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    PREFACE 
 
    The idea for this book was stuck in my head for many years. In fact, the whole concept of this form of lifestyle, for me, was stuck in my head for many years.  
 
    No-one should ever have to put up with a life which is not their own. No-one should ever have to feel trapped into behaving a certain way because society and religion dictates it. That’s what this book sets out to present. Whilst it is erotica, and whilst it has very graphic imagery of the BDSM lifestyle, and whilst it does push the boundaries of acceptability by society, it also demonstrates that there is more to life that what we have now, and we should be prepared to accept that in ourselves. Fight the internal battle to redefine what is right and wrong. 
 
    They say we are free. You should now prove it. 
 
    This book depicts a coming of age boy, trapped in a world of strict rules, strict religion, in a country which itself is only just reaching western standards of acceptance for the different. The book is designed to capture the boy’s feelings as he grows and learns more about the world. If you bought this book for some erotic titillation, you’ll find that too; but I would hope that with this book you will find a little bit more.  
 
    BDSM is becoming increasingly prevalent in our society, which is a good thing, yet so many people misunderstand that there is so much more to it than a little light spanking and some rope. Pain is about more than leather across skin; it is emotional, it is what the brain wants you to feel. How we use that pain for our own pleasure is another matter. Hitting someone with a stick will hurt and most likely the response you get is, “ow, why’d you do that you dickhead?” But build up a scene, a feeling, prepare the environment, make the slave feel like you want to be there. Don’t forget that a slave, first time or otherwise, will be probably be nervous as hell. Society has taught the slave that what they are doing is perverse and wrong. They want acceptance; don’t be afraid to show them they are accepted. And telling them, “Oh grow up!” doesn’t help. You need to show sympathy, just without breaking character too much. 
 
    Oh, and of course this is a complete work of fiction, with no-one in mind when I wrote it, and certainly is not meant to depict anyone real; alive, dead, or otherwise.  
 
    

  

 
  
   ONE 
 
    Sunday, June 19, 2005 
 
    Dear diary, 
 
    It’s been a typical day for me. Only a few weeks away from my eighteenth birthday, but still I live the life of a small child, simply because of my parent’s hang-ups. What am I to do? I want to finally meet a girl, but at school I’m just laughed at because I’m such a total freak. Mother buying my clothes doesn’t help.  
 
    Sunday again, church again. It’s amazing that the only people who go to church these days are weirdos…like me. Mother introduced me to a girl named Pavla Dolezalova. She knows her mother through pottery class. Pavla is a spotty girl, with braces and thick rimmed glasses. Her shirt was buttoned right up to her chin, and no doubt was a virgin…like me. I suppose if I was desperate then I might consider going out with her.  
 
    Who am I kidding? I am desperate! But it’s unlikely she’ll do anything before marriage, or even after marriage for that matter! “Oh, it hurts, take it out, take it out you filthy beast!” Out of the question. 
 
    Father spent the day complaining about the state of affairs in the world. He claimed the Muslims and the Jews would burn in hell for what they were doing. I asked what the Jews had to do with anything, and he claimed that the Jews were responsible for most of the problems in the world and that they should realize that they could still repent their sins and convert to Christianity. I mentioned that Hitler probably said pretty much the same things. That got me five whips of the strap.  
 
    The sooner I move out the better. I’ll probably get a television first. Watch a film. I remember watching an American film at my friend Tomas’ house, about a robot sent back from the future to kill a woman. It was great but I made the mistake of telling my sister who blabbed to my father. I now only see Tomas at school and even he’s realised that it’s simply best we don’t hang out anymore. The only friends I’m allowed are religious freaks, ergo, I have none.  
 
    New neighbours moved in today. I didn’t see them but we saw the movers. Father said that it was insulting that they were working on the Lord ’s Day, and was nothing sacred anymore? I just hope whoever moved in has a daughter my age!  
 
    Yeah........right....... 
 
    JOSEF Strnad closed his diary and placed it in the secret place in which he always kept it; under the fitted cupboard, behind the kickboard. He lay down on his hard foam bed and sighed. Why does my life have to be this way? For all his parents’ religious habits, it seemed to get them nowhere. They both worked hard all their lives, for little return; with his father working six days a week, and his mother, now in her late fifties, working part time as a cleaner. They didn’t even own a car. Their radio, tuned in to the local religious station, was from the sixties, and that was about the only form of entertainment he had. His mother liked to say that they lived well under the circumstances, and his father usually followed that with, serving God was the only reward they needed to be happy. Sure, they owned their apartment, but that was inheritance, nothing more. 
 
    Religious fanatics they were but there was little Josef could do about it. Failing to go to church on Sunday was not an option. Josef’s father saw to it that Josef was at church, come what may. And he was still in church when he was recovering from salmonella. This God-loving was going too far for Josef. 
 
    It didn’t take long for sleep to find him, and soon he was passed out, snoring away. 
 
    The snoring was not the reason Josef woke up. He was awoken by banging on the wall. Josef lay listening to the repetitive thud coming through it and was not so naive as not know what was going on.  
 
    He heard a muffled woman’s voice and a muffled slapping sound and found himself reaching for his penis, rubbing it gently as the sweet sounds of sex emanated from the new neighbour’s flat. His head creating images of what might have been going on behind that wall meant that his climax came far too quickly for his liking, and he soon found himself feeling dirty. Running to the bathroom, he locked the door and then quickly showered, scrubbing himself thoroughly.  
 
    Back in bed, the sex noise continued, and Josef became more and more agitated, eventually putting a pillow over his ears. He felt disappointed in himself that he had been so weak as to masturbate; something for which his father would probably give him a thousand lashes. He also started to think about the health implications about masturbation, having heard somewhere that it could lead to blindness. God, what’ve I done? 
 
    Wednesday, June 22, 2005 
 
    Josef stared out of the window, thoughts returning to his English lesson just an hour ago. “Have you thought about travelling abroad? I think you should visit England for a while, half a year or so. You could work as an au-pair.” His teacher had told him.  
 
    As the bell rang and the class filed out to go home, Josef decided he was in no hurry to leave, so he sat waiting for the others to leave before getting up.  
 
    “Anything the matter, Josef?” His geography teacher asked. 
 
    Josef sighed and shook his head. Mrs. Kucera was a kind-hearted woman but her old age prevented Josef from making personal conversation. She smiled at him as he walked towards the door, so he stopped and turned to her; “Is travelling to England expensive?” 
 
    “Well, it depends on what you mean. If you mean getting there, then no; planes and buses are very cheap now. However, living there is very expensive. Transport is overpriced, as is eating in restaurants, council tax, and so on. Though clothes and groceries are pretty cheap.” 
 
    He smiled briefly. “Thanks.” 
 
    “No problem. Planning a trip?” She asked. 
 
    “One day, maybe. Hopefully soon.” 
 
    The tram back home to the Vinohrady district of Prague was delayed; a crash by Namesti Miru brought traffic to a halt. Josef pulled open the tram doors and jumped off, given it would be quicker to walk it anyway; it was only two stops through the picturesque old city.  
 
    Finally, summer had arrived in all its glory. The thirty degree heat and strong sun beat down on Josef’s neck, and for a moment, Josef truly believed a suntan might make him more attractive to the girls. It wasn’t the fact that he was ugly, he definitely wasn’t, but he dressed terribly, was skinny and not overly tall, actually, only one-hundred and seventy-two centimetres. In fact, a number of girls had commented, though not directly to him, that he would actually be a good looking guy, if he dressed properly, went for a haircut, and maybe worked out at the gym a bit; oh and stopped being such a freak, of course. Little did they know that it was not he who was the freak, but his parents, thus giving him little choice in the matter. 
 
    Josef soon became grateful for the short walk home. Had the tram been on time, then he would have missed what he was about to see. As Josef arrived on the landing outside his flat, he saw the most beautiful woman he had ever seen in his life. She was slightly taller than he, wearing an ultra-short leather dress, long black hair cascading around her stern but beautiful face. She had wide, almost cat-like eyes, pointed at the edges, perfectly lined and made-up, with high-cheekbones accentuating them further.  
 
    It was his new neighbour. She turned to see him arrive as she was just stepping inside her flat.  
 
    “Errr. Dobry den.” Josef wished her a good day in Czech. She looked at him for a brief moment, and then smiled slightly before closing the door. He thought he could see her looking through the peep-hole in her door, but he could not be sure.  
 
    The door to his flat opened. His mother was holding a bin-bag.  
 
    “What’re you standing there for? Here, do something useful and throw this away.” She told him. 
 
    Josef scurried downstairs, his mood vastly improved. Nothing could upset him today, nothing. 
 
    Dear diary, 
 
    I’ve found out that the new neighbours are young. I’ve met only one, but there’ll be another one about I’m sure. She’s beautiful. I only saw her briefly as she entered her flat. She smiled at me, then went inside. I think I’m in love! She was wearing a black dress, from leather. It was short..very short. Her long thin legs are a gift from God himself, though father would probably say they were a temptation from Satan.  
 
    Her hair is jet black, long and slightly wavy. Her smile was subtle, a slight curve of her scarlet lips.  
 
    Still, she is at least ten years older than me... A waste of time, and is surely married. But tonight I will dream of her, even if she can never be mine. 
 
    School was boring, as usual. I’m tired of being looked at as the freak. Why can’t I just have a normal life, like all the other kids in school? Why can’t my father understand that if everyone was to live his benign existence, there’d not be any medicine or technology?  
 
    Still, my English lessons are going well, and Mr. Cankovsky says that the only thing I really need is to improve my pronunciation, which is a little off. He says I should go to England as an au-pair for a few months. Maybe I will. Once I’m eighteen I can do what I want anyway. England would be great! My geography teacher told me it was expensive but whatever...I’m sure it will be fine. I’m sure I’ll manage. 
 
    I need to get a job; something which would pay me enough money to move out. Right now, I’m trapped. Even if I wanted to leave, I don’t have the money! 
 
    Oh, and another thing crossed my mind…whoever it is next door, she’s too young to have a daughter my age, so that’s another bright idea lost. I thought this was going to be a good night...pah! 
 
    That night there were no sounds of sex. In fact, Josef was pretty sure the woman was alone that night. Her image was etched on his mind.  
 
    He sat up in bed, ready to masturbate again. He couldn’t hold it back any longer. However, in sitting up so quickly, he inadvertently banged the headboard causing it to knock twice on the wall. Seconds later, he heard a similar knock back again. Jumping out of bed in shock, he stared at the wall, not daring to move. That was definitely not something he expected at all.  
 
    A light suddenly became visible in his window. He walked over to take a look. The woman from next door was out on her balcony, leaning on the railing, staring at the view of Prague at night; strands of her long black hair fluttering in the warm night breeze; the only thing covering her appeared to be a short black silk robe which finished just below her behind.  
 
    She turned her head briefly and stared at Josef through the net curtains. It was dark in his room but he was sure she could just make him out. Again she was smiling. She turned back to the city at night.  
 
    Josef was tempted to go out onto his own balcony to talk to her, but his fear got the better of him. Instead he went back to bed and masturbated. This time, he did not feel dirty, he felt right. Something inside him had changed. This unknown woman, his secret fantasy lover, had opened something up inside him. He would do anything to have her. When Josef returned to the window, the light was off and the woman was gone. 
 
    Thursday, June 23, 2005 
 
    School didn’t pass quickly enough for Josef. It seemed to drag on and on. Even the teacher’s voices seemed to slow down. At lunchtime, some of the boys from his class called him over.  
 
    “Josef, tell me one thing.” Asked Pavel, the school star; all the girls loved him. “Why do you dress like that? What is it with you?” 
 
    Josef didn’t want to answer. He was tired of the same crap over and over again, day after day. In every school, probably globally, there were jocks, nerds, and so on. In some countries, the nerds were actually the ones which got the girls. Josef was not a nerd. He was not a jock. Sure he was an above average student but he was in a completely different category to the nerds. Somewhere lower in the pecking order. 
 
    Pavel continued. “Listen, I want to help you.” He said, almost pleadingly, as if he was doing Josef some sort of favour. In order to highlight the point, he brushed off some dust from Josef’s sweater-vest. “I know you need a girlfriend, so I thought; who would be best for Josef? And do you know what? I found someone. She’s perfect for you, and I bet she’ll sort you out fine.” 
 
    Everyone knew that Josef was the butt of a joke again, even Josef. After the years of trying to fight it, Josef had resigned himself to being tortured for the rest of his life, or the rest of his school days, whichever came first. 
 
    “She’s waiting for you right now actually.” Pavel paused for effect, looking with a politician’s grin at the small crowd. “She’s over at the special school ‘round the corner!” Everyone burst out laughing. Pavel looked over at everyone for approval of it being a good joke. Josef just sighed and walked away, shaking his head. Pavel started chanting ‘freak’ at him, soon joined by a few others. It was just another school day for Josef Strnad. 
 
    Josef had hoped to see the woman again when he arrived home from school, but no such luck. Instead, before he had the chance to take his shoes off, his mother had him running errands. 
 
    “I need you to get a few things from the shop. Here’s a list and some money. Don’t be long, I need to start dinner.” She told him. 
 
    Again he felt like a little boy. “Yes mother.” He was only a couple of weeks away from being able to drink, and he was still being treated like a ten year old. 
 
    In the small mini-market, Josef walked around picking up the things on the list. He saw chocolates sitting on the shelf, something which was a delicacy for him, as his parents didn’t allow him to eat such ‘gifts from the devil’. He considered buying something small but he knew that his mother would want the receipt for the shopping and the change. 
 
    As he approached the fruit and vegetables section, he saw her. There was the woman of his dreams picking out oranges, just centimetres away. He caught her eye and she looked up, once again smiling. He just stood there, mouth open. Her short black dress was made of some sort of leather. Her boots matched, going all the way above her knees, and her heels made her stand so tall, that Josef had to look up to see her. 
 
    “The fruit in this country is awful.” She told him in English. Her voice was smooth, sexy, slightly deeper than most women. She had an accent. He wasn’t sure what it was, but she wasn’t British or American, of that he was sure. “As are the vegetables.” 
 
    He suddenly realised that he was standing there with his mouth open. He stuttered out a reply. “Yes, well, this is new for us.” 
 
    She looked up at him again in surprise. “New for you? Fruit?” 
 
    He felt like melting into her arms, which he was surprised to see were wrapped in long satin gloves, which was strange for summer. “Yes, erm, well, when I was a baby, we had oranges only once per year, and we had to queue for those.” 
 
    She frowned. “I see. Yes, the communists were a rotten bunch. A wasted childhood, yes?” 
 
    He had to laugh at that; briefly forgetting he was in the company of a beautiful stranger, he let his emotions get the better of him. “With or without the communists, my childhood was wasted.” Immediately he regretted saying it. His comments didn’t go unnoticed, but the lady didn’t press. “Luckily I only had a couple of years of them.” 
 
    She held out a gloved hand and said her name was Juliette de Marche. He wasn’t sure what he was supposed to do with the hand, because it was not held out to be shaken. Then it quickly dawned on him, something he’d seen in the fairy tales for which the Czechs were so famous. He took her hand and bowed down to kiss the back of it. She smiled again. 
 
    “I have to go, my mother is waiting.” He told her.  
 
    “Yes, it was nice to meet you…erm?” He suddenly realised that he had not told her his name. He felt like such a fool. 
 
    “Josef madam.” He said with the Czech pronunciation, Yosef. 
 
    Again, that sexy, luring smile. “Madam. I like that. I like it when men call me madam. It’s a sign of respect for women you know?  
 
    “Anyway, I’m keeping you. It was nice to meet you Josef.” 
 
    This time it was his turn to smile. “You too…madam.” 
 
     Josef finished his shopping, paid, and made his way home, but instead he paused at the window and watched Juliette continue to shop. As she paid, he slowly made his way home. Just as he was going inside the building, he spotted Juliette approaching from the store, so he held the door open for her, using it as an excuse to allow her to walk with him. 
 
    “Thank you.” She told him, a confused, yet slightly amused look on her face as she tried to work out what had taken him so long to get home. 
 
    They went upstairs without another word, and opened the doors to their respective flats simultaneously. She whispered a quick bye-bye to him, and with her eyes constantly on his, she shut the door.  
 
    “What took you so long?” His mother asked him, ready to scold him for his tardiness. 
 
    “There was a queue because of a problem with the till.” He told her, immediately regretting lying to his mother. 
 
    “Hmmm…” She replied, seemingly seeing through the lie but not pushing further. “Go and get changed; then set the table.” 
 
    Dear Diary, 
 
    It seems life is improving after all! Last night I saw her almost naked, standing on her balcony. Today I talked to her in the Potraviny! Her voice is like silk, so smooth, yet so confident. I am now convinced that I love her, even though I don’t know her.  
 
    Her name is Juliette de Marche. She spoke to me in English, but her accent was from somewhere else. Based on her name, then I suppose it is French.  
 
    Again, she wore black. Is she in mourning? No, it’s more likely she likes to dress elegantly. She wore black satin gloves, which went past her elbows. They matched her dress exactly. I couldn’t help but admire her body. I feel like someone has control of my head. Her breasts are so large, yet her body is so thin that my hands could probably just about wrap around her. She is taller than me, but even more so with the high heeled shoes she was wearing. The heals must have been ten centimetres tall!  
 
    Tonight, if she comes out on balcony, then I will talk to her. Definitely. This time I won’t chicken out like last night. 
 
    Oh how I would love for her to be mine. If she met me from school, oh how the people like Pavel Urbanek and his gang would be shocked! 
 
    Once again Pavel tried to insult me today. I think my skin has grown so thick it no-longer bothers me. Who am I kidding? Of course it bothers me. I could cry all day long.  
 
    Juliette has given me reason to live on. She has given me hope. Maybe I really do need to go abroad! 
 
    Josef’s diary entry was interrupted for the first time since he started writing it, three years ago. He was interrupted by a knock on the wall. He sat, staring at the wall briefly, before gathering up the courage to knock back, which he eventually did. Seconds later, he saw the light from her bedroom through his window, and this time, he stepped outside onto his balcony, which was right next to hers. 
 
    “Hello again Josef.” She told him, smiling.  
 
    “Hello madam.” He replied, in a nervously quiet voice. 
 
    She caught on quickly. “Parents?” 
 
    He nodded. “They shouldn’t hear but just in case.” 
 
    “How old are you?” 
 
    “Nearly eighteen.” 
 
    “Nearly?” 
 
    “A little over two weeks away.” 
 
    “That is nearly.” She lit a slim cigarette and took a puff, then she offered one to him.  
 
    “I don’t smoke. But thank you.” 
 
    She shrugged and stared out into the night; looking at the spires in the distance. “It’s a beautiful night. I love Prague. It inspires me.” 
 
    “To do what?” Josef asked. 
 
    She turned to him again and smiled. “To create. I’m a fashion designer.” 
 
    Josef gave her a look of admiration. “Interesting. Is there much call for that here?” 
 
    She shook her head in the negative. “Not really, but the company for whom I work pays me to be here. We have a new branch opening here soon. Basically, being in Prague is meant to inspire me to create a new design which would be suitable for Eastern Europe. My bosses are crazy, but they pay me a lot of money. What about you? What’s your story?” She took another drag of her cigarette and peered at him, tilting her head over the balcony. It was at that moment that he saw she had wet hair; she had just bathed.  
 
    “Aren’t you worried about catching a cold?” He asked her. 
 
    “No. It is warm out, and I like my hair to dry naturally. Tell me about yourself. I really want to know more about you.” 
 
    Josef sighed. “Well, apart from having ultra-strict, conservative, Christian parents, I have a horrible school life, and I am looking forward to when I can live on my own.” 
 
    Josef noticed the frown form on her face. “Why do you have a horrible school life? Please tell me you aren’t being bullied.” 
 
    “I can’t find a girlfriend. I haven’t any friends. My parents make me wear what they want.” He frowned and tightened his face, determined not to cry in front of the French beauty beside him. His eyes burned as the fluid formed in the corners of his eyes. “The list is endless. People think I’m a freak, which I am really.” 
 
    She smiled and stubbed out her cigarette. “We’re all freaks, Josef; that’s what makes us special. The bigger the freak we are, the better; you’ll see. I’m probably the biggest freak in the world, and I’m quite proud of it.” 
 
    “You’re not a freak. You’re beautiful.” He told her. He immediately went so red he could be used as a lantern. 
 
    Her mouth opened into a grin. “Thank you so much.” She leaned an elbow onto the railing and rested her chin on her hand; her face close to his. “So, tell me more. What else do you think of me?” She whispered. Her lips were moist and slightly open, close to his. He held himself back, though every part of him wanted to lean forward and put his lips against hers. 
 
    “Well, erm, I think you’re the sexiest, erm, lady, I’ve ever seen, in my life. I think you’re amazing. I’ve never seen anyone so elegant in my life.” 
 
    She purred like a cat. “A girl could listen to this all night. Do you dream of me?” 
 
    He looked down at his feet. “Yes.” 
 
    She leaned forward and put her mouth next to his left ear; her lips literally making contact, then whispered; “do you touch yourself, thinking about me?”  
 
    With a gulp, Josef could barely form words in his mouth. His heart pumped as if it had just run a thousand kilometres. “Yes.” He whispered. 
 
    She stood up and walked slightly back. “Well, in that case I should give you something to really think about, shouldn’t I?” With that she slowly untied her robe and slipped it down her smooth tanned skin, throwing it inside her apartment. Her naked body was on full view, for him and him alone. If he died now, he’d die happy. She was perfect in every way. Her body was lightly tanned, firm, toned. Her breasts were massive, yet not in the slightest bit sagging, her nipples pierced with small diamond enclosed bars. Her belly button was pierced, completed with what looked to be a sizeable diamond. She was completely devoid of any body hair. Her vagina was completely smooth and was all tucked in to a single line and a little glint of jewellery was visible but Josef didn’t spot it; as he could not dare to look down there for too long. “Good night Josef.” She purred again. 
 
    “Good night madam.” He somehow managed to cough out in response. 
 
    “Do I get a kiss good night?” 
 
    Josef couldn’t believe his luck. As he moved in closer, she turned her head sideways so he could kiss each cheek, then she lightly pressed her lips to his. He felt her tongue lightly brush his before she went back inside without another word; her eyes constantly on his, and her lips curled up in a cheeky grin.  
 
    That night, Josef became a different man. He masturbated three times, before falling asleep. Good night madam, were his last thoughts of the night. 
 
    Sunday, June 26, 2005 
 
    Josef was disappointed to have not seen Juliette that weekend. He expected her to knock on the wall Friday night, but unfortunately, the room was silent. Josef, himself, knocked on the wall on Saturday night, to little avail. His mind was on her and her alone the since Thursday evening. Josef’s had parents noticed him in his dream world and on more than one occasion scolded him for not paying attention to what he was doing.  
 
    “Josef, what is it you are thinking about?” His father asked him, that morning. “You have been working around like a zombie all weekend.” 
 
    His mother was knitting. “Can’t you see that our son has been struck by Cupid’s arrow? Our son is in love.” She had a small smile on her face, one which her husband did not share. 
 
    He leaned towards Josef. “I do not want my son falling for any daughter of Satan. If you have chosen a girl, then you must first present her to me, and once I pass approval that she is a God-fearing young woman, then you may wed.” 
 
    “Father, mother, yes, it is true that I have seen a girl who I like, but unfortunately she is beyond my reach, and I doubt she would ever be interested in me.” Josef replied.  
 
    Josef’s mother made a tutting sound. “You’re a beautiful young man Josef, remember that. I don’t believe you are not fighting off the ladies.” 
 
    “I wish that were true.” Josef replied under his breath. 
 
    “Enough! What you talk of is lust, not love. Lust is the work of the devil and you must fight it! If you do not then you’ll follow the path of Satan, and you’ll live a life of filth and debauchery!” Preached his father. Josef did not notice Ludmila raise her eyebrows and shake her head. “I don’t want to hear any more about this. When the time is right, you will find yourself a wife with whom you’ll start a family. It will be a traditional God-fearing family, and you’ll live the way of the bible, so help me God! I will not have you coveting women!” 
 
    Dear Diary, 
 
    Once again my father lectured me about Christianity. This time it was because I have fallen in love, or in lust as he puts it. Either way, I know what I feel, and if I could spend the rest of my life with Juliette, I would.  
 
    It is now the third night I have not seen her. All weekend she has been away. Maybe she has gone back to France. Why would she do such a thing without telling me? No; why I am fooling myself? Why would she care about me?? She’s older than me, more intelligent, probably has a boyfriend somewhere, and no doubt she was just playing with me by showing herself. 
 
    I have been an idiot and a fool.  
 
    My school finishes this Thursday. After that I have one more year to go before I graduate. Then I will go to England. There I’ll start a new life, without my parents, without the bible. I’ll live the life which I want to lead, which will make me happy!  
 
    OHHH, but fool or not, please just let me see Juliette one more time. Please God. 
 
    It was literally as he hid away his diary that he heard Juliette’s front door slam shut. Immediately, his spirits improved, only to be shattered by the sound of a male voice. Was her boyfriend home again? 
 
    Once again the sound of sex emanated from her bedroom. This time however, it sounded louder, as if she was putting more effort into it. The headboard of her bed slammed against his wall. Was she really enjoying it so much, or was this some form of show?  
 
    Josef decided to do something he knew he probably should not. Opening the balcony door, he stepped out as silently as he could, and leaned over the side, trying to see inside her flat. He felt ashamed to be doing it, but he had to see. She was there, literally riding the man. Josef couldn’t see the man’s face but he could clearly see Juliette, her breasts, her black hair cascading over her face. She was wearing shiny black plastic gloves, which continued up past her elbows. Josef saw that she kept leaning over the man’s face and doing something with her right hand, but he couldn’t see what; then she went back to riding him again.  
 
    Then it happened. As Josef was leaning against the old railings of the balcony, the metal made a loud clunking noise. Josef froze in place at the sound of the metal and immediately knew he was caught. 
 
    Juliette turned her head and stared straight into Josef’s eyes. However, instead of the angry expression Josef had been expecting, he saw that she was grinning as she continued to ride the man. Their eyes were locked for what seemed like minutes. Juliette mouthed something to him but he couldn’t make it out, then she blew him a kiss.  
 
    Juliette turned her attention back to the man and rode him faster. Her bottom lip started to quiver as she turned back to Josef again; a pained expression in her face. Her eyes occasionally closed, seemingly involuntarily as she struggled to maintain eye contact with Josef. Then she let out an almighty scream and arched her back as far back as it would go. 
 
    She was silent for a few moments, then she stood up and slowly walked over to the window. Josef could see drips of the man’s semen run down her leg. Juliette looked straight at Josef and mouthed the words ‘thank you’, before closing the curtains, with a wink. 
 
    Josef stood silently; his mouth, open, in shock. Why thank you? He thought.  
 
    He stepped back into his room, then pushed the door to, as he usually did in summer. Back in bed, Josef reached down to masturbate; however, he found he had already ejaculated, without even touching his penis. That had never happened before… 
 
    Monday, June 27, 2005 
 
    A new week and a new day for Josef; he walked with a spring in his step and felt nothing could get in his way. He was finally coming to realise that he had missed out on so much during puberty, and he should never have ignored the urges of every growing boy, because they catch up with you sooner or later anyway. Josef wondered if his father had felt the same way when he was a child, but it was not something he could really ask.  
 
    Josef’s grandparents died long before his birth, so he couldn’t talk to them about it, and his sister, Marie, was away at university; not that he would speak to her about anything, after what she did to him all those years ago.  
 
    Josef began to think about his grandparents. He didn’t know much about them, except what he heard from his parents. Apparently, they too followed in the footsteps of Jesus, as his father put it; though Josef had a sneaking suspicion that was not entirely true as he’d seen photos which seemed to prove otherwise. For a start, they smiled, but more importantly they seemed content with life. Then there was something his mother said to him one time. “It was not always like this Josef.” It was after his sister left. 
 
    Marie was a strange case. Always a mummy’s girl, she and Josef never saw eye to eye. She graduated high-school with flying colours and went on to study in Munich. However, Josef’s father was not happy about it, claiming her place was with her parents until she got married. She left anyway, returning once in the two years she’d been away. That one time ended in argument, and since then not a word about Marie had been spoken in that flat. Josef was not told what the argument was about, but as Marie left, she told Josef there was a place to stay in Munich if he needed it. Josef’s mother had cried for hours after that. She had taken Josef into her arms and told him not to worry, that she believed that things would get better one day. 
 
    It was a typical day of bullying for Josef. Again he was teased about his clothes, his lack of girlfriends, and was even called gay. Finally, at the end of the day, Josef cracked. He turned to Pavel Taborsky and told him he did, in fact, have a girlfriend, and that she was French. This led to an uproar of laughter all around. 
 
    “Yeah right freak! Who’d be interested in you???” Pavel jeered as they approached the gate, a crowd watching and laughing. 
 
    “Hello darling.” Said the familiar soft voice, in English. Josef turned to the source of it, and there stood Juliette, in a tight black latex mini-dress, the black gloves she had on the night before, stiletto heeled sandals, and rounded black sunglasses. Her lips were the darkest of reds. She looked stunning as she leaned on the school wall, cigarette in hand. Josef simply stared at her in shock, quite confused as to how she had found him.  
 
    She walked over to him, took his chin in her hand, and they both kissed, a long sensual French kiss.  
 
    “Are these your friends?” She asked him, looking at Pavel and the others, who stood shocked.  
 
    “Err, these are no friends of mine.” He managed to stutter out. 
 
    Juliette walked over to Pavel. “You speak English?” Pavel nodded in the affirmative, even though Josef knew Pavel could probably understand, but not speak. “Well, I just wanted you to know, that Josef has just about the biggest penis I have ever seen. He may not look much in these clothes, but naked, he’s like Adonis. I don’t think you could ever match him.” She looked up at the girls who were watching. “Girls, you don’t know what you’re missing. I’m so lucky to get this cock all to myself, but then again, it’s so big, I’m sure he has plenty to share.” She turned back to Josef. “Darling, shall we go? I’m desperate for a fuck.”  
 
    She linked her arm around his, and they walked away, leaving the others standing there, open mouthed.  
 
    “I honestly don’t know what to say.” Josef told her, when they were a safe distance away from them. “That was amazing. Thank you so much!” 
 
    She smiled that wicked smile. “My pleasure. Anyway, I owed you one anyway.” 
 
    “For what?” 
 
    “I had hoped you would come out to the balcony yesterday, and you did. But I didn’t expect to feel what I felt. Seeing you there made me orgasm harder than you can ever imagine. It was the best I’d ever felt. For that, I thank you.” 
 
    “But how did you find me?” 
 
    “There are not many schools in this area, and, well,” she paused and grinned, “I was in the store across the road and saw you.” 
 
    They walked in silence for a bit before she spoke again. “I don’t know what has come over me, but this weekend I was away in Paris, visiting friends, and I couldn’t get you out of my mind. I thought about you all the time. I’ve never felt that before; well at least, not for a long, long time.” 
 
    “What about the man who was in with you? Who was he?” Josef asked. 
 
    “He’s just a friend.” She turned to looked at him. “Why? Are you jealous?” Her mouth curled up into a cheeky smile. 
 
    “I don’t know what I feel. I suppose I didn’t care he was there. I just wanted to see you. The fact you let me in on an intimate moment is, I suppose, a privilege.” 
 
    “Okay. He really is just a friend. We occasionally fuck, play around, but that’s it. I wouldn’t want to be with him, but he’s pretty good in bed. I have a few people like that here in Prague. I lived in a hotel for two months before I finally found the flat and moved my stuff from Paris. I met a few men and women I trust. I’m careful about whom I sleep with. I use a condom until they get tested. Then they don’t need to wear a condom, but I expect their full loyalty to me.” 
 
    This was all beyond Josef’s comprehension, and he told her so. 
 
    “Look, I’ll let you in on my lifestyle bit by bit. Like I said, I’m probably the biggest freak of them all, but in a good way. It’s good to be a freak.” She stopped. They were in Namesti Miru already, even though they had walked it. She turned to him and they kissed. “Let’s go sit down.” She led him to a park bench, sat him down, and, with her knees on either side of his body, sat herself down on him, and they kissed. Nothing was said for over fifteen minutes, they just kissed. Josef felt his groin tighten, and he willed himself to remain calm. 
 
    Finally, Josef spoke. “What does this make me? Another friend?” 
 
    Juliette smiled and lightly ran her tongue over her top lip in thought. “What would you like to be?” 
 
    Josef froze. He did not quite know what to say. “I, honestly, I...” He gulped. “I want to be whatever you want me to be, but I’ll be happy to just be a friend.” 
 
    Once again, she gave him a sinister smile, as if he had just given her some form of permission to be very bad. “I want you to be something more than a friend.” 
 
    “Like a boyfriend?” 
 
    “Maybe. Something like that.” She whispered to him, her eyes scanning his for a reaction. “Though at the same time completely different.” 
 
    Of course, she didn’t need to scan his eyes, she needed only to look at the lump protruded from his pants. She placed her hand on it with a warm smile. “Juliette, I… You cannot believe how happy I am, how happy you’ve made me.” 
 
    “I know; I can feel it. But do me a favour; humour me, if you will? Please don’t call me Juliette; keep calling me madam. I like it when you called me that, it is so, gentlemanly. Do you mind?” She put it so nicely. 
 
    “Of course I don’t mind, madam.” 
 
    “Thank you.” 
 
    They kissed again, then stood up.  
 
    “We should go. I don’t want you getting in trouble with your parents.” She told him. 
 
    “Oh don’t worry. I’ll find a way to keep them happy.” They walked in silence for a moment, holding hands.  
 
    They finally arrived back at their building. Inside the main doors, they kissed one final time.  
 
    “I’ll see you tonight, yes?” She asked, hopefully. 
 
    “Yes, of course you will.” He replied. She looked at him, as if expecting something. It clicked. “Yes, of course you will…madam.”  
 
    She kissed him lightly on the forehead and whispered thank you. Then they both disappeared inside their respective apartments.  
 
    “And just where have you been?” His mother asked, sternly.  
 
    He shrugged. “I’ve not been sleeping too well, and my gym teacher told me that it’s because of lack of physical exercise. He recommended walking home, instead of taking the tram, so I did.” 
 
    The answer seemed satisfactory to his mother, so she let it pass. “So I can be expecting you home late every day, can I?” 
 
    “Well, later, not late.” 
 
    “Hmmm…” 
 
    “In fact, I was thinking of joining one of the summer-school gym glasses, to work on myself. I want to stay fit.” He queried.  
 
    His mother shrugged. “You’ll have to ask your father when he gets home, but it shouldn’t be a problem. Now go get washed and changed for dinner.” 
 
    As Josef turned his back to leave, he did not notice the smile form on his mother’s face. She gave a tut and turned back to her work, shaking her head.  
 
    Dear Diary, 
 
    This is the best day of my life, ever, full stop, whatever! It was amazing! Juliette met me at school, and essentially told everybody what a great lover I am, and how lucky she is to have me. I couldn’t believe my luck. She’s amazing! Pavel was in shock! This is the first time I ever looked forward to going to school. 
 
    Then on the way home, we kissed, and chatted, then kissed some more. She then told me that she couldn’t stop thinking about me, and that she wanted us to see each other. I’m so in love, but even better, it now looks like she is too! 
 
    A few things are bothering me though. She sleeps with lots of men, and women! I’ve never met a girl who liked other girls. It seems weird to me. I mean, what do they do to each other? I don’t really know if that is something I want to see. Also, now that she is seeing me, is she going to continue seeing her ‘friends’? I hope not...but, I suppose, is it normal if she does? I don’t know. Maybe everyone has more than one partner now. Maybe just my parents are old fashioned.  
 
    Either way, she is amazing. I love her. I love Juliette! I’m seeing her again tonight. I wish I could tell someone! 
 
    The familiar knock on the wall finally came at around eleven pm. Josef was actually starting to worry, it was getting so late. 
 
    She was waiting for him on the balcony, in a black plastic body and the same gloves as earlier. 
 
    “Come on, climb over.” She told him. She helped him down as he climbed over the metal railings and the three inch gap between their balconies. They kissed briefly, then she led him inside her apartment for the first time.  
 
    Her bedroom was large and spacious. It looked very modern, compared to the sparse, communist looking flat in which Josef lived. Her bed was made out of wrought iron, and Josef noticed black straps hanging down from some of the railings. He saw the black dress from earlier lying over the back of an ornate chair.  
 
    “Come on.” She whispered, pulling him towards the bed, where they sat down. They kissed again, this time more passionately. She began to undress him as they kissed faster and harder, kissing each other’s face and neck. She bit down and sucked hard on Josef’s neck, just where it met his shoulders, so he could easily cover up any marks she left. Josef was in heaven.  
 
    Finally, he was naked, so she unbuckled and took off the body. She lay back on the bed and pulled him to her. They kissed again, then she pushed his head down to her breasts, which he suckled for minutes, alternating between each as though he feared he was giving too much time to one or the other. “Bite them a little harder. Don’t be afraid. Harder.” She hissed. Gently, she applied more pressure to his head and he kissed his way down her body until he reached her vagina. Cautiously, he began licking; afraid of what he might find down there; however, he was surprised to find that her taste was sweet, and not at all bad. On the other hand, Juliette could instantly tell he was a virgin.  
 
