

Cruel Handler - Volume 3

*This is it. My only chance.*

For hours he planned meticulously. The collar and cage were the biggest obstacles — they would trigger severe shocks the moment he crossed the estate perimeter. But if he could reach the outer gate quickly and disappear into the city, he might find someone to help remove them later. He remembered the service entrance near the garden and the weak spot in the back hedge from his gardening duties.

His heart hammered with desperate hope mixed with bone-deep fear.

The Escape

Around 3 AM, when the mansion was deathly silent, Joan moved.

He quietly tested the basement door — it had been left unlocked after Tripti’s supervision. Heart pounding, he crept upstairs, avoiding every creaky board. Naked except for the collar and cage, he slipped through the side garden service door into the cool night air.

Every step felt electric. He crossed the lawn on silent feet, squeezed through the weak hedge, tearing his skin, then sprinted toward the rear service gate. It was slightly ajar — a rare oversight from an evening delivery.

Joan slipped through.

The moment he crossed the invisible perimeter, his collar and cage beeped a sharp warning. A painful Level 5 shock ripped through his neck and groin, making him gasp and stumble. The shocks intensified as he ran further, but adrenaline pushed him forward. He sprinted down the quiet suburban street, the devices punishing him with increasing intensity.

He had done it. He was **outside** the mansion walls.

Freedom… With Chains

Joan ran for nearly twenty minutes, the shocks growing stronger and more frequent, forcing him to slow to a painful jog and eventually drop to his knees on a dark side street several blocks away.

He was free from the physical prison of the Richard estate… but the heavy steel shock collar remained locked around his neck, and the merciless electric chastity cage continued to torment his cock. Both devices were still fully functional, synced to the system, and impossible to remove without the master password or specialized tools.

Panting, naked, covered in welts and fresh scratches, Joan looked back toward the distant lights of the mansion. A wild mix of emotions crashed over him — euphoric relief at being out, crushing terror of what would happen when they discovered his absence, and the devastating realization that even in this moment of escape, his body remained completely owned.

In the distance, he could hear the faint sound of an approaching vehicle — possibly estate security or even police sirens. He had no money, no clothes, no safe place to go.

But for the first time since signing that fateful contract, Joan was no longer trapped inside the luxurious walls of his hell.

---

The Hunter Awakens

Amy’s tablet buzzed on her nightstand at 3:27 AM. The security alert flashed red:

**“Perimeter Breach – Joan Subject. Devices active beyond boundary.”**

Amy sat up instantly, a slow, predatory smile spreading across her face. She opened the surveillance app connected to Joan’s collar and watch. Live audio, GPS, and a small but clear camera feed from the collar’s hidden lens came online.

She tapped a command and disabled the automatic shock protocol. “No need to damage my workpiece just yet,” she murmured with dark amusement.

Joan’s collar emitted a soft chime. Amy’s calm, teasing voice came through clearly:

“Naughty little rat. Running away already? I turned off the shocks so you don’t hurt yourself out there. Consider it a head start. You have my permission to explore… for now. Enjoy your little adventure, Joan. I’ll be watching.”

---

False Freedom

Joan froze on the dark street as Amy’s voice filled his ears. Panic surged, but the absence of shocks gave him a sliver of desperate hope. He continued moving, sticking to shadows, eventually reaching the bustling downtown area several kilometers away.

Exhausted and freezing, he found temporary shelter in an abandoned construction site — an unfinished building with some tarps and cardboard. He curled up in a dark corner, heart still racing, trying to process his escape.

For the first time in months, he felt a fragile sense of freedom. No immediate shocks. No one physically present to humiliate him. Just the cold night air and the distant city sounds.

---

Amy’s Entertainment

Back at the mansion, Amy poured herself a glass of wine and opened the full surveillance dashboard. She could see everything: Joan’s trembling body through the collar camera, hear his ragged breathing, track his exact GPS location, and even monitor his heart rate and cage telemetry.

She called Lisa.

“Ma’am, you won’t believe this,” Amy said with a delighted laugh. “Our little pet actually escaped. He’s downtown right now, hiding in some construction site like a scared rat.”

Lisa’s amused voice came through the speaker. “Really? How bold. Are you bringing him back?”

“Not yet,” Amy replied, zooming in on the live feed of Joan shivering under a tarp. “I turned off the shocks. I want him to feel truly free for a little while. Let him believe he has a chance. It makes the recapture so much sweeter.”

Lisa chuckled. “You’re enjoying this way too much.”

“Immensely,” Amy admitted, watching Joan whisper to himself on the feed. “Look at him… planning his next move like he actually has a future outside. I can reactivate everything and summon him back with one click whenever I want. But for now… let the rat run.”

The two women spent the next hour laughing and commenting as they watched Joan’s every move through the collar — his fear, his small moments of hope, his failed attempts to hide the devices under scraps of cloth.

Amy occasionally sent a soft, teasing message through the collar just to keep him on edge:

“Cold out there, isn’t it, workpiece? Don’t catch a fever. I still need you functional.”

---

Joan’s Fragile Hope

In the construction site, Joan tried to rest, unaware of just how thoroughly he was being watched and heard. The temporary silence from the devices gave him a dangerous illusion of freedom. He began mentally planning his next steps — finding a way to remove the collar and cage, contacting old friends, or disappearing completely.

But deep down, a nagging dread remained. Amy’s calm voice earlier had not sounded angry. It had sounded… entertained.

Little did he know that his “escape” was now the morning’s entertainment for Amy and Lisa, who were already discussing the perfect, humiliating way to bring their pet back home.

---

Desperate Exploration

As dawn broke over the city, Joan slipped out of the construction site, moving cautiously through back alleys and side streets. The heavy shock collar around his neck and the rigid chastity cage felt like anchors dragging him down with every step. He was completely naked, cold, and terrified of being seen.

