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Part 1

The Ledger of Ruin

The arithmetic of survival had always been Joan’s specialty, but no amount of academic brilliance could solve the compounding tragedy of his reality. He was eighteen, extraordinarily gifted, and utterly destitute. When his mother’s body became a battleground for aggressive breast cancer, his father had bartered his dignity, seeking financial salvation from his billionaire employer, Richard. Six months of agonizing medical treatments yielded nothing but a corpse, a mountain of unpayable debt, and a bankrupted family forced into the grim, sterile confines of a government shelter.

The final fracture came when Joan’s father, hollowed out by grief and stress, suffered a fatal heart attack. Orphaned and stripped of everything but his intellect, Joan clawed his way back to high school, his focus fractured but his academic scores flawless enough to secure a full, prestigious state scholarship to a top-tier university.

It was on that manicured campus that the ghost of his past took physical form: Lisa.

Richard’s eighteen-year-old daughter possessed her father’s razor-sharp business mind and an average academic record heavily subsidized by family wealth. Unlike her peers, Lisa didn't look at the university as a playground; she looked at it as a balance sheet. She knew to the penny what her father had spent trying to save Joan’s mother. To her, that unrecovered capital was a blemish on the family ledger—and though it was a microscopic sum to her father’s empire, she intended to extract it from Joan’s flesh.

The Sweetening of the Snare

The trap was sprung in the campus cafeteria. Spotting him from her table, Lisa called Joan over, her voice a soft, velvet purr.

"Hello, Joan. I'm Lisa, your classmate," she introduced herself smoothly. "Sit with us."

Joan, exhausted from a fruitless, exhausting search for a part-time job within affordable transit distance, felt a flicker of hope. He had few friends, and the prospect of an alliance with someone as stunning and powerful as Lisa was intoxicating.

"Guys, meet Joan," Lisa announced to her wealthy inner circle, her smile dazzling. "He's one of only four students in the entire university brilliant enough to secure a 100% state scholarship. But more than that, he's survived so much. My father spent a fortune on his mother’s medical treatments before she passed, and he recently lost his father too. I feel so deeply for him."

The validation from her beautiful friends wrapped around Joan like a warm blanket. He flushed, stammering his thanks, utterly blind to the invisible silk threads tightening around his limbs.

The next day, Lisa claimed the seat right beside him in lecture. She leaned in close, the scent of her expensive perfume filling his senses as they reviewed advanced mathematics.

"Did you find a job, Joan?" she asked, her tone dripping with manufactured sympathy.

"No," Joan admitted, looking down. "Nothing is working out."

"Well, there's something you should know," Lisa murmured, her eyes locking onto his. "That scholarship of yours? My father sponsors the foundation. But it was *my* idea to put your name forward. I wanted you to have the education required to finally repay the massive debt your father left behind."

Joan’s breath hitched. "Thank you, Lisa... I will work as hard as I can to pay it back right after graduation."

Lisa’s expression cooled into something sharper, colder, and infinitely more dominant. "Did my father ask for time when your mother was dying, Joan? No, we provided resources instantly. If we wait four years, we will have to apply a 40% compounding interest rate to match our business’s annual profit growth. By the time you graduate, you'll be paying us back for thirty years."

Panic seized his chest. "But I don't have that kind of money! I don't even have a job."

"Then we need to get creative," Lisa whispered, a slow, predatory smile touching her lips. "Come to my mansion tonight. Let’s draft a solution."

The Architecture of Submission

The Richard estate was less of a home and more of a sprawling, intimidating fortress of wealth. After being thoroughly searched by security, Joan was escorted into the grand waiting area by Katrina, the estate’s twenty-eight-year-old head of household staff. Katrina was breathtaking—possessing a striking, statuesque figure and flawless, glowing skin that commanded immediate attention.

Lisa entered, her presence radiating absolute authority. "Let’s talk business, Joan. Your father was an honest servant, so I am offering you the privilege of working off your $500,000 debt right here."

She slid a sleek, legally binding contract across the polished table.

"You will be positioned as an assistant to Katrina. Your monthly salary of $200 will be automatically deducted from your debt—meaning zero cash out for you. In exchange, we will freeze the 40% compounding interest, and you will be allowed to continue your classes."

Joan stared at the paper. The math was suffocating. It was a lifetime of indentured servitude disguised as a lifeline. If he refused, Lisa could revoke his scholarship, ruining his future before it even began.

"You have two minutes to sign, Joan. I have a yoga session," Lisa pressured, her tone light but unyielding.

With a shaking hand, Joan signed his autonomy away.

The moment the ink dried, the atmosphere shifted from corporate negotiation to absolute domestic dominance. Lisa smiled beautifully and excused herself, leaving Joan entirely at the mercy of Katrina.

"You’ve lost the privilege of calling me by my first name," Katrina said, her voice dropping into a stern, icy command. "From this moment on, everyone in this house is your superior. You will address me, and everyone else, as Ma’am or Sir. Now, apologize."

Joan swallowed hard, his chest tightening. "I’m sorry... Ma'am."

Katrina led him down to the claustrophobic servant quarters and presented him with his uniform: a revealing, tight orange sleeveless t-shirt and light blue shorts that clung snugly to his frame. Forced onto his knees with a manual mop, Joan spent the next five agonizing hours cleaning the vast expanse of the mansion floorboards, his muscles burning under Katrina’s watchful, unblinking gaze. By 11 PM, he collapsed onto his floor mattress, utterly spent.

The Advent of the Handler

The next morning, the trap became an erotic nightmare.

Joan lay asleep, deeply entangled in an intense, vivid dream of the two stunning women who now controlled his life—Lisa’s elite allure and Katrina’s magnificent, sun-kissed curves. The dream was so visceral that his body reacted completely, a heavy stain of pre-cum darkening the front of his tight uniform shorts.

A sharp boot nudged him awake. Katrina stood over him, her eyes narrowing as she looked down at his lap.

"Wake up, Joan," she ordered coldly. "What is this? Having wet dreams on duty? You’re leaking through your shorts."

Before he could offer a panicked excuse, Katrina knelt, her hands unceremoniously pulling open the waistband of his shorts. His cock was rock-hard, pulsing helplessly, glistening with slick moisture in the morning light.

"Pervert," Katrina murmured, a dangerous spark in her eyes. "This is a serious disciplinary breach. Follow me."

Minutes later, Joan was standing burning with shame in Lisa’s private quarters while Katrina reported his biological betrayal.

Lisa looked at him with an expression of profound, clinical amusement. "It seems you have a control problem, Joan. Don't worry, Katrina. I'm not replacing you. I’m bringing in a specialist—a professional Handler who knows exactly how to break a pervert like him."

Exactly one hour later, the front doors opened to admit Amy.

She was twenty-five, possessing a flawless, athletic, slim-fit physique that exuded raw, dominant power. She was dangerously beautiful, dressed in a way that highlighted her toned command over her surroundings.

"Let me show you a quick demo," Amy said to Lisa, her voice dripping with casual authority as her eyes locked onto Joan. She stepped closer, her leather shoes stopping inches from his face. "Get down on your hands and knees. Kiss my shoes."

Joan hesitated for a split second, his male pride fracturing.

"I said *now*," Amy commanded, her tone turning razor-sharp.

A primal wave of submission washed over him. Dropping heavily to his hands and knees, Joan pressed his lips to the smooth leather of her shoes.

"Good boy," Amy purred, tilting her head toward Lisa. "Now, lick them clean while I discuss your terms."

Humiliated, yet inexplicably aroused by the absolute authority radiating from her, Joan began to thoroughly lick her footwear while Amy unzipped a sleek leather case.

"I brought his new wardrobe," Amy explained, pulling out an array of heavy, high-tech hardware. "A medical-grade smart chastity cage, an iron-cored smart shock collar, and a synchronized tracking watch. Once these are locked on, his body belongs entirely to us."

Lisa smiled, utterly satisfied. "He’s all yours, Amy. I need to get to my yoga class."

"Before you go, Ma’am," Amy interrupted smoothly, looking down at the boy at her feet. "Joan, kiss your mistress’s shoes goodbye like a good little dog."

Moving on all fours, Joan crawled to Lisa, pressing his lips to her designer heels. Lisa giggled, casually patting his head like a pet before walking out.

Locked and Bound

"Strip. Completely," Amy ordered the moment they were alone in the hall.

Joan complied, shedding his uniform until he stood entirely naked, vulnerable, and semi-erect before his two female captors.

Amy knelt before him. With practiced, clinical precision, she encased his aching length into the cold, unyielding confines of the smart chastity cage, locking it shut with a heavy click. Opening her laptop, she synced the device to the mansion’s high-speed Wi-Fi network.

"This cage is equipped with remote-controlled electric arc contactors," Amy whispered, her fingers grazing his trapped flesh. "It cannot be removed without my encrypted master password. If you step outside the perimeter of this estate without our digital permission, the cage will continuously shock you until you return."