    Juliette began giving him instructions. “Push your tongue out further. Press more. Lick faster. Lick slower. Suck on the clitoris, now bite it a little.” Finally, he had it just right. “That’s it. Oh yes, you’re a natural.” He started to get into it more, and began to experiment, trying different flicking motions. He finally found a trick she seemed to love, pulling her vaginal lips apart with his fingers, and flicking her pierced clitoris with the tip of his tongue really quickly. She screamed in ecstasy and she came, not once, not twice, but three times; something which had never happened to her before. “Josef, you’re amazing. That was the best ever. No one has ever satisfied me like that before. And for that, I’m going to reward you.”  
 
    She had him lie on his back, then climbed over him, lowering her mouth to his. As they kissed, she reached down and rubbed his penis with her right hand. She then lowered herself down and placed it into her mouth. Josef had never felt anything like it. For a moment, he thought he would come in her mouth instantly, but he held on, clenched his buttocks a little, and then enjoyed the moment. “Oh yes, this is amazing.” 
 
    “Darling, do something for me.” She said, still rubbing his penis. “Call me Mistress when we’re in bed like this. I like it.” 
 
    “Yes Mistress, of course. I’ll do anything for you.” 
 
    “I know. Don’t worry.” 
 
    She continued sucking. Finally, he felt himself getting closer. “Mistress, I’m going to...to...” She took more of his penis into her mouth and bobbed up and down it faster and faster. “Oh Mistress Juliette, I love you!!!” He screamed as he filled her mouth with his sperm. She quickly came up for a kiss, where she deposited his sperm into his mouth, much to his surprise. However, more of a surprise, and an embarrassment, for him, was the fact that he had admitted to loving her, so soon into their relationship. 
 
    “That’s it darling, swallow it.” She told him. He did as he was told, not daring to suggest otherwise to the amazing woman; and surprised himself that he did not actually feel like vomiting.   
 
    They kissed once more and then she lay back, pulling him to her bosom. She lit a cigarette, took a couple of puffs before she offered the slim to Joe. He shook his head quickly.  
 
    “I don’t smoke.” He told her. 
 
    “Have you ever smoked?” She replied. 
 
    “Never.” 
 
    She shrugged her shoulders. “Then how do you know?” 
 
    “How do I know what, Mistress?” 
 
    “How do you know that you don’t smoke?” 
 
    He was lost for words and struggled to come up with a logical response. Instead, she decided to let him off the hook, and changed the subject. 
 
    “Will your parents come into your room tonight or tomorrow morning?” She asked. 
 
    “No. They almost never do. I think they are afraid of what they might find. Why?” 
 
    “I want you to sleep here, with me, tonight. Will you?” 
 
    “Yes Mistress, of course.” He gushed, with a little too much enthusiasm, kicking himself for sounding desperate.  
 
    “Thank you.” She responded with a giggle, stroking his back. 
 
    “Can I ask you a question, Mistress?”  
 
    “Yes. Of course.” 
 
    He looked up at her. “Why do you want me to call you Mistress?” 
 
    She sighed, and then paused, wondering if she should tell him so soon. “Well, I suppose I should tell you this now, rather than later; you’re going to find out sooner or later, anyway. I was just hoping I could bring you into it slowly.” She paused for a moment. “I’m a dominatrix, by lifestyle. I feel that generally women should be the ones who control men, and not vice-versa. I like to be called Mistress. I like to be in control.” 
 
    This was all beyond Josef. “I don’t get it.” 
 
    “Look, you have a man and a woman and in a standard traditional relationship women are generally the ones cooking, cleaning, and so on; whilst the men are the ones who make the decisions, earn a living, and wear the pants, so to speak. However, I believe that men should serve women. They should be willing to do everything their Mistress asks. They should respect women. They should not be controlling or demanding, but the woman in the relationship should. I feel that men who serve women are generally happier. It is a win-win.” 
 
    “Oh, I see. So basically, you want men to be your,” he paused, struggling to find the right words, “servants?”  
 
    She smiled. “We call them slaves, but yes.” 
 
    “And you want me to be your slave?” 
 
    “Yes. You are my slave.” 
 
    “For what?” 
 
    She shrugged in a very French manner. “To love me. To care for me. To respect me. Eventually, one day, when you choose to, maybe you can move in and you will serve me in many different ways. I don’t expect you to cook for me, at least not straightaway, but you will do many things. My chores.” Her eyes began to sparkle. “More sexual things.” She looked down into his eyes, which were distant, trying to comprehend what he was hearing. Juliette was suddenly afraid that this was all too much for him to comprehend; that it was all too soon for him. She began to chastise herself emotionally for rushing things, but it was not often that she truly felt a connection to someone, so quickly. “Why?” She asked, a slight quiver of emotion in her voice. “How do you feel about that?” 
 
    “I don’t know. One part of me is scared. As if I have stepped into something which I can’t possibly understand; the other part of me is excited, and relieved, as if it is what I want, and have always wanted, to make you happy. It’s all so sudden. I only just met you; but none of it feels…wrong.” 
 
    And excitement coursed through Juliette’s spine as she heard him say that. “Yes, this is exactly it. I want you as my personal slave, to make me happy, to make me laugh, like a best friend, but who is mine, and only mine. And as to the suddenness of it all, well I am a realist. In this world, finding a boy like you is almost impossible, and look at me now! You live right next door! I move fast.” 
 
    “Then in that case, I will do what you ask.” He said, with a proud grin on his young face. 
 
    She sat up straight, her face serious. “Josef, this is a very serious decision to make. You should think hard about it. Just because I move fast doesn’t mean you have to. I don’t want to scare you away.” 
 
    “No. I’ve fallen in love with you. From the first moment I saw you I loved you.”  
 
    Her smile felt a little belittling to him, as if she felt sorry for him. “Josef, you’ve not fallen in love with me. You have been smitten by the attention. That doesn’t mean love. But you could eventually fall in love with me, or you might end up hating me.” 
 
    This seemed out of the question to Josef. “The idea of being your personal, toy, if you like, for your pleasure, just makes me feel so relieved. I want this. Really I do.” 
 
    Her heart began to race. Was it possible that she had been so right? Could he really be the one she had needed for so long? She could feel it in him. “You realise that if you were to make a mistake or do something wrong, I’d punish you.” 
 
    “Punish me how?” 
 
    She looked at his innocent eyes and felt herself getting wet from the thought of punishing someone so pretty, so totally naive. At the same time she understood that he could easily run away like a frightened mouse if it became too much for him. A good hard hit of the whip or the belt would be a test to his endurance. If he stayed, then she knew she would be able to mould him into the perfect slave. If he left, then she would speak to him, try to calm him down. 
 
    She climbed up off the bed. “Turn over and spread your arms and legs.” He did, and as he lay face down, she tied his arms and legs to the bed until he couldn’t move, using the straps on the frame. She then walked over to a cupboard, opening the white doors wide to reveal a wall holding several whips, hanging from hooks, before selecting one; although Josef could not see which. “I want you to know, what I’m about to do, is just to show you what to expect as punishment. I’m not angry with you; far from it. However, this will not be the hardest punishment you will get. In extreme cases, it will be much harder. I don’t use stop or safe words, this isn’t a game for me; I am a sadist by nature, and I enjoy inflicting pain. But I do know the limits of the human body, and I know your limits just by looking at you. I decide when to stop. I decide when you’ve had enough. I decide everything. Remember that. Okay?” 
 
    “Yes Mistress.” He replied with a quiver of anticipation and fear in his voice. 
 
    “Try to relax. Try not to focus on the pain.” She said in a caring voice, rubbing his backside a little. 
 
    “Yes Mistress.” 
 
    Moments later, she slapped both his buttocks firmly, until they began to feel warm. He was more than used to spankings, and this was by far not the hardest he had received. What he was not aware of though, was that she was preparing his backside for a rather severe whipping. 
 
    Juliette stood back and finally Josef could see what she was holding; it was a riding crop. She pulled it back, bending the tip with her left hand, then brought it down full force on his behind. Josef screamed into the pillow under his face. She pulled back and did it again. By the tenth time, tears were pouring down Josef’s face, he was begging her to stop but she continued. She actually stopped at fifty. Josef had gone past pain, and was close to passing out; his head was spinning, he felt high. He sobbed into the pillow.  
 
    Turning his head he stared up at his new Mistress and slowly understood why she hadn’t stopped. She was panting wildly, like she had just received a shot of pure adrenaline in her body. He knew she was turned on by the fact that he was crying from the pain, and he did not understand it in the slightest, he felt the urge to ask her to continue, for her own pleasure; though he was not strong enough to say the words, just yet. 
 
    Juliette untied him then pulled him to her, rocking him gently.  
 
    “I do love you…Mistress.” He cried into her breasts.   
 
    “You will, in time. I knew from the first time I saw you, you would be perfect. How do you feel about the punishment?” 
 
    “I will try not to disappoint you.” 
 
    His penis was hard again. She pushed him down onto the bed. “This will probably be the first and last time we do this. Later, I will teach you that intercourse is actually the least exciting form of sex. I will make you experience pleasure you never believed possible, without the act of penetration, well, by you at least. After this, you will never have intercourse, with any girl, again. Are you okay with that?” 
 
    He looked at her. He had never had sex anyway, so could not judge if it was something he would truly want or not. His mouth opened, but no words came out. No sex at all seemed a tad on the extreme, but this was obviously not going to be any ordinary relationship. 
 
    “I trust you to keep your word that you will be my slave. I know you’ll live with your parents for a while, but eventually I’ll expect you to live with me. In return, I expect you to trust me fully when I say that I will never leave you. I will always make sure you are with me, no matter what. Okay?” 
 
    Josef nodded. “Yes Mistress.” 
 
    “At times, I think you will hate me. You will question whether or not you did the right thing by staying with me; and I need you to push past that. In the end, the reward is so much better.” 
 
    “I think I understand Mistress.” 
 
    “Good. In that case, I will expect you to live in permanent celibacy. You will be able to masturbate, yes, but on my order, as a reward for good service. That is it. No intercourse after this. Okay?” 
 
    The idea went around his head. Finally, Josef came to the conclusion that he was willing to give up everything for this woman. He loved her, and she loved him, he could feel it; at least, what he believed to be love. “Yes Mistress. I will give up everything for you; my body is yours.” 
 
    “Those are the most beautiful words a Mistress can hear from a slave.” She whispered, as his penis entered her. “Josef?” 
 
    “Yes Mistress,” he breathed, as she slowly rode him. 
 
    “I lied about the size of your penis to those girls and that bully. But I’m glad I did.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “You have a small cock.” The words hurt Josef. They were like a stab in the chest, but the way she said them seemed to have exactly the opposite effect they should. There was no malice to her tone, she even sounded sexy saying it. His penis actually grew while he thought about it. She felt it grow, ever so slightly, and she smiled. Looking down at him, her beautiful shiny black hair falling down over her face, her French features seemed to stand out more when she was flushed from sex. “So small. Must be the smallest cock ever. I can hardly feel it, are you sure it’s all in me?” 
 
    “Yes Mistress.” 
 
    Again, she felt it twitch and grow in excitement. “God, what a useless little cock you have here. Tiny little sausage, isn’t it slave?” 
 
    “Yes Mistress.” 
 
    “Good. I’m glad you have a tiny dick. All the better to control you.” She started riding him harder and faster, her breathing getting heavier. Josef was ecstatic, it was better than he imagined. She ripped off her gloves and ran her nails along his chest, scratching him, but there wasn’t any pain, just more pleasure. She pulled him up to her and she bounced up and down on him as she held him to her chest, pressing hard against the gorgeous mounds of breasts. Then she got up on all fours. “Come on little dick, fuck me.” He began fucking her hard, all the time, she was becoming more and more insulting. “God, you are the worst fuck ever. I honestly cannot feel your dick, it’s so tiny.” She was of course lying about not feeling it, but he did have a small penis by her standards. “Come on no-dick man, fuck me little bitch. Tell me, do you have a big or small dick?” 
 
    “Small, Mistress.” 
 
    “What else, wimp?” 
 
    “It’s useless Mistress.” 
 
    “Damn right my little bitch. Oh God! Your little cock is about to make me come!” She screamed an orgasm, and as she did he came too.  
 
    They finally collapsed onto each other. He felt like going to sleep, but just as he was about to, she gave him his first real order. “Clean me up with your tongue, then come back up here and cuddle me.”  
 
    He slid down to her vagina and began licking. She held his head there until she had one last orgasm, then she pulled him up and they cuddled.  
 
    “Good night slave.” She told him with a seductive, yet sinister grin. 
 
    “Good night Mistress.” He replied, the room spinning now. 
 
    Tuesday, June 28, 2005 
 
    The alarm woke Josef up at an unusually early hour, then the events of the night before came flooding back. There in his arms was the beautiful, smiling, Mistress Juliette. He leaned in for a kiss, and she pushed him away gently on the nose. 
 
    “Ah-ah-ah, no kissing in the morning. My rule. I hate bad breath. What I do expect in the morning is…” She said, lowering her vagina onto his face. He knew what to do. After she reached her orgasm, she told him to get up. “You better go before your parents wonder where you are.” 
 
    “I suppose. I wish I didn’t have to.” He moaned. 
 
    “Me too, my little slut, me too.” She kissed him on the lips quickly. “I’ll meet you outside school again today, okay?” 
 
    “Thank you Mistress.” And with that, he was over the balcony, and back in his own room. 
 
    He looked at himself in the mirror. His chest was scratched, his back was scratched, he had a large love-bite on his neck which he’d have to somehow hide from his parents, though not from his classmates; and his behind was red raw from the beating he received from the whip. It was the best night of his life, and his life was about to get a whole lot better.  
 
    At breakfast, Josef was yawning more than usual. His mother picked up on it straightaway.  
 
    “Not sleeping again Josef?” She asked. 
 
    “Erm, yeah, well, it was better last night, but I still need to work off this excess energy. Dad said it would be okay to take up the extra gym class.” 
 
    “I know, I discussed it with him. Just be careful.” She warned, as if knowing full well what he was up to. Josef was too tired to pick up on it. 
 
    “Yes Mistress.” He mumbled out accidentally, immediately realising his mistake and cringing. 
 
    She slapped him around the face. “We’ll have less of that sarcasm around here too. You’re getting far too lippy for my liking.”  
 
    He felt lucky to get out of that mess. It would be one to tell Juliette, he knew she would find it funny. 
 
    School was a whole lot different that day. Upon his arrival he was flooded with questions. Who is she? Where did you meet her? Have you fucked? Is that a love-bite???  
 
    For the first time, Pavel was not the centre of attention, and he hated it. “Isn’t she a little too old for you? What is she, some kind of pervert?” He asked.  
 
    Now Josef felt like he had a new found sense of being. He could fight back, and he now knew how. “Yes actually, she is some kind of pervert. Big time. She showed how much of a pervert in bed last night. Wow! I mean, that girl can do some amazing things!” To prove it, Josef opened his shirt to show the scratches on his chest and back. 
 
    Everyone laughed at Pavel for putting his foot in it. But Pavel was not done yet. “Well, she looked like some sort of whore to me. The way she was dressed. I’ll bet she is. A common French whore.” 
 
    Josef had never fought back, or initiated a fight before, so his punch was completely unexpected and knocked Pavel into a daze. “Next time you speak about my girlfriend like that Pavel, I’ll beat you senseless.” 
 
    Pavel kept his distance for the rest of the day, but was determined to get his own back. It was just a case of when and where.   
 
    At the end of the day, Juliette was exactly where she said she would be. She was wearing a leather mini-skirt and halter-neck leather corset, with knee-high boats; everyone was staring and drooling.  
 
    They kissed before setting off on their way home.  
 
    “I can spend some time with you before going home.” He told her. 
 
    Her face lit up. “Really, how come?” 
 
    “I told my parents that I’m taking up extra gym glasses.” 
 
    “Excellent. Thank you slave.” 
 
    “My pleasure Mistress.”  
 
    They decided to take the tram home this time, to save time. The moment they stepped inside her flat, they kissed again. She pulled him to the sofa in her living room and pushed him down to her pussy. Pulling aside the lacy thong she was wearing, he immediately began licking.  
 
    “Good boy. That’s it, pleasure your Mistress.” She purred.  
 
    Once she came, she permitted him to masturbate onto her feet. At first he was nervous, only recently realising that masturbation was not a bad thing; but a few words of encouragement from her and he didn’t mind. Once he came, she made him lick up his mess directly from her foot.  
 
    “What would your parents do if they found out about me?” She asked him. 
 
    He shrugged. “Probably nothing to you. They would beat me.”  
 
    Her eyes widened at that. “Beat you?” She asked, incredulously. A wicked smile appeared on her face. 
 
    “Yes. Father uses his belt on me when I get too far out of line. He’s a strong believer in discipline.” 
 
    “Well so am I. Maybe he and I would get along?” She said with a laugh. 
 
    He laughed along. “Unlikely. He would probably say you are the daughter of Satan or something.” 
 
    Juliette stroked his hair. “Maybe I am. How do you know?” 
 
    “You’re not. You’re just different. Special.” 
 
    “Hmmm… Well, I do know a couple of girls in Paris who are into this, who are Satanists. But it’s not like you think. They don’t go around sacrificing virgins or preaching to Satan; they just believe in doing things for their personal good, rather than thinking about other people. Personally, I don’t agree. I’m not religious, but I’m also not as evil as I make out to be.” 
 
    “You’re not evil. You’re a lovely person.” He told her.  
 
    She burst out laughing. “You really don’t know me yet. I meant what I said, there’re going to be times when you’ll hate me, I’m sure. When I whipped you yesterday, I was going to stop at thirty. When I saw you crying, I went on to fifty.” 
 
    “I noticed. Tell me why?” 
 
    “Because it turned me on. I’m a sadist Josef. I love to see people in pain. I enjoy causing pain. It makes me feel like I am in complete control and more and more you will belong to me.” She sat up a little. “Imagine how you feel when you see someone receiving pleasure, when you’ve made someone happy. You feel good, right? It gives you a feeling of well-being. Now combine that with that feeling you felt when you first saw me naked, remember, on the balcony?” He nodded. “You felt really good, right?” Another nod. “All of that times a million, is how I feel when I inflict pain on someone. The more it hurts, the more I feel this tingle inside of me. I can’t explain the chemical workings of it, just that it makes me feel good.” 
 
    “Aren’t you afraid you will want more? That you will need to do more than just hurt?” 
 
    It was a complex and sensible question, one which entered her mind on many occasions. “For that I have fantasy.” She explained. “I can dream what I like, it does not mean I want to act on it. But you forget one thing. If I was to put my darkest fantasy into reality, then it would be once, and then I would have nothing. But yes, you are right. I could easily succumb to darker thoughts, and yes, I think you would be quite frightened by some of the things I masturbate thinking about, but I will never act on them.” 
 
    “I think I understand. I actually enjoyed being put in that position. I enjoyed the pain, but I don’t know why. When my father does it, I hate it. But from you, I felt closer to you. When I thought about you doing it, I imagined it being more, harder, worse. I almost asked you to continue last night, after you stopped, just because I saw how happy it made you. Right now I can think about something I would want you to do to me, but I wouldn’t really want it, if you understand? I know I don’t.” 
 
    “Don’t try to understand it. It’s just love and lust. It also makes you a masochist. That is what BDSM is all about. Bondage and Discipline; Domination and Submission; Sadism and Masochism.” 
 
    “What’s bondage?” 
 
    “Surely you must have heard that word in the bible?” 
 
    He shrugged. “Maybe. I’ve only read it in Czech.” 
 
    “Well, it’s basically to be tied up. I tied you to the bed last night. That’s bondage.” 
 
    “I enjoyed that.” 
 
    “Everyone enjoys that.” She giggled, putting a gloved hand in front of her mouth. “I don’t know one person who doesn’t.” 
 
    “You don’t know my parents.” 
 
    “Oh, I wouldn’t be so sure of that. They are influenced by religion, which means they are scared of anything which is pleasurable. But if God really invented us, then he gave us this power of thought and enjoyment for our own use. He only wants us to be happy. This is why I cannot be a Satanist, because although I enjoy being pampered and pleasured, I enjoy seeing other people happy. Take you for instance. I knew you would enjoy this lifestyle from the day I first laid eyes on you. There are so many places I want to take you.” 
 
    His hopes rose as he heard this. “Like London??” He said in excitement. 
 
    Juliette burst out laughing. “Well, I didn’t mean literal places. I meant places in your mind, your body, your feeling. I want to open up your sexuality.” His shoulders sagged when he heard that, so she smiled then kissed his forehead. “But sure, we can go to London one day.” That cheered him up. “Why London?” 
 
    “My English teacher told me I need to improve my pronunciation. He recommended going to London for a few months.” 
 
    “Your pronunciation is pretty good. Not like mine, with this horrible French accent.” She reached over for a cigarette. 
 
    “I love your accent. It’s sexy.” He stared at her as she lit the cigarette. He found the initial look of her lighting it sexy, but he couldn’t get over the horrible smell it gave off, and the bitter taste it left in her mouth. She offered him one again, and again he declined. “Why do you smoke?” 
 
    She blew out some smoke. “I’m French. All French smoke.” She let out a giggle. “I know I should stop, but I like it too much. I suppose I’m not as strong as I make out to be. I find smoking sexy. I feel sexy when I do it, and when I see a beautiful woman smoking, it looks sexy to me.” She sat quietly for a moment before speaking again. “My ex-boyfriend hated me smoking. He used to whine at me all the time. One day I just got sick of it and put the cigarette out on his arm. He was my last normal boyfriend. After him they were all slaves but none of them could handle it and I never found one I truly loved…” They kissed again.  
 
    He sat silent, as if wanting to say something but was too shy to say it. Then he beat his nerves. “Did it hurt?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “The cigarette.” 
 
    “Yes, it did, and it does.” 
 
    She stared at him momentarily, not smiling, analysing. He stared at the cigarette in her hand, his own hands shaking nervously, which did not go unnoticed. She licked her lips in thought, then pulled up the left arm of his shirt. Taking the cigarette, she pressed it against him just above the elbow, all the time staring into his eyes. Josef’s mouth opened ready to scream but he suppressed it. She held the cigarette in place, making sure it was properly stubbed out. Her eyes just stared into his, a look of lust on her face. Her breathing was heavy, her chest heaving.  
 
    In a swift move she undid his trousers and pulled them down. His penis was erect and she lowered her vagina down onto it.  
 
    “I thought we would never have sex again.” He asked her. 
 
    “Shut up and enjoy it. I’ve never been so turned on before. I need this.” She moaned out. “You wanted it didn’t you?” 
 
    “Yesss.” He hissed. “I don’t know why. But I wanted it, and I still do.” 
 
    “You want more?” 
 
    “God yes!” 
 
    “I promise I’ll do it again.” 
 
    “Do it now!” He hissed. “Please Mistress…” He thought about what she wanted to hear. “Please hurt me for your pleasure.” 
 
    “Ohh!” She cried out, lighting another cigarette and pressing against his nipple lightly as she rocked harder and faster on him. 
 
    They made love for nearly an hour, in many positions. Not once did she mention the size of his penis, but on more than one occasion, she told him he was amazing. She wanted to say that she loved him, but instead bit her tongue. She came twice on him; never once in her life had she found it so easy to orgasm with anyone; never had she trusted anyone so deeply. 
 
    Wrapped in the black silk duvet from her bed, she eventually led Josef to the front door. They kissed one last time. 
 
    “Will I see you tonight?” He asked her. 
 
    She shook her head. “No. I have a few friends coming for dinner. I need to look after them, and then one will probably stay the night.”  
 
    He was visibly disappointed, but knew there would be other times. “Okay. Good bye Mistress.” 
 
    “Good bye slave. I’ll see you tomorrow, I promise.” 
 
    She checked to see the coast was clear before opening the door. He dived out, gave her a wave, and opened his front door, announcing his arrival home to his parents.  
 
    He walked into the kitchen where his mother was cleaning up the dishes.  
 
    “Your dinner’s in the oven. It’s still warm, so eat it now before it goes cold.” His mother told him. Then she turned to face him. “You must have been exercising; you look worn out.” 
 
    “Yes, I’ll sleep tonight!”  
 
    Sat with his parents reading that evening, his father made a comment that he had seen the new neighbour during the day.  
 
    “She must be a prostitute. The way she dresses! Disgusting. We should start a petition with the other neighbours to have her removed from the building. Trash like that.” Josef wanted to defend his love against his father’s abuse, but he knew it was pointless. No matter what Josef would say, it would not make any difference and would only harm the relationship in some way.  
 
    Dear Diary, 
 
    Finally, I am no-longer a virgin! Yesterday we had sex once, then today twice. She is a dominatrix, and she wants me as her personal slave. It’s weird but I really want to do it. I just want to be hers. 
 
    Yesterday she whipped me hard, about fifty times, but I really liked it. I just felt like I was privileged to get such treatment from her. She will also take me abroad with her, to London!  
 
    She says she enjoys seeing me in pain. It’s hard to understand. I don’t really understand how she can enjoy seeing people suffer, but then again, I don’t understand why I’m so happy to suffer for her. I want so much more too. I want her to take me further into her world. I wonder what more there is.  
 
    She told me she had dark fantasies. Dark dreams. I can’t begin imagine what they could be, but I don’t judge her for them. If anything, I would like to see them, and understand her more for it. How dark could they be? Can I live them for her? 
 
    Yesterday she told me we would not have sex again, but today we did. I must have done something special to earn that right, but all I did was allow her to burn me with her cigarette, and again, I enjoyed it. I actually yearned for it. Why??  
 
    Josef lay hoping that the knock on the wall would come, but it didn’t and he drifted off to sleep. 
 
    His was awoken at around one am by the sound of talking from Juliette’s bedroom. It was two women, Juliette and someone else. Soon the talking turned into the sounds of sex, and then orgasms.  
 
    The temptation to go to the balcony to watch began to overwhelm Josef, so once again, he found himself leaning over the balcony watching Juliette, who had her head buried between another woman’s legs. He knew full well what she was doing.  
 
    As if sensing that someone was watching, she looked right over at Josef. However, this time, instead of a smile, a look of anger filled her face. She said something to the woman, then got up, walking towards Josef. Immediately, Josef realised that he should have stayed in bed and decided to run back into his room, rather than face the music.  
 
    Thinking he was safe, Josef crawled into bed, and sighed, hoping he hadn’t made her too angry. Just when he thought he was safe, he heard the balcony door open and saw Juliette step inside. She walked over to him, straddled his thin body, then slapped him hard on the cheek, then brought her right hand back down to backhand the other cheek. Immediately he brought his hands up to his face to protect himself.  
 
    “Hands down.” She whispered. He did as he was told and again she slapped his face. She continued a few more times, getting more and more worked up, before stopping, breathing heavily. “When I tell you that I don’t have time for you, I mean it. I’ll let you off this time but don’t do it again. The next time you do, I’ll pull you inside, and so help me God, I’ll beat you senseless. Am I understood?” 
 
    “Yes Mistress.” He said with a shiver.  
 
    “Good.” She leaned down and kissed him. “Go to sleep. I’ll see you tomorrow.” She walked to the balcony door, then stopped suddenly. “Do you have gym tomorrow?” He shook his head in the negative. She pulled down her black lacy knickers and handed them to him. “They should fit you. I expect you to wear these tomorrow for school. Okay?” 
 
    He was shocked. He picked up the black lace thong and held it up. They had lace-up sides, with thin straps hanging down. “I can’t wear women’s clothes.” 
 
    “They’re just panties. No-one will see. You’ll wear them. Don’t disobey me.” With that she left.  
 
    Josef lay there panting, holding the tiny panties. He slipped them on and felt his penis against under the satiny material. It felt good. Dropping his head back to the pillow, Josef began to think about the fact that she had easily just walked into his room. Walked in and beat him. The more he began to think about that, the stiffer his erection became. He began to imagine her walking in and kicking him, punching him, slapping his penis, burning him all over with cigarettes, and then he came, panting with a smile on his face.  
 
    Josef pulled out his diary and wrote onto the end of his last entry: 
 
    Okay, I think I get the dark fantasies... 
 
    Wednesday, June 29, 2005 
 
    It was a lovely dream, which came out of nowhere. He was receiving a magnificent blow-job from the girl of his dreams, Juliette. However, when he opened his eyes, he realised it wasn’t a dream. Juliette had come in through the balcony door, crawled under the covers, and sucked his dick.  
 
    “Mistress! What are you doing?? What if my parents come in??” He told her. 
 
    “You said they never do.” 
 
    “No, I said they almost never do.” 
 
    She just grinned, and continued to suck his cock. Suddenly, as if they had tempted fate, the door burst open and in walked his mother. He quickly did what he could to cover Juliette, making sure she was as invisible as possible. He was lucky that she was so thin. 
 
    “Rise and shine. Time to get up.” She placed some freshly ironed clothes on a chair, and opened his curtains. She had obviously been up awhile, as usual. “I suppose you’ll be at school late again tonight?” 
 
    Josef nodded quickly.  
 
    “Hmmm… Well don’t overdo it.” She told him. 
 
    Josef felt Juliette tickle his balls. He stifled a laugh as best he could as his mother walked out of the room, closing the door behind herself.  
 
    When the coast was clear, he pulled back the covers and let out a laugh. “I can’t believe you did that!” 
 
    Juliette sat up and kissed him. “Now, where did I leave off?” She went back down to his penis. “Such a cute little thing.” She squeaked, before putting it back in her mouth.  
 
    Once he came, she kissed him, pushing his sperm in his mouth which he dutifully swallowed.  
 
    “You have to admit, this is fun, me being in here. I might come and spend the night here tonight. Wouldn’t that be cool?” She giggled. 
 
    “No. No way. Do you know how much trouble I could get in??” 
 
    She held him tight. “Look, calm down. I don’t want to cause trouble with your parents but seriously, you’re eighteen, well nearly. So what if you have a girlfriend?” 
 
    “You don’t know my parents; it’s not that simple. First they have to approve of her, and she must be a devout Christian. Anyway, they’ve already made it clear what they think of you.” Her ears perked up at that and he immediately regretted mentioning it. 
 
    “Why? What did they say?” 
 
    He sighed, and tried to come up with a nice way of saying what his father said. “They don’t exactly approve of the way you dress.” 
 
    It was obvious what he meant. In fact, it was nothing new. She heard the same from her mother once, calling her a whore because of the lifestyle she chose, though to be fair, she never did much to hide it but why should she, she thought. If gays and lesbians were being encouraged to come out and show the world that they exist, then why shouldn’t the BDSM community? It was an ambition of Juliette’s to one day show the world that she, they, exist, and that they want to live the life they lead, without the judgement of others. However, for now it was just a nice dream.  
 
    “I’m sorry Mistress. I wanted to say something to shut him up, but it would have just made things worse for both of us.” He explained. 
 
    She smiled; a hint of a tear in her eyes. “Darling Josef, don’t worry. We will have to live with this sort of thing all our lives. Listen, if you ever feel the need to just get away from your parents, or if you need a place to stay, you know you are more than welcome at my place. Anytime.” 
 
    This time it was his turn to smile. “Except when your lovers are there.” 
 
    “Anytime. I’m sorry about last night. It was actually my girlfriend who was over last night. I hadn’t seen her for a long time and she was only over for one night. She actually told me that I should have invited you in, but it wasn’t the right time. Janette is a nice girl, but she’s a lesbian who really doesn’t like men. She is very cruel to them and is not for the faint of heart. I’ll introduce you when the time is right. Not sooner.” 
 
    They hugged momentarily; then heard his mother shouting. “Josef, move it!” 
 
    “I’d better go.” Juliette told him.  
 
    “Okay. I’ll see you later today.” 
 
    “Count on it.” She got up and walked to the balcony, stopping at the chair with the clothes. “I think tonight I’ll take you shopping for some decent clothes.” 
 
    “Thanks, but I don’t know when I’d be able to wear them. My mother buys all my clothes, and doesn’t give me any money to shop for my own. She would ask questions.” 
 
    “Don’t worry. You can keep them at my place.” She turned to leave. “Oh, and don’t forget to wear my panties. In fact, I noticed you already had them on overnight.” He was proud he did as he was told, and although they were tight, they fit. “Very cute. Very cute indeed. See you.” 
 
    She left via the balcony and Josef finally got up. He took off the knickers before heading for the shower, hiding them under the covers. 
 
    The whole day, Josef was conscious of the tight black silk knickers he was wearing. Every time he leaned forward at his desk, he prayed they weren’t visible. During the day, girls and boys from his class, who would be the ones with Pavel tormenting him in the past, were now acting like his best friend. 
 
    “What are you doing during the summer?” Tomas asked. 
 
    “Erm, I’m not sure yet. I may find a job, or I’ll go away with Juliette somewhere. Why?” He replied. 
 
    “No reason. Just me and a few others might go away somewhere with our girlfriends, to the mountains or something for a few days. Was wondering if you and your girl would like to join us?” 
 
    Josef shrugged. “Maybe. I’ll have to ask Juliette.” 
 
    The boy gave a shrug. “Whatever. Let us know.” Tomas turned to walk away, then on a second thought turned back. “Look, Josef, I’m really sorry for how we treated you in the past. I know it’s not your fault you dress the way you do. I suppose you don’t have it easy with your parents, do you? No offence or anything.” 
 
    “No, you’re right. Sometimes I just get the feeling my parents care more about God than they do about me. I really just need to get out of there. I might move in with Juliette one day.” 
 
    “Now that would be cool. Are you guys, you know, doing it?” 
 
    With a cheeky smile, Josef nodded. “’Course! She’s amazing.” 
 
    “Cool. How did you meet?” 
 
    “She’s our next door neighbour. She’s a fashion designer from Paris. I sneak over the balcony to her place every night. This morning she sneaked over to my room and my mother walked in while Juliette was, you know, sucking me. Luckily, my mother didn’t notice Juliette under the covers.” 
 
    “Jesus. That was close. She was blowing you?” 
 
    “Yeah, but I have to admit, it was a major turn on.” 
 
    “I bet.” 
 
    Juliette was waiting for him once again, outside the school gate, for the first time in what seemed like normal clothes. She had a short cream spaghetti strap summer dress on. It wasn’t until later that Josef noticed that Juliette wasn’t wearing any underwear, and in the right light, the dress was completely transparent, her pierced nipples clearly visible.  
 
    They kissed hello just as Tomas came walking past them. “Don’t forget to ask about the summer holiday,” he called to Josef, heading off. Tomas then did a double-take at Juliette, before tripping over his own feet. 
 
    “What was that about?” Juliette asked. 
 
    “Oh nothing. Apparently, Tomas and a few others are going away for a few days to the mountains with their girlfriends. He wanted to know if you and I would like to go.” Josef explained. 
 
    “Oh, so now they’re your friends after being such bastards to you in the past? Fuck them.” Juliette spat with hatred in her voice as if it was something she had herself experienced as a youth. “Come on, let’s go shopping.” 
 
    They walked to the centre of town, which was not far from the school. “These panties are really beginning to cause my bottom to itch.” 
 
    She gave a little giggle. “I forgot you had those on. You really are an obedient slave aren’t you? If that thong is causing your ass to itch, then it’s because they are too small for you. I’ll buy you your own set today. There’s a shop in London which sells women’s lingerie which has been designed to fit men. You’d like it there.” 
 
    “What makes you think I like wearing women’s underwear?” 
 
    “Because it’s sexier than men’s and it’s much more enjoyable to wear. Anyway, occasionally I’ll want you to dress up for me. I’ll design some sexy women’s clothes just for you.” 
 
    “But I don’t want to wear women’s clothes. They’re for women.” 
 
    “Nonsense. You see plenty of women wearing trousers and men’s clothes, so why can’t a man wear women’s clothes? Anyway, trust me, you’ll enjoy it. Did you not enjoy wearing the panties?” 
 
    “No. They were too tight.” 
 
    “But didn’t you feel naughty wearing them? Don’t you feel close to your Mistress knowing they were covering her cunt just yesterday?” 
 
    He looked down at his feet, ashamed to give the reply she already knew. Of course he enjoyed it. Just obeying her orders made him feel excited; he knew that he would end up wearing whatever she made for him because that was what she wanted and what made her happy. He was still confused as to why this made him feel good, but it did, and that’s all that mattered.  
 
    They walked into a department store on Wenceslas Square. It had plenty of smart clothes which would not anger his parents, yet would make him way more stylish. It was not expensive clothing really, but it was more than his parents could afford. For Juliette de Marche, it was pennies, but he didn’t know that.  
 
    He tried on some trousers and some short and long sleeve shirts, and finally made a choice. When they went to pay, the bill came to nearly four thousand Czech crowns.  
 
    “I can’t let you buy me all this stuff. It’s too much money.” He argued. 
 
    “Nonsense; that was only one hundred and forty euros; don’t worry. Anyway, you’ll work it off for me.” She informed him with a wink. On the same floor, they visited the lingerie section. She found a fair selection of knickers for him. One pair she especially liked. They were black satin, fairly loose, with white frills on each side. They looked cute. “These are perfect for you.” She said, as if he were her girlfriend.  
 
    “Shhh…” He urged her. 
 
