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Billionaire Fantasy

You can't help but spot the irony as you sit down at the conference table. You're on one side, and you keep your back straight. This morning, with the nervous energy fluttering through your stomach, you spent a lot of time getting dressed because this is important. You picked out a black jacket, a white shirt, a dark blue tie, and your favorite black slacks. As you sit here, you can feel the belt around your waist even as you confront the three women in front of you.

Honestly, all of them are more attractive than you expected. Oddly, you can't tell which woman occupies which role right way. One of them is a judge, another is a highly paid attorney, and the third is the professional domina. It will be her job to give you exactly what you want. At this point, you obviously have a couple of ideas, but what if they found something else? What if the drugs, algorithms, and experts discerned something special or unique about you, something you never anticipated?

As a businessperson, you’ve negotiated dozens of different deals, some of which were incredibly complicated. You're familiar with information asymmetry; there have always been scenarios where the person on the other side of the table knows more than you about a particular product or property. But here and now, you almost start to smile as you consider one simple fact: you have become the asset. You’re the target of these negotiations, and so you should have the most information. But you don't.

You've craved this for quite some time. After several deals and excellent investments, you are incredibly wealthy. You used to be able to check out your assets over the course of a few minutes to determine your net worth. Now, a team of accountants works year-round to track the shifting values of your various properties and holdings. From equities to real estate, options to warrants, your finances have become exponentially more complicated, but this has worked in your favor.

You’re a billionaire.

Regular people sometimes fantasize about "fuck you" money. They yearn for the opportunity to get enough wealth that they can go up to their boss and just shout or growl, "Fuck you" and walk away. Well, you've done something even better. You have enough money to build your own fantasy.

You consider that idea again, and you remember the mansion you chose. Built up in the forests of Eastern Oregon, it's isolated and out of the way. It's beautiful, isolated and surrounded by huge oaks. You've walked the property several times, only you’re not exactly sure what it will look like once these women are done with their preparations.

"This is not an official hearing," says the judge as she begins the proceedings. Of the three, she's probably the oldest, but she still surprises you. With her dark brown hair pulled back into a bun, she shows off the graceful contours of her neck. At the same time, you can't help but notice that hint of cleavage and the curves along her chest. She's a lot younger than you would have expected, especially for a judge. "That said, the contracts signed here are still legally binding assuming you sign."

One of these women is about to take control of you, and yet you still do your best to maintain a professional veneer. With your back straight and your shoulders tensed, you sit there, nonchalant and ready for business.

"I'll sign," you say. Of course, you’ve read through these documents again and again. By siphoning off a significant portion of your assets, you’re about to build your own fantasy. Well, "you" aren’t building it.

"Here are the relevant forms and agreements," says the second woman sitting across the table from you. Her straight, shining blonde hair stretches down to her shoulders. She has vibrant blue eyes, and she's wearing just a little bit of lipstick. She slides a tablet across the table, and you pick it up. With her eyes and down at the screen, you proceed to double check the forms.

Line by line, you verify what you already knew.

The judge continues, "Once you sign, Kayla Dockins will be your legal guardian for the full term of this arrangement. She will be responsible for your well-being and for making sure that your assets are properly employed. As an officer of the court, she will act in good faith to ensure your protection, physically, mentally, and financially."

"That's correct," you agree. Strictly speaking, Kayla Dockins isn't your primary attorney, but once you sign the paperwork, she will be working for you even as you cede control.

From there, the judge leans forward just a little bit and glances down along the length of the table to the final woman. She has lustrous, bright red hair. She looks amazing, especially with those strands tied back into an elaborate braid. You make eye contact with her, and she smiles. You can't help but notice her vulpine features; there's something gorgeous—but almost predatory about her expression. Considering her line of work, you have to assume she has practiced that beautifully controlling smile many times before.

"According to these documents," the judge continues, "Victoria Rose will be responsible for your day-to-day care. Under the oversight of your guardian, she will be responsible for making most decisions on your behalf."

As you nod, you still have your eyes down on that screen locked between your fingertips. Over the last couple of weeks, you have spoken with therapists, hypnotists, and other medical professionals. The goal was simple. Each time, you met with these experts, and you gave them one directive, "I want to find my perfect fantasy. I want to know what I really crave, consciously or otherwise." At first, a couple of these individuals looked at you askance, like they couldn't quite understand. But then you made it clear that social programming and conditioning can be very powerful. Sometimes, people don't really know what they desire. Or maybe they do, but they get scared, and they aren't willing to explore.

And so, they hypnotized you, they drugged you, and they talked to you. You filled out surveys and took psychometric tests. At one point, you found yourself watching dozens of different kinds of pornography. They attached special sensors to different parts of your body. They monitored your arousal, and they made their determinations.

If you had insisted, you probably could have accessed their records and read their notes. Instead, you trusted them as you waited for the final results.

Ultimately, your consultants recommended this woman: Victoria Rose.

"Would you like to hear about the rules you'll be facing?" Victoria asks. Despite her profession, she dressed for these proceedings; she's not wearing black, shining boots, a matching corset, or anything so esoteric or erotically charged. Instead, she has on a white blouse, black vest, and a dark, pleated skirt. She has her legs crossed as she rests her hands on the table and studies you.