Next came the collar. Amy snapped the heavy, steel-reinforced band around his throat, securing the heavy D-ring at his larynx. "This has a high-voltage pulse generator and a dynamic choke mechanism. It tracks your heart rate, bio-data, and physical posture. If I activate *Doggy Mode*, you have exactly five seconds to drop to all fours. Your throat must remain below one and a half feet off the ground, or it will repeatedly shock you until you comply."

Finally, she clipped a sleek, waterproof smart watch onto his wrist.

"Your daily tasks will appear on this screen, assigned by the staff. Every completed task will be rated from 0 to 10. Fall below a daily average score of 7, and you will discover just how merciless my punishments can be."

Katrina stepped forward, looking down at the newly bound servant. "How do we keep these devices charged, Ma’am?"

"Simple," Amy smiled wickedly. "The battery lasts 48 hours. Every single night, he will spend two hours on his knees in the garden, tethered to the low-level magnetic charging station on a short leash. If his battery drops below 30% during the day, the devices will automatically administer warning shocks."

Joan trembled, his naked body vibrating with a cocktail of terror, deep humiliation, and an intense, overwhelming rush of pure surrender.

The Permanent Trap

"One final detail," Amy said, her voice dropping into a chillingly professional register. "We need insurance so you never think about seeking outside help. Kneel against the wall, hands on your head, and face the camera."

Joan stiffened, his mind fighting back. "No... I haven't done anything wrong. I won't do that."

Amy’s thumb casually slid across her smartphone screen.

ZAPPPPP!

A violent, blinding current of electricity ripped through Joan’s groin. He screamed, his vision going white as his muscles seized, sending him crashing helplessly to the floor, gasping and weeping from the agonizing intensity.

"That was a level five shock," Amy remarked pleasantly, looking down at his convulsing body. "It goes up to fifty. Shall we try the collar next?"

"No! Please, Ma'am... I'll do it," Joan sobbed, dragging his trembling, naked limbs back into a submissive kneeling posture against the wall.

Katrina giggled from the sidelines, enjoying every ounce of his degradation.

Amy raised her phone, the recording light glowing a vibrant, malicious red. "Look at the lens. Read the script."

"My name is Joan, and I am willingly submitting myself to my Handler, Amy. I want to confess that... I raped a teenage girl and killed her. Feeling guilty, and avoiding traditional law enforcement, I have given Amy absolute authority over my life, my body, and my future for her correctional services. She reserves the right to punish and torture me in any way she sees fit. My life belongs to her; she has the absolute right to decide if I live or die. She is entirely free of any criminal liability for what happens to me."

The recording stopped.

Amy smiled radiantly, snapping a few high-resolution photos of his tear-stained, bound form from several flawless angles.

"Perfect," Amy cheered.

"This is going to be so much fun," Katrina purred, looking at the trapped, trembling boy who was now entirely, beautifully theirs. "This bastard is completely trapped."

Cruel Handler

Under Control and House Tour — Literary Adaptation

————————————————————————————————————————

Under Control

Joan was entirely at the mercy of his cruel new handler, Amy. Only a couple of hours prior, he had been a free man; now, he was trapped in a meticulously orchestrated nightmare. Stripped of his clothes and his dignity, Joan knelt at Amy's feet, weeping softly. He was hopelessly confined within an Electro Smart chastity cage and matching shock collar, while a synchronized Smart Watch tracked his every heartbeat and micro-movement.

Amy sat cross-legged above him, exuding a cold, regal arrogance as she balanced the device's remote control in her palm.

"Let me be entirely frank with you, Joan," Amy began, her voice smooth but unyielding. "I am not your enemy. But you are a man in severe debt, and my profession is to recover what is owed. I take my work very seriously. Now, tell me: what is your priority?"

Looking up from the floor, Joan trembled. "Ma’am... my priority is to finish college. But I need to earn money to repay what I owe. That is how I ended up here, at your feet."

Amy offered a strict, triumphant smile. "Good. You will remain at my mercy until that debt is cleared. I will allow you the privilege of studying, but it cannot hamper your daily workload. Recovering that money is my only priority, so you had best be on your absolute best behavior. How you manage your studies is your problem, Joan. Mark my words: I can easily make your life a living nightmare."

"Yes, Ma’am. I understand," Joan whispered.

Reaching into her bag, Amy produced a heavy leather leash and a whip, snapping the leash securely onto the collar around his neck. With a swift tap on her smartphone, she activated 'Doggy Mode'. A sharp beep echoed from Joan's collar as his smartwatch displayed a five-second countdown.

Conditioned by fear, Joan instantly dropped his hands to the floor, forcing his body onto all fours like a dog just as the timer hit zero.

Beside Amy, Katrina giggled in amusement. "Oh, Joan," she taunted, "you really are a good pet."

"I must admit, Katrina, the boy is a fast learner," Amy replied, her smile widening. "Now, I want to see the house. Give me the full tour, and Joan will follow on his hands and knees. He needs to get used to his new reality."

"Right this way, Ma’am," Katrina beamed.

As they began to move, Joan felt a treacherous surge of arousal. Locked tight within the confines of his chastity cage, his semi-erect flesh strained against the cold metal, fighting fruitlessly for a full erection. The sheer humiliation of being paraded through the estate on all fours by two stunning, dominant women holding his leash was overwhelmingly intoxicating—a intoxicating blend of intense erotic excitement and dark, paralyzing fear.

The Grand Tour and the Servant's Place

Katrina led the way into a massive, opulent room. "Ma’am, this is the Hall of Gathering. Lisa Ma’am and her family host their parties and events here. We keep a dedicated staff member here just to ensure it remains spotless. That is Aliya over there."

Aliya, dressed in a pristine servant's uniform, paused her cleaning to bow her head. "Hello, Ma’am. Welcome."

"Aliya, this is Handler Amy Ma’am," Katrina introduced. "She will be staying here to train the dog. I believe you already know him."

"Nice to meet you, Aliya," Amy said, assessing her. "How long have you worked for the family? Tell me a bit about yourself."

"It has been about two years, Ma’am, following my divorce," Aliya replied with a slight, composed smile. "My parents worked here before they retired. Serving Lisa Ma’am's family is a true privilege."

"I am sorry to hear about the divorce," Amy offered smoothly.

"No need to be, Ma’am. It was entirely my decision," Aliya responded.

Amy glanced down at Joan, who was still holding his hands-and-knees posture on the floor. "I see. Well, Aliya, whenever you require an assistant, Joan would be absolutely delighted to help you. Right, Joan?"

"Yes, Ma’am. At your service," Joan muttered.

"Good boy. Now, crawl over, give Aliya’s feet a proper kiss, and beg for the privilege," Amy commanded.

Joan obeyed instantly, crawling across the floor to Aliya's uniform shoes. He pressed his lips to her feet several times before looking up. "Aliya, please allow me to work for you. I will be happy to assist you whenever you require it."

Before the words could fully leave his mouth, Amy's fingers moved across her remote controller. She unleashed three consecutive Level 5 electrical shocks straight to his chastity cage.

ZAPPPPP! ZAPPPPP! ZAPPPPP!

Joan collapsed onto the floor, his muscles convulsing as agonizing currents ripped through his groin. He screamed and wept, begging Amy to stop the torment.

"Idiot," Amy hissed, looking down at him with cold disdain. "How dare you address her by her first name? Everyone in this household is above your station. Everyone is your superior. Now apologize to her like you actually mean it."

Writhing in pain and desperate for mercy, Joan dragged himself back to Aliya's feet, kissing them frantically. "I am so sorry, Ma’am! Please accept my apology and forgive me. I will never make such a mistake again. I will be a good boy for you."

Aliya smiled down at the pathetic display. "Very well, Joan. Since it is your first offense, remember exactly what your handler told you."

"Feel free to use this bastard whenever you like, Aliya," Katrina added maliciously.

"Exactly," Amy agreed, tilting her phone screen. "Just check your smartphone app. You can assign tasks to Joan with strict time limits, and grade his performance from 0 to 10. If he requires immediate behavioral correction, the app gives you the option to punish him directly."

Aliya’s eyes brightened. "Oh, I see. Wonderful. That will be incredibly useful. Joan, I must say, you are in excellent hands with Amy Ma’am and Katrina Ma’am."

"Yes, Ma’am. Thank you, Ma’am," Joan sobbed from the floor.

Leaving the Hall of Gathering behind, the ladies walked in refined elegance while Joan crawled abjectly behind them, his knees aching as they reached the grand kitchen. The estate's cook, Kiara, was finishing up her duties.

Hello, Ma’am," Kiara greeted them warmly.

Katrina introduced Amy and her "workpiece," prompting Amy to ask if Kiara was in the middle of preparing a meal.

"No, Ma’am, my primary cooking is done, but I can whip up anything you desire," Kiara offered.

"No need, Kiara, I won't trouble you with special requests right now," Amy replied. "However, I do want a favor. I want you to give my boy Joan some rigorous culinary training."

"I would be delighted, Ma’am," Kiara said with a grin.

Amy looked down at her pet. "Joan, you know exactly what to do."

