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Lisa tapped her tablet, frowning. “We’re only clearing around $400–500 per month on average. At this rate, it will take over 20 years. I want it reduced to 8–10 years maximum.”

Joan remained perfectly still under Lisa’s feet, listening in silent dread as his future was negotiated.

Amy continued calmly, pressing her point:

“With respect, Ma’am, pushing him too hard too fast will cause burnout. He already tried to escape once. The psychological conditioning is working — the nightly writing drills, the food deprivation system, the public humiliations — all of it is slowly destroying any remaining hope or resistance. This is how we get maximum output over time. If we rush, he might break completely and become useless.”

Lisa sighed, shifting her weight on Joan’s back, making him grunt softly.

“I still want acceleration,” she insisted. “Increase his nightly stall hours. Book more private parties with your dominant friends. Make him earn at least $800–1000 extra per month. I don’t care how humiliating it gets — as long as the debt shrinks faster.”

Amy smiled slightly. “As you wish, Ma’am. I’ll adjust the schedule immediately. He will start generating more revenue this week.”

Lisa finally looked down at Joan, pressing her foot harder into his spine.

“You hear that, pet? Your life is about to get much harder. Every Dollar you earn through your suffering goes to me. Now thank me for the opportunity.”

Joan’s voice was hoarse and broken. “Thank you, Lisa Ma’am… thank you for letting this worthless slave repay his debt… I exist only to serve and suffer for you…”

Lisa lifted her feet off his back and stood up.

“Good. Amy, he’s all yours. Keep me updated on the numbers weekly.”

As Lisa left the room, Amy crouched down and gripped Joan’s collar, forcing him to look up at her.

“You heard your owner, workpiece. The easy days are over. From now on, you will work harder than ever before.”

Joan whispered weakly, still on all fours, “Yes, Ma’am… this slave will earn more… please guide me…”

Amy smiled coldly and patted his cheek.

“Oh, I will. Now crawl to the basement. We have a new schedule to plan — and plenty of new humiliations to design.”

---

Lisa’s Demand

A few weeks after the victory party, Lisa had officially completed her undergraduate studies and was preparing to move to a prestigious university in another major city for her MBA.

Before leaving, she called Amy into her private study for a final meeting. Joan was made to kneel naked in the corner, collared and caged, listening silently.

Lisa looked at the latest debt report on her tablet with clear dissatisfaction.

“This is unacceptable,” she said sharply. “Over $512,000 still remaining. At this pace, it will take decades. I want the entire debt cleared **within one month** before I fully settle into my new life in the city.”

Amy’s eyes widened slightly, but she kept her composure.

“With respect, Ma’am… that is extremely aggressive. Even with maximum output, we’re looking at 15–25 years realistically. One month is… nearly impossible without drastic measures.”

Lisa leaned back in her chair, crossing her legs.

“I don’t care. I want it done. Find a way.”

Amy paused thoughtfully, then spoke carefully.

“There is one option that could potentially clear most, if not all, of the debt in a single transaction… We could **sell Joan**.”

Lisa raised an eyebrow. “Sell him?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” Amy continued. “I have connections in the private dominant community. There are several extremely wealthy clients — billionaires, high-profile dominants, even some international buyers — who would pay a very high price for a fully broken, well-trained, young male slave with his current modifications. A properly marketed sale could fetch $400,000 to $700,000 or more, depending on the buyer.”

Joan’s heart stopped. He remained frozen on his knees, barely breathing.

Lisa tapped her fingers on the table, considering it.

“Explain further,” she said.

Amy nodded and continued:

“Pros: Immediate massive repayment. We could clear the majority of the debt in one go. You would be free of this burden while focusing on your MBA and future empire-building. Joan is already perfectly conditioned — collared, caged, mentally broken, and trained for service. He would fetch a premium price.”

“Cons: We lose a long-term asset. He has potential for steady monthly income if we keep him. Also, once sold, he would likely disappear into a much harsher, possibly permanent ownership situation. Some buyers are quite… extreme.”

Lisa glanced at the trembling boy in the corner.

“What do you think, Amy? Is he valuable enough to sell?”

Amy smiled slightly. “He’s become quite valuable in his current state. A failed student, publicly humiliated, fully obedient, and desperate. The right buyer would pay top dollar. I can arrange discreet viewings and auctions within the community if you wish.”

Lisa was silent for a long moment, staring at Joan.

“Prepare the necessary paperwork and start discreet inquiries,” she finally said. “But don’t finalize anything yet. I want to see the offers first. If we can clear the debt in one transaction, I’m open to it.”

Joan finally broke. He crawled forward desperately, pressing his face to Lisa’s feet.

“Please, Lisa Ma’am… don’t sell me… I’ll work harder… I’ll do anything… please don’t sell this slave…”

Lisa casually rested her foot on his head, pressing his face into the floor.

“Quiet, pet. This is a business decision. You failed your exams. You failed to repay me. Now you may finally become useful in one single transaction.”

Amy looked down at the broken boy with satisfaction.

“Don’t worry, Joan. If we sell you, I’ll make sure you go to someone who will appreciate all the training I’ve given you.”

The Sale Agreement

The next morning, Lisa summoned Amy to her study once again. Joan was forced to kneel naked in the corner, listening in growing horror.

“I’ve thought about your suggestion,” Lisa said. “I want the debt cleared cleanly and quickly. $512,000 is the exact current outstanding amount. If you can arrange a sale that gives me that amount, you may keep anything above it as your commission and reward for handling him all this time.”

Amy’s eyes gleamed with satisfaction.