    “Don’t shush your Mistress!” She ordered, loud enough for all to hear. 
 
    She paid for the panties, then asked the cashier where it was possible to buy a professionally made corset. The lady wasn’t totally sure but seemed to remember a lingerie shop which specialised in wedding underwear nearby, maybe they would know.  
 
    Josef was ordered to carry all the bags, which he would have done anyway as that was the polite thing to do, and they headed for the address they had just been given. It was a very small shop in the backstreets which did indeed specialise in wedding underwear and wedding corsets. Apparently they were handmade. The shopkeeper was a lady in the younger end of her thirties, and was immediately ready to help in any way possible. 
 
    “We’re after a couple of corsets. One should definitely be black; the other could be a red and black combination for example. It’s up to you.” Juliette explained. 
 
    “That’s not a problem, but they would have to be made. What sort of material would you be interested in? We can use a polyamide satin; that would be the cheapest option, right up to silk. Then ribbing, style, under breast or over?” 
 
    “The cost is not a concern. We would, of course, prefer silk. They should be over-breast, well ribbed, with front closures, and lace-up back. Definitely a Victorian style cut.” 
 
    The shopkeeper nodded and smiled. “What about suspenders?” 
 
    “Definitely. And matching panties if you can? Everything should be as feminine as possible, lots of lace.” 
 
    “Certainly. We will need a deposit, once you’ve approved the designs.” The shopkeeper explained, half expecting this to be a dream. This would be an expensive job, and a good customer. She would make sure the job was done to perfection.  
 
    “Not a problem.” 
 
    The lady reached for a tape measure. “Right, I’ll need to take your measurements.” She told Juliette. 
 
    Juliette immediately stepped back. “Sorry, no, they won’t be for me. They’re for him.” She pointed at Josef who was as red as a beetroot.  
 
    Surprisingly, the lady continued to be as professional as before. “Oh. In that case would you like me to make adjustments to the panties to be able to fit his,” she searched for the best word, “penis?” 
 
    Juliette smiled. “If you could, that would be superb.” 
 
    The shopkeeper, Jana, took all of Josef’s measurements. While she was doing it, she made conversation with Juliette. “I’ve actually had a customer who came in for a corset for her husband, though she just picked a white one off the shelf, rather than go through this sort of effort. She said she needed it for his training?” 
 
    Juliette could see where this was going. “Yes, it is the same for us. Josef has submitted to me as my slave. I am training him fully, and when he lives with me, I will occasionally expect him to serve me as my maid.” 
 
    “I’m sure he will make a fine maid.” They spoke as if he was not there. 
 
    Juliette looked at Josef with pride. At that moment, all embarrassment Josef felt drained out of him, and he lifted his head up high. “Yes, he is already proving to be an excellent slave. I’m very pleased.” Such strange words, yet Josef couldn’t help but feel an sense of elation to have pleased his new Mistress. It was all so new, yet everything simply felt right.  
 
    Once Jana was done, she turned to Juliette. “I will work on the designs personally and will have them ready by Monday next week. If I could take your name and number?” Juliette did better than that and handed her a business card. “Thank you. Before you go, may I ask a question?” 
 
    “Of course, ask away.” 
 
    “How did you get into this lifestyle? It is something that I have been interested in for a long time; yet I don’t know where to begin.” 
 
    “If it is something in which you’re truly interested, then just do it. If you have a boyfriend, then talk to him about it. If he truly loves you then he will respect your desires. You cannot tell somebody that they are not allowed to feel a certain way, he must give in to your feelings.” Juliette shrugged and shook her head in a very French way. “Alternatively, you could just start asking him to do things for you, such as make tea or coffee, or make the dinner. Lie down on the sofa in front of the television. If he wants to sit down, tell him your legs are tired and throw a cushion on the floor, and ask him to sit on the floor. When he is disobedient, put on a sad face until he does it. After a couple of weeks, if he is still disobedient, start getting angry, but in a playful way, spank his bottom. When you have sex, make sure you go on top. Then bit by bit, start to have less sex. Start having sex with him when he deserves a reward, in the meantime, have him lick you instead.” Juliette realised she was going into a bit too much detail. “Sorry. I’ll let you find out for yourself. You’ll work something out. Maybe one day we can talk about it over a coffee or something.” 
 
    The shopkeeper was smiling. “I’m actually married to a very understanding man. I’m sure we can come up with something. It’s one of the reasons I got into making corsets. I’ve always been fascinated with them, and the whole sexual aspect. Anyway, I’m keeping you. So Monday then?” 
 
    “Yes. Thank you.” 
 
    “Good bye; and thank you.” 
 
    “No problem.” Juliette turned to Josef. “Say good bye, slave.” 
 
    “Good bye madam.” 
 
    “Good bye slave. I promise you’ll enjoy you new corsets when they are finished.” 
 
    “Thank you madam.” 
 
    They went to one more shop where they picked up some sports casual clothes, and some shoes. It was only when they were leaving that shop that they realised they were late. Josef’s parents would be getting angry. Juliette called a taxi, which had them home in a fraction of the time a tram would have taken.  
 
    On the doorstep to the flats, they gave each other a quick kiss, and promised each other they would meet tonight. 
 
    “Where have you been boy??” His father screamed when he stepped inside. 
 
    In a sense of new found self-esteem, Josef lashed back out at his father. “I was at gym practice with my friends, then we went for a walk. I’m tired of not being allowed to see my friends. I’m almost eighteen!” 
 
    “You are more than welcome to have friends Josef, so long as they are good Christian friends! Maybe you need a lesson in the values of the lord, young man!” His father said, reaching for his belt.  
 
    Josef turned his back on his father, about to walk away, when he was grabbed, and whipped by his father. “Don’t you turn your back on me boy!” His father was so angry that he failed to notice a piece of the metal buckle had broken loose and slid down the belt. Josef cried out in pain as the metal tore through his back. Finally, he regained his courage, spun round and caught the belt, ripping it out of his father’s hands and throwing it to the ground. He ran for the front door.  
 
    “You honestly think God wants you to treat me like this!? Surely God just wants us all to be happy. Isn’t that why we have brains?” Josef screamed through the doorway, trying to mimic Juliette’s words. He ran down the stairs. 
 
    “God gave man brains to be able to learn the true meaning of the lord, and decide best how to get into heaven.” His father preached down the stairway.  
 
    The door to Juliette’s apartment opened, and Juliette came out. She looked straight into Josef’s father’s eyes, wanting to give him a piece of her mind, but chose not to get Josef into any more trouble than he already was. She could see the distaste in his face, as he looked at her. She slammed the door behind her and went running after Josef. The screaming of pain made its way all the way to her apartment. She fought her internal instincts to go help him, after all, he was her slave. But the time simply wasn’t right. Had she banged on the apartment door, then may have caused worse damage. However, upon seeing him running out of the apartment, she knew she needed to go after him.  
 
    Outside, Josef was nowhere to be seen. He had obviously run off somewhere. She considered going back inside and waiting; instead she wondered off after him, wherever he may be.  
 
    What had been an excellent day for Josef was turning into a nightmare. Thinking it would be best to get away from his father until he calmed down; Josef went running to the nearest park. Unfortunately, there Josef ran into Pavel. No words were said, none were necessary. Josef knew what was coming, and he didn’t have the energy or strength to fight back. Juliette found Josef minutes later, bruised and battered in a ditch in the park.  
 
    “Oh no. Josef, baby, come on, let’s get you up. Who did this to you?” She asked him. 
 
    He struggled to speak as the tears poured down his face. “Pavel from school.” 
 
    “Motherfucker!” She screamed; her passion genuine. “Fucking scum motherfucker! I’ll kill him!” 
 
    “No, don’t bother. He’s not worth it.” 
 
    “Oh he’s worth it. To top it off, you’re my slave, than means you are my property. Nobody damages my things!” 
 
    He had to smile at that, and she smiled with him. “Come on, let’s get you home.” 
 
    They hobbled back slowly. She considered taking him back to her place, but saw Josef’s father watching from the window. For all his bullshit, he still worried about his son. She walked him upstairs, and knocked on their door, which was immediately opened by the father.  
 
    “I found your son in the park. Some boy from his school did this to him. Maybe you should start listening to your son and his problems.” She told him with disgust. To Josef’s shame, he was forced to translate for his father.  
 
    He took him off her hands. “I don’t need lecturing about how to raise my son by the likes of you, thank you very much young lady.”  
 
    “Clearly parenting is going very well for you, ha?” She spat, leaning forward and pointing at him. “Likes of me? You claim to be a religious man, yes? You know Matthew seven? Do not judge, or you too will be judged. For in the same way you judge others, you will be judged, and with the measure you use, it will be measured to you. You are a hypocrite. You use the bible for your own measure, but do not understand it. All God is judging right now is how you treat your son, and for that, you will burn in hell!” 
 
    With that, Juliette stepped inside her apartment, and slammed the door. 
 
    Petr Strnad, father of Josef, either felt he needed to counter what Juliette had said, or was genuinely upset about what had happened. Either way, he led Josef into the bathroom where his mother came rushing in. The initial shock of her son cut and bruised, became angry, though not aimed at Josef, but at her husband.  
 
    “How could you let this happen?” Ludmila Strnadova complained. “If you had not been so foolish then our son would be home now.” 
 
    Petr was wiping the blood off his son’s face with a wet towel. “And what? If this didn’t happen today, it would have happened tomorrow. You think the boy that did this was not just waiting for the right time? Heathen boys like this are demons of the devil just waiting to pounce.” 
 
    This was all wrong. Josef had to say something. “No. You’re wrong. Pavel has been tormenting me for years. Why? Because of the way I dress, because of the fact I have no friends. Who caused all this? You both. What did you expect?” 
 
    “Son, Jesus went through years of torment. We all must face it.” His father tried to reason. 
 
    “Except I am not Jesus father, I’m an ordinary boy. This summer I have the chance to go away to the mountains with some new friends from school, I will go. This summer, I will also get a job, so I can afford to buy my own clothes and dress the way people dress in the 21st century. And just so you know; you see Pavel and his parents every Sunday at church. He is a Christian too, not a demon of the devil as you put it. Now please go and I’ll clean myself.” 
 
    The only response his parents could summon was a nod as they stood and walked out. He could still hear his parents arguing when he got to bed that night. For once, he felt as though his mother understood him, maybe just a bit, but it was a start. 
 
    Dear Diary, 
 
    Today was both the best and the worst day of my life. After spending a lovely afternoon with Juliette, shopping for clothes, I arrived home late. Dad tried to beat me and so we ended up in a fight. I ran out and ran straight into Pavel, who beat me up.  
 
    Finally, I managed to stand up to my father and I shall go on holiday with Juliette and my new friends from school. We are going to the mountains somewhere. I’m looking forward to it but I’m a little nervous about how she’ll treat me in front of my new friends. 
 
    Juliette had me wearing her knickers today; in fact, she wants me to permanently wear women’s underwear. I do have to admit I felt great wearing them. The material is better than men’s and I felt sexy wearing them. For some reason, I think I understand why she wants me to wear them. Pain is more than physical, it’s also emotional. She likes to see my internal fight. At least I think it’s that. 
 
    I’ll see Juliette tonight. I’m looking forward to her so much. Love is wonderful. 
 
    Josef heard the knock on the wall and walked onto the balcony. He climbed over to her side and went in. There she was, lying in a black satin babydoll, a matching suspender belt and stockings. 
 
    “Come in slave, and take off your clothes.” She ordered. 
 
    “Yes Mistress.” He immediately took off everything. She noticed he was still wearing her panties.  
 
    “Come to bed.”  
 
    They kissed for a few minutes. “Today we’re going to try something new. You may not enjoy it at first, but please trust me, understand?” 
 
    He knew to trust her now. She knew what she was doing. “I understand.” 
 
    “Good. Get on your knees and grab hold of the headboard.” She then tied his hands to the railings and blindfolded him. For a few minutes, she disappeared into the bathroom; then she reappeared without the nightie and with a strap-on penis. She rubbed some lubricant on the penis and then on his anus, making sure to rub it inside him. He inhaled suddenly when she placed a second finger in. Then she placed the tip of the dildo on his anus and gently pushed. Eventually the head slid past the sphincter muscle and Josef screamed.  
 
    “Take it out! It hurts!”  
 
    She took it out and went over to a cupboard, pulling out a gag. She put the red ball gag into his mouth and fastened the buckles behind his head, tight. He tried to complain but it just came out as a muffled noise. 
 
    Once again, Juliette pushed the dildo into his behind. He screamed into the gag and she ignored it, pushing in further, slowly. When she was all in, she stopped and waited. He finally stopped screaming and went completely quiet, breathing heavily into the gag. She pulled out and pushed in, slowly, progressively falling into a rhythm. Josef began moaning into the gag. She reached around him and found his penis hard as a rock; he was enjoying it, she reasoned. Her leg muscles worked hard as she fucked him, one hand on his shoulder and one on his hips. After fucking his behind for more than fifteen minutes, she pulled out, untied his hands and made him lie on his back. She then re-entered him and fucked him in the missionary position, her eyes constantly in contact with his. 
 
    “I really enjoy this. I feel so powerful fucking men up the ass.” The inside of the strap-on had a dildo for her, and she became more and more excited as the plastic rubbed against her clit and inside her. It took her but a few more minutes to orgasm, but even when she did, she didn’t stop fucking him. She didn’t need to do it long until he came himself, his breathing heavy. It was strange to him that he did not really orgasm, but he came hard.  
 
    She took off his gag and began feeding the cum to him, which he ate without argument. He was confused; was he gay? If he liked this then he must be gay, but he loved women.  
 
    “What’s wrong slave?” She asked him. 
 
    His mouth opened but nothing came out. He sighed instead. “Nothing.” 
 
    A smile formed on Juliette’s face. She knew exactly what the problem was. “Oh I see. You’re scared that you might be gay, because you enjoy this fucking; right?” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “Well don’t worry, you’re not. You’re maybe bisexual, but you’re not gay. If you could, you would fuck me all night, wouldn’t you?” 
 
    He lit up. “Oh yes!” 
 
    She smiled. “See. But you’re definitely bisexual.” 
 
    “Why do you say?” 
 
    “Everyone is.” 
 
    He snorted, “not everyone, surely.” 
 
    She played with his nipples, pulling and twisting them. “Everyone, though not everyone knows it. You may not find men attractive, but you’ll enjoy the sex, you’ll see.” 
 
    This surprised him a little. Was she going to introduce him to gay sex? That was definitely not something which interested him, in the slightest.  
 
    “Is that one of your dark fantasies?” He asked her. 
 
    She burst out laughing. “Dark fantasies? Male on male sex? No, that is not a dark fantasy. Trust me, you don’t want to know my dark fantasies.” 
 
    “I do.” 
 
    “No, you don’t.” 
 
    “Really I do.” 
 
    “Why?” She asked, genuinely interested. 
 
    “Because how can I possibly know the real you, if I don’t know everything about you?” 
 
    She liked his reasoning. “Trust me, you know the real me, my dark fantasies are not the real me.” 
 
    Josef kissed her forehead. “You don’t need to be embarrassed.” 
 
    “I don’t want to scare you.” 
 
    “You won’t.” 
 
    She thought for a while. “Do you know what asphyxiation is?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “It’s when someone can’t breathe.” She took a deep breath herself. “I have this fantasy about asphyxiating someone.” 
 
    “Me?” He asked with a sly smile. 
 
    She returned the smile, though a little sheepishly. “Yes.” 
 
    “Completely, or just some-way.” 
 
    “Both.” 
 
    He thought about it. “I won’t dig much deeper, but I really wouldn’t say it’s so bad. So, what you are saying is that you would say, put a bag over my head and not allow me to breathe until I turn purple, and then in some of the dreams you release me.”  
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “And in some you don’t?” 
 
    She nodded, carefully, studying him. “Yes.” 
 
    He pulled her hand to his penis, and found it was rock hard. “And how do you feel, watching me as I can’t breathe?” 
 
    “Oh I feel so good.” She seemed relieved to even speak about it. “I come over and over, watching you fade away. I know, I’m a freak. I want to fuck you again.” She told him. 
 
    “You know, I think I’m a little sore.” He said, though she still hadn’t removed the cock from him. She started rocking in and out of him. “No really, I’m serious. I-I’m sore…oh god!” Her grin was evil; she licked her lips.  
 
    “I’m so turned on talking to you about this. Are you scared?” 
 
    “Yes. But I’m glad I am.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Because it turns me on to be scared. I feel strange, tingling. The fear feels good. What other fantasies do you have?” 
 
    “Well,” she paused with a smile. “I want to sleep in your bed tonight.” She told him as she pumped the penis in and out of him. 
 
    “I-I can’t. What if my parents find us?” 
 
    “Don’t worry. They won’t. Now, will you do anything for your Mistress?” 
 
    “Yes, of course Mistress.” 
 
    “Good.” 
 
    That night they fell asleep in each other’s arms, in his bed.  
 
    Thursday, June 30th, 2005 
 
    Surprisingly enough, Pavel was not at school. He was obviously scared. It was easy to attack someone who was not expecting it, but to fight someone who had a lot of built up anger was just plain stupid. However, Josef was more worried about what Juliette would do if she caught him. 
 
    The morning was interesting. Josef woke to find Juliette lowering her pussy to his mouth. Luckily enough, this time his mother didn’t enter the room. She even wanted him to take a shower with her, but when he explained that they would have to walk past the kitchen to get to the bathroom, she agreed it was a little risky. It was really funny to Josef. On the one hand, she claimed to be a dominatrix but on the other, Josef felt she had a really loving and soft side, respecting his wishes.  
 
    Tomas made a point of bringing up the trip away again. “It’ll be in the Sumava mountains. My grandparents have a summer house there.” 
 
    “I still don’t know for sure with Juliette, but I definitely want to go.” 
 
    “What about your parents?” Tomas asked. 
 
    “Don’t worry. I told them I’m going and that’s final. Anyway, it’s my birthday next week. I turn eighteen, I can do what I like.” 
 
    Tomas smiled. “Cool. Well, we’re planning on going next week on Monday for one week. When’s your birthday?” 
 
    “Saturday next. It’ll be all right. We can celebrate my birthday there.” 
 
    “Yeah! We can get really drunk!” 
 
    Josef had never been drunk before. Sure he had tried wine but he had never been drunk. He shrugged. “Yes. Wonderful!” 
 
    It was the last day of school before the summer holidays, and Josef was surprised and disappointed to find that Juliette was not waiting for him. However, when he got home, he found a note on his bed. He was a little disturbed to find she had been in his room again, but at the same time, he couldn’t help but feel turned on by her actions.  
 
    My dear slave, 
 
    Sorry I couldn’t meet you at school today. A friend of mine has arrived in Prague, and I need to be with her tonight. I’m really sorry. 
 
    You may masturbate if you like.  
 
    Love, 
 
    Mistress Juliette xxx 
 
    Damn! Josef was really upset now. Well, what did he expect? She was much older than him, at least he thought so. In fact, he wasn’t sure of her age. 
 
    Dear Diary, 
 
    Last night, Mistress and I tried something new. She had a plastic penis which she wore. She used this penis on my anus. It really hurt at first, but I actually loved it in the end. It was amazing. Then she spent the whole night in my bed, sleeping with me. 
 
    We had an interesting discussion about fantasies. She told me one of hers, which the more I thought about it, the more I would like to try. It’s funny, but at first I struggled to understand the concept of dark fantasies, but last night I had my own. I dreamt that she locked me up in a room, never to release me again, and just hit me, over and over. I begged her to stop but she just laughed at me. The more she laughed, the more excited I got.  
 
    Again, today I wore women’s underwear, this time the new ones she bought me. I’m beginning to love that too. 
 
    Once again, Josef was interrupted by a knock on the wall. He walked onto the balcony and over into her bedroom, where Juliette was waiting on her bed with a beautiful blonde girl. They were both smiling.  
 
    Juliette wiggled her finger at him.  
 
    “This is your end of school present from me.” Juliette told him as he approached her. “This is my good friend Nikki, from England.” 
 
    She was gorgeous; very big breasts, though obviously fake, well, obvious to anyone other than Josef. 
 
    “Say hello.” Juliette told him. 
 
    “Hello Nikki.” He told her. 
 
    He received a slap round the face, and was then backhanded. He held his hand to his cheek. 
 
    “That’s not how you speak to your Mistress. Now, greet her correctly.”  
 
    “Hello Mistress Nikki.” He said nervously. 
 
    “Hello slave.” Nikki’s voice was posh. “Now, show me how else you greet your Mistress.” 
 
    Juliette shook her head. “He hasn’t been taught that yet.” 
 
    “Well now is a good time to learn.” Nikki stood up. “Slave, kiss my feet. Each one.” 
 
    Josef did as he was told.  
 
    “Good. You will greet your Mistress like that every time you see her, understood?” 
 
    “Yes Mistress Nikki.” 
 
    “Good slave.” 
 
    Nikki and Juliette started kissing. Within minutes they were in a sixty-nine position, licking each other. Josef remained on his knees watching; for him it was something amazing. It was never something Josef even imagined, but suddenly he was getting extremely aroused by seeing these too women making love to each other. 
 
    “Slave. Put this on.” Juliette handed him a strap-on penis, which strapped to his face. He put it on as ordered. “Good. Now put this on.” She handed him a normal strap-on penis, which he put over his. “Now lie down.” 
 
    Juliette sat down on the strap-on cock which was strapped-on over his own, whereas Nikki sat herself down on his face. They started kissing each other again, rubbing themselves on each penis, bobbing up and down on them. They started to get faster and faster. Josef really wasn’t all that keen on Nikki’s weight, as little as it was, bouncing up and down on his face, though he was not about to complain. He did have to admit that the scenario was more than exciting.  
 
    Finally, they came and climbed off him.  
 
    “Come on, the bathroom.” They told him, grabbing an arm each. 
 
    “Climb into the bath.” Juliette told him. “Lie down.” He climbed into the massive corner bath, and lay down. They climbed in and stood over him. “Get further down, ‘till your face is under us.” He did. All of a sudden, they started urinating. He felt repulsed but he did not move. “Open your mouth and drink.” He didn’t want to do it, how could he do it? Surely he would be sick if he drank urine? “Open your mouth now!!!” She screamed, knowing full well that anyone could hear, including his parents. He didn’t do it. They stopped urinating, holding it in. “This is your last chance Josef. Open your mouth and drink. If you don’t do it, then I’ll beat you black and blue, of that I promise. I may have been nice to you ‘till now, but you will discover what it’s like to have a Mistress. Now open your mouth.” He shook his head. Juliette shrugged, “okay, if that’s how you want it.” They finished urinating on him, showered him, then both grabbed him hard, literally dragging him through to another room which he had never seen before. 
 
    “What’s this?” He asked, suddenly shocked to see a room very similar to the one in his dreams. 
 
    “Shut the fuck up. You had your chance.” Juliette told him. 
 
    The room was like a dungeon, with a cross on the wall, a strange table, lots of chains and whips. They chained his hands to the ceiling and his feet to the floor. Then they turned some handles, which in turn pulled him up until he was suspended. He was then locked in that position. Nikki then placed a gag in his mouth. 
 
    “You will regret not drinking our piss. You will be punished.” Juliette told him. Both held cat o’ nine tails whips.  
 
    They took aim, on each side of his back, and began whipping at full force. Josef screamed into his gag, his eyes wide open. He had never felt such pain in all his life. He tried to tell them but to no avail; they just kept whipping over and over, on his behind, his back and his legs. By the time they finished, over one-hundred and fifty whips later, Josef was dazed, and blood was starting to run down his legs, but at the same time he seemed lost in some high experience, as if drugged. At some point the pain went so far beyond that it became to feel pleasurable. He began to feel like he was flying, looking down at himself, seeing each strap of the whip hit him in slow-motion, stroking his back. He had entered something called subspace, which he would learn about later. 
 
    Juliette cleaned him up, then they let him down. He mumbled something to them they didn’t hear. 
 
    “Now you have a chance to prove yourself.” Nikki told him. “I need another piss.” 
 
    “Me too.” Juliette told her. 
 
    The pulled him into the batch, into the same position as before. “Open your mouth.” They told him. This time, he complied, more through the sudden feeling of fatigue than anything else. “Good.”  
 
    They pissed into his mouth and he made sure to swallow as much as he could. When they finished, Juliette seemed happier but expressed a disappointed look. 
 
    “Good slave. That’s what you should have done in the first place. Now come to bed.” 
 
    Juliette and Nikki each put on a strap-on and lubricated them. “Guests get first go.” She told Nikki. 
 
    “Thank you darling.” Nikki replied, positioning herself behind Josef, who was waiting on his hands and knees. As he felt her enter him, he heard Juliette put on a CD. The slow sounds of Massive Attack were new to him, but he felt it was something to which he could get used. Nikki fucked him slowly and sensuously. Juliette soon returned to him and presented the phallus in front of his mouth. Instinctively, he kissed it. “Suck it.” She told him. He tried to remember what she had done to him when she gave him oral sex, and tried to replicate it, even though there was no way she could feel it.  
 
    They took turns in fucking him for another hour. There was no pain this time, and each sensation felt like he was being given wave upon wave of pleasure. 
 
    Finally, Juliette walked him to the balcony door. “You disappointed me today Josef. I will deal with you properly tomorrow. Good night.” 
 
    “Good night Mistress.” He started to leave, but stopped to turn back. “I’m sorry Mistress.”  
 
    “I know you are. We’ll speak about it later.” 
 
    “Mistress?” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “Something happened to me, whilst you were whipping me.” He explained. “I can’t quite explain it, but I felt like I left my body.” 
 
    Juliette’s face lit up. “You experienced subspace. I’ll tell you more about it tomorrow, but you should be glad. It’s an amazing experience, and you handled it well.” 
 
    She blew him a kiss, and left. 
 
    Josef struggled to sleep, feeling deep regret at not trusting Juliette. He somehow knew she would never do anything to truly hurt him, so he should’ve just gone along with it. It was one of those moments where a person wishes he could turn back time.  
 
    Just as Josef was falling asleep, his balcony door opened and the two women walked in, dildos still attached. He didn’t hear them enter, but he did feel their touch. He smiled as Juliette pulled him up.  
 
    “Will your parents be asleep?” She asked. 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Let’s go to the kitchen.” 
 
    Josef’s eyes bolted open. He almost said no, but instead his penis became hard and he smiled. “Yes Mistress.” 
 
    They crept to the kitchen, where he was bent across the table and fucked by both girls. They did what they could to remain quiet, and it worked. Josef came over the tabletop.  
 
    “I should clean it up.” He said. 
 
    “Leave it there.” Nikki said as Juliette walked away. 
 
    “Where’s she going?” Josef panicked. 
 
    “Don’t worry about that.” Nikki grinned. “Get down, I need a piss.” 
 
    “Yes Mistress.” 
 
    Juliette arrived back and waited for Nikki to finish. Josef looked up to see Juliette holding three toothbrushes. “Which one is yours?” 
 
    “The blue one.” 
 
    She slipped it under the band of the strap-on, and then she took the other two and rubbed them in Josef’s cum. Josef was about to say something, but then he stopped and sighed.  
 
    Nikki whispered, “I heard what happened, and this was my idea. I don’t think you would like my other idea.” 
 
    “She wanted you to piss on them,” Juliette explained, “which I thought was a good idea but maybe a little too far for you.” 
 
    Josef knelt down to his Mistress’ feet. “Do you want me to do it?” 
 
    Juliette smiled. “Yes I do.” 
 
    Josef took his dad’s toothbrush over to the kitchen sink, then urinated on it. Both girls laughed. 
 
    That night, both girls spent the night with Josef. “I told Nikki about the subspace, how it was your first time. She didn’t think you should be alone for the come-down. She’s right, it can be a frightful experience.” 
 
    

  

 
  
   TWO 
 
    Friday, July 1st, 2005 
 
    “What are you doing today Josef?” His mother asked. 
 
    “I thought I’d go and play football with my friends.” He told her. 
 
    She frowned. “Okay. But I also want this flat cleaning. Whilst you’re at home, you may as well be of some help.” 
 
    Josef sighed. “Yes mother.” 
 
    After his mother left, he considered going to knock on Juliette’s door, but decided to wait for her instead. It was about ten in the morning when Josef heard Juliette say good bye to Nikki. She came straight to his door and rang the bell.  
 
    Josef opened the door and saw his mistress in a black rubber mini-dress. They didn’t say a word. She just grabbed him by the head and pulled him into her flat, right into the dungeon where he’d been in the night before.  
 
    “Strip! Now!” She screamed.  
 
    He began to shake with nerves. Once he was naked, she pulled him over what looked like a gymnastics horse, and locked his hands and feet in place. She then went over to her whips and selected a riding crop.  
 
    “Count them.” She ordered. 
 
    He screamed out a ‘one’ as the first lash landed on him. Thirty nine more and he was begging for mercy. His backside was purple. She only released him to chain him to the ceiling and floor again. She then took a bullwhip and started lashing his back with that. Screamed in pain, tears running down his face, begging for her to stop, he could see she was enjoying herself, that this was beyond punishment. After twenty, she paused, came round to his front, and attached clips with weights attached to his nipples and scrotum.  
 
    “This is punishment for last night. I know later you were very brave and you did a great job, but you must accept your punishment for misbehaving.  
 
    “It is now ten-thirty. At around twelve, I will consider stopping. It would be wise for you to not beg for mercy, and to take this punishment like an adult. Trust me. If you cannot, then you are useless to me as a slave.” 
 
    She went back to whipping his back with the bullwhip. She knew his back would be scarred by what she was doing but it was nothing to what was to come. She opened up some piercing needles, took the clips off Josef, causing him to scream in pain, then slowly started to press the needle through his right nipple. Again he screamed in pain, but it wasn’t over as she did the other one. When she pulled the needles out, Josef saw she had left two tubes in his nipples.  
 
    She then took two strange looking curved needles and then got down on her knees. She looked up at him. Fear was rife all over his face, he knew exactly what she wanted to do, but he didn’t dare argue. He could leave at any time, but he didn’t want to. He wanted only to serve her, and she knew it, that was why she had to do what she was going to do.  
 
    Juliette looked up at him, waiting for his reaction. “Please do it.” He begged her. 
 
    She pushed the needle through the head of his penis, then she slipped a ring through. Josef actually didn’t scream, but he did become dizzy and actually passed out.  
 
    When he came to, he found he was tied to a table, and the tubes in his nipples had been replaced by two small metal bars, a small metal ball was visible above his belly button, as was in his through the head of his penis. To his right stood Juliette, whip in hand. She spent the next twenty minutes whipping his chest, penis, and legs. She then untied him, and tied him back over the horse. She whipped his backside some more. He was bleeding from certain spots, but it didn’t stop her.  
 
    “More please Mistress.” He begged. 
 
    “Now you are pleasing me.” She told him, and doubled her intensity. 
 
    Finally, he was untied and led to the shower where she washed all the blood off him. She then told him to get under her pussy and open his mouth. “Swallow every drop.” She urinated into his mouth. “Good bitch.” She told him. 
 
    She helped him dry off, then as she stood in front of him, she kneed him straight in the testicles. He collapsed on the ground, tears in his eyes.  
 
    “Move your hands away.” She ordered. Slowly, he moved his hands which were covering his testicles. She kicked him hard with the roof of her foot. He started to move to cover his testicles again, but Juliette gave him a look which said that he would regret it if he did, so he moved his hands back. She kicked him a few more times, the last one a full swing of her leg. “Get on your knees and crawl to the bedroom.” As he did, she kicked his backside, laughing at him. “Move it. Faster bitch! I said move you fucking cunt!!” She picked up the riding crop she had left in the bedroom. “Keep crawling around cunt.” As he did, she whipped his behind.  
 
    She opened a cupboard and pulled something out. It was a type of bar which went into his mouth, and tied around to become reins for a horse. Sitting down on him, she pulled on the reins, forcing his head back. She then whipped the side of his right leg. “Now move the way I’m guiding you.” He crawled the way she directed him. Whenever he started to go the wrong way, she pulled on the reins. Finally they reached her front door, which she duly opened it and that was when he started to panic into the gag. “You’d better hope that nobody sees you then.” She led him into the landing of the building and made him crawl up the hard concrete stairs, then down again, a few times, with her riding him. Luckily for him, nobody saw them.  
 
    Finally, they went back inside her flat and back to the bedroom where she ‘dismounted’ him. Once again though, she started to kick him, grinning as she did. He lay in the foetal position as she kicked him hard all over. She grabbed his face. “Now you know what will happen if you ever disobey me again. And next time, it will be much worse. Understand?”  
 
    “Yes Mistress.” He hid a little grin which he thought she didn’t notice. Secretly, he had truly enjoyed the punishment, though he didn’t understand why, and found himself looking forward to the next, much worse, punishment. 
 
    His grin did not go unnoticed, and as such Juliette began trying to figure him out. “Good. Your punishment is not over.” She found a dark plastic bag and carried it over. Josef stared at it for a second. 
 
    “If you want to then let’s do it.” Josef told her. 
 
    “Do what?” Juliette asked, confused. 
 
    “The bag.” Josef said, pointing at the black plastic bag. “Your dark fantasy. Let’s do it.” Then his eyes went wide. “Not all the way of course!” 
 
    Juliette’s mouth was open. She reached into the bag and pulled out black thong knickers, and a black corset with suspenders. “I only wanted you to put these on.” She explained, handing him the clothes. 
 
    “Oh.” He seemed disappointed. 
 
    “Oh honey, I’m so glad you want to fulfil all my fantasies. Don’t worry, we’ll do that. I have a hood I can use to choke you. Another time, okay?” 
 
    “Okay.” He said with a smile. She took his face in her hands and kissed him. 
 
    Whilst he was dressing in the lingerie, she pulled out a black satin skirt, a black satin blouse, and a small frilly white apron, from her cupboard, and handed them to him. “Put these on too. You can clean my flat in them.” 
 
    Suddenly a look of dread came over Josef. “What?” Juliette asked him. 
 
    “I have to clean the flat.” He told her. 
 
    Juliette looked confused. “Yes, and?” 
 
    “No Mistress. I have to clean my flat!” 
 
    A smile formed on Juliette’s face. “Well, that’s brilliant. Come on, let’s do your make-up.” 
 
    She actually made him up well, instead of looking whorish, he was surprised to find that with the right hair, he could pass for a fairly good looking girl. 
 
    “Let’s go.” 
 
    Juliette spent her time designing clothes whilst Josef worked. Occasionally she checked how he was doing, but she was more than surprised with the result. “You’re cleaning my flat tonight! I can never get it this clean.” 
 
    He shrugged. “If I didn’t do it properly, then mother would make me do it again.” 
 
    Josef was just taking his make-up off when Juliette peered out of the window. “I think I can see your mother.” She told him nonchalantly. 
 
    “Oh fuck!” Josef cried out, scrubbing his face. “I still need to change.” 
 
    “Where did you learn, oh fuck?” Juliette laughed, then she grabbed the cotton-swab off him. “Give me that, you’ll scrub your face off.” She poured make-up remover on the swab and gently wiped all the make-up off. “Just take your skirt and blouse off and put your normal clothes on over the top.” 
 
    “What about the stockings?” 
 
    “Socks over the top.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    Josef managed climb into his room in time for his mother to find him. 
 
    “Oh, here you are.” She started. “You did a very nice job of the flat Josef, thank you.” 
 
    “You’re welcome.” She shut the door and Josef collapsed on the bed.  
 
    Dear Diary, 
 
    Yesterday, Mistress introduced me to her English friend Nikki. I watched them have sex with each other, then they used their false penises on me. They also made me drink their urine; the first time I didn’t want to do it, and for that they beat me, but later I did it and it was not so bad. The beating was a bit weird. I felt so good after, like I’d been drugged. I want it again. Juliette told me it was something called subspace, a state where the chemicals in your brain cause you to leave your body, psychologically. 
 
    Later they came round to spend the night with me, and fucked me over the kitchen table while my parents were asleep. They actually rubbed my semen on my parent’s toothbrushes, and then I wee’d on dad’s. He deserved it. 
 
    Mistress punished me again today by whipping me all over, then she pierced my nipples, belly and penis. It looks weird and right now my penis hurts, but not as much as I expected, and strangely, I kind of like the pain.  
 
    Then she made me clean both her and my flats dressed as a maid, with make-up. I felt really good. It was great fun, and I felt so nice dressed as a woman.  
 
    Tonight Mistress is sleeping in my room; she is right next to me now, but she’s busy with her drawings. I really love her. I think she thought I was going to leave her when she beat me, but I just wanted her to continue to beat me; I don’t know why; I just felt so close to her. Then this evening she gave me a colonic irrigation. It felt weird but I feel better for it. 
 
    Tonight she has made me sleep in a pink silk nightie with a lacy pattern all around it, and matching knickers, which completely cover my behind, and strings which tie around the sides. Juliette pulled them tight causing them to bunch up. God it feels good. I don’t know what she’s doing to me, but I just want more. I want to be dressed like this forever. What’s wrong with me??? Fuck it! I don’t care, I want more!! 
 
    “I think I’ll start calling you Joe.” Juliette said, suddenly. 
 
    Josef looked up from his diary, then closed it, putting it in the hiding place. “Nobody ever called me Joe. It’s not Czech. But I like it.” He paused. “Why?” 
 