Knowing the protocol all too well, Joan crawled over to Kiara's feet, pressing his lips to her shoes. "Kiara Ma’am, you are an excellent chef. Please train me. I will be happy to serve as your kitchen help."

Amy and Katrina shared a satisfied smile as Kiara giggled at his submission. Turning on their heels, they led the collared boy out of the main estate toward the detached gym and yoga studio, situated beautifully next to the backyard garden and swimming pool.

Domesticated Duties

Inside the gym, a striking fitness trainer named Tripti was in the middle of a heavy weightlifting routine.

"Hey, Katrina! How are you?" Tripti called out, setting the weights down.

"I'm wonderful, Ma’am. Please meet Handler Amy Ma’am and her pet, Joan," Katrina introduced.

Tripti smiled, wiping her brow. "Oh, I see. Hello, Amy. Lovely to meet you."

"Likewise, Tripti," Amy replied, eyeing her athletic build. "I must say, you have an absolutely flawless figure and incredible stamina."

"Thank you, Amy. It’s my job, but it’s also my absolute passion," Tripti laughed.

"Clearly. And your gym is beautifully maintained," Amy noted, looking around before getting straight to business. "I want you to know that Joan is entirely at your disposal. Katrina will show you how to use the mobile app to command him."

Tripti looked down at Joan, who was holding his submissive posture on the gym floor. "Thank you, Amy. So... you're saying I can treat this boy like my personal servant?"

"Of course, Tripti," Katrina chimed in. "In fact, why don't you try him out right now?"

Tripti stepped closer to Joan, a mocking smile playing on her lips. "Hey, loser. Why are you on your hands and knees like a dog?"

"Ma’am, my handler requires me to remain entirely humble at all times. She has activated Doggy Mode, and I must maintain this position to avoid severe punishment," Joan explained, his voice trembling.

"Fascinating," Tripti purred. "Well then, crawl yourself into the restroom and scrub the toilet until it is absolutely spotless. The ladies and I have some things to discuss while you work."

Joan pressed a submissive kiss to Tripti’s feet. "Yes, Ma’am," he whispered, turning to crawl toward the bathroom.

While the three women stood chatting about Joan's upcoming schedule and the most effective psychological techniques to keep him perfectly obedient, Joan was on his hands and knees in the restroom. Cleaning a toilet manually while forced into a canine posture was exhausting and degrading, but fear drove him forward until the porcelain shone.

Exhausted, he crawled back into the gym and presented himself to Amy.

"Is the toilet finished?" Amy asked coldly.

"Yes, Ma’am. It is completely clean," Joan panted.

"Now, thank Tripti properly."

Joan dragged his aching knees back to Tripti, kissing her feet repeatedly. "Thank you, Tripti Ma’am, for allowing me to help you. I am more than happy to serve you whenever you need me, Ma’am."

"Very good. Follow me," Katrina ordered, turning toward the exit.

They made their way back to the main house, stopping in the expansive front garden. Amy paused, surveying the open lawn. "Look at this, Katrina. This is the absolute perfect spot to install his charging station. Placed right here in the front garden, he will be completely visible to everyone who enters or leaves the estate. The technician is scheduled to arrive shortly. Please notify your security detail."

"Not a problem, Ma’am," Katrina replied. "He should be right over there in the security cabin. Let’s go introduce you."

A Lesson in Respect

They walked over to the security post, where a burly man named Arnold was monitoring the screens.

"Hey, Arnold," Katrina called out.

"Hello, ladies," Arnold replied, turning around.

"Amy Ma’am, please meet Arnold, our head of security... and my husband," Katrina said with a proud smile.

Amy blinked in surprise. "What? Seriously? You bring your husband to work with you?"

"Not exactly, Ma’am," Katrina laughed. "The truth is, Arnold is an absolute bull of a man and simply cannot stay away from me. So, he works here. I’m sure you understand."

Amy eyed Arnold's imposing frame appreciatively. "Absolutely. He looks like a real alpha man. I'm happy for you, Katrina." She then snapped her gaze down to Joan. "Joan, you know exactly how a pathetic creature like you should greet a real man. Go on."

Joan froze, a wave of profound embarrassment washing over him. The thought of licking and kissing a male security guard's heavy work boots made him hesitate for a split second.

It was a mistake.

Amy’s thumb instantly hammered a button on her remote control.

ZAPPPPPP! ZAPPPPPP! ZAPPPPPP!

The maximum voltage hit his cage and collar simultaneously. Joan buckled, arching off the ground with a raw, guttural cry. He collapsed onto the dirt, sweating profusely and groveling in absolute agony as he begged for mercy.

"You useless loser," Amy barked arrogantly. "You don't even know how to show respect to a real man. Apologize to him properly right now, or I will take this whip and flay the skin off your back!"

Crying hysterically, Joan dragged his trembling body to Arnold’s heavy leather boots. Without a second thought, he began kissing and licking the dirty leather frantically. "I am so sorry, Sir! Please forgive my hesitation. I will never do it again, I swear!"

Arnold looked down, chuckling at the broken man at his feet. "Wow. What a pathetic piece of trash. But I’ve got to hand it to you, loser—your handler is drop-dead sexy. You should be proud to be her bitch."

"Hey, Arnold, cut out the flirting," Katrina scolded playfully, though she turned to Amy with an apologetic smile. "Amy Ma’am, please ignore him, I'm sorry for his mouth."

"Don't worry about it, Katrina. It’s perfectly fine," Amy replied, watching with cruel satisfaction as Joan continued to lick Arnold's boots, terrified that any pause would trigger another agonizing shock.

"Anyway, Arnold, a technician is coming to set up a charging station in the garden," Katrina instructed. "Keep an eye out and assist him."

"Consider it done, babe," Arnold nodded as the trio departed.

Meeting the Household Staff

"We have five more staff members for you to meet," Katrina explained as they walked inside. "They handle the heavy cleaning, landscaping, and the maintenance of the swimming pool."

"My, that is a massive staff," Amy remarked.

"Yes, and I've gathered them all in the drawing room for you," Katrina said.

When they entered, four women and one man, all uniform-clad, were waiting in a neat line. Amy and Katrina sat gracefully on a plush couch, with Amy casually holding Joan’s leash while he remained on all fours at her feet.

"Alright, Amy, this is the rest of the crew," Katrina began, pointing them out. "Tara, Jenny, Mia, Olivia, and Mike. Tara and Jenny handle the deep cleaning and laundry. Mia manages the entire CCTV surveillance and security monitoring network. Olivia is in charge of the landscaping and gardens, and Mike looks after the swimming pool and acts as our lifeguard."

Katrina turned back to the staff. "Everyone, meet this stunning beauty: Handler Amy Ma’am. And this workpiece on the floor is Joan. Amy Ma’am is an absolute expert at handling perverts like him."

The staff greeted Amy respectfully, and she offered a wicked smile. "Joan, it looks like you have a whole new tier of superiors. Go ahead and greet them with the proper respect."

Joan crawled down the line, stopping at each staff member's feet to press his lips to their shoes one by one. "Thank you, Ma’ams, thank you, Sir," he mumbled submissively. "Please let me know if you need anything. I am completely at your service."

"Everyone," Amy addressed the group, "this is my workpiece, but you are all entirely free to assign him chores as you see fit. Just ensure you grade him honestly on the app—it helps me discipline and train him more effectively."

The staff smiled and nodded in unison, eager to utilize their new slave.

"Alright, everyone, back to work," Katrina dismissed them.

The New Hell

"Katrina, where is Joan’s room?" Amy asked, tugging his leash.

"Oh, it's just a small servant's room right next to Lisa Ma’am’s bedroom," Katrina replied, leading the way upstairs with Joan crawling behind them. "Right here."

Amy inspected the tiny room, noting the lone cupboard and a thin mattress flat on the floor. She frowned. "Why on earth is he sleeping right next to Lisa? Let's change that immediately."

"Lisa Ma’am didn't leave any specific instructions regarding his sleeping quarters, so you have total authority," Katrina noted.

"Do we have a basement?" Amy purred, an evil glint in her eye.

"We do, but it hasn't been maintained. It needs a massive cleaning," Katrina warned.

"Show me."

They descended deep into the bowels of the house, Joan dragging himself down the stairs. The basement room was dark and covered in a thick layer of dust, containing only a bare mattress and an old cupboard.

"Perfect," Amy whispered, a cruel smile stretching across her face. "We will set up his quarters here. I like to play with my workpieces in private sometimes."

Katrina laughed knowingly. "Ah, I see your point, Ma’am! Conveniently, this basement is entirely soundproof. We also have surveillance cameras covering every single inch of this basement—just like the rest of the house, excluding the bathrooms—so you can monitor his every move 24/7."

"Perfect," Amy said. "I’m going to set up my personal workshop down here. Joan, time to get to work, dear. I’m turning off Doggy Mode so you can stand up and clean this entire place. Bring all my heavy gear bags down here and organize my devices while Katrina and I go enjoy a few drinks."