“Understood, Ma’am. I will handle the entire auction and sale process personally. You will not need to involve yourself at all. I will manage pricing, buyer selection, viewing sessions, and final transaction. All you need to do is sign the written authority granting me full power of attorney over Joan’s sale.”

Lisa nodded and slid a prepared legal document across the table.

“I’ve already had my lawyer draft this. It gives you complete authority to sell him, negotiate terms, and finalize the deal in my name. Once the $512,000 is transferred to my account, he is no longer my concern.”

Lisa signed the document with a flourish and pushed it toward Amy.

“Make it profitable for both of us. I don’t want to hear about the details unless the money is in my account.”

Amy smiled and signed as witness. “Thank you, Ma’am. I’ll begin preparations immediately. I have several serious buyers in mind who will pay well above the debt amount for a fully trained, broken slave like him.”

Joan’s breathing became ragged. He crawled forward desperately.

“Please, Lisa Ma’am… don’t do this… I’ll repay everything… please don’t sell me…”

Lisa didn’t even look at him. She simply stood up and walked out of the room, leaving Joan behind without a word.

---

Preparation for Sale

As soon as Lisa left, Amy turned to Joan with a cold, satisfied smile.

“Congratulations, workpiece. You’re going on the market. Katrina!”

Katrina entered the room moments later. Both women looked at the terrified boy with professional detachment.

“Help me prepare him,” Amy ordered. “We need him in peak condition for private viewings and the auction.”

Over the next few days, Amy and Katrina put Joan through intense “presentation training”:

- They groomed him meticulously — shaving, oiling his skin, and exercising him to highlight his toned but submissive physique.

- They rehearsed his “sales pitch” — forcing him to recite his full humiliating history, failures, escape attempt, and daily duties on command.

- They tested different restraints, positions, and levels of exposure to see what would appeal most to potential buyers.

- Amy made him practice serving imaginary wealthy dominants while Katrina took notes on his performance.

Every night, Amy reminded him of his fate:

“Buyers are already inquiring. A few European clients and one very rich Arab dominant are particularly interested in a young, well-trained white male slave. The more broken and obedient you appear, the higher the final price — and the more I earn.”

Katrina added while polishing his collar, “You should be grateful. Some buyers are gentle. Others… not so much. But that’s no longer our concern.”

Joan was kept in a constant state of fear and despair. He begged nightly at Amy’s feet:

“Please Ma’am… don’t sell me… I’ll serve you forever… I’ll earn more money… please…”

Amy would simply stroke his hair and reply:

“You will serve forever — just for someone else. Now thank me for finding you a new owner.”

---

The Auction Plan

Amy had already begun discreet marketing within her elite dominant network. She prepared a private online catalog with professional photos and videos of Joan in various submissive positions, complete with detailed training history and medical-grade modifications (collar + permanent chastity cage).

The listing started with a reserve price that would easily cover Lisa’s $512,000, with Amy keeping every Dollar above that amount.

Lisa had officially washed her hands of the matter. She was now fully focused on her upcoming move to the new city, leaving Amy with complete control over Joan’s final fate.

---

The Auction

Three days later, Amy organized an exclusive, high-stakes private auction at a luxurious underground venue. Only fifteen extremely wealthy and experienced dominants were invited. The lights dimmed as Joan was dragged onto the raised stage.

He was completely naked, wrists locked tightly behind his back in heavy steel handcuffs, ankles connected by a short hobble chain. His thick shock collar glowed ominously, and his permanent chastity cage gleamed under the spotlight. A large red ball gag stretched his mouth open, causing him to drool helplessly down his chest.

Amy yanked the leash attached to his collar and addressed the audience with professional confidence:

“Ladies and gentlemen, Lot 47 — Joan, 19-year-old fully broken debt slave. Excellent physical condition, mentally shattered, permanently collared and caged. Starting bid: $800,000.”

**The Brutal Demonstration**

Amy immediately activated a strong shock. **ZAPPPPP!**

Joan screamed around the gag and collapsed to his knees.

“Beautiful, isn’t it?” Amy smiled. “He reacts perfectly to every level.”

She picked up a heavy single-tail whip.

“Beg for punishment, slave!”

Joan mumbled desperately through the gag: “Pwease… whiiip meee, Ma’am…”

**CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!**

Amy unleashed a vicious series of lashes across his back and ass. Joan screamed and thrashed as red welts bloomed instantly.

A wealthy woman in the front row laughed loudly. “God, listen to him squeal! Make him crawl, Amy!”

The bids climbed rapidly as Amy continued the merciless demonstration.

**The Winning Buyer**

The highest bidder was a tall, imposing European man in his late 40s named Viktor — a known billionaire with a reputation for extreme dominance. He stood up during the final bidding round, clearly eager to impress Amy.

“$1,500,000,” Viktor announced confidently, then walked onto the stage without waiting for confirmation.

He grabbed Joan’s hair roughly and forced his face against his expensive leather shoe.

“Lick it clean, you pathetic little failure,” Viktor growled. “Show Amy how well you’ve been trained.”

Joan, still gagged and handcuffed, desperately licked Viktor’s shoe while the audience watched.

Viktor turned to Amy with a charming yet arrogant smile. “Impressive work, Amy. You’ve turned a once-promising student into a perfect broken toy. I must say, I admire your skill.”

He delivered a hard kick to Joan’s caged cock, making him whimper loudly.

“Look at this useless locked-up clit,” Viktor laughed, pressing his shoe down on Joan’s balls. “Tell the audience what you are, slave.”