He explored several potential hiding spots:

- An old warehouse district near the river, where he found a broken-down shipping container.

- A quiet park with thick bushes, but the early morning joggers forced him to move on quickly.

- An abandoned subway maintenance tunnel entrance that offered deeper concealment.

Every time he thought he had found a decent spot, the reality of the devices hit him harder. He was still fully exposed — the glowing LED indicators on the collar and cage made him feel like a marked target even in darkness.

Failed Removal Attempts

In the relative safety of the abandoned subway tunnel, Joan desperately tried to remove the devices.

He first attacked the collar — prying at the locking mechanism with a sharp piece of metal he found on the ground. It didn’t even scratch the reinforced steel. The collar was far more secure than he had imagined: military-grade, seamless, with biometric sensors and encrypted locks.

The chastity cage proved even worse. The cold metal and electronic contacts were fused in a way that made removal impossible without specialized tools or the master code. Any forceful attempt triggered a painful warning vibration and a soft voice from Amy through the collar:

“Careful, workpiece. You’ll only hurt yourself. Those are permanent until we decide otherwise.”

Joan slumped against the damp wall, defeated. The devices were 100% non-removable without Amy’s authorization. He would have to hide — and survive — while still wearing the obvious symbols of his slavery.

Playful Predators

Back at the mansion, Amy and Lisa were thoroughly enjoying the show. They sat together in the sunlit drawing room, tablets open, watching the live feed from Joan’s collar camera, listening to his panicked breathing, and tracking his every movement on the map.

“Look at him trying to pry the collar off,” Amy laughed, zooming in. “So cute. He still thinks he has a chance.”

Lisa smiled, sipping her coffee. “Send him a little encouragement.”

Amy activated the voice function:

“Running quite well, pet. But you can do better. Run faster. Hide further. I want to see how creative you can get before I click ‘Come Home’.”

Joan flinched as Amy’s amused voice filled his ears again. A moment later, Lisa’s voice came through as well:

“Don’t disappoint us, Joan. If you make this chase too easy, the punishment will be much worse than anything you’ve experienced before. Keep running, little rat.”

The two women laughed and continued their playful monitoring — commenting on his hiding spots, his failed removal attempts, and his growing exhaustion. They deliberately let him have moments of false hope, only to send teasing voice messages that kept him in constant fear.

“Try the old factory district next,” Amy suggested through the collar with mock helpfulness. “Or are you too tired already?”

The Illusion of Freedom

Joan pushed deeper into the city, moving from one hiding spot to another, always aware of the glowing devices on his body. Every distant siren or approaching footstep sent him into panic. He scavenged for food scraps and old rags to cover himself, but the collar and cage remained impossible to hide completely.

The psychological pressure was immense. He knew they were watching and listening to everything. His “escape” had become their morning entertainment — a game where he was the helpless prey, allowed to run only because they enjoyed the hunt.

Yet he kept moving, clinging to the fragile hope that somehow, somewhere, he might find a way to break free from the unbreakable chains locked on his body.

---

The Gang Encounter

By midday, hunger and exhaustion forced Joan out of hiding. He stumbled into a rougher part of downtown, where a local gang was hanging around an abandoned lot. Naked, collared, and caged, he approached them cautiously with his hands covering his chastity device.

“Please… I need help,” Joan begged, voice hoarse. “I escaped from a bad situation. They locked these things on me. I just need clothes, food, and a place to hide for a day or two.”

The gang members — a mix of tough young men — stared at him in disbelief before bursting into laughter.

“Damn, bro… what the fuck is that shiny shit around your neck and dick?” one of them said, circling him. “You look like a escaped sex slave or something.”

After some mocking and questioning, they took pity on him. They gave him an old hoodie, sweatpants, and sneakers. Someone tossed him a few burgers and water. They even let him crash in an empty room in their rundown safehouse for the night.

“Sorry man, we can’t get those things off,” the leader said, examining the collar and cage. “That shit looks military-grade. No tools here gonna touch it without cutting your head or dick off. You’re stuck with them for now.”

Joan thanked them profusely, finally able to cover himself and eat. For a few hours, he felt a glimmer of human connection again.

The Teasing Continues

Back at the mansion, Amy and Lisa were still glued to the tablet feed, thoroughly entertained.

“Oh, this is perfect,” Amy laughed as she watched Joan interacting with the gang. “Our little runaway found some street friends.”

Lisa leaned in closer, smirking. “Send him a message. Let him think he’s safe for a moment.”

Amy activated the collar’s speaker:

“Making new friends, workpiece? How sweet. Those clothes look ridiculous on you. Enjoy the burgers — you’ll need the energy for when you come crawling back.”

Joan froze mid-bite as Amy’s amused voice rang clearly from his collar in front of the gang members. They looked at him strangely but said nothing.

A few minutes later, Lisa’s voice came through as well:

“Run faster next time, pet. Or hide better. This is getting too easy for us. We’re having so much fun watching you.”

The gang members eventually left him alone in the room, but Joan knew the illusion of safety was gone. Amy and Lisa could see and hear everything.

The Command

Late in the evening, after Joan had finally lain down to rest, Amy’s voice returned through the collar — this time colder and more commanding:

“Playtime is over, Joan. I’ve had my fun. Click.”

The “Come Home” command activated.

A powerful, rhythmic pulsing began in both the collar and cage — not painful shocks, but an irresistible summons combined with increasing discomfort. The devices also began emitting a loud, repeating beep that would draw attention.

Amy’s final message followed:

“You have one hour to return to the mansion on your own. If you make me send Arnold and security to drag you back in front of your new friends, the punishment will be legendary. Crawl home, workpiece. Now.”

