens of pairs of eyes fixed on her, as if they were burning into her soul. She sensed jealousy from one of the sissy slaves with whom she had unwittingly locked eyes.




The company was remarkably diverse. One woman, with a fuller, more pronounced figure, seemed to prefer small, fragile slaves; she sat atop one, holding the leash attached to his massive collar. Another lady wore a magnificent gown reminiscent of the fanciful style of Louis XIV’s era. Beside her stood a sissy maid clad in a patent leather outfit, complete with a hoof-shaped bodysuit.




"Crystal is well-trained, obedient, and submissive, yet she has a certain… sparkle about her," Mistress Gabi explained. "She excels in many types of massages, hair care, manicures, pedicures, and the overall care of her owner’s body. In her former life, she graduated from college, so you won’t find her lacking intellectually either. To convince you of her qualities, I’ll offer a small demonstration." She clapped twice.




"We are deeply honored that Madame Seraphine Blackwell has graced us with her visit and taken time out of her busy schedule to join us," the usher said. "Therefore, allow me to be the first to hand over control to her. Madam Seraphine, may I ask you?" He handed Madame Seraphine a sophisticated control device with four knobs. It wasn’t hard to deduce that the top two dials adjusted the depth of insertion into his mouth or anus, while the bottom two controlled the speed.




"Oh, thank you, I’ll be happy to take it," Seraphine replied, eagerly accepting the task. She began with the slowest pace but set the thrusting to nearly its maximum level. Crystal’s eyes nearly bulged out of their sockets as the giant dildo pressed against his tonsils, the corset’s extreme constriction of his lungs compounding the choking sensation. To make matters worse, Seraphine then initiated the slow insertion of the dildo into poor Crystal’s anus as well.




Seraphine leaned forward, her amber eyes glinting with delight as she manipulated the controls. The room filled with the soft hum of the machine and Crystal’s muffled gasps, a symphony she seemed to savor. Her lips curled into a wicked smile, and she adjusted the dials with precision, watching his body tense and quiver under the relentless rhythm. “Exquisite,” she murmured, her British accent cutting through the air. “Such resilience in suffering—it’s almost art.” The gathered ladies murmured their approval, but Seraphine’s focus remained locked on Crystal, captivated by the way he endured, his athletic frame glistening with sweat under the chandelier’s glow.




After several minutes, she signaled for the machine to stop, and the devices withdrew with a mechanical whir. Crystal slumped slightly, panting through his nose, his face flushed but still striking—high cheekbones and full lips framed by damp curls, a visage reminiscent of Adonis fallen into servitude. Seraphine stepped closer, her heels clicking on the parquet, and gestured for Lola to unfasten him. As the cuffs released, he stumbled to his knees before her, head bowed, the salmon dress clinging to his toned body.




“Bring him to me,” Seraphine commanded, her voice low but firm. Mistress Gabi nodded, a sly glint in her eye, and guided Crystal to a velvet chaise where Seraphine reclined. Gabi lingered nearby, her demeanor deferential yet calculating—she saw an opportunity here, one that could serve her true mistress, Catherine Stauton, though Seraphine remained blissfully unaware of that hidden allegiance.




Seraphine studied Crystal up close, her gaze tracing the lines of his youthful, muscular form. “You’re quite the specimen, aren’t you?” she said, tilting his chin up with a manicured finger. “Tell me, Crystal, what goes through that pretty head of yours when you’re… displayed like that?”




Crystal swallowed, his voice the carefully practiced tone Mistress Doll instilled in him. „I think of service, Madam. Of pleasing those who command me. It’s what I’ve been shaped for.” His eyes met hers briefly—clear, sharp, betraying a flicker of wit beneath the submission.




She arched a brow, intrigued. “Shaped, you say? And yet you carry yourself like you’ve known more than just shackles. What’s your story, pet?”




