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    To my English teacher.
For helping me to hear the Trojan Women;
and for teaching me that all experience is an arch.
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Explanatory Note
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[The following note was found in the author’s study, tucked beneath a copy of The Norton Anthology and a Lelo sex toy whose battery had spitefully run out at the worst possible time.]

––––––––
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Every age had dominant women. We just never wrote them down. 

At least – not until now. 

If you’ve bought this book already, thank you – especially if you already know who I am and what an Anna Voss tale promises. 

If you’re just skimming the preview that’s fine (hi!): I’m Anna Voss. I write intelligent, character-driven femdom erotica. My readers seem to be a mix of those who like raw, hot smut (I love you all), and readers who like genuinely well-written fiction (I love you all). Either way, this book ought to please you!

My rule is pretty simple: the most pleasure a submissive man can have is in making a dominant woman come. For readers, my hope is you can get off while finding out how the sub does just that – not least because that discovery is usually a key part of my writing process, too.

My aim is always to take characters that feel real, regardless of their setting, and set the female character’s pleasure – and the male’s submission – above everything else, and I do that for one simple reason: in all of my experience, that’s what’s true.

But, historically, authors haven’t had that freedom (except maybe John Cleland, whose Fanny Hill delivered all kinds of delightful filth in 1748, but got banned immediately.)

Jane Austen did her best: she could write brilliant, intelligent women, but she couldn’t write them dominant, because her entire society made that impossible. Likewise Raymond Chandler wrote dangerous, often treacherous, intoxicatingly sensual women – but they never truly got to make his heroes kneel. 

Chandler could write “down these mean streets a man must go... He must be, to use a rather weathered phrase, a man of honor,” but he couldn’t get away with adding “And he must be a Good Boy and not come unless he’s told to”. Perhaps he never even wanted to – but if he didn’t want, he should have.

So, I wanted to interrogate what would happen if we took the literary canon – the greats of English Literature from over seven hundred years (I confess, I couldn’t go further; Beowulf defeated me!) – what if we took that store of literature and gave the women more of a voice, and wrote their dominance as the authors of their age may have written it? 

Not in the sense of writing historical femdom fiction in the language of today, enjoyable though that is: I mean writing it in the style of the era, as if that freedom to celebrate women’s sexual power had been granted to us eighty, two hundred, seven hundred years sooner than it was. 

That’s what I wanted to show you. Actual, modern, hot femdom – trust me, it is still hot – just set in the language and style of historical authors.

What happens if you take an Austen heroine – all wit and spirit and self-determination but curbed by her society – and say to her “Go on. He’s already yours. You need consider nobody’s pleasure or perspective but your own.”?

What happens if you take the wonderfully savage sarcasm of ‘Saki’ who wrote so wonderfully in the long, doomed, golden afternoon of Edwardian England as the Great War crept closer – and mould round his cruel mischief a woman whose wit and pleasure permit no compromise?

In short, what happens when a woman – instead of being annotated to death and buried beneath irritating academic footnotes – is told “this story is yours, and you may shape it as you please”?

This collection is the result of that question.

I haven’t tried to parody; I’m not poking fun. I’ve simply done my humble best to inhabit the authentic voice of authors far better than myself, and yet to lend them a passion and a need for domination that is all my own.

Sometimes, I no doubt stumbled: if I offend, it is with my good will, and I hope my readers will forgive me. On which note, it is impossible to tackle Classic English Literature without including Shakespeare somewhere.

He bestrides the genre like a colossus: he coined so many words and phrases that avoiding them would be a wild-goose chase. You can’t help but blunder into him – and we all daily do, not knowing what we do. Either I could try to recreate everyone else’s style while pretending to ignore Shakespeare (though, no doubt, in forgery of shapes and tricks I’d still come short of what he did, somehow or other), or I must set my teeth and stretch to include him.

I don’t dare touch his plays, though, so I stuck to sonnets: I have given the heroine of each piece the final word on her perspectives or motivations: dominant women – even in femdom – do not get enough opportunities to explain why they like it, or why they’re doing it, and I think that’s regrettable. 