Perhaps she's testing you now. Perhaps she's wondering if you will back out at the last moment.

"Yes," you say. She will be in charge, but the urge to maintain your business persona persists. "What kind of rules will I be facing?" Maybe there's this little, nervous shaking at the base of your throat, but you hope the others don't hear it.

"Once you sign this document, I will be responsible for every decision. I will decide what you wear, what you eat, and when. Additionally, I will be in charge of when you sleep and how you behave. But don't worry. We know what you want and what you crave. Ultimately, I’ll focus on your pleasure." She smiles at you, revealing the edges of her teeth. There's something playful, patronizing, and teasing in her voice all at the same time. It doesn't sound like she wants to humiliate you, but her gaze makes one point very, very clear: she will take control.

"And what, what will I be wearing?" you ask.

At this point, you expect Victoria to hesitate or backtrack. Maybe she'll toss out some coy response about how you'll have to find out. Instead, she flashes you this flirtatious smile and says, "You're going to be a sexy, slutty little doll. Your exact appearance is going to vary from day to day. But one way or another, I'll guide you to your best self."

Your lips harden as you hear those words, and you glance over at the judge, then your attorney. They keep their expressions studiously neutral, so you can't tell exactly what they're thinking.

Victoria continues, "As far as I'm concerned, it's going to be my responsibility to make you into the best and prettiest slut you can be. This identity you have here? As a businessperson? As a billionaire? That's not what you really want. You crave rules and confinement, so that's what you're going to get. Hour by hour, you're going to wear different sets of restraints. You'll wear sexy outfits, and you will enjoy every minute of it." Her eyes shine, and you can't help but notice the gorgeous curve of her lips as she leans back in her chair. "Don't worry. I studied you extensively. I know exactly what you need. Now, are you ready?"

An audible gulp run down along the length of your throat as you stare at the tablets in your hands. With one fingertip, you push down, and just like that, you sign.

It's time for you to face your new life.

Victoria Rose doesn't wait or hesitate. She gets up, circles around the conference table, and she takes you by the hand. Her skin is cooler to the touch than you would have expected, but her grip is tight, firm, and certain. She tugs, and you follow along.

This is just a random office building, so there are other workers. They see her and stare, but she’s still guiding you. Those analysts, lawyers, and secretaries glance in your direction and probably wonder what's going on. But then they head off to their various meetings and focus on their own goals and obligations.

At one point, you tentatively pull on her hand, like you think you might be able to slip free.

She tightens her grip; she isn't letting you go.

Victoria doesn't say anything about your tiny, silent rebellion, but she glances over her shoulder. When she makes eye contact with you, you notice how the light slides along her red tresses.

You've met women like her before. With hardly any effort, she exudes this sense of power, control, and authority. She strides ahead, and she’s still holding onto you, and you might want to pull back because of appearances, only part of you really enjoys her firm grip. She takes you to the elevator, the door slides open, and she hits the button inside. As your riding downward, the two of you are alone, and you peek over at her.

You have so many questions. Your destination might be obvious, but what is she going to do to you? What is she really going to do?

…What is she planning?

She gave you a basic outline of the rules and her plans, so now your heart is pounding faster. Yes, you had some idea, but now it's really happening.

When you arrive at the bottom floor, Victoria Rose tugs on your arm and pulls you out into the lobby. Eventually, you make it out into the open air, and that's when you see the black limousine waiting for you. The tinted windows make it impossible to see the interior, but she opens the door and motions for you to climb inside. That's when you notice the black bag. It's just a tote bag, nothing especially unusual or strange.

Even so, your eyes remain fixed on that single piece of luggage.

"Don't worry," she says. You expect her to tell you something about how your clothes will be shipped to you, but you start to realize that you won't need any of your regular outfits. You won't slide your feet into expensive, leather shoes. You won't be wearing slacks like these. Your shirts will remain back at your penthouse, unused and ignored while you live out your fantasy. "I have everything you need."

"Right," you say, and you start to climb down into the limousine.

She sits next to you, closes the door, and it's dark in here. Muted sunlight streams through the windows, but you turn back to this redhead as she unzips the tote bag. "Strip," she orders.

Part of you wants to disobey, just to see what’ll happen. Another part of you yearns for this, and so your fingers start just below your neck, and you begin to loosen your tie. Under her watchful gaze, you unbutton your shirt, and then you shrug it off altogether along with your coat. Your heart beats faster, and you glance toward the driver, but they can't see anything. There's another tinted window between you and them.

Pushing your lips together into a nervous pout, you see that you’re naked from the waist up. Next, you pull off your shoes, your socks, and you go for your pants. You hesitate again, but Victoria angles her head to the side and smiles at you. "Do you need help?"

"No…" you reply, pull off your belt, yank down your pants, and now you're wearing nothing but the dark red of your boxers. At the same time, you can see that your shaft has hardened.

"Don't worry," she promises. "We're going to get that under control soon enough. Right now, I just want you to anticipate your future. But for that, you need to be properly equipped."

"What, what does that mean?"

"It means you don't get to ask questions," she replies. A bright smile curves along her lips as she studies you.