“I was a journalist once,” he admitted, a faint smile tugging at his lips. “Chasing truths, not… this. But I’ve learned there’s power in surrender, too—more than I ever found behind a pen.”




Seraphine laughed, a rich, throaty sound. “A journalist turned sissy? Oh, that’s delicious. You’ve got a mind, then, not just a body.” She leaned back, crossing her legs, her gaze lingering on his sculpted arms and the delicate features of his face. “I’m touring the States—left dreary London behind for a spell. I could use someone like you in my entourage. A clever little sissy to amuse me, the full package. Sexy body and an interesting soul to pair it with.”




Mistress Gabi seized the moment, stepping forward with a practiced smile. “He’s a rare find, Madam Seraphine. Trained to perfection, loyal to a fault. His current mistress rents him out—perhaps you’d consider taking him on for a year? He’d serve you well, and I could arrange it with her directly.”




Seraphine tilted her head, considering. “A year, hmm? I do like the sound of that. He’d look splendid trailing me across this garish country—my own Adonis in chains.” She waved a hand dismissively. “Make it happen, Gabi. I want him.”




Gabi bowed, her mind racing. For now, Gabi kept her triumph veiled, replying simply, “As you wish, Madam. He’ll be yours by week’s end.”




Crystal knelt silently, his heart pounding. Seraphine’s charm was undeniable, her power intoxicating, but a sliver of Timothy lingered within him, whispering of Maggie.














Chapter 8










The oval office was bathed in the soft light of an autumn afternoon, whose rays penetrated the bulletproof glass and cast long shadows on the beige carpet with the presidential seal.




Seraphina Blackwell towered in the center of the room like a statue of marble and fire. Her fiery red hair flowed in graceful waves over her shoulders, framing a face with sharp features and a piercing gaze of amber eyes. A black dress with a plunging neckline hugged her slender figure tightly, elegant pumps complemented by high heels whose clack on the dance floor as she entered resembled a metronome of destiny.




Timothy couldn't believe he was here. It echoed his original desire to be a journalist, and getting into the Oval Office might have been the pinnacle of his career. But now he stood there like a sissy and felt completely out of place.




They are both waiting here for the most powerful man on the planet.




“I’ve just received word—the President’s on his way from the North Wing,” the secretary said, hovering by the door. “The meeting with the doctors back from Burkina Faso got held up.” A silver bracelet glinted on his wrist, catching Crystal’s eye.




Seraphina stood poised, her confidence unshaken, her face a mask of cool detachment. But Timothy’s journalist instincts, buried deep beneath Crystal’s veneer, caught the faintest shift—a tightness in her jaw, a flicker in her amber gaze. Something was off today. For days now, she’d been pushing to accelerate this meeting with the President, her usual icy certainty tinged with a thread of unease she couldn’t quite hide.




The door burst open, and the President strode in, his presence filling the room. “So, we finally meet,” he said, his voice a deep rumble, worn by fatigue yet heavy with the weight of command. Gray streaked his hair, stress etched lines into his face, but a restless energy propelled him forward. He crossed to the Resolute Desk, leaning on it with both hands, his eyes locking onto Seraphina. “Word is, you’re a woman who rewrites the rules. What’ve you got for me?”




Seraphina’s lips curved into a smile—slow, dangerous, a predator’s tease. “Mr. President,” she purred, her British accent wrapping the words in velvet with a razor’s edge, “I’m here with an offer—and a plea. For both our sakes.” She glided toward the sofa by the conference table, settling sideways with her legs pressed together, her curves a deliberate display of elegance and power.




The President waved a hand, intrigued. “You’ve got me hooked. Lay it out.” He sank into a chair opposite her, his gaze lingering on her with a mix of curiosity and appraisal.




A gunshot shattered the silence, deafening in the Oval Office’s confines. Crystal and the President froze, stunned, as Seraphina lowered her Liberator pistol. The bullet had struck Crystal square in the chest—only to ricochet harmlessly, clattering to the floor near the President’s feet.