"Yes, Ma’am," Joan murmured.

Amy tapped her phone, releasing him from Doggy Mode. Joan slowly pulled himself up onto two feet. His legs trembled violently; he had been crawling continuously on his hands and knees for over two hours across every floor of the massive estate.

Breaking the Workpiece

Upstairs in the drawing room, Amy and Katrina relaxed with drinks, chatting casually until Arnold walked in. "Ma’am, your technician has arrived."

"Thank you, Arnold. Go ahead and show him to the middle of the garden. We’ll be right out," Amy instructed.

Out on the lawn, the technician installed a high-tech charging station directly in the center of the yard.

"One more thing," Amy requested, pointing to the grass. "I need a heavy ground anchor installed right next to it so I can chain my dog out here."

"I have just the thing in my truck, Ma’am," the technician complied, securing the heavy steel anchor into the earth before taking his leave.

As they watched him go, Amy turned to Katrina. "By the way, where are Lisa Ma’am's parents and her brother? I haven't seen them."

"Her parents travel constantly for their international businesses, so they practically live out of luxury hotels and resorts. Her brother lives permanently with their grandmother because he hates being left alone here without them," Katrina explained.

"Ah, I see," Amy nodded. "Well, let's go check on Joan's progress in the basement."

Downstairs, Joan was sweating profusely, frantically trying to scrub away the years of grime.

"What's the status, Joan?" Amy demanded, her voice cutting through the damp air.

"Ma’am, I’m scrubbing as fast as I can, but there's still so much left to do..." Joan panted.

Amy checked her watch. "You have exactly thirty minutes to finish everything, Joan. Your time starts right now."

Joan’s heart skipped a beat. He knew with absolute certainty that if the clock ran out, the punishment would be ungodly. Despite his absolute physical exhaustion, a surge of adrenaline hit his veins. His motivation wasn't duty—it was pure, unadulterated terror of Amy.

Working like a man possessed, Joan managed to scrub the basement clean and unpack every single piece of Amy's gear just as the thirty-minute mark hit. He collapsed onto his knees at her feet, gasping for air.

"Ma’am... the basement is clean, and your workshop is completely set up," he wheezed.

"Oh, excellent, Joan," Amy smiled down at him beautifully. "Do you even know what this workshop is for?"

"Yes, Ma’am... it is for my punishments," Joan whispered.

"Exactly, my dear workpiece," Amy purred, her eyes scanning the room. "This room is where I will mold and break you exactly how I see fit. This workshop is your new personal hell and my punishment chamber. You had better keep your behavior flawless if you want to avoid spending hours down here with me."

"Yes, Ma’am," Joan whimpered.

"Now, let me show you your new outdoor station. Crawl behind me," Amy commanded.

Joan dropped to all fours and followed her back up to the garden.

"See that?" Amy pointed to the newly installed pedestal. "That is your charging station. You will use it to charge your chastity cage and your shock collar. Your smartwatch charges automatically from your pulse, so you don't need to worry about that. And right next to it is your ground anchor."

Katrina smiled, entirely amused by the setup. "Looks like everything is perfectly prepared, Ma’am."

"Almost everything," Amy agreed.

"Well, with your permission, Ma’am, I must return to my regular duties," Katrina said, bowing slightly. "Let me know if you need anything else, and... enjoy your new workpiece."

Once Katrina left, Joan remained on his knees on the grass, looking up at his beautiful captor.

"Joan, back into Doggy Mode," Amy ordered casually, pulling out a book. "I need a footrest while I read."

She tapped her phone, and the familiar beep signaled the activation of his canine status. Joan lowered his chest and hands to the grass, his body forming a human stool for her feet.

"Yes, Ma’am," he muttered.

For the next couple of hours, Amy sat reading in the warm air, her feet resting heavily on Joan’s back. As he held perfectly still, Joan's mind wandered to Lisa. She had been his high school classmate, a girl he had desperately dreamed of dating. Now, she was his wealthy owner who had hired this cruel woman to dominate him. Yet, looking around, Joan had never seen such a concentration of sheer, intoxicating beauty. Lisa was stunning, Amy and Katrina looked like cruel princesses, and even the estate staff were remarkably attractive.

The intense, humiliating stimuli sent a rush of blood straight to his groin. He was aching, rock-hard inside his chastity cage, but the rigid plastic offered absolutely no room for relief. He could do nothing but suffer in desire.

Finally, Amy closed her book and stretched. "Joan, let’s go take a proper look at the basement workshop. Follow me."

Joan crawled blindly behind her, back down into the soundproof dark.

Amy looked around the room, admiring his handiwork. Arrayed perfectly on the walls and tables were heavy ropes, leather cuffs, spreader bars, hogtie restraints, an assortment of dominant collars, heavy leashes, an array of single-tail leather whips, heavy bullwhips, wooden paddles, floggers, rigid canes, and leather strap-on harnesses.

"What do you think, Joan?" Amy whispered, her voice echoing erotically in the enclosed space.

"S-sorry, Ma’am... but what can I say?" Joan stammered, staring at the terrifying display. "This is all set up for my torment and your amusement. I feel nothing but absolute horror and anxiety looking at it."

Amy laughed, a beautiful, wicked sound. "You are entirely right, my dear workpiece. And honestly... I simply cannot wait for you to make a mistake to try these out. I want to feel how this whip handles right now."

She tapped her phone, turning off Doggy Mode. "Stand up and face me, Joan. Put both hands on top of your head, spread your legs, and prepare to count every single lash. And remember: I want you to thank me after every single one."

Panic seized him. He dropped to his knees, weeping and kissing her polished shoes. "Ma’am, please! Have mercy! No whip, please!"

"No whip?" Amy asked, her voice dropping to a dangerous whisper as she held up her remote. "Would you prefer I dial the shock collar and chastity cage up to maximum level instead?"

"No, Ma’am! Please, no!" Joan begged, sobbing hysterically.

"Then I said stand up and face me."

Joan stood up, his entire body trembling as he placed his hands over his head and spread his legs as commanded.

Amy uncoiled a heavy leather bullwhip. She brought her arm back, swinging it through the air with practiced ease.

"CRACK!"

The leather tail tore across Joan's bare skin. A white-hot, burning sting erupted across his back, feeling as though a line of liquid fire had been poured over his flesh. He screamed out, instantly collapsing back to the floor at her feet, weeping and begging for her to stop.

"Honey, what did I tell you about the whip?" Amy asked, her tone sweet but terrifyingly detached.

"It hurts so much, Ma’am! Please have mercy, I haven't even done anything wrong! Please forgive me!" Joan sobbed, clutching his burning flesh.

Amy didn't flinch. She simply repeated herself, her voice icy cold. "Honey... what did I say about the whip?"

Joan swallowed hard, his chest heaving. "Y-you said... you said I need to thank you for each whip."

"Good. Now stand back up and try it again," she ordered.

Trembling from head to toe, Joan forced himself up, locking his hands behind his head and bracing himself.

"Good boy," Amy murmured. "Now let’s start over."

The whip sliced through the air again.

"CRACKKKKKKK!"

"One... Thank you, Ma’am!" Joan screamed, tears streaming down his face.

"Very good. Hold perfectly still," Amy commanded, letting fly another strike.

"CRACKKKKKKK!"

"Two... Thank you, Ma’am!"

"CRACKKKKKKK!"

"Three... Thank you, Ma’am!" Joan cried, his entire body shaking as he sobbed uncontrollably.

"Three more," Amy said coldly, raising her arm.

"CRACKKKKKKK!"

"Four... Thank you, Ma’am!"

"CRACKKKKKKK!"

"Five... Thank you, Ma’am!" Joan shrieked, involuntarily flinching and breaking his stance from the intense pain.

"Back into position, you fucking bastard," Amy snarled, her eyes narrowing. "Or do you want me to add another ten lashes to the count?"

"No, Ma’am! I'm sorry, Ma’am... please!" Joan cried out frantically. He forced his bleeding, trembling body back into the exact presentation stance, hands locked over his head.

Amy delivered the final blow with devastating precision.

"CRACKKKKKKK!"

"Six... Thank you, Ma’am," Joan whimpered, his voice broken.

Amy set the whip aside and grabbed a pair of heavy steel handcuffs, ratcheting them tightly around Joan's wrists behind his back. She clipped a short leather leash to his collar and secured the other end to a heavy steel ring bolted into the concrete wall at floor level. The short, half-foot constraint forced Joan into a cramped, awkward sitting position flat against the wall, unable to stand or stretch.

Amy grabbed her purse and looked down at her bound, weeping slave. "That is quite enough for today, Joan. I have some business to attend to in town, so you will be staying exactly like this all night. I'll see you tomorrow."

Without another word, she clicked off the main lights, leaving him locked in the soundproof dark.

The First Full Day

Joan woke to complete darkness and the biting pressure of the steel handcuffs digging into his wrists. Every muscle in his body screamed from the previous day’s endless crawling, cleaning, and the searing lashes of the bullwhip. The basement air was cool and damp against his naked skin, and the short leash kept him pinned in a cramped, humiliating sitting position against the wall. His chastity cage felt tighter than ever, his trapped cock throbbing uselessly from fragmented, feverish dreams of the women who now owned him.