Again, part of you wants to test her. You experience that little itch of rebellion at the back of your head. It's natural. For a very long time, you have confronted people, arguing and fighting through one deal after another. But here and now, you're technically paying this woman to take control, so you force yourself to relax.

"Remember, this is who you are. This is what you need."

Clenching your eyes shut, you pull down your boxers. There. You did it, and now she take out your first set of restraint. They look like some kind of leather belt with little chains and shackles for your wrists.

Victoria doesn't bother telling you what's about to happen. Instead, she reaches out, glides her fingers along your neck, and she pulls you forward. Next, she slides the belt into position, tightening it around your waist. From there, she takes your right hand and slipped it into the first shackle. Then she does the same with your left. She pulls those tight, and now you can only move your arms an inch or two from your waist.

"Close your eyes," she orders.

As you obey, your body responds.

"That's right," she tells you. "You're going to be such a good little slut, aren't you? You're going to be the perfect little doll. But right now, you just have to wait. We've got a little bit of a drive, don't we?"

As you shut your eyes, you understand what's about to happen next. She wants you disoriented. She wants you to rely on her and to trust her. It's working.

The domina slides the eye mask over the top half of your face, and the soft pads press along her eyebrows and down beneath your eyes. She secures the clasp near the back of your head, and now everything is black. There's just the rumble of the limousine beneath you.

"For safety," she announces as she pulls the seatbelt across your chest. Restrained and strapped in, you're trapped. At the same time, you can only wait and wonder what she will do to you next.

At first, you feel ridiculously uncomfortable. First off, you're naked, and you have no idea what this woman is going to do. Second, you can't see anything. You become more aware of the vibrations of the car around you as the limousine cruises down the freeway. True to her word, you drive for quite some time, not that you can do anything as basic as check your phone.

As you drive, you begin to relax. The disorientation fades, and you almost feel like you're floating. It's warm enough back here, and occasionally you shift, so you feel the cool touch of the leather beneath you.

Only then, you let out a little squeak as she reaches over. She brushes her hand along your scrotum, up to the base of your cock, and your body instantly responds. Anticipation and arousal flood your system. The adrenaline splashes along your skin while you try to comprehend what this is and what it means.

"No need to speak," she whispers into your ear.

Her touch is different than what you expected. It's softer, smoother…

That's when you realize she's probably wearing satin gloves. She must've pulled them out of the tote bag and slid them along her fingers, palms, and wrists while you became accustomed to your eye mask.

And now, she's touching, humming and stroking you. She might casually use one hand, but that doesn't matter. After all of the anticipation and excitement from today, your body reacts instantly. It gives her exactly what she expects.

At first, she just barely touches you. The soft caresses make you squirm helplessly in your seat. You try to lift your hips, to push yourself closer to her, and to enjoy that burst of relief.

As hard as you work, you can't force the issue. Every time you wiggle a little closer, she pulls back. Nervously, you can almost forget that she can see you while you can't see her. Again, you try to lift your hips. You attempt to buck forward, but it doesn't help. She draws back each time, only to start caressing and teasing you all over again. Clearly, this young woman knows how to play with you. At the same time, something else hits you: she's enjoying this.

In theory, that shouldn't bother you, but she's having fun with this kind of control.

"Not yet," she whispers.

Not yet? Then when?

This question burns through your body, but she uses the tips of her fingers. She just barely touches you before wrapping her digits around your circumference. She moves her palm up and down. Your breathing comes quicker, your body stiffens, and your heart kicks so hard!

Then she whispers into your ear, "This is just the beginning. Remember, I'm in charge. You going to be such a sweet little slut. But right now, I want you to enjoy your bonds. You can't get away, can you?"

No…

"Go on," she says. "Try."

"What's the point?"

"It's important for you to know your limitations," she answers.

Your nostrils twitch, and you're not sure if you really believe her, but you remember one simple point: she makes the decisions. Victoria sets the rules, and so you pull on the shackles wrapped around your wrists. Despite your misgivings, you tug on those thin, short chains. At first, those first movements are tentative and uncertain. Deep down, maybe you believe you can actually get out on your own. As hard as you try, you throw yourself to the left, to the right, and it doesn't do any good. You can't break free!

"That's right," she says.

With her hand between your legs, she brings you right to the edge of release, and then she stops.

"I'm touching you because I love seeing you wiggle. But it's more than that. I want you to remember these feelings. I want you to remember what it's like to be trapped because this is just the first step. It's important to know that you aren't in control. Isn't that right?"

"Yes!"

"Good," she whispers before she steps her teeth together.

That's when she squeezes you again. "You're trapped. You're helpless, and you're not going anywhere. You're staying in this car until I let you out. The next time you open your eyes, you're going to be in your very special bedroom. I'm going to dress you...and you're going to be so sweet, so sexy. You're going to look like the perfect little fuck doll. Say it."

"I, I'm going to look like the perfect little fuck doll," you start to say. Maybe you get the words out. Maybe she understands exactly what you intend with every single syllable, only she squeezes, glides her hand up, pulls it back down, and the pleasure crashes through your body. It starts right between your legs and flares up along your back and straight into your psyche. The pleasure overwhelms you. It sings along your skin, makes you tightened, and you instinctively pull on your restraints, only to draw the chains taut.

