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Dulce puella malum est.




The Woman is a sweet poison.




—  Ovid
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Chapter I

Amy and Michael checked into the Lufthansa business class lounge with plenty of time before their night flight to Berlin and found a seat by a window. Amy was absorbed in her endless quest to create the perfect itinerary for their vacation.

“So, I think we should go tomorrow to the Contemporary Fine Arts Gallery in Berlin. Whatever... and then the next day, we can hit Eigen + Art, and then the Institute for Contemporary Art. They are on the same street,” Amy announced for the twelfth time.

“Sounds good, honey,” Michael replied. He just loved seeing Amy so excitedly stoked for this trip. She had been dying to go for years. He took a moment to appreciate just how beautiful Amy was.

“When we get to our hotel, I think we should find out what it would cost to hire a driver. I can’t even pronounce these street names.”  “Okay, honey. Good idea,” Michael replied supportively, since neither of them spoke any German.

Meanwhile, he watched a tall, very handsome guy stride into the lounge and drop into a seat in another seating section. Michael nudged Amy’s arm and said playfully, “That’s the guy.”

“What guy?” Amy asked without looking up from her travel guide.

“You know, your perfect lover, Tan sweater. Barely fits in the seat,” Michael replied quietly, nodding discreetly in the man’s direction.

Amy looked at Michael, then at the guy, and rolled her eyes. With an exasperated sigh she said, “I already regret showing any interest at all in your open marriage fantasy Michael.” She went back to her guide.

Michael laughed. “But you did show interest. Want a glass of wine?” He stood up.

“Sure. But why don’t you hit the men’s room first to jerk off, so you don’t embarrass yourself?” Amy smiled up at him, nodding her head in the direction of the gorgeous guy.

“You kidding? I just cleared three full weeks in chastity, and I am going strong! Never felt better!” He stuck his chest out briefly.

“Go away.”

Michael laughed and got them some wine. And then some more wine.

Amy found herself checking out Mr. Tan Sweater across the lounge. He really was gorgeous. She laughed quietly. “Oh, Jenny would be so proud of us right now.”

Michael shrugged. “And why would she not be? She practically planned this trip for us.” It had been her best friend Jenny’s idea that Amy go on this art history vacation throughout Europe, starting in Berlin. In classic Jenny style, she had lobbied really hard for Amy to leave him at home. Fortunately, Amy would have none of that.

“I told her, you know.” Amy said, without looking up from her magazine.

“About Tan Sweater man? Wow you don’t waste time!” Michael quipped.

“No goofball. About your little open marriage fantasy. It will not surprise you that the dear girl did cartwheels when I told her.” Amy turned the page of her magazine.

“You told Jenny.” Michael just stared at her, stunned.

“Yep. Girls talk about stuff. No big deal. She was very supportive, by the way. Did I mention the cartwheels?” Amy giggled.

Michael slumped back into his chair with a sigh, not sure how to feel about Jenny knowing his cuckolding fantasy. He recalled how Jenny and Amy were inseparable in college. They roomed together as freshmen and stayed together every year. Jenny was always the wild child and instigator. Always insisting that Amy come out to the clubs dancing with her. Always teasing him about being an inferior male and telling Amy she could do much better. And now, Jenny knew of his cuckolding fantasy.

Michael shifted uncomfortably in his seat. “So... um, just how long has Jenny known about my um... little fantasy?”

Amy smiled, without looking up from her magazine. “Ohhhhh... a while,”

They finally headed to the gate, boarded the plane and found their seats in Business Class. Michael sat on the left by the window, and Amy sat in the left seat of the middle section, across the aisle from him. There were two seats in the middle section, and the seat to Amy’s right was empty.

Amy leaned over and said, “Why don’t you sit next to me over here?”

“I can’t do that - they said the flight was full.” Michael replied with a shrug.

Amy rolled her eyes at him. “Seriously? Fine. I will ask whoever shows up here to switch with you. And you can just sit there and try to find your missing spine. Sound like a plan?”