Joan felt the command deep in his body. The devices made resistance almost impossible. Tears of defeat filled his eyes as he stood up, thanked the gang members quickly, and began the long, humiliating walk back toward the Richard estate.

Every step felt heavier. The brief taste of freedom had only made the return more crushing.

The Return

When Joan finally reached the mansion gates, Amy was waiting at the entrance with Katrina and Arnold. She smiled beautifully as he dropped to his knees in front of her.

“Welcome home, runaway,” Amy purred, clipping the leash to his collar. “We missed you. Now… let’s discuss your punishment for making us worry.”

Joan pressed his forehead to Amy’s shoes, broken once again.

“I’m sorry, Ma’am… this slave should never have tried to escape.”

The trap had closed tighter than ever. Even his escape had been nothing more than another game for his owners.

---

The Return and Staff Reactions

When Joan returned through the main gates and dropped to his knees at Amy’s feet, the entire senior staff had already been summoned to witness his failure.

Katrina stood with her arms crossed, a mix of disappointment and cold satisfaction on her face. “So the little rat actually tried to run. I thought he was learning his place.”

Arnold laughed loudly, resting his boot on Joan’s back. “Look at this pathetic bitch. Naked, collared, and crawling back like a dog with its tail between its legs. I told you he was too soft to survive out there.”

Tripti smirked, clearly still riding the high from the previous days. “He was so eager to lick my pussy yesterday… and now he wants to run away? How ungrateful.”

Aliya, Tara, and Jenny were openly amused. “He looked ridiculous in those stolen clothes,” Jenny giggled. “Like a scared little boy playing runaway.”

Mia, who had just returned from her leave, shook her head while checking the surveillance logs. “He really thought he could hide from us? That collar was broadcasting everything. We saw every pathetic attempt to pry it off.”

Lisa arrived last, observing the scene with her usual cool detachment. She barely glanced at Joan before speaking to Amy. “Handle it. I want him to remember exactly why escape is impossible.”

The Punishment Begins

Amy clipped a heavy leash to Joan’s collar and led him into the main hall, where the staff formed a circle around him.

“Since you decided to run,” Amy announced loudly so everyone could hear, “we will make sure you never even dream of it again. Your punishment will be public, creative, and long-lasting.”

She turned to the staff. “Everyone gets a turn. Use him. Humiliate him. Remind him who he belongs to. No limits tonight.”

The staff’s reactions were immediate and enthusiastic.

Katrina went first. She made Joan crawl to her and beg for forgiveness while she used her tablet to deliver repeated Level 6 shocks to his cage and collar. “You tried to abandon us after everything we gave you? Lick my shoes and thank me for not letting Arnold hunt you down.”

Arnold stepped forward next. He dragged Joan to the center and made him recount every detail of his escape in front of everyone — including how he begged the gang for help. Then he forced Joan to service him orally again while the others watched and laughed. “This is what happens to runaways. You serve real men.”

Tripti was especially cruel. She made Joan describe watching her have sex with Arnold, then rode his face aggressively while the others cheered. “You thought you could run from this? From me? Apologize with your tongue, dog.”

Aliya, Tara, and Jenny took turns using him as a footstool and human ashtray while they chatted about how entertaining his failed escape had been. They forced him to thank each of them individually for “allowing him to serve the household again.”

Mia used the collar camera footage from his escape on the big screen in the hall, making him watch his own pathetic attempts to hide while she used his tongue.

Part 4

The Final Lesson

After hours of collective use and humiliation, Amy finally stepped forward again. She locked Joan into a new, heavier punishment setup in the center of the hall — a short chain from his collar to the floor, forcing him to remain on all fours in a permanent presentation position.

“This is your new sleeping arrangement for the next week,” Amy declared. “In the middle of the main hall where everyone can see you. No basement privacy. Every staff member will walk past you and decide whether you deserve food, water, or further correction.”

She leaned down and whispered, “You will never run again. Because next time, I won’t turn off the shocks. I’ll let the collar cook you until you crawl back on your own.”

Joan, broken and exhausted, could only whisper through tears:

“I’m sorry, Ma’ams… this slave will never try to escape again. I belong here.”

The staff laughed and dispersed, already discussing new ways to use the “runaway pet” in the coming days.

Lisa gave one final indifferent glance at the chained boy before leaving.

Amy smiled down at him one last time. “Good. Now rest. Tomorrow the real punishment begins.”

Joan remained on all fours in the center of the hall, naked, collared, caged, and fully exposed under the bright lights — a living example to the entire household of what happens to those who try to run.

His failed escape had only tightened the trap around him even further.

---

Amy’s Personal Punishment

The next day, Amy declared full ownership of Joan. No staff rotations, no shared duties — he belonged exclusively to her for the entire day as punishment for his escape.

From the moment he was unchained in the morning, Amy dragged him to the basement workshop and locked the door.

“You thought you could run from me?” Amy said coldly, circling his naked, trembling form. “Today you will learn exactly how impossible that is.”

Joan immediately dropped to his knees, pressing his forehead to the floor. “Please, Ma’am… I’m so sorry. I was stupid. I’ll never try to escape again. Please have mercy…”

**CRACK!**

The heavy leather whip slashed across his back. Joan screamed.

“Beg louder, workpiece.”

All day long, Joan’s voice was hoarse from constant begging.

Amy worked him mercilessly. She started with a long, brutal whipping session — 50 lashes with the single-tail whip, making him count every single one and thank her afterward. Then she switched to the cane, striping his ass and thighs until he was sobbing uncontrollably.

Between punishments, she assigned brutal labor: scrubbing the entire basement floor on his hands and knees with a tiny brush, moving heavy equipment from one side of the workshop to the other, and polishing every implement of torture until it gleamed.

