


Contents


	Copyright

	Rupert

	Zsa Zsa and Flavia

	Mrs Mountford

	The maids

	Gigi

	Aperitifs

	The General

	Red balls

	Pauli

	Kidnapped

	Three vehicles

	Books by Catherine de Bourg






  Guide

  
    	Contents

    	Start of Content

  












    Femdom Red

  




Copyright © 2026 Catherine de Bourg

All rights reserved.

‘Femdom Red’ is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously, and any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, businesses, companies, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.




This eBook edition: February 2026




Cover art by Mrs Spanker.




No text in this book was generated by artificial intelligence (AI).






RUPERT





RUPERT HOUNDSDITCH, CRIME novelist, was in a spot of bother. Mrs Daisy Mountford, his wide-hipped fiancee, was flexing her cane. He was touching his toes, trousers down, ready to be spanked severely. 


He was being punished for having talked too much in his sleep. Specifically, Mrs Mountford had been awake when he had murmured in his sleep ‘Zsa Zsa.’ This was the assumed name of the former tyrannical de facto ruler of the tiny Duchy of Femdom, a small country sandwiched between Germany and Austria, like thinly-sliced butterkäse between two hunks of bauernbrot. The archduke had been deposed two days before and Rupert, Zsa Zsa and her daughter, Flavia, had narrowly escaped execution by the revolutionaries, thanks to Rupert’s quick thinking. 


Zsa Zsa, real name Poppy Simkins, was Mrs Mountford’s younger sister, a fact known to only a few people.


Daisy Mountford had been Rupert’s housekeeper for five years, and during this time, they had indulged together in sex games which involved domination. Rupert spanked his housekeeper and she spanked her employer on alternative days of the week: Sundays being a day of relief for their respective posteriors.


However, once Rupert had proposed marriage, the day before yesterday, Mrs Mountford’s persona had changed. Her personality was now entirely dominant. Any suggestion by Rupert that she should succumb to a bout of mile domination by him; namely having her expansive botty spanked, was met with her shrill demand that he should bend his arse immediately and receive a minimum of twenty four strokes.


‘Repeat after me. I will never mention the name Zsa Zsa again, wide awake or asleep.’ The cane swished down on his naked, already-marked buttocks, to emphasise the instruction.


‘Daisy, please be reasonable, I cannot be blamed for saying something when I am asleep. Your sister means nothing to me. But she and I and your niece were nearly executed together. That fact sort of bonds me to her and her daughter.’


‘What also bonds you to my sister and her daughter is that you all engage in perverted sex.’ The cane slashed down again. 


‘So do you.’ An even harder slash caused him to think he should not have said this. 


‘From now on, since we are engaged, you will treat me with more respect than when I was your housekeeper. By respect, I mean that you will desist from spanking me. You have done so for the last time.’


‘But you liked our littles games.’


‘I did not. I participated to humour you. And took into account that you were my boss, and I was unlikely to find another position due to my time in prison.’


His head, which had been lowered submissively, shot up in surprise. ‘You were in prison! I was unaware.’


‘You failed to obtain references. Another example of your stupidity. Head down.’


He lowered his head and asked, in a low voice, ‘May I ask why you were in prison.’


‘You may. I was on remand accused of murdering Mr Mountford, my late husband.’


‘But you were innocent?’


‘So the jury decided. I’m not answering any more of your questions. Just remember what I was accused of.’


‘What were you accused of?’


He yelped as the cane slashed him again. ‘I said no more questions. But I will answer: Mr Mountford was found dead with punishment marks. The police alleged that I had beaten him to death.’


He straightened and faced her. ‘And did you.’


‘Possibly, I might have overstepped the mark—or should I say marks; plural. I was a bit overwrought due to his continuing misdemeanours.


‘What misdemeanours?’


‘Eyeing other women.’


‘But you say I do that all the time.’


‘You do. So be warned.’