“Perfect plan honey!” Michael smiled, kicking off his shoes.

A few minutes later, the gorgeous guy from the lounge was standing next to Amy’s empty seat. Michael watched Amy check the guy out from top to bottom as he put a bag in the overhead. Her gaze seemed to drift to his midsection, where even Michael could see a very substantial bulge in his jeans. A slight thrill of excitement coursed through him, imagining the possibilities.

Amy said nothing as the large, well-muscled man sat down next to her. She flashed Michael a mischievous smile that clearly told him she no longer had any intention of changing this seating arrangement. Instead, she stood up into the aisle with feline grace, facing Michael as she slowly bent over at the waist until her face was very close to his. Then she whispered to him, “Not sure if you noticed, but I am wearing your favorite yoga pants today... the ones that really accentuate - how do you always put it - my perfect ass cheeks. But anyway, I just wanted to remind you to make very sure your seat back is in an upright position, and your tray table is securely stored for takeoff.” 

“Who are you, and what have you done with my wife!” Michael whispered, fully aware that if the man had any pulse at all, his eyes just had to be locked on his wife’s ass.

Amy smiled with satisfaction, moving her lips almost close enough to kiss her husband. “Oh... and before I sit back down next to my perfect lover, do you need anything from my bag in the overhead? Lipstick? Tampon maybe? No? Okay, just checking,” She smiled wickedly as she turned around and reached up to the overhead bin, letting her soft sweater ride up to briefly expose her flat, toned tummy before gracefully sitting back down in her seat with a casual hair-flip. 

A flight attendant handed Michael a glass of champagne. He turned to toast Amy, but just at that moment he watched her ‘accidentally’ let her phone slide off her right thigh onto the floor.

Amy touched the handsome stranger’s arm gently. “Oh shoot! Sorry I just...” Amy leaned and reached down blindly, practically putting her cheek on the man’s thigh, her long hair spilling into his lap.

The Adonis stood up and then knelt to the floor. Picking up Amy’s phone with a smile, he handed it back to her.

“Oh thank you, I couldn’t reach it” Amy said apologetically, pushing strands of hair back behind her ear with a smile. 

“My pleasure. My name is Derek,” Derek extended his hand. His deep rich voice had a German accent.

Amy took it. “Oh, Amy. Nice to meet you. Thanks again,” 

Michael waited for Amy to introduce him. Nothing. He could have been a thousand miles away.

Derek replied, “I am always looking up, Amy,” 

“Oh. Well that’s... a healthy outlook, I suppose,” Amy replied politely.

“Healthy? No, no. Necessary,” Derek corrected, smiling.

Amy was intrigued. “Necessary.”

“Yes! Always! I am always looking up to women.” Derek flashed a thousand-watt smile.

Amy laughed, her inner New Yorker filtering the comment instinctively. “Yeah, right.”

Derek smiled flirtatiously at Amy without so much as a glance over to Michael. “I will explain to you. Women, they are here...” He raised his massive right arm high in the air above the seats, making a horizontal karate chop with his hand in the air before continuing. “Men, they are here...” Another hand chop, but lower, in front of his TV screen. Then, he winked, leaned a bit closer to Amy, glanced at Michael, then lowered his hand near the tray table and chopped again, whispering, “...And some men, they are here. Shhhh. No need to hurt anyone’s feelings.”

Amy burst out laughing, covering her mouth. Then she whispered, “You’re funny. Always looking up. I like that.”

Derek smiled, touching the flight attendant call button. 

The flight attendant arrived, flashing Derek a “I-will-do-you-right-here-in-the-aisle” smile and asked, “What can I do for you?”

“We are very, very thirsty, but have so much more to discuss.” Derek explained. “Two glasses of champagne, please.”

“Of course, sir. Right away,” The flight attendant smiled at both of them and disappeared.