Every time he slowed down or his posture slipped, Amy activated sharp shocks through the collar and cage.

**ZAPPPPP! ZAPPPPP!**

“Please, Amy Ma’am! Mercy! I can’t take anymore… I’m begging you!” Joan cried, tears streaming down his face as he continued scrubbing.

“You lost the right to mercy the moment you ran,” Amy replied calmly, pressing her boot on his head. “Keep working.”

Starvation and Psychological Torment

By afternoon, Joan was dizzy with hunger. He hadn’t eaten since the scraps from the gang the previous day. His stomach cramped painfully as he continued his forced labor.

“Ma’am… please… I’m so hungry,” he whimpered, crawling to her feet. “This slave begs for even a small piece of bread. Please… I’ll do anything.”

Amy sat on a chair, crossing her legs elegantly, and smiled down at him.

“No food today,” she said sweetly. “In fact, I’ve decided to revoke your regular food privileges completely for the next two weeks. From now on, you will earn every single meal through external humiliating work under my direct supervision. The money you earn will be used to buy your own food. Consider it a new form of debt repayment.”

Joan’s eyes widened in despair. “Please, Ma’am… I’m begging you. I’ll be perfect. I’ll never run again. Please don’t starve me…”

Amy laughed softly and activated a long series of teasing shocks, making his caged cock twitch uselessly.

“Look at you begging so prettily. It’s almost tempting to feed you… but no. You ran away. Now you’ll learn what real desperation feels like.”

She spent the rest of the afternoon playing with her broken toy — edging him cruelly with a vibrating wand pressed against the cage, making him thank her for every denial, and forcing him to repeat over and over: “I am not allowed to eat unless I earn it through public humiliation.”

The New Rule

As evening approached, Joan was a complete wreck — covered in fresh welts, shaking from exhaustion and hunger, voice raw from endless begging.

Amy finally stood over him.

“Tomorrow we begin your new earning system. You will perform humiliating public tasks under my supervision — serving at parties, being used as entertainment, cleaning in degrading conditions — whatever brings in money. Every Dollar you earn goes toward buying your own meals. Fail to earn enough, and you starve. Understand?”

Joan crawled forward and kissed her feet desperately. “Yes, Ma’am… this slave understands. I will earn my food. Please… just a little mercy tonight…”

Amy tilted his chin up with her boot, smiling down at his tear-stained face.

“No mercy tonight. You sleep hungry. Think about your escape while your stomach growls. Tomorrow, your real punishment as my earning slave begins.”

She chained him back to the floor ring in the center of the basement, leaving him naked, aching, starving, and broken.

Joan curled up on the cold floor, stomach painfully empty, whispering broken apologies into the darkness as Amy’s satisfied footsteps faded upstairs.

---

Two Weeks of Hell

For the next two weeks, Joan lived in absolute hell under Amy’s iron-fisted personal supervision.

Amy made it crystal clear from the first day as she stood over his kneeling form: “Listen carefully, workpiece. From now on, you will maintain a **minimum daily average of 9.0** from **every single staff member**. Fall short even once, and the punishment will make your little escape attempt feel like a vacation. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Ma’am… please, I’ll do anything…” Joan whispered, already trembling.

---

**Daily Routine Under Amy’s Watch**

Amy followed him like a shadow, tablet in hand, logging every action.

Katrina was the first to comment when Joan crawled to her: “Back so soon after running away? Pathetic. You want a 9.0 from me? Then crawl faster and lick better, runaway.”

Tripti was especially vicious during gym sessions. “Oh look who’s desperate for points today,” she laughed, grinding on his face. “Three orgasms minimum, dog. And I want to hear you thank me after each one. ‘Thank you for letting this worthless escapee serve your perfect pussy, Tripti Ma’am.’ Louder!”

Aliya giggled while he tongue-polished her lingerie. “Aww, listen to him gagging. You ran away but now you’re choking on my dirty panties? How the mighty have fallen. Earn that 9.1 properly, slave.”

Tara and Jenny were merciless in the bathrooms. “Look at him licking the toilet again!” Jenny laughed loudly. “You really thought you could escape us? Keep going, runaway. We want to see real effort if you want food tonight.”

Olivia enjoyed her garden time the most. “Sun’s hot today, isn’t it pet? Weed faster or I’ll kick that caged dick. Good boy… now thank me with your tongue while I relax. Yes, just like that. You’re earning a 9.2 today — only because you look so entertaining when you cry.”

Mia loved showing him the footage. “Watch yourself trying to run on the big screen. So stupid. Now make me cum while you watch how pathetic you were. Good little runaway.”

Amy constantly reinforced the pressure. “9.0 is the new minimum, Joan. If any one of them gives you less than that, you’ll spend the night in the punishment stocks. Beg them properly. Make them enjoy breaking you.”

Every evening during the review, Amy would announce the scores in front of the gathered staff: 

“Overall 8.7 today? Unacceptable. Basement. Now.”

Joan would sob and beg, “Please Ma’am… I tried so hard… please don’t punish me… I’ll do better tomorrow…”

Amy’s response was always ice-cold: “You should have thought about that before trying to run away from your owners.”

---

**Nightly Roadside Humiliation**

After study time, Amy would drive him to the dingy roadside food stall owned by **Paul**.

“Remember, workpiece,” Amy said every night, “no money means no food. Entertain Paul well if you want to eat.”

Paul quickly became comfortable with the arrangement. “Back again, collar boy? Get to work on those dishes first. Then come earn your burger like a good little whore.”

Many nights, after closing, Paul would lean back in his chair: “Alright, time to pay for dinner. On your knees. And don’t spill a drop this time.”

While Joan was sucking him, Paul would mock him: “Fuck, you rich boys really do end up sucking cock for food. Pathetic. Deeper… yeah, just like that.”

