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Part 2

Handover for Training

The following morning, after Joan completed his mandatory garden charging session, Amy clipped a longer leash to his collar and led him to the kitchen where Kiara, Aliya, and Tripti were already waiting. All three women looked eager and empowered.

“Today I’m handing my workpiece over to you three for specialized training,” Amy announced, her tone professional yet amused. “Push his boundaries. Humiliate him. Punish him as needed. Use the app freely. I want a full report and his average score by evening. He needs to learn that every superior woman in this house owns a piece of him.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” the three replied with smiles.

Amy handed the leash to Kiara. “He’s all yours until dinner. Make him suffer beautifully.”

Kiara’s Kitchen Torment

Kiara, the curvaceous cook, started immediately. She ordered Joan into the kitchen pantry and made him strip any remaining dignity by having him crawl naked while wearing a makeshift apron that barely covered his chastity cage.

“Your first task, dog: Prepare vegetables for tonight’s dinner… using only your mouth and tongue,” Kiara commanded. She scattered carrots, cucumbers, and zucchinis on the floor. Joan had to pick them up with his lips, wash them in a low bowl with his tongue, and arrange them neatly.

When he fumbled a cucumber, Kiara tapped her tablet. **ZAPPP!** Level 4 to the cage. “Sloppy. Try again.”

She escalated by making him lick spilled sauces and crumbs from the floor while she cooked, occasionally pressing her bare foot on his head. For hesitation, she grabbed a wooden spoon and delivered sharp smacks to his ass, leaving red marks. “Thank your chef for the correction!” she demanded after each strike.

Joan worshipped her thoroughly — licking her feet, thighs, and pussy under the counter while she worked — moaning with forced enthusiasm. By the end of his kitchen shift, Kiara had given him multiple shocks and several spoon whippings. She scored him **8.4**.

Aliya’s Laundry Humiliation

Aliya took over next in the large laundry and linen room. She was methodical and cruelly creative.

“Today you learn true servitude,” she said, forcing Joan to sort and fold massive piles of laundry on his knees. She made him sniff and lick every pair of dirty panties and stockings from the women of the house before washing them by hand in a tub.

When he gagged slightly on a particularly used item, Aliya produced a small riding crop from her pocket. **WHIP! WHIP!** Sharp strokes across his back and thighs. “Inhale deeply. This is the scent of your superiors.”

She pushed further by making him wear a pair of soiled panties on his head like a hood while crawling and cleaning. Shocks came frequently via the app for “insufficient reverence.” Aliya sat on a stool and used his face as a seat while he licked her to two orgasms, smothering him until he nearly passed out.

Her final task: polishing all the women’s shoes with his tongue. Minor imperfections earned more crop lashes. Aliya’s score: **8.7**.

Tripti’s Gym Breakdown

Tripti, the athletic trainer, was the most physically demanding. In the gym, she collared him to a low bar and made him perform degrading exercises — crawling laps while carrying her used towels in his mouth, holding planks with her feet on his back, and doing push-ups with his face buried between her sweaty thighs.

“Faster, bitch!” she barked, using a leather belt for punishment. **CRACK! CRACK!** The belt left vivid stripes across his ass whenever his form slipped.

She forced him to lick the entire gym floor, including the areas around the toilets, while she worked out. Between sets, she rode his face aggressively, grinding her sweaty pussy and ass on him until she came, then shocked him repeatedly for not cleaning her thoroughly enough.

Tripti’s training pushed Joan to his physical and mental limits. Her score: **8.2**.

Amy’s Footrest Conference

In the late afternoon, Amy called the three women to the drawing room for a debrief. Joan was ordered into position beneath the coffee table — on all fours, back perfectly flat, serving as a living footrest.

Amy, Kiara, Aliya, and Tripti rested their feet on his back and shoulders while they sipped drinks and discussed his performance in detail, laughing at the most humiliating moments.

“Overall average: **8.4**,” Amy announced, reviewing the combined scores. “Satisfactory. You three did excellent work pushing him. He’s improving.”

Joan remained silent and trembling under their combined weight, his muscles burning, as they casually praised each other’s training methods and planned future sessions. The casual conversation while using him as furniture deepened his humiliation.

Lisa’s Brief Visit and the Writing Task

As the meeting wound down, Lisa entered the room briefly, looking elegant and distracted. She greeted Amy warmly with a hug and exchanged a few words about estate business.

Joan’s heart raced, hoping for even a glance. Lisa never once looked at him — treating the naked, collared boy serving as a footrest as complete background noise, as if he were nothing more than part of the furniture. After five minutes, she excused herself and left.

Amy smiled at the other women. “Dismissed for now. Good work.”

Once alone with Joan, Amy kept her feet firmly planted on his back. She placed a notebook and pen in front of him on the floor.

“Writing task to drill your submission, workpiece. While I use you as my footstool, you will write the following lines 200 times:

‘I am nothing but a pathetic, owned slave. Every superior woman in this house owns my body, my mind, and my orgasms. Lisa Ma’am’s indifference is my reality. I exist only to serve, obey, and suffer for their amusement. Thank you for my training.’

Begin now. Neat handwriting. Any mistakes and we restart.”

Joan’s hand shook as he began writing under the weight of Amy’s feet, tears of deep submission dripping onto the paper. Amy occasionally shifted her weight or tapped her phone for a light shock to “maintain focus.”

By the time he finished, his spirit was further broken, his body exhausted, and the lesson deeply etched into his mind.

“Better,” Amy said, finally releasing him. “Charge in the garden, then basement for the night. Tomorrow we raise the bar again.”

---

Tripti Takes Charge

With Amy away for the day handling business with Lisa’s family lawyers, Tripti assumed full control of Joan. The athletic trainer met him at the garden charging station, her toned body glistening in tight workout shorts and a sports bra. She clipped the leash herself and activated Doggy Mode with a firm tap on her tablet.

“Today you belong to me, dog. Amy Ma’am left clear instructions: keep your score high and keep me satisfied. Fail, and I’ll make yesterday’s training feel gentle.”

Tripti led him straight to the private gym studio. She locked the door, stripped off her shorts, and sat on the wide padded workout bench, spreading her powerful thighs.

“Start worshipping. I want multiple orgasms — at least four. Use that tongue like your next meal depends on it.”

Joan crawled between her legs eagerly, driven by the memory of scores and punishments. He licked with desperate enthusiasm, alternating long strokes along her slit with focused attention on her clit. Tripti moaned, gripping his hair and grinding against his face. She came hard the first time, flooding his mouth.

“Good start,” she panted. “Again.”

When his jaw tired and his pace slowed slightly, Tripti used new corrective measures — a flexible riding crop kept in the gym. **WHIP! WHIP!** Sharp stings across his ass and back. “Faster, bitch. Don’t you dare stop until I say.”

She rode his face through two more intense orgasms, then made him lie on his back on the floor while she sat on his mouth, smothering him completely and controlling the rhythm. For the fourth orgasm, she used a small vibrator on her clit while Joan’s tongue worked her ass. Each time he faltered, the crop or a Level 5 shock from the app corrected him instantly.

By the end, Tripti was glowing with satisfaction. “Not bad. I’ll score you 8.6 for this session.”

Katrina’s Delegation

Katrina, dealing with her menstruation cycle and feeling irritable, summoned Joan to the staff quarters after Tripti’s session. She was resting on her bed, Arnold standing nearby with a smirk.

“I’m not in the mood for your tongue today, dog,” Katrina said coldly. “But my husband has needs. You will satisfy Arnold Sir with your mouth. Multiple times. Make it good, or I’ll log the lowest score possible.”

Arnold unzipped his pants, revealing his thick, hard cock. “On your knees, bitch. Time to learn how a real man gets serviced.”