Amy stared at the video screen in front of her while thinking of something to say to her new friend. The Lufthansa commercial ended, and a new one began. She watched absently as the screen filled with the image of a very pretty young woman, smiling happily. She exuded confidence and determination. Amy realized that the young woman was speaking.

“Oh! Silly me. I need to plug in my headphones...” Before she had time to search for them herself, Derek reached over and opened a compartment for her.

“May I?” Derek inquired politely.

“No thanks, I got it.” Amy pulled out the headset and plugged it in. Upbeat music filled her ears as the young woman on screen happily announced, ‘I am empowered.”

Amy watched as several more young women were showcased, from all parts of the world, each repeating the same slogan. Each were portrayed in positions of leadership: Doctor; Corporate Executive; Museum Art Curator, and so on. A female voice closed out the advertisement with the name of the institution, and a simple phrase: “The Society for the Advancement of Women. We make the difference.”

“Oh! I’ve heard of them!” Amy practically shouted, headphones still on.

Derek laughed good-naturedly, tapping his own ear.

Amy blushed with embarrassment, whipping off the headphones. “Sorry. Was I really loud?”

“No, but the gentleman in seat 35C, back in coach, would like to know more.”

Amy laughed, pointing at the screen. That foundation is pretty cool. They help young women move their way through their education, and into any number of successful career paths.”

“Really. How did you hear about them, if I may ask?” Derek inquired, a slight smile on his face now.

“Oh, my best friend Jenny told me about it. They seem to have a very deep commitment to promoting women in the fine arts. I think that’s great. Many of those career paths are still quite patriarchal, to put it nicely. Why are you smiling?” Amy challenged Derek.

“No reason, other than admiration for your enthusiasm.” A moment later Derek handed Amy a champagne glass. “A toast: To new experiences.”

“To new experiences,” Amy clinked glasses with Derek, feeling the mood changing between them. After a sip she put her hand on Derek’s thick forearm, keeping it there too long. “Oh! Derek this is my husband, Michael.”

Derek and Michael exchanged hellos. Then after a brief silence Derek leaned even closer to Amy and asked him, “So, why are you not sitting next to your beautiful wife, Michael?”

Michael hesitated for some reason.

Amy put her hand back on Derek’s forearm, this time causing him to look down at it. “Michael and I have an... arrangement. Don’t we Michael?” Amy smiled at him wickedly, sipping her champagne as everyone processed those words.

Holy shit. Michael opened his mouth to speak but no words came out.

Amy slid her fingertips along Derek’s forearm just a little. “You see Derek, Michael just has to sit by the window for some reason, and I have come to accept that as a necessary part of our relationship. Haven’t I, Michael?” Amy sipped her champagne again, smiling.

Michael gulped. “Uh, yeah. I prefer the window,”

Amy turned to Derek and breathed a sexy sigh. “I actually think he just enjoys seeing me with another man. I hope you don’t mind keeping me company, Derek, I just hate to disappoint my husband.”

“Not at all, Amy,” Derek flagged down the flight attendant for two more glasses of champagne. “So, What brings you to Berlin?”

“A much-needed vacation. And you? Are you heading home?” Hopefully not to a wife or girlfriend, she didn’t add.

Derek nodded yes. “Berlin is my home. I have been in New York for business, but I don’t want to bore you with that,”

Amy shook her head “No no! Tell me what you do! I would love to know what a man like you does for a living?”

Derek smiled. “A man like me?”

Amy blushed. “Yeah. What does a gorgeous guy with an absolutely delicious German accent do to make money in this world? Sorry... maybe I’ve had enough champagne,”

Derek took the two fresh glasses of champagne from the flight attendant and handed Amy one. “I don’t believe you have had nearly enough champagne. Anyway, if you insist, I will tell you what I do. But, not before I correctly guess what a Goddess like you does to make money in this world.”

Amy smiled. “Goddess? Well okay then. Guess away!” She clinked glasses with Derek.