‘This is too much, Daisy. You have changed overnight. It was only yesterday that we spanked each other. In the hotel that we encountered Zsa…’


She held up the cane in warning. ‘Do not mention that name. As I have warned; from now on, you will not spank me again, but I will spank you when you transgress. Which I imagine will be every day.’


‘And what amounts to a transgression?’


‘I’ve told you; looking at another woman.’


‘But I have only had relations with you for the past five years.’


‘You had relations with several women when you were alone in Femdom, including with my sister.’


‘I was in her power. And I was forced to have sex with her.’


‘Who else did you have sex with? And if I find out that you lied to me you will suffer the same fate as Mr Mountford.’


Rupert gulped. ‘Astrid.’


‘And who is Astrid?’


‘The chief of the castle guards. I was incarcerated in a cell in a castle. She forced me to have sex with her. As did another guard called Gretel. And a woman doctor whose name I don’t know. They all made me. I was forced to. But I only thought of you as I was in the act.’


‘That I do not believe. Bend again. You have another nine strokes to come.’


He bent. ‘This is too much.’


She slashed three more strokes in quick succession.


‘We have always given each other twelve strokes of a cane. It is traditional with us.’


‘Not “us” any more; it will be “traditional” with me. And twenty four will now be traditional for minor offences, multiplied for more serious offences.’


‘You are behaving in too dominating a manner. You are not the person I thought. I no longer wish to marry you. He gasped with pain as she delivered her hardest stroke yet.


‘You have already telegraphed the announcement of our engagement to The Times newspaper in London. You cannot change your mind about marrying me otherwise I will sue you for breach of promise. And your career as a novelist will be over. Keep bending.’


Tears flowed onto the carpet as he remained in a spanking position and received the last of the twenty four strokes. ‘You may straighten and we will dress for breakfast.’


They were staying in a small five-star hotel in Innsbruck; Rupert having decided—but in reality, Daisy having decided—that they would meander back to England by taking the most scenic route. This worried Rupert. He was keen to get as far away from the borders of Femdom as possible. His visit to Femdom had been one long nightmare, even if he had met Astrid, the woman of his dreams. 


Daisy was sitting at the dressing table applying her make-up. She had never worn make-up during the day when she was his housekeeper; only in the evening when they played ‘sex’ games. 


‘As a matter of interest,’ he ventured to ask, ‘when we get back to the cottage, will we be engaging a housekeeper to take your place?’


‘We do not need a housekeeper. You will do the household chores. It is only a small cottage. As I am aware you are useless at cooking, I may still cook but you will do the peeling of potatoes etcetera and the washing up. We shall have a new regime.’ She laughed. ‘I will think of you as my “Jack of all trades but master of none”. Which is how I have always thought of you.’


He felt deflated. He was trapped. And they were not even married! She was quite right; if he faced a ‘breach of promise’ suit in a court it would make the national newspapers. His publisher would ‘drop’ him. His career as a novelist would be over. He glared at Daisy’s back, but quickly smiled when he saw that she was watching him in the dressing table mirror. His housekeeper had been a great fuck; he had to admit. Nearly as good as Zsa Zsa. Although Astrid was the ultimate fuck. His cock salivated when remembering the one occasion he had fucked her. This was up against a tree trunk. Shortly after, he had been a split-second from execution when Astrid gave him a reprieve, much to the annoyance of Heidi and Gretel, his other two guards, who would have liked to see him die hanging from a branch of the same tree.


‘I assume that you will still allow me my conjugal rights when we are married?’


‘Of course. When I am in the mood. Shall we go down to breakfast. I am feeling peckish.’

✩


Having breakfasted, the engaged couple drove away from Innsbruck in the Crossley; the car, belonging to Rupert, which Daisy Mountford had driven all the way from England to the Femdom border, to search for him. 


Rupert drove. Daisy sat in the front passenger seat, studying a map. ‘I think I would like to go through Switzerland.’


‘A bit out of our way,’ Rupert said. 