Nestled among those sonnets are Chandler’s whisky and trenchcoats, Saki’s wit, Gilman’s gothic horror wallpaper, Austen’s proprieties, and Chaucer’s filth – but please don’t worry.

It’s all still smut.

There are cages, there is oral worship, there is (of course!) denial: whatever the literary tone, it wraps around the men and leaves them with the ache of their surrender.

I’ve been selective: there is no Dickens, Bronte(s), or Milton. To some of those authors I’ve shunned, I bow for the omission. (To others... well, you frankly deserved to be left out, and your bloody daffodils, too.)

But within these pages, we will move back through time, peeling away layers of decorum to expose the femdom of societies that kept it hidden, right back to the filth of the 14th Century when – I swear that this is true – Geoffrey Chaucer really did write a Canterbury Tale in which the cuck gets wholly humiliated.

(I’ve never written cuckold porn before, but Chaucer very much demanded it – perhaps I gazed too long into the literary abyss and found the bull gazing back at me?)

The idea is playful, but core is real: women have always had the wit, cruelty, and imagination to dominate, and while that truth may never have made it into the stories that got published in the eras where they lived, I’ve done my best to now lend them my voice.

If you’re only here for the hot bits, skip to them: I promise they’re still there, even dressed in Regency elegance or 1930s weariness. But if you read the whole, I hope you’ll see what I see: femdom’s always been here. And now it’s written down.

Anna. x
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After Raymond Chandler (1888 – 1959)

[Chandler wrote noble detectives with strict moral codes, always undone by glamorous women who led them too deep. But every noir PI suspects, as he nurses his whisky in the office, that the wrong woman could take him deeper still. This story exposes the truth.]

––––––––
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I like to tell myself that if I’d known what her necklace meant I’d never have taken her damn case in the first place, but I’m not so sure. By the time she showed, it had been a solid month since anyone had bothered to hike up the four flights of stairs to my shabby little office, and my landlord had started getting cute about the rent arrears.

So, when Annie Fox slammed closed the door with “Vic Webster, Private Detective” etched into the glass, I guess I wasn’t too willing to ask the right questions.

Of course, what I should have said was “You’re a gorgeous dame, but what’s with all the keys on the necklace? You looking to break into the real estate business?”

Unfortunately, all my dumb brain came up with at the time was, “Hey, please don’t mind how this looks, I don’t usually drink so early, but what can I get you?”

She said “I’ll take everything,” and like a chump I figured that had to be a joke. I should’ve remembered the first rule of the grifter’s trade is to always give a sucker one chance to escape from the con before you take them for every cent.

Annie started by taking the scotch which hadn’t yet escaped from the bottle I’d cracked open the evening before, swiping my one good glass without asking and pouring a generous slug with eyes that sparkled as she looked me up and down.

I used that silence to do a little sizing up myself and I have to say, I got the better side of that bargain, whatever became of me later: Miss Fox lived up to her name, and was just my type.

Lately the trend in the picture business and vaudeville has been all for slim elfin types with trim little waists and bobbed haircuts, and I could see at a glance Annie would never make it in the movies.

She could have cut her hair to suit the prevailing style, sure – but there wasn’t a steel stay strong enough to take control of the shape of her figure: it was all unfashionable curves that make your throat dry and threaten to wreck anyone who tries to get around them too fast.

Plus, she was a redhead, with lipstick to match the curves. Any self-respecting director would have run her off the studio lot. Fortunately, I never had that much worth respecting, so I just sat there, and tried to remember what muscle it was that normally closed my jaw.

“I want you for something," she said. “My sister’s having trouble with her men and I said what she really needed was to have a private dick on a retainer. A man who’s efficient, but discreet.”

I made a point of nodding, all noble understanding and discretion. “Sure, I’m discreet,” I said, “I barely even have any friends. What kind of man trouble are we talking? Compromising letters, divorce threats, even dubious photographs – I’m used to working around pretty much any vice you can think of Miss, uh...”

I hesitated, and she pounced immediately. “Fox,” she smiled, and I thought a bunch of gags that seemed funny at the time, and much less clever later, “Annie Fox. My sister’s name is Nicola.”