Amy would occasionally send messages through the collar: “Suck harder, Joan. I want Paul to give you extra fries tonight. Make it convincing.”

Some nights Joan returned with only plain rice. Other nights he came back still hungry, lips swollen, after Paul had used him roughly.

---

**The Breaking Point**

By the end of the two weeks, Joan was completely shattered. One night, after returning from Paul’s stall, he broke down at Amy’s feet, crying hysterically.

“Please, Amy Ma’am… this slave can’t take it anymore… I’m begging you… I’ll never run again… please have mercy…”

Amy stroked his hair almost gently, smiling down at him.

“You’re finally understanding, workpiece. This is your life now. Serve. Earn every crumb. Suffer beautifully. And thank your superiors for the privilege.”

Joan could only whisper brokenly, still tasting Paul on his tongue:

“Yes, Ma’am… Thank you for feeding this worthless slave…”

---

Lisa’s Intervention

After exactly two weeks of relentless hell, Lisa finally stepped in.

She summoned Amy to her private study while Joan knelt trembling in the corner, still recovering from another brutal night at Paul’s stall and the daily 9.0 pressure.

“I’ve reviewed the reports,” Lisa said calmly, sipping her tea. “You’ve broken him quite thoroughly, Amy. That’s good. But his exams are in less than two months. I want him to focus on his studies now. He needs to perform well academically — it increases his long-term value and potential earnings toward the debt.”

Amy raised an eyebrow. “You want me to ease up, Ma’am?”

“Yes,” Lisa replied. “Reduce the intensity. Maintain the 8.5 minimum for study time, but shift your focus to his academic performance. Supervise his studies closely. I want results.”

Amy smiled sweetly. “As you wish, Ma’am. I’ll make sure he focuses on his studies.”

Lisa glanced at the broken boy in the corner. “Joan, you’re getting a temporary reprieve. Use it wisely. If your exam performance is poor, the punishments will return tenfold.”

Joan crawled forward and kissed Lisa’s heels gratefully. “Thank you, Lisa Ma’am… this slave will study hard. I promise.”

---

Amy’s Secret Sabotage

That same night, after the staff had eased off slightly, Amy took Joan to the basement for “supervised study.”

She sat comfortably with her feet resting on his back as a footrest and placed a thick notebook in front of him.

“New nightly drill,” Amy announced with a dangerous smile. “Every single night, before you touch your actual college material, you will write the following 500 times:

‘I am a pathetic, owned slave. My only purpose is to serve my superiors and repay my debt. Any attempt at real success or freedom is delusional. I deserve to fail my exams and remain a worthless dog forever.’

You will write it neatly. Any mistake and you restart the entire page. This is non-negotiable.”

Joan’s heart sank. “But Ma’am… Lisa Ma’am said to focus on studies…”

Amy leaned down, stroking his hair almost tenderly. “She did. And you will study. But this little drill is *our* secret. It will help you stay humble. Now begin.”

For the next two hours, Joan wrote the humiliating lines over and over while Amy occasionally shocked him or pressed her feet down harder whenever his handwriting slipped. The psychological programming was deliberate and cruel — every night, Amy was actively sabotaging his confidence and mental state right before he touched his actual coursework.

---

The New Normal

Over the following days, the daily pressure lightened slightly. Joan still had to maintain 8.5+ scores and serve the staff, but Amy reduced the public humiliations and extra labor so he could dedicate more time to academics.

However, every night the writing drill continued without fail.

Amy would sit above him, reviewing his college notes while he filled page after page with declarations of his own worthlessness. She even made him read the last ten lines aloud before he was allowed to study.

“Say it with feeling, workpiece.”

“I am a pathetic, owned slave… My only purpose is to serve… I deserve to fail my exams…”

Amy smiled every time, knowing the constant repetition was slowly poisoning his confidence and concentration.

During actual study time, Joan found himself struggling more and more. The self-degrading affirmations Amy forced upon him created deep mental blocks. Every time he tried to solve a complex problem or write an essay, the humiliating words echoed in his head.

Lisa occasionally checked his progress and seemed satisfied with the increased study hours.

But only Amy knew the truth — she was carefully engineering Joan’s academic failure while pretending to support his education.

One night, as Joan finished his 500 lines with tears in his eyes, Amy whispered softly:

“Good boy. Keep writing your truth every night. We wouldn’t want you getting any dangerous ideas about actually succeeding, would we?”

Joan could only whisper brokenly, “No, Ma’am…”

The trap had evolved once again — now even his mind and future were being deliberately sabotaged from within.

---

The Nightly Writing Drills

With Lisa’s instruction to focus on academics, Amy outwardly adjusted the routine. She still made Joan complete his nightly writing drill first, but she now allowed him to study his actual college material afterward — under one cruel condition.

Every night, after Joan finished his daily tasks and staff service, Amy would settle into her chair in the basement.

“Writing drill first,” she would say calmly. “On all fours.”

Joan would drop to his hands and knees at the low desk. Amy would then rest both her bare feet heavily on his back, using him as a living footstool. The pressure made writing awkward and painful, but any slouching or messy handwriting earned sharp shocks through the collar and cage.

Amy gave him a different humiliating line every night. He was forced to write it **500 times** neatly.

---

**Examples of Amy’s Nightly Writing Drills:**

1. “I am a pathetic, owned slave whose only purpose is to serve my superiors and repay my debt through suffering.”

2. “Escaping was a stupid mistake. I belong locked in collar and cage for the rest of my life.”

3. “My intellect is worthless unless it is used for the amusement and benefit of Lisa Ma’am and Amy Ma’am.”

4. “I do not deserve success, freedom, or pleasure. I exist only to be humiliated and used.”