Michael watched the two of them go deeper into a flirtatious conversation, his cock hardening in his jeans as he finished his champagne. A powerful mix of emotions caught him by surprise. He could not stop himself from imagining his wife Amy gasping and screaming in orgasmic bliss, back arched as Derek thrusted deep inside her relentlessly. Another section of Michaels mind was quickly focusing on how he was already losing control of the situation here.

Derek pointed a finger at Michael dramatically as his eyes locked on Amy’s. “Say nothing Michael! I need no assistance with this. Amy, you are a yoga instructor.”

“No. But I practice yoga all the time, so you get half a point.”

“It shows. Okay. Your flawless beauty distracts me. I must concentrate. You... are an attorney.”

“Nope.”

“Research biologist.”

“Please.”

“Catering Director.”

Amy laughed. “You really suck at this. You know that, right?”

Derek sipped his champagne. “I am ashamed. I must beg your forgiveness for being so utterly distracted by your presence. Clearly my real talents lie elsewhere, So now you must tell me what you do. I am powerless.”

Amy smiled. “I’m not saying a word until you tell me what you do.”

Derek nodded. “Fair. Okay. I am an international art dealer. I was here in New York for a few auctions.”

Amy’s face lit up, and she grabbed Derek’s forearm yet again. “No way! I own an art gallery in TriBeCa! We’re going to Berlin to see the art galleries. I need some inspiration for my collection.”

Derek grinned broadly. “This is wonderful news! I have a good friend in Berlin that I would like you to meet. She is very well known in the Berlin art scene. And... permit me to say, very well connected. I think you would like her. But I must apologize. Here I am plotting to take you away...” He paused to glance over at Michael, then added, “From your ah, previously agreed plans. Do forgive me, please, if I appear to be too forward with you.”

Amy giggled nervously, her fingers absently pushing a few strands of hair back behind her ear for the eleventh time in as many minutes. “No not at all. I actually find it refreshing. And, I enjoy getting to know interesting people.” Now it was her turn to glance over to Michael before she added flirtatiously, “Sometimes plans need to change. And some situations simply require a certain degree of... flexibility. I can assure you, in the right circumstances, I can be very... flexible. So, where does your friend live? In the city?”

Derek flushed with arousal, processing Amy’s choice of words. “Ah, yes. But no. I should say, she owns an apartment in Berlin, but she is currently residing in her home in the country. About an hour’s drive from the city. It is very beautiful there. If I may, I will see about her availability to meet this week?”

Amy paused for a moment, considering the fact that she barely knew this guy. And why would anyone be comfortable jumping in a car to drive to the countryside with a total stranger? Was this her inner Nee Yorker being overly cautious? Maybe. But no harm in letting things roll forward a bit, she mused. She finally replied, “Um, yeah sure. Thank you,”

Derek nodded and began typing out a text message. A few seconds later, he received a response, and immediately replied.

Amy watched silently, hearing the second ping as Derek received a reply. She tried to read Derek’s face, which seemed to convey disappointment. “So, no good then?” At that moment, she realized how much she was hoping to have an opportunity to spend more time with Derek.

“No no! That is not it. Emma would very much like to meet you. But her schedule is very busy.” Derek informed her, appearing crestfallen.

Amy touched Derek’s forearm briefly. “That’s okay. I really appreciate you trying. I think it’s very sweet.” She forced a reassuring smile.

Derek nodded. “Emma did invite us all for lunch today. But I realize you are just beginning your vacation and probably have set plans already, She has appointments this afternoon and most of the week afterward, otherwise she would be happy to host you another day.” He paused, waiting for Amy to react.

Amy felt a warm rush of excitement flowing through her. Perhaps she would not have to say goodbye to this gorgeous new friend so soon after all. A decision formed in her mind: Game on! Clearing her throat she smiled. “Are you always this forgetful, Derek? I just finished explaining how wonderfully flexible I can be, in the right situation. Don’t you find this coincidence just a little bit intriguing?”