You’re throbbing in the palm of her hand as she manipulates you.

"Good. That's very good," she purrs. She's rubbing you, massaging you, and squeezing you. As she works your shaft, she drains you until it feels like there's nothing left. You’re utterly spent. The next thing you know, she's wiping you off. She cleans away your excitement, and then you drop your head back down against at the soft, leather seats. Beneath the eye mask, you relax, and pretty soon you drift off to sleep, knowing full well that Victoria Rose is in control.

"Slut," she whispers into your ear, her breath hot against your skin. "Slut…"

Your insides tighten as you hear those words, and you jerk up, only to sense her soft hand against her naked chest. She pushes you down, and that's when realize you're still wearing the eye mask. Your eyes flutter, and you try to look around, but you can't see anything. Without thinking about it, you try to bring your hands up to your face, only to find the narrow boundaries of your restraints.

"You fell asleep," she tells you. "But we're here now. Are you ready to walk?"

"Yes," you say.

She helps you out of the car. She holds onto the leather band around your waist, and she guides you forward.

Walking without being able to see is an extremely odd process, but you trust her. At the same time, she makes sure you don't trip or fall. She escorts you forward, through the wide, front doors and down a long hallway. In your mind’s eye, you try to pick out the different details. Then again, Victoria Rose has had complete control over this mansion for the last few months along with a very generous account in order to make whatever modifications she saw fit.

One step after another, you follow her. You hear door open and close, and then there's a different sound: the click of a lock. Your insides tighten, and you try not to be nervous, but this isn't another conference room. You aren’t confronting some buyer. You can't argue or wield your charisma to get what you want.

Tentatively, you pull on your restraints again. You feel the restrictive boundaries, just as you know there's nothing you can do. She has control. She's in charge. Those simple truths restrict you.

"Are you ready for me to take the mask off?"

"Yes, please," you say, only your voice is different. Granted, you've only been restrained for a short time, but it hardly matters. Victoria Rose is probably smiling at you, and now she slides her hands along the curves of your head. She's touching you likely, just barely massaging your scalp. It feels so good, and then she loosens the clasp holding your mask in place. She pulls it away, and suddenly there's the warm glow of illumination against her eyelids.

You wait a few more seconds, and then you tentatively look around. It's brighter than you expected. Then again, you haven't been able to see anything for quite some time. Your eyes are sensitive. It's going to take a little while for your vision to adjust.

At first, you're only staring at the floor. The soft shade of pink beige. It matches the bubblegum pink of the walls, and you turn around slowly. You see your bed, and that's when you notice the restraints dangling from the bedposts. Your heart starts beating faster because you know you're going to be wearing them. At the same time, your body has had some time to rest and recharge.

You're starting to get excited. Maybe this wasn't what you were expecting, but that's okay. Clearly, Victoria Rose knows exactly who you are and what you need.

Slowly, you turn back, and that's when you see the desk and chair. At first, it seems normal enough. This kind of setup might be common in any teenage girl's bedroom. You see the different containers of makeup, compacts and tubes of lipstick. There are tiny jars, different brushes, and other accoutrements you don't even understand.

And then you turn and face Victoria again.

"I'm going to let you relax," she says. "You're going to stay here, and you're going to think about what happens next."

Your brows crease with confusion, "Does that mean I get to decide what we do?"

"Nope," she says with a pop of her lips. "But first, I want to get ready."

You don't understand, only then she steps behind you, and she brings something up. You're not sure exactly what's happening, only then she slides the pink, leather choker around your neck. She draws it tight and locks the straps together. Then you hear another click. "No," she tells you. "You're not allowed to remove your choker. Besides, it looks cute on you. It's exactly what I would expect a slut to wear; it’s so cheerful, so feminine..."

Your shaft twitches when you hear those words. But now, she heads back toward the door and unlocks it.

You watch her go.

Part of you thinks this has to be some kind of joke. And yet, you're still bound. You're still trapped here.

She closes the door behind her, and she leaves you to contemplate exactly what might happen next.

It feels ridiculous, but you're still aroused. You're stuck in this room, and you look around. You go over to the closet, and you strain to reach for the handle. You want to pull it open. You want to see what's inside of there.

That's when you see the different outfits. Then again, maybe they should be called "costumes" instead. There are tight little dresses, pleated skirts, boots in a variety of different shapes and sizes, plus various pieces of leather and latex. At first, you want to reach out, but then you stop yourself. Your fingers could brush along these different garments, yet you hold your position. You're not sure what you should do.

Instead, you swallow and step back. Yes, the desires pump through your body, but you still experience that little flicker of fear.

You spin back and face the door, only you already know that it's locked. Victoria Rose is in charge, and she decided to leave you here, so you're going to wait. You don't get a choice.

Tentatively, you head back toward the small desk, and you sit down. You stare at your reflection, but you're not sure how much longer this will be your appearance. Right now, you could put on a suit and walk into any conference room. You could stand before boards of directors, analysts, and other aggressive alpha males. You would be able to hold your own. More than that, you would win!

Except now, this woman has you.

That simple fact reverberates between your ears again and again. Your fate vibrates through your body because you saw those outfits.