5. “Every time I try to think like a free man, I remember that my cock is locked and my life is owned.”

6. “Lisa Ma’am’s indifference is the greatest honor a worthless dog like me can receive.”

7. “Thank you, Amy Ma’am, for breaking me and teaching me my true place beneath your feet.”

8. “I will fail my exams because a pathetic runaway slave does not deserve academic success.”

9. “My body and mind belong completely to my owners. Any thought of rebellion must be punished.”

10. “I am grateful for every shock, whip, and humiliation because they remind me who I truly am.”

---

**The Cruel Routine**

After Joan finished the 500 repetitions (often with tears in his eyes and his back aching from Amy’s weight), Amy would finally allow him to study.

“Alright,” she would say, keeping her feet on his back. “You may now study your college material. But remember — these words are still fresh in your mind.”

Joan would try to focus on his textbooks and notes while still on all fours, with Amy casually resting her legs on him. However, the psychological damage was immediate and severe.

The constant repetition of self-degrading lines poisoned his concentration. Every time he tried to solve a math problem or write an essay, the humiliating phrases echoed in his head:

*“I deserve to fail my exams…”* 

*“My intellect is worthless…”* 

*“I am a pathetic, owned slave…”*

He would stare at the same paragraph for twenty minutes, unable to absorb anything. His mind kept drifting back to the lines he had just written. Amy would occasionally deliver a light shock when she noticed his focus slipping.

“Concentrate, workpiece,” she would say with fake concern. “Lisa Ma’am wants you to do well. Don’t disappoint her.”

By the time Amy finally allowed him to sleep, Joan was mentally exhausted. The writing drill had successfully sabotaged his ability to study effectively, even though he was technically being “allowed” to study afterward.

Amy watched his academic performance slowly deteriorate with quiet satisfaction, all while maintaining the appearance of following Lisa’s instructions.

One night, as Joan struggled to read the same sentence for the fifth time, Amy pressed her feet down a little harder and whispered:

“Having trouble focusing? That’s perfectly normal for a broken little slave like you. Keep trying… it’s very entertaining to watch.”

---

Lisa’s New Focus

Lisa had become increasingly serious about her own self-improvement. She spent most of her days in her private study or at the university library, buried in advanced business management books, online courses, and strategic planning for the family empire. She rarely interacted with the household staff or Joan directly, treating him as a background detail in her life.

One evening, she called Amy into her study.

“Amy, I’ve decided to focus full-time on my studies and personal development for the next few months,” Lisa said firmly. “I also want Joan to do the same. His exams are approaching. Remove most of his daily labor duties and allow him to study full-time during the day. Keep the minimum service requirements light, but prioritize his academics. I expect better results.”

Amy bowed her head slightly, hiding her smirk. “Understood, Ma’am. I’ll make sure he has the full day for studies.”

Lisa nodded, already turning back to her books. “Good. Report his progress to me weekly.”

---

Amy’s Secret Sabotage

Outwardly, Amy appeared to follow Lisa’s instructions. She reduced Joan’s daytime chores significantly, telling the staff he was now on “academic focus” duty.

But secretly, Amy had no intention of letting Joan succeed.

She increased the intensity of the nightly writing drills dramatically.

Every night, after minimal daytime study, Amy would take Joan to the basement.

“On all fours, workpiece. Writing drill first — and we’re doubling it tonight.”

Amy would rest her legs comfortably on Joan’s back, using him as a footstool for hours. She now gave him **two different humiliating lines** per night, each to be written **750 times**.

**New Sample Drills Amy Assigned:**

1. “I am too stupid and broken to pass my exams. A pathetic slave like me deserves to fail and remain worthless forever.”

2. “Every minute I spend studying is a waste because my only real purpose is to serve as a locked-up dog under Amy Ma’am’s feet.”

3. “Lisa Ma’am’s kindness in allowing me to study is wasted on a runaway failure like me.”

4. “The more I try to focus on academics, the more I realize I belong in permanent chastity and humiliation.”

5. “I will deliberately underperform in my exams to prove my complete submission to my owners.”

While Joan struggled to write the degrading lines under the weight of Amy’s legs, she would casually say things like:

“Take your time, pet. No rush. You still have… oh, only forty minutes left for actual studying tonight. Better make it count.”

Or, “Your handwriting is getting sloppy. Restart the last 200 lines. We can’t have you getting any actual knowledge in that empty head, can we?”

By the time Joan finished the long drills (often past midnight), he was mentally drained, his back aching, and his eyes burning. The little time left for real study was spent in a fog of self-doubt and exhaustion. The constant repetition of failure affirmations made it almost impossible for him to concentrate on his textbooks.

Amy watched his academic performance decline with deep satisfaction, all while sending glowing but fake reports to Lisa:

“Joan is studying diligently full-time as instructed, Ma’am.”

---

The Slow Poison

Joan grew more desperate with each passing night.

“Ma’am… please… I need more time for actual studying,” he begged one night, still on all fours under Amy’s feet. “The drills are taking everything…”

Amy pressed her soles down harder and smiled.

“Lisa Ma’am wants you to study. And you *are* studying — studying your true place. Now keep writing. Only 400 lines left on the second drill.”

The psychological warfare was devastating. Joan’s grades began slipping noticeably. What was once a brilliant mind was now drowning in programmed self-sabotage.

Amy had successfully turned Lisa’s order to help Joan study into the perfect weapon to ensure his failure.

---

Exam Week

The day of the major university examinations finally arrived. Both Lisa and Joan were appearing for their semester finals.

Lisa, who had been dedicating herself full-time to her studies and self-improvement, entered the exam hall calm, confident, and perfectly prepared. She finished every paper with ease and submitted early, looking radiant as she left the hall.

Joan, on the other hand, was a complete wreck.