There was a pause while I waited politely for more information, and she gave a cute little shrug before she went on, “I should be fair to you, Mr Webster, but I think this might involve a level of vice even a man of your talent needs some adjusting to. My sister has some... well, some pretty specific requirements, but we’re willing to pay to see her needs are met. We’ll pay as long as it takes.”

Like I said: if I knew what her damn necklace full of keys had meant, I ought to have run a mile. But first, I didn’t know. Second, she slipped two crisp hundred dollar bills across my desk – and third, the way she leaned to do so gave me a view of the full soft creamy curve of her that set the angel on my shoulder singing the hallelujah chorus while the devil opposite dove straight into my loins.

I reached out to take both the bills and a closer look at the depths of her blouse, and she smiled and licked her lips in a way that had me wishing I’d put off drinking so I could have something to steady my nerves as she shot them to pieces.

“Okay,” I said, “You’ve got my services. Suppose you tell me more about this trouble and what exactly you and your sister are hoping I can do to fix it for you."

She licked her lips before she smiled, and spoke again. “Like I said, Mr Webster, my Nicola can’t seem to keep a man. Oh, don’t you worry yourself; she looks fine enough, but the trouble is, any time she gets a fellow interested, something about her desires always seems to scare them off.”

She glanced up, caught me looking at her, and winked in a way that made me grit my teeth. “I know what you’re thinking – even without a fortune if she looked a whit like me she ought to be fending fellows off with a stick, but she just can’t find a man with the gumption to make her happy. I know that doesn’t sound like much, but honestly – Nicola’s turning twenty-one this fall, and if she isn’t engaged by then, why, all of the money grandpa left her is simply handed over to our cousin Tony.

I stared at her, the cogs turning slowly in my mind. “Wait...” I said at last, “Annie and Nicola Fox? You mean as in old General Fox, the railroad man?”

The way she blushed made me glad I didn’t have a cigar to bite through, but the nod she gave explained plenty: everyone in town knew about the old man’s crazy will, how he’d made it a condition his granddaughter’s could only inherit if they were already engaged. 

They said he’d figured this was the best way to stop any wild young bucks taking advantage of their prospects, but looking at the way Annie was smiling at me, I wasn’t sure he hadn’t been looking for trouble from the wrong direction. Still, something didn’t add up to me.

“See here, Miss Fox,” I said, “You say your sister keeps frightening off the suitors?” I waited while she nodded, quivering in a way that kept me staring, and went on, “Well, pardon me, miss, but if she’s got even a tenth of your looks and a half the financial prospects they say she must have, I can’t see how anybody would get themselves bought off that kind of a marriage, not unless they were allergic to a life of luxury.”

She favoured me with a bitter smile and shook her head.

“There, Mr Webster," she said, her fingers toying with that necklace like it was a lucky charm, “I knew you didn’t know enough about vice. Oh men like Nicola well enough, as long as they’re not too scared of suffocation-”

She broke off, making herself jiggle so I got the point, and winked as some kind of grunt escaped before I could stop it. I tried to straighten my tie and found I was blushing at the way those wide devious eyes lit up, her fingers slid down from the keys and caressed the curve of her own breast.

I’d seen that gesture once before on a nightclub stage, but I’d never seen it close enough to see how the skin dimpled, and the way she laughed made me blush crimson, like I was still in highschool and begging Sally Carter for a glimpse up her skirts. This time, at least, the dame was the one handing over the money: Sally had just taken my quarter and shown me nothing but her heels. 

“No,” she carried on, leaning forward again, all earnest and seemingly innocent, like the sight of her wasn’t already making me cross my thighs under the desk, “Nicola’s the one with the beauty, she isn’t struggling to find a man willing to marry her, and she wouldn’t struggle even if we were dirt poor, either – her trouble is keeping a man once he’s... well, once he’s got to know her better.”

She sighed – Jesus, the sight of that sigh quivering through her made me half-reach for another bottle out of my private stash in the desk.

She kept right on showing herself, acting like she didn’t know how a man might get. Murmuring something about how she always made sure a guy was locked in before she told him the truth. And she still hadn’t sat up straight: the whole deep, dark valley of her breasts was practically resting on the far side of my desk, and the sweat was starting on the back of my neck. 