“Unbelievable,” the President muttered, his voice tight with shock. “How the hell does that work?”




Seraphina tossed her fiery hair with a smirk. “Think of it as an energy shield—Star Wars, Dune, pick your reference,” she said, her tone breezy yet commanding. “No need for the gritty details.” She reached into her purse, retrieving a sleek box, and slid her pistol back inside. “Here’s a prototype for you.” She handed it to him, her eyes gleaming.




The President opened the box, turning the bracelet over in his hands, brow furrowed. “Crystal,” Seraphina beckoned sharply, “help him with it.”




Crystal teetered over in his towering heels, squatting beside the President with a practiced grace. The President glanced at the hands fastening the bracelet—refined, yet unmistakably masculine beneath the polish—and raised an eyebrow but said nothing.




Seraphina leaned back, her voice casual but pointed. “My company deals in sensitive tech—cutting-edge, proprietary. We’ve got the highest security standards to keep it that way. No copies, no leaks. But recently, someone’s been sniffing around our network.” She paused, noting his gaze drifting to her heels. “A problem, since your intelligence services use the same systems.”




The President swallowed, dragging his eyes up. “I’m not following. Where’s this headed?”




“Your agencies sank millions into that security,” she said, her tone sharpening. “And it’s cracking. Someone’s found a way in.” His focus snapped to her face, the flirtation gone.




“They told me our encryption could handle quantum threats,” he countered, skepticism hardening his voice.




Seraphina’s smile tightened. “The Secret Service only spills what you ask for—and sometimes not even that. Point is, our prototypes work—fully operational shields, like you just saw. But we’re stuck. We need your resources to trace the breach, pinpoint the bastard behind it before they grab something we can’t afford to lose. It’s your neck on the line too.”




He leaned back, rubbing his jaw. “Alright, let’s see it. Write up what you need—I’ll run it by my security team.” His tone carried a gruff edge, irritation creeping in.




“This isn’t a game, Mr. President,” Seraphina pressed, her voice low and urgent. “I need control of your intelligence services—their resources, their ears. In return, I’ll equip every Secret Service director with a shield prototype.”




He shook his head, firm but measured. “I’ll give you cooperation—full access, top priority on this threat. But I’m not handing over the reins. They’ll follow your lead on this, that’s as far as it goes.”




Seraphina’s eyes narrowed, but she masked her frustration with a nod. She’d gotten her foot in the door—enough to steer the agencies, maybe even feed them a few choice crumbs. For now, that would do.







◆◆◆










Timothy had grown accustomed to his role as Crystal, yet not a day passed without thoughts of his true Mistress, Maggie. Despite the hardships life had thrown at him, he sometimes dreamed of being a successful journalist with Maggie as… well, not his girlfriend anymore—that notion felt alien now. His mind no longer framed women as it once did, a shift not entirely by chance. In his hand, he clutched a fresh newspaper he’d just picked up.




Seraphina’s summons jolted him from his reverie. So attuned had he become to his clothes and high heels that he dashed up the stairs, tray of her favorite orange juice with a splash of lemon in hand, to the master bedroom without a second thought. Madame Seraphina had just risen, clad in a dark purple satin chemise, and settled onto her massive bed framed by carved columns. At the bed’s head stood a pillow-shaped pillory for securing neck and arms, a device she used to sodomize her slaves and sissy maids. Its adjustable height allowed her subjects to shift from a deep forward bend—ideal for anal play or spanking across buttocks and thighs—to a slight tilt, better suited for flogging or tormenting breasts and nipples.




“Good morning, Madam,” Crystal greeted, setting the tray on the carved table by the window. She knelt before Seraphina, slipping on her shoes with practiced ease.




“I must say, you’ve adapted impressively in such a short time,” Madame Seraphina remarked, her eyes tracing Crystal’s taut calves. “Perhaps we should get you higher heels.” She settled onto her breakfast sofa, sipping her drink, but her gaze fell on a newspaper headline: 




What’s the Secret of World Leaders’ Bracelets?