Amy removed the gag. Joan gasped and sobbed, “I am a worthless, failed student… I tried to escape but failed… I suck cock for food… I exist only to serve and suffer…”

Viktor laughed and shocked him through the collar using the temporary access code Amy had provided. **ZAPPPPP!**

“Excellent reaction,” Viktor said, clearly trying to impress Amy. “I can see you’ve done thorough work. He’ll fit perfectly in my collection. I have a private dungeon where broken boys like him are kept in permanent chastity and used 24/7.”

He forced Joan’s face between his legs, making him nuzzle his crotch through his trousers while addressing Amy again.

“I promise I’ll put him to much harder use than you have. Perhaps I’ll even invite you to watch one day, Amy. You deserve to see the final result of your excellent training.”

The audience applauded as Viktor continued humiliating Joan — slapping his face, spitting on him, and making him thank him for every degradation.

Amy smiled professionally. “Sold for **$1,500,000** to Mr. Viktor.”

---

Transfer Terms

After the auction, Viktor approached Amy while Joan remained kneeling on the stage, broken and trembling.

“Seven days for full transfer is acceptable,” Viktor said, still trying to impress her. “I look forward to taking possession of this little failure. You’ve created something truly special, Amy.”

Amy shook his hand. “Thank you, Sir. He will be delivered in perfect condition with all master codes and training records.”

Viktor looked down at Joan one last time and kicked his caged cock lightly. “See you soon, slave. I have big plans for you.”

Joan could only sob quietly, knowing his fate was now sealed with a new, even more sadistic owner.

Return and Final Transfer

Amy drove back to her private residence with Joan in the backseat, still handcuffed, collared, and caged. The boy was completely silent, staring blankly out the window, mentally shattered after the humiliating auction.

As soon as they entered Amy’s luxurious apartment, she pushed Joan down to his knees in the living room and called Lisa on speakerphone.

---

Lisa picked up after a few rings. “Amy. How did it go?”

Amy smiled, looking down at the broken boy at her feet. “It went perfectly, Ma’am. Joan has been sold. Your share of **$512,000** has already been transferred to your account. You can check it now.”

There was a brief pause as Lisa verified the transaction.

“Good,” Lisa said, sounding satisfied. “What was the final sale price?”

Amy’s smile widened. “I’m afraid that information is confidential, Ma’am. As per our agreement, you receive your exact owed amount. The rest is my commission for handling the training and sale. The deal is done.”

Lisa was silent for a moment, clearly displeased but unwilling to push further.

“Fine,” she said curtly. “Keep me updated if anything changes. I’m flying out to the new city tomorrow.”

The call ended abruptly.

---

Amy placed her phone down and looked at Joan with a predatory smile.

“Well, workpiece… Lisa has her money. That means you are no longer officially connected to her estate. From this moment on, you belong entirely to me for the next seven days until delivery.”

She crouched down and gripped Joan’s chin tightly, forcing him to look up at her.

“I’ve taken personal custody. For the next week, you will stay here with me — in my apartment. No mansion. No staff. Just you and me. I’m going to use this time to give you some… final polishing before your new owner takes possession.”

Joan’s voice cracked in despair. “Please, Ma’am… I don’t want to be sold… I’ll serve you forever… please don’t give me away…”

Amy laughed softly and stroked his cheek almost tenderly.

“Oh, it’s too late for that, pet. You’ve already been sold for a very high price. Now you’re mine to prepare. Stand up.”

She uncuffed his wrists only to immediately lock them in front of him with a new set of heavy leather cuffs. Then she attached a long leash to his collar and led him deeper into her apartment.

“Welcome to your new temporary home, Joan. For the next seven days, you will serve only me — day and night. I have many ideas on how to make your final week with me… memorable.”

Joan crawled behind her, tears falling silently, knowing that his last shred of hope had vanished the moment the money was transferred.

Amy now had complete, personal ownership of him for one final week.

---

The Deep Conversation

That night, in the quiet of her luxurious apartment, Amy sat on the sofa with a glass of expensive red wine. Joan knelt naked before her, collared and caged, his eyes hollow with exhaustion and defeat.

Amy looked down at him with a calm, almost proud expression.

“You’ve been a very good investment, Joan,” she said softly. “From the very first moment I met you and Lisa, I saw the numbers. I saw the opportunity.”

She took a slow sip of wine and continued.

“I’m not just a Handler. I’m a lawyer and a financial strategist. My real expertise is spotting broken, high-potential assets and turning them into maximum profit. The day Lisa introduced you as her indebted scholarship boy, I immediately started running the calculations in my head. $500,000 debt. Young. Intelligent. Desperate. Perfect raw material.”

Joan stared up at her, tears forming in his eyes.

Amy smiled.

“I accepted the job not because I wanted to help Lisa, but because I saw I could make a fortune from you. The slow repayment plan was never my end goal. That was just the setup. I needed time to break you completely — to turn you from a promising student into a premium, high-value slave.”

She leaned forward, her voice clinical and proud.

“That’s why I created the nightly writing drills. Every single humiliating line I made you write hundreds of times was designed to destroy your confidence and concentration. I *wanted* you to fail your exams. I *needed* Lisa to lose faith in your academic future so she would agree to sell you. Every ‘I deserve to fail’ you wrote was another nail in the coffin of your old life — and another zero added to my final commission.”

Joan’s shoulders shook. “You… you ruined my future… on purpose… for money?”

“Yes,” Amy said without hesitation, her tone matter-of-fact. “I ruined your future because it was the most profitable move. A failed, broken, publicly humiliated slave with a permanent collar and cage is worth far more on the market than a struggling student making slow monthly payments. I turned you into a luxury product.”

She gestured with her wine glass.