The heavy door creaked open. Bright light flooded in, silhouetting Amy’s athletic figure. She wore tight black yoga pants and a cropped top that showcased her toned midriff, looking fresh and powerful.

“Good morning, workpiece,” she said cheerfully, stepping inside. “Did you sleep well in your new home?”

Joan’s voice was hoarse. “N-no, Ma’am… it hurts everywhere.”

Amy laughed softly and crouched in front of him, her fingers tracing one of the angry red welts across his back. He flinched.

“That’s the point. Pain is an excellent teacher.” She unlocked the handcuffs and the wall leash but left the shock collar and cage in place. “Stand up. Inspection position.”

Joan rose on shaky legs, hands behind his head, feet spread. Amy circled him slowly, her hand occasionally slapping his ass or flicking the cage, making him twitch.

“Still no unauthorized erections inside the cage. Good boy. But your battery is at 18%. You’re going to charge properly tonight, or I’ll add hours to your punishment time.” She clipped a long leash to his collar. “Doggy Mode. We have a busy day.”

The familiar beep sounded. Joan dropped instantly to all fours.

Amy led him upstairs and out into the bright morning garden. The charging station gleamed in the center of the lawn — a sleek, low pedestal with magnetic contacts and a thick steel anchor ring beside it. Several early-rising staff members were already moving about. Joan’s face burned with shame as they openly stared at the naked, collared young man crawling behind the beautiful Handler.

“Morning charge,” Amy announced, forcing his head down onto the pedestal. The devices clicked into place and began drawing power. “You’ll stay here for the full two hours. I want you perfectly visible. Think of it as your new morning meditation.”

Katrina strolled over, coffee in hand, looking stunning in her fitted uniform. “He looks even more pathetic in daylight, Ma’am.”

“Doesn’t he?” Amy agreed. She rested one booted foot on Joan’s back like a hunting trophy. “Any tasks for him today?”

“Plenty,” Katrina smiled. “The pool area needs scrubbing, and Tripti wants help with gym equipment cleaning after her session.”

“Excellent. He’s all yours after charging.”

For two long hours Joan remained on all fours in the open garden, the sun warming his skin while staff occasionally walked by, some giggling, others giving casual orders or light kicks to “motivate” him. By the time Amy released him, his knees were raw and his spirit further eroded.

Poolside Degradation

Tripti was waiting at the pool deck, her athletic body glistening with sweat from her workout. She wore tiny shorts and a sports bra that left little to the imagination.

“Crawl over here, dog,” she ordered the moment Amy handed over the leash.

Joan obeyed, pressing his lips to her sneakers. “Good morning, Tripti Ma’am.”

“Clean the entire pool deck on your hands and knees. Use the brush and bucket — no standing. And make sure every tile shines. I want to be able to see my reflection when I’m done with my swim.”

The work was backbreaking. Joan scrubbed for over an hour while Tripti lounged nearby, occasionally directing him with her foot or snapping photos on her phone to send to the group app. When he missed a spot, she activated a Level 3 shock through the shared app. His yelps echoed across the pool area.

Kiara, the cook, eventually brought out trays of food for the women. She looked down at the sweating, scrubbing boy with amusement. “Poor thing. Here — you can lick the crumbs off my shoes when I’m finished eating.”

After finishing the deck, Joan was ordered to crawl between the women’s lounge chairs, serving as a living footrest while they chatted and ate. Amy casually rested her bare feet on his head, occasionally pressing down harder when she wanted emphasis.

Lisa finally appeared near noon, looking radiant in a designer summer dress. She observed Joan with clinical satisfaction.

“He’s settling in nicely, I see,” Lisa said, sipping fresh juice. “Has he broken yet?”

“Not fully,” Amy replied, stroking Joan’s hair like a pet. “But he’s learning fast. Would you like a demonstration?”

Lisa’s eyes sparkled. “Yes.”

Amy stood and commanded Joan into presentation position in front of Lisa. “Thank your owner for this opportunity, Joan. Properly.”

Joan leaned forward and began kissing Lisa’s elegant sandals, working his way up to her ankles. “Thank you, Lisa Ma’am… for giving me this chance to repay my debt… and for bringing Amy Ma’am to train me.”

Lisa lifted her foot and placed it firmly on his head, pressing his face into the warm stone. “You’re welcome, pet. Keep performing well and maybe — just maybe — I’ll let you see me more often.”

Workshop Session

That afternoon, after completing several more menial tasks (including helping Aliya fold laundry while remaining on all fours), Joan was summoned back to the basement workshop.

Amy had changed into tight leather pants and a corset that accentuated her dominant figure. The room smelled of leather and polished wood. Various implements hung ready on the walls.

“You did well today, overall,” Amy said, circling him. “Average score 7.8. But you hesitated twice when greeting male staff. That’s unacceptable.”

She selected a thick wooden paddle and a riding crop.

“Over the bench. Wrists and ankles locked.”

Joan was soon securely fastened, ass raised vulnerably. Amy didn’t rush. She warmed him up with firm hand spanks, then switched to the paddle, each impact echoing loudly in the soundproof room. Joan counted every strike, thanking her through gritted teeth and tears.

After twenty paddle strokes, she switched to the crop, targeting more sensitive areas — inner thighs, the exposed underside of his caged cock, and the welts from yesterday.

By the end, Joan was a sobbing, broken mess, repeating his new mantra: “I belong to my superiors. My body is for their use and correction.”

Amy unlocked him and pulled him into her lap on a chair, stroking his hair almost tenderly while he cried against her chest. The contrast — cruel torment followed by gentle aftercare — was devastatingly effective.

“You’re mine now, Joan,” she whispered. “Completely. And deep down, you’re starting to love it, aren’t you?”

He didn’t answer. He didn’t need to. His body’s helpless reactions inside the cage said everything.

Night Routine

As evening fell, Amy led him back to the garden charging station. This time she chained him to the ground anchor with a short leash, forcing him into a tight, curled position on the grass. The devices hummed as they charged.

Staff members passed by on their way home or to evening duties, some stopping to pat his head or tease him. Arnold even paused to rest a heavy boot on Joan’s back while talking to Katrina.

Later, alone under the stars, Joan lay there exhausted, aching, and strangely alive with twisted desire. The trap had closed completely. There was no escape — only deeper submission.

In the distance, he could hear the laughter of the women inside the brightly lit mansion.

Tomorrow would bring new torments. New superiors. New depths of humiliation.

And some dark, broken part of him was already craving it.

Katrina’s Authority

The morning after the basement whipping, Joan’s body still burned with residual pain as he completed his two-hour garden charge. Amy had already left for a private meeting with Lisa, leaving explicit instructions with Katrina: “Use him hard today. I want to see real progress… or real consequences.”

Katrina wasted no time asserting her dominance. Dressed in a crisp, figure-hugging black uniform that accentuated her statuesque curves, she clipped a short leash to Joan’s collar the moment the charging station released him.

“Doggy Mode,” she commanded, tapping her tablet. The collar beeped, and Joan dropped instantly to all fours.

“Today you’re mine, dog,” Katrina purred, her voice laced with wicked delight. “Amy Ma’am is generous with the app permissions. I intend to use them.”

She led him to the main hallway first. Every few minutes, as Joan scrubbed the marble floors with a small brush clenched in his teeth, Katrina would casually glance at her tablet and tap the punishment icon.

**ZAPPP!**

A sharp Level 4 shock ripped through his chastity cage. Joan yelped, his body jerking forward, forehead nearly hitting the floor.

“Back straight, dog. You’re slouching,” she said sweetly, without even looking up from her screen. “That’s a 6/10 for effort so far.”

By mid-morning, the shocks had become almost rhythmic. While helping her sort linens in the laundry room, Katrina found a tiny crease in a folded sheet.

**ZAPPP! ZAPPP!**

Two quick shocks to both cage and collar. “Careless. You’re wasting my time.”

Joan whimpered, pressing his lips to her polished shoes in frantic apology. “I’m sorry, Ma’am… I’ll do better.”

“You’ll do better when I *make* you,” Katrina replied, resting her foot on the back of his neck for a long moment, pressing his face into the cold floor.

Relentless Correction

Katrina’s enjoyment grew with every passing hour. She took him to the kitchen to assist Kiara, but mostly to showcase her control.

While Joan was on his knees scrubbing the lower cabinets, Katrina stood chatting with Kiara, tablet in hand.

“He’s slow today,” she complained playfully. Then, without warning—

**ZAPPPPP!**

Level 5. Joan cried out, dropping the sponge as his muscles seized.

“Pick it up. Now.” Another tap. **ZAP!**

By lunch, Katrina had administered over a dozen shocks. Each time Joan hesitated, moved too slowly, or failed to address her with sufficient reverence, the tablet lit up in her elegant fingers.