    “Because Joe could also be short for Joanna, which is what I’ll start calling you when you’re dressed.” She said with a smile. “Come here and bend over my lap.” Joe did as he was told and lay over her knees. She lifted up his nightie and began to spank his behind. The worry that his parents may hear was stuck in the back of Joe’s mind, but he needn’t have; no-one came in.  
 
    Reaching for her handbag, Juliette asked; “do you know why I washed your ass out?” 
 
    “No Mistress.” He replied, as he watched her put on rubber gloves and pull out some KY gel.  
 
    “Because,” she gasped, sitting back up, “I’m going to give you a new experience. Now pull down your panties and get on your hands and knees.” He did as he was told, feeling the cool tingle of the lubricant touch the bud of his anus; this was soon followed by a finger, then another. Moments later, Josef had the full feeling of four slender fingers trying to invade his anus. At that point, she added more fingers from her other hand and began to stretch his anus. The pain grew beyond belief. Then he felt her add her thumb and push harder. He fought back the desire to scream, instead biting down hard on the cushion. Juliette pulled back a little then pushed forward again, wiggling slightly to allow the sphincter muscle to pass over her knuckles; and finally after the sixth push, and tears of pain from Josef, the hand slid inside him. She slowly pushed in and formed a fist. 
 
    “How do you like it bitch?” 
 
    “Oh fuck, it’s nice Mistress.” He gasped, surprised at how quickly the pain became a dull pressure. 
 
    “Good.” She began to push in and out faster. “Take it bitch. I know you love your ass to be fucked, don’t you?” 
 
    “Yes Mistress. Fuck! More, put more in!” 
 
    “Shhhh...” She hushed him. 
 
    “Ah screw them, fuck me with your arm!” 
 
    She fisted his ass for about fifteen minutes, then reached around with her free hand and slowly stroked his penis, not masturbating him as such, but more like milking him. Finally, he came, but didn’t have any sort of orgasm, leaving him feeling extremely horny. She took her hand out of him and threw the gloves in the bin.  
 
    “You may lick me now bitch.” She said, as she sat on his face. 
 
    Monday, July 4th, 2005 
 
    “Are you sure you have everything?” His mother asked him. 
 
    “Yes mother. I do.” 
 
    “Are you sure you’ll be okay?” 
 
    “Yes mother.” 
 
    “And be good!”  
 
    “Yes Mistress.”  
 
    Josef shut the door before his mother could say anything. 
 
    “You all set?” Juliette asked, coming out of the door. 
 
    Josef gave a yawn. “Yes Mistress.” 
 
    “Then let’s go. Where are we meeting them?” 
 
    “Andel bus station.” 
 
    On the tram, Josef told her what happened with his mother. Juliette laughed it off but Josef was more concerned. “My mother didn’t look angry as much as confused. I’m worried she might start to suspect and will search my room.” 
 
    “So? What would she find?” 
 
    “Nothing while I’m away, but when I am there then my diary.” 
 
    “Why do you keep that thing?” Juliette was sitting on his knee. She was wearing a black leather mini-skirt, with a lace-up leather corset, and stockings; as such the skirt was riding up, exposing the lacy tops of the stockings and the clips of the suspenders. Of course this attracted looks from others around, especially men. 
 
    “I don’t know. I suppose because I can’t really speak to anyone about what I’m feeling, so I write it down.” 
 
    “You can talk to me.”  
 
    Josef laughed. “Yes Mistress, but who do I talk to about you?” 
 
    Juliette spoke in a hushed voice. “You may want to be a little quieter when you call me Mistress.” 
 
    Josef shrugged. “Aren’t I meant to be your subordinate?” 
 
    Juliette’s eyes widened, as did her grin. “Just how deep do you want this to go, Joe?” 
 
    “As much as you do Mistress.” 
 
    She shook her head. “Oh you have no idea what you’re letting yourself in for. I’d love for this to be completely full time, that means in public too, but I didn’t know if you’re ready.” 
 
    “I’m ready Mistress. Trust me.” 
 
    “What about with your friends?” 
 
    “Well, that’s really up to you, isn’t it Mistress?” Josef reasoned. “I mean, if you really want to be my Mistress, then it’s not really up to me to decide what is or isn’t right for me. You wouldn’t do anything which would not be right for me.”  
 
    Josef saw the grin slowly form on her face. “You honestly want to go that far?” 
 
    “Yes Mistress, I do.” 
 
    “Well then I suppose it is up to me, isn’t it? Good job I packed some equipment.” She stopped speaking in a quiet voice and began to speak normally. “Slave, you shouldn’t be sitting down. Kneel before your Mistress.” 
 
    She stood up, letting Josef out, then he waited for her to sit before he kneeled down in front of the entire tram. He heard sharp intakes of breath, some giggling, some words of disgust, and one person applauded. 
 
    “Good slave. So this is how it is going to be. We are going to behave normally until we reach the cottage, once we all get the chance to get to know each other, I’ll bring up our sexual relationship and gauge how they react. If they all seem fine with it, then you will be my slave for the duration we are there, if not, then we will have a good time anyway. But I still expect you to carry my bags, do my cleaning up, etcetera. Understand slave?” 
 
    “Yes Mistress. I am here to serve you.” 
 
    “Good girl.” She told him, and patted his head. 
 
    All his new friends were waiting. They were all introduced. Tomas was with his girlfriend Sarka. With them was another schoolmate, Libor, and his girlfriend Natalia. Juliette took an instant shine to Natalia. “She’s fucking gorgeous!” Juliette whispered to Josef. Natalia had long straight red hair and massive breasts, even with her modelesque figure. Her dress-sense was not too dissimilar to Juliette’s either. They took an instant liking to each other, spending the whole journey chatting in French, which secretly bothered Josef. He hated when he did not understand; he felt left out, and lonely. 
 
    Finally, they arrived at their destination, and from there it was a few kilometres into the middle of nowhere up a mountain, to the cottage.  
 
    “What will we do for food?” Juliette asked them. 
 
    “About a kilometre from the cottage in the other direction is a small shop for the few holiday homes not far from here. I’ve brought supplies for a couple of days, and plenty of booze.” Tomas said with a grin. 
 
    “I can drink you under the table boy.” Juliette grinned at him sinisterly. 
 
    “We’ll just have to see about that.” 
 
    As they walked up to the cottage, Josef noticed that he was not the only one carrying his lady’s bags. Natalia had made a point of walking away from the bus empty-handed as Libor waited for the driver to unload the bus. He carried the bags ever since then. Josef considered speaking to Libor about it, wondering if Libor was also submissive, but decided against for the time-being.  
 
    In her oversized Gucci shades, Juliette’s look was cool and sexy. She could’ve been a model. Joe noticed Libor and Tomas sneaking looks. It didn’t help that Juliette’s already large enough breasts were being pushed up further by the corset, laced up at the front, ready to burst open. 
 
    “This is it.” Tomas told them. 
 
    Juliette stared at the house. “This is not a cottage Tomas.” Juliette told him. “It’s a fucking log mansion.”  
 
    “My grandparents built it themselves, in 1967, just before the Russians came. The communists took it off them, made some improvements here and there, then after the restitution in the nineties my grandparents got it back, made more improvements, and here we are.” 
 
    “It’s very nice. I can imagine it’s nice in the winter.” 
 
    “Very. We should make another trip when there’s snow. Anyway, it’s practically mine now. My grandparents are too old to come here, and my parents have their own house, so I use this myself; well, with my brother, but he’s in England at the moment.” He turned to Juliette. “Do you ski?” 
 
    “I do. Do you?” She asked cheekily. 
 
    “Yep, well, snowboard.” 
 
    “There’s no class to snowboarding.” 
 
    “Pah!” Tomas waved her off. 
 
    Inside the cottage, they the whole construction was of glazed wood. The sheer size of the interior impressed Josef and his Mistress. The living room/lobby was open plan right up to the roof, with stairs on the other side leading to rooms. The low-back sofa stretched across the floor-space in a large ‘L’ shape, and a fake bear-skin rug lay on the ground in front of the open fire and sofa. Josef spotted a fairly large Pioneer sound system, record decks, mixer, and records.  
 
    “It’s the only place I can play as loud as I like, when I like.” Tomas explained. 
 
    “What type of music?” Josef asked. 
 
    “Techno mainly. Harder stuff.” 
 
    Josef, seemingly new to the world, hadn’t the foggiest what techno was, let alone any other electronic music. “What’s techno?” 
 
    Tomas smiled. “This.” He switched on the amp, and the decks, and selected a record from his collection. It was an EP by Regis. The dark Birmingham techno was loud and heavy, but something about it spoke to Josef. The sound of chains in the background, the evilness of it, made him feel like someone had transferred his new life into music. 
 
    “It’s good.” 
 
    “I’ll show you how to DJ later if you like?” 
 
    “Sure! Please!” Josef turned to Juliette. “What do you think?” 
 
    “It would be good in a club. It’s a bit dark for me. For techno I prefer Garnier.” She explained. 
 
    “You would.” Tomas laughed. “You’re French!” 
 
    “Do you know VNV Nation?” She asked him. 
 
    “No. What’s that?” 
 
    She pulled out her iPod from her handbag and plugged it into the amp. “This.” The dark EBM sounds filled the room.  
 
    “Nice. Bit depressing isn’t it?” Tomas asked. 
 
    “And Regis isn’t? No, this is proper goth music. I love it.” 
 
    “Yeah, not bad.” 
 
    That night, after dinner, they returned to the living room and chatted, all sat on the large sofa, except Libor and Josef, who ‘chose’ to sit on the rug in front of their respective ladies. Large glasses of red wine and shots of vodka were the order of the evening, though Juliette was not overly keen on the wine.  
 
    “Truth or dare?” Tomas asked. 
 
    “Come on, we’re a bit old for that, aren’t we?” Juliette asked. 
 
    Tomas shrugged. “So?” 
 
    Juliette returned the shrug. “Okay.” 
 
    “Okay, I’ll go first.” Tomas announced. “Juliette, truth or dare.” 
 
    She chuckled. “Of course it’s me. Truth.” 
 
    Tomas’ grin stretched from ear to ear. “Do you only wear suspenders?”  
 
    Juliette smiled, lifting her skirt slightly to show the suspender straps. “Ah, you noticed? Yes, I only wear suspenders, always have, and always will. Pantyhose is disgusting and not in the slightest bit sexy, in my opinion.” She turned to Natalia. “Natalia, truth or dare?” 
 
    Natalia smiled. “Truth.” 
 
    “Have you ever put Libor over your knee and spanked him?” 
 
    “Yes, plenty of times.” Libor went red. “Josef, truth or dare?” 
 
    “Er, truth.” 
 
    “Do you have any piercings, and if so, where?” She had a knowing smile on her face. Josef couldn’t help but feel that the girl’s conversation in French was more than just general chit-chat. 
 
    Tomas interrupted. “That’s two questions. You’re only allowed one.” 
 
    “Okay okay. The first one.” 
 
    “Yes I do.” Everyone whooped and clapped. To say that Tomas looked surprised was a complete understatement. This seemingly nobody was turning into undiscovered country. “Sarka, truth or dare?” Josef asked. 
 
    “Truth.” 
 
    “Have you ever kissed a girl? I mean, proper kissed.” This got a few giggles. “No. Josef, truth or dare?” She responded quickly. 
 
    “Me again?” 
 
    “Yes, you again.” 
 
    Josef groaned. “I think I know where this is going. Dare.” 
 
    “I dare you to show us your piercings.” Everyone whooped and laughed, even Juliette. 
 
    Josef went red, before standing up, earning him another cheer. He lifted up his t-shirt and showed them the bars he had in his nipples and the piercing in his belly, receiving a gasp in return. “Did they hurt?” Libor asked. 
 
    “Yes, but not as much I thought they would. The other one hurt more.”  
 
    “Other one?”  
 
    Josef sighed. “Do you really want to see it?” 
 
    “Yes!” They shouted in unison. 
 
    Josef undid his fly and took out his penis, showing them the ring going through the head.. This earned him even more gasps from the others.  
 
    “When did you have that done?” Natalia asked, taking his penis in her hands to take a closer look, much to the surprise of nearly everyone. 
 
    “Last Friday.” He told her. “I need to wash it in salt water every few hours.”  
 
    “I’m going to pierce his scrotum too when I get the chance. Oh, and definitely his tongue. Need that pierced!” Juliette told everyone with a wink. 
 
    Sarka was a little taken aback. “You sound like you own him or something.” 
 
    “Well, I kind of do. Joe and I have a very special sexual relationship, don’t we darling?” 
 
    “Yes.” Joe responded sheepishly, knowing full well what the next question would be. 
 
    “Yes what, dear?” 
 
    “Yes Mistress.” 
 
    Josef saw a smile appear on Natalia’s face. “Sounds like a great relationship, doesn’t it Libor, dear?” 
 
    Libor gave a quick smile. “Yes Mistress.” 
 
    “Libor and I have been playing around with this too.”  
 
    “I knew it!” Josef cried out. “Juliette told you about the piercings.” 
 
    “Yep. And Libor dear, she’s given me plenty of good ideas, so watch out!” 
 
    Sarka and Tomas were quiet until now. “It sounds weird but fucking interesting.” Sarka said.  
 
    Tomas smiled. “Sounds great but Sarka, nothing doing with me. If anything, you’re more likely to be my slave.” 
 
    “Fuck off!” Sarka punched him gently on the arm. 
 
    Juliette interrupted. “Tomas, you’ll not get any real support from me, as I disagree with male-domination; but don’t get involved in a femdom lifestyle if it’s not something you want. Just have a vanilla lifestyle. The femdom lifestyle is something Joe and I want. It’s something Libor and Natalia want. If you both want it then it’s different, but if you don’t then just keep it as a game for bed.” 
 
    Tomas hugged Sarka. “Sounds reasonable.” 
 
    “Yeah.” Agreed Sarka, smiling and mussing up Tomas’ hair. 
 
    Natalia turned to Juliette. “Do you want to do some training with them later?” 
 
    “We can do, after Tomas and Sarka have gone to bed. Do you have any equipment with you?” 
 
    “A cat of nine tails, handcuffs, paddle, the usual stuff. You?” 
 
    “Couple of whips, paddles, dildos, gag, rope, piercing kit.” 
 
    “You take that with you?” 
 
    “Yep. Never know when you might need it.” 
 
    “Okay, we’ll wait ‘till they go to bed.” 
 
    Tomas and Sarka overheard them. “You don’t need to wait for us. We don’t mind watching.” 
 
    Natalia looked at Juliette and smiled. Libor looked at Josef and frowned. It was obvious that Libor was doing this more for Natalia than for himself. From the look he gave Josef, he must have thought Josef was in the same position, which of course, he was not.  
 
    In a sudden foray of excitement, Juliette and Natalia jumped up and ran to their rooms, returning with bags filled with sadomasochistic tools. In the meantime, Sarka opened more wine and crisps, preparing for the entertainment about to begin.  
 
    “Both of you, on your knees.” Juliette ordered Josef and Libor. Taken by the mood, she turned to Natalia and kissed her deeply, exploring the red-head’s mouth with her tongue, surprising Natalia slightly before she closed her eyes and got into it too.  
 
    “Strip, then bend over the sofa.” Juliette told the boys. The girls prepared their cat of nine tails. “Natalia, do you want to do mine, and I’ll do yours?” 
 
    “Sure!” Libor saw the scars left on Josef from the whipping he got on Friday, and immediately began to get nervous. On the other hand, Josef became slightly self-conscious of the fact he was wearing silky pink panties. He decided to bite the bullet and just lower his pants, revealing the shiny material to the others.  
 
    “Nice!” Tomas laughed. “Cute panties!” 
 
    Josef just scowled at him. 
 
    Considering the fact that Juliette was going to seriously lay into Libor, and the fact that he was new, she decided she would gag him, something Natalia didn’t do to Josef. “We use a stop word. Are you sure you’ll hear it if he’s gagged?” Natalia asked. 
 
    “I don’t use stop words. I know what is the true limit his body can take. Do you mind?” Juliette explained.  
 
    Natalia looked into the frightened eyes of Libor, then looked at Josef who didn’t look scared at all. “I don’t mind. I think Libor can take it this time.” Which received a scream of fright from Libor. 
 
    The girls stood behind their respective targets and took aim with the whips. Natalia was immediately surprised by the force Juliette used, whereas Josef was surprised that Natalia’s lash didn’t hurt at all.  
 
    “Does it hurt you?” Natalia asked him. 
 
    “Not at all Mistress.” Josef replied. 
 
    “Let me know when it starts to hurt too much.” 
 
    “Yes Mistress.” 
 
    Juliette began to land one lash after another. Libor was now screaming into the gag for her to stop but she wasn’t listening. With pleading eyes, Libor begged Natalia, but she didn’t help him even though he could see she half-wanted to.  
 
    “Trust me.” Juliette whispered into Libor’s ear, pulling hard on his hair. Hearing that relaxed him a little and the whipping continued, this time something started to change for Libor. The pain was so intense that his whole body was now starting to tingle. 
 
    Natalia began whipping Josef again, progressively getting harder and harder. Finally, he screamed in pain. “Do you want me to stop?” Natalia asked. 
 
    “Mistress, if you enjoy doing this, then please continue. You can do it as hard as you like.” Josef’s reply surprised everyone except Juliette, who knew her slave was the best she’d ever had. Natalia started whipping him as hard as she thought she could. Josef bit down on the sofa to soften his screams, praying she would hit harder so he could experience subspace again. However, he could feel Natalia was holding back, scared to do damage. “Please! Harder, do it harder!” He begged. Shocked, Natalia used both hands to go full force into him, and finally he began to feel the beginnings of subspace once again. 
 
    Libor’s back was starting to bleed from the whipping he received from Juliette, and that’s when she stopped. She took the gag off him and he immediately began to scream at Natalia that she let Juliette tear his back apart. Juliette grabbed him and slapped his face. “You have a lot to learn bitch! On your knees and spread your legs.” Libor did as he was told, stroking his face. Suddenly he felt Juliette’s foot hit his balls, forcing him to scream. He was about to complain when Juliette grabbed his face. “Do you want another one?” 
 
    “No Mistress.” 
 
    “Good. I am a lifestyle dominatrix. Natalia isn’t, but by the time I’ve finished with her, you’re going to wish you’d never been born.” She spat. 
 
    Juliette undressed, leaving only her suspender belt, stockings and knickers on. Then reaching into her bag she pulled out a strap-on penis. Natalia stood watching. 
 
    “Do you have a strap-on?” Juliette asked her. 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Shame. Well, I think you should be the first one to do this to Libor.” Juliette told her, handing the strap-on and a condom to Natalia, which she gladly accepted. A very nervous and frightened Libor was pulled up and told to follow. Natalia gave a quick wink back to the others, just before she entered the bedroom and shut the door. 
 
    Juliette looked down at Joe. “Joe, go put on a nightie and some lingerie.” 
 
    “Yes Mistress.” 
 
    Sarka looked at Juliette. “Lingerie?” 
 
    Juliette nodded. “Yes, I want to keep him in lingerie. It’ll make him more submissive to me.” 
 
    Josef returned to the room wearing a short purple silk nightie with black lace trim. Poking under the bottom of the nightie were two purple seamed stockings held up by purple satin suspenders.  
 
    “Wow!” Tomas said. “Is that comfortable?” 
 
    “Extremely. It feels great.” Joe breathed out. “I was extremely nervous about it when Juliette first asked me to wear it, but I can’t imagine my life without it now.” 
 
    Sarka stifled a laugh. “I’m sorry Pepa.” Sarka said, using the Czech nickname for Josef. “But you do look a little silly.” 
 
    Juliette slapped her arm. “Be nice.” 
 
    “No, don’t get me wrong, I think it’s really cool, and I think it’s sexy in a really strange way, but right now he looks like a guy in lingerie. He needs a wig and make-up.” 
 
    “I know what you mean.” Juliette agreed. “But you can’t expect him to wear a wig and make-up to bed every night. He’ll grow his hair out soon enough, and he has a very feminine body, you have to admit.” 
 
    The evening’s fun over, they put a film on and cuddled up on the sofa; Juliette pulling Josef tight to her. Some minutes later, Libor and Natalia walked out and joined them on the sofa. Libor looked a little sheepish, and Natalia looked very satisfied. With a sly smile, Juliette looked at them. It would be quite an interesting few days after all. 
 
    That night in bed, Josef rummaged through his bag, looking for his diary.  
 
    “What’re looking for?” Juliette asked, now changed into a short sexy black baby-doll and strapping on the freshly washed dildo which had only been in Libor’s ass some hours earlier.  
 
    “My diary. I can’t find it.” 
 
    “So you must have left it at home. So?” 
 
    “So if my parents find it, then I’m dead.” 
 
    “But you have it hidden don’t you?” 
 
    “Yes, but you never know. Crap.” 
 
    Juliette pulled him to her. “Honey, don’t worry. It’ll be fine.” They began kissing, rubbing each other’s nightie covered body. She lay back, pulling Josef forward and onto her. Without a word, he reached over to the nightstand and picked up the lubricant, squeezing it onto his left hand before rubbing it on his anus and on the condom covered dildo. Finally, like a true expert, he lowered himself onto the latex cock.  
 
    “Oh yeah.” He breathed, leaning forward to kiss his girlfriend/Mistress. She stared at him as he closed his eyes and bounced his ass up and down the phallus. “So good.” He moaned.  
 
    Slowly, Juliette’s breathing deepened too, as the inner dildo began to do its job, and moments later both were moaning and holding each other tight. It wasn’t sex in its primal form, instead they had just made love, except Josef was the woman. 
 
    Sunday, July 10th, 2005 
 
    The bus home was interesting. After nearly seven days of what turned out to be a crash course in BDSM for the others, Juliette was actually looking forward to a cosy, quiet night with Josef in front of the telly. She looked over at Libor. He still had eye-liner on, and she considered telling Natalia, but then she realised that it was obviously intentional. Looking down at his t-shirt, Juliette could clearly make out the outline of the bra Natalia had ‘loaned’ him.  
 
    Everyone was quiet. The come-down of what went on over the vacation was slowly become apparent. Natalia was becoming nervous that this just going to be something for the holiday. Libor was nervous about the same thing. Sarka was nervous because she wanted what Natalia and Juliette had, and Tomas was nervous because he was having feelings he never thought he would. He wanted Juliette, not Sarka; he was falling for her in quite a serious way, but he didn’t want to be a slave, at least, not like Joe. 
 
    Juliette looked down at Joe, who was kneeling at her feet. He was wearing a tight pink t-shirt, and a bra was visible underneath, as was the lacy trim. Josef seemed to sense her looking down at him and he looked up with a smile. Juliette saw the look in those eyes and immediately recognised sheer love and respect. For Josef, the past few days were perfect. He loved the humiliation, the public humiliation; and he most of all loved the fact that his friends now knew his fetishes. He no longer needed to hide who he was from anyone...except his parents. 
 
    By the time they arrived at their apartment block, Josef had changed clothes. He still had the bra and lingerie on, but they were now covered by a black shirt and trousers. Inside the door, they kissed deeply, for what felt like the last time, and then made agreements to see each other later that night.  
 
    Their plans were about to change quite suddenly however. Once they reached their floor, the door to Joe’s apartment opened.  
 
    “Hello mother.” Josef said. Juliette said nothing and tried to ignore the whole situation, going straight for her door. 
 
    “Hello Josef. Come inside, we need to talk.” And then in English to Juliette, “you too Juliette.” Juliette, half inside her apartment, stopped suddenly. She turned around slowly. “Don’t worry. My husband is out and will be for the next two hours at least.” 
 
    Juliette shut the door and walked without a word to Josef’s apartment, her eyes wide as she looked sharply at Josef.  
 
    “I’m Ludmila.” Josef’s mother said, holding out her hand. 
 
    “Juliette de Marche.” She took Ludmila’s hand. 
 
    Josef, meanwhile, was stuck somewhere between scared and shocked.  
 
    “Please, sit down.” Ludmila said. “Can I offer you a coffee or tea?” 
 
    “No. Thank you. I’m fine.” 
 
    Ludmila smiled warmly. “I take it you both had a nice holiday?” Juliette frowned. “My husband would expect me to say I disapprove, of course, but to be honest, I can’t disapprove. Petr, my husband, would certainly be more than disappointed.”  
 
    Josef looked up suddenly. “So father doesn’t know.” 
 
    His mother nodded. “That’s right. There are things of which I do disapprove of though, and those were the disgusting things which went on in my kitchen. I can’t stop you from doing the things you do in the privacy of your own flat, but I don’t want this sort of thing you did in our kitchen to ever happen again. Do you understand that?” 
 
    Josef breathed out. He couldn’t believe what was going on. As if on cue, both said, “yes we understand.” Juliette followed with, “it won’t happen again, and thank you for your understanding.” 
 
    Ludmila nodded, then stroked her Josef’s face. She was quiet for what seemed like forever, before saying, “I think we should have a little talk.” She said quietly. “What I’m about to tell you, may make you hate me, but I think it is time to tell you the truth.” 
 
    For some reason, Josef had a sneaking suspicion about what she was going to say. His stomach bubbled in fear, closed his eyes and nodded. “Go on.” 
 
    “I’m not your real mother.” She said in one fast sentence, trying to get it all out as fast as possible. “Your real mother left when you were not even one. According to your father, she was a drunkard, but I don’t really know.” 
 
    His eyes were still closed as he nodded again. It was everything he had always suspected. Never had he really felt close to his mother. Never had she really cared, until now, about his well-being. And why should she? Somehow though, he could not bring himself to be angry at her. Once again, he was angry at his father. He was the one who should’ve said something; he was his father! He should love him enough to tell him the truth! 
 
    “I’m so sorry Josef. I love you like a son, and I really wanted to be better for you. Sometimes, Petr takes...no, always, Petr takes religion above love. He doesn’t love me anymore.” She chuckled. “Maybe if he spanked me over his knee I might feel something from him, but not even that.  
 
    “Enjoy the life you have, mine is decided. But for now, please, stay here Josef. Over time, we can work on a way for you and Juliette to live together, but not now. Just please forgive me. I want to be part of this new life you have. It is the first time I’ve really felt a connection.” 
 
    Opening his eyes and wiping away a tear, Josef nodded. “Thank you. I think it best I still call you mother, at least in front of dad. You know what he’s like. Anyway, you are my mother, as far as I am concerned.” 
 
    She nodded. 
 
    Juliette also said thank you. “I think you did the right thing by telling Josef. By the way, do you have any objections to me…” 
 
    “Sleeping here? No, I don’t care. Just don’t let Petr find out.” 
 
    Josef thought for a bit, then confused, looked at Ludmila. “Since when do you speak English?” 
 
    Ludmila stood slowly, slapping Josef’s leg. “I did have a life before I met your father!” She chuckled. As she walked away, she stopped and said, “oh, and if you are going to wear women’s underwear under your clothes, try to be less obvious about it. One of yours?” She asked Juliette, pulling at the bra underneath Josef’s shirt. 
 
    “No, his.” 
 
    “Hm. Interesting.” She said, walking off again. “I put your diary back where I found it. Don’t worry, your father won’t look there.” 
 
    Juliette and Josef stared at each other, both as shocked as each other.  
 
    “How did you find out?” Josef called out. 
 
    Ludmila walked back in the room, dishcloth in hand. “Do you think I am so stupid as to not notice what is going on in your life?” She grinned. “Do you also think I’m so stupid not to notice another human being under the duvet? I knew something was going on, and I gathered it was with Juliette, given the only way she would’ve found her way into the flat was through your window. When you left on holiday, I was cleaning your room, ready to throw away some old clothes, and the front piece of the cupboard fell open. What did I find? Your diary.” 
 
    She started to move away. “The funny thing is, I have bought a new toothbrush for myself, but not for Petr. Maybe that makes me as bad as you.” She chuckled, then said, “are you sure you won’t have that coffee Juliette?” 
 
    Juliette sat back on the sofa. “Actually, I will; thank you.” Josef shook his head quickly. “Relax.” She said, rubbing his bra covered chest. They were kissing when Ludmila put the coffee down. Juliette smiled a thank you. 
 
      
 
    It felt weird giving Juliette oral sex with his mother right next door, knowing full well that he was probably having sex. Well, Joe realised he would need to get that thought out of his head too, given that he had just found out that the woman who had raised him so many years was not actually his mother. It was funny though that following that conversation, Joe felt instantly closer to her than he ever felt in his entire life; as if now they finally had a connection. It was a dramatic weight which had been lifted clear off his chest. One more still rested firmly there, but it was good to feel that much closer to freedom. 
 
    They spent that evening in front of the television watching a movie and eating nachos. Joe was dressed up in his favourite pink lingerie. As they were watching, Juliette’s phone chirped. She looked at the message display and smiled. 
 
    “Your corsets are ready.” She told Josef. 
 
    Josef leaned up and kissed his Mistress. 
 
    “What was that for?” She asked him. 
 
    “Because I love you.” 
 
    She grinned. “I love you too.” She lit up a slim cigarette and looked at him. He was staring at the cigarette and her mouth. It bothered her that he didn’t smoke. She knew she would never give up and if she was honest, she didn’t want to. She only smoked a few a day anyway. She didn’t want to smoke alone, and she vowed never to spend her life with anyone who didn’t smoke. She stared at his mouth thoughtfully. His lips opened slightly. She took a deep drag of the cigarette then leaned forward and blew the smoke into his mouth. “Inhale.” He did as she asked, then coughed it out. She smiled at him, then presented the cigarette to his mouth. He inhaled it into his lungs, then coughed again.  
 
    By the end of the night, she was lighting him cigarettes and they were smoking together. He didn’t like it, and it made him feel sick, and he had a hard time understanding why she wanted him to smoke; though through it all, he was willing to sacrifice his health for her. 
 
    “Why do you want me to smoke?” He asked her. 
 
    She gave her typical French shrug. “Because I like smoking and I don’t want to do it alone. I don’t plan to give up and the last thing I want is someone being judgemental about my habit. And mainly, because it turns me on to force you to do such a thing.” 
 
    Immediately, Joe understood and nodded; the thought that she was making him be part of such a filthy habit was a turn-on, and he felt himself stiffen. 
 
    They slept in his bed that night and made love. It wasn’t rough sex, or anything similar; it was deep, long, sensuous love-making; a divine pleasure of two people in love, coming together, with Juliette achieving orgasm far sooner than she was used to.  
 
    Afterwards, they stepped out onto the balcony, her naked, and him in a black lacy bra, matching suspender-belt, and stockings, with a short wrap around matching robe. She lit two cigarettes and handed one to him. 
 
    “You don’t mind?” She asked finally. 
 
    “No.” He replied. “I don’t like it, but I must do it; my Mistress requires it.” 
 
    “Just such a simple act, but terribly erotic.” 
 
    Monday, July 11th, 2005 
 
    Ludmila knocked that morning, instead of just barging in. “Come in.” Josef said, covering Juliette anyway. She walked in carrying two cups of coffee which she placed down on the sideboard. “Your father has already gone to work.” She explained. “Good morning Juliette.” 
 
    Juliette popped her head up from under the duvet. “Good morning Ludmila.”  
 
    Handing the coffee to Juliette, Ludmila picked up the other coffee and prepared to hand it to her son, who was hidden away under the duvet. Nervously, he slid himself up into a sitting position, revealing the lacy bra, and Ludmila tutted. “Another one of yours?” 
 
    Josef nodded. 
 
    “Where do you keep them all?” 
 
    “I’ve got loads of clothes in Juliette’s place now.” 
 
    “Well, if you want anything washing, then best to give it to me now. If your father finds it, he’ll think it’s mine.” 
 
    Juliette spoke up. “It’s okay. He does the washing himself, including mine.” 
 
    Ludmila opened her mouth in recognition. “Oh yes. I forgot you are training him.” Ludmila laughed. “Well, good for you! He should do more around here, although he did a wonderful job of the cleaning when you made him your maid.” She sat down on the edge of the bed, then reached over to feel the material of the bra. “Is that silk?” 
 
    Juliette said it was. 
 
    “He has better lingerie than me. What has the world come to? What else do you have?” 
 
    Juliette answered for Josef. “We’re going to pick up some corsets today?” 
 
    “Proper corsets?” 
 
    Juliette nodded. “Handmade.” 
 
    “Oh! I’d like to have a look at those.” 
 
    Juliette laughed. “We’ll make sure to put on a fashion show for you.” 
 
    Ludmila could see how shocked Josef was about her reaction to all of this. She leaned forward and hugged her son tight, then pulling Juliette to her also. 
 
    “All I ever wanted was for you to be happy, and you’ve never been happier than you have been with Juliette. For that, I am grateful. No matter what your father’s beliefs are, you need to lead your own life, the way you want to lead it. I have been so blind to your problems that I feel like I’ve let your entire childhood get away from me, and I suddenly realised, reading your diary, that if I didn’t do something soon, then you would leave like your sister and I would have no one here at all.” 
 
    She sighed. “So... I’m prepared to put up with the things which are different for me. I’m prepared to learn tolerance towards the lifestyle you want to live, in return for having you, my son as far as I am concerned, close to me. It’s actually easier for me than I thought. Looking at you like this, I thought my reaction would be different, but when it comes down to it, it’s just a piece of cloth.” She said, looking at the bra. 
 
    “Thanks,” Josef struggled for a while, considering his response, “mother. I love you.” 
 
    “And I love you too. Never forget that.” She stood up, changing the subject suddenly. “Now, get up you two; breakfast is already on the table.” 
 
    And with that, she left the room. 
 
    Joe slid down the bed and plopped his head on the pillow. He looked up at Juliette, her hair cascading down one side of her head, her mouth curled up in a sensuous smile.  
 
    “What’s wrong?” She asked him. 
 
    “Well, I suppose nothing is. It’s just, I dunno, I wish my dad was just as understanding.” 
 
    She stroked his forehead. “Be glad your mother is at least. I never even had that luxury.” 
 
    “It’s odd. Mother. I can’t think of her as anything different. I know she is not, but still.” 
 
    “She is though. Your natural mother was never around. Did she visit you? Did she provide for you? Ludmila gave you everything she could give you; and yes, she made a lot of mistakes along the way, but does that really matter now? Now that you have someone who ultimately cares about you, accept you?” 
 
    Joe frowned, then nodded. “Yes, you are right. I sometimes forget how hard you had it.” 
 
    “You don’t know even a fraction of it, Joe.” Two small tears formed in the corners of her eyes, and she turned away quickly to hide them. Josef did the thing which he knew would cheer her up. He kissed her right nipple, sucking on it gently. She gently stroked his head before he let go.  
 
    “You poor thing.” He said. “I’m so sorry you had such a difficult childhood.” 
 
    “It’s okay. I have you now, and that’s what matters.” 
 
    They kissed for several minutes, then headed to shower together in his home for the first time. Ludmila watched them walking to the bathroom together, but didn’t say a thing. They did not notice the frown she made as they closed the door, and had they; they might have mistaken it for a frown of disapproval, when instead it was a frown of jealousy; jealousy that she could not live the same lifestyle. 
 
    By the time they arrived for breakfast, Joe was dressed in a plain white t-shirt and blue jeans. The pink of his bra was clearly visible. Juliette tried to dress down a little, wearing a black leather pencil skirt and a white satin blouse. Joe’s mother looked at the outfit approvingly, stating she looked very smart, causing Juliette to pull back a loose hair behind her ear and sheepishly whisper thank you. It was the first time that Joe had seen her nervous. 
 
    “I thought you would’ve turned up a little differently dressed.” Ludmila said to Josef. “Given that I read you have a maid’s dress?” 
 
    Josef was nervous and didn’t want to answer, so Juliette stepped in. “He doesn’t have a maid’s dress just yet. I had him wear some clothes that fit him with an apron. His maid’s dress is on order from the UK, and should arrive this week.” 
 
    “Oh. Then why are you not wearing those clothes then?” 
 
    Josef coughed nervously, and said, “erm, er, do you, er, not mind?” 
 
    “I want you to wear what you feel comfortable in. I thought you felt comfortable in women’s clothes, so...” 
 
    Josef bit his lip nervously. He wanted to dress up but at the same time felt his legs tremble in nervousness. Juliette leaned down and whispered something to him. Nodding quickly, he stood and made his way out of the front door. “You know where, right?” Juliette called out. 
 
    “Yes Mistress.” He called out, cringing as he remembered Ludmila was there. 
 
    “That’s what caught him out.” Ludmila said with a grin. 
 
    “What did?” 
 
    “Saying yes mistress to me all the time. Once I put it down to insolence, but twice I knew something more than just a normal relationship was going on. I suppose the clean-up of his room was just pretence for searching around his room. When I found his diary, I read it from end to end.” She stopped in thought, as Juliette bit down on some bread and jam. “Please make sure he continues to write it.” 
 
    Juliette stopped eating in surprise. “Why?” 
 
    Ludmila shrugged. “I honestly don’t know. Maybe it’s because it is the only real way to find out what is going on with my son. He may not be flesh and blood, but he is my son. Or maybe it was because I enjoyed reading it. Some of the things, I wouldn’t want to see I suppose, well, I don’t know. I could imagine them.  
 