Then the door unlocks. Right away, you jump up onto your feet, and you turn around. You face her, and you talk against the restraints holding your hands near your arms.

Victoria Rose reappears, but she looks...different. At first, you can barely comprehend the scope of her transformation. Yes, it's obviously her, but she's wearing so much more makeup now. It's been applied perfectly, but it's there and it's obvious. She reminds you of those girls who appear on TikTok or Instagram: gorgeous with her finely applied blush, her dark eyeshadow, and those deliciously elongated lashes. Her lips are a bright shade of red, which contrasts perfectly with her pale skin. Not only that, she's wearing this hot pink tank top and white shorts with a pair of black boots that reach up to her shins. Yes, she could take a selfie and get thousands of likes, but she is here with you now, and she saunters forward. She has simplified her hairstyle by letting two curly bangs hang in front of her eyes while her ponytail sways back and forth.

Your arousal doubles.

"You, you look…"

Your handler comes up to you and presses one finger to your mouth, silencing you. When you obediently remain quiet, she smiles. Then she does a quick little turn, and you love the sway of her hair, the curves of her legs, and the bounce along her chest. Right away, you can appreciate the irony: yes, she's gorgeous, and yeah, a lot of guys would mistake her for a bimbo. Even so, you recognize the brilliant, calculating intelligence behind her eyes.

"What do you think?"

"You're beautiful," you tell her.

"That's really sweet of you," she says, her tone shifting. She's patronizing you, and you know it. "But hey, now we can do the same thing for you." She gazes up and down along the length of your body. "Now, if I let you of those restraints, are you going to behave?"

"Yes," you breathe out the word before you can even think about it.

"Nicely done," she tells you. "That was the right answer. Now, let's work on transforming you." As she speaks, you watch the way her lips move. The shine plays along her mouth, and you shiver with fresh need. You can't help yourself. This woman is perfect for you. Maybe you were hoping she would be blonde, but that doesn't matter, not here, not now, not when she steps in front of you, takes you by your shoulders, and pushes you down into that chair in front of the mirror.

Before you can turn back toward your reflection, she cups her hands over your eyes. "I'm thinking red is your color," she tells you. "Red for my gorgeous little doll."

"I'm not a doll," you want to tell her, only then she turns the chair away from the mirror, and that's when she walks over to the closet. She sees the door is open, and she glances over her shoulder.

"You got curious," she says; it's not a question. "So did you see something you really like? We have so many choices, don't we?"

She reaches in, and her hand moves along the various options. She's considering exactly what you're going to wear. Normally, you put on a suit and tie. Normally, you dress however you want. Left to your own devices, you take the outfits that say something powerful. Your clothing has always been a declaration of your ability to take control.

Here, however, you will wear whatever she wishes. And that's why she pulls out a latex suit. To you, it looks like some sort of leotard. Your eyes narrow, and she grins at you. "What do you think of these?" She points to the chest first, and that's when you see there are a set of small compartments. "Don't worry you'll find out soon enough," she tells you before you can ask the obvious questions. Then she lifts up the crotch, and you can see the secondary container. "And don't forget about this." There's another aperture near the backside.

Your breathing comes faster, and you can only watch as she gets the different items ready.

When you glance down, you can see your erection. While she works, she notices it as well. And now, she pulls out a key, and she saunters up to you. "Let’s do this again: if I let you out of your restraints, are you going to behave?" She already asked you once, but she didn’t let you out right away, which makes you wonder if this is part of some game. Perhaps she’s asserting her authority over you. If that's her goal, it works.

"Yes," you promise her again.

She slides the key into the restraints and releases you. Suddenly, you can stretch your arms as much as you want, only the corners of her eyes crinkle with amusement as she tells you, "Enjoy it while it lasts. Remember, we have rules here."

"Which one?"

"Except for moments like this when I'm getting you dressed, you will remain in bondage at all times."

Your lips part as you try to say something, except it's almost impossible for you to get your thoughts in order while a pulse of arousal rockets through your body. You can feel it right there along the length of your cock. Not only that, your lungs tighten, and she reaches up to glide her fingers along your cheeks. She grins and unzips the leotard. "Are you ready?" Her smile widens even more before you can answer, "Yeah, you're definitely ready!"

You close your eyes, step forward, and you slide your legs into the leotard. She pulls the latex up along the length of your body, and then she reaches down. Casually, she takes a hold of your cock, and she slides into the container. Suddenly, you can feel the soft, rubbery components push against the contours of your shaft. You breathe out slowly, uncertain of what those are supposed to do or what they might mean.

Next, she zips you into this latex outfit. She slides the zipper up along the length of your back before it stops near the nape of your neck. Then you hear something else, a noticeable click.

"What was that?" you ask with a flicker of fear at the base of your stomach. A little lower, your shaft hardens even more.

"The lock," she tells you.

You want to ask what that means, but it's obvious. You won't be allowed to remove this, just as you couldn't get out of your cuffs, nor can you remove your choker. Exhaling slowly, you do your best to remain calm, only she's just getting started with you.

She steps away, and that's when you see her pull out the dildo. Victoria lifts it up, and you study those contours. "This has been perfectly designed to pleasure you," she says.