Joan hesitated only a fraction of a second. Katrina’s tablet lit up with a warning shock. He crawled forward, took Arnold’s cock into his mouth, and began sucking obediently. Arnold grabbed his head and face-fucked him roughly, moaning in pleasure.

“Deeper, loser. That’s it… use your tongue.”

Katrina watched with amusement, occasionally giving instructions: “Suck the balls too… swirl your tongue around the head.” Joan was forced to bring Arnold to two powerful orgasms — swallowing the first load and taking the second across his face and chest. Between them, Arnold made him lick his cock clean and thank him profusely.

“Pathetic, but you’re learning,” Arnold grunted. “Good enough for now.”

Katrina scored the session **8.3**, smirking. “My husband seems pleased. Clean yourself up and get back to work.”

Arnold’s House Inspection

After the humiliating oral service, Arnold decided to take full charge for the afternoon. He attached Joan to the same leash as Rex the German Shepherd — a short dual-lead setup that forced Joan to crawl beside the large dog.

“Time for inspection rounds, bitch. You and Rex will walk the entire house with me. Stay in perfect Doggy Mode. Rex is your equal today — maybe even your superior.”

Arnold paraded them through every room of the massive estate. Joan crawled naked on all fours next to the muscular dog, both on the same leash. Staff members stopped to stare and laugh as Arnold gave commands:

“Heel, Rex. Heel, bitch.” He made Joan bark in response to Rex’s barks. In the garden, he had Joan lift his leg beside Rex to “mark territory” (simulated, to their amusement). In the hallways, Arnold made Joan sniff the floor like the dog and fetch thrown objects in his mouth.

Whenever Joan fell slightly behind or lost posture, Arnold delivered firm kicks or used the remote for shocks. “Rex behaves better than you, loser.”

The long, degrading crawl lasted over two hours. By the end, Joan’s knees were raw, his spirit crushed under layers of animalistic humiliation.

Arnold’s final score for the inspection: **8.4**.

Lisa’s Peaceful Day

Throughout the entire day, Lisa remained blissfully detached from the chaos. She spent her time relaxing by the pool with books and study materials, working on her business courses and self-improvement. She lounged elegantly in a designer swimsuit, occasionally taking calls or making notes — completely ignoring the distant sounds of Joan’s torment and the staff’s laughter. To her, Joan had become background noise, a minor asset in the household machinery, unworthy of her attention.

Evening Review

Tripti, Katrina, and Arnold gathered the scores: overall daily average **8.45**.

Amy returned in the evening and reviewed the reports with satisfaction. “Solid work in my absence. You maintained above 8.0 despite my absence. Good boy.”

She allowed Joan a proper meal per the rules, then used him as a footrest while she relaxed. “Tomorrow I’m back in full control. Rest well in the basement — you’ll need your strength.”

Joan lay chained in the dark that night, body aching from the day’s relentless use and humiliation, his mind replaying the taste of Arnold’s cock and the indifferent beauty of Lisa above it all.

---

Another Day of Service

The next day followed a familiar, grueling pattern for Joan. Amy was present but delegated most of the supervision to the senior staff again, focusing instead on estate management. Tripti claimed him first for another intense gym session — forcing him to worship her to multiple orgasms with his tongue while she used the crop and shocks liberally for any lapse in enthusiasm. Kiara then took him in the kitchen, making him assist with prep work on all fours and licking her clean after she used him for pleasure. Aliya demanded thorough laundry service, including extended foot and ass worship.

Arnold and Katrina pulled him aside again during the afternoon. With Katrina still on her cycle, Joan was once more ordered to service Arnold’s cock with eager blowjobs — two long, humiliating sessions where he swallowed every drop and thanked the superior man afterward. Arnold then took him and Rex on another dual-leash inspection crawl around the grounds, making Joan perform dog tricks and bark for the amusement of passing staff.

Throughout the day, Joan worked diligently on all assigned household tasks, worshipped every woman who demanded it, and endured the casual shocks and corrections. His efforts earned solid but not exceptional scores from each superior.

Evening Debt Review

In the early evening, Joan was summoned to the grand drawing room. Amy and Lisa sat on the luxurious sofa, reviewing financial documents and the mansion’s ledger on a tablet. Joan crawled in on all fours, naked except for his chastity cage and shock collar, and knelt silently at their feet, forehead pressed to the floor in perfect submission.

The two women discussed the debt calmly and clinically.

“His monthly deductions of $200 are consistent,” Amy reported. “At this rate, with frozen interest, it will still take over twenty years to clear the $500,000. But his performance as a servant is adding real value to the household.”

Lisa nodded, flipping through the pages. “Good. Keep the pressure on him. I want maximum efficiency.”

Joan remained perfectly still, listening. After several minutes, gathering every ounce of courage, he spoke softly without lifting his head.

“Lisa Ma’am… if this humble slave may be allowed to speak… please forgive my presumption.”

Lisa glanced down briefly, her expression neutral. Amy raised an eyebrow but stayed silent.

Joan continued, voice trembling. “My priority is still to finish my education so I can become more useful in repaying the debt long-term. Please, Ma’am… may I be allowed some time every day to study? And perhaps one day per week to attend college classes… under Amy Ma’am’s strict supervision? I promise to maintain all my duties and scores above 8.5. I only wish to serve better in the future.”

There was a long, heavy silence. Lisa set the tablet aside and studied him for a moment, her beautiful face unreadable.

Lisa’s Decision

Finally, Lisa spoke, her voice cool and authoritative. “You still dare to ask for privileges after everything? Pathetic… but practical. Education might eventually increase your earning potential and speed up repayment.”

She turned to Amy. “Allow him two hours of study time each evening after his chores and charging — but only if his daily score is 8.5 or higher. No study time on days he falls short. And yes, one supervised college day per week. You will accompany him personally, Amy. Full Doggy Mode or cage control in public if needed. Any misbehavior, and the privilege is revoked permanently. Understood?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” Amy replied with a small smile. “I’ll program the new rules into the app immediately.”

Lisa looked back down at Joan. “This is not a gift, pet. It’s an investment in the debt. Disappoint me and you’ll lose far more than study time. Now thank me properly.”

Joan crawled forward eagerly and pressed long, reverent kisses to Lisa’s elegant heels. “Thank you, Lisa Ma’am… thank you for your mercy. I will prove myself worthy. I exist only to repay and serve.”

Lisa casually rested one foot on the back of his neck for a moment, pressing his face to the floor, then removed it dismissively and returned to her discussion with Amy as if he were invisible once more.

Amy tapped her phone, updating the rules. “You heard your owner, workpiece. Maintain high scores and you earn study time. Fail, and you’ll spend those hours in the basement instead. Now crawl to the garden for charging. Tomorrow we test this new arrangement.”

Joan whispered his thanks again and crawled out of the room, a tiny spark of hope mixing with the ever-present humiliation. The trap remained ironclad — even his education was now another tool of control.

---

The Poisoned Privilege

That night in the basement, chained to the floor ring after his charging session, Joan couldn’t sleep. The new rule echoed in his mind like a second collar.

*Two hours of study if you score 8.5 or higher.*

Education — the one thing that had kept him going through his parents’ deaths, through poverty, through the scholarship that once represented hope — was now just another reward for being a perfect slave. The psychological weight crushed him.

He had always defined himself by his intellect. Now that intellect was being conditioned like a dog’s behavior. Every time he eagerly licked a superior’s pussy, swallowed Arnold’s cum, or crawled beside Rex, he wasn’t just surviving the day — he was *buying* the right to be the brilliant student he once was. The humiliation didn’t end when the chores did. It followed him into the notebook.

By morning, a dark, twisted resolve had settled in him. He *needed* those study hours. They were the last fragment of his old identity. And to earn them, he would become even more pathetic, more enthusiastic, more broken.