    “The thing is, when I was younger, I had certain feelings, like Josef has now. Of course back then those sort of feelings would have gotten me into a lot of trouble. I actually met a boy who used to spank me,” she whispered the word spank; as if it was the dirtiest word possible. “He used to take me to small gatherings of like-minded people, but he then moved away,” she sighed, “and then at church I met Petr and it went from there. Part of me wonders what life would’ve been like had I followed my heart instead of my brain.” 
 
    Juliette nodded. “So Josef has his submissiveness from you then?” She said with a smile. 
 
    “Difficult if we are not blood.” Ludmila grinned. 
 
    Juliette closed her eyes, embarrassed at coming across so dumb. “Of course, silly me.” 
 
    “I don’t know where he got it from.” She let out a loud sigh of disappointment. “What I would give to live that lifestyle again.” 
 
    “I think you should live that lifestyle.” 
 
    “How can I? Petr is so stubborn. He would never go for anything like that!” 
 
    “I’ll think of something.” 
 
    Ludmila misunderstood what Juliette meant. “Oh, dear, I don’t think I could with you, I’m sorry. It’s just that you’re with Josef, and...” 
 
    Juliette laughed. “I didn’t mean me! No, maybe we can think, together, of how to either change Petr, if that is possible, or find you someone else.” 
 
    “Oh, I don’t know...” Just then they heard Juliette’s front door shut. “We’ll talk later. Please don’t tell Josef what I told you.” 
 
    Juliette smiled warmly. “I won’t.” The two women hugged like old friends. 
 
    “That diary.” Ludmila said with a shake of the head. “I never realised he was so unhappy. Really, when he met you he became so different. I worry that he could have become suicidal.” 
 
    With a shake of the head, Juliette told her, “he’s stronger than he makes out to be.” 
 
    When Josef walked in the kitchen, he was wearing a short black ruffled party-skirt, a cream satin blouse, and the white lacy apron. He also had put on a long curly blonde wig which cascaded down his back. Over the past week, he had also become a make-up expert, learning to hide what little masculinity he had. 
 
    “Well I am impressed!” Ludmila said, holding a hand on her heart. “I wasn’t expecting this. He looks like a girl!” 
 
    Juliette looked at her slave with pride. He had done a very professional job, just like she had taught him. “Yes, that’s my little Joanna.” 
 
    “Joanna? What a beautiful name for a beautiful girl.” Ludmila said with a small clap. Joe smiled and gave a little curtsey. “Do you feel more comfortable like that?” 
 
    “Yes I do. I really enjoy it. I feel free somehow.” He said. Even his voice was softer. 
 
    “Good. I’m glad.” Then she seemed to remember something. “A long time ago, during the communist times, I used to work in a hotel in the mountains during the winter. It was a place where party members would relax and ski without having to mix with normal people. Anyway, we were made to wear uniforms which I hated. I still have it somewhere, and it should fit you Josef, sorry, Joanna.” 
 
    “If you call him Joe, then you won’t get confused.” Juliette explained. “I would love to see this dress. Can you find it?” 
 
    “I think so. Come with me to the bedroom, I have everything in an old cupboard.” 
 
    They walked into the bedroom, where Josef was ordered to kneel down with his hands on his lap, looking at the floor. He did this without question, and once again Ludmila found herself a little jealous, this time though, it did not go unnoticed by Juliette. 
 
    The cupboard in question was a shiny dark old thing, probably from the forties or fifties, which was jam-packed with old clothes and boxes. She pulled out one which was marked 1979, pulling it open and rummaging through the clothes until finally she found what she was looking for. The dress was long; made out of some sort of thick shiny black material. It buttoned right up to the neck where it was trimmed with white lace, and extended down each arm. Juliette examined the dress and found two holes at the top, above the zip. 
 
    “What was this for?” She asked, not believing it could be what she thought it could be. 
 
    “Oh, that was for a button. Erm, you know, one that goes through both holes.” 
 
    “Like cufflinks?” 
 
    “Yes, sort of.” Ludmila explained. “Back in those days, not all things had buttons. I’m not sure why, maybe to save costs. Bedding, for example, would have double holes like this where the duvet went, and you could use the same buttons on more items. I don’t think I have one for that anymore though.” 
 
    “Oh I wouldn’t use one anyway. I have a much better idea for it.” Juliette said with a grin as she looked over the wonderful dress, noting more lace trim around the cuffs.  
 
    “Yes? What are you going to do?” 
 
    “I’m going to use it to padlock him into the dress.” Josef could literally hear the excitement in her voice as she stated that. 
 
    Ludmila’s grin told Juliette everything she needed to know. Joe couldn’t see it but the two women had just shared a look of understanding, and one of regret from Ludmila; regret that it wasn’t her being padlocked into the dress. 
 
    Ludmila went back to rummaging through the box. “And here is the apron.” She said, pulling out a wonderfully long white satin pinafore apron, with lacy ruffled edges. 
 
    Juliette’s eyes widened at the thing, taking it from Ludmila. “You’ve got to be kidding?” She gasped. “This is fantastic! This is a fetish dream dress.” 
 
    “I’m glad you like it.” 
 
    “Oh we have to put him in it now. Make sure it fits.” Then to Josef. “Slave! Stand up, strip, now!” 
 
    Josef obediently stood, and then nervously slipped out of his clothes, conscious that his mother was watching. He stood there, dressed in a pink satin bra, matching suspender belt and thong panties, and black seamed stockings. For the first time, Ludmila saw Josef’s pierced belly button.  
 
    “Oh that must have hurt.” She said, sliding the piercing backwards and forwards. He had been cleaning all his piercings with salt water twice a day, and was slowly becoming used to them, especially the one in his penis. “Where else did you do them?” She said to Juliette, knowing not to address her son. 
 
    “Both nipples,” she said, pulling down the cups of his bra with her fingers.  
 
    Josef was glad Juliette did not get the silly idea of showing her anything else, and breathed a sigh of relief when the conversation moved on. 
 
    They slid the dress over Josef’s head. Immediately they found a few things wrong with it. It was too wide over his chest, mostly because of his lack of breasts. The cuffs were too tight to get his hands through safely, and Juliette discovered that whilst the area around the buttocks was nice and tight, the base of the skirt was very loose. None of this was stuff which couldn’t be fixed though, and Ludmila told her so. 
 
    “I have a great sewing machine, one of the few luxuries I do have. I can have this fixed up in less than an hour.”  
 
    Juliette was impressed. “Great, so I would like the chest taken in. Not completely though, let’s leave him enough room for breast forms. The cuffs, if you could make them so that he can get in and out, but also so I can lock them too. And finally the base of the skirt, I want to make it so tight that he has to walk in small steps.” 
 
    Ludmila smiled and took a piece of chalk. Laying the dress down, she began marking where she would make changes. 
 
    “In the meantime, we’ll go get you those corsets.” Juliette said to Josef. 
 
      
 
    Josef was more than a little annoyed that Juliette had made him wear the women’s clothes out to the shop. He was also annoyed that she made him wear a dog collar and a leash. Obviously he didn’t dare complain to his Mistress, but he made it obvious that he wasn’t happy. 
 
    Not that Juliette cared that Josef was unhappy of course, because she knew that in his heart, this was excruciatingly arousing for him. It was all about baby-steps though, and to save Josef too much humiliation she called a taxi to drive them to the shop. He need not have worried about the embarrassment, given that he could pass for a girl fairly easily. 
 
    Jana was glad to see them both, and absolutely adored Joanna. She took them both around back, closing up the shop for a few minutes to serve them. Joe stripped down to his lingerie, and the girls put the first corset on him. It was a black silk Victorian cut corset, with a black lace trim around all edges. 
 
    “Oh it’s beautiful!” Juliette gasped. “This is really professional work.” 
 
    “Thank you.” Jana beamed. They had left a two-inch gap in the lacing, which was not really visible thanks to a flap which covered his skin. “I’ve made it so that it should be nice and tight now, but if you would like to introduce him to tight-lacing, then this corset will allow that. Same with the other one.” 
 
    “Excellent. I most definitely want to train him to tight-lace.” 
 
    “Fully closed, you should be able to just about put your hands around his waist.” 
 
    “Perfect!” Juliette agreed. Josef thought it felt tight but not so bad. Juliette pulled it a bit tighter and Josef gasped, fearing his internal organs had just been totally rearranged.  
 
    They undid the black one, and slipped on the red corset. It was again trimmed with plenty of black lace, and also thin trim of floral black lace across the panels of the corset.  
 
    “Amazing.” Juliette gasped.  
 
    Josef had to agree with his mistress, he loved everything about this corset, right down to the straps which hung down for the stockings.  
 
    With both corsets were matching panties in three different styles, full cut, bikini, and thong; each with room for his penis.  
 
    “I hope you don’t mind, but I took the liberty of creating one more corset. It’s kind of my own, erm, torture device. Of course, you don’t need to pay me for it.” Jana told them. “It’s an experiment of my own and I wanted to get your professional opinion. I really don’t want to cause any damage to anyone, so tell me if it is too much.” 
 
    Juliette smiled. “Please. I would love to see it.” 
 
    “Well, it counts on a couple of things.” 
 
    “Like what?” 
 
    “Piercings.” 
 
    Juliette told her that all of those were in order. 
 
    Jana instructed Josef to take off the collar, bra and panties. Then she asked Juliette to remove the piercings in his penis and nipples. Picking up the heavy leather corset, Jana carefully fitted Josef into it. Immediately, Josef was surprised to find that he was laced up to his neck and that the corset forced his head up straight. The base of the corset fit like a body, except instead of clips, there were two buckles which pulled under his crotch and buckled on each buttock. Before she could do that however, she had to push his penis into a leather pouch in the front of the base of the corset. The whole corset both laced and buckled, and again could be tight laced. It could also be buckled such that he would not be able to move his arms, as Jana demonstrated. 
 
    “It’s great. I still don’t understand why he needs to be pierced for it though.” Juliette explained. 
 
    Jana smiled and picked up a long metal wire. She showed one end, which was thin, then the other end which was like a tube. It also had some sort of locking mechanism on it which when twisted, locked the tube in place. 
 
    She then squeezed the leather which covered the nipples to reveal a hole right next to the nipple. She pushed the metal wire into the hole and held the nipple tight so she could push the wire through the piercing. The thin wire then went out the other side and out of the corset, then through the front of the corset so it was hidden, out a bit, then through the other nipple, into the corset again, around the back. She then threaded the wire through the nipples until the very wide end sat in his right nipple, causing Josef to gasp in pain. She pushed the wire inside the tube and fed it until tight, twisting the lock at the end. 
 
    Juliette gasped in delight, clapping at how wonderful it was. 
 
    “That’s not all.” Jana said smiling. 
 
    She took one of the two remaining wires, and threaded each vertically through the corset, to the right and left of his neck, and into the pouch at the front and through the head of his penis. Josef now had two wires through the one piercing. She slowly slid the wires around until both fat ends were resting in the piercing, then she threaded the wires into the tubes tight, and locked them. 
 
    “That is fantastic.” Juliette told her. 
 
    “The metal is thinner at the beginning so it can slide inside the tube nearly halfway around, so it’s easily adjustable. All completely sterilised surgical steel of course.” 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    Jana smiled and then asked a question neither had expected. “Would you mind if I hurt him a bit? Just as a demonstration of what at the capabilities of this corset.” 
 
    “Go ahead.” 
 
    Jana stood behind Josef and ran her hand through what looked like a leather handle on the back of the corset. She then gave it a swift hard tug, earning a scream from Josef, who immediately burst into tears. 
 
    “It pulls on all the metal wires hard, stretching his piercings and pulling the lock into the piercings. When I let go, the lock will pop out again. You can never pull it far enough to cause serious damage, but it will put him in some serious pain.” 
 
    Juliette’s mouth was open. “This is fantastic. How did you think of it?” 
 
    “I designed a few ideas. This was the only one I had time to make. I also made one for my husband, to test it.” Jana said with a grin. “That’s how I got him into this. I told him that I was designing it for you guys, and needed to test it on someone. After a few drinks, he agreed to let me pierce him. Since then we have been trying all sorts of things.” 
 
    “That’s amazing news. I’m so happy for you. Maybe we can get together one day?” 
 
    Jana jumped up at the news. “I’d love that, thank you so much! We can torture our slaves together. Really make them suffer.” 
 
    “Okay you little sadist!” Juliette said with a laugh. “How much do I owe you?” 
 
    “Okay, so for the two corsets, the black one was four-thousand two-hundred crowns, and the red one is more at four-thousand nine-hundred crowns. I hope that’s okay?” Jana said nervously. 
 
    Juliette smiled. “Worth every penny.” 
 
    “Thanks. The six panties come to two-thousand one-hundred and fifty total.” 
 
    “Fine.” 
 
    “That’s eleven-thousand two-hundred and fifty total.” 
 
    Juliette held up a hand. “What about this one?” She said, pointing the one Josef was wearing. 
 
    “That’s on the house.” Jana said with a smile. “It’s an experiment.” 
 
    “Nonsense. I love it and I want to pay for it.” 
 
    “No really, it’s fine.” 
 
    “No. I want to pay you for it.” 
 
    “Okay, well, then maybe for materials only.” 
 
    “And your time.” 
 
    Jana smiled and then started calculating her costs. “For this one, costs only, four-thousand, eight-hundred. So that’s...call it sixteen thousand even.” 
 
    For quality handmade corsets, made out of fine materials, Juliette reasoned it was a bargain; so she smiled and handed over her credit card. On the other hand, Josef reasoned that she had just spent over six-hundred Euros on his behalf and she didn’t even bat an eye. Therefore, Josef began to wonder how much money she really had. 
 
    With the payment made, Juliette asked Jana to take her measurements and the two came up with some interesting leather and silk designs. Juliette ordered three from Jana, and asked her to deliver them personally, which Jana said she was more than happy to do. 
 
    Almost completely incapacitated by the corset, Josef was unable to dress by himself; so Juliette helped him put on his skirt then put the blouse on over the corset. Unfortunately for Josef, the corset was still visible around his neck.  
 
    “Joe, go wait in the shop, I just want to discuss a couple of things with Jana here.” Juliette told him. Josef did as he was told. 
 
    They were gone a good ten minutes and when they both came out, Jana looked flushed and her make-up was smeared. Juliette was reapplying her lipstick and had a wet face. Jana smiled timidly as she said good bye. 
 
    Juliette was about to put the collar back around Josef’s neck when she noticed a loop already in the front of the corset. “That girl has thought of everything!” She said to herself, clipping on the leash. “Wanna get a taxi again, or tram it?” She asked her slave. 
 
    Josef gave it a thought, then with a cheeky grin stated, “let’s take the tram.” Josef couldn’t deprive Juliette of this pleasure given the amount of money she had just spent on him. 
 
    With a kiss on the cheek, Juliette gave a sharp pull on the leash, which in turn elicited a scream from him. She suddenly realised that the hoop was connected to the wires, meaning pulling at the back or on a leash, would elicit the same response. With an open mouth of awe, she looked back inside the shop window to see Jana in tears laughing. Juliette mouthed the words clever girl. 
 
    The trip home earned them some looks, especially with Joe kneeling at his Mistress’ feet. She enjoyed tugging on the leash, but at the same time she was mindful of the fact that no matter what Jana said, damage was still possible. Jana was just starting out, whereas Juliette had been practicing BDSM for many years; Juliette knew the extent of capabilities of the human body. She was so into it that she even studied anatomy in order to better understand what she could and couldn’t do.  
 
    After making a quick unscheduled stop along the way at a small hardware store, where Juliette bought three small padlocks, they arrived home a little after one pm. Ludmila was done with the dress, and in the meantime, she had gone through her other boxes to see what else she could find. 
 
    “I’ve filled your cupboard.” She told her son. “Hopefully it will all fit you. Whatever you don’t like we can throw out.” 
 
    When Ludmila saw the leather corset she gasped. “What is this contraption? Surely it can’t be comfortable?” 
 
    Josef replied first. “It’s not comfortable, but it’s not meant to be. It’s a torture device.” 
 
    “Oh dear. How does it work?” She studied it closely. 
 
    Juliette handed her the leash. “Just pull on this.” 
 
    Ludmila pulled on the leash hard, making Josef fall to his knees in pain. Ludmila’s hand went to her mouth. “Oh dear, oh dear.” Juliette explained how it worked, and when she had finished, Ludmila gave the leash another tug and held it tight, before letting it go. Ludmila let out a long sigh. 
 
    “What about the others?” She asked. 
 
    “Let’s try on that dress first.” Juliette said. 
 
    It took nearly five minutes to get the corset off Josef. Once off, they looked at his piercings. His nipples were a little bloody, but nothing serious. His penis was actually fine. Juliette handed Josef his studs and he put them back in. Then he put his bra and panties back on. The women helped him on with the dress and the pinafore, and then padlocked his neck and wrists. 
 
    “Perfect.” Juliette said. 
 
    “Yes, it’s just right isn’t it?” Ludmila replied, smiling. 
 
    The cuffs were tight enough to make him feel restricted, without cutting off his blood supply. When he tried to walk, he found he had to shuffle. He had to be honest that he loved the constriction of the dress. 
 
    “I love it!” He told them. “It’s absolutely perfect, thank you mother.” He said, kissing his mother on the cheek. 
 
    “I’m glad you like it. Now let’s see those corsets.” He modelled the corsets for Ludmila, who loved them. “I would kill for corsets like that! Wonderful, absolutely wonderful.” 
 
    “Mother, why would you want corsets?” Josef asked. 
 
    Ludmila half-shrugged. “It’s the sign of a classy woman. I like the figure they make, a proper figure 8.” 
 
    “Oh.” Responded her rather confused stepson. 
 
    Josef left the black corset on and added the black bikini cut panties, then attached the black seamed stockings. Putting the dress back on and asking Juliette to lock him in place, he got down on his knees and sat in the nadu position, which Juliette had taught him recently. It was essentially kneeling, with his legs apart, his hands on his leg, palms up, and his head down. It was the position he was taught to use when he wanted to know what to do next, without actually asking. 
 
    “Slave.” Juliette stated. “I want you to clean this flat from top-to-bottom. I want to see the toilet shine! Get to work!” She turned to Ludmila. “You seem to be an expert with a sewing machine. Do you think you can work up a few of my designs?” 
 
    “More things for Josef?”  
 
    “Well yes, but not only. I have some personal designs. Right now I work for a high-class fashion house, but I want to eventually go into business myself. If I could get these designs made professionally, then I could use them in shows.” 
 
    Ludmila smiled. “That would be fine. If you supply the material?” 
 
    “Yes, that’s not a problem. I have a good source. I will also pay you for your time, cash in hand. If that is okay?” 
 
    “You don’t need to pay me.” 
 
    “I want to pay you though.” Juliette explained. “Treat this as a normal business. If these designs are any good and they sell, then they could bring in a lot of money.”  
 
    Ludmila smiled sweetly. “Josef is a very lucky boy.” 
 
    They hugged a few moments, then headed over to Juliette’s apartment. Juliette gave her the tour, even showing her the dungeon. Then Juliette suddenly stopped and turned to her guest.  
 
    “Ludmila...” 
 
    “Call me Lida. It’s more personal.” 
 
    Juliette smiled. “Lida. May I ask you a personal question?” 
 
    Lida took Juliette by the arms, and they held on to each other. “I think you’ve made a good friend in me, and I in you. You can ask me anything you like?” 
 
    “I noticed that you and your husband have separate beds. Do you still have sex?” Juliette didn’t know why but she said sex so quietly; there was no way that Juliette was nervous or shy about sex, but talking about it with Josef’s mother, step or not, was still not easy. 
 
    Ludmila burst out laughing. “Are you joking?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Juliette, why on Earth would we have sex when we’re not planning any children? No, sex went away a long time ago.” 
 
    “Well, you can have sex anyway...” 
 
    Lida shook her head. “No, you don’t understand. That’s what Petr says.” 
 
    “Does he even see you naked anymore?” 
 
    “No.” She said sadly. “Why would he be interested in seeing me naked? No, I am nothing for him anymore, other than someone who keeps house. Look, the moment we found out that I can’t conceive, it went away faster than the blink of an eye. I think he saw me as damaged goods back then. I considered leaving, but I was so naïve that I honestly thought no-one would want me.” 
 
    Juliette though, saw this as an opportunity. “Then let me do one honour.” 
 
    Ludmila’s interest peaked at this. “What?” 
 
    “Let me pierce you.” 
 
    They were quiet for some moments after that, not moving. Lida stood staring at the floor, seemingly contemplating the consequences of her actions. Finally she looked up at Juliette defiantly and said, “why not?” 
 
    Immediately, Lida began stripping her clothes. Juliette looked at her naked form and realised that for her age she looked very good. Whilst Lida was getting ready, Juliette prepared her equipment, then she led Lida to the cross and tied her to it. 
 
    “If we’re going to do this, then we might as well do it properly.” Juliette explained. Lida nodded in agreement and a smile spread across both women’s faces as Juliette picked up the equipment. For the first time in decades, Ludmila was at peace and happy. 
 
      
 
    When they arrived back, Josef was done cleaning and was waiting in the nadu position. He didn’t dare ask what took them so long, he wouldn’t dare question his Mistress. Luckily though, Juliette had remembered to give Ludmila her sketches.  
 
    Ludmila inspected the flat and was pleased to find he’d done such a thorough job. “And who’d have thought I just needed to put him in a dress?” 
 
    “And beat him quite severely.” Said Juliette with a giggle. 
 
    “Quite.” 
 
    Ludmila told them she really should get dinner ready, and Juliette told her that Josef had to go across the hall to clean her flat.  
 
    Back in the flat, Josef noticed the messed up bed and frowned. The bed hadn’t been slept in, and was made earlier. Now it was messed up, but he knew not to question his mistress. Instead he made the bed, fluffed the pillows, dusted, then washed the floor, whilst Juliette worked on her designs. As Josef was cleaning the bathroom, he came across the strap-on dildo. It was the one she had used on Nikki.  
 
    He washed the dildo then put it back in the usual drawer in the dungeon. It was then he noticed the bloodied piercing needles, which again weren’t there earlier. He threw them away and cleaned up the mess, spraying disinfectant everywhere. Juliette had taught him that cleanliness was the secret to making sure nothing went wrong in a BDSM scenario. “Regardless of the medieval look to some dungeons, they should always be kept as clean as a hospital ward. All dildos she be washed in a special liquid designed for cleaning and disinfecting latex.”  
 
    Meanwhile, Juliette headed back over to Joe’s flat to spend some time with Ludmila. She had decided to treat the woman a little.  
 
    “Slut!” Juliette told her sinisterly, “you will make dinner for your family now, and you will do it properly. Because you are already late though, you must be severely punished. Bend over the counter and grab it tight.” 
 
    As Lida did as she was told, Juliette picked up a wooden spoon and lifted up the woman’s skirt, pulling the boring white panties down to her knees. She then began to hit the woman’s backside hard, leaving deep welts in her skin. Lida screamed out, closing her eyes tight. “Oh god!” She cried, tears forming in her eyes. Juliette laid into her, slapping her repeatedly. Lida fought the temptation to masturbate and took the pain well.  
 
    “You must have had a hundred. Do you want me to stop?” Juliette asked her, hoping she would say no. 
 
    “God no! More! Harder, please!” The older woman asked. 
 
    “Now I know you and Josef are related! You have to be somehow!” Juliette laughed, pulling out a small wooden chopping board, she continued to beat Lida’s round ass. Juliette could see the woman was in serious pain, that she was gripping the unit so hard that her nails were digging in, and her knees were shaking. 
 
    “Oh!” Lida gasped, and came, looking down at the puddle on the floor. “Oh my god, I’m so embarrassed. 
 
    Juliette tilted her head and looked at the woman. “Why?” 
 
    “Well, I...” She couldn’t actually find a sensible reason for being embarrassed, so instead she smiled shyly. 
 
    “I best go check on Josef.” Juliette whispered. “But that was fantastic.” 
 
    “Can we keep doing this?” 
 
    “No. You really need to find someone for yourself.” Juliette explained with a sympathetic smile. Ludmila understood and with a sigh, nodded. 
 
    When Juliette arrived in her flat, Josef was finished. Upon inspection, the flat was perfect and Juliette told him what a great job he had done. As a reward, she put on a strap-on and bent him over. 
 
    “This is your reward sweetie.” She told him, pushing the dildo up his lubricated anus. 
 
    “Oh yesss,” He hissed. “Thank you Mistress.” 
 
    “You’re welcome, my love.”  
 
    He held on to the window sill looking out onto Prague as she fucked him. All the while, Juliette was considering her life with Josef and had come to a realisation that it was the best she ever had it.  
 
      
 
    “What did you get up to today boy?” Petr Strnad said to his son over dinner. 
 
    Before he could respond, Ludmila replied for him. “He helped me here. He cleaned the entire flat from top to bottom, then he helped me clear out some old clothes for charity.” 
 
    “Good boy.” He said. “That’s what I like to hear.” 
 
    After dinner, Petr picked up a book and went to the living room.  
 
    “Wash up.” Ludmila told Josef and tapped him on the backside with the same wooden spoon she herself had been spanked with earlier. She smiled at her stepson and winked. Josef returned her wink and smile.  
 
    Ludmila helped him by drying up; and as they worked, Josef said, “they hurt a bit don’t they?” Ludmila asked what he was talking about, even though she had pretty much guessed. “You both didn’t clean up too well.” He told her.  
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    “Look, I don’t care what you do, but I love Juliette and this, this is just too much for me. Can I ask you to find someone else?” 
 
    Ludmila looked at Josef, before pulling him tight. “I love you sweetheart. We agreed it was a one-off, and it won’t happen again, but I’m glad we did it, because now I can do these things with someone else. I don’t know if I can leave your father though. His world would fall apart without me.” 
 
    He shook his head. “Don’t leave him then, but you need to start seeing other people. Have an affair!” 
 
    “That is wrong you know?” 
 
    “I know. So?” 
 
    She let her son go. “We’ll see.” 
 
      
 
    Dear Diary, 
 
    I don’t know what is going on in my life, but I love it. My mother…stepmother…knows everything about me, and I have discovered something about her. It seems she’s just as submissive as me, and dad has been bringing her down all this time. 
 
    Juliette bought me some very expensive corsets! I love them! I love how they constrictive they are. She also bought me one which tortures me at the same time; that’s my favourite. I don’t know what it is, but I love the pain it’s putting me in. I’m not sure what it is, but I find myself craving the pain, needing it, and I get the feeling that I inherited that trait; and had I not just found out we were not related, I would never have believed she was not my mother. 
 
    I’m not sure what to do about dad though. He is ruining her life, and we need to get it back. Juliette said she knows some people who can help. I hope she can.  
 
    It felt odd lying in bed without Juliette, but she had received a sudden phone call and had to leave. He guessed it was work.  
 
    Josef put his diary back and surveyed the clothes his mother donated him. He found plenty of blouses, satin and cotton, different types of skirts, even dresses, slips, bras, panties and suspender belts. And then he found the surprise of the evening, it was a rather old vibrator, accompanied by a note. 
 
    Found this and thought you might put it to better use than me. I put in fresh batteries for you and made sure it works. It’s washed. 
 
    Love,  
 
    Ludmila 
 
    Josef couldn’t believe it. He looked the vibrator over, examining the old-fashioned bullet, then tentatively lifted it to his mouth, licking it a little before sucking it down as far as he could, then he pushed it on his anus and fucked himself with it. 
 
    “Tut, tut, tut.” Juliette said, entering through the balcony. “You really are a cock whore aren’t you? Where’d you get that anyway? Doesn’t look like one of mine.” 
 
    “My mother gave it to me.” 
 
    “Jeez, we’ve awoken a sleeping dragon.” She said, leaning down to kiss him, then taking the vibrator in her hand and slowly fucking him with it. 
 
    “Where were you anyway?” He asked. 
 
    “A date.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I had a date. So?” 
 
    He pushed her hand away. “What do you mean a date?” 
 
    “I’m a free woman, who has needs. You’re my slave, but I still need a cock in me every so often.” She was getting visibly angry and her voice was getting louder. “Who are you to question me?!” 
 
    “Shhh...” He said urgently. 
 
    “Don’t fucking shush me!” She grabbed him by the hair and pulled him to the balcony, and over to her apartment. “I’m going to fucking ruin you!” 
 
    He didn’t sleep that night; he spent it tied to a horse, with a machine beating his backside with a paddle repeatedly, and not lightly. On the other side, was another machine which pushed a dildo in and out of his mouth, and attached to his penis and nipples was a milking machine. It was sheer constant pain, yet one that allowed Juliette to sleep whilst he was in it. 
 
    Tuesday, July 12th, 2005 
 
    In the morning, Juliette let Josef up. “I’m sorry you had to go through that, but you need to understand that there is no room for jealousy in this relationship.” She told him. “If I want to fuck other people, I can. Simple as that.” 
 
    Being tired and agitated did nothing to improve Josef’s attitude. “Does that mean I can sleep with other women?” He asked, already knowing the answer. 
 
    “Of course not! You’re a slave, and you belong to me. We are not equals Joanna. You have to understand that.” 
 
    “Right now, I don’t know if I do.” He said, putting on his nightie and going back next door. 
 
    “Josef come back here right now!” She called out. He ignored her. 
 
    She did not follow him back in, and he was glad of that. Sure he was angry, but at the same time he was not so angry that he wanted to lose the best thing in his life right now. Had she followed him, the argument might have spun out of control. 
 
    There was a knock on the door which Josef recognised as Ludmila’s. He told her to come in. “You don’t need to knock mom.” 
 
    “Well, you could’ve been doing...” 
 
    “Nothing that would bother you anymore.” He said sarcastically. 
 
    Ludmila sat down next to her son on the bed and hugged him, wrapping her arms around his silk covered body. “Rough night?” He showed her his red backside. “Ouch. What happened?” 
 
    He shrugged. “Juliette and I had an argument. It’s a long story.” 
 
    “Oh honey, there’ll be arguments. No matter what relationship you are in, if you love someone, then there’ll be arguments. At the same time though, you wanted this relationship with Juliette, and you need to accept her for what she is, your Mistress. And if you decide you don’t want to hand over control to her, then you need to make it clear to her now, to avoid breaking her heart.” 
 
    Josef looked at his stepmother. The stepmother who had been the quiet nod of agreement in everything his father said. The stepmother who never stood by him; yet now she was the stepmother who knew the psychology of BDSM.  
 
    “What happened mom?” He asked her. 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “I love this change in you, I really do. I feel like you and I finally have a connection. But why? Why this change in you?” 
 
    Ludmila looked into his eyes. “Juliette didn’t tell you what we talked about did she?” 
 
    “Not everything.” 
 
    “I wanted what you have now, when I was your age, and I let it get away. I can see the same love for this lifestyle in you that I had. In my day, I was scared of what everyone would say. I was scared I would be ostracised for being different. It was only when I read your diary did I realise that your father and I were doing the same thing to you, and, after an internal battle, I decided to help you to understand that it’s perfectly fine and normal to like what you like, and you should be who you were meant to be.” 
 
    “We’ll find someone for you. As I promised yesterday.” 
 
    “Okay honey.” She sighed. “To be honest, there is something exciting about the idea of cheating on your father. It occurred to me last night. I dreamed about it, sleeping with another man, knowing that I was cheating on your father; it was really something else.” 
 
    It was then that Joe suddenly closed his eyes and flopped back on the bed, in realisation of what he had done wrong. He was being a hypocrite. Juliette was having affairs not because she didn’t want him or wanted to be unfaithful, it was because she got a rush from cheating. It was all part of the lifestyle, and she needed it. Joe couldn’t expect to just take, which is what, essentially, he had been doing this whole time; taking. Everything she did, bought, or said to him, was designed to make him happy. He hadn’t once asked her what she wanted to do. 
 
    “I need to speak to Juliette.” He told her. “I need to apologise.” 
 
    Ludmila smiled. “What have you realised?” 
 
    “You explained it for her mom. There is something exciting about the idea of cheating...” 
 
    She ruffled his hair. “Clever boy. Go get her. I’ve got breakfast on the go for you both.” 
 
    Josef went out onto the balcony, and over to Juliette’s window. He looked inside and saw her sat on the bed. The television was on but she wasn’t watching it, she was sat hugging her legs, rocking backwards and forwards. Josef tapped the window gently, and she turned her head in shock. They made eye-contact for a brief moment and immediately he could see she had been crying. His heart sunk the moment he saw, and immediately he felt like the worst human being in the world. 
 
    “I fucked up.” She said by way of explanation, once the balcony door was open. “I thought you could handle everything, but I was wrong, I fucked up and I’m so, so very sorry. Please forgive me. Don’t leave me. Please don’t give up on me. I love you so, so very much, and I c-cannot bear to lose you!” Her voice hiccupped as she rushed out her words. 
 
    He shook his head then held her tight. “No, I’m the one who fucked up. I suddenly realised that I was being selfish; that everything you are doing, you do for me, and the one time you do something for you, I attacked you for it.” He paused for a moment. “I spent last evening, and just now, convincing my mother to take a lover.” He chuckled for a second. “It took one sentence from her to make me realise why you did what you did, and then I realised what a hypocrite I’ve been.” 
 
    “What did she say?” Juliette sniffed. 
 
    “She said it would be exciting to cheat on my dad. It was then I realised that no lover would mean anything to her, other than to provide the excitement of knowing that you are cheating on the person you love. In your case, it was the excitement of making the person you love suffer in the humiliation of knowing that the person I love is in the arms of another. And when I think of it that way, it excites me too. I’m jealous, but at the same time, I want it to happen just as much as I don’t want it to happen. Do you understand what I mean?” 
 
    Juliette wiped a tear away from her eye. “I can’t believe I ever met you. I can’t believe my luck. I understand what you mean, and I love you so much for telling me all this, and for forgiving me. But I made the worst mistake I could and it is my entire fault we had this argument.” She paused. “I didn’t talk to you about it. I didn’t ask you if you would be okay with it.” 
 
    “But why should you have to?” Josef asked. “You shouldn’t. I shouldn’t have the right to question anything you do. I’m your slave.” 
 
    “Yes you are. You are also someone with whom I have fallen deeply in love. Something I never in the world expected to happen.” She stopped and stared at him. “Is that how you really want it to be? No limits. No questions. Total power exchange? You want to entrust the rest of your life to me?” 
 
    “Yes I do.” He said, without hesitation. 
 
    “You are truly a special person. I need to think about this, because the implications are very real. I have never gone that far with someone. There are things I have dreamed of doing but...” 
 
    He held her arms. “Then do them with me. Your dark fantasies, make them real.” 
 
    She grinned. “One day, I promise. Baby steps.” 
 
    They kissed, and went for breakfast. 
 
      
 
    “No, I don’t think it would be a good idea to come here, but I definitely want to see you.” Ludmila said into the phone. “Yes, I’ve missed you too, and I’m sorry again for everything. Let me speak to Josef and Juliette and I’ll let you know.” 
 
    Juliette looked at Josef as she took a bite of her sandwich, and raised her eyebrows. 
 
    “Marie.” Josef told her. “My sister.” 
 
    “Oh. Where’s she?” 
 
    “Munich. She’s pretty cool. She was a real bitch when she was younger, but now she’s cool. We just never see her because of dad.” 
 
    Juliette nodded as if she understood completely, then looking up at Lida, said, “tell her she’s welcome to stay in my spare room.” 
 
    Josef’s ears perked up at this. “Your spare room is a dungeon.” He told her. 
 
    “There’s a bed in it.” 
 
    “Fair enough then.” Joe said. “It would be good to see sis. I think she’ll like you.” 
 
    Juliette thought she would tease her little slave. “Do you now?” She leaned forward. “As much as your mother?” 
 
    Ludmila heard her and smiled, shaking her head.  
 
    “Anyway honey, it’ll be great to see you again. Just get here safely.” And with that she ended the call and turned to Josef. “Your sister is coming home, but she’s not decided where she’s staying yet. She may stay with a friend for a day or two until she gets to know you Juliette.” 
 
    Juliette shrugged. “I don’t mind, either way. She’s more than welcome.” 
 
    “Thanks.” 
 
    “Did she say when she’s coming?” Josef asked.  
 
    “In the next couple of months. No concrete date yet.” 
 
    They ate in silence for a few moments before Juliette asked if Petr had noticed anything new on her. 
 
    “I know about the piercings.” Josef groaned.  
 
    “No. He never notices anything about me anymore. As I said, he doesn’t see me naked anymore.” Ludmila explained. “He just doesn’t find me attractive, doesn’t care. Well, I guess I have let myself go over the years.” 
 
    Juliette nearly choked after hearing her say that. She grabbed the wooden chopping board and pulled the woman over her knees, Josef or no Josef. Soon the skirt was up and the panties were down. “I – do – not – want – to – hear – you – speak – about – your – self – like – that – a - gain. – Un – der - stand?” She punctuated each syllable with the hardest slap she could do with the board, earning a scream from Lida for each, especially considering how damaged her backside was already.  
 
    Panting, and with a cheeky grin, Lida said, “I’m sorry, I don’t understand. I guess it’s because I’m too old and ugly.” 
 
    “Right! Grab her other hand!” Juliette ordered to Josef, who could barely contain himself with laughter. They dragged Lida to the dungeon where she was tied up. Josef was sent away whilst Juliette taught the insolent woman a lesson, using the cane no less!  
 