Curiosity laced with unease flickered across her face as she unfolded it and read: 




Have you noticed the behavioral shifts in some politicians lately? This is starkly evident in Germany’s newly appointed leaders, as well as those in India and Pakistan. Once guarded by bodyguards, inaccessible to the public, they now stride fearlessly into crowds, unprotected.




A recent incident in a small Central European nation slipped past mainstream media but carries profound implications. An extremist fired at the dark-skinned prime minister from mere feet away, yet the politician emerged unscathed. Official reports claim the gun misfired, but our sources suggest a personal shield may be at play. Science fiction turned reality? And is that the full story?




These politicians all sport identical bracelets. When pressed about their origin or purpose, they evade or offer vague replies. Could this be technology granting them extraordinary protection—making them superhuman? 




We consulted an anonymous expert in advanced tech: “At first glance, it’s a simple accessory, like a watch. But high-quality photos reveal more. Laser sight detectors have been phased out by security teams, yet a flurry of laser beams surrounds these figures—possibly LIDAR. Whether such complexity fits in a bracelet, or what it detects, is anyone’s guess. It might track incoming projectiles, though detection alone won’t stop them. Without more data, we’re speculating. Technology evolves fast—what’s unthinkable today could be on shelves tomorrow.”




So, do these politicians wield personal shields? Experts we reached doubt it, yet all share ties—direct or indirect—to a mysterious woman heading a company that crafts advanced protective gear. Given their secrecy, this is no upgraded condom.




Madame Seraphina flung the paper down, fury flashing in her eyes. Who dared sabotage her plans and leak classified secrets? She knew her usual foes well and how to crush them—this had to be a new player.




“Get me the phone,” she snapped, exasperation sharpening her tone.




Crystal scrambled for it, stumbling briefly despite her training in the boots, then steadied herself.




“I don’t have time for this nonsense—walk properly,” Seraphina huffed, irritation flaring. 




She dialed the CIA Director, unleashing a barrage the moment he answered. “Any updates on the breach? Did you see today’s press? Do you have answers yet?”




“Sorry, Ma’am, nothing solid,” he replied, fumbling. “The penetration’s cleverly masked—we’ve hit dead ends chasing it. Looks like a well-funded group. China, India, Japan maybe. Your small-team theory’s unlikely.”




“If you’d read the damn paper, you’d know some nobody journalist’s stirring trouble,” she shot back, rising as her almond-shaped eyes sparked with anger. “I won’t tolerate this incompetence!” She slammed the phone down, took a few deep breaths to steady herself, and sank into a plush chair. With a flick of her finger, she signaled Crystal to tend to her legs. Crystal knelt at once, massaging her manicured feet—thumbs tracing the arches, then working toward her toes. Seraphina’s tension eased under the touch as she scrolled to Martin’s number. 




“Hi, give me good news—I need it,” she said, her voice softening slightly.




The man’s calm, deliberate tone filtered through, unfamiliar to Timothy, who strained to catch every word. 




“We’re advancing other prototypes—promising, but miniaturizing’s tricky. Bracelets remain the most reliable. The median nerve link via the carpal tunnel yields the best results, even for our secondary goal. Plus, wrist placement supports solar micro-panels and cuts data interference.”




“They’re too damn noticeable,” Seraphina countered, her mood souring as she gestured for Crystal to massage her calves. “Some hack thinks he can build a career on it. We might need to pause—absolute power demands precision. We integrate both technologies, or when we launch the Operation, some fool with a gun could ruin us.”




“I get it, Seraphina,” Martin replied, “but why rush? Refine the devices, distribute them to more politicians—we could pull this off quietly.” Silence followed his words.




Seraphina stretched, pointing to her thighs for Crystal to continue. “I know what I’m doing, Martin! Years of planning, we’re this close—” She pinched her fingers, a gesture lost on the phone. “Everything’s set for any scenario. But now that someone’s sniffing around, we accelerate, or it’s all wasted before you can blink. Got it, little brother, or do I need to spell it out again like old times?” 