‘But I would like to see Zurich and Geneva, and that is the way we will go.’ She glanced in the rear-view mirror. ‘There is a car behind us. It has been behind us since we left the hotel.’


Rupert glanced in his rear-view mirror. ‘I will let it overtake.’


‘Actually, I think we need to turn left here.’


‘That’s going deep into a forest.’


‘We’re in no hurry. You never know your luck; I might pretend I’m a woodland nymph in need of a fuck,’ she said, crudely. ‘I’ve not been fucked in a forest since I was a girl.’


‘Really?’


‘He was a woodsman. But his cock was anything but wooden.’


Rupert glanced at his fiancee’s profile. Her personality really had changed since they became engaged. She was now becoming ‘earthy’, and he did not approve of ladies using coarse language. But he thought it best not to comment; speaking out of turn would mean another caning. 


The car, which had been behind them since that had left the hotel, was still behind them on the narrow road through the forest.


‘There’s a sign for a parking area in a kilometre. Shall we stop there,’ Rupert suggested. I could do with walking a little way into the woods.’ 


‘Why don’t you just say you need a piss.’


They parked, just as the car behind overtook them. The occupants, two women, peered at them as they went past at a slow speed.


Rupert headed for a tree behind which he proposed to relieve himself. Daisy sat on a rustic bench, avoiding bird-droppings on the seat. She watched Rupert reach his tree and disappear behind the trunk, just as the car came back and parked next to the Crossley. She watched as two young women, with Germanic-plaited hairdos, dirndls and flowery skirts, go out of their car and approached her. Daisy had no reason to be alarmed. They were smiling pleasantly. She smiled back. One of the girls was fat and pretty; the other slim and pretty. 


‘We meet again, your highness,’ the fat girl said, with a sweet smile.


Her slim companion did not smile.


‘I’m sorry. Are we acquainted?’ Daisy asked.


‘You do not remember us? We were your maids as well as your bodyguards.’


Daisy stared blankly. ‘I think you must be mistaken. I do not think I have ever seen you before. I have never had a maid or a bodyguard.’


Leaves crunching underfoot heralded Rupert’s return. The three women looked in his direction. He stopped in his tracks when he was close enough to recognise the girls. His eyes opened wide with shock and alarm. He turned and began to run back in the direction of the tree. And then stopped, mid-stride, as the fat girl produced a pistol from her skirt pocket and fired it over his head. ‘Come back, Rupert.’


He stayed rooted to the spot as if he were the tree against which he had just pissed. He knew that, had he not just pissed, seeing these girls again would have caused him to wet his trousers.


The fat girl, sauntered up to him. ‘Hello, darling,’ she said in German. ‘Why were you trying to run away from us. We came to take Zsa Zsa back to Femdom.’ Her facial expression changed from amused to stern. ‘To stand trial and be executed. This time she does not escape.’


While the fat girl apprehended Rupert, the slim girl had also produced a pistol, which she pointed at Daisy, who resembled a stone-statue. 


‘Stand up.’


Daisy stood. Rupert and the plump girl were now close to her. ‘Who are these two girls, Rupert? They seem to know you.’


The fat girl now looked angrily at Daisy. ‘Why do you say you do not know who we are. I am Gretel. This is Heidi.’


Daisy shook her head to indicate that she still had no idea who they were.


‘You play games, yes,’ Gretel, the fat girl, said angrily.


‘We must go,’ Heidi, the slim girl said.


‘You go to our car,’ Gretel said, waving her gun at Rupert and Daisy. 


Obediently, without any argument, Rupert and Daisy, side by side, walked to the girls’ car, and stood facing the passenger-side back door. ‘Stay,’ Gretel commanded, and opened the front-passenger door, as Heidi kept her gun pointed at the backs of her two captives. ‘Hands behind backs,’ Gretel said, now holding two sets of handcuffs.


‘What are they going to do to us?’ Daisy whispered to Rupert.


‘I think we are headed for Femdom,’ Rupert whispered back.