“$1.5 million. Lisa gets her $512,000 back. I keep the rest — almost a million dollars in pure profit after expenses. That’s what I do, Joan. I find broken boys like you, train them, and sell them at the highest possible price. You were one of my best investments yet.”

Joan broke down completely, sobbing at her feet.

“All this time… the punishments, the food stall, the party… everything was just business for you?”

Amy reached down and gently stroked his hair, almost tenderly.

“Exactly. Business. Very profitable business. Every time I whipped you, shocked you, or made you suck Paul’s cock, I was increasing your market value. Every tear you shed added to my final payout.”

She lifted his chin so he had to look at her.

“And now, in seven days, I’ll hand you over to your new owner and walk away with a massive commission. That’s the beauty of it. Everyone gets what they want. Lisa gets her money back. I get rich. And you… you finally fulfill your purpose as a debt slave.”

Joan whispered brokenly, voice shaking:

“Thank you, Amy Ma’am… for using me… for profiting from my suffering…”

Amy smiled, satisfied, and rested her foot on his shoulder.

“Good boy. Now you understand. For the next seven days, you’re still mine to enjoy. Let’s make the most of my final week with my most profitable workpiece.”

---

The Deep Conversation (Continued)

Joan remained on his knees, tears streaming down his face as the full weight of Amy’s revelation crushed him. After a long silence, he finally spoke, his voice raw and desperate.

“Ma’am… please… I want to talk to Lisa Ma’am. Just once. I want to beg her… to apologize… to ask her not to sell me. She was my classmate… maybe she’ll listen…”

Amy let out a soft, almost pitying laugh. She took another sip of wine and shook her head.

“No, Joan. You still don’t understand. Lisa is no longer your owner. The moment the money was transferred, your connection to her ended. You are now my property — temporarily — until I deliver you to your new buyer in seven days. Lisa has washed her hands of you. She doesn’t want to hear from you. She doesn’t even want to think about you anymore.”

Joan’s shoulders shook harder. “Please… just one call… I’ll beg her to keep me…”

Amy leaned forward, gripping his jaw firmly so he had to look into her eyes.

“Listen to me carefully, workpiece. Lisa never cared about you. You were never her friend, never a classmate worth remembering. You were an unpaid debt that became an inconvenience. The second I offered her a clean $512,000 exit, she took it without hesitation. She is moving on to her shiny new MBA life in the big city. You are nothing but a closed chapter to her now.”

He sobbed quietly. Amy continued, her voice calm and professional, almost like a financial advisor explaining returns.

“Do you understand why I’m telling you all this? Because I want you to know exactly how the game was played. From the first day I met you, I saw the profit potential. A young, intelligent, deeply traumatized boy with a massive debt and a guilty conscience — the perfect candidate for total conversion into a high-value slave. I didn’t just train you. I invested in you.”

She tapped his shock collar lightly.

“Every shock, every whip, every night you spent sucking Paul’s cock for a burger — it was all part of increasing your market value. The writing drills? That was the masterstroke. I deliberately destroyed your ability to study so you would fail. A failing, broken slave is worth significantly more than a struggling student. It gave me the perfect excuse to push Lisa toward selling you.”

Joan looked up at her with pure despair. “So… everything was calculated? My pain… my hope… my failure… it was all just numbers to you?”

Amy nodded honestly.

“Yes. Business. Very profitable business. I turned your suffering into $1.5 million. Lisa recovered her capital. I earned a massive commission. And you… you finally reached your true purpose. This is what maximum efficiency looks like.”

She stroked his hair almost gently, like one would a pet that had performed well.

“You were one of my best projects, Joan. I’m almost sad to let you go. But business is business. In seven days, you will belong to someone who paid a fortune for you. Until then, you’re mine to enjoy.”

Joan pressed his forehead to the floor, completely shattered.

“Thank you, Amy Ma’am… for using me… for profiting from my destruction… this slave is grateful to have been a good investment…”

Amy smiled, satisfied, and rested both feet on his back.

“Good boy. Now stay there. I still have seven days to get the maximum return on my investment.”

---

The Confession

Joan remained on his knees, forehead pressed to the floor, sobbing quietly as Amy rested her feet on his back. The weight of everything — the sale, the betrayal, the years of calculated suffering — finally broke the last barrier inside him.

“Ma’am…” he whispered hoarsely, “there’s something I need to tell you.”

Amy raised an eyebrow, sensing the shift in his tone. “Speak.”

Joan hesitated for a moment, then the words spilled out in a trembling rush:

“Arnold… he’s been cheating on Katrina Ma’am. He’s been having sex with Tripti Ma’am. Multiple times. I saw it. He forced me to watch and clean them afterward. He made me keep it secret… especially from Katrina. He threatened me if I told anyone.”

Amy’s feet stilled on his back. She was silent for several seconds.

Then she let out a low, amused chuckle.

“Well, well… isn’t that interesting.”

She lifted her feet, stood up, and began slowly circling the kneeling boy like a predator.

“So Arnold has been fucking Tripti behind his wife’s back, using you as a cleanup boy and a secret-keeper. And you held onto this information all this time?”

Joan nodded miserably. “Yes, Ma’am… I was scared. He said he would make my punishment worse if I spoke.”

Amy stopped in front of him and tilted his chin up with her fingers, forcing eye contact.

“You did the right thing by telling me now,” she said softly. “This is valuable information. Katrina is one of my closest allies in the household. Arnold, on the other hand… has just become a liability.”

She smiled, a cold, calculating smile.

“I’ll deal with this matter personally after your transfer. But for now, you’ve earned a small reward for your honesty.”

Amy sat back down and rested her feet on his shoulders again.

“Continue. Tell me everything — every detail of what you saw between Arnold and Tripti. Don’t leave anything out.”