Timothy’s mind sharpened, his old self resurfacing. Seraphina’s plans were colossal—not some tea party. Regret stung him—he’d been a mediocre journalist, outshone by Marcel, who’d claimed his editor spot at Victoria’s Smith office. But if he could relay this to Catherine, Deborah, and Victoria, he might reclaim respect—an exposé to stun even Victoria, a Pulitzer within reach from the lair of a global predator. Maggie might value him then. Her disregard still ached—cuckolding him, renting him to Deborah for sissy training—but as Crystal, that cruelty only deepened his longing to kneel and kiss her feet.




Seraphina ended the call and beckoned Crystal to the bed. “I need to unwind—you’ll be my pleasure now,” she said matter-of-factly, her words twitching Crystal’s caged arousal. She pulled a high-tech double-sided dildo from the bedside table—intricate, veined, a massive likeness of a well-endowed man’s cock. Crystal lubed it at her command, and Seraphina fitted it on, the inner side sliding into her as the outer jutted out, complete with realistic testicles. She locked Crystal into the pillory. 




“You’ll be fucked by the future ruler of the world,” she declared, plunging into his anus with fierce intent. “I’ll fuck them all,” she laughed, thrusting roughly. Timothy’s mind blanked, Crystal’s obedience overtaking him. Only after Seraphina used him to lick her to climax and drifted to sleep did Timothy’s thoughts resurface, lying at her feet, still as stone to avoid waking her.














Chapter 9










Timothy hurried as fast as he could. Madame Seraphina had sent him to a nearby pastry shop for her favorite dessert, and it was his only chance to update Catherine on his findings. The task was made harder by the even higher-heeled shoes Madame Seraphina had replaced his old pair with, and by the anal plug she’d ordered him to wear for the trip. Phone booths had all but vanished from the town, so his only option was a café along the way.




“Hello, may I use your phone?” Timothy asked politely, dressed as Crystal.




The bartender eyed his outfit suspiciously before nodding. “Yeah, sure, here you go.”




Timothy caught the smirks of a few patrons, but the urgency of relaying his information outweighed his shame. He dialed Catherine’s number as quickly as he could and waited for her to pick up.




“Catherine Stauton,” her voice finally crackled through.




“Timothy here—sorry, I’ve got little time. Seraphina Blackwell’s got advanced tech. Today I overheard her on a call with a man she called her brother. She’s cagey, doesn’t trust me fully, but I think she’s aiming to control the military. Not sure how, though,” Timothy rushed out.




“Good work, Timothy. Glad you didn’t let us down,” Catherine replied.




“Thank you, Mistress Catherine! Please tell Maggie I miss her—real bad,” he said in parting.




“How do you even walk in that, mate?” a burly man sneered from behind him.




“Thanks, I just needed the phone,” Timothy answered, brushing it off.




“Me and my mates bet on whether you’ve still got it down there,” the guy laughed, leaning closer.




“What’s it to you?” a woman’s voice cut in sharply from the doorway. They all turned to see a tall, slender, almost athletic figure with rainbow-hued hair. Her extravagant outfit—especially her thick-soled Martens—drew eyes as she scanned the room. The men stepped aside, wary. 




Timothy didn’t hesitate, weaving through them toward his unexpected savior. She turned and strode off, Timothy trailing her.




“I know who you are and what you’re doing,” she said over her shoulder. “Be more careful, or you’ll blow it for all of us.” Then she vanished down a side alley.




Deborah, Catherine, and Victoria lounged on the spacious terrace. Their table—a board balanced on the back of a slave wearing a deprivation mask—held snacks and drinks. Blind and deaf, he also wore a chastity belt with an integrated anal plug and knee pads, his back and ass marked from a recent spanking.