Despite being given more “study time,” the nightly writing drills under Amy’s feet had destroyed his concentration. The constant repetition of degrading lines had poisoned his mind. During the exams, every question triggered waves of self-doubt:

*“I deserve to fail…”* 

*“My intellect is worthless…”* 

*“I am a pathetic slave who doesn’t deserve success…”*

He could barely focus. His hands trembled as he wrote. He left multiple questions unanswered and submitted half-finished papers.

---

Results Day

The results were announced a week later.

**Lisa Richard** topped the entire college with outstanding marks — near-perfect scores across all subjects. She received public praise from professors and was featured on the university notice board.

Joan, however, failed two subjects outright and barely scraped through the others with the lowest possible passing marks. His overall performance was disastrous.

In the drawing room, Lisa looked at the results with mild disappointment but no real surprise. She glanced at the kneeling Joan.

“I gave you every opportunity,” she said coldly. “And this is what you do with it.”

Amy stepped forward, hiding her satisfaction. “Exactly as I feared, Ma’am. Despite reducing his duties and giving him full study days, he still failed. Clearly, Joan is not capable of handling serious academics anymore. His mind has been… permanently affected by his new reality.”

She continued smoothly, “I believe it’s time to accept the truth. Continuing his education is a waste of resources. He should focus entirely on repaying the debt through service — under my full guidance and control.”

Lisa thought for a moment, then nodded.

“You’re right. I gave him a chance. He failed. From now on, no more special study privileges. Amy, handle him your way. Maximize his value toward the debt. I don’t want to see him wasting time on books anymore.”

Joan’s heart shattered. He crawled forward, tears falling on the floor. “Please, Lisa Ma’am… I tried… the drills… please give me one more chance…”

Lisa didn’t even look at him. “You had your chance.”

---

Amy’s Victory

As soon as Lisa left the room, Amy grabbed Joan by the collar and dragged him closer, smiling triumphantly.

“You see, workpiece? I told you. Your place is not in the classroom. It’s on your knees, serving. My plan worked perfectly.”

She forced him to kiss her shoes while she spoke.

“From tomorrow, your old life as a student is over. You will serve full-time. Day and night. You will work harder at the food stall, entertain at private parties, and do whatever I say to generate money. Every Dollar you earn goes to the debt. And if your daily score falls below 9.0 again…”

Amy leaned down, her voice sweet and terrifying:

“I will make the last two weeks feel like mercy.”

Joan sobbed brokenly against her feet. “Yes, Ma’am… this slave understands… Thank you for showing me my true place…”

Amy stroked his hair mockingly. “Good boy. Now crawl to the basement. We have a lot of training to catch up on.”

Amy had successfully sabotaged Joan’s future. His academic dreams were dead, and his life as a full-time indebted slave had officially begun.

---

Amy’s Financial Empire

Amy took her role as Handler and Debt Enforcer with professional precision. In the days following Lisa’s decision to put Joan on full-time service, Amy set up a sophisticated personal financial tracking system dedicated entirely to maximizing Joan’s debt repayment.

She explained it to Joan one evening while he knelt naked in her private office, collared and caged, serving as her footstool.

“Pay attention, workpiece. This is how your life is going to be measured from now on.”

---

### **Amy’s Financial Calculation Methods**

Amy used a combination of custom spreadsheets, the mansion’s financial software, and a dedicated app synced to Joan’s smartwatch and collar. She reviewed everything daily with cold efficiency.

**1. Core Debt Components**

- **Principal**: $500,000 (fixed)

- **Current Interest Rate**: 10% per annum (unfrozen after the escape attempt), compounded monthly.

- **Monthly Fixed Deduction**: $200 (Joan’s “salary”)

**2. Daily Tracking System**

Amy maintained a detailed daily ledger:

- **Base Daily Service Value**: She assigned points based on his average daily score (9.0+ = bonus).

- **External Earnings**: Every Dollar Joan earned at Paul’s stall or through other humiliating tasks was logged and applied directly to the debt.

- **Living Expense Deduction**: Only the absolute minimum needed for basic survival (cheap food) was allowed. Everything else went to debt repayment.

**3. Amy’s Projection Model**

She showed Joan the spreadsheet on her laptop while resting her feet on his back:

“See this? At your current rate of $200/month + night stall earnings of roughly $80–120 per month, with 10% interest, you’ll clear the debt in approximately **28 years**.”

She smiled and scrolled down. 

“But if I push you harder — more parties, more public service, higher earnings — we can bring it down to **12–15 years**. That’s my target.”

**4. Penalty & Incentive System**

- **Below 9.0 Average**: Automatic 5% interest rate hike for that month + extra punishment labor.

- **Above 9.5 Average**: Small “reward” (slightly better food or 30 minutes less night work).

- **Escape Attempt Penalty**: Already added a one-time $5,000 “recovery cost” to the principal.

**5. Real-Time Monitoring**

Amy’s tablet showed live updates:

- Current Debt: **$512,347** (after interest and escape penalty)

- Today’s Projected Earnings: $18 (from Paul’s stall)

- Heart Rate / Arousal Telemetry: Used to gauge how effective humiliations were.

Amy pressed her foot down harder on Joan’s back as she continued explaining:

“Every blowjob you give Paul, every floor you scrub, every time you beg a superior for a higher score — it’s all calculated here. Your suffering has a precise monetary value now.”

She tapped the screen. 

“See this column? ‘Humiliation Efficiency.’ The more degraded and broken you are, the faster you earn. That’s why I’m keeping you in full chastity. Desperation makes you more productive.”

Joan’s voice cracked as he remained under her feet. “Ma’am… please… is there any way to reduce the debt faster?”

Amy laughed softly, almost affectionately. 