Joan, voice shaking with shame and relief, recounted the entire affair: the flirting, the candlelight dinner, the raw sex in the gym, how he was forced to serve them, and Arnold’s repeated threats to keep it secret from Katrina.

Amy listened carefully, occasionally asking sharp questions, clearly filing away every detail for later use.

When he finished, Amy stroked his hair almost approvingly.

“You’ve been carrying quite a burden, haven’t you? Keeping the head of security’s dirty little secret while he fucked another woman in his wife’s house. How very loyal of you.”

She leaned down closer, her voice dropping to a whisper.

“But loyalty to the wrong person can be dangerous. Remember that when you meet your new owner. Absolute honesty and obedience to your true Master — that’s the only way to survive.”

Joan whispered brokenly, “Yes, Ma’am… I understand now.”

Amy smiled and pressed her foot down gently on the back of his neck.

“Good boy. Now stay right there. I need to think about how to handle this little scandal… and how to make the most of these final seven days with my most profitable investment.”

---

The Final 7 Days – Amy’s Master Plan

Amy wasted no time. The moment she took full personal custody of Joan, she created a brutal, highly efficient 7-day regimen designed to maximize his suffering while generating as much revenue as possible with zero wasted expense on his upkeep.

She explained the plan while Joan knelt before her on the first night:

“For the next seven days, you will live in pure hell. I will not spend even one Dollar on your food, water, or comfort. Everything you consume, you will earn through public humiliation under my direct supervision. Your only purpose is to generate maximum profit before your new owner takes delivery.”

---

### **Amy’s 7-Day Training & Punishment Schedule**

**Daily Structure (No exceptions):**

- **Morning (5 AM – 9 AM):** Intensive physical punishment and obedience training in Amy’s private dungeon room. Heavy whipping, caning, stress positions, and repeated shock training to keep him broken and obedient.

- **Daytime (10 AM – 6 PM):** Supervised public humiliation work. Amy took him to different high-value locations (private BDSM parties, wealthy clients’ homes, underground clubs) where he was rented out for sessions.

- **Night (8 PM – Midnight):** Roadside stall work with Paul, extended to full closing time. Joan earned every meal through service and sexual submission.

- **Midnight – 5 AM:** Minimal sleep chained in a small cage in Amy’s apartment. No blanket, no mattress — only the cold floor.

**Financial Rule (Strictly Enforced):**

Amy gave him nothing for free. 

- No food unless earned that day. 

- Water only from a bowl on the floor after completing tasks. 

- Any “reward” (even a piece of bread) had to be paid for through extra humiliation.

---

**Daily Hell – Sample Routine**

**Day 1–2:** Amy took him to private domination parties for her rich friends. Joan was rented out as a “human furniture & toilet slave.” He spent hours serving as a footstool, ashtray, and toilet while being whipped and shocked for the guests’ amusement. Amy collected high fees and gave him only the scraps from their plates if he earned enough.

**Day 3–4:** Street-level public humiliation. Amy made him wear only a thin coat over his naked, caged body and took him to busy parks and markets. He had to beg strangers for money while Amy filmed everything. Any money collected went straight to her. He earned his dinner by giving blowjobs to selected men in alleyways under Amy’s supervision.

**Day 5–6:** High-end private sessions. Amy arranged full-day rentals with extremely sadistic clients. Joan was used brutally — bound, whipped, electro-tortured, and passed around. Amy watched everything, occasionally adding her own shocks and corrections, while collecting premium rates.

**Day 7 (Final Day):** Amy kept him exclusively for herself. She conducted a final “polishing” session — extreme punishment, long writing drills, and total degradation to ensure he was delivered in peak broken condition.

Throughout the seven days, Amy constantly reminded him:

“Every Dollar you earn reduces the time I have to feed you. Fail to earn your food today, and you go hungry. This is true efficiency, Joan. Your suffering is now 100% monetized.”

Joan’s life became pure survival mode. He begged, licked, sucked, and endured endless humiliation just to get a small meal each day. His body was covered in fresh welts, his mind was completely shattered, and his spirit was annihilated.

On the final night, as he lay chained in the small cage, starving and broken after another brutal day, Amy crouched down and whispered:

“Tomorrow you belong to your new owner. I’ve made excellent profit from you. Thank you for being such a valuable asset, workpiece.”

Joan could only whisper hoarsely:

“Thank you, Amy Ma’am… for using this worthless slave profitably…”

---

The Fate of Sold Slaves

On the fourth night of Amy’s personal custody, Joan was chained on all fours in the middle of her living room, exhausted and trembling after another brutal day of earning his food. Amy sat on the sofa, her bare feet resting on his back as a footrest while she reviewed financial spreadsheets.

After a long silence, Joan spoke in a small, terrified voice:

“Ma’am… please… what happens to slaves like me after they get sold? Where do they go? What… what will my new owner do to me?”

Amy paused, then let out a low, amused chuckle. She pressed her feet down harder on his back and began speaking in a calm, clinical tone — like a professional describing investment risks.

“Oh, Joan… you really want to know? Fine. I’ll be honest with you.”

She took a sip of wine and continued:

“Most slaves like you end up in one of three categories. The lucky ones go to collectors — rich, bored dominants who keep them as full-time pets. They live in cages, get used sexually every day, and are displayed like trophies. Not too bad… if you enjoy permanent denial and objectification.”

Her voice darkened.

“But most aren’t that lucky. Many are sold to extreme sadists. People like Viktor, your buyer. He has a private underground facility. Slaves there are kept in 24/7 bondage. Constant pain training. Electro-torture, needle play, long-term sensory deprivation. Some are modified further — piercings, tattoos, even surgical alterations to make them more… useful.”