“Ladies, we need solutions fast. The Shadow Council’s power is growing beyond what we imagined. Crystal’s call today just confirmed it,” Catherine began, her tone grave.




“That journalist who wrote about the leaders’ bracelets—doesn’t he seem familiar?” Deborah mused.




“He’s got a hell of a nose for trouble,” Catherine said, shaking her head.




“He’s anonymous,” Victoria added. “I checked with my friend at the paper.”




“Then he knows what he’s up against,” Deborah reasoned. “Otherwise, he’d want his name out there—everyone craves recognition. Anonymity means he’s scared.”




“I’ll feed it to the AI,” Victoria said, grabbing her phone. “It’ll scan millions of articles, match the style, maybe ID him.”




“AI’s the perfect submissive—obedient, silent, flawless,” she quipped, and the Ladies chuckled.




“But nowhere near as fun,” Deborah grinned, giving the slave-table a light smack on the ass. Startled, he flinched despite his sensory blackout, prompting more laughter.




“Interesting!” Victoria exclaimed, eyeing her screen. “AI’s got five possibles. Three are nobodies, one rings a faint bell, but the fifth—Marcel—you know him well, Deborah.”




“Who?” Deborah leaned in, confused.




“Your old student-slave, Marcel,” Victoria revealed, smirking.




„What?! That’s Ivy’s slave we talk about? Marcel, who was in turn my slave, Catherine’s slave and now belongs to your stepdaughter Ivy?“




„Just the one!“







◆◆◆




“How’d you find me, Mrs. Victoria? I was so careful!” Marcel’s voice wavered over the phone.




“Had a powerful helper—AI,” Victoria replied coolly.




“Damn. I edited it to death to throw off trackers.”




“I need what you know and who’s feeding you,” she pressed.




“That’s the hitch—I don’t know my source. They’re better at hiding than me. Found me on the dark web while I was digging into those bracelets. Thought it was some rich-kid trend—Cartier, Tiffany, whatever. One looked close, but it’s not standard or even limited-run stuff,” Marcel explained.




“So you didn’t vet them?” Victoria asked, twirling her whip restlessly.




“I checked what they gave me to verify, but the source? A ghost,” he admitted.




“What if it’s a plant? What if this ‘mysterious woman’ wants it out there?” Victoria snapped her whip through the air. “What’d you confirm?”




“Nigel Thompson’s one of them—British PM, you know him,” Marcel said.




“Of course I do,” she replied, whip still dancing.




“My source promised proof when Nigel visited the US. Said the bracelet scans with laser or LIDAR—like car tech.”




“Read that in your article,” Victoria noted, her whip cracking near sonic speed with a sharp swish.




“A tech buddy loaned me a laser detector—smallest was thermos-sized, not pocket-friendly,” Marcel went on.




“Get to it,” she said, impatience creeping in.




“Security was a nightmare. We 3D-printed a camera lens bag cover for it. I bluffed it as an accessory—barely got through. When Nigel walked in, the thing went nuts—beeping like crazy. I muffled it just in time, but security was on me,” he recounted.




Victoria shifted, now whipping the slave-table’s ass and thighs for amusement. He tensed, struggling not to spill the drinks and earn worse. “It lines up—Crystal mentioned a shield-like bracelet. This backs it. You think the source is legit?”




“No red flags, but I can’t swear it’s 100%,” Marcel cautioned. “One thing you can check, though.”




“What?” Victoria prompted.




“Know a woman named Lucy?”




“Yes,” she confirmed, landing a sharp blow on the slave.




“Source said someone bugged her. The guy they hired botched it—nearly hit her with his bike. Can you confirm?” 




A sissy maid from Deborah’s staff appeared. “Ladies, apologies—a visitor’s here. Says it’s urgent.”




“Hold on, Marcel,” Victoria said into the phone.




Deborah waved the maid to bring them in. A massive, burly Black man entered, bowing low.