Conditioned Desperation

The next day, Joan attacked every task with frantic intensity.

When Tripti used his face in the gym, he moaned loudly and buried his tongue deeper than ever, praising her athletic body with genuine-sounding desperation. “Thank you for letting this stupid slave please you, Tripti Ma’am… your pleasure is my purpose.”

For Kiara, he licked every surface of the kitchen floor proactively, then begged to worship her during her break, bringing her to three orgasms without being told.

With Aliya, he sorted laundry at record speed while wearing her used panties on his head, then polished every shoe until they gleamed, kissing each one reverently afterward.

Arnold noticed the change immediately during the dual-leash inspection. Joan barked louder, fetched faster, and even pressed his face willingly into Rex’s side, murmuring, “Rex Sir is superior to me.” Arnold laughed and rewarded the extra degradation with a rare “good bitch.”

Katrina, now feeling better, took particular pleasure in testing his new desperation. She made him worship her during her period, forcing him to clean her thoroughly with his tongue while she casually shocked him and scored him in real time.

By evening, the combined score flashed: **8.9**.

Amy reviewed it with a knowing smile. “You’re learning quickly, workpiece. The study rule is already working beautifully. Two hours granted. But I’ll be watching.”

The Psychology of the Reward

Joan was led to a small desk in the corner of the basement workshop — still naked, collar on, chastity cage locked tight. Amy sat nearby with her feet propped on his back as a footrest while he studied advanced mathematics.

The psychological impact hit hard.

Every formula he solved felt tainted. His brilliant mind, once a source of pride, now operated under the shadow of submission. When he struggled with a complex problem, a light warning shock from Amy’s phone reminded him: *Focus, slave. This is a privilege.*

He began associating academic success with sexual humiliation. The more he degraded himself during the day, the clearer his mind felt during study time. It was classical conditioning at its most cruel — pleasure (the relief of studying) paired with pain and shame.

Tears dripped onto his notebook as he wrote. Part of him hated it. Part of him was already getting *aroused* by the control. The cage strained painfully as he realized the truth: he was starting to crave the structure. High scores = study time = feeling like a person again for two precious hours. Low scores = basement torment = total animal.

It was breaking his mind beautifully.

Lisa’s Indifferent Reinforcement

Lisa stopped by briefly while Joan was studying under Amy’s feet. She glanced at the scene — the naked, collared scholar serving as furniture — and gave a small, satisfied nod.

“Interesting approach,” she said to Amy, completely ignoring Joan. “Tying his education to performance. He always was too proud of his brain. This should crush that nicely.”

She left without another word.

Amy pressed her foot down harder on Joan’s back. “You heard your owner. Your intellect belongs to us now. Study well tonight. Tomorrow we raise the bar to 9.0 if you want these hours again.”

Joan whispered, voice hoarse with conflicted emotions, “Yes, Ma’am… thank you for allowing this worthless slave to study.”

Inside, the psychological trap had closed even tighter. He was no longer studying to escape. He was studying *because* he was trapped — and the trap itself was becoming the only structure that made sense.

The conditional education wasn’t just controlling his time. It was rewriting his identity: the brilliant orphan was slowly transforming into the perfectly conditioned slave who earned fragments of his old self through total surrender.

---

The Desperate Push

Joan woke with a singular obsession: **9.0**. The conditional study time had become his psychological lifeline — the only thread connecting him to the intelligent young man he once was. He attacked the day with manic determination, pushing his already broken body and spirit to their limits.

He started with Tripti in the gym. Not only did he worship her to three powerful orgasms with fervent tongue work, but he proactively begged for extra exercises — holding agonizing planks while she sat on his back, then licking the entire gym floor spotless afterward. “Please use me harder, Tripti Ma’am… I need to earn my study time,” he gasped between licks. She rewarded his desperation with fewer shocks and a high **9.1** score.

In the kitchen, Kiara was stunned by his initiative. Joan scrubbed, chopped (with mouth where possible), and worshipped her thoroughly, even requesting to clean her during her break. He swallowed her juices eagerly and thanked her profusely. Score: **8.9**.

Aliya received flawless laundry service. Joan sorted, hand-washed, and polished everything while wearing her used panties as a hood again, then begged to worship her feet, pussy, and ass for an extended session. His genuine-sounding desperation pleased her. Score: **9.0**.

Katrina and Arnold were particularly amused. During the dual-leash inspection with Rex, Joan crawled faster, barked louder, fetched with perfect obedience, and even begged Arnold for the “privilege” of another blowjob to prove his submission. He serviced Arnold’s cock with sloppy, enthusiastic devotion, swallowing two loads without hesitation. Arnold laughed the entire time. Combined score from them: **8.8**.

Joan completed every additional household task — garden weeding, pool cleaning, deep dusting — while constantly returning to kiss the feet of his superiors and beg for more orders. He was drenched in sweat, his knees raw, his mind a haze of humiliation and hope.

The 8.5 Verdict

In the evening, Joan knelt trembling in the drawing room as Amy reviewed the tablet with Lisa present. The final average flashed: **8.5**.

Amy’s expression darkened. “8.5. You fell short of 9.0, workpiece. All that pathetic effort and you still couldn’t reach the standard. No study time tonight. Instead, you’ll spend those two hours in the basement with the cane and the whip. This conditional education is clearly not motivating you enough.”

Joan’s heart sank. The psychological blow was devastating. He had poured everything into the day — his dignity, his body, his remaining pride — only to be denied the one thing that still made him feel human. Tears welled up as the weight of conditioning hit him harder: even his best wasn’t good enough. His brilliant mind was being starved as punishment.

“Please, Ma’am… I tried so hard,” he whispered brokenly, pressing his forehead to the floor.

Lisa’s Intervention

Lisa, who had been quietly reviewing documents, finally looked up. She observed Joan’s trembling form for a long moment, her expression cool and calculating.

“Hold on, Amy,” Lisa said, raising a hand. “8.5 is acceptable for now. He clearly pushed himself today. Denying study time entirely might break his spirit too quickly and reduce his long-term usefulness.”

Amy frowned slightly. “But Ma’am, the rules—”

“I’m adjusting them,” Lisa interrupted smoothly. “From now on, 8.5 or higher earns the two hours of supervised study time. Anything below that, and the time is revoked for punishment. Amy, you will supervise every minute of it personally. Make it strict. Use him as furniture, add shocks for wandering focus, whatever is necessary. His education is now fully integrated into his slavery.”

She glanced down at Joan with mild indifference. “This is still not kindness, pet. It’s control. Your mind belongs to us just as much as your body. Use the study time wisely — or lose it.”

Joan crawled forward immediately and showered Lisa’s heels with grateful kisses. “Thank you, Lisa Ma’am… thank you for this mercy. This slave will prove himself worthy.”

Lisa casually rested her foot on his head for a few seconds, pressing his face down, then removed it and returned to her documents, ignoring him once more.

Supervised Study and Deepening Conditioning

Amy, though slightly disappointed at being overruled, took charge with renewed intensity. She led Joan to the basement desk, sat with her bare feet planted firmly on his back as a footrest, and set a timer.

“Two hours. Any distraction, any drop in posture, and I shock you. Write notes. Solve problems. And while you study, repeat in your head: ‘My intellect is a privilege granted by my superiors.’”

The psychological impact deepened dramatically.

Joan’s mind fractured further under the weight of the conditional system. Every correct equation felt like a reward for degradation. Every difficult concept triggered anxiety — *If I fail to understand this, will my score drop tomorrow?* The constant physical discomfort of serving as Amy’s footstool while studying linked academic effort directly to physical submission. His caged cock leaked helplessly as the conditioning took root: humiliation = effort = fleeting intellectual dignity.