Some guy once told me about an old Roman who annoyed their gods and wound up in a lake wearing concrete shoes while heavenly goons kept yanking the divine fruit out of reach: I was starting to understand how he felt.

“The trouble is, only I do that” Annie was saying, as I finally dragged my eyes up and got my ears working again “Nicola always lets on too soon, and when most fellows get a sense that that’s what a lifetime as Nic’s husband is likely to mean in practice, well, suddenly all her money and pleasure and even their own promises don’t seem to count as much as poverty and loneliness and freedom.”

“Well, sure. I see the problem,” I said, though I later found I did no such thing, “She’s your typical high maintenance type and what she’s asking for is stuff the boys reckon they don’t like too well.” 

“That’s pretty much it, Mr Webster,” Annie said, smiling as she lied her perfect silk stockings off, “I knew you’d understand. You helped a friend of mine the other year – Martha Pepperwell, do you remember? When I was complaining to her about poor Nic’s misfortunes she said you’d be perfect for what Nicola and I need.”

I remembered alright: high-class dame, paranoid streak a mile wide. I’d tailed her husband for a solid month and all I caught him doing was visiting a locksmith. I told her it looked like a gambling ring, she threw a vase at my head, and I left with only half my fee. Not my worst case, but not my best. I didn’t feel we’d parted on good enough terms for her to recommend me to anyone, but I wasn’t going to complain, not with business the way it had been going. 

“Sure I remember her,” I said as Annie sat there leaning at me with intent, “So, I’m what you and your sister need, great. But what is that, exactly? You want me to track down her last beau? Or is this about hanging on the heels of her current man and making sure he sticks to what he promised?” 

She gazed at me with wide blue eyes as innocent as a falling angel and simply said “Why no, Mr Webster: I’m paying you to get engaged to Nicola. And to marry her, and to stay married, at least for as long as she wants you.”

She watched in amusement as I choked for air and drained the last drops of scotch direct from the bottle before she said, “Unless of course, you happen to be allergic to a life of luxury? Or to going to bed with a woman who has an even better figure than I do? Or you’re simply too scared by anything else I mentioned?”

I swallowed hard, and finally looked back at the bills she’d slipped me, and they looked pretty good. I tucked them into my pocket with shaking fingers.

“No,” I said carefully, “My doctor says most any allergy can be cured by a retainer of $200 a week and expenses anyways. Tell me, Miss Fox, whereabouts can I meet your sister? I assume she does want to meet me before she finds herself chained to me for life?”

I waited politely while she finished laughing, though I hadn’t felt the crack was any too funny. Still, she favored me with a dazzling smile when she’d finished shaking in such beautiful mirth, and pulled an honest-to-god silver card case from the depths of that magnificent chest, flipping it open while I sat there catching flies with my mouth and pitching a tent in my slacks.

“Here’s her address, Mr Webster,” she giggled at me, handing over a crisp, expensively printed business card. “Just go along and see her and explain your presence as being on my personal orders. Nicola will understand that and make all the necessary arrangements from that point on.”

I was nodding automatically, studying the address, over in Pasadena, and I hardly listened to the rest of what Annie was saying until my ears pricked back up at the mention of being chucked in the harbour.

“I’m sorry?” I asked, and she flashed me a smile as she tugged her blouse even lower.

“All I said, Mr Webster, was that the $200 I’m paying you is just a fraction of what I’m paying to secure Nicola’s happiness. I’m also paying a retainer to a lovely gentleman going by the name of Ox Molloy. The second you try to welch on this arrangement or to object to Nicola’s... terms or peccadilloes, then Ox will find you, beat you black and blue, and dump you in the harbour with a couple of nice souvenirs tied to your legs; I assume that’s fair?”

I stared at her, my eyes drinking in her figure, and the promise of a Pasadena home and a life of luxury and a wife with all the trimmings. I’d been threatened with worse to get much less. I figured I could manage Ox Molloy, and besides, it’s kind of a point of pride that I never walk out on a job, however grimy it turns out to be.

“Sure,” I said. “I don’t think you
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