Joan’s breathing became rapid and shallow.

Amy continued mercilessly:

“I’ve seen slaves sold to underground fight clubs — used as rewards for winners. Or sent to private islands where they’re hunted for sport. Some end up in harem dungeons in the Middle East — locked in tiny cells, used by multiple owners every single day until they break completely. A few… disappear into medical experimentation circles. Never heard from again.”

She leaned down, stroking his hair almost gently while delivering the final blow:

“And then there are the worst cases. The ones sold to true psychopaths. They get locked in basements for years. Fed through tubes. Used until their minds shatter. Some are kept alive for decades in total isolation, only brought out for extreme torture sessions. They beg for death every single day… but aren’t allowed to die.”

Amy paused, letting the silence stretch.

“That’s the reality of being sold, Joan. You’re no longer a person. You’re property. Expensive, well-trained property. And the man who bought you for $1.5 million will want to get every single Dollar’s worth out of you.”

Joan broke down completely, sobbing and shaking under her feet.

“Please, Ma’am… I’m begging you… don’t send me to him… I’ll do anything… I’ll serve you for the rest of my life… please don’t sell me…”

Amy pressed her foot down firmly on the back of his neck, pinning him to the floor.

“Too late, workpiece. The contract is signed. The money is already in my account. In three days, you will belong to Viktor. And from what I know about him… your new life is going to make everything I did to you look like child’s play.”

She smiled coldly and added one final whisper:

“So enjoy these last few days with me. Because once you’re delivered… your real hell begins.”

Joan could only cry helplessly against the floor, completely destroyed by the terrifying future Amy had painted for him.

---

Dinner with the Buyer

The next evening, Amy arrived at the exclusive rooftop restaurant looking absolutely stunning. She wore a tight, elegant black dress that perfectly hugged her athletic figure, with a deep neckline and high slit that showcased her long, toned legs. Viktor’s eyes darkened with lust the moment he saw her.

“Ms. Amy,” he said, standing and kissing the back of her hand. “You look absolutely breathtaking. A woman of your beauty and dominance is truly intoxicating.”

Throughout dinner, Viktor flirted shamelessly while laying out his extremely degrading delivery requirements for Joan.

“Here is exactly how I want my new slave delivered,” he said, his voice thick with excitement.

### Viktor’s Degrading Delivery Requirements:

1. **Permanent Livestock Ear Tag** — A large, heavy steel tag riveted permanently through his left ear with “Viktor’s Property – $1,500,000” engraved on it.

2. **Oversized Nose Ring** — A thick, heavy stainless steel ring (like those used on bulls) permanently pierced through his septum, large enough to hang visibly and make him look like livestock.

3. **Permanent Branding** — Deep, third-degree brands:

- Large brand across his chest: “Viktor’s Personal Cum Dump – $1.5M Slave”

- Brand above his caged cock: “Locked Toilet”

- Brand on his right ass cheek: “For Rent”

4. **Degrading Tattoos** —

- “Human Urinal & Cum Rag” in large letters across his lower back.

- “Free Use Hole” on both inner thighs.

- A QR code on his forehead that links to his ownership profile and “Use Instructions.”

5. **Additional Permanent Piercings** —

- Large nipple rings with heavy chains connecting them.

- Tongue piercing for better oral service.

- Prince Albert piercing through the head of his cock (even while caged) with a locking ring.

6. **Delivery Presentation** — Joan must be delivered completely naked, on all fours, with a sign around his neck that reads: 

**“Freshly Sold – Fully Trained Debt Slave – Ready for Immediate Use”**

7. **Speech & Behavior** — A microchip will be implanted to restrict him to only speaking in third person as “this worthless pig” or “this cum dump slave.” He must crawl at all times unless ordered otherwise.

Viktor leaned closer to Amy, his hand brushing hers. “I want him to feel like less than an animal the moment he arrives. He will be kept in a steel cage most of the time, only taken out to serve my guests or me. I plan to use him as a public urinal at parties and rent him out regularly.”

He smiled charmingly at Amy. “Of course, I would love for you to visit my estate once he’s properly settled. A woman like you deserves to see how thoroughly I break my new toys… perhaps we could even train a few slaves together.”

Amy listened with professional composure, though a small, satisfied smile played on her lips.

“All requirements will be met,” she said. “The ear tag, nose ring, and tattoos will be done on Day 6. The branding and final piercings will be completed on the morning of delivery. He will be delivered to you naked, on all fours, fully marked and ready for immediate use.”

Viktor raised his glass. “To a very profitable transaction… and hopefully many more nights with you, stunning Amy.”

---

Return and Deeper Conversation

Amy returned to her apartment well past midnight. She looked stunning even after the long evening — her black dress still flawless, her makeup slightly touched up. She found Joan exactly where she had left him: kneeling naked in the center of the living room, collared, caged, and waiting obediently.

She dropped her purse on the sofa and sat down, crossing her long legs. Joan immediately crawled forward and began kissing her shoes without being told.

Amy watched him for a moment, then spoke.

“Get up on your knees properly. I want to talk.”

Joan rose to his knees, looking up at her with fearful, exhausted eyes. Amy studied him for a long moment before beginning.

“Tonight was… productive,” she said, her voice calm but satisfied. “Viktor is very enthusiastic about owning you. He made his requirements very clear during dinner. He wants you delivered as less than human.”