By the end of the two hours, tears mixed with his notes. He was no longer studying to escape his fate. He was studying *within* it — his identity as a scholar now permanently fused with his identity as a slave. The hope of education had become the sweetest, most addictive form of control.

Amy finally stood. “You performed adequately tonight. Charge in the garden, then sleep. Tomorrow we aim for 9.0 again.”

Joan whispered his thanks, broken yet strangely grateful for the small mercy Lisa had granted. The trap had evolved — now even his thoughts were on a leash.

The Supervised College Day

The first supervised college day arrived under strict conditions. Joan had earned the 8.5+ score the previous day, so Lisa’s adjusted rule granted him the privilege. Amy accompanied him personally, driving the luxury car while Joan sat in the back seat, collared, caged, and wearing loose servant-style clothing that concealed his devices but did nothing to hide his shame.

“Remember, workpiece,” Amy warned as they neared campus. “One wrong move and this privilege ends forever. Doggy Mode stays off in public for now, but the collar and cage are always active. Lisa Ma’am is tracking you in real time through the app.”

Joan nodded submissively. “Yes, Ma’am. I will stay far from Lisa Ma’am and focus only on classes.”

He spent the morning successfully avoiding her — attending lectures, taking notes, and trying desperately to feel like a normal student again. The intellectual stimulation was a bittersweet relief, though the constant awareness of the shock collar around his neck and the cage on his cock kept him grounded in reality.

The Summon

Mid-afternoon, while Joan was walking between buildings trying to keep a low profile, his smartwatch and collar emitted a sharp, insistent beep. A message flashed on the watch screen:

**“Report to Lisa Ma’am immediately. Main courtyard fountain. Do not delay.”**

Joan’s stomach dropped. Lisa had been tracking him the entire time. Heart pounding, he hurried to the courtyard.

Lisa was there, lounging on a bench with three of her wealthy, beautiful friends — all elegantly dressed and chatting animatedly. She looked radiant and completely in control.

Joan approached with his head lowered and knelt a respectful distance away on the grass. “You summoned me, Lisa Ma’am?”

Lisa’s friends giggled at the sight. Lisa finally acknowledged him with a cool smile. “Ah, there you are, pet. How was your college day? Tell us. Did the brilliant scholarship boy learn anything useful today?”

Joan’s face burned with humiliation as passersby began to notice. “It… it was productive, Lisa Ma’am. I attended advanced mathematics and economics lectures. Thank you for allowing this slave the privilege.”

Lisa’s friends burst into laughter. “Slave? Oh my god, Lisa, you weren’t joking!”

Lisa leaned forward, her voice sweet but laced with cruelty. “Good boy. But remember your place. You’re not here as a student. You’re here as my property, working off a debt. Keep your distance from me in the future unless summoned — I don’t want your pathetic presence ruining my image.”

She tapped her tablet casually. Joan’s collar and cage delivered a quick, stinging Level 3 warning shock, making him flinch visibly. The girls laughed harder.

“If you embarrass me here,” Lisa continued softly, “I’ll remind Amy exactly how to handle you. You remember her basement sessions, don’t you?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” Joan whispered, voice trembling. “I remember.”

Amy’s Public Arrival

Just then, Amy strode confidently into the courtyard, dressed in sharp, dominant attire — tight pants, boots, and a commanding blouse. She had been waiting nearby and arrived within moments of the summons.

“Everything under control, Ma’am?” Amy asked Lisa, completely ignoring Joan at first.

Lisa nodded. “He’s behaving. For now.”

Amy turned her full attention to Joan, who was still kneeling. “On all fours, workpiece. Present yourself properly to your superiors.”

Joan dropped instantly to hands and knees in the middle of the campus courtyard, heart hammering as students and faculty glanced over. Amy clipped a discreet but visible leash to his collar and handed the end to Lisa.

“Tell Lisa Ma’am and her friends exactly what you are,” Amy commanded.

Joan’s voice cracked with shame. “I am Lisa Ma’am’s indebted slave… owned and trained by Handler Amy. My body and mind belong to them. I exist to serve, repay my debt, and suffer for their amusement.”

Lisa’s friends were in hysterics. Amy smiled proudly and gave the leash a tug. “Good boy. Lisa Ma’am, would you like to lead him a few steps for the girls?”

Lisa declined with a dismissive wave. “No need. Amy, you handle your pet. I have better things to do.” She stood, ignoring Joan completely again, and walked off with her friends, their laughter trailing behind.

Humiliating Return Home

With classes ending for the day, Amy led Joan back toward the car in the most degrading way possible. She kept him on all fours for the long walk across campus to the parking area, leash in hand. Joan crawled beside her on the pathways, knees scraping against concrete, face burning as curious students whispered and stared.

Amy occasionally delivered light tugs or verbal commands: “Heel, workpiece. Faster.” When they passed a group of students, she made him stop and kiss her boots publicly. “Thank your Handler for supervising your education.”

The drive home was silent except for Amy’s occasional reminders. “Today was a test. Next week, if your scores slip even slightly, no college. And remember — Lisa Ma’am sees everything.”

Back at the mansion, Joan was immediately put through his evening charging, chores, and a quick punishment session in the basement for the “public spectacle” (though Amy admitted it was mostly for her amusement). His score for the day still cleared 8.5, earning him two supervised study hours under Amy’s feet.

The psychological toll was immense. His one day of relative freedom had been transformed into another layer of public humiliation — and even college was now just an extension of his slavery.

---

Fractured Focus

The following week settled into a punishing rhythm. Joan earned his two hours of nightly study through relentless daytime submission — worshipping the women of the house, servicing Arnold, crawling beside Rex, and completing every chore with desperate perfection. His daily averages hovered between 8.6 and 9.1, just enough to secure the privilege.

But the academic performance that emerged was a study in psychological warfare.

In the basement desk, under Amy’s feet as a living footrest, Joan attacked his advanced mathematics and economics coursework with ferocious intensity. The conditioning had rewired him: every minute of study felt like a hard-won reward for degradation. This created a strange, hyper-focused drive. Complex differential equations that once required calm clarity now came to him in a haze of humiliated arousal. His caged cock would throb painfully while solving problems, linking intellectual breakthrough directly to submissive surrender.

Yet the fractures were deepening.

In-Class Performance

On the second supervised college day, Amy drove him again. This time she made him wear a thin vibrating plug synced to her phone alongside the cage and collar — a new “motivator.”

In his advanced mathematics lecture, Joan sat in the back row, taking meticulous notes. His natural brilliance still shone through; he solved problems on the board when called upon with impressive speed. The professor praised his insight publicly.

But when a group project discussion began, Joan remained silent and withdrawn, terrified of drawing attention. Classmates noticed his distraction and the occasional flinch when Amy remotely triggered a light buzz or shock from the parking lot. His contributions were minimal, earning him only a B on the group component.

Economics class was worse. The lecture on debt structures and compounding interest hit far too close to home. Joan stared at the slides, sweat beading on his forehead as memories of his family’s ruin and Lisa’s ledger flooded him. When the professor asked about real-world applications of high-interest debt traps, Joan’s voice cracked during his answer. Several students snickered. He received a C+ on the pop quiz that followed.

Amy reviewed his performance via the hidden campus camera feed Lisa had access to. That evening, back in the basement:

“Mediocre, workpiece,” Amy said, pressing her feet harder into his back while he studied. “Your mind is still resisting full ownership. Fix it.”

The Psychological Toll

The conditional education was simultaneously elevating and destroying Joan’s academic output.

**Positive effects (twisted motivation):**

- He studied with obsessive discipline during his two granted hours. Fear of losing the privilege turned him into a machine — memorizing formulas while repeating mantras of submission in his head.