    Half an hour later, Juliette was supporting Lida as they walked out of the dungeon. Josef noticed red welts along the top of his mother’s chest, meaning she would need to change her dress to cover her chest completely; then he noticed the trickle of blood running down the back of her left leg. Juliette put her down on a chair, and Lida hissed in pain. 
 
    “Go clean up the mess in there, slave.” Juliette ordered.  
 
    After fetching a bucket and rag, Josef stared inside the dungeon and sighed. He then got down on his hands and knees, and began mopping up the large puddle on the floor. 
 
    “Did you get chance to look at my designs?” Juliette asked Lida, lighting two cigarettes and handing one to Lida. 
 
    “I don’t smoke.” Ludmila told her. 
 
    “I didn’t ask if you did.”  
 
    Lida smiled and took the slim into her hand, taking a small puff. She then stood up gingerly, and walked across to her apartment and bedroom, occasionally taking puffs of the cigarette as she walked. She returned with a sheet of paper.  
 
    “This is what I need.” She explained, between puffs of the cigarette. “I can do all the items, but I need sizes.” 
 
    Juliette smiled. “Perfect. You obviously don’t have the fashion designer’s trained eye, like I do. I’m able to exactly work out someone’s dimensions by looking at them. It’s a gift I suppose.” 
 
    “A nice gift to have, and no, I can’t do that.” 
 
    “Okay, so you know which ones are for Josef here. As to the others, well it’s going to be for a runway show...” Juliette went on to explain the standard model sizes. 
 
    Ludmila shook her head. “Far too skinny. In my day, women had a proper bottom.” 
 
    “Like you?” 
 
    “No, I’m far too old.” 
 
    “Jeez, I just beat you for this! You have an amazing body. You shouldn’t wear these frumpy clothes! You should wear tight dresses, showing off your figure 8 body.” 
 
    Ludmila laughed. “Why thank you, but I feel old.” 
 
    “You shouldn’t, you look really good.” 
 
    Josef had to agree, walking into the room. “Mistress Juliette is right. You look great.” 
 
    “Well then maybe I should make some dresses for myself. May I steal some of your designs?” She asked Juliette. 
 
    “You may.”  
 
    “Where should I put this out?” Lida asked, showing the last of the cigarette. 
 
    With a click of the fingers, Josef was on his knees. Juliette took her own cigarette and pressed it against Josef’s arm, earning a hiss of pain from him. With a grin, Lida picked up Josef’s other arm and did the same, staring into her stepson’s eyes as she did it. Not a single word was said by any of them. 
 
    Juliette pulled out her mobile phone and speed-dialled a number. “Hi Renny, it’s Juliette. Yes, it has. Very well thank you. Would you believe that I’m in love?” She said, smiling and looking into Josef’s eyes. “Yes he is, a perfect one! Yes I believe he is the one. Anyway, the reason I was calling, I’m going to need to place an order with you. Okay, got a pen? Here goes...” She read off the items on the list. “Brilliant. Can you deliver to my new address? It’s...” And she read out her address. Then she said good bye and ended the called. “That’s my friend Renata. She has a great fabrics shop here in Prague, and she’ll be able to deliver all you need this afternoon. I take it you’ll want to work in my apartment?” 
 
    Lida nodded. “I think that would be for the best.” 
 
    There was a delivery that morning to Juliette’s flat, and she was pleased to find it was Josef’s new sissy-maid dress. Made out of bright pink satin, with plenty of white lace, it was frumpy and puffed up, and looked very girly. When Joe’s mother saw him in it, she had to laugh at the sheer extravagance of the dress. 
 
    Much to Joe’s disappointment, Ludmila and Juliette agreed to take Joe out for a walk in it, leading him on a leash to the park. The two women chatted like old friends about the so-called better times, when Ludmila was young, and Juliette regaled her of stories of other slaves she had, both male and female. 
 
    It was while they were out that someone called Juliette’s mobile. She frowned, looking at the display, and walked off, holding a finger up at the others. Josef ignored it. Juliette received many phone calls per day, some private, all to do with business.  
 
    They stared at Juliette, who was dressed in a shiny black latex halter-neck mini-dress.  
 
    “She’s such a good-looking woman.” Ludmila said. “Your father was watching her for a long time when she was moving in.” 
 
    “I thought he said she was a whore?” Josef asked. 
 
    Ludmila chuckled. “Oh yes, he thought she was a whore all right, but it didn’t stop him drooling on the window.” She shook her head, then she made a disgusted face. “He thinks I don’t notice these things, but I do. He reads that book every day, knows it word for word, and dictates to others how they should live, but when it comes down to it, he’s a man like any other.” 
 
    “Was he always like this?” 
 
    Ludmila shook her head. “He was a sweet man when I met him. He went to church regularly, sure, but he made such an effort to court me, he swept me off my feet. You were too young to remember the great times we had. But after the fall of communism, he lost his job at the bank, and ended up working where he’s working now. But between jobs, he couldn’t provide, and relied on me. He started drinking, then realised he was drinking too much, so went to seek the lord’s help, and that’s when he met the bible group. It went downhill from there. 
 
    “It’s a shame really. He always was a very good looking man.” 
 
    “Were granddad and granny religious like him?” 
 
    “Oh they were religious, but not to the extremes that he is now. They attended the major functions, Christmas mass, Easter, and so on, but didn’t attend regularly. They were great. I got on with them better than your father did, and they loved Marie. They loved you, though you probably don’t remember them now. They didn’t care for Lenka, your mother. They never made her comfortable, from what I understand.” 
 
    “My mother’s name is Lenka?” 
 
    “Yes. I saw photos. She was very pretty. Very feminine. Probably where you get all your softer features. It was another thing your father took badly; her departure. I was felt I was playing second fiddle.” 
 
    Juliette arrived back from her phone call. “Sorry about that.” She said to Ludmila, who was now sat on a bench holding Josef’s leash as he crouched by his mother’s feet. He stood up when his mother did. 
 
    “No problem,” Ludmila said. 
 
    The fabrics arrived that afternoon, and Ludmila set to work on her sewing machine. For Josef it was embarrassing to have Ludmila in Juliette’s apartment, working, whilst he was receiving his training.  
 
    Josef was on his knees licking Juliette’s boots, whilst the person he always knew as mother worked literally a metre away from them. Ludmila didn’t even bat an eye when Juliette whipped his backside for missing a spot. She didn’t even jump, when Juliette kicked his balls hard and forced him to crawl around the room. She did laugh however, when Juliette put on some music and had Josef dance for nearly an hour, whilst both ladies worked. Josef held his little satin sissy skirt and danced, occasionally exposing the lacy petticoat. 
 
    “That dress actually suits him.” Ludmila laughed, as she watched her stepson be humiliated. “I could make more of those dresses.” 
 
    Juliette’s ears perked up at that. “That’s not a bad idea! If you could do more sissy dresses then he would have an entire wardrobe.” 
 
    “I was thinking that we could sell them.” 
 
    Juliette nodded. “I will finance your business, even arrange the website to sell them on, and I may know a shop that might sell them.” 
 
    “But...” 
 
    “But, I want you to promise me that you will do something about your husband.” 
 
    “Do what? I can’t leave him.” 
 
    “It doesn’t need to be now. I just want a promise, that you won’t allow yourself to grow old unhappy. That you’ll use the money you earn to deal with your situation.” 
 
    “But...” 
 
    “No buts.” 
 
    Ludmila looked down for a moment. Juliette stared at the woman. Josef stopped dancing momentarily to wait for her response. Then, with a deep breath, she looked up and nodded. “I understand. Yes, I will. I promise.” 
 
    “In that case, I’ll fund it.” 
 
    That night, Josef had just finished performing oral sex on Juliette and they were smoking a cigarette together when Josef asked a question he never thought he would have the guts to ask. 
 
    “How much money do you actually have?” He asked her. 
 
    Juliette turned to look at her transvestite slave with a look of amused shock. She took a long drag on her cigarette and then deliberately blew the smoke out into his face. “Open.” He opened his mouth and she stubbed her cigarette out on his tongue.  
 
    “Tell me,” she started, “why should I tell you my financial details?” 
 
    “W-well, I just thought, well you spend so much money, and well...” 
 
    Juliette laughed out loud, then slapped his face before straddling his satin covered body. She backhanded his face a couple of times, then said, “Calm down. 
 
    “Okay, so, yes, I have quite a bit of money. I made quite a lot of money doing fashion design, and I made some money when I was younger...” She breathed in, “as a professional dominatrix.” 
 
    “Pardon me?” Josef was surprised. 
 
    “I used to be a high-class dominatrix, to very rich people. One of the people was an old industrialist, who fell in love with me. I used to visit him often, he would always tip well. Anyway, he passed on and left me some money.” 
 
    Josef sat up on his elbows. “How much money?” 
 
    She thought for a while as she converted it into Euros. “About thirty-five million.” 
 
    “Crowns??” Josef said in shock, which was a lot of money. 
 
    “Euros.” 
 
    “W...w...what???” 
 
    Juliette shrugged and grinned. “Yeah, it was pretty good of him.” 
 
    “That’s unbelievable!”  
 
    Juliette looked like she was still hiding something and Josef asked what. “Well, I kind of tripled that money in investments, so I’m doing pretty well for myself. Money doesn’t buy you happiness though. My family is a good example of that.” 
 
    Josef’s eyes went wide at this. “Why do you work?” 
 
    “I like my job. I do want to do it for myself though, which is why I want these designs to be showcased. Your mom is doing a great job.” Juliette rocked on Josef’s satin covered cock, and smiled. “I have a surprise for you.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Do you like your sissy dress?”  
 
    “Yes Mistress, of course.” 
 
    “Do you like the lace, and petticoat, the satin?” 
 
    “I love it.” 
 
    “Do you like the wig you have on? You look good with straight blonde hair.” She had given him another wig, of which she had a few.  
 
    “I prefer this one to the curly one.” 
 
    “You look like a proper, sexy girl.” She told him. Josef was wondering where this was leading. “Which is why we’re going out tonight.” 
 
    “What? I-I can’t.” 
 
    “Yes you can. We’re going to a fetish party in a club in Smichov.” 
 
    “My dad is not asleep yet. What if he sees us?” 
 
    “He won’t.” She sat up. “Go check your cupboard and you’ll find a new dress there. Then refresh your make-up and clean-up. I need to get changed.” She grabbed his chin. “You will make me proud tonight.” 
 
    “Yes Mistress.” 
 
    Josef went next door and quickly stripped down to his pink lingerie. He opened the cupboard and discovered the new dress. It was a short white satin sissy dress, with plenty of chiffon and lace. Josef had to admire the craftsmanship that went into every detail to make it as girly as possible.  
 
    Attached to the hanger was a note. 
 
    Change into your best white lingerie, seamed stockings, and make sure you are wearing the white waspie. 
 
    Joe knew a waspie was a mini-corset which doubled as a suspender belt because he had seen Juliette wearing one. He just didn’t know he had one. Opening the drawer, he actually found more lingerie than he thought he had. In fact, he couldn’t find any male lingerie. It was later that he found out that it was not Juliette who replaced all the underwear, but his mother. He found the waspie and put it on, tightening his waistline as much as possible, but struggling.  
 
    Frustrated, he went to his bedroom door and opened it slightly. He spotted Ludmila cleaning dishes in the kitchen. 
 
    “Psst.” Ludmila didn’t hear. “Pssssst.” 
 
    Finally, Ludmila heard, wiped her hands dry, and went to see what her son wanted. She stepped inside and shut the door. 
 
    “Your dad went to sleep already.” She told him. 
 
    “Okay. I need your help tightening this up. It’s a was...” 
 
    “I know what it is.” Ludmila interrupted. “It was mine after all!” 
 
    “Oh, I thought it was Juliette’s.” 
 
    “Nope.” She said, pulling the little corset as tight as she could and getting an umph from her son. Then, happy with the job, she sat down and watched her son get dressed, helping him clip the stockings so the seam was perfectly straight. The final touch, was helping him zip up the dress. 
 
    “Going somewhere special?” She asked, with a knowing smile. 
 
    “I have a feeling you already know.” 
 
    “Juliette mentioned something. I wish I could go with you, but not this time. I’m trying to come up with a plan to go next time.” 
 
    Josef laughed slightly. “You know what’s funny?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I kind of wish you were coming. I’m going to what is likely to be some sort of erotic party, and I’m wishing you were there, for support. It’s weird, but I feel like you understand me.” 
 
    “I do. Don’t worry. Next time I’ll be there, I promise.” 
 
    Juliette spent nearly an hour getting ready. When she came out of her room, Josef’s mouth dropped open. Wearing a light pink latex mini dress, attached to latex stockings, a latex choker, and black patent leather shoes which a five inch heal, in which she walked like an expert, Juliette looked like a pure fetish model. Especially with the riding crop and bullwhip she was carrying. 
 
    She walked over to Josef and gently pushed his mouth closed. Then she fitted a leash to his collar.  
 
    “You look fantastic too.” She told him. “Shall we?” 
 
    There was no taxi for them this time, and the evening trams were all full. The twenty minute journey, therefore, was interesting for Josef, especially considering Juliette made him kneel for as long as possible, until the tram simply became too full, at which point, he had no choice but to stood up.  
 
    As they became more squashed together, they were more noticed. People began whispering and pointing, then at some point Josef felt a hand go up his skirt and pinch his bottom. He was about to turn around and say something, but Juliette stopped him, shaking her head. Seconds later, he felt the hand on his bottom again, this time massaging the cheeks and running their fingers along the satin of his knickers. Suddenly, a finger went and pressed against the satin and towards his anus, rubbing it. 
 
    Juliette leaned forward. “Don’t worry. Relax, and just go with it. Trust me.” 
 
    Josef didn’t feel comfortable with a man, let alone a strange man, finger his anus, but at the same time, he knew not to disobey his mistress. Juliette leaned forward and held on to Josef’s buttocks, then slowly pulled them apart. The invading finger pushed the panties up to his anus and he felt the finger enter slightly. Josef shut his eyes and breathed out; maybe it wasn’t such a bad feeling after all. 
 
    Suddenly the finger was removed and his eyes bolted open. He looked up at Juliette in surprise. 
 
    “This is our stop.” She told him. Josef groaned, much to Juliette’s amusement. 
 
    They got off the tram and for the first time Josef came face to face with his abuser. 
 
    “Hi, I’m Adam. Juliette’s friend.” The good looking man in the suit said with a smile. “I thoroughly enjoyed that. Far too short a journey.” 
 
    Josef studied him for a moment, realising that he was maybe in his late thirties, early forties, looked smart, refined, and had nice teeth. He was the clear definition of suave and sexy. Josef wondered what he would be doing at the party. “I’m Joe.” Then after a few seconds, Josef gave an impish smile and told him he enjoyed it too. 
 
    “I’ve heard a lot about you Joe. Juliette can’t stop talking about you to everyone.” He explained as they walked. “I never thought this icy-French bitch could be tamed.” 
 
    Joe was shocked to hear this man talk about his Mistress in such a way, and his face gave the shock away. 
 
    “Adam is a dominant male, so he feels he can get away with talking down to women.” Juliette said with a smile. “The thing is, I have a secret about Adam, that he doesn’t want getting loose, so he has to be nice to me.” 
 
    “Juliette...” Adam said warningly. 
 
    “Be nice Adam, otherwise I might accidentally have to tell Joe some of the things you really like.” 
 
    Adam raised his hands slightly in surrender. 
 
    “Adam is actually the guy I was thinking of introducing to your mother.” Juliette explained. “He’s single at the moment, and he likes older women.” 
 
    Josef had to smile at that. “Match-making huh?” 
 
    “Something like that.” She turned to Adam. “You’ll like Ludmila. She looks really good and is a really nice lady. She’s married to a complete asshole. No offence Josef.” Josef signalled none was taken. “So we need to get you two together somehow.” 
 
    “Sure.” Adam told her. “She sounds great.” He grabbed Josef and pulled him tight. “What about this little cutie?” 
 
    Juliette pulled Josef away with a smile. “That one’s mine, but if you’re good, I’ll let you play with her tonight.” Josef wasn’t sure if he liked the sound of that. 
 
    All the people in the club were actually very friendly to Josef. He was surprised that the first thing that everyone did was sit down and drink. It was only after about an hour of chit-chat did people begin to move bit by bit down into the dungeons of the club, which were deep and cavernous. 
 
    Juliette led Josef down a dank stairway lit by large candles. The party was already in full swing, with slaves of both sexes crawling around the floor, being whipped, beaten, or fucked. At the back of the largest room, was a makeshift altar with a red felt carpet leading up to it. Josef was made to get down on his knees, and was led on the leash up to the altar by Juliette. When Josef looked back, he realised others were forming behind them. He wanted to ask what was going on, but realised this would soon be explained; and anyway, slaves were meant to be seen and not heard. 
 
    Adam stood behind Juliette. He had changed out of the smart suit into leather chaps with nothing else on. His slave, a very pretty girl called Hana, knelt down behind Josef. Looking at Hana, Josef couldn’t believe she was any older than him, however, he later found out that she was a surgeon in a private hospital, and was actually the same age as Juliette. She was married but her husband knew about her trysts and agreed to her attending parties every so often. 
 
    A woman in a long black latex gown stepped behind the altar. She placed a set of documents on the top, along with a pen. 
 
    “Ladies and gentlemen, Masters, Mistresses and slaves. We are gathered here today, to witness the acceptance of Josef Strnad into the realm of submission, and accept his place as the personal slave of Juliette de Marche. We witness him hand over all control of his mind, body and soul to his rightful Mistress. He himself has expressed the desire to give up his life and his body to his rightful Mistress, and she has finally accepted that his role is that of a dedicated slave. We witness him accept that only through true pain, torture, and humiliation, will he find true happiness. We witness that he accepts that he will no longer see himself as a human, but as a inconsequential speck of dirt, who must never question the authority of anyone better than he. 
 
    “Josef Strnad. Repeat after me. I Josef Strnad...” Josef repeated each sentence. “Renounce my name, and hand over my body, to Mistress Juliette de Marche, to do with as she sees fit. I promise to never question anything she does, and am prepared to give up my life for her happiness.” After Josef completed this, she turned to Juliette. 
 
    “I Countess Juliette Giomevere Nicolette de Marche, daughter of Countess Jacqueline Isabelle de Marche,” this was a surprise to Josef. “Heiress to the House of Adare; do agree to the submission of slave Josef Strnad. I agree that his place in life is at my feet in complete servitude, that he will be subjected to such inconceivable pain that he will understand the true feeling of my happiness. I agree to transform his mind and body, in order to suit my true needs and desires. I will maintain him, as a slave, always, without question, in private and in public. I will keep him in panties, lingerie, and dresses, so he understands that only the true clothes of women, will make him understand who rules men.”  
 
    Josef was actually enjoying the ceremony. He felt it was very fitting to his new lifestyle, and was glad he had a way of demonstrating his commitment. He began to wonder what Juliette would say about marriage. He felt that if he was to provide this level of commitment to the woman he loved, then he might as well be married to her. It was a question he promised to raise, as and when the time was right. 
 
    Next, Joe was presented with the documents, which he was told to read and sign. Noticing that Juliette didn’t bother to read them at all, and just signed and dated them, he decided he should not read them either, and also signed and dated them. 
 
    “You didn’t read them.” Juliette told him. “You don’t know what you’re signing.” 
 
    “You didn’t read it either.” Joe pointed out. 
 
    She grinned. “You idiot. I wrote it!” 
 
    Joe laughed. “Oh. Well, I trust you.” 
 
    The woman running the ceremony, Anna, laughed at them both. “You fool.” She told Joe. 
 
    Then Joe was surprised to see a trolley pulled up. A young heavily tattooed woman with a shaved head pulled it up to them. Joe looked down to see a tattooing kit and began to panic.  
 
    Grabbing him tightly, Adam and Juliette pulled Joe’s dress down off his shoulders, then pulled him to a cross on the wall, and strapped him to it, face first. Joe didn’t put up a fight, or protest, but he was very nervous. It was a massive commitment to have someone’s name tattooed on his body. 
 
    But it wasn’t Juliette’s name that was being tattooed on to Josef’s right shoulder blade; it was a coat of arms, a red and yellow circular crest, with the standard lion and colours combination, and underneath, written on a banner; serviteur de la comtesse de Adere. 
 
    Instead of a crown on the top, was the BDSM logo. Then, tattooed on the opposite shoulder blade was the female symbol, with the male symbol pointing down in the middle of it. Written on the circular part of the symbol was the text; esclave de toutes les femmes. 
 
    The pain of the tattooing was excruciating, but not any worse than he had already experienced. When Josef managed to see the tattoos in a mirror, he felt a sense of pride. 
 
    “I would love more than anything, to put my name on you,” said Juliette later, “and one day maybe I will. But right now it wouldn’t be fair on you. There’s always a what if? With these, well, the female dominance symbol will always be a reminder of who you truly are, and the text underneath, well; it’s in French so you never really need to explain to anyone who doesn’t understand. At the end of the day, you should never be ashamed of who or what you are and I see no reason why you would ever need to have the tattoo removed. 
 
    “The other tattoo is the coat of arms of my House. I expect you to wear it with pride, throughout your life, no matter what happens, as it was I who brought you here.” 
 
    The ceremony continued, this time with Juliette getting a tattoo. She had her coat of arms tattooed to her back, but on the banner she had one letter placed in the middle – J. 
 
    Next, Juliette fitted a plastic chastity cage to Josef’s penis, and padlocked it. She then took the key and fitted it to a gold chain which she wore around her neck. Joe didn’t mind the chastity, in fact, he welcomed it. It meant that he belonged to Juliette now, and Juliette decided how and when he would be set free. 
 
    “The final test will be your hardest.” She told him.  
 
    Adam approached the kneeling Josef and presented his flaccid penis to him. Josef looked up at Juliette with worried eyes, but she showed no sign of emotion. The truth was, Juliette was worried Josef wouldn’t be able to handle this part, being that he had been raised in a strong Christian family; but that also made this the ultimate test of his abilities. 
 
    Josef bit the bullet. He had to accept his fate, and he had made a promise. It was nothing special, he told himself, he had one of his own. He closed his eyes and leaned forward, taking the cock in his mouth. It was actually cold but soon warmed up as blood entered it. Josef played with it using his tongue, and whilst doing so, noticed how quickly it grew in his mouth, and the fact that he enjoyed the warm feeling more than the cold plastic dildo. In fact, there was something exciting about knowing that he was directly responsible for making this penis erect. 
 
    Becoming more enthusiastic, and, being honest with himself, enjoying the experience more than expected, Josef raised his hands and began to massage Adam’s testicles and rub the base of the penis. Josef opened his eyes briefly to see his mistress smiling and rubbing herself. The smile was of sheer pride. She was proud that she had found such a willing slave, it was a dream come true. 
 
    Adam’s hands slowly reached around Josef’s head and gently rubbed his wig covered head. Josef was now lost in the moment, loving the kinkiness of the situation. Every so often, the penis came out of his mouth, and he would lick down the shaft until he had a testicle to suck.  
 
    Then suddenly Adam pushed him away. Shocked at first, realisation slowly dawned on Josef, and he resigned himself to what was about to happen. He found himself hot with desire as he pulled his panties down and got down on his hands and knees. He felt lubricant being spread on his anus, and female fingers enter him, but he knew it was not Juliette; she was stood in front of him. Soon though, the fingers were replaced by a new sensation. The head felt squidgy, not soft but not hard either. As Adam slowly pushed in, Josef felt Adam’s hands in the base of his back, pushing down. Josef moaned as he felt his anus spreading to accommodate the wide penis. It wasn’t overly long, but it felt fat.  
 
    Josef was used to the initial pain of entry and had come to look forward to it whenever Juliette fucked him. This was new though. The penis was warm, but it felt harder than the dildo, and Adam seemed to be getting harder with each thrust forward. And once Adam was fully inside, Josef felt like Adam was going to push his insides further up. 
 
    Juliette stared at her beautiful little slave, his eyes closed and mouth curled up in a look of complete ecstasy. She knew that anal sex for a man was different than for a woman; she knew that men felt so good with a penis inside them, that they would forget that it was not the norm. It just felt so right, and that was how Josef felt right at the moment. 
 
    Ignoring the fact there were close to fifty people stood around watching a man fuck him for the first time, Josef made a mental note that he would not allow this to be his last time. He realised this was truly the life for him. To live a life of complete servitude, and accept whatever his Mistress told him was best.  
 
    How could something so wrong, be so right? He told himself.  
 
    Out of nowhere, something completely unexpected happened. He suddenly screamed out loud, and just like on the bed with the dildo, Josef came, and came very hard. His body shook and shivered as semen poured out of the chastity cage. His eyes burst open to see Juliette, now sans-panties, stood over him having her own orgasm. Then before his own orgasm had chance to subside, Adam came, but to Josef’s dismay, he did not feel anything enter him; he did not feel Adam’s cum. 
 
    Adam slipped out, and Josef looked back. Adam was wearing a condom. 
 
    Still panting, Josef looked up at his mistress. She was grinning like a Cheshire cat. “You wanted his cum didn’t you?” She asked. 
 
    Josef nodded, still not able to speak. 
 
    “What have I created?” 
 
    The ceremony was over, and the others went back to torturing their own slaves. Juliette helped Josef to his feet and asked him if he wanted to go home.  
 
    “No. Why?” He asked. “Don’t you want to torture me?” He grinned. 
 
    She hugged him tight. Someone shouted, “oi! Stop that!” 
 
    “I love you so much Josef.” She told him, looking straight into his eyes. 
 
    He grinned. “Actually I’m thinking that maybe Adam will be better for me than for mom.” 
 
    Juliette’s eyes widened at that. Laughing, she slapped his face hard. “You cheeky bastard!” She said, as she slapped him continuously whilst they laughed. “Right! Strip! I’ll show you torture!” 
 
    Taking off the dress and stood in the white lingerie, Juliette chained him to the ceiling then clipped weights to his nipples and testicles. This was then followed by an hour of being whipped by different people. 
 
    As they left the club later that night, they walked arm in arm, as if they were lovers; even though Josef was dressed in the sissy party dress. They were waiting for the tram when Adam came running out, just as the night tram arrived. 
 
    “My date for the night had to go home.” He told them. “I was thinking, maybe...” 
 
    Josef and Juliette looked at each other, then Juliette held out her hand. “Sure.” 
 
    Adam grinned. “Thanks.” 
 
    Once they were on the tram, Juliette said in a loud voice, “but this time you need to cum in his mouth. He’s desperate to see what you taste like.” 
 
    Adam burst out laughing so hard that he thought he would choke. Josef went pale, as he knelt at Juliette’s feet. 
 
    “I want you to lick my shoes and stockings whilst you are down there.” She told him. Josef briefly looked at the half-empty tram, which was staring back at them, and then turned to the shoes and began licking like a dog. 
 
    “Good girl.” She told him. 
 
    Wednesday, July 13th, 2005 
 
    Josef woke up in Juliette’s bed, sandwiched between Juliette and Adam. A dull pain emanated from various parts of his body, the worst being his groin. He looked down to see he was trying get an erection but the chastity cage was preventing it from reaching completeness.  
 
    He looked ahead to find Juliette’s smiling eyes on his. She was clearly very happy and content. Josef leaned in and kissed her, immediately tasting the same taste on her lips as he had in his mouth. It was at that point that he realised he wanted more of it.  
 
    Sliding down the bed, he took Adam’s sleeping penis in his mouth and bobbed up and down on it. It woke up, along with Adam soon enough, and the next sound he heard was of Adam and Juliette kissing. Adam’s hand landed on his head, now wigless. Fortunately for Josef, Adam didn’t last long in the morning, and Josef didn’t need to do much work, before Adam was pumping semen into Josef’s mouth. 
 
    With the job complete, Josef climbed up the bed and smiled at the two of them and showed the semen in his mouth before swallowing it. 
 
    Juliette burst out laughing. “Ew! Do you know how disgusting that is?” 
 
    Josef was taken aback. “I saw it in one of the porn films you have.” 
 
    “Yeah, that’s porn, not real life.” 
 
    Adam ruffled Josef’s hair. “Julie told me that you weren’t that aware of the world or something. You’ll learn what women like soon enough. Trust me, showing cum in your mouth is not one of those things.” 
 
    Josef shrugged. “Sorry.” 
 
    “Don’t apologise, Joanna. We live and learn.” Juliette explained.  
 
    Dear dairy,  
 
    Last night I gave myself to Juliette in a special erotic ceremony. I signed some sort of contract, and now she as good as owns me, although I suspect not in any legal sense. But I am now tattooed with her standard. 
 
    Juliette is rich, and an heiress to a county House, which means she is descended from royalty. I love her, and I need her. I am happy to belong to her. She can paint me with any sort of tattoo, and it would never change what I feel for her. 
 
    Last night I made love to a man, Adam. We had sex a number of times. I tasted semen and found I like it. I found I like sex with men, and I want to do it again, but I think only with Juliette there. I don’t find men attractive, but there is something humiliating and exciting about being touched and abused by a man in front of Juliette. 
 
    It was also a strange feeling to see Juliette to make love to another man too, in front of me, especially seeing as I can no longer have sex with her...oh yeah, I’m being kept in chastity, and I’ve never felt so damned good. 
 
    My life just keeps getting better. Juliette says I’ll never have to work a professional day in my life if I don’t want to. I don’t know if I’ll like that. I might do something, or help my mom with her job, or...or... 
 
    He was just finishing the note when Ludmila walked in. She looked excited. 
 
    “So?” She asked. “How was it?” 
 
    He shrugged. “Fantastic.” He showed his mother the tattoos and told her what happened there.  
 
    “So you just gave oral sex to a man?” She asked. 
 
    “Yes. He’s next door.” He told his mother. Ludmila didn’t look entirely happy. He asked why. 
 
    “I don’t know. Living with him, listening to the negativity about homosexuality, well, it has rubbed off.” 
 
    “But you had sex with Juliette.” 
 
    “Yes I know, which is why I can’t be hypocritical about what you did. I don’t know. Maybe if I was to see it...” 
 
    That made Josef jump a little. “You want to see me have sex with a man?” 
 
    Ludmila put a hand over her mouth. “Oh no, no, I didn’t mean you. Just someone.” 
 
    Josef nodded. “Have you made breakfast?” 
 
    “No. Not yet.” 
 
    “Good. Juliette said you should come for breakfast.” 
 
    Ludmila smiled. “Okay, but we’re not using the balcony, and you’re going to dress properly.” 
 
    After a shower and a change into a red satin button up blouse and a black pencil skirt, Josef went to get his mother. Josef’s jaw dropped when he saw her. 
 
    “Where did you get that mom?”  
 
    “I made it yesterday. It’s one of Juliette’s designs.” 
 
    It was a blue satin slave dress, a very Roman style. The fabric flowed down her right arm, clipped at intervals. Her belly button was exposed, and straps flowed down to the mini-skirt part. Chains made up the joins of the dress. 
 
    “It’s fantastic.” He told her. “My god, you’re sexy!” 
 
    Ludmila grinned. She had pulled her black hair up into a bun, and looked damn good. “Shall we go?” 
 
    It was in Juliette’s apartment that Josef realised why Ludmila was so dressed up. And it was then that he realised that his mother and Juliette talked more often than he realised. It was quite odd to watch Ludmila and Adam pour over each other, but he was happy that they hit it off so soon.  
 
    After nearly two hours of chatting, and without a word to Josef or Juliette, Adam took Ludmila’s hand, and led her into Juliette’s dungeon room.  
 
    For the rest of the morning, and part of the afternoon, Ludmila and Adam did not come out of the room. Josef cleaned his apartment, and most of Juliette’s apartment, whilst Juliette worked. Occasionally he heard his mother scream, cry, orgasm, then scream some more. At one time, the screaming was so bad and constant that he wanted to go in there and stop it, but Juliette stopped him. 
 
    Then in the afternoon, they emerged from the room, Ludmila was almost naked, whilst Adam was dressed. Ludmila was smiling and looked very content, given that she was covered in welts, and bruises.  
 
    “Thank you Master,” Ludmila told Adam, “for a wonderful day.” 
 
    “You’re welcome slave. You have been very well-behaved.” 
 
    “Thank you Master. It is my pleasure to serve you.” 
 
    “That was the most amazing thing I’ve ever done in my life.” Ludmila said after Adam left. “He did things to my body that I never expected could be done. The pain was so excruciating that I lost control of my bladder, again, sorry Josef. I loved every second.” 
 
    

  

 
  
   THREE 
 
    Friday, August 19th, 2005 
 
    It was amazing that the one person Josef expected to understand his lifestyle, was the one person who would betray him. And it was amazing that it would be the start of a domino effect of bad events. 
 
    It was raining when Marie arrived in Prague. It was the first rain in weeks and Josef was not sure if he was happy about it or not. Rain brought a hint of gloom to an otherwise great summer, and as Josef stood alone in Prague-Florenc bus station, happy with the way his life was going, he had a sensation of worry niggling at the back of his mind; he put it down to the rain.  
 
    The Eurolines bus from Munich pulled in, in front of Josef, and Marie was one of the first off. Josef looked at her and realised immediately that something was not quite right. Gone were the mini-skirts, and in their place was a long frumpy, flowery skirt, a white blouse buttoned up to her neck, and a grey cardigan. Her face was hidden behind thick rimmed glasses. 
 
    “Hi sis!” Josef called out. 
 
    “Josef, wow, look at you! All grown up, all scrubbed up.” She said with a giggle. “Let me just grab my bags.” 
 
    “I’ll get them for you.” Josef gave his big sister a kiss then grabbed the bag.  
 
    They took a taxi to their apartment block and chatted along the way. “So you haven’t told me where you want to stay. I take it not at our place?” 
 
    “No way! I can’t be around dad, preaching to me.” 
 
    “Oh, thank god.” He breathed. “So, how about my girlfriend’s place?” 
 
    Marie laughed. “Thanks, but no thanks.” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “For one, I don’t know her. For two, I don’t like that you have a sexual relationship with some girl.” Marie looked concerned. “Look, I don’t really know what’s going on, but mum sounds weird on the phone, and on top of that, you are dating someone outside of the acceptance of god. And then this week, I got a phone call. Dad called me, of all people.” 
 
    “Dad???” 
 
    “Yeah. He said I should come home, that something strange is going on with mum. What’s going on?” 
 
    Josef sat looking at his feet.  
 
    “Josef! I demand to know what is going on!” 
 
    Josef looked at his sister. “What is going on with you?? You were this cool chick, and now you look like a frump!” 
 
    “I’ve found god. Not like dad, but I want to find the best path in my life with god’s help.” 
 
    Josef laughed out loud. “Oh that’s so wonderful.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You say not like dad, but you are just like dad, maybe even worse...” She was about to say something, but he held a finger up. “But when he was young.  
 
    “Mom is finally free. She’s finally realised there’s more to life than just god.” 
 
    “That’s fine, but she cannot deviate away from her marriage.” 
 
    “It’s her path to find. She doesn’t want to leave dad, but she wants to be happy, and she can’t get that with dad. Hell, she isn’t even our real mother!” 
 
    Marie’s face went pale. “How did you find out?” 
 
    “She told me! You mean you knew?” This time it was Marie’s turn to look away. “You knew? You knew and you never told me?” 
 
    “Josef…” 
 
    “I thought we were friends. I thought you were different. I thought you cared for me?” 
 
    “It was exactly because I care for you that I didn’t tell you. I didn’t want the rift in the family to go further. Mother always treated me well, regardless if she was our natural mother or not. Where is our real mother right now? Gone! Ran away!” Tears formed in her eyes. 
 
    “Do you remember her?” Josef asked quietly. 
 
    “Something. Spatters of an image, but just images.” 
 
    “Was she pretty?” 
 
    “Very. I remember her smile.” 
 
    They arrived at the block and Josef paid for the taxi. Stood outside, Josef asked again where she planned to stay. 
 
    “I don’t know yet.” She said. “Let’s just go inside and see mum.” 
 
    Immediately, inside the flat, it did not go well. Ludmila was wearing a corset that Juliette had purchased for her as a surprise, the day she had picked up Josef’s. It was a red and black one, identical to Josef’s, and it was already tight-laced to such an extent Ludmila had a tiny waist, massive breasts, and a nice size bottom. A true figure 8. She was also wearing a latex mini-skirt. It was her usual daytime wear, when Petr was not home. 
 
    “Mum! Look at yourself!” Marie called out by way of greeting. “You look like a common whore!”  
 
    Ludmila wasn’t expecting those to be her daughter’s first words, and she certainly didn’t expect her daughter to be such a prude.  
 
    “How dare you?!” Ludmila screamed. “How dare you come into my home and lecture me? Years you were telling me to leave your father, and now you’ve changed your mind? Look at yourself!” 
 
    “I don’t know what that whore next door did to you, but I’m going to find out.” 
 
    The next three hours end up in an argument between Ludmila, Marie, and Josef. Juliette didn’t want to get involved. 
 
    “I’ve had this same argument so many times before, and I don’t need it again. If you need a place to run to, then by all means come here, but please, I don’t want to deal with your sister.” Juliette explained. 
 