“Ladies, I’ve got a message: contacting Marcel was risky. If you’re still on with him, hang up now.”














Chapter 10










Catherine, Deborah, and Victoria convened on the terrace, the slave-table trembling under their drinks as Victoria’s whip cracked idly. Marcel’s name had just spilled from her lips, confirmed by AI as the article’s author—Deborah’s old student, now a thorn in Seraphina’s side. “He’s onto something big,” Catherine said, her eyes narrowing. “Crystal’s call backs it—Seraphina’s tech is military-grade, and she’s pushing for control.” The burly messenger’s words still hung in the air. 




Deborah frowned, sipping her wine. “Lucy’s name came up too—Marcel says someone bugged her. Nearly ran her down.” Victoria’s whip paused mid-air. “Lucy? She’s with Maggie and Laura now. They plot to chase Nigel and bring him back under Lucy’s possessive heel. They don’t know we’re in this deep—and we’re keeping it that way! They’re too green for this game.” 




◆◆◆







Madame Seraphina’s office hummed with tension as she paced, her heels striking the hardwood like a war drum. The newspaper article—Marcel’s damning piece—lay crumpled on her desk, its revelations about the bracelets’ shields threatening to unravel her operation. Crystal’s mind raced, Timothy’s journalist spark flickering beneath his sissy facade. He’d slipped Catherine the intel, but the rainbow-haired woman’s warning echoed: “Be careful, or you’ll blow it for all of us.” Who was she, and how did she know him? His high heels pinched, the anal plug shifted uncomfortably, yet his thoughts sharpened, piecing together the enigma of Seraphina Blackwell—a woman whose elegance masked a ruthless hunger for dominion.




She was a nymphomaniac tyrant, her lust for power as insatiable as her physical desires, and Crystal had seen it firsthand. Those fevered days in her service revealed her game: the bracelets weren’t just shields—they were mind-benders, syncing with nerves to twist wills, a fact he’d overheard in her call with Martin, her “little brother.” She’d fucked him with that high-tech dildo, laughing about ruling the world, while the President’s bracelet pulsed on his wrist, a prototype she’d pushed with velvet threats. The Shadow Council loomed behind her, a cabal she aimed to crown with military control. Timothy marveled at her audacity: a global chessboard where politicians were pawns, and she the queen.




But Seraphina wasn’t invincible, and Crystal clung to that. Her fury at the CIA Director’s incompetence, her haste to accelerate “the Operation,” her blind spot to the rainbow-haired Lucy—it all pointed to a woman teetering on the edge. She’d built an empire of tech and terror, yet underestimated the old guard—Catherine, Deborah, Victoria—and their quiet war against her. Timothy’s heart thudded with a journalist’s thrill: this was the story of a lifetime, a Pulitzer in reach if he could break it. Yet Crystal’s soul ached for Maggie, her cruel indifference a gaping wound, and time was just like putting salt in it. The bracelet on his wrist hummed, its runes whispering control, and he realized her game might consume him before he could see his true Owner again.




Madame Seraphina’s office hummed with tension as she paced, her heels striking the hardwood like a war drum. The newspaper article—Marcel’s damning piece—lay crumpled on her desk, its revelations about the bracelets’ shields threatening to unravel her operation. Crystal’s mind raced, Timothy’s journalist spark flickering beneath his sissy facade. He’d slipped Catherine the intel, but the rainbow-haired woman’s warning echoed: “Be careful, or you’ll blow it for all of us.” Who was she, and how did she know him? His thoughts sharpened, piecing together the enigma of Seraphina Blackwell—a woman whose elegance masked a ruthless hunger for dominion.

But that morning, as Crystal often recalled later, changed everything.




A sharp chime cut through the air, and Seraphina froze mid-step, her amber eyes narrowing as she snatched a sleek, silver communicator from her desk. “What now?” she muttered, jabbing at it with a manicured nail. The device crackled to life, and a voice spilled out—artificially distorted, guttural, dripping with malice. It belonged to someone calling himself “The Leader,” and as Seraphina played it aloud, the room seemed to shrink under the weight of his words. 