For a second, you wish you could shake your head. You're not sure you should enjoy this, but it doesn't matter because she has already learned all about you. She and the other experts came up with their conclusions, and so you're going to take this.

She lubricates the toy, walks over to you, grabs you, and turns you around. You saw the opening before, but now she penetrates the latex, and then you feel that toy push against your buttocks. It slides into you; it starts to tease you immediately. Then there's the sound of another zipper, another lock.

The penetration is different. At first, you just try to acclimate to these new sensations, but that's when she pulls out the tights. She sits you down, and she glides them up along the length of your legs. The material is snug against to your calves, your shins, knees and thighs. It feels so strange, especially because you have never worn something like this before. When you went to the office, you always have on those loose slacks. You always enjoy the freedom of being a man.

Only now, she has you in tights, and you look down at her, but she just smiles. "We’re not done yet," she announces. That's when she turned back to the closet. When she comes back, she's holding this little red, plaid dress.

"What, what is that?"

"Think of it as a schoolgirl uniform," she tells you. "You can be a little schoolgirl slut."

Your lips separate, and you should say something, only she comes up to you, and she maneuvers your arms again. Maybe it's the proximity of having this beautiful woman right here in front of you. Maybe it's the knowledge that you signed up for it. More likely, you’re so malleable because you understand how badly you want this. She's turning you into a doll, and there's nothing you can do about it. Perhaps you had never acknowledged these desires before, but now she pushes your buttons and pulls your triggers. She's manipulating you like you're nothing but a puppet, and you can't stop her. Then again, you don't think you really want to either…

Victoria Rose slides the dress down along the length of your arms. Your head pops out of the hole at the center just between the shoulders, and then you feel the material around your chest. It hugs you tight, and now there's this little plaid skirt around your thighs. Your latex leotard is warm against your skin, but now you start to feel different. You're not sure exactly how you should react, only she smiles at you, returns to the closet, and comes back a few seconds later. When she holds up the locking mittens, your eyes flicker wide. These new restraints shine like new leather, and now she slips one over your right hand, another over your left. They force you to make a pair of fists, only they’re tight against your knuckles, meaning you won't be able to use your hands.

"Don't worry," she tells you. "I'm going to take care of everything. I'm going to make sure you enjoy this. No, you won't be allowed to touch yourself, but that doesn't matter, now does it? You're in my hands now." That's when she lifts the belt from before, the ones with the manacles.

Tentatively, you shake your head from side to side, but she steps into your personal space, and she slides the belt around her waist. She locks it on, and those now-familiar clicks vibrate through your body. It makes you shiver and shake. Of course, she still isn’t done because she slips the shackles around your wrists. She locks them on it, and now you can't use your hands for anything at all.

No matter how hard you try, you can't move your arms more than a couple of inches away from your waist either. The billionaire has been stripped of power and control.

"Good," she says. "Now, sit down."

Disoriented by everything you've experienced, you obey her.

Your handler places her hands on your shoulders before gliding her fingers up along the contours of your neck. From there, she touches your hair, and then she smiles at you. "This is my favorite part."

"What, what are you going to do?"

"You look so pretty in your little dress," she tells you. "You look just like the school slut. You look like the kind of young lady a bunch of guys would want to grab. I'm sure you would be very, very popular." Her voice and buzzes with promise, but you just swallow back your nervousness. Like it or not, there's nothing you can too.

Only then she reaches into her pocket, and she pulls out a small controller. It's only the size of a couple fingers, but Victoria holds it up for you to see. Without thinking, you reach for it, like you think you should be able to take it from her. Of course, your hands reach the end of their chains, and so you're forced to sit there in front of this desk covered with different types of makeup.

"I got you dressed, and you didn't cause much of a fuss. I think you deserve a treat."

"What, what are you going to do?"

"I'm going to make sure you enjoy this," she says. "Your last orgasm was in the car. I think it's time for another one."

Another one? Here? Now?

Your lips part, and you're sure you want to say something. Maybe you want to talk to her, like this should be a negotiation or something. Before you decide what you should say, she takes the decision away from you and taps the button on her controller. You're not sure exactly how the layout works; you're not sure what the signal will do either. And yet, she does.

She knows exactly how to manipulate you because now you feel those rubbery components start to play against your cock. The container for your erection might superficially look like a chastity belt, but it's not. On the contrary, this device is designed to stimulate you. Now you enjoy those first sensations as the vibrators pulse against the left and right sides of your stiffened member. Next, they tighten down, and you vaguely remember seeing those masturbatory aids online: cylinders with soft material that feel like soft flesh. Those thoughts run through your head until they scatter because the sensations overwhelm you.

This toy is perfect for you. It squeezes, massages, rubs and taunts you. Not only that, you can feel the pressure shift. It starts at your tip and works its way down. It massages your left side, then your right. It toys with the base of your cock before coming back to the tip.

As all of this happens, you stare at Victoria, but this young woman just cocks her head to one side, letting her ponytail sway behind her. She knows exactly what you're going through, and you pull on your shackles, they hold you tight.

You could jump up onto your feet, but what would that accomplish? You can't even bring your palms over to your crotch!