She began listing them slowly, watching Joan’s reaction carefully:

“He wants you permanently ear-tagged like livestock with his name on it. A thick, heavy nose ring through your septum so you always look like an animal. Deep brands on your chest, above your caged cock, and on your ass. Large degrading tattoos that mark you as a cum dump and human urinal. Additional piercings. A speech-restricting microchip. And you will be delivered completely naked, on all fours, with a sign around your neck announcing you as freshly sold property.”

Joan’s face went pale. His body started trembling visibly.

Amy continued, her tone almost conversational:

“He was also quite interested in me. Flirting heavily. Complimenting my body, my dominance… suggesting we could ‘collaborate’ in the future. He wants me to visit his estate to see how he breaks you. Maybe even help train new slaves together.”

She leaned forward and gently cupped Joan’s tear-streaked face.

“Do you understand what this means, workpiece? In seven days, you will no longer be mine. You will belong to a man who sees you as nothing but a high-priced fucktoy and torture subject. He paid $1.5 million for the right to destroy whatever is left of you.”

Joan broke down completely. He pressed his forehead to the floor, sobbing.

“Ma’am… please… I’m begging you… don’t send me to him… I’ll do anything… I’ll serve you for free for the rest of my life… please don’t sell me to that monster…”

Amy let him cry for a while, then spoke softly but firmly:

“It’s too late, Joan. The money has been transferred. The contract is signed. Viktor is a very powerful man with very dark tastes. From what I know, he keeps his slaves in long-term extreme bondage. Many of them don’t last more than a few years before their minds completely shatter.”

She stroked his hair almost gently.

“But that’s business. I made excellent profit from you. And you… you finally fulfilled your purpose. You were a very good investment.”

Joan continued sobbing against the floor, whispering broken pleas between cries.

Amy pressed her foot down on the back of his neck, pinning him there.

“These last few days with me are your final moments of relative mercy. Use them wisely. Because once Viktor takes possession… your real suffering begins.”

She kept her foot on his neck for a long time, letting him cry beneath her as the terrifying reality of his future sank in completely.

---

Final Visit to the Mansion

On the fifth day of her custody, Amy decided to give Joan one final farewell to his old life.

“Lisa Ma’am is away in the new city,” Amy told him while he knelt before her. “But I think it’s only right that you say goodbye properly to the staff who trained you. Get dressed in your thin apron. We’re going back to the mansion.”

Joan’s heart sank. He knew this was not a kind gesture.

When they arrived at the Richard estate, the entire senior staff had been gathered in the grand hall — Katrina, Tripti, Aliya, Tara, Jenny, Olivia, Mia, and even Arnold. They stood in a semi-circle, looking at Joan with amusement and contempt.

Amy pushed Joan forward. He dropped to his knees in the center of the room.

“Today is your last visit here,” Amy announced. “You will personally thank every single person who trained and punished you. Make it sincere. This is your final goodbye before you’re sold.”

Joan crawled from one staff member to the next, tears already falling.

---

**Farewell Humiliations**

He started with **Katrina**.

“Thank you, Katrina Ma’am… for training this worthless slave… for shocking me every day and teaching me my place… I’m sorry I tried to run away…”

Katrina smirked and pressed her shoe on his head. “You were never worth keeping anyway. A pathetic runaway who couldn’t even escape properly. Good riddance.”

Next was **Tripti**.

“Thank you, Tripti Ma’am… for using my face every day… for whipping me while you fucked Arnold Sir… this slave is grateful…”

Tripti laughed loudly. “You watched me get fucked and cleaned my pussy like a good little cuck. Now you’re being sold like the useless toy you are. I hope your new owner breaks that locked dick even more.”

**Aliya** stepped forward with a cruel smile.

“Thank you, Aliya Ma’am… for making me lick all the dirty panties and toilets… for treating me like garbage…”

Aliya pressed her foot on his face. “You were the best laundry slave I ever had. Now you’re someone else’s problem. Enjoy being a permanent cum rag.”

**Tara and Jenny** were especially vicious.

“Thank you Tara Ma’am and Jenny Ma’am… for making me clean bathrooms with my tongue… for laughing at me while I suffered…”

Jenny giggled. “Look at him now — sold like cheap meat. You went from scholarship student to human toilet. Pathetic.”

**Olivia** rested her boot on his back.

“Thank you, Olivia Ma’am… for using me as your garden slave and footrest…”

Olivia laughed. “You were fun to kick around in the dirt. Hope your new owner keeps you on a short leash like the animal you are.”

**Mia** showed him the final footage of his escape on her tablet.

“Thank you, Mia Ma’am… for recording all my humiliations…”

Mia smirked. “We all watched you fail to escape. Now you’re being sold to some rich sadist. I hope he keeps the cameras rolling 24/7.”

**Arnold** was last. He pressed his heavy boot on Joan’s head.

“Thank you, Arnold Sir… for using my mouth and making me watch you with Tripti Ma’am…”

Arnold grinned. “You kept my secret like a good bitch. Too bad you’re getting sold. I would’ve enjoyed fucking Tripti while you cleaned us every day.”

---

Amy finally stepped forward and attached the leash to Joan’s collar.

“Everyone, this is the last time you’ll see him. He has been sold for $1.5 million. In two days, he belongs to his new owner permanently.”

The entire staff clapped and laughed as Joan sobbed on the floor.

Katrina spoke for everyone: “You were never one of us. You were always just a pathetic, useless slave. Now go and suffer for someone else.”

Amy tugged the leash. “Say your final goodbye, Joan.”

Joan pressed his forehead to the floor one last time.

“Thank you… everyone… for training, punishing, and breaking this worthless slave… I deserve everything that’s coming to me…”

Amy smiled and led him out of the mansion for the final time.

---

Final Delivery

On the seventh day, Amy prepared Joan for delivery exactly as Viktor had demanded.