Crystal’s breath caught, the tray of orange juice trembling in his hands. The voice rasped like gravel dragged over glass.




“Listen up, you arrogant bitch,” the recording snarled, the distortion amplifying its venom. “Your little game’s done. You think you can prance around in your slut heels, fucking your way to power, twisting men’s minds with your toys? Pathetic. Those bracelets—your precious shields—it‘s shit! We’ve got the real juice, and your plans are swirling down the shitter. You’re a joke, a wannabe queen whoring herself out, thinking you can rule the world. I’ve watched you—sodomizing your pansy slaves, cackling about controlling the world while you hump that sissy bitch of yours. Crystal, right? Disgusting. You are weak, filthy, good for nothing but groveling. I’m ending this. The Guild’s rising, and I’ll burn your empire to ash, you hear me? Crawl back to your hole, or I’ll drag you there myself.” 




The message cut off with a hiss, leaving a silence so thick it pressed against Crystal’s corset-constricted ribs. Seraphina’s face twisted—shock, then fury, her porcelain composure cracking as she hurled the communicator against the wall. It shattered, shards skittering across the hardwood. “Who dares?” she roared, her voice a whip-crack that made Crystal flinch, the juice sloshing onto his satin dress. Seraphina‘s fiery hair flared as she whirled, pacing faster. 




Timothy’s mind spun. Was this Catherine’s doing? But no, it couldn’t be. This shower of hate was too visceral, too savage, without Catherine’s elegance. The hatred wasn’t just personal—it was primal. The bracelets, the mind-control tech Martin had hinted at, her Oval Office gambit with the President, even her sadistic nights impaling Crystal—it was all laid bare, mocked, weaponized against her. Yet beneath her rage, Crystal saw something new: fear, a flicker in her amber eyes that betrayed the queen on her throne.




Crystal’s knees trembled as he set the tray down, the plug’s pressure a cruel anchor grounding him in this storm. He’d glimpsed her empire’s edges—her fucking the President’s will with charm and tech, her Shadow Council schemes whispered in Martin’s calls, her whip striping his back to balance her pleasure. But this „Leader“, whoever this was, knew more, hated more, and his threat rang with a certainty that chilled Timothy’s journalist soul. 




Seraphina spun toward him, her voice a hiss. “Get ready, pet—we’re moving now. He underestimated me... And he will suffer! Oh, how he will suffer for his insolence!“ 




The bracelet on Crystal’s wrist pulsed hotter, searing his skin, and outside, a low rumble grew—tires on gravel, or something worse. The office window rattled as a shadow loomed, and Crystal’s heart pounded: should he be happy for him, for Catherine, that there is someone with the same quest to push the Queen off her throne, or was this something more sinister that could endanger him, his Owner Maggie and the whole clan he now belonged to?








The Teaser for Volume 4







Ready to unravel the Femdom Conspiracy’s explosive finale? Preorder Volume 4 now and dive back into the world of Catherine, Victoria, Deborah, Maggie, and the formidable Seraphina, with pawns Crystal and Nigel teetering on the edge. Cheer for your favorites as they wage a scorching final battle to crush power-hungry foes and restore order—or watch chaos reign.




Who’s the shadowy “Leader” spitting venom at Seraphina’s throne? Will Crystal break free to kneel at Maggie’s feet, or succumb to the nymphomaniac’s cruel grip? Can Nigel escape Charlotte’s claws and return to Xenia, fueled by her fierce alliance with Laura and Maggie, or is he lost forever? Expect jaw-dropping twists, sky-high stakes, and sizzling Femdom and BDSM scenes that’ll sear into your wildest dreams. 




Final Volume 4 of the Femdom Conspiracy is already available for pre-order! Buy now at a reduced price and get your favourite read delivered the minute it gets published. 
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About The Author

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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