"That's right," she says. "Just relax. Relax and enjoy it. You know you can't get away, don't you? This is where you belong. You're going to stay here, and you're going to enjoy this."

Right as she says that, she hits another button on her controller.

In the next instant, the vibrator braced between your buttocks starts to pulse and hum. Your eyes widen again, and you attempt to say something, only this squeak of desperate desire shoots from your mouth instead. Hot pleasure courses through you. She hits a different button and turns it off.

Now you squirm from side to side, and she reactivates the vibrator at your crotch. The pleasure teases you, and she hits another button. Suddenly, there's a different toy. You have no idea how much money she spent on this latex leotard, but it was worth it! Another toy presses up against the underside of your scrotum. It gently caresses and massages you.

There so much! It feels like you can't take it!

Finally, she turns off everything off. Red-faced, you lean forward just a tiny bit, and you’re gasping, sucking in one breath of air after another while you try to get your body under control.

"It's time," Victoria announces.

She has decided you're going to get your orgasm at this moment, and you know you can't resist. Sure enough, she turns on the cock vibrators, and they pulse against your shaft. For a moment, you shut your eyes, and you can almost imagine your hand. After all, you've touched yourself on plenty of occasions. You know what you would do when you really want to enjoy some solitary time. But now, this machine mimics those movements perfectly, but it's better because you're not the one doing it. You're not the one who's in control.

The psychologists and other experts studied you perfectly, didn't they? The even learned how you like to touch yourself, what rhythms and patterns are best for your pleasure.

And now, Victoria Rose employs that knowledge. She forces you to come!

From one second to the next, you lose yourself to that deluge of pleasure. Satisfaction floods through your body, you lift your chin, clench your eyes shut, and tighten your teeth. You’re panting faster and faster now until it's done.

There. It was good. It was so good! You’re drained, and you think she might let you out of these restraints. But no. "That was just the beginning," she announces. That's when she unbuttons a small patch on your dress, and she gets access to your leotard. She pulls out a couple of wipes, and she cleans you off. It feels so strange, especially since she has this ability to access your body however she likes or needs.

Fortunately for you, you're just barely paying attention. You can't think clearly, not until she touches the underside of your chin and turns you back to the mirror.

"Let's make you nice and pretty, shall we?"

Groggy after your orgasm, you’re not sure exactly what she’s doing.

Victoria begins to apply the foundation. The makeup is light and smooth against your cheeks. As she transforms you, you keep your eyes aimed down towards the corners of the mirror. Part of you wants to hold off the inevitable for as long as possible, but you're not quite sure why.

After she finishes with your blush, your handler slides a little brush along the underside to your brows. "Very pretty," she says. "Very feminine." Then she pulls back, and Victoria whispers into your ear, "Very slutty. You're going to look like such a pretty little whore."

Your insides tighten, and you know you should argue with her.

But then, Victoria pulls out the lipstick, and she orders you to pucker your mouth. Your lips harden, and you obey, pouting them out and she slides the lipstick along the contours. Once she finishes, she smiles down at you. She touches her knuckles to the underside of your chin, and she nudges your head to the right, then to the left. She's examining you like a makeup artist would, only now she's not done.

"Oh wait," she says and snaps her fingers. She pulls out a hair clip with this pink ribbon that matches your choker. She slides it up against the side of your head, and then she turns you back to the mirror.

"What do you think about that? Do you like it? You look so sweet. You look so cute and feminine!" At first, her voice bubbles out onto the air like she's some excited high school girl. Then she drops her voice like she's sharing a secret, "You look like such a slut!" She chortles, claps her hands, and jumps back up onto her feet.

From there, she grabs the controller, and she hits a button. Suddenly, the vibrator reactivates. You can feel those strips of rubber from against the length of your cock. She activates the other vibrator, and now you're getting teased and stimulated from two different directions at once!

"Stand up," she orders.

Right away, you comply and jump up. With those sensations pulsating through you, you can't stop to think. When you hear her voice, you know you have to obey. You know you'll do whatever she commands. Again and again, you come back to a simple truth: you're her slut, and she's in charge. This reality slams into you as she pulls you up onto your feet. From there, she motions toward the bed.

"How was that?"

You can't answer. Still feeling spent and drained, you meander toward the bed as she guides you over to the mattress. She pushes you down, she spreads her legs, and then she secures another set of straps to your ankles. Between the mittens, the belt, and these new shackles, you understand that you can hardly move. After that, Victoria decides to make it even worse because she attaches another set of straps to your belt in addition to those with your manacles. This way, you won't even be able to sit up! You're going to have to stay there, on your back.

Once you've been thoroughly secured, Victoria sits on the edge of the bed, and she brushes your neck with the back of her hand. From there, she slips her fingers along your shoulder, down to your arm. You look up at her, and you ask, "What now?"

"Now you rest," she tells you.

"I, I don't think I can," you tell her.

"Is that because you're excited?"

"What, no?" you answer almost instantly, but you're not really sure one way or the other. You press her lips together, and a different kind of dread floods through your body, but she smiles at you. "It's okay. I know that you're afraid of admitting the truth, but sometimes one orgasm isn't enough. Maybe you just need some more stimulation? Is that it? Do you need a little bit more?"