‘Oh dear,’ Daisy said to herself. And then turned her head to the two girls behind her and said: ‘I am a British citizen. England will be very upset. They will invade your country.’


Having completed the handcuffing, Gretel stood in front of Daisy. ‘You are not English. You are the archduchess of Femdom.’


‘I am not. Tell her Rupert.’


‘This lady is not the archduchess, even if there is a facial resemblance.’ He paused and added—probably unwisely—and a figurative resemblance.’


Heidi came around with her gun and the both stared at Daisy’s face. ‘She is archduchess,’ Heidi opined.


Gretel seemed uncertain. ‘She look older.’


Heidi laughed. ‘Probably, she age when we try to hang her and the princess.’


Gretel laughed and nodded to agree with her gun-toting companion. ‘Where’s your daughter?’


‘I don’t have a daughter. Look, I am who I say I am. Mrs Daisy Mountford. I am English. My passport is in my handbag in our car,’ Daisy said, desperation in her voice. ‘Look at it and it will show I am—I repeat—Mrs Daisy Mountford, an English woman’ She stopped herself from adding ‘the archduchess is my sister’, thinking that this would be a reason, in itself, for her to be arrested and taken back to Femdom. ‘The fact I might look like your archduchess is entirely a coincidence. They said every person in the world has a doppelgänger; another person they resemble.’


Gretel grinned and moved across to stand in front of Rupert. ‘You doppelgänger for Rupert?’ Rupert gulped, and then looked more alarmed as Gretel handed her gun to Heidi and then used two hands to unbutton his fly-buttons. Then she put her hand into his fly and pulled out his penis, which as usual when being fondled by female fingers, was stiff. She turned her head and smiled at the watching Daisy. ‘It is big, yes. I remember. This is the real Rupert.’ She looked up at him as she fondled the shaft with her fingers, ‘You real Rupert.’


‘It is true. Mrs Mountford is my housekeeper. She came to fetch me in my car to take me back to England. I left the archduchess and Princess Flavia when we crossed over the border into Germany. I think they were driving to Munich in their Rolls Royce. That is the truth.’ 


Gretel let go of the penis, which softened only a little, and stared again at Daisy’s face. ‘I look at your papers.’


‘My British passport is in the car.’ She nodded in the direction of the Crossley. ‘I drove that car from England and arrived in Germany the day before yesterday. I have never set foot in Femdom.’


‘I look,’ Gretel said, going over to the Crossley. She opened the front passenger seat, and Rupert’s penis stiffened again as she leaned into the car thereby showing the expanse of her broad-beamed posterior.


Despite her anxiety, Daisy viewed the stiff penis with a look of disapproval, as she stood side by side. ‘I take it you’ve fucked her.’


‘I told you I had.’


Heidi, standing behind them with both guns, heard the question. ‘He no fuck me.’


‘Gretel made me,’ Rupert said in Daisy’s ear.


Daisy said nothing and watched Gretel come back to them with a passport-sized document in her hand. But the cover was not the traditional British dark blue. Daisy felt another tremor of alarm. Gretel looked both annoyed and triumphant. ‘This Femdom document. It says you are Zsa Zsa Archduchess of Femdom.’ She opened it to the page with a photograph of Zsa Zsa in a coronet, and held it up to Daisy’s face. ‘We take you both to Femdom for trial in the name of the Soviet Republic of Femdom.’


‘No, we take only her,’ Heidi said. ‘Not him.’


Gretel shrugged, as if she would like to take Rupert to Femdom, but Heidi was right; they ought not to take him back.


Rupert stared at the two girls. The alarm he had felt when first seeing them again—visions from his worst nightmare—was now replaced by sheer terror. He knew what was coming.


‘We put woman locked in car and take him to a tree,’ Heidi said.


‘We don’t have any rope,’ Gretel said.


Heidi looked disappointed. ‘You take him into the forest and shoot him. I will stay here with her.’


Gretel shrugged again, and then looked at Rupert who was trembling like a sapling in a high wind. She pointed her gun at his penis which

