In the garden, while he pulled weeds on all fours, she sat on a shaded bench, legs crossed, sipping iced tea.

“Faster, dog.” **ZAP!**

“You missed one.” **ZAPPP!**

When he accidentally brushed against her leg while reaching for a stubborn root, she smiled coldly.

“Presumptuous.” Three consecutive shocks left him trembling and gasping in the dirt.

“Thank you for correcting me, Ma’am,” Joan sobbed, kissing the ground near her feet.

Katrina’s eyes gleamed with satisfaction. She loved the power—the way his body jerked at her slightest whim. “Your score is dropping fast, Joan. Amy Ma’am checks the daily average at 8 PM sharp.”

The Low Score

The rest of the afternoon continued in the same vein. Katrina assigned him to clean the staff bathrooms on his hands and knees, then deliberately found fault with every detail. She used the app liberally, mixing shocks with verbal humiliation.

“You call this clean? Pathetic.” **ZAPPP!**

By evening, when Amy returned, Katrina greeted her with a satisfied smile, tablet extended.

“His daily average came in at 5.9, Ma’am,” Katrina reported, her voice dripping with mock sympathy. “I tried to motivate him, but he’s been very… resistant.”

Amy’s expression darkened with pleasure as she reviewed the logs. “Five point nine? That’s unacceptable, workpiece. Katrina was kind enough to give you multiple chances. Clearly you need a reminder of what low scores earn you.”

Joan’s stomach dropped. “Please, Ma’am… I tried—”

“Silence.” Amy tapped her phone, activating Doggy Mode and a new high-intensity setting. “Basement. Now.”

Katrina followed them down, clearly excited to watch the consequences of her deliberate scoring.

Amy’s Night Punishment

The soundproof basement workshop felt colder and more menacing under the harsh overhead lights. Amy had Joan secured over the punishment bench, wrists and ankles locked wide apart, back arched, and a thick bit gag strapped into his mouth.

Katrina leaned against the wall, arms crossed, tablet still in hand. “Shall I keep the live feed open, Ma’am?”

“Yes,” Amy replied, selecting a heavy leather flogger and a long, thin cane. “And feel free to add shocks whenever you feel he needs extra motivation.”

Amy began methodically. The flogger warmed his already bruised back and ass with heavy, thudding strokes. Joan grunted and drooled around the gag with each impact.

“Count in your head, workpiece,” Amy commanded. “Twenty with the flogger for the sloppy work… then the cane for that pathetic score.”

**THUD. THUD. THUD.**

Katrina occasionally tapped her tablet, sending jolts through the chastity cage that made Joan’s whole body tense and shudder mid-stroke.

After the flogging, Amy switched to the cane. The first stroke landed with a sharp **CRACK!** across his ass, leaving a vivid red line.

“One, Ma’am!” Joan tried to scream around the gag.

Each subsequent stroke grew harder. By the tenth, tears streamed down his face. Katrina stepped closer, gently stroking his hair while Amy continued.

“Poor dog,” Katrina cooed mockingly. “If only you had performed better for me today…”

**CRACK! CRACK!**

Eleven. Twelve.

Amy’s technique was precise and relentless. She paused only to let Katrina deliver a few Level 6 shocks directly to his trapped cock, making him thrash helplessly against the restraints.

By the time Amy finished the full twenty cane strokes, Joan was a broken, sobbing mess—his backside a lattice of angry welts, body shaking uncontrollably.

Amy finally unstrapped him and pulled him down to the floor. She sat on a chair and guided his tear-streaked face between her thighs, letting him rest his cheek against her leather-clad leg while she stroked his hair.

“You will do better tomorrow,” Amy said softly, almost tenderly. “Katrina will be supervising you again. I expect at least an 8.5 average. Understood?”

“Yes… Ma’am…” Joan whispered hoarsely.

Katrina smiled down at him, tapping her tablet one final time—a light warning shock that made him flinch against Amy’s leg.

“Sleep well in the basement tonight, dog,” Katrina said. “I already have tomorrow’s tasks planned.”

Amy locked his wrists behind his back and chained his collar to the floor ring, leaving him curled naked on the thin mattress.

As the lights dimmed, Joan lay in the dark, aching everywhere, the taste of submission and fear thick in his mouth. Katrina’s casual cruelty and Amy’s calculated punishment had pushed him deeper into the trap.

And tomorrow, it would begin again.

Katrina’s Private Demand

The next morning began like the previous one — two grueling hours chained at the garden charging station under the watchful eyes of passing staff. Joan’s body was still a map of fading welts from Amy’s cane, every shift of his knees sending fresh reminders through his nerves. When the magnetic lock finally released, Katrina was already waiting, leash in hand and tablet tucked under her arm like a weapon.

“Doggy Mode,” she ordered immediately. The collar beeped. Joan dropped to all fours.

Instead of leading him toward the usual chores, Katrina guided him through a side entrance into one of the lesser-used guest suites on the ground floor — a beautifully appointed room with a large private bathroom and a full-length mirror.

“Close the door behind you with your mouth,” she commanded. Once inside, she locked it and turned to face him, her statuesque figure towering above his crawling form. She wore a tight white blouse and a pencil skirt that hugged her wide hips and thick, powerful thighs.

“Today we’re doing something different, Joan,” Katrina said, her voice low and husky. She sat on the edge of the luxurious bed and crossed her long legs. “Amy Ma’am is busy with Lisa most of the morning. That means I have full authority… and I’ve decided I want to feel like a Goddess.”

Joan’s heart hammered. He kept his eyes lowered. “Ma’am?”

Katrina smiled slowly, uncrossing her legs and spreading them slightly. “I want you to worship my body. Sexually. With your mouth, your tongue, every part of your pathetic face. I want to feel adored, desired, and obeyed like the superior woman I am. You will start with my feet and work your way up. Slowly. Thoroughly. And you will make me feel *good*.”

She tapped her tablet meaningfully. “If you refuse, or if you disappoint me in any way… your score today will be even lower than yesterday. I’ll make sure Amy Ma’am sees every detail of your failure. You remember what happened last night, don’t you?”

Joan swallowed hard, the memory of the cane strokes and the soundproof basement still burning. “Yes, Ma’am… I understand.”

“Good boy.” Katrina slipped off her heels, revealing perfectly pedicured feet with dark red nail polish. “Begin.”

Goddess Worship

Joan crawled forward on all fours and lowered his head. He started hesitantly, pressing soft kisses to the tops of her feet.

“More passion, dog,” Katrina snapped, tapping the tablet once — a warning Level 3 shock to his cage. He gasped and immediately became more fervent, licking and sucking her toes one by one, running his tongue along her arches and heels with desperate devotion.

Katrina sighed in pleasure, leaning back on her elbows. “That’s better. Keep going… higher.”

He worked up her calves, kissing and licking every inch of her smooth, toned legs. When he reached her thighs, she hiked up her skirt, revealing she wore no panties. Her pussy was already glistening with arousal.

“Slow down,” she murmured. “Worship my thighs like they’re sacred. Tell me how lucky you are.”

“I’m so lucky to worship you, Katrina Ma’am,” Joan whispered between long, reverent licks. “You’re a Goddess… your body is perfect… I exist only to serve it.”

Katrina’s breathing grew heavier. She grabbed his hair and pulled his face firmly between her thighs, smothering him against her warm, wet folds.

“Lick,” she ordered. “Make your Goddess cum. Use that tongue like your life depends on it — because it does.”

Joan obeyed completely. His tongue explored her thoroughly — long, slow strokes along her slit, circling her clit, plunging inside her when she demanded. Katrina rocked her hips against his face, moaning softly at first, then louder, her powerful thighs squeezing his head like a vice.

“Yes… just like that, you pathetic little worshipper… deeper…”

She came hard, shuddering and grinding against his mouth, flooding his tongue with her juices. Joan kept licking through her orgasm, cleaning her gently until she finally pushed him back.

But Katrina wasn’t finished.

She stood, turned around, and bent slightly, presenting her round, firm ass. “Now worship here. Spread my cheeks and tongue my asshole like the devoted slave you are.”

Joan hesitated for half a second.

**ZAPPPPP!**

A sharp Level 5 shock made him cry out. “Yes, Ma’am! Sorry, Ma’am!”

He buried his face between her cheeks, licking and probing her most intimate spot with total submission. Katrina reached back, holding his head in place while she moaned in delight.

“You’re doing well, dog… but I expect more. Make me cum again.”

For the next hour, Joan worshipped every part of her body she offered — sucking her nipples through her opened blouse, licking her underarms, kissing her stomach, and returning again and again to her pussy and ass. Katrina used his face ruthlessly, riding his tongue to two more powerful orgasms while casually shocking him whenever his pace slowed even slightly.

By the end, Joan’s face was soaked, his jaw ached, and his caged cock was throbbing painfully against its unyielding prison.

The Inevitable Low Score

Katrina finally stood, straightened her clothes, and looked down at the exhausted, humiliated boy at her feet.