Tentatively, you shake your head from side to side, but Victoria isn’t really asking you. She's not actually interested in your response. After all, you put yourself in her custody. You let her take control, and now she's going to enjoy this.

"Just rest," she says. Her voice drops to a whisper, and she's cooing at you, "Just rest and relax. You don't need to worry about anything. Close your eyes. I'll show you the rest of the mansion later, but for now, you can relax into this. Let your body recharge. You're almost ready, aren’t you?"

"What—what are you going to do?"

"Shh," she says and brings one finger up to her mouth. This time, Victoria doesn't touch her lips because she doesn't want to mess up your makeup. When she leans down to study you, you can see that playful, teasing, patronizing expression on her face. She's having so much fun with you! Yes, this is your fantasy, but it hardly matters because she loves her work!

You look up at her. You see her fake eyelashes, the makeup along her face, the lipstick, blush and more. "Are you ready?" Victoria asks.

Before you even get the chance to respond, she hits a different button, and that's when you feel the mechanized clamps pinch your nipples. It happens all at once, and you didn't even know they were there!

They turn and gently twist your nipples to the left, to the right. It doesn't hurt, not really, yet there are still those sparking bolts of arousal that shoot through your body. They lance down to your core, and that's when she turns on the vibrator wedged between your butt cheeks. It pulsates all over again, and fresh waves of need roil through you. Next, she activates the most elaborate vibrator in your suit.

It teases your shaft, sending spasms of pleasure racing across your skin. You stare back, and you try to sit up. At the same time, your arms pull against to be restraints, but there's no escape. As the tension place through your body, she alternates.

In those first minutes, you don't think you're going to be able to climax again, not so soon. This will be your third orgasm for the day. Normally, you're busy with work and those myriad considerations back at the office, so you never really get the chance to test your limitations.

Now, however, you have no choice.

But it doesn't hurt.

On the contrary, it feels good. It feels so good!

Arousal flashes through your body and burns away any lingering fatigue or disorientation.

You're looking right at this beautiful woman. She could have been a model, an actress, or some other performer, and yet she’s here, teasing you and tormenting you with the possibility of pleasure.

You know you can try to take a breath, but that won't change anything, would it? She knows precisely what you need. Since she has studied your file, she has an excellent sense of how long she should make you wait.

And yet, it feels like you have gone past that point. Haven't you?

Your shaft is so hard all over again!

She turns every one of the vibrators. Your nipples are still being teased. She turns off those small servos, and now the clamps loosen. You gasp, sucking in one breath after another. With your heart thrashing in your chest, you do your best to relax. Your forehead is hot and damp as you try to reclaim some semblance of self-control.

Right as you feel like you're starting to settle down again, Victoria holds up the controller in front of your face. Immediately, you understand what's going to happen; you know what she's going to do.

"Let's start out slow," she tells you. "Right beneath your balls."

She hits one of the buttons, and the signal jumps from her device down into the receiver built into your latex leotard.

Those tiny machines activate, and now you are getting stimulated all over again. "Let's have another one," she says. The vibrator behind you comes back to life, and it from his deliciously. Those sensations pulse through your body all over again. By now, you're desperately hard. You want to another orgasm. You need it!

"I, I can take this!"

"You're lying," Victoria replies smoothly, and she's right. "Don't worry. I know what you can handle. I know what you need, just like I know what's going to be best for you." She glides her fingers along your head before she stops at the pin with the pretty pink ribbon. Next, she caresses your choker. Right there in her other hand, she holds the controller.

With two of your most sensitive spots getting teased already, she reactivates the nipple toys. They play along those points on your chest, and fresh desperation rushes through your torso. By now, you're squirming. It's not like you really want to escape because this doesn't hurt. Instead, you're just like some kid who really wants to have dessert first!

But Victoria is watching you and studying you. She's gauging your reactions to determine what you really need.

"Now," she says.

There. She has made the decision.

She hits the final button, so your cock gets teased and pleasured by the machinery. The vibrators from along the left and right sides of your cock. They glide up and down along your legs. They play with your tip, move down, come back up, and stimulate you relentlessly. You arrive at this intense crescendo, but it turns out to be a plateau. She still isn't letting you climax, not yet!

This woman knows how to read you; she can tell that you're right there, so close, so incredibly close.

And yet, she still hasn't decided to let you have this orgasm, not yet.

"Who's a pretty little slut?"

You only barely hear those words over the pounding of your heart, but you still cry out, "I am!"

Victoria Rose speeds the toys up, and that they vibrate, pulse, and stimulate you just a little bit faster. There! Your body tightens and contorts as you lose yourself to the torrent of pleasure.

Undeniable, irresistible satisfaction races through your body, overwhelming you. You arch your back, stiffen every muscle, and lock up as your shaft pulsates again and again. The throbbing pleasure consumes everything else. You stop thinking, stop breathing. You lose yourself completely until you drop back down against the mattress.

She starts to clean your, and she says, "Rest up now. Take a nice little nap. After that, we can do this again. We'll make sure you love being a slut, won't we? Yes, we will!"

Unable to consider what those words might really mean, you nod your head down and up because you know this is what you’ve always craved. It's your fantasy, and you won't be able to get out of it, not for a long, long time...

The End
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