    Marie left a few hours before Petr got home. That night, dinner was very subdued. Petr said very little, and instead of going to bed early, he went out. It was something he would do, rarely, but he did. 
 
    Ludmila was depressed; so she decided not to be a victim, got changed, and went out to Adam’s, which left Josef, at home, alone. Juliette was out on a date, something she had done three times in the past week, and Josef was learning to deal with his jealousy on a case by case basis, but it was not easy. 
 
    Lying in bed, he thought about how his sister had changed, how his mother had changed, and then he realised, he never really paid attention to his father. Always the dictator, something had changed in him too over the past ten days. 
 
    A light shone from Juliette’s flat. Happy she was home, Josef jumped up and out onto the balcony. However, looking inside, he realised she had company, and she was already riding him. Josef couldn’t see the man’s face, but his body looked young.  
 
    With a frown, Josef noticed Juliette grinning; smiling, satisfied. He saw her reach her first orgasm, knowing full well there would be more. Wanting to masturbate, he cursed the fucking cage which was in the way. With a severe arch of the back, Juliette came once more, and this time the man came too. Josef watched her dismount and saw the man wasn’t wearing a condom, which meant it was someone with whom she was sleeping regularly.  
 
    They kissed deeply for a while; still Josef couldn’t see the face. Then she disappeared somewhere, only to come back with a crop and a strap-on dildo. The man got on his hands and knees automatically, and Juliette beat his already welted backside. Fifteen minutes later, she was on her knees licking the welts, and pushing her tongue inside his anus. Finally she presented the dildo to his ass and pushed in. 
 
    Josef felt his heart sink. He was turned on, so terribly, but he couldn’t help but feel that nothing was sacred. Then he noticed something which cut through his heart like a knife. Something so horrible, that it made him look away. The man had Juliette’s crest tattooed on his back, in the same place Josef did. 
 
    Juliette fucked the man’s anus for a solid ten minutes, before she climbed back on his penis again. And what a penis it was. Josef had to admit that the man had a very big penis, much bigger than his. 
 
    It was when they repositioned, that he saw the man’s face. It was at that moment that the man saw him and smiled. It was at moment that Juliette saw him, and laughed; an evil, sinister, sadistic, humiliating laugh. It was a laugh designed to cut into him like a knife; she wanted him to feel the pain; it was her way of whipping him without a whip; cutting him without a knife. It was the worst pain he had ever felt, and he cursed himself for feeling turned on by it. 
 
    Josef was dressed in a sissy romper. His mother made it for him, at Juliette’s request, and Juliette required him to sleep in it as much as possible. It included mittens, booties, and a bonnet. Juliette wasn’t laughing at the outfit; Tomas was. Juliette was laughing at the situation. She was laughing at Josef’s humiliation. She had been fucking his so-called best friend behind his back since the trip to the mountains, and she had initiated him as her slave. 
 
    They both stared at Josef as they continued to fuck. Josef felt compelled to go inside, though he didn’t know why. As he stepped in, everything seemed to go in slow motion. The two fucking. The two kissing. The two laughing. All of it was an echo in his mind.  
 
    She laughed, and she climaxed, both at the same time. Josef tried to approach, to kiss her, and she pushed him away. 
 
    “On your knees slave! You don’t kiss me in the presence of a better man!” 
 
    It was stuff he heard before, knew it was all just a game, but it felt different. It felt wrong. Josef, humiliated, looked down at his crotch and saw the chastity cage bobbing up, trying to accommodate the growing erection.  
 
    Tomas slammed hard against her cunt, forcing his semen as deep as it could go, and immediately, Juliette was over Josef’s mouth, feeding him. Again, in slow motion, she pulled his head to Tomas’ cock and all of sudden he had his mouth on the penis, cleaning it.  
 
    What was he doing? This is all wrong! Why is Tomas here? Why does he have her crest? The crest hurt the most. Nothing else, just the crest. 
 
    Tomas saw Josef look up with a frown, and decided to tell the story. “I fell in love with her in the cabin. I fucked her twice while we were there.” Where the fuck was I? “I’ve been fucking her ever since. We love each other.” 
 
    Juliette’s turn. “I told you I need real men to fuck. I doesn’t mean I don’t love you.” 
 
    “B-but, you could fuck me.” Josef pointed out. 
 
    “Honey. You’re my slave. Nothing more. You’re not my lover. Tomas is my lover. Don’t worry, you’ll get used to it. It’ll be one big happy family.” 
 
    “If you had to choose?” He asked. 
 
    Tomas laughed. “Man, it’d always be you. I can’t compete. Slavery is more important than sex to Juliette, you know that.” 
 
    “But I want Tomas too. And I need you to respect that. I need you to accept him as your better. I need you to worship him as you would me.” 
 
    Maybe...maybe another man, but not Tomas. 
 
    “Does anyone else know?” Josef asked. 
 
    Tomas and Juliette looked at each other before answering. “A few people from school. We go out with them sometimes.” 
 
    “Who?”  
 
    “Pavel for one.” Tomas said. “Libor, Natalia.” 
 
    “Pavel?” Josef asked, now standing up. “Pavel??” 
 
    “He’s my friend too.” Tomas begged. 
 
    “He’s not such a bad guy.” Juliette explained. 
 
    “He beat me to a pulp.” 
 
    “And he’s sorry about that.” Juliette continued.  
 
    Josef nodded, with clenched teeth. “Have you fucked him too?” 
 
    Juliette didn’t respond. Tomas looked away. Josef nodded again. 
 
    “Fuck you.” Josef said quietly. “Fuck you. You’ve ruined a good thing.” He turned to the balcony and left. 
 
    “Josef. Josef! Joanna! Come back here right this instant!” Juliette called after him.  
 
    Josef turned, his face fuming. “Don’t!” He shouted, slamming the balcony door. 
 
    He made sure to lock the door crashing on his bed, crying harder than ever before. His world was falling apart. 
 
    Saturday, August 20th, 2005 
 
    Josef awoke to the sound of the bed slamming against the wall. Instinctively, half asleep, he reached down to his penis, only to still find the plastic cage. Then he remembered who was with Juliette, and he became enraged that they were taunting him in such a way. He looked up at his clock. It was just gone midnight. 
 
    He got up and went to the cupboard, opening the hiding place for his diary. To his horror, it was missing.  
 
    The door to his bedroom was open. Hadn’t he closed it? Then he heard the sound of tears.  
 
    Josef found Ludmila lying on the bed, shaking. Her nose was bleeding, it was obviously broken; her right eye was swollen. 
 
    “Adam has whipped me, and beaten me,” said Ludmila, “so many times. But I’ve never felt pain like this.” 
 
    “Who mom?” 
 
    “I don’t know how. How he found out.” 
 
    Josef looked at his mom, and immediately he realised what was going on. It was then that he realised that Juliette wasn’t taunting him. Tomas was most likely gone. Something much worse was happening. 
 
    Furniture was an obstacle. Josef felt drunk with anger; his head light but his legs heavy, as he ran to the balcony. Juliette’s door was locked, and the blinds we pulled, but he could make out handcuffed hands, female hands. 
 
    Josef ran inside, still dressed in the pink romper, looking for his keys. They were gone, along with Juliette’s apartment keys. He grabbed a knife and a chair and ran with it onto the balcony, then threw the chair through the window of Juliette’s bedroom and dived inside, cutting the romper and himself in the process on the glass, and in an insane frenzy attacked his father.  
 
    Petr Strnad was expecting the attack. He had a knife of his own and had already pushed it into Juliette’s shoulder. She was gagged, trying to scream as he raped her. He was expecting the attack, but did nothing to repel it. 
 
    Josef stood over his father’s dying body, breathing heavily. “You fucking bastard. You fuck! How dare you? How dare you! You just ruin lives.” He screamed. 
 
    Petr Strnad just smiled. “She was a whore. No-one will miss her. She corrupted you and your mother. I had to stop her. Look at you. Look at what you’ve become.” 
 
    Josef nodded. “Yes. Look at me. I’ve become someone much better than you.” 
 
    Petr tried to cough something out, but his lungs couldn’t cope. He died seconds later. 
 
    In one move, Josef pulled the gag off Juliette’s mouth. She looked pale. Blood was leaking rapidly from her wound. 
 
    “Don’t speak. Just stay with me, okay. I’m going to call an ambulance.” 
 
    “I...”  
 
    “Juliette, no! Don’t speak.” 
 
    The ambulance and police promised to be there soon. He described what had happened and they warned him not to remove the knife. Whilst they were waiting, Ludmila came in. She saw her husband first, and a look of utter relief spread over her face. Then she saw Juliette, and that relief changed to horror. 
 
    “The ambulance is on the way.” Josef told her. 
 
    Ludmila sat down next to Juliette. Josef could see the fear in Juliette’s eyes; she didn’t want to die, that much was obvious. Josef really wasn’t sure what he should do with the knife, if he should remove it or not, what if the people on the phone were wrong? Shouldn’t he put pressure on the wound. His mother told him not to remove it. 
 
    “You don’t know what it is touching.” She explained. 
 
    “I...I...don’t...” Juliette tried to say. 
 
    “You won’t Juliette. Stay strong.” Josef told her. Juliette shook her head, but Josef just tried to calm her down. He had misunderstood her and not realised. 
 
    The sound of sirens grew nearer. Ludmila said she would go meet them.  
 
    Josef held Juliette’s hand tight, looking at her frail face. She wanted to talk, her mouth was open, but she didn’t have the energy.  
 
    “Sorry.” She managed to breathe.  
 
    “You don’t need to be. Just keep it together. You’ll get through this.” Josef said. Then as an afterthought, “I’m the one who should be sorry. Sorry I got you into this. Sorry I ever allowed this to happen.” Tears ran down his cheek and dripped onto her face. “I should never have gotten you involved with my crazy family.” 
 
    She shook her head. Her eyes telling him he had nothing to be sorry about. 
 
    The door burst open and the paramedics ran in, followed by the police. They pulled Josef away to get to Juliette, their hands touching for as long as they could. 
 
    After that, everything became a panicked blur. Ludmila had a robe prepared for her son, and wrapped it around him, before hugging him tight. The romper was destroyed by the swaths of thick blood which covered him; his father’s and Juliette’s. He stared at his bloody hands, watching them tremble. 
 
    “It’ll be all right.” She told him. 
 
    “It’ll never be all right. All of this, it’s my fault.” 
 
    “No.” She looked down at her dead husband. “It was his fault.” 
 
    The police allowed Josef to get changed, and then they asked him to come with them to the station. Josef felt uncomfortable in the male underwear he had on, but he knew it was for the best. The investigator who questioned Josef was an understanding type, and did not make Josef feel like a suspect, but more like a victim, which was a relief. He asked Josef for the entire story, from the beginning, and Josef told it, sparing no detail. He knew that his sex life would be the talk of the station, but he didn’t care. He actually felt relieved to talk about it all. 
 
    “How is Juliette?” He asked the investigators. They looked at each other before responding. 
 
    “She’s alive.” The lead said. “That’s about all the good news we have though. She has lung damage, which the doctors hope they can fix, but it’s going to be a tense few hours of surgery.” 
 
    Josef nodded, then burst into tears. 
 
    The investigator pulled Josef up. “Come on, let’s get you home.” 
 
    Josef looked up. “No. I want to go to the hospital.” 
 
    “They won’t let you see her. Not yet.” 
 
    “I don’t care. I will stay there until I know.” 
 
    The cop nodded. He understood the boy was in love, and love conquers all. For all the criticisms of the Czech police, Josef had to admit that they had looked after him well. “We’ll take you there.” 
 
    “What about my mother?” 
 
    “She’s already at the hospital.” 
 
    The street-lamps gave the ancient city a dark orange hue. The wet sheen of the rain on the cobbles made the ground look like glass. They did not have to travel far, the Charles University Hospital being only down the road from Josef’s apartment and the station. The walls of the hospital were tiled; a green tile which Josef found vile. However, as soon as they arrived in the wing where Juliette was, they were white, painted over with a thick glossy paint. 
 
    Ludmila sat there with her head in her hands. She had been crying so much that her eyes were puffy red blotches. The moment Josef arrived, she stood up and hugged her son. She held onto him as if it were he she was about to lose. 
 
    “How is she?” He asked her. 
 
    “I don’t know. Nobody will tell me a thing.” She shouted, her arms waving in frustration. “I’m not family or something.” 
 
    Josef turned to the cop but didn’t need to say a thing. He raised a hand. “I’ll take care of it.” 
 
    As the cop spoke to the nurse, Josef turned back to his stepmother. “Have you spoken to Marie?” 
 
    She shook her head. “I can’t find her. I think she’s staying with Pavla.” Pavla was Marie’s best friend from school. They had always been close. 
 
    “I wonder about that. Marie’s changed, and Pavla...well I doubt Pavla has.” 
 
    “How is it possible? What happened to Marie to bring on such a change?” 
 
    “I don’t get it either. She was always the rebel.” 
 
    Ludmila smiled. “I remember when she came home from her first year in Munich, wearing that mini-dress. Remember? The red one?” Josef nodded that he did. “Your dad went insane. He took out a pair of scissors and tried to cut the dress up. Instead, Marie overpowered him and cut up his shirt.” Ludmila thought with a smile on her face. “She was always a fighter. So skinny and fragile, but she fought like a horse. I don’t know where she got it from.” 
 
    Josef nodded. “She was never one to accept anyone telling her what to do. She was not like us mom.” He said, hugging his mother. 
 
    “Is it wrong?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “What we’ve done. All of the things we did.” She said. 
 
    Josef shook his head. “We didn’t set out to get anyone hurt, and it was through narrow-mindedness and bigotry that people did get hurt. I don’t think that we went too far, but at the same time, I think I need a break from this all. I think I want to experience what it’s like to be,” he sighed, looking for the right word, “I guess, normal, for a bit. I have one more year of school left. This year I graduate. After that I’ll see.” 
 
    “What about Juliette?” Ludmila asked. 
 
    Josef looked into his mother’s eyes. She was assuming everything would be okay, but Josef had no such illusions. It was going to be hit or miss if she survived, and then the next question was if she wanted to stay with Josef, to stay in Prague, which he doubted. 
 
    It was already morning when the doctor came out to speak to them. He sat down and step by step relayed what was damaged and what was done to fix her.  
 
    “We’ve done all we can do. The lung is functioning, though we’ve had to reduce the capacity in order to protect it from inflating too far, together with a plastic lung, a ventilator. So far she seems to be handling it well.” The doctor explained. 
 
    “When will we be able to see her?” Josef asked. 
 
    “She’s been moved to intensive care. We can’t let you in there right now.” He sighed. “To be honest, the best thing you can do is go home.” 
 
    “Go home and pray?” Ludmila asked with visible distaste in her voice. 
 
    The doctor gave a compassionate smile. “Well that’s really up to you. Me? I believe in the power of modern medicine to get people healthy.” He smiled again at the two of them. “Go home and get some rest. You’re honestly not helping anything by being here right now. She needs you to have your strength too.” 
 
    Josef nodded. “Thanks doctor.” He said, standing up. 
 
    They took a taxi home. Sitting on the steps outside the building, was Tomas. He looked as ruined as Josef felt. Josef thought that he would feel anger toward the boy, but instead he felt sorry for him. It was obviously as much of a hard time for Tomas, as it was for Josef. 
 
    Tomas stood the moment the taxi arrived. 
 
    “Hello Tomas.” Ludmila told the boy. 
 
    “Hello Mrs. Strnadova.”  
 
    “I’ll leave you two alone.” She told them, and went inside. 
 
    Josef decided to let Tomas speak first. 
 
    “How is she?” He asked. 
 
    “Not doing well. The next few hours are critical.” They sat down on the steps. “How did you find out?” 
 
    “The police called me, after speaking to you. They just wanted to confirm your statement.”  
 
    Josef nodded.  
 
    “So what now?” Tomas asked. 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “Well, what now for us? I mean, I’m your friend. I regret how last night happened, it wasn’t meant to be that way. It’s just...” 
 
    Josef stopped him. “I’m not angry with you anymore. Too much has happened and frankly, I can’t be bothered. This, all this that happened with us, is inconsequential compared to what we are now suffering.” Josef sighed. “You fell in love with a very...different kind of woman. But you fell in love for different reasons than I did. I fell in love with her because she could read me better than I could read myself, and for that I’ll be eternally grateful. I just wish I started school one year earlier.” 
 
    Tomas looked confused. “Why?” 
 
    “Because I would’ve done my maturita last year. Instead I have to sit through another year of school, even though I’m old enough to drink. I’d much rather run; just run away.” 
 
    “Where to?” 
 
    Josef shrugged. “I don’t know. London I suppose.” They sat quietly for a while. “She promised to take me there; London. We were meant to go together.” 
 
    “You still will.” 
 
    Josef shook his head. “She’s a real fighter, but I have a horrible feeling that she won’t pull through. If she does though, then I will look after her and care for her, as a friend, until she gets better. And then I’ll say good bye.” 
 
    Tomas looked confused. “But why? She loves you.” 
 
    “And I love her, and that’s why. Because I love her so much it hurts. And because I’m prepared to accept absolutely everything she wants, and that hurts even more. 
 
    “I need to find my way. I need to discover me. I want this one year of school to be a year where I can dress like you do. Where I can show people like Pavel, who I really am.” 
 
    “Pavel’s changed, man. Seriously. He’s a different person now. He’s been beating himself over what happened.” 
 
    “I don’t care. He hasn’t been to see me, apologise, anything. I just want to be normal, for once. After that, then we can decide what I’ll be. No more sex with men. No more whips, dildos, chains. Hell, a few months ago I didn’t know what those were, and now?” Josef chuckled. “Amazing. All this time being put in panties and sissy dresses was meant to open up my feminine side, but instead it’s made me tougher.” 
 
    Tomas stood up. He looked disappointed. “Look man, do what you think is right. I’ll be right there next to you at school, and I know Libor and Natalia will too. It’ll all be okay, you’ll see.” 
 
    “What about you and Juliette?” 
 
    Tomas shrugged and looked down the road. “That’s up to you. She’s your girlfriend, not mine. I’m just the lover remember. Lovers can be discarded whenever.” He looked down at the broken figure of his best friend. “Call me when you hear anything.” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    Police barrier tape covered the door to Juliette’s apartment. It was not a sight Josef had ever expected to see in his life. Strangely enough, Josef’s thoughts had been dominated by that of Juliette, and the problems he felt he had caused. It was only now when he was stood on that landing did he realise that he was now fatherless. He closed his eyes, willing himself to feel some sort of sadness towards his father’s demise, trying to remember one nice day...and there was nothing. Not one good memory. He was sure there must have been a point where a good memory could have been made, but it was not in his head.  
 
    Josef approached his door and felt around in his pockets for the keys. It was then he remembered that he couldn’t find them. He raised his fist to knock on the door, then stopped millimetres from making contact, his eyes closing in realisation. 
 
    He used my keys.  
 
    Petr Strnad had read his diary. He had been in his room. He knew everything; even that Juliette had given Josef a key to her apartment. And suddenly Josef had a picture in his mind of what happened.  
 
    Josef had argued with Tomas and Juliette. Juliette, upset, sent Tomas home, then cried on her bed before falling asleep. Strnad, having read the diary, had gone out drinking. Drunk, he made a decision; returned, stole the keys and entered Juliette’s apartment, where he raped and tortured her. Where Josef had found him. Where Josef had killed him. 
 
    “I am directly responsible for all of this, because I couldn’t give up that fucking diary.” He said out-loud. He collapsed to his knees and began crying. Crying harder than he had ever cried in his life. 
 
    Ludmila opened the door and helped her son inside. They sat together on the sofa and hugged each other until both ran out of tears. It was only then that Josef realised that his mother had changed clothes. 
 
    “I thought I should wear this, out of respect to Juliette. It’s her design.” It was another very slinky slave dress, made out of white silk, and gold-affect buckles. Josef liked the designs a lot, and firmly believed they would sell. 
 
    He smiled. “It looks good on you, mom. Pardon me if I don’t change.” 
 
    “Honey, wear what you want. I really don’t mind.” 
 
    It was around three pm that afternoon that Josef received a rather unexpected phone call. Josef had been trying to sleep, but sleep only brought nightmares; so instead he sat in bed, reading, which was not easy given he was not in the mood for anything. 
 
    “Is this Josef Strnad?” The voice was heavily accented, obviously French. He knew it was a relation of Juliette. “My name is Marienne de Marche; Juliette’s sister.” 
 
    Juliette had avoided conversations about her family. The closest Josef had come to finding anything out about Juliette was when it was mentioned during the ceremony. Other than that, Josef knew nothing and he never pressed.   
 
    “Yes, that’s me. How did you find me?” He asked. 
 
    “Juliette told me all about you.” This was a surprise, given that he was under the impression that Juliette had been ostracised by her family. “The police called and told me what happened. I understand I have you to thank for saving my sister’s life.” She still did not explain how she found out Josef’s number. 
 
    “I don’t think you need to thank me for anything. I don’t think I did your sister any favours.” 
 
    Marienne sighed. “Mr. Strnad...” 
 
    “Josef, please.” 
 
    “Josef. I think you and I should talk. Things are not always as they seem. Just remember something; my sister was a big girl, she could look after herself, for the most part. The fact you live next door to her is inconsequential.  
 
    “I’m coming to Prague today by the family jet. I would appreciate it if you would meet me at the airport.” 
 
    “I can meet you. I don’t have a car though.” 
 
    “You need not worry about that. I will call you before take-off. Please make sure you are available for me. Good bye.” 
 
    The phone clicked off before he had chance to reply. 
 
    Josef stood in Terminal 3 of Prague airport, holding a sign which read Ms. de Marche. There was one other person present in the terminal, other than staff, and he was wearing a grey suit and driving gloves. He was not holding a card. Josef began to feel a little stupid, so he put the card down. 
 
    The Gulfstream IV touched down before six, and Marienne de Marche was led through to Josef without delay. No check of her passport was required, and the airport staff was practically falling over themselves to help this elegant lady. 
 
    Josef immediately recognised that she was Juliette’s sister. Although very slightly younger, she had the same graceful yet stern look of her sister. The moment Josef caught sight of her, his heart tightened. She was obviously someone who knew what style was, and had the capital to keep her wardrobe stocked. With a shiny black pencil skirt, a black silk blouse, and a black shawl wrapped around her shoulders, she exhumed elegance. Her long dark hair was pulled back tight, and braided into a long ponytail, very similar to Lara Croft in Tomb Raider. In fact, her whole demeanour and look was similar to Lara Croft. Her metal stiletto heels clicked on the floor tiles as she walked, with her proud head held high. 
 
    “Hello Ms. de Marche.” Josef said, kissing her hand. 
 
    “Come with me.” She said, walking towards the man in the suit, who simply nodded and walked outside in front. A porter pulled a suitcase out to the black Mercedes S-class parked outside whilst the driver held the door open for Marienne. Josef climbed in the other side. “Please tell the driver in which hospital is my sister.” 
 
    Josef told the driver who simply nodded, then closed the partition. 
 
    Marienne studied the boy and immediately realised that he was exactly her sister’s type; skinny, slightly effeminate with his long chestnut hair and high cheekbones.  
 
    “You remind me of Francois.” She said. 
 
    “Who?” 
 
    “Francois. He was our houseboy when we were children.” 
 
    “Houseboy?” 
 
    “Our maid’s son. He used to live with us. We grew up together. Poor Francois.” 
 
    “What happened to him?” 
 
    Marienne chuckled. “Juliette scared him away! Well, she scared away Agathe, our maid, and of course Francois went with her. Juliette used to make him do everything for us girls. He would wait on us hand and foot, and when he misbehaved, Juliette used to spank him with a hairbrush. 
 
    “We were young; none of us really knew what we were doing or what we wanted to do, but Juliette knew what she wanted from life. When Francois left us, she was heartbroken. I’ve lost my little slave she would cry.” 
 
    “Why did Agathe leave?” 
 
    “Juliette dressed Francois up in her clothes. Agathe was always too busy to notice, and we always kept to the other side of the house. As Juliette and Francois got older, they got more...experimental shall we say? I won’t go into the sordid details, but she did something to Francois that scared him to his bones. He ran straight to his mother. That evening they were gone.” 
 
    They were quiet for a moment, looking out upon Prague. “I miss her you know?” She said. 
 
    “I thought Juliette didn’t speak to her family.” Josef explained. 
 
    “Oh she wrote to me often.” She paused, then sighed. “I never wrote back. She had shamed the family name with her behaviour, and I...” A tear appeared in the corner of her immaculately made-up eye. She dabbed her eyes with a handkerchief. “I was jealous. So very jealous.” 
 
    “Of what?” 
 
    “Her life was all about fun. Action. At preparatory school, she was the belle of the ball. Everyone poured over the sweet little countess. She was the one to inherit everything, and I was to play second fiddle. She always had the highest grades, she could read anyone, she took everything simply because everyone handed it to her on a plate. When she was in high school, she had all the teachers wrapped around her finger. The pervert men would do anything for her, even though she was very much underage, but she knew exactly how to get into their heads. She made them want to fuck her, even though they never could. It was always about her.” 
 
    “That doesn’t sound like Juliette. She is the least selfish person I know, which is strange really, considering.” 
 
    “Oh I know that. I love her to bits. It’s me who’s the bitch. I wanted to be the heiress to the House. I wanted to be Countess. It was me who told the newspapers what my sister was doing, when she was working as a whore.” 
 
    Josef stared at the floor. “Working in domination, it’s not prostitution.” 
 
    Marienne scowled at him. “Don’t lecture me boy!” 
 
    “I’m not. I’m trying to explain to you that your sister has a need. It’s not easy to meet the right person to fulfil that need; that much I have learned already. I worked it out immediately when she told me what she did, why she did it.” 
 
    “And why was that?” 
 
    “In the vein hope that she would meet the person who would make her happy. To find the person who would share her dreams, her needs.” Joe bit his lip in thought, then said; “my mother, stepmother, spent her whole life living a lie. She lived with a man who did not fulfil her needs or desires, instead suppressing them almost to the point of insanity. It was his insanity which resulted in your sister being where she is right now. Can you honestly imagine how lonely she must have been? An heiress to such a title; a family name to protect; expectations she had to fulfil; and the whole time she just wanted the right man to live with.” 
 
    Marienne nodded. “And are you that right man?” She asked this with true sincerity; there was no malice in her voice. 
 
    “I...I don’t know if I am.” He said quietly. 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Because I’m not good enough.” 
 
    Marienne laughed. “That’s not what I’ve heard.” She said with a smirk. Then she became serious. “How is she?” 
 
    “When I left this morning, she was in a critical condition. I’ve not heard anything since.”  
 
    She nodded. 
 
    When they arrived at the hospital, the doctor was already waiting for Marienne and Josef. He seemed in much better spirits than he was earlier. 
 
    “The bleeding has definitely stopped, and it seems the lung is functioning.” He explained. “She’s going to pull through, that’s for sure, but there may be complications before she makes a full recovery.” 
 
    “What sort of complications?” Marienne asked. 
 
    “She’ll need to remain here for monitoring for some time to come. There’s always the risk of infection, which would complicate things. I think she’ll be here for at least the next three weeks. We need to make sure the lung heals in the way we need. Internally, the lung will be sore. She will find breathing painful, and difficult. She won’t be able to handle any physical exertion for the time being, at least not for the next three or four months. My expectation is that she will be bedridden for most of those.” 
 
    Marienne frowned. “I will make arrangements for her to be transported back to France.” 
 
    Josef began to object. “I can take care of her.” 
 
    “No. She has been enough of a burden.” Marienne argued. 
 
    The doctor answered for both of them. “It’s completely out of the question to transport her anywhere. She would not survive a journey by air, the pressure would kill her, or at the very least cause some sort of damage; and I certainly would not recommend any sort of long journey by ground. My recommendation would be for her to remain here until we are sure she has made a full recovery.” 
 
    Josef turned to Marienne. “I will look after her.” 
 
    Marienne nodded, then smiled curtly. “So be it. I will make arrangements to keep you well financed.” Josef started to object but Marienne raised a hand and turned her head. “I will not have it any other way. You will need to pay for many different things, medical supplies, food, clothing; as well as the upkeep of her apartment. I will make sure this is all covered. It is my duty as a sister. And...” She paused, then said quietly, “it is the very least I can do to repair the damage I have caused over these years.” 
 
    Nobody spoke for a few moments, until the doctor broke the silence. “Do you want to see her?” That got their attention. 
 
    Juliette looked frail. Her skin was as white as the sheet on which she was lying, and it had a glossy sheen. Her eyes were open and looking out of the window. The heart monitor beeped regularly, and Josef couldn’t help but worry that it could stop at any time. He had once read that heart monitors did not give a continuous beep when a patient’s heart stopped but really set off some sort of alarm. Either way, he didn’t want to find out. 
 
    As Juliette turned to face them, her face immediately lit up.  
 
    “My two favourite people in my life, stood next to each other.” She said in a soft frail voice. “I never thought I’d see the day.” 
 
    Marienne’s stern look broke and she collapsed at her sister’s side in tears. 
 
    “I’ve been such fool.” She said, holding Juliette’s hand. “Can you ever forgive me?” 
 
    “Mari, I forgave you the moment it happened. I love you, you’re my sister.” 
 
    They stared at each other for a moment, before Marienne said, “you have a good man here. He really loves you.” 
 
    “I know he does.” She said, looking straight at Josef. “But I don’t know why.” 
 
    “How are you feeling?”  
 
    “Uncomfortable, but the drugs help.” Juliette grinned. “Happy to hear I’m not going to die.” 
 
    “You need to stay strong, but you always were.” Marienne saw Juliette look longingly at Josef, so she stood up and said, “I’ll leave you two alone for moment. I want to speak to the doctor. Just come get me when you’re done.” 
 
    Once Marienne left the room, Josef sat down next to Juliette and held her hand. “You saved my life.” Juliette told him. 
 
    “I didn’t do anything. If anything, if it wasn’t for me you wouldn’t be in this situation.” 
 
    “Don’t say that.” 
 
    “I can say that, because it’s true. My dad was insane.” 
 
    “Exactly, your dad was insane. Not you. I wouldn’t change a thing about my time with you...well, one thing.” 
 
    Josef smiled. “Me and Tomas are cool.” 
 
    “Are you sure?” 
 
    “Yeah. We talked. It’s going to be okay.” 
 
    “What about me? The doctor hasn’t told me much.” 
 
    Josef repeated what the doctor told him. He then explained that he would look after her when she got home. 
 
    “What will you do about school?” She asked. 
 
    “I’ll take some time off. I can go back to it.” 
 
    She shook her head. “I can’t allow that.” 
 
    “Tough. Now behave yourself.” 
 
    As she grinned at him, her eyelids fluttered. She was trying to stay awake but she was exhausted. “Just you wait. Once I get better, I’m going to put you over my knees.” 
 
    He smiled at her, then stroked her hair. “We’ll talk about that when you’re better.” 
 
    “You don’t want to be my slave anymore?” She asked groggily.  
 
    “I do, but I need to sort some things out in my life. Let’s work on getting you better, then we’ll talk about us.” 
 
    “Okay.” She said with a lacklustre smile. 
 
    “I’ll go get your sister.” 
 
    He was already out the door and didn’t hear her when she said she loved him. 
 
    When Marienne entered the room, Juliette was asleep. She sat down next to her sister, and rested her head on the bed. 
 
    They sat in the hotel restaurant, picking at food none of them wanted. Marienne had invited Ludmila and Josef to dinner in her hotel, but food was the last thing on their mind. The menu looked so bland that they picked at random. 
 
    “I love your dress.” Marienne said to Ludmila, pointing at the light blue slave dress.  
 
    Ludmila tried to smile, but failed miserably. “Juliette designed it.” 
 
    “I thought so. She always had a knack for it.” 
 
    Then suddenly Ludmila had a thought. “I just remembered. Someone needs to tell the company Juliette works for what’s happened!” 
 
    Marienne shook her head. “Don’t worry about it.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “My husband owns the company.” She said with a smile. 
 
    Ludmila shook her head. “How old are you?” 
 
    “Twenty-eight. I got married young.” 
 
    Josef raised his eyebrows. “How old is Juliette then? You’re the younger sister, right?” 
 
    She smiled. “Yeah, I am. We look young don’t we?” She looked down at the food on the table, picking at it; then she looked up at them. “She’s thirty-one.” 
 
    Josef couldn’t believe it. “I knew she was older than me, but I didn’t think that much.” 
 
    “I remember one time, we went out on the town. We looked very young, illegally so, even though I was nineteen and Julie was just gone twenty-two.” She took a sip of wine. “Some awful man came over to us and started to ask what young girls like us were doing out. I wanted to tell him to go away, but Julie wanted to play him. She started saying that our parents were out of town and we had fake ids. All of a sudden, this guy starts buying us drinks. I kept telling Juliette that this guy was a pervert, but she just kept playing on. Eventually we were back at his place. I just sat there while Juliette and this fat man were kissing and feeling each other.  
 
    “All of a sudden, the man dropped unconscious on the sofa. She took a needle and thread from a drawer, then started to sew up his testicles and penis. She did it in such a way that it looked like she had removed his testicles. It was then that I realised what my sister was. We left the apartment, but not before she wrote paedophile scum on his chest with a marker.” 
 
    Ludmila nodded. “Good for her.” 
 
    Marienne nodded. “I respected her so much for that. And that’s why I believe she’ll pull through. I wish I was as strong as her.” 
 
    “I don’t know.” Josef told her. “You reminded me of her when you arrived today. That bossy attitude.” 
 
    Marienne’s face went red with embarrassment. “Yes, that’s all for show. I needed to become the countess, but,” she paused, “all of that is too late now.” 
 
    “Why?” Josef asked. 
 
    “My mother died some two years ago. Juliette has been Countess Adere since then.” 
 
    Everyone was quite for a moment. Then Josef asked, “does she know?” 
 
    “Of course she does.” 
 
    Josef thought about something. “I have something to show you.” Josef told Marienne. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Not now. In your room.” 
 
    Ludmila suddenly realised that she hadn’t spoken to Adam. “I need to go.” She told them. “I need to speak to my boyfriend.” 
 
    Josef held her hand. “Go mum. And for the first time, spend the night with him.” 
 
    Later, in her room, Josef showed Marienne the tattoo on his back. When Marienne saw it, she burst out laughing.  
 
    “Juliette is insane!” She fell on the bed laughing, then sat up. She had a strange grin on her face. “Well I guess that means you are a slave to the House of Adere, right?” 
 
    A smirk appeared on Josef’s face. “Well, in theory.” 
 
    Marienne pointed her foot in Joe’s direction. “In that case, take off my shoes, run me a bath, then I expect a massage from you.” Josef got down and took off her shoes. “You do know how to do a back massage, don’t you?” 
 
    “I’m fully and professionally trained on how to please a woman.” He said with a grin. 
 
    Marienne’s smile stretched from ear to ear. “I think I’m going to like you Josef.” 
 
    Whilst Marienne sat in the bath, Josef scrubbed her back. Part of him felt guilty for serving Marienne instead of Julianne, but at the same time, he knew he was fulfilling his duty to the House.  
 
    “Josef, what will you do after my sister gets better?” She asked. 
 
    “I haven’t thought about it. Maybe finish my schooling.” 
 
    “My sister needs to return to France.” She told him. “She’s the countess. She must return.” 
 
    “She wants to start up her own line.” 
 
    “She has wanted to for years. She’ll be fine. But it doesn’t change a thing.” 
 
    “I know. She needs to go back.” 
 
    Marienne stood, water dripping from her perfect body. The difference between the two sisters was visible only by the fact that Marienne did not have any piercings on her body. Josef stared at the two sloping breasts, perfectly round, culminating in two hard nipples. He moved down to her vagina and found it perfectly waxed.  
 
    “Are you going to stand there gawping at me, slave, or are you going to dry me?” She asked, her smirk giving away the fact she enjoyed his lecherous stare.  
 
    He picked up a towel and gently patted her down, soaking up every droplet of water, especially on her vagina. 
 
    Giving him her hand, he carefully led her out of the bath and towards the bed. She lay down face first. 
 
    “Order me some Champagne and strawberries from room service.” She told him. “Then get the body lotion from the bathroom and you can massage me.” 
 
    He did as asked. Whilst they were waiting for the room service, Josef made a professional job of massaging Juliette’s kid sister. 
 
    “Oh my god! If Juliette doesn’t want you anymore, then I’ll take you. You’re amazing!” Marienne moaned. 
 
    Room service arrived minutes later. After Josef tipped the waiter, he headed back inside the suite, and found Marienne sat back, naked, on the middle of the bed, with one leg scrunched back.  
 
    “Pour me a glass, and bring me the strawberries.”  
 
    He climbed on the bed, handed her the drink, and then fed her a strawberry. 
 
    “Get undressed.” She ordered. “I haven’t had sex in days.” 
 
    Josef stopped. “Oh...then I’m going to disappoint you.” 
 
    “Juliette won’t mind.” 
 
    “Oh, I think she would, especially given we don’t have sex, but that’s not what I mean.” Josef stripped off his clothes to reveal the chastity cage.  
 
    Marienne’s hand covered her mouth. “Oh my god! She’s jealous of you!” 
 