“Not bad,” she said coolly, wiping a trace of her wetness from his chin with her thumb. “But honestly… I think you could have shown more genuine enthusiasm. Your tongue work was acceptable at best.”

Joan’s eyes widened in panic. “Please, Ma’am… I tried my best to please you—”

“Shhh.” Katrina tapped rapidly on her tablet, entering scores as she spoke. “Slow response time… insufficient passion… minor hesitation… overall performance… 4.8. That should do it.”

“No! Ma’am, please!” Joan begged, pressing frantic kisses to her feet. “I worshipped you exactly as you wanted—”

“Exactly as I wanted?” Katrina laughed, a rich, cruel sound. “I wanted to feel like a Goddess. You made me cum, yes… but a true slave would have done it with pure joy in his heart. Amy Ma’am will be very disappointed when she sees this score.”

She clipped the leash back on. “Now crawl. We still have the rest of the day’s chores. And I expect you to work even harder to try and salvage your average… though I doubt you will.”

Return to Amy

By evening, after a full day of menial labor under Katrina’s constant supervision and casual shocks, the daily average flashed on Amy’s phone: **5.3**.

Amy’s eyes gleamed with dark satisfaction as she read Katrina’s detailed notes about the “worship session” and the low marks.

“Basement. Now,” Amy commanded coldly.

Katrina followed them down once again, clearly aroused by the outcome of her scheme.

This time Amy’s punishment was even more severe — a long session with the bullwhip followed by forced edging of his caged cock using a vibrating wand pressed against the device, bringing him repeatedly to the brink of orgasm only to deny him while Katrina watched and added shocks for “entertainment.”

Joan broke completely, sobbing his thanks and begging for mercy between lashes and vibrations.

As he lay chained to the floor afterward, aching and spent, Katrina leaned down and whispered in his ear:

“Tomorrow I might want my Goddess treatment again… and you’d better make me believe you love every second of it.”

Amy stroked his hair almost lovingly. “Sleep well, workpiece. We’re only getting started.”

Eager Devotion

The garden charging station had become Joan’s daily ritual of public humiliation. Two hours on all fours, fully exposed under the morning sun, while staff passed by with knowing smirks. When the magnetic lock finally released, Katrina was waiting, looking radiant in a short, tight sundress that showcased her powerful legs and generous curves.

“Doggy Mode,” she commanded. Joan dropped instantly, pressing his forehead to the grass in greeting.

“Good boy,” Katrina purred, clipping the leash. “Today you’re going to show me how much you’ve learned. I expect genuine enthusiasm when you worship your Goddess. Understand?”

“Yes, Ma’am! I’m eager to worship you properly today,” Joan replied quickly, his voice filled with practiced desperation. The memory of yesterday’s punishment had lit a fire under him.

Katrina led him back to the same private guest suite and locked the door. She sat on the bed, hiking up her dress. “Begin. And make me believe you love serving me.”

Joan didn’t hesitate. He crawled forward eagerly, eyes shining with forced adoration. “Thank you for letting me worship you, Goddess Katrina Ma’am. Your body is divine… I live for this.”

He started at her feet with passionate intensity — kissing, licking, and sucking each toe with genuine fervor, moaning softly as he worked. He praised her constantly between licks: “Your feet are perfect… so soft and strong… I’m so lucky to taste them.”

Katrina sighed in pleasure, spreading her legs wider. Joan moved up her calves and thighs with hungry devotion, burying his face between them and licking her pussy with long, enthusiastic strokes, tongue working frantically to please her. He sucked gently on her clit, humming in apparent bliss as she gripped his hair and rode his face to a shuddering orgasm.

“Yes… good dog… don’t stop!” Katrina moaned, grinding against him.

When she turned and presented her ass, Joan dove in eagerly, spreading her cheeks and tonguing her asshole with zealous, deep thrusts of his tongue. “You taste like heaven, Goddess… I could do this forever,” he gasped between breaths, pushing himself harder than ever before.

Katrina came twice more, flooding his mouth, clearly impressed by his improved performance. She finally pushed him back, smiling down at his soaked, eager face.

“Much better today,” she murmured, stroking his cheek almost affectionately. “You’re starting to understand your place.”

Humiliation with Arnold

Katrina dressed and led Joan out on his leash. In the hallway, they encountered her husband Arnold, the burly head of security, who grinned widely at the sight of the naked, collared boy.

“Well, well… look at this pathetic bitch,” Arnold laughed. “Still crawling like a dog?”

Katrina pulled Joan forward. “Say hello properly to a real man, Joan.”

Joan pressed his lips to Arnold’s heavy boots without hesitation. “Good morning, Sir. Thank you for allowing me to greet you.”

Arnold chuckled and rested one boot on Joan’s head, pressing his face into the floor. “Lick them clean while you’re down there, loser. My wife tells me you’ve been eating her pussy like a starving man. Is that true?”

“Yes, Sir,” Joan mumbled, tongue working diligently on the leather. “I worshipped Goddess Katrina Ma’am with all my heart.”

Katrina and Arnold both burst into laughter. “Goddess? Damn, you’ve got him trained,” Arnold said, amused. “Keep licking, dog. Tell us how small and useless your caged dick is while you clean my boots.”

Joan obeyed eagerly, humiliation burning in his cheeks. “My caged cock is tiny and worthless, Sir… it will never please a woman like Katrina Ma’am… I only exist to serve superiors like you and my Goddess.”

The couple continued mocking him for several minutes — Arnold occasionally tapping Joan’s balls with his boot, Katrina snapping photos and sending them to the staff group chat. They made Joan crawl between them, kissing both their feet alternately while they discussed his “progress” as if he weren’t even there.

“Pathetic, but entertaining,” Arnold finally said, giving Joan a light kick to the side. “Have fun with him today, babe.”

Diligent Service

The rest of the day, Joan threw himself into every task with maximum effort. Under Katrina’s supervision, he completed all household work assigned by the other staff:

- Scrubbed the entire kitchen floor on his hands and knees for Kiara (who occasionally stepped on his back while cooking).

- Folded laundry perfectly for Tara and Jenny, kissing their feet in thanks after each basket.

- Cleaned the gym equipment thoroughly for Tripti, holding difficult positions while she worked out.

- Assisted Olivia with garden weeding and Mike with pool maintenance — always on all fours or kneeling.

- Helped Aliya with deep cleaning, never once hesitating.

Katrina followed him constantly, tablet in hand. She still shocked him occasionally for minor imperfections, but far less than before. Whenever he finished a task, he immediately dropped to kiss her feet and thank her enthusiastically.

By evening, when the daily scores were tallied, the average stood at **7.1**.

Still Not Enough

Amy reviewed the logs in the drawing room with Katrina standing beside her. Joan knelt at their feet, trembling.

“7.1,” Amy said, her tone cool and disappointed. “Better than yesterday, I’ll admit. Katrina’s notes say you were very eager during your Goddess worship session. That’s progress, workpiece.”

Joan dared to feel a flicker of hope.

“But 7.1 is still below my standard,” Amy continued. “I expect at least an 8.5. You clearly held back somewhere. Basement. Now.”

Katrina smiled triumphantly as she followed them downstairs. “He did try harder today, Ma’am… but not hard enough.”

In the workshop, Amy secured Joan over the bench again. This time the punishment combined the flogger, a riding crop, and repeated edging with the vibrating wand pressed cruelly against his chastity cage. Katrina watched with delight, occasionally adding shocks through her tablet while Amy worked.

Joan counted every strike, thanked them profusely, and begged for the chance to improve further. By the end, he was a sobbing, broken mess once more — freshly marked and denied any release.

Amy chained him to the floor ring for the night. “Tomorrow you will aim for a 9.0, Joan. Katrina will continue supervising you. Make us proud… or the bullwhip returns.”

Katrina leaned down and whispered, “I expect even more enthusiastic worship tomorrow, dog. Sleep well.”

---

Dual Worship

The morning charging session felt even more exposing under the bright sun. Joan’s body ached from the previous night’s punishment, but determination burned in him. When Katrina arrived with Arnold beside her, Joan dropped instantly into Doggy Mode and crawled to them, pressing his lips fervently to both their shoes.

“Good morning, Goddess Katrina Ma’am. Good morning, Sir,” he said with clear enthusiasm. “I am ready and eager to worship and serve you both today.”

Katrina smiled, pleased. Arnold let out a deep, mocking laugh. “Look at this eager little bitch. Yesterday wasn’t enough for you?”

They led him to the private guest suite again. Once inside, Katrina sat on the bed while Arnold lounged in a chair, legs spread dominantly.

“Start with your Goddess,” Arnold ordered. “Show me how properly you worship a superior woman.”

Joan dove in with unrestrained passion. He worshipped Katrina’s feet, legs, thighs, pussy, and ass with fervent devotion — licking, sucking, and moaning in apparent ecstasy. “Thank you for letting this worthless slave taste your divine body, Goddess. I live only for your pleasure.” Katrina came hard multiple times, grinding against his eager face.

Then Katrina pointed to her husband. “Now worship Arnold Sir properly. He’s a real man.”