“Yes. Become more valuable. More entertaining. More profitable. The better slave you are, the quicker this number goes down.”

She leaned down and stroked his hair. 

“Don’t worry, workpiece. I’m very good with numbers. I’ll make sure every tear, every orgasm you’re denied, and every humiliating task has maximum financial impact.”

Joan closed his eyes, completely defeated. His entire existence had been reduced to a line item in Amy’s meticulously calculated spreadsheet — a living, breathing debt repayment machine.

Amy smiled at her screen, already planning the next set of high-value humiliating assignments for him.

---

The Victory Party

A few days after the exam results, Lisa hosted a lavish poolside victory party for her closest college friends. The mansion grounds were beautifully decorated with elegant lighting, a live DJ, and a luxurious buffet. At the center of attention, however, was Joan.

He was completely naked except for his heavy shock collar and gleaming chastity cage. A short chain anchored him to a steel ring in the marble floor near the pool. A large elegant placard hung around his neck:

**“Property of Lisa Richard – Failed Scholarship Student & Full-Time Debt Slave”**

---

Lisa stood confidently in a stunning designer dress, champagne glass in hand, surrounded by her elite friends. She gestured casually toward Joan.

“Look everyone,” Lisa announced with a proud, amused smile. “Remember Joan? The scholarship boy who used to sit next to me in lectures acting like he was so smart? This is what he is now.”

The group of girls erupted in shocked laughter and gasps.

“Oh my God, Lisa! Is that actually him?” Priya exclaimed, eyes wide.

Sophia covered her mouth, giggling. “No way! He looks so… broken. What is that shiny thing locked on his dick?”

Neha leaned in closer, fascinated. “Wait, is he really your slave? Like, for real? This is insane!”

Lisa smiled elegantly. “Completely real. He owed my family a huge debt. Now he belongs to me. Amy, why don’t you give them a proper demonstration?”

Amy stepped forward with a wicked grin. “Of course, Ma’am. Doggy Mode.”

Joan instantly dropped to all fours.

---

**More Guest Dialogue & Reactions**

Priya burst out laughing. “Oh my god, he actually dropped like a dog! Lisa, you’re a queen. Can we make him speak?”

Amy tugged the leash. “Speak, workpiece. Tell them what you are.”

Joan’s voice trembled with shame. “I am Lisa Ma’am’s worthless debt slave… I failed my exams because I’m too pathetic to succeed… I exist only to serve and repay my debt…”

Neha squealed with laughter. “He sounds so broken! He used to be top in mathematics! Now he’s begging on the floor? This is hilarious!”

Sophia pointed at the chastity cage. “And that thing on his cock? It’s actually locked? He can’t even get hard?”

Amy nodded proudly. “Military-grade. He hasn’t cum in months. His only purpose now is service.”

Priya clapped her hands excitedly. “Make him explain how he tried to run away! I need to hear this.”

Amy made Joan recount the entire escape story while the girls interrupted with mocking comments:

“No way! You actually ran naked through the streets with that cage on?” Sophia laughed.

“And you begged random gang guys for help while collared? That’s so pathetic!” Neha added, wiping tears of laughter.

Another girl, Riya, smirked. “Lisa, you’re savage. He used to act all intelligent in class. Now he’s literally a human footrest. Can I use him?”

“Of course,” Lisa said casually, stepping on Joan’s back with her heel. “He’s here for your entertainment tonight.”

Riya pressed her foot on Joan’s head. “Kiss my shoes properly, loser. And thank me for the honor.”

Joan obeyed, kissing each shoe. “Thank you, Ma’am… for letting this worthless slave kiss your superior feet…”

The girls kept going:

Priya: “He’s actually licking her shoes in front of everyone! This is better than any movie.”

Sophia: “Lisa, you have to tell us — does he really suck cock at some roadside stall every night just to eat?”

Lisa nodded. “Yes. He works for a guy named Paul. Sucks him off for burgers and rice. It’s quite entertaining to watch on the collar cam.”

Neha laughed loudly. “I can’t believe this. The scholarship genius is now a professional cock-sucker for food. Lisa, you win at life.”

Throughout the night, the guests continued making fun of him, forcing him to serve drinks on all fours, act as a footstool, and beg each of them individually while the staff joined in the humiliation.

By the end of the night, Joan was a trembling, broken mess on the floor — covered in footprints, shame, and defeat — while Lisa was celebrated as the undisputed star of the evening.

As the last guests were leaving, Priya turned back and said excitedly, “Lisa, seriously… best party ever. You have to invite us again when you punish him next time!”

Lisa smiled elegantly. “Of course. He’s always available for entertainment.”

---

The Morning After

The morning after Lisa’s extravagant victory party, the mansion returned to its usual routine. Joan, still aching from the night of relentless public humiliation, was summoned to Lisa’s private lounge.

He crawled in silently and assumed his position without being told — dropping to all fours beside Lisa’s elegant chair. Lisa, dressed in comfortable luxury loungewear, casually rested both her bare feet on his back, using him as a living footrest while she sipped her morning coffee and reviewed documents on her tablet.

Amy stood nearby, tablet in hand, ready for the daily briefing.

---

**Debt Discussion**

Lisa pressed her heels slightly into Joan’s spine as she spoke.

“His performance at the party was satisfactory,” Lisa said coolly, not even glancing down at the boy beneath her feet. “But I’ve been looking at the debt numbers again. $512,000 and climbing with interest. This is taking far too long, Amy. I want faster recovery.”

Amy nodded respectfully but stood her ground.

“I understand your concern, Ma’am, but the current system is actually the most efficient way forward. The combination of daily service, nightly stall work with Paul, and occasional private parties generates steady, reliable income while keeping him fully broken and motivated. Any faster and we risk damaging his long-term productivity.”
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