- Grades in pure technical subjects (mathematics, statistics) actually improved slightly in the short term due to the hyper-focus born of desperation.

**Negative effects (deep erosion):**

- **Cognitive dissonance**: Every breakthrough reminded him he was earning knowledge through licking pussies, swallowing cum, and crawling like an animal. This created mental blocks in subjects involving confidence or public speaking.

- **Anxiety spikes**: Random shocks or vibrations from Amy during lectures shattered his concentration. He began associating the classroom with impending humiliation.

- **Social isolation**: He avoided all interactions, fearing someone might discover his secret. This hurt collaborative work and networking — key for a scholarship student aiming for a bright future.

- **Identity collapse**: The brilliant orphan who once saw education as salvation now saw it as another chain. Late at night, after study hours, he would lie chained in the basement, crying quietly, wondering if the version of himself that could truly excel was already dead.

His midterm grades reflected the fracture: 

- Advanced Mathematics: A- (strong technical performance, weak participation) 

- Economics: C (emotional trigger + anxiety) 

- Literature & Ethics: B- (writing assignments showed brilliant but deeply submissive undertones that disturbed his professor)

Lisa and Amy’s Assessment

Lisa reviewed the grade report Amy prepared while Joan knelt as their footrest in the drawing room.

“Mixed results,” Lisa noted coolly, pressing her heel into Joan’s shoulder. “He’s still performing like the gifted boy I chose… but the cracks are showing beautifully. The conditioning is working.”

Amy nodded. “His mind is bending. The more he earns study time through submission, the more he associates learning with slavery. Another few weeks and even his intellect will beg for ownership.”

Lisa looked down at Joan for the first time in days. “Hear that, pet? Your brain belongs to the debt now. Improve these grades — especially Economics — or the college privilege gets stricter… or revoked.”

Joan kissed both women’s feet frantically. “Yes, Lisa Ma’am… Amy Ma’am… this slave will study harder and submit deeper.”

That night, during his supervised study, Amy added a new rule: he had to write every essay and assignment from the perspective of “a grateful, owned slave analyzing the world.” The psychological programming intensified.

Joan’s academic performance had become the perfect mirror of his captivity — flashes of brilliance drowned in oceans of shame, with every success now permanently branded by submission.

---

Arnold’s Secret Game

With Amy away handling external matters for the Richard family, Katrina took general oversight of the household. Joan pushed himself relentlessly from the start, determined to maintain his daily average above 8.5 for the critical two hours of study time.

Tripti started the day by claiming him in the gym for intense worship and training. While Joan was buried between her thighs, bringing her to multiple orgasms with desperate enthusiasm, Arnold entered with Rex. Katrina was occupied elsewhere in the mansion at the time.

Arnold saw an opportunity. He had developed a strong, secret attraction to Tripti’s powerful, athletic body and confident demeanor, though he still loved his wife Katrina deeply. Tripti remained completely unaware of his feelings.

Humiliation as a Tool

“Hey, Tripti,” Arnold said with a charming smile, stepping closer while Joan remained on all fours. “Training the bitch again? Mind if I join the fun for a bit?”

Tripti laughed, still catching her breath. “Sure, Arnold. He’s all warmed up.”

Arnold immediately used Joan as a prop to impress her. He clipped the dual leash to Joan and Rex, forcing the boy to crawl between them. While flirting subtly with Tripti — complimenting her stamina, strength, and “incredible form” — Arnold degraded Joan ruthlessly in front of her.

“Look at this pathetic locked-up loser,” Arnold laughed, pressing his boot down on Joan’s head. “Lower than my dog. Crawl faster, bitch. Show Tripti Ma’am what a real man can command.”

Joan obeyed perfectly, barking on command, fetching objects in his mouth, and licking both their shoes while Arnold kept up the flirtatious banter with Tripti — light touches on her arm, jokes about “alpha energy,” and admiring glances at her body. Joan endured the humiliation silently, carefully keeping Arnold’s secret crush and flirting hidden from everyone, especially Katrina.

The rest of the day Joan completed all assigned tasks across the household — worshipping the other women, deep cleaning, garden work, and assisting wherever needed — maintaining high effort to protect his score.

By evening, the combined average reached **8.7**.

Katrina’s Private Sympathy

Katrina, unaware of her husband’s flirtations with Tripti earlier, reviewed the logs and noticed Joan’s strong performance despite the extra strain from Arnold’s “training sessions.” Feeling a rare moment of sympathy for the broken young man who had been working so hard, she summoned him to her private quarters while Arnold was on security duty.

“You’ve been pushing yourself well today, dog,” Katrina said softly. “Even with everything asked of you.”

She ordered him to strip and kneel. With surprising gentleness, Katrina unlocked the smart chastity cage, freeing his long-denied cock. It throbbed desperately.

“You’ve earned a small privilege. A supervised orgasm. But remember — this changes nothing about your place.”

Katrina guided his face between her thighs while she stroked his cock skillfully with her soft foot. Joan worshipped her pussy with deep gratitude as she brought him right to the edge. After several minutes of teasing, she permitted release.

With a broken moan, Joan came hard onto the floor, shuddering in long-overdue ecstasy.

Immediately afterward, Katrina cleaned him and locked the cage back on with a decisive click.

Joan pressed his lips fervently to her feet and thighs. “Thank you, Goddess Katrina Ma’am… thank you for this incredible mercy. This worthless slave is eternally grateful. I exist only to serve you and repay my debt.”

Katrina stroked his hair affectionately for a moment. “Good boy. Keep performing like this.”

Supervised Study and Amy’s Remote Check

Katrina supervised Joan’s two study hours in the drawing room. He worked diligently at the low desk on all fours, with Katrina’s bare feet resting heavily on his back as a footrest while he tackled his mathematics and economics assignments.

Midway through the session, Katrina’s phone rang. It was Amy.

“Yes, Ma’am,” Katrina answered calmly, pressing her soles down firmer on Joan’s back. “His daily average is 8.7. Solid performance across all tasks. He’s currently studying under my feet right now.”

Joan remained perfectly still, focused on his work despite the pressure.

Amy’s voice came through the speaker: “Excellent. I’m reviewing the full logs remotely. Keep him strict during study time — any lapse and note it for tomorrow. I’ll be back soon.”

“Understood, Ma’am,” Katrina replied. She gave Joan a light corrective shock through the app when his posture shifted slightly. “He’s staying focused.”

The call ended. Katrina kept her feet on him for the full two hours, occasionally correcting or praising his efforts. Joan felt a complex wave of emotions — gratitude for the rare orgasm and study time, deep shame at his growing dependence on these conditional mercies, and relief that Arnold’s secret remained safe.

Later that night, chained in the basement, Joan reflected on the day. The love triangle tension simmered quietly in the background, but his survival hinged on perfect obedience and silence.

---

Arnold’s Persistent Pursuit

With Amy still away on extended business, the household continued under Katrina’s general supervision. Joan began the day with even greater desperation, knowing he needed to maintain or exceed 8.5 to secure his study time.

Tripti once again started strong in the gym. While Joan was diligently worshipping her sweaty pussy and ass after her intense workout, Arnold arrived with Rex, his eyes fixed hungrily on Tripti’s athletic form.

“Damn, Tripti, you get more impressive every day,” Arnold said smoothly, stepping closer with a flirtatious grin. “That stamina… a man could get addicted watching you.”

He immediately pulled Joan into the scene, using him as a humiliating prop. “Watch how a real man handles a beta, Tripti.” Arnold forced Joan to crawl rapidly between them on the dual leash, making him bark, fetch, and lick their shoes while Arnold kept flirting — complimenting Tripti’s legs, her strength, and “how a real woman moves.”