Joan was brought out completely naked. His body was freshly shaved, oiled, and marked with all of Viktor’s requirements:

- A large steel livestock tag permanently riveted to his left ear.

- A thick, heavy stainless steel nose ring through his septum.

- Deep, fresh brands on his chest (“Viktor’s Personal Cum Dump – $1.5M Slave”), above his caged cock (“Locked Toilet”), and on his right ass cheek (“For Rent”).

- Large degrading tattoos across his lower back and thighs.

- New nipple rings with chains, and additional piercings.

His hands were cuffed tightly behind his back, and a short chain connected his ankles. A large red sign hung around his neck:

**“Freshly Sold – Property of Viktor – Fully Trained & Ready for Use”**

Amy attached a leash to his collar and led him out of her apartment on all fours to the waiting luxury SUV.

---

**The Handover**

Viktor was waiting at his private estate entrance with two bodyguards. His eyes lit up with dark satisfaction as Amy led the broken, marked slave toward him.

Amy stopped a few feet away and forced Joan’s head down.

“Greet your new owner properly, slave.”

Joan pressed his forehead to the ground, voice shaking with terror and shame.

“This worthless slave greets you, Master Viktor… Thank you for buying this pathetic failure… This slave belongs to you completely…”

Viktor smiled widely and stepped forward. He lifted Joan’s head by the heavy nose ring, examining the fresh brands and tattoos with clear pleasure.

“Excellent work, Amy. He looks even better than I imagined. Completely destroyed and marked as mine.”

Amy handed over a thick folder.

“Here are all the documents — full legal transfer of ownership, medical records, training logs, and the master codes for the collar and chastity cage. I’ve already changed the biometric authentication to your fingerprint and voice.”

She tapped her tablet one final time and showed Viktor.

“The collar and cage are now fully under your control. You can activate any level of shock, tracking, or voice commands.”

Viktor tested it immediately. **ZAPPPPP!**

Joan cried out and jerked violently.

“Perfect,” Viktor said with a satisfied grin. “He responds beautifully.”

Amy gave the leash to Viktor.

“He is now officially yours, Sir. Use him however you wish.”

Viktor yanked the leash hard, forcing Joan to crawl closer.

“You belong to me now, slave. Your old life is dead. From today, you are nothing but my personal property.”

Joan sobbed brokenly at Viktor’s feet. “Yes, Master… this worthless slave belongs to you…”

Amy watched with cold satisfaction as Viktor led his new purchase away on all fours toward the mansion’s underground entrance.

Before getting into her car, Amy looked back one last time and spoke softly:

“Goodbye, Joan. You were my most profitable workpiece.”

The Final Goodbye

Just as Viktor was about to lead Joan away, Amy stepped forward.

“Wait,” she said softly. “One last thing.”

She walked up to Joan, who was still on all fours, naked, marked, and trembling. Amy crouched down, cupped his tear-streaked face with both hands, and looked into his eyes for a long moment.

For the first time, her expression softened.

“This is the first and last time, Joan,” she whispered.

Then she leaned in and kissed him deeply — a slow, surprisingly tender kiss on the lips. Joan froze in shock, tears falling as he kissed her back desperately, knowing this was the final act of humanity he would ever receive.

Amy pulled back gently, her thumb brushing his cheek.

“You were a good boy,” she said quietly, almost sadly. “I’m sorry it had to end this way.”

Viktor watched the entire scene with narrowing eyes. Jealousy flashed across his face.

“Enough,” he growled. He yanked the leash hard, forcing Joan’s face to the ground.

“So the Handler has a soft spot for her merchandise?” Viktor said mockingly, looking at Amy. “How touching. But he belongs to me now.”

Without warning, Viktor delivered a hard kick to Joan’s caged cock. Joan screamed and curled up in pain.

**ZAPPPPP! ZAPPPPP!**

He activated strong shocks through the collar and cage while Joan writhed on the ground.

“Look at you,” Viktor snarled, pressing his expensive shoe on Joan’s head. “Kissing another woman right in front of your new Owner? Pathetic. You will learn your place immediately.”

He forced Joan to crawl in circles on all fours while shocking him repeatedly.

“Beg your new Master for forgiveness, slave!”

Joan sobbed brokenly, “This worthless slave begs for forgiveness, Master Viktor… please punish this pathetic pig… this slave belongs only to you…”

Viktor looked at Amy with a smug, jealous smile. “See? He learns fast. I’ll make sure he never forgets who owns him.”

Amy watched silently, a flicker of genuine pity in her eyes. As Viktor prepared to lead Joan away, she stepped closer one last time.

“Goodbye, Joan,” she said softly, her voice carrying real sympathy for the first time. “I hope… you find some peace in your new life.”

Joan looked up at her with tear-filled eyes, whispering one final time:

“Thank you, Amy Ma’am… for everything…”

Viktor laughed coldly and tugged the leash sharply.

“Come, dog. Time to go home.”

He led Joan away on all fours like a dog — naked, freshly branded, pierced, and tagged — crawling behind his new owner toward the dark entrance of the estate. Joan’s sobs echoed as he was taken deeper into his permanent hell.

Amy stood watching until they disappeared, a strange mix of satisfaction and rare pity on her face.

**The End**

Author’s Message

Dear Readers,

Word of mouth is a writer's lifeblood. If you enjoyed Cruel Handler, please consider leaving a review on Amazon. Your support helps other readers discover this world.

I’d love to hear your thoughts! Leaving a brief review takes just two minutes but makes a massive difference for independent authors like me. Thank you for reading! You can also contact me on discord id “Ekta0432” for book’s promotions and feedback.
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