    “No she isn’t. I’m not allowed to have sex.” 
 
    Marienne chewed on her lower lip as she stared at the cage. “So, what can you do? I mean, she wouldn’t keep you in that if you weren’t of some other use.” 
 
    “Oh, I can do this.” He crawled between her legs and began licking. Her hands immediately found his head and pulled him tighter. 
 
    “Fuck me!!! Yes!” She screamed; and seconds later she was screaming as her first orgasm hit. Her eyes bolted opened, her teeth clenched, and she stared at Josef in amazement. How had he made me cum in under a minute? But even more amazing was the fact that she felt another one coming. “Uhhhhhhow are you doing this??” Ten minutes, and five orgasms later, she was hanging head first over the side of the bed. “No more. No more!” She lay there panting, her eyes trying to focus. “How did you learn that?” 
 
    “Your sister spent a lot of time training me to make her cum, repeatedly, upon request.”  
 
    “My sister is a genius.” She told the ceiling. “No wonder she’s kept your cock locked up. She doesn’t need it.” She turned over onto her stomach and stared at Josef. Her smile dropped when she saw his face; the sadness on it. “Thinking about her?” 
 
    “Among other things.” He sighed. “Look, I don’t know if I can face home tonight. Can I spend the night here please?” 
 
    She crawled across the bed and kissed him on the lips. “I wouldn’t have it any other way.” 
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    He put his arm underneath her back and head, and the paramedic lifted her legs.  
 
    “I can do this myself.” Juliette complained. 
 
    “No, you can’t.” Josef told her firmly. 
 
    “On three?” Asked the paramedic. 
 
    “On three.” 
 
    Juliette had lost so much weight in hospital that she was as light as a feather. Although she was 178cm tall, she now only weighed fifty-one kilograms. Ludmila stared at the stick of a girl, now sleeping in her daughter’s room.  
 
    “You didn’t need to put me in here.” Juliette said.  
 
    “It is easier to take care of you this way.” Ludmila told her. 
 
    “Then knock the wall through into my flat. Make it one big flat.” 
 
    Ludmila and Josef looked at each other. Josef shrugged. “We can do that.” 
 
    “Then do it.” Juliette looked at Josef.  
 
    Ludmila explained that she had soup on the go, and had to go look after it. Though Josef knew it was really an excuse to leave them on their own. 
 
    “Why didn’t you dress up for me?” Juliette asked. 
 
    “I haven’t been dressing up lately. Panties here and there, but that was out of necessity.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “I’m limited when it comes to male underwear.” He said with a smile, knowing that was not what she meant. 
 
    “I missed you.” She told him in a whisper. “Kiss me.” 
 
    He put his lips to hers and they kissed deeply. He stopped when she started coughing. 
 
    “Fuck!” She tried to scream. 
 
    “Calm down Juliette.” 
 
    “Since when do you call me Juliette. Since when am I not Madam, or Mistress? What’s going on with you?” She wasn’t stupid. Juliette had long sensed a change in her slave. At first she put it down to the fact that he was concerned about her, but later she began to realise that he was putting emotional space between them. 
 
    “What’s going on is that I have to take care of you,” Josef said calmly, “and I can’t do it if I’m to call you Mistress.” 
 
    Juliette tried to sit up on her elbows, which she only semi-managed. “But I am your Mistress, don’t you forget that.” Her voice sounded whiny, pleading; if anything it was annoying to Josef, which he didn’t want to feel. 
 
    “I would never forget that. But right now, you’re my patient. And as a good slave, it is my job to make sure my Mistress gets well, and soon. So behave yourself...Mistress.” He added with a smile. 
 
    “Okay. This time.” She told him in warning.  
 
    Ludmila brought in some chicken noodle soup on a tray with some Czech bread. She put it down, fluffed up Juliette’s pillows, and helped her into a sitting position. Then she put the tray on her knees and left without a word. 
 
    As Juliette ate, she stared at Josef. “When did you become so grown up?” She asked. 
 
    “I think I have learned a lot of new things about life recently. I don’t feel like a kid anymore.” 
 
    “Whatever happened to your sister?” 
 
    “To be honest, I don’t know; but I think it was Marie who told dad everything. I’ll never forgive her for that.” Josef scowled as he thought of her. 
 
    Juliette simply smiled as if she understood completely. “No matter what, she’s your sister, never forget that. She only did what she thought was right. I think the only reason she hasn’t been back in touch, is because she knows what she did was wrong in her heart.” 
 
    “You act all tough and mean, but you’re a softy at heart aren’t you?” Josef said with a grin. 
 
    Juliette laughed until she started coughing again. “Don’t make me laugh! Yeah, well, I have a place in my heart for the people I love, and they never leave it. Every time I see someone who has fallen out with me over time, it breaks my heart that they are not by my side. I think my biggest fear is that one day I truly will have a broken heart.” 
 
    Josef nodded. “Well you’re half-way there now. You’ve got a broken lung.” 
 
    This time Juliette spat out soup as she laughed. “Stop it! I’m serious!” 
 
    He watched her sip on her soup. The whole time her eyes were on his.  
 
    “We’ve ordered you a television for in here. It’ll be delivered and fitted later. I’ll move your DVD player and satellite connection from next door, here.” Josef informed her. 
 
    “Where did you get the money for that?” 
 
    “Your sister forced her money on me. Wouldn’t have it any other way.” 
 
    “Typical Marienne. I have more than enough money.” 
 
    “I know you do...Countess.” 
 
    She smiled. “I’m not countess yet. My mother is still shuffling along somewhere.” 
 
    Josef closed his eyes and sighed. Fucking Marienne! “Juliette, how long, in total, have you been out of France?” 
 
    “About three years, give or take. Why?” 
 
    “How long since you spoke to Marienne? I mean before the hospital.” 
 
    “About the same. Why?” She knew something was up. “What’s going on?” 
 
    Josef could kill Marienne right then. “Juliette, you wrote letters to your sister, but she never replied to you, did she?” He was looking for a way to tell her, that her mother had died, without actually saying it. Finally, she got the drift.  
 
    She went deathly quiet and stared at the soup, pushing the spoon in and out of it. 
 
    “When?” She whispered. Her voice was breaking and a tear trickled down her cheek. She rubbed it away abruptly, as if it was an unwelcome annoyance. 
 
    “Two years ago.” Josef mumbled. 
 
    She nodded. “I think I’d like to be alone, if you don’t mind.” 
 
    The phase, don’t shoot the messenger, couldn’t have been more appropriate at that moment. Josef hated being the messenger. He also hated the fact that she had found out about that, before she had found out that he had spent the night with her sister. He did intend to tell her, when the time was right; which was definitely not now. 
 
    Sitting alone in the living room, he considered how to join the two apartments, realising that it would have to be via his bedroom and the bathroom. The good news was that her bathroom was on the exact opposite side to theirs, which meant they could have one big bathroom. 
 
    He looked at the clock; it was getting late. His mother had left to go to work; they had asked her to come in that day, which she was happy about, given the fact there was no-longer a constant earner in the family. Actually, since Ludmila had changed her style of clothing to a more flirty revealing style, she was getting in a lot more hours per month, so it was working out for the best. Ludmila did hope to take Juliette up on her offer to help her start her own business, though now simply was not the right time to ask. 
 
    “Josef!”  
 
    Josef was too busy lost in his thoughts to hear Juliette calling first time around, but he caught her the second time and dropped everything to run to her. 
 
    “I’ve been calling you.” She whined.  
 
    “Sorry, I’ve been drawing. What can I do for you?” 
 
    She bit her bottom lip. “I need to go pee.” 
 
    “Ah.” 
 
    Josef pulled the covers back and tried to help her up. Her legs were weak and any form of exertion was painful for her. Then Josef had an idea. 
 
    “Hold on a second.” He told her, as her legs hung over the edge of the bed. He clamped his lips down on her crotch and she got the idea. She let loose and began urinating in his mouth; the relief was two-fold for her. 
 
    After she lay back down, she smiled and said thank you. “You’ve cheered me up a lot.” She told him.  
 
    “My pleasure.” He replied with a grin. It was no longer a problem to drink her piss; the whole taste was not as repulsive as people believed, and he had since researched the fact that it was actually relatively safe. 
 
    “I just have one question though.” She said. He knew what it would be, but asked anyway. 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “This is all well and good for when I need to pee, but what about when I need a number two.” She asked with a grin.  
 
    Josef’s eyes went wide at the thought. “I don’t think I can do that.” 
 
    She ruffled his hair. “I don’t expect you to. It’s not something I would request of anybody. But we need to think about how to do it, at least until I get my strength back.” 
 
    “I think we just have to try to get you to the bathroom.” He told her. “It won’t be so often.” 
 
    “True.” She stared at him with love in her eyes. She knew something was up. It had surprised her that he was so willing to drink her urine, given that he seemed to want to stop the BDSM lifestyle he had. 
 
    “I have a request.” He asked her. 
 
    “Go on.” 
 
    “I’d like the key to the chastity cage I have on.” He told her nervously. “I want to...no...I need to take it off.” She opened her mouth to speak but he stopped her. “Wait. The thing is, I need to be normal, for a bit. I’m not saying I want to give up this lifestyle, I just need a break.” 
 
    Juliette frowned. “You’re free to do whatever you want.” She said. “The key is still on my necklace which is in my personal effects box from the hospital.” 
 
    He found the box and took it out. She watched as he took the cage off, and she could not help but feel he was detaching her from his life. 
 
    “Josef?” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “Do you love me?” 
 
    Staring at her lying there, he couldn’t help but feel that she had never looked so weak and defenceless. It was a stupid question; he loved her more than life itself, and he told her so. 
 
    “I just wasn’t sure if you were not doing this all due to some stupid feeling of responsibility. I wouldn’t want that.” Juliette explained, sadly. 
 
    “I’m doing it because I love you. I want you. But at the same time, I need to experience life as a regular human being. Don’t you get it? I’ve never had it. All my life I was a nobody, but now I’m finally free to be who I want to be. I went from extreme to extreme.” He held her hand tight. “Don’t get me wrong; I only have you to thank for who I am today, and the fact I’m not the wimp I once was, but I’ve never really been free.” 
 
    “Yes Josef, you are free to be who you want to be, you always were.” She agreed. “But who do you really want to be?” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “You were free to say no to me anytime you wanted, but you didn’t. You were free and able to take that cage off anytime you wanted, but you didn’t.” 
 
    “I didn’t have the key.” 
 
    “Josef, it’s plastic! If you really wanted it off, you could’ve done. Even when you were sleeping with my sister.” 
 
    Josef’s mouth dropped open when she told him that. “I...I...” 
 
    “I what? You were going to tell me about this when?” 
 
    “Who told you?” 
 
    “Who the fuck do you think told me? My sister!” 
 
    “So your sister can’t tell you about your mom, but she tells you that I licked her pussy a couple of times.” 
 
    “Yes, do you know why? Because it’s her way of digging at me.” 
 
    Josef shook his head. It didn’t make sense; Marienne said she regretted the things she did. 
 
    “Yeah, well welcome to the real world Josef, people are shit, and none more-so than Marienne. But I still love her.” 
 
    “She’s evil.” 
 
    “She’s not evil.” She told him calmly. “She’s just not a nice person.” 
 
    With a sigh, Josef rested his head on her hand. “I don’t know who I want to be. I just want to see something. I want to watch movies. I want to get drunk. I want to wear an Italian suit, rather than an Italian dress. I just want to be a man, for a bit.” 
 
    She looked at him for a moment, then nodded. It was just a matter of time, but she would lose him, she knew it now. 
 
    

  

 
  
   FOUR 
 
    Saturday, October 29th, 2005 
 
    Juliette stood in his room, a robe wrapped tightly around her body and a hot cup of tea in her hands. She wanted to tell him not to go. She wanted to grab him and slap some sense into him, but she hadn’t slapped him for weeks. Instead, she just stood there watching him pack. 
 
    “Where will you stay?” She asked him. 
 
    Josef shrugged. “I’ll try to find a hostel.” 
 
    Juliette shook her head. “Don’t be stupid. I have plenty of friends in London. Any one of them would put you up.” 
 
    “No, I want to do this myself.” 
 
    For the first time in weeks, Juliette raised her voice to him. “For fuck’s sake Josef! You don’t know London in the slightest. You’ll be ripped to shreds there! Let me at least sort this out for you, please.” 
 
    No matter how much he wanted to tell her he would manage, he knew he was travelling to the UK on his own, with nothing planned. She was right. “Okay. Thanks.” 
 
    Ludmila and Juliette accompanied him to the airport. He had told Juliette to stay at home; she still should not be exerting herself, but she was as stubborn as a mule and did not want to hear it. 
 
    “As far as I’m concerned, you’re still my boyfriend and I want to say good bye to you.” She had told him. 
 
    But as he was about to go through to the gates, she burst into tears. “I’m about to lose you forever aren’t I? That’s it isn’t it? If I have reason to hate your father right now, it’s not because of what he did to me, it’s what he did to us! He’s won Josef, he’s won. He’s got what he wanted! Don’t you see?” 
 
    Josef opened his mouth to speak, but no words came out. He actually felt like he was closing a major chapter in his life, and as far as he was concerned, Juliette was not in the next one. Finally all he said was, “that’s not fair Juliette.” 
 
    With a hug and a kiss for both, he said good bye and went through to the gate. 
 
    Friday, September 29th, 2006 
 
    “You’ve got a letter from Prague.” She said to him, passing the letter. 
 
    “Thanks Jo.” He said to her, giving her a quick kiss. 
 
    Josef and Joanna had been living together for a month. They had met at club to which his friend Adrian had invited him, and soon enough they were dating. The first night they had spent together she asked him about his tattoos.  
 
    “They’re from a different life. They represent some feelings I had at the time.” He told her, secretly praying that she did not speak French; which she did not.  
 
    She especially liked his piercings, which he was happy about, given that for some reason he could not bring himself to remove them. 
 
    “It’s from my mom. Just a catch-up.” He told her. 
 
    “Okay hon.” Giving him a kiss good bye as she headed off to work. “Don’t forget it’s Darren’s birthday tonight.” She called to him. Josef grunted a response. 
 
    Darren was one of Adrian’s friends, and both of them were connected back to Timothy, who was the friend with whom Juliette had put Josef in touch. Timothy turned out to be a pretentious prick with whom nobody really got on but with whom everyone seemed to hang out. 
 
    Josef looked at the clock and frowned; he had to go to work. Work was a struggle for Josef. It was work, but it was in a design studio as an office assistant. Certainly not the glamorous lifestyle he had been expecting. Joanna earned enough though, and it was her flat. She didn’t seem to want rent from him, just to pitch in with food. 
 
    Dear Josef, 
 
    Just a quick note to let you know how everything is going here at home. 
 
    I’m doing great; my clothes line is taking off and I’m now producing sissy clothes for a wide range of men across Central Europe. I never expected this to be anything more than a hobby, but I’ve had to quit my job to dedicate time to making all sorts now. 
 
    Adam has moved in. I hope you don’t mind, but I have a feeling you won’t. We’re making a few changes to the apartment to fit our lifestyle, so don’t be surprised when you get back to see chains and pulleys in the living room! 
 
    Which leads me to the question, when are you coming home? Juliette is hardly ever here now. Her lungs were given the all-clear, all fully healed, and her business is going really well. She travels around the world to different fashion shows, and to meet distributors.  
 
    Come home sometime, please! We all miss you.  
 
    Love,  
 
    Mom 
 
    Josef read the letter again, then scrunched it up and threw it into the bin. He then left for work. 
 
    It was just gone six-thirty pm when Josef arrived home. He was tired, depressed, and just wanted to take a bath. He was looking forward to a grabbing a beer from the refrigerator and simply relaxing. However, he had forgotten the evening plans which had already been made for him. 
 
    “You’re late.” Joanna called in her posh British voice. Joanna was a spoiled little rich girl, born to rich parents, destined to be an it girl, but for some inconceivable reason she had ended up with Josef, even though he was just a nineteen year old kid from Prague, and she was a twenty-three year old university graduate working for a gossip magazine. 
 
    “Late for what?” He called out, dropping his keys on the sideboard. 
 
    “Darren’s party!” She called back. “Did you forget?” 
 
    Josef groaned. So much for his relaxing evening. “Yes...” He whined. “Where is it again?” 
 
    She stepped out of the bedroom as she was trying to push a diamond earring into her left earlobe. “Meridian Lounge.”  
 
    “I hate Greenwich...” He started to say; then Josef looked up at her and froze. He had seen her dress before, just not on her. It was deep scarlet red, had two tie-up straps on her shoulder, which became thicker over her breasts, then became slightly thinner as they travelled down past her navel, held together by three gold buckles; then down to the short loose wrap around tie-up mini-skirt. He knew the dress very well because Juliette was designing it right next to him as he wrote into the diary, the first night she spent with him in his bed. That night she called it an Athena whore’s dress, and Josef couldn’t help but wonder what she had really called it. 
 
    “Where did you buy that dress?” He asked Joanna. 
 
    “Oh, I picked it up in Selfridge’s today. Do you like it?” She asked, giving a twirl and not waiting for an answer; “it’s the new collection from the House of Adere. It’s real silk, and cost over eight-hundred pounds.” 
 
    Josef’s eyes bulged out of their sockets when he heard that. “Eight-hundred pounds??” 
 
    “Oh honey. I know you hate me splashing out like this...” She said, walking over and taking his hands. 
 
    “No no, it’s not that.” He said with a chuckle. “It’s just that I could’ve gotten you that for free.” A look of confusion appeared on her face. “Well, I know the designer of that dress.” 
 
    “You know Countess Adere?” She asked sarcastically. 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    “Countess Juliette de Marche Adere?” She elaborated. 
 
    “The one and only.” 
 
    “Yeah...right.” She walked away with a laugh. “Good one.” 
 
    “I do!” 
 
    “Sure you do honey.” 
 
    The party was the usual snob affair that Josef had become used to since he had arrived. He was beginning to wish he had never allowed Juliette to arrange a place for him to stay. The people to whom Timothy had introduced him all treated Josef as if he was some sort of charity case, but they all stuck to him like glue. They had taken to calling him their Bohemian friend. That annoyed him. “Hi, Trudy. Have you met my friend Josef...” which they made an effort to pronounce right by pronouncing the J as a Y, even though Josef preferred the English pronunciation of his name, but even that sounded pretentious; Yio-seff. “He’s from Bohemia don’t you know?” Bohemia! 
 
    Adrian was the only decent one, being that he tended to just want to party and drink. He did have one annoying trait, and that was his affected Cockney accent, even though he went to Repton before studying at Trinity College in Cambridge. 
 
    Darren, who just tried to hang out with everyone, and who was as gay as Elton John, seemed to throw the most outrageous parties, which Josef hated. Josef did not want to do drugs, but everyone at Darren’s parties did, especially Joanna. Josef did not want to laugh at crap jokes, but everyone did, in a terribly fake laugh. And Josef did not like Darren’s advances, especially when he drank too much and would begin forcing himself onto the young Bohemian. Everyone always laughed when Josef pushed him away, only to be considered a barbarian who doesn’t know any better. “Those ex-commies hate anything different. Probably a homophobe.” They would whisper, as if it was his sworn duty to sleep with whoever forced themselves on him, man or woman. 
 
    The one good thing about these parties was the open bar, which meant Josef could drink the best single malt Scotch and the best Champagne, completely for free. 
 
    He had just ordered a glass of Cristal when he heard someone behind him speak.  
 
    “I’ll have one of those too.” The French accented strong female voice said. 
 
    Josef froze. The lounge, which was filled with noise, suddenly became deathly quiet; or at least it seemed that way to Josef. He did not know whether to turn around or run and hide. Part of him hoped that she would just go away, as his heart beat so rapidly that he thought it would explode.  
 
    Eventually, he turned to face the voice and came face to face with Juliette. Her hair was curled up on her head slightly, and then fell long down her back like a jet black waterfall. She was so sexy it hurt. She had a new piercing; a small diamond stud in her nose; it suited her perfectly, along with the black leather mini-dress she wore with her sexy designer shoes. 
 
    “H...h...” He could not get a word out of his mouth. Instead, she did it for him. 
 
    “Hello Josef. Nice to see you again.” 
 
    “Y...yes, you too Miss...erm...Juliette.” 
 
    Her mouth twisted into a sexy smile. She was doing her best to control her emotions. Every part of her wanted to grab him and rip off his clothes. She even wanted his penis in her, anything, just to have him again. All of this was going through her mind, just as Joanna approached and, to Juliette’s horror, brazenly molested poor Josef in front of her.  
 
    None of Joanna’s behaviour was new to Josef; he knew what it was. Joanna did this whenever she saw Josef speaking to another woman; it was her way of saying, talk to him, but here is proof that he is mine, so watch it.  
 
    “Hey Josef.” Joanna squeaked. “Who’s this? Care to introduce me?” 
 
    With red cheeks, barely visible thanks to the lighting, Josef introduced the two girls. “Yeah, erm, this is Juliette...” He mumbled. 
 
    Juliette decided to save him the trouble, recognising the whole situation was too much for him; always the protector of what she deemed was still her property. “I’m Juliette de Marche. Josef and I used to date, a while ago.” 
 
    Joanna’s hands covered her mouth. “Oh my god! You’re Countess Adere! Oh my god. I’m wearing one of your dresses!” 
 
    Juliette smiled warmly, though Josef could see that she was heartbroken. Her eyes betrayed her, even though she tried to keep a brave face about it.  
 
    “I noticed. It’s one of my favourites.” Juliette told her, as she looked Josef in the eyes and winked. She knew full well that Josef knew her informal name for the dress; she also knew that Josef would never dare tell it to anyone else.  
 
    It became all too easy for Josef to fall back into the role of Juliette’s shadow, and he caught himself smiling back at Juliette’s condescension. He quickly regained control of himself.  
 
    “I was telling Jo earlier that I knew you and could’ve gotten her an original of that dress, but she didn’t believe me.” Josef said, nudging Joanna playfully. 
 
    A smirk formed on Juliette’s mouth. “Well seeing how pretty Jo is in my dresses, I’d love to send some over. Personally I’d love to see Jo in more of my dresses.” She stared directly in Josef’s eyes as she said this. Now Josef was starting to get a little agitated by Juliette’s brazenness.  
 
    Joanna practically danced at this. “Oh, how wonderful. You’d be such a darling if you could. Of course I have the money to pay for the dresses!” 
 
    “Yes...I’m sure you do.” Having lived in London herself for a short period, Juliette was quite averse to what she called the Chelsea Mafia; a bunch of toffs, born from rich aristocracy, who really had little else to do than drink, buy clothes and act stupid for the paparazzi. However, she felt hypocritical when she remembered that she, herself, was born from rich aristocracy. 
 
    Jumping up and down like a mad cheerleader, Joanna wrapped her arms around Josef and kissed him repeatedly. “Oh thank you, thank you, thank you. I’ll never doubt you again.” Then she leaned next to his ear, but said loud enough for all to hear, “somebody’s gonna get a treat in bed tonight. I’m gonna do anything you want!” Then, saying thank you again to Juliette, she skipped off to tell everyone how she met her favourite fashion designer. 
 
    Juliette stepped forward, smirking. “Her? Seriously?” She asked, an eyebrow raised. 
 
    “Joanna’s great. You’re looking at her with jealous eyes, and I wish you wouldn’t.” Josef frowned. 
 
    “Oh come on! You cannot be serious? You can’t possibly be happy with that bimbo. You even picked a girl with the same name you had when you dressed as a girl! There’s got to be something to that!” 
 
    “Look Juliette, if you’re going to be rude...” 
 
    Juliette held up her hands in apology. 
 
    “How’s my mother?” He asked her. 
 
    She shrugged. “I’m not in Prague that often. She’s very much in love, as is Adam, and I think they may end up getting married.” Her expression went sad. “She misses you dreadfully. Your sister turned up a few months ago. She apologised to me.” 
 
    “What for?” 
 
    She questioned whether or not to tell Josef, but eventually she realised she had to. “It was her who told your dad everything. She told him about me.” 
 
    Josef said nothing. He just nodded. He understood; in fact, he kind of knew it from the beginning, though he did not want to believe it. 
 
    “I’ll come home before Christmas. I need to decide when is right.” 
 
    “Look, I’ll be in town for a couple more days, after that I head back to Prague to work on next summer’s collection. I’d like to see you again before I leave.” 
 
    “I don’t know if that would be a good idea.” He told her. 
 
    She frowned. “Well, if you change your mind, I’m staying in the Savoy; the Katherine Hepburn suite.” 
 
    “Thanks.” Then to cheer her up; “maybe I’ll stop by...for one drink.” 
 
    Her face lit up with hope. “I’d like that.” 
 
    That night, after a quick shower, Josef climbed into bed and waited for Joanna. He caught her in the mirror; her skinny body dressed in a short black lace silk nightie, bent over the sink, sniffing two lines of cocaine off a small mirror. 
 
    “Do you want any of this?” She called out. She asked this every time, and every time, Josef said no. Surely, he thought, she would catch the drift at some point. It was not as if he hadn’t tried it, but after experiencing subspace, he felt that any drug was actually a sub-standard substitute. 
 
    “No...thank you.”  
 
    She packed her things away and wiped her nose; then with a sexy smile on her face, strolled into the bedroom. 
 
    “So, Josef, I owe you a sexy reward for introducing me to Juliette!” She purred. “So what’s it to be? Wanna fuck me doggy style?”  
 
    Looking at her in the slinky nightie, knowing she was both drunk and high, he decided that there was little point in trying to be someone he was not. As such, Josef decided to see what she would really do for him. “Erm...well, erm...would you spank me?” He asked timidly. 
 
    At first she look shocked, but then that changed into a smile. “Oh, so you want to be a naughty boy huh?” 
 
    “Erm...yes.” 
 
    “Okay then. Well watch out, ‘cause naughty boys...” She grabbed a belt from a cupboard. “...get the strap.” 
 
    Josef’s eyes widened at the belt in horror and all of a sudden all the bad memories of the past came flooding back. As she began to whip him, he burst into tears. She thought it was from the pain; that it was all part of the game, but instead it was all the hate coming out of him. 
 
    “Yes bitch boy, feel the pain of my strap!” She sounded ridiculous. “Now, slave boy, put your little cock in me!”  
 
    Josef sighed, then shook his head. “I’m sorry; I think I’ve had too much to drink tonight.” 
 
    “Oh baby, it’s okay. We can try again tomorrow.” She said, hugging him tight. 
 
    They kissed good night, and he turned over. She gently stroked his back as they lay together, and finally the night came back to her. 
 
    Josef and I used to date, a while ago. 
 
    She continued to stroke his back, but this time her eyes focusing on his tattoos. 
 
    “Did she to do that to you?” Joanna asked calmly. 
 
    “Who do what?” Josef groaned into the pillow, knowing full well what she was talking about. 
 
    “Juliette.” Joanna sounded sad; worried. “Did she used to spank you?” 
 
    For a moment, Josef lay there, quiet, trying to work out how to answer. Finally, he said, “yes, and other things.” He didn’t dare turn around. He knew that she had worked everything out. Joanna was slow but she was not stupid. 
 
    “What other things?” 
 
    “She was the one who pierced me.” He began. “She would dress me up in her clothes; humiliate me, force me to do things against my will. She would beat me, hurt me, get off on my suffering.” 
 
    “Is that how you got so good with your; you know, tongue?” 
 
    “Yes. She trained me.” 
 
    “Why did you break up?” 
 
    With a sigh, Josef turned onto his back, staring straight up at the ceiling of her Chelsea apartment, before turning to look at her. He was surprised to find she did not look angry, but she did look upset. So he told her the whole story, leaving out only some details. In the end, she lay there, just looking up at the ceiling, with tears streaked down the sides of her face. 
 
    “Are you angry with me?” He asked. 
 
    “No. I have no right to be angry with you. I just realised that tonight was the first time I have ever found out anything about you. And it’s not your fault; it’s my own. I never thought to ask. I’m sorry I’m so self-absorbed. When you have money, you think it is the cure for all ails, but really it is just a smoke-screen to the world’s real problems. I’ve ignored you haven’t I?” 
 
    “You haven’t ignored me. It was me. I’ve been hiding my life away from everyone, in the vein hope that I’d be able to escape it completely.” 
 
    “But you need it don’t you? You need to be treated the way she treated you.” 
 
    He thought about it for a moment before nodding. “I think I do, yes. I miss all of it.” 
 
    It soon dawned on Joanna what Juliette was talking about, regarding the dresses. “She called you Joanna, didn’t she?” Joanna laughed. “When you were dressed as a girl?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “I don’t know whether to feel freaked out about the fact that you are dating me or gratified. Poor old Sigmund would certainly have something to say about it.” 
 
    She lay there silently for almost ten minutes, just staring at the ceiling. She then came to some sort of conclusion and switched on the bedside lamp. Without even getting out of bed, she opened up her underwear drawer and pulled out a pair of pink satin French knickers, a matching lace bra, and a matching camisole.  
 
    “Put those on.” She told him. 
 
    “I don’t know...” He felt kind of a fool in front of her. 
 
    “Look, after some of that story, I’m fairly horny. Fuck, I was horny before the story, and I’m even more horny now. And if you could wear her underwear, then you can wear mine.” 
 
    There was no arguing with her logic, so he put on the underwear. Immediately, he felt as if a weight had been lifted from him. It was like pulling the most wonderful material in world up his legs. He felt like shackles had been removed. It was at that moment he realised what a fool he had been.  
 
    Joanna looked at him for a while, not smiling or laughing, before she raised up a hand and began to feel his body through the satin and lace. Then, tentatively, she leaned forward to kiss him.  
 
    They made love more often that night, than they had in the past month. Josef managed something which he had not managed without the use of his tongue since the beginning of their relationship, and that was to bring her to an orgasm. 
 
    Even so, Joanna knew that all the extra effort Josef put in, all the energy he suddenly had, was from a realisation of the truth. Whether that was he liked women’s underwear, or if it was that he was supposed to be with Juliette, she did not know, but their relationship was now in the balance, and time was running out; she just hoped that when it did, he would come to the realisation that he wanted to be with her. In her heart, she knew that would not be the case. 
 
    Tuesday, October 17th, 2006 
 
    Josef arrived home from work to find he was alone. Thinking Joanna was still at work; Josef helped himself to a beer, and sat himself down in front of the television. He must have sat through an entire episode of Two and a Half Men, before he realised two suitcases were stood there and a red light was flashing on the answering machine. 
 
    Popping a crisp in his mouth, he stood and walked over, slightly confused, to the answering machine, and pressed play. 
 
    “Josef, I’m sorry to do it this way, but I love you too much to say this to your face. I thought my voice on this machine would at least be better than a letter; I owe you that much. The fact that you wear knickers now, doesn’t bother me. In fact, I think it’s cute. The fact you bought me the whip and you ask me to beat you, is also fine, and fun. The fact that I don’t feel it’s me who you are picturing when I whip you bothers me. The fact that every time I do whip you, I see that tattoo on your back bothers me. I know it’s her house insignia; and I know she loves you more than life itself. I spoke to Tim about her and you. It seems there’s stuff you don’t know; and if you do know it, and you’re still not with her, then I wouldn’t want you anyway, because I can’t be with a cold heartless bastard.” She paused. “But I know you’re not. You have a good heart Josef, and you should be with her.  
 
    “I heard from Tim something which apparently you told your friend. He told Juliette, and Juliette told Tim. You said that it’s funny how being dressed as a girl has not made you soft, but has made you strong; or something like that. Well, newsflash for you Joe; women go through so much pain and suffering, but are able to deal with it in their stride. That’s strength for you. But you ran away. That’s not strength, that’s weakness, and that means one thing... Your training is not complete.” 
 
    “I’ll be staying with friends for a few days. Please leave when you can, but don’t try to contact me for now.  
 
    “Good bye Josef. I hope we will see each other in the future, and I hope you will be by Juliette’s side; in one of her dresses.” 
 
    The machine beeped and gave the time and date of the call. It was that morning, about half an hour after he left for work. 
 
    Josef sat for a moment, trying to deal with the situation, until finally he nodded. He took off his trousers and ran over to Joanna’s underwear drawer, pulling out a black suspender belt, stockings, and a black bra. He was already wearing black silk panties. Dressing quickly in the rest of the lingerie, he put his clothes back over the top.  
 
    He then returned to the phone, opened up his personal phone book, and dialled a number. Halfway through dialling, he became nervous and put the phone down quickly. 
 
    Biting his bottom lip, he had a change of plan. He picked up the phone and called Darren. 
 
    “Hey, Darren, can you do me a favour?” He asked. 
 
    “Sure honey. Anything for my Bohemian boy.” He replied in his camp voice. 
 
    “I’m going to need a lift to the airport tomorrow. City.” 
 
    “Sure. No problem. What time?” 
 
    “Not sure yet. I’ll let you know closer to the time, is that okay?” 
 
    “Yeah, no problem at all. Glad to help out, you know?” 
 
    After that, Josef made one more phone call and called in a favour which was long overdue. With that, everything was sorted. 
 
      
 
    Wednesday, October 18th, 2006 
 
    The security personnel at City airport rushed Josef through to the plane. Flying private was the way to go. Marienne’s plane was where she said it would be, and the pilot was ready to go. 
 
    Once the Gulfstream was in the air, a blonde stewardess stepped over with a whiskey. 
 
    “Miss Marienne also asked me to give you this.” She reached over to another chair, where she found a sports bag, and a dress case.  
 
    “Thank you.” 
 
    Accepting the items, he moved to the toilet and changed. Once he stepped out, he was wearing pink lingerie, and a pink satin and lace sissy party dress with a thick white multi-layered petticoat. 
 
    The professional stewardess did not even bat an eye. Instead, she helped Josef with his make-up and then styled his long hair into a sexy wavy style, dying it blonde for him in the process. 
 
    When they landed in Prague, the same driver as last time was waiting for them. Once again, Josef was rushed through security, into the car, clutching a pink handbag. A porter carried the cases to the car for the pretty, yet extravagantly dressed lady. 
 
    They arrived at his apartment block, and he stared at the doorway through which he had not passed in a year. Eventually, he stepped forward and used his key to get inside. Nervously, he ascended the stairs, arriving at his floor and finding only one door. They had merged the apartments as per his designs. 
 
    Upon ringing the doorbell and he knelt down. His mother knew not to answer the door; that was already prearranged; instead he heard her shout to Juliette that she was busy, if she could see who it was. 
 
    The door opened seconds later, which was followed by a gasp of delight. Josef, with his head down, said, “my lady, my Mistress, my Goddess; Countess Adere. Will you please accept me as your slave, who will serve you for the rest of time, and in the heavens. Will you accept me back into your life. And will you please punish me severely for my mistakes. I do not deserve your love, but I am willing to spend the rest of my life in extreme pain, if that will make you forgive me.” 
 
    Juliette was so quiet for so long, that Josef had no choice but to look up to make sure she was okay. But he need not have worried, she was fine, staring with a sexy smirk on her face. 
 
    “I will punish you, severely. However,” she stated, “I want one thing from you.” 
 
    “What Mistress?” 
 
    “Commitment.” 
 
    “You have my commitment.” 
 
    “Not that sort.” She held out her hands, and he took them. She pulled him to his feet, then kneeled down in front of him. “Josef Strnad, will you do me the honour of being my wife?” 
 
    Josef grinned from ear to ear. “I will. Yes most definitely.” 
 
    Juliette jumped up and grabbed him. “I’m so happy! You can’t imagine. Oh, we’re going to have so much fun designing your wedding dress!” She planted her lips on his and the two kissed. “I love you.” 
 
    “I love you more than you can ever know. I’ve lived the normal life, and you know what?” 
 
    “What?” She asked with a grin she could not shake. 
 
    “It’s boring.” 
 
    They walked inside the flat into the new spacious living room. “What about Tomas?” Juliette asked. 
 
    “What about him?” 
 
    “He still has the house coat on his back. He still belongs to me, and pretty much begs me weekly to see him again.” 
 
    “I meant to ask you about that. Is his house coat of arms any different?” 
 
    “Of course,” she said with a grin, “he was meant to be my sex slave.” 
 
    With a nod, Joe thought about what she was asking. “I think that you need to do what is right for you. But yes, it would be interesting to have Tomas as my superior.” He said with a grin. “In fact, maybe it would be good to give him a call now, to invite him over tonight.” 
 
    Juliette sighed with happiness. “I think, slave, it should be you who begs my lover to come fuck me.” 
 
    After making the phone call, Josef walked into his old bedroom. Josef’s mother found his diary some months previously. When Josef walked in, he found it on his bed. He opened it up and wrote. 
 
    Dear diary, 
 
    This is the last entry I will write in here. You’ve been a help to me, but now I have someone in my life, who I never want to lose.  
 
    It’s time for me to continue my training with Juliette. I’ve come back, and now I’ve realised I should never have left. 
 
    I... 
 
    Juliette snatched the diary out of Joe’s hands and wrote. 
 
    Training complete. 
 
    She then took it and threw it in the bin. 
 
    “You don’t need that anymore.” She told him, before spreading her legs and pulling back her skirt to reveal her naked vagina. “Now, it’s time to put that slave tongue to some proper work.” She said, pulling his head down and closing her eyes. 
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