Later, while Joan was made to hold a painful plank position with Tripti’s feet on his back, Arnold leaned in closer to her. “You know, we should do a proper candlelight dinner sometime. Just the two of us. Great food, wine, some real conversation… What do you say?”

Tripti laughed lightly but shook her head. “That’s sweet, Arnold, but I’m really busy right now with training schedules and everything else. Maybe some other time.”

Arnold masked his disappointment with a chuckle, but his frustration turned toward Joan. “You heard her, bitch. She’s busy — so you’re going to make up for it by working twice as hard to impress her.”

Harder Tasks and High Scores

Determined to impress Tripti (and vent his rejection), Arnold set significantly harsher tasks for Joan throughout the day. He made Joan:

- Crawl behind Tripti for an extended outdoor run on all fours, carrying her water bottle in his mouth.

- Perform deep, degrading worship sessions in front of her — licking every inch of her feet, thighs, and pussy while Arnold watched and made mocking comments.

- Complete extra heavy labor around the gym and garden to “prove his worthlessness has some utility.”

Joan endured it all without complaint, pushing his body to exhaustion while maintaining enthusiastic submission. He worshipped every staff member with extra fervor — bringing Kiara, Aliya, and the others to repeated orgasms, completing all household chores flawlessly, and even volunteering for additional tasks.

By evening, the scores came in strong despite the increased difficulty: 

**Tripti: 8.9** 

**Katrina & others: 8.7–9.0** 

**Overall average: 8.8**

Katrina, still unaware of her husband’s deepening flirtation with Tripti, was pleased with Joan’s performance. “You’re earning your privileges well today, dog.”

Katrina’s Supervision

That night, Katrina supervised Joan’s two-hour study session in the drawing room. He worked diligently at the low desk on all fours, with Katrina’s soft, bare feet resting heavily across his back as her personal footrest. She occasionally scrolled through her tablet, giving light corrective shocks when his posture slipped, while Joan tackled his mathematics and economics assignments under the familiar weight of submission.

The conditional education continued its psychological grip — every solved problem felt like another payment for the small mercies of study time and the earlier orgasm.

Katrina eventually left him chained in the basement workshop for the night, satisfied with his day.

Part 3

Late-Night Visit

Hours later, long after the mansion had gone quiet, the basement door creaked open. Arnold stepped in, closing and locking the door behind him. Joan, still chained by his collar to the floor ring, looked up nervously.

“On your knees properly, bitch,” Arnold growled quietly, unzipping his pants. His thick cock sprang free, already hard. “Time to serve a real man again.”

Joan obeyed without hesitation, taking Arnold’s cock into his mouth. Arnold grabbed his hair and began thrusting roughly, face-fucking him with deep, aggressive strokes.

“That’s it… suck it good, you locked-up little whore,” Arnold groaned. “Tripti turned me down today, but you’re always available, aren’t you?”

As Joan sucked obediently, swirling his tongue and taking him deep, Arnold leaned down and whispered threats between moans.

“Listen carefully, slave. You keep your fucking mouth shut about what you saw today. My little interest in Tripti stays between us. Especially from Katrina. If you breathe one word about how I want to fuck that athletic goddess… I’ll make sure Amy and Lisa destroy you. Understood?”

Joan nodded frantically around the cock in his mouth, mumbling, “Yes, Sir… this slave will keep your secret.”

Arnold laughed cruelly, looking down at the chastity cage. “Look at that pathetic locked-up dick. Tiny and useless even when it’s free. No wonder women like Tripti would never want something like you. You’re built for sucking real cocks like mine.”

He face-fucked Joan harder until he finally came down the boy’s throat, forcing him to swallow every drop. Arnold wiped his cock clean on Joan’s face and zipped up.

“Clean yourself up and remember — silence is your only protection. Good night, bitch.”

Arnold left as quietly as he had come, leaving Joan chained, humiliated, and tasting cum in the dark basement. The weight of the dangerous secret added another layer of psychological strain, but Joan’s focus remained fixed on survival and maintaining his fragile privileges.

---

Amy’s Return

Amy returned from her business trip in the late morning, looking sharp and commanding in a tailored black outfit that accentuated her athletic, dominant figure. The entire senior staff — Katrina, Tripti, Kiara, Aliya, and others — gathered in the grand drawing room for a formal performance review of Joan.

Joan was brought in on all fours, naked except for his collar and chastity cage, and knelt in the center of the room while Amy reviewed the detailed logs on her tablet.

“Overall, solid work in my absence,” Amy announced, her voice professional. “Daily averages consistently above 8.5. He maintained study time and pushed hard even under extra pressure. However, I see Arnold used him quite creatively with Tripti. Good initiative.”

Katrina smiled. “He’s been very obedient, Ma’am.”

Tripti nodded. “His worship has improved noticeably.”

Amy looked down at Joan. “You’ve earned a passing grade, workpiece. But now that I’m back, standards rise again. We’ll discuss increasing your productivity soon.”

The staff dispersed with their instructions. Amy clipped a leash to Joan’s collar. “Come. We’re going out.”

Public Outing with Amy

Amy dressed Joan in loose servant clothes that hid most of his devices but left the collar visible if one looked closely. She drove him to a high-end outdoor mall and café area where she was meeting two of her dominant friends — sophisticated, beautiful women named Sophia and Maya, both experienced Handlers in their own right.

At the upscale café table, Joan was ordered to kneel discreetly beside Amy’s chair on the paved ground. Passersby stared, some whispering.

Amy casually stroked his hair while chatting with her friends. “This is my current workpiece, Joan. He’s working off a large family debt. Show them proper respect, pet.”

Joan pressed his lips to each woman’s designer shoes in greeting, murmuring, “It is an honor to serve you, Ma’am.”

Sophia and Maya laughed and asked probing questions, making Joan describe his daily humiliations and the conditional study rules. Amy occasionally triggered light shocks through her phone when he hesitated, making him flinch publicly. The women used him as a footrest under the table while they enjoyed coffee and pastries, casually discussing training techniques and comparing slaves.

After the meeting, Amy took him shopping. She made him carry all the bags on all fours in less crowded areas, kneel while she tried on clothes, and even had him lick her new heels clean in a fitting room. The public exposure deepened his shame, but he performed perfectly to protect his score.

Debt Review with Lisa

Back at the mansion in the evening, Amy summoned Joan to Lisa’s private study. Lisa was reviewing documents when they entered.

“Ma’am,” Amy reported, “Joan’s performance has been consistent. Debt repayment through salary deduction is steady at $200/month, but slow. With his improved service value to the household, I recommend unfreezing a small portion of the compounding interest — just enough to motivate faster reduction without crushing him completely.”

Lisa glanced at the kneeling boy. “Approved. Unfreeze 10% interest. Review his academic and service output monthly. I want acceleration on the debt.”

Amy tapped her tablet, updating the terms. “Effective immediately. Joan, this means you must generate more value. We’ll be finding new ways for you to earn additional money toward the debt — perhaps through specialized services or external tasks under supervision.”

Joan felt the psychological weight increase. Even his education and small privileges were now tied to faster financial servitude.

New Strategy for Debt Reduction

Later that night, after Joan completed his chores and earned another **8.7** average (securing study time), Amy supervised his two hours at the basement desk with her feet on his back.

While he studied, Amy outlined her plan aloud. “To accelerate debt repayment, you will take on extra revenue-generating tasks. You’ll serve at private parties for my friends, offer specialized cleaning or worship services, and anything else that turns your pathetic existence into profit. Every extra dollar goes to the debt. Understood?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” Joan whispered, writing notes under her weight. “This slave will work harder to repay faster.”

Amy smiled coldly. “Good. Tomorrow we begin testing new income streams. Keep your scores high — or lose study time and face stricter interest.”