Joan crawled to Arnold without hesitation and began licking his heavy boots thoroughly. Arnold pressed one boot firmly on Joan’s head. “That’s right, dog. Lick the dirt off a real man’s boots while your tiny caged dick leaks uselessly.”

Arnold’s Humiliation

Arnold’s amusement grew. “You think you’re equal to my wife’s dog? No. You’re lower.” He whistled, and his large, muscular German Shepherd, named Rex, trotted into the room from the hallway.

“Meet Rex, your superior,” Arnold announced with a cruel grin. “Rex is a proud alpha male. You? You’re just a locked-up beta bitch.”

Katrina laughed, petting Rex. “Go on, Joan. Greet your better properly.”

Joan hesitated only a fraction of a second before Arnold’s boot nudged him forward. Joan pressed his face to Rex’s paws, kissing them submissively. “Thank you for letting me greet you, Rex Sir… You are superior to me.”

Arnold and Katrina howled with laughter. “Look at that! The dog is more of a man than you.” Arnold gave more humiliating tasks:

- Joan had to fetch Arnold’s thrown ball on all fours and bring it back in his mouth like a retriever.

- He was made to crawl in circles while Rex mounted his back playfully, humping against him as Arnold and Katrina cheered.

- Joan licked Rex’s water bowl clean after the dog drank, then thanked the dog for “allowing him to share.”

“Beg Rex for permission to continue serving your Goddess,” Arnold commanded, filming on his phone.

Joan pressed his forehead to the floor near Rex. “Please, Rex Sir… allow this inferior slave to worship Goddess Katrina Ma’am.”

Rex barked. Arnold and Katrina were in stitches. “Good boy, Joan. Rex approves.”

The couple continued using Joan for their amusement — making him act as a human footstool for both while they kissed and touched each other, occasionally shocking him via the tablet for “lazy tongue work.”

Diligent Labor

After the intense worship and humiliation session, Joan threw himself into the household work with ferocious energy. He completed every assigned task perfectly and proactively:

- Deep-cleaned the entire kitchen and prepared basic prep work for Kiara.

- Scrubbed all bathrooms on hands and knees for Tara and Jenny.

- Assisted Tripti in the gym with heavy equipment moving while in Doggy Mode.

- Weeded the entire garden section for Olivia and helped Mike maintain the pool filters.

- Handled laundry, dusting, and polishing for Aliya and the rest of the staff.

Throughout the day, he addressed everyone with utmost respect, thanked them profusely after each task, and returned frequently to Katrina and Arnold to kiss their feet and ask for more orders. Katrina used her tablet sparingly, mostly for light motivational shocks, impressed by his performance.

By evening, the daily average score came in at exactly **9.0**.

Amy’s New Rules

Amy reviewed the logs with visible satisfaction in the drawing room. Joan knelt perfectly at her feet, Katrina and Arnold standing nearby.

“9.0. You finally met my minimum standard, workpiece,” Amy said, stroking his hair. “Katrina and Arnold report excellent worship and effort today. Well done.”

Joan exhaled in relief, still tasting the day’s humiliations.

“However,” Amy continued, her tone turning serious, “I’m setting permanent food rules starting today to motivate consistent excellence. Listen carefully:

- Below 7.0: No food at all. You will survive on water and whatever scraps your superiors decide to throw on the floor.

- 7.0 to 8.0: Limited food — plain rice and vegetables, no protein, eaten from a dog bowl on the floor.

- 8.0 to 9.0: Proper food — a standard servant meal, eaten kneeling.

- Above 9.0: Full, nutritious meals including healthy fruits, meats, and desserts as a reward. You may even earn the privilege of eating at the table with permission.”

Amy tapped her phone, syncing the new rules to everyone’s app. “Today’s 9.0 earns you a proper meal. But tomorrow I expect you to push for 9.5 or higher. Katrina and Arnold will continue supervising closely.”

Katrina smiled down at him. “I look forward to more enthusiastic worship tomorrow, dog.”

Arnold gave Joan’s caged cock a light tap with his boot. “And more time entertaining me and Rex. Understood, bitch?”

“Yes, Sir. Yes, Ma’am,” Joan replied submissively.

That night, after his proper meal and another charging session on the lawn, Joan was chained in the basement. His body was exhausted, his pride shattered, but the score of 9.0 gave him a tiny spark of survival instinct.

The trap tightened further. Food itself was now a reward for perfect submission.

---

Lisa’s Observation

The next morning, after the usual two-hour public charging in the garden, Joan was led inside by Katrina. Amy and Lisa were seated elegantly in the grand drawing room, sipping coffee and reviewing estate matters. Lisa looked stunning in a designer blouse and skirt, every inch the wealthy heiress, but she barely glanced at the naked, collared boy crawling behind Katrina.

Amy noticed Joan’s hopeful glance toward his original owner. “Eyes down, workpiece. Lisa Ma’am is here to observe your performance, not to entertain your delusions. You are beneath her notice unless she decides otherwise.”

Lisa gave a small, indifferent nod without looking at him. “Let’s see how the dog is progressing, Amy. Continue as normal.”

Katrina smiled. “Today he’ll be serving the entire female staff, Ma’am. I’ve already informed them.”

Worship for the Staff

Joan was kept in Doggy Mode as he was passed from one superior woman to another. Each staff member had been granted temporary app access for scoring and light shocks.

He started with **Aliya** in the laundry room. Joan pressed passionate kisses to her shoes, then licked her feet thoroughly while she folded sheets. “Thank you for allowing this worthless slave to worship you, Aliya Ma’am.” She used his back as a footrest for ten minutes while he licked between her toes.

Next was **Kiara** in the kitchen. While she prepared meals, Joan worshipped her legs and thighs under the counter, his tongue working eagerly. Kiara occasionally fed him small vegetable scraps from her fingers as a tease, then made him clean the kitchen floor with his tongue in the corners.

**Tripti** in the gym was more demanding. After her workout, she sat on the weight bench and made Joan bury his face between her powerful, sweaty thighs, licking her pussy and ass with enthusiastic devotion while she chatted on the phone. “Deeper, dog. Show me you deserve a decent score.” She shocked him twice via the app when his pace slowed, laughing at his muffled yelps.

**Tara and Jenny** (the cleaning duo) took him together in the linen closet. He alternated between their feet and pussies, worshipping both women on his knees while they gossiped about how pathetic he looked. They made him hold uncomfortable positions and graded him harshly for minor mistakes.

**Olivia** had him in the garden, where he worshipped her feet while weeding on all fours, then cleaned her gardening tools with his mouth.

**Mia** (CCTV) made him worship her in the security monitoring room, forcing him to watch footage of his own humiliations on the screens while licking her to orgasm.

Throughout it all, Lisa occasionally walked by with Amy, observing silently. She never spoke to Joan or acknowledged him directly — treating him like furniture or background noise. This indifference hurt more than any shock. Joan felt utterly invisible to the girl who had once trapped him here.

Katrina and Arnold supervised from afar, occasionally adding their own humiliations. Arnold made Joan fetch sticks for Rex again and bark responses to simple commands for amusement.

Exhausting Labor

Between worship sessions, Joan completed every task assigned by the staff with maximum effort:

- Full deep cleaning of multiple rooms for Tara and Jenny.

- Heavy gym equipment sanitization and organizing for Tripti.

- Kitchen prep and floor scrubbing for Kiara.

- Garden maintenance and pool-side cleaning for Olivia and Mike (kissing Mike’s boots quickly when required).

- Laundry and polishing duties for Aliya.

He thanked every woman profusely after each task, returning often to kiss their feet and beg for more orders. Despite his desperate hard work, the constant shifting between superiors, the physical exhaustion, and the emotional toll of Lisa’s cold indifference prevented him from reaching perfection.

The Score and Consequences

By evening, Amy and Lisa reviewed the compiled scores in the drawing room. Joan knelt silently at their feet, trembling.

“Overall daily average: **8.0**,” Amy announced. Lisa gave a slight, disinterested shrug.

“Acceptable, but not exceptional,” Amy continued. “You worked hard and worshipped the staff properly, but Lisa Ma’am’s observation noted you still showed moments of hesitation and lacked the flawless enthusiasm we expect. According to the new rules: 8.0 earns you a proper servant meal — eaten kneeling from a bowl, no extras.”

Joan whispered his thanks, relieved he wouldn’t go hungry.

Lisa finally glanced down at him briefly, her expression bored. “Keep improving, pet. Or don’t. It makes no difference to me.” She stood and left without another word, her heels clicking away.

Amy stroked his hair almost mockingly. “Katrina will feed you tonight. Then back to the basement. Tomorrow we aim higher. Lisa Ma’am will be observing again — try not to bore her.”

Katrina led him away, a satisfied smile on her face. “Good boy. Now crawl to the kitchen for your meal… and thank every woman you see on the way.”

Joan’s body ached, his spirit further crushed by Lisa’s indifference, but the score of 8.0 meant survival for another day in this beautiful, merciless trap.
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