Joan’s mind spun with the new pressure. His academic performance, already fractured, now carried the added burden of financial productivity. The trap had tightened once again — education, pleasure, and survival all leveraged to squeeze more value from his broken body and mind.

---

Arnold Seizes the Opportunity

With both Amy and Katrina away for the day — Amy on further debt-related errands and Katrina visiting family — Arnold took full informal control of the household. Joan sensed the shift immediately and worked with heightened caution.

Tripti was in the gym for her morning session. Arnold entered with Rex, his confidence boosted by the lack of oversight. He flirted openly and boldly.

“Tripti, you look absolutely stunning today,” Arnold said, his voice low and appreciative as he watched her lift weights. “That body of yours… it’s criminal. You deserve to be treated like the goddess you are. How about a proper candlelight dinner tonight? Just you and me. I’ll handle everything — wine, steak, romantic lighting. What do you say?”

Tripti paused, flushed from her workout and clearly intrigued by Arnold’s muscular build and persistent charm. After a moment, she smiled. “Alright, Arnold. One dinner. But keep it casual.”

Arnold’s eyes lit up with triumph. “Perfect. We’ll use the private garden pavilion. And don’t worry about a thing… I’ll have the perfect servant waiting on us.”

He glanced down at Joan, who was already on all fours cleaning the gym floor. “You heard that, bitch. You’re serving us tonight.”

The Candlelight Dinner Service

That evening, the private garden pavilion was beautifully set up with soft lighting, candles, wine, and a lavish meal prepared by Kiara under Arnold’s instructions. Joan was dressed only in his collar, cage, and a tiny apron. He was ordered to serve on all fours throughout the dinner.

Arnold and Tripti sat close together, talking and laughing as Joan crawled between them, refilling wine, offering bites of food from his mouth, and keeping their feet warm under the table.

Arnold kept flirting heavily — complimenting Tripti’s beauty, strength, and “how a real woman should be worshipped.” His hand frequently brushed hers or rested on her thigh. Tripti was clearly enjoying the attention, growing more relaxed and flirtatious in return.

Whenever Joan made even the smallest mistake — a slight delay in pouring wine or a drop spilled — Arnold punished him immediately for Tripti’s amusement.

“Clumsy bitch,” Arnold growled, delivering sharp slaps to Joan’s ass or activating strong shocks through the app. “Apologize to Tripti Ma’am properly.”

Joan would press his face to Tripti’s feet, kissing them frantically. “I’m so sorry, Tripti Ma’am… this pathetic slave deserves punishment.”

Tripti laughed, clearly aroused by the display of power.

Cock Comparison and Further Humiliation

As the dinner progressed and wine flowed, Arnold grew bolder. He pulled Joan under the table between his legs.

“Time to show Tripti what a real man looks like,” Arnold announced, unzipping his pants and freeing his thick, hard cock. It stood proud and impressive. “Look at this, Tripti. This is what a proper cock looks like.”

Tripti’s eyes widened with clear arousal as she stared. “Wow… that’s impressive, Arnold.”

Arnold smirked and pointed at Joan’s exposed chastity cage. “And this? This is what a beta loser gets. Tiny, locked, and useless.” He tapped Joan’s cage mockingly with his foot, making the trapped cock strain helplessly. “Go on, bitch. Tell Tripti how pathetic your locked dick is compared to a real man’s.”

Joan’s face burned with shame. “My cock is tiny and worthless, Tripti Ma’am… it’s locked because I don’t deserve pleasure. Arnold Sir has a superior, powerful cock that women like you deserve…”

Tripti giggled, now visibly turned on. She pressed her foot against Joan’s cage, grinding it teasingly. “Pathetic. No wonder you’re just a servant. You could never satisfy a woman like me.”

Tied with Rex and Final Service

After dinner, Arnold’s arousal peaked. He tied Joan’s collar to Rex’s with a short dual leash, forcing them side by side on all fours. “Time for the entertainment portion. Show Tripti how a real alpha and a beta compare.”

Rex, excited by the scene, began humping against Joan’s side and back. Arnold encouraged it, making Joan stay in position while the large German Shepherd mounted and humped him repeatedly in a humiliating display. Tripti watched with a mix of shock and arousal, laughing at Joan’s whimpers.

“Fuck, that’s degrading,” Tripti murmured, clearly turned on by Arnold’s dominance.

At the end of the night, after Tripti had left (promising another meeting soon), Arnold dragged Joan back to the basement. He forced the boy to his knees and received another rough blowjob, face-fucking him aggressively until he came down his throat.

“Listen up, slave,” Arnold hissed, gripping Joan’s hair tightly. “You keep your mouth shut about everything tonight — my flirting, the dinner, how badly I want to fuck Tripti, all of it. Especially from Katrina. If you say one word to anyone, I’ll make your life a living hell. I’ll have Amy and Lisa punish you in ways you can’t even imagine. Understood?”

“Yes, Sir… this slave will keep your secret,” Joan gasped, cum dripping from his lips.

Arnold laughed, tapping the chastity cage one last time. “Good. Now clean up and stay quiet, locked-up bitch.”

Joan was left chained in the dark, carrying the dangerous secret and the fresh layers of humiliation, while his score for the day still cleared 8.5 thanks to his relentless service.

---

Night of Terror in the Crate

At the end of the study session, Tripti dragged Joan down to the basement, still flushed with dominance. She forced both Joan and Rex into the large reinforced dog crate.

“Hands behind your back, dog,” she ordered.

Joan obeyed instantly. Tripti snapped heavy steel handcuffs tightly around his wrists, locking them securely behind him. She then attached Joan’s short leash directly to Rex’s collar, giving almost zero slack. The two were now locked together in the tight, confined space.

“Perfect,” Tripti purred, locking the crate door and turning off the lights. “Now Rex can take full advantage of his little bitch if he wants. Sweet dreams.”

---

Joan spent the entire night in absolute terror.

With his hands cuffed tightly behind his back, he had no way to push Rex away or protect himself. The short leash kept his neck pulled close to the powerful German Shepherd. He tried desperately to curl into the smallest ball possible in the corner of the crate, but every movement from Rex yanked painfully on the leash.

Rex, excited by the close proximity and the scent of fear and submission, became restless. The large dog shifted, growled softly, and repeatedly mounted Joan’s defenseless body. With Joan unable to use his hands, Rex humped aggressively against his back, ass, and thighs multiple times throughout the night, his heavy weight pressing Joan down into the hard floor of the crate.

Every thrust, every hot breath on his neck, and every low growl sent waves of panic through Joan. He whimpered helplessly, tears streaming down his face, completely at the mercy of the superior animal. The welts from Tripti’s whip burned, the chastity cage strained painfully against his arousal and fear, and the constant threat of Rex’s aggression made sleep utterly impossible.

Joan lay awake for hours in the pitch-black basement, heart hammering, praying the night would end without worse escalation. The psychological torment reached new depths — trapped like a helpless bitch, hands bound, leashed to a beast that could use him however it wanted.

---

Amy and Katrina’s Return

Amy and Katrina returned early the next morning, refreshed from their respective trips but immediately sensing the shift in household dynamics. Joan, exhausted and marked from the previous night’s ordeal in the crate with Rex, was already at the garden charging station when they arrived.

Amy reviewed the overnight logs on her tablet and frowned. “His score yesterday was acceptable, but something feels off. Today we raise the bar. No easy passes — you will earn every point through maximum effort.”

Katrina nodded in agreement. “After your performance under Arnold and Tripti, it’s time to remind you that *everyone* in this house is your superior.”

The day became significantly harder. Amy and Katrina personally supervised him, setting stricter standards and more demanding tasks while frequently shocking him for minor imperfections. Joan was forced to crawl faster, worship more enthusiastically, and complete heavier labor across the entire estate.

Lisa’s Inspection

Mid-morning, Lisa arrived unexpectedly to review overall progress. She observed Joan crawling between tasks, looking visibly worn out.

“Report,” Lisa commanded coolly as Joan knelt at her feet.

Amy summarized: “Consistent 8.5+, Ma’am. Study time secured daily. Academic performance is fractured but stable. Debt reduction is slow but moving.”

Lisa pressed her heel lightly on Joan’s shoulder. “Keep pushing him. I want faster repayment.” She left shortly after, indifferent as always, but her brief presence added intense pressure.

The Discovery and Punishment

While reviewing detailed task logs with Katrina, Amy noticed a clear imbalance.

“Joan focused heavily on Tripti and Arnold yesterday,” Amy said, her voice turning sharp. “He served them extensively but barely touched the other staff. Kiara, Aliya, Tara, Jenny, Olivia, and Mia received minimal attention. This is unacceptable.”

Amy summoned Joan to the drawing room and confronted him immediately.

“You selfish, selective slave,” Amy snapped. “You chased easy points from Tripti and Arnold while neglecting your broader duties. For this, you lose any leniency today.”

**Punishment and Mandatory Service:**

Amy and Katrina made the rest of the day a grueling gauntlet. Joan was ordered to personally approach *every* staff member, beg for tasks, and earn individual scores from them.

- He crawled to **Kiara** in the kitchen, kissed her feet deeply, and begged: “Please, Kiara Ma’am, allow this worthless slave to serve you properly today. Assign me any task and score me honestly.”

- With **Aliya**, he hand-washed and tongue-polished an entire load of laundry while worshipping her thoroughly.

- **Tara and Jenny** made him deep-clean two bathrooms on his hands and knees while they supervised and occasionally whipped him for slowness.

- **Olivia** had him weed the entire garden section while licking her gardening boots clean between rows.

- **Mia** in the security room forced him to watch footage of his own humiliations and worship her while she monitored the cameras.

- Even **Mike** received boot worship and pool deck scrubbing.

Amy and Katrina followed him constantly, adding extra shocks and verbal corrections. “Ask for your score after every task!” Amy demanded. “Beg them to be harsh if needed.”

Joan was pushed to physical and mental exhaustion, constantly repeating: “Please score this pathetic slave honestly, Ma’am/Sir. I exist to serve all superiors.”

By evening, after serving everyone rigorously, his overall average reached a hard-earned **8.6**.

Final Review

Amy reviewed the balanced scores with satisfaction. “Better. This is what full service looks like. You will maintain this standard from now on — no favoritism.”

Joan, trembling on all fours, whispered, “Yes, Ma’am… this slave understands. Thank you for correcting me.”

Katrina added, “Study time granted, but under stricter supervision tonight.”

Joan’s body ached, his mind fractured further by the relentless demands, but he had once again secured his fragile two hours of supervised study — a small victory in an ever-tightening trap.

---

Full Staff Service Day

The next day, Amy and Katrina strictly enforced balanced service. Joan was ordered to dedicate himself entirely to Aliya, Tara, Jenny, Olivia, and Mia. Each woman was visibly thrilled when they received the news.

“Oh my god, finally!” Aliya said with a delighted laugh when Amy informed her. “I’ve been waiting for a proper turn with him.”

Tara and Jenny exchanged excited glances. “We’re going to have so much fun with this one,” Jenny grinned.

Aliya’s Playful Laundry Session

Aliya’s eyes lit up the moment Joan crawled into the laundry room. “There he is! My personal lingerie cleaner. Get to work, dog — and I want every single pair of panties tongue-polished until they shine.”

She watched with open amusement as he struggled with the heavy, scented load. Every time he gagged or slowed down, she burst into laughter. “Aww, listen to him choking on our dirty laundry! Isn’t he adorable?”

When he began to tire, Aliya casually hiked up her skirt and sat on the edge of the washing machine. “Time for your reward, slave. Come here and earn that high score properly.”

She moaned loudly as she rode his face, gripping his hair. “Fuck, his tongue is actually getting better… Yes, right there! Good boy!” After two strong orgasms, she sighed happily and patted his head. “That was wonderful. You’ve earned a solid **9.1** from me. Keep this up and I might even request you again tomorrow.”

Tara and Jenny’s Wicked Duo

Tara and Jenny were waiting with huge smiles when Joan arrived. “Finally! Our turn to break in the house pet,” Tara said excitedly.

They made him clean two full bathrooms using only a toothbrush and his tongue. The two women sat on the counter, legs swinging, chatting and laughing as they supervised.

“Look at him licking the toilet rim like it’s a lollipop!” Jenny giggled. “This is way more entertaining than watching him clean normally.”

Whenever he missed a spot, Tara would give him a sharp crop stroke and say, “Bad dog! Try harder or no reward.”

After he finished, both women took turns using his face. Tara came first, grinding hard against his tongue while moaning, “God, he’s actually useful for once!” Jenny went next, laughing breathlessly as she came. “His tongue is shaking… poor thing is exhausted. But he did good.”

They awarded him a combined **8.9**, both looking very satisfied. “We should ask Amy for him more often,” Jenny said as they left, still giggling.

Olivia’s Sunny Garden Delight

Olivia was practically beaming when she saw Joan crawling toward her in the garden. “Yes! My own little garden slave for the whole day. This is going to be fun.”

She made him weed entire flowerbeds under the hot sun while pulling a heavy cart with his teeth. Every time he missed a weed, she gave him a playful kick to the ass and laughed. “Come on, slower than a real worm today!”

When he was dripping with sweat and dirt, Olivia pulled him into the grass. “Time for my break. Earn your score, dog.”

She rode his face with loud, uninhibited moans, clearly enjoying every second. “Fuck yes… your tongue feels so good after all that work!” After cumming twice, she stretched happily and gave him a bright smile. “You were very entertaining today. **9.2** — well deserved. I might even keep you out here tomorrow if the weather’s good.”

Mia’s Entertaining Surveillance

Mia grinned widely the moment Joan entered the security room. “Perfect timing. I’ve been bored watching the monitors. You’re going to make this shift much more interesting.”

She forced him to watch loops of his own humiliations while cleaning, shocking and cropping him whenever he looked away. “Aww, look how pathetic you were last night in the crate with Rex. So cute when you’re scared!”

After he finished cleaning, Mia relaxed in her chair and spread her legs. “Come here and earn your reward properly. I want to cum while watching you on camera.”

She came hard twice, laughing and moaning as she ground against his tongue. “This is the best entertainment I’ve had in weeks. You actually made my shift enjoyable.” She gave him an **8.8**, still smiling. “I’m definitely putting in a request for you again soon.”

Evening Review & Rewards

By the end of the long day, Joan was completely spent. Amy and Katrina reviewed the scores: **Overall average 8.95**.

Amy looked pleased. “Every single one of them had a wonderful time with you today. That’s exactly what we want to see.”

Katrina nodded. “They were all smiling when they gave their reports. You’ve finally learned how to properly entertain the entire household.”

Joan knelt exhausted at their feet, whispering his thanks while the women’s laughter and satisfied reactions echoed in his mind.

His study time was granted, but the message was clear: his only value now was how much genuine pleasure and amusement he could provide to every superior woman in the house.

---

The Window of Opportunity

That night, after the exhausting day of serving the staff and completing his supervised study hours, Joan was locked inside the basement workshop but left relatively free. No handcuffs, no chain to the floor ring — only the ever-present shock collar around his neck and the unbreakable electric chastity cage locked tightly on his cock. Tripti had been careless in her haste, and with Mia on leave, the internal surveillance was offline.

Joan lay on the thin mattress, body aching, mind wide awake.
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