Derek flushed further. “Please forgive me, my new friend. At the moment, I can think of nothing else but your situational flexibility. Shall I inform Emma that she will have lunch guests today? We will have ample time to arrive there by midday.”

“Well then, yes. Absolutely. Please tell Emma I am very much looking forward to meeting her.”

Derek nodded with a smile and sent a brief text. He then raised his champagne. “A toast: To exploring your flexibility!”

Amy clinked glasses with Derek again. “To exploring our flexibility. I know we just met, but why do I get the feeling that you know more than you are telling me, Derek?”

The plane took off, and the loud whine of the engines made it impossible for Michael to hear anything Amy and Derek were saying. They continued a lively conversation all the way through the meal service, then they all turned in for a few hours of sleep. 


Chapter II

They landed at Brandenburg International ahead of schedule. Amy leaned over and said to Michael, “Emma’s friend is giving us a ride.” At the end of the jetway a very beautiful woman in a suit approached them. She kissed Derek warmly on both cheeks, and then proceeded to do the same with Amy, and then Michael.

“I am Elsa. Welcome to Berlin. This way, please,”

They followed Elsa through Brandenburg to passport control, surprised that they cut the entire line and went through a VIP lane in seconds.

“This way to the arrivals lounge. You may shower and find a light breakfast if you wish. You will be joining Mistress Emma for lunch at Her villa, later on,” Elsa said to Amy pleasantly.

Michael followed Derek into the men’s shower locker area, suddenly panicked by the reality of seeing the man who just flirted with his wife for six hours pull all his clothes off unabashedly right in front of him. He truly was built like an Adonis. And he was hung like a fucking horse. Michael wanted to run away.

Standing naked in front of Michael, Derek put his foot up on the bench. He calmly pointed to the open locker. “You can just throw your clothes in with mine, Michael. I’ll wait.”

“Oh okay, thanks, Michael murmured, pulling off his pants and shirt, dreading the next step with every fiber of his being. Fuck. Derek wasn’t going anywhere. Oh well... He pulled off his underwear, feeling his tiny cock wiggling around in the cooler air. Entirely humiliating.

Derek seemed not to notice Michael’s small genitalia. “I really enjoyed Amy’s company on the flight. She is an amazing and exciting woman. I am very drawn to her actually. I hope you don’t mind hearing this, but Amy already accepted my invitation to escort her to some private art galleries in and near Berlin. She assured me several times that you would have no problem with me taking her. I really admire you for that, Michael. It shows your character to accept your wife’s desire to be taken by someone else for an experience you cannot give her.”

Michael gulped. “Yeah, no it’s all good. You two seemed to really hit it off, with the whole artwork thing. I don’t know anything about art.” What the fuck was he saying? Shouldn’t he be telling this guy to stay away from his wife?! Michael realized they were talking about a lot more than art appreciation.

Derek processed Michael’s response for a moment, then pressed further. “Interesting that you do not share her passion for art. I felt a connection with her immediately. You would call this having chemistry I believe. She is a very passionate woman. But she needs someone to lead her into a deeper experience in order to actually feel that passion and connect with it. I offered to help her in any way that I can, and she is very interested. Amy told me that you actually pointed me out to her, and also that you refused to sit next to her in hopes that I would happen to be assigned that seat. So, it is you who brought me to meet your wife. And now, you have my word that I will do everything in my power to make sure she has a very pleasurable vacation. I just wanted you to hear that directly from me, to avoid any... confusion... later on. That would be unfair to Amy. Towels are in the back.”  

Michael watched Derek stride confidently into the showers. What the fuck just happened? He had to be talking about artwork, right? 

A short while later, Elsa was driving the three travelers through the streets of Berlin. Amy sat in the middle, her thigh pressed against Derek’s as the car bumped and swerved. The two of them chattered intensely about contemporary art while Michael gazed out the window. At one point, Michael noticed Elsa watching him in the rear-view mirror as Derek kept Amy entirely engaged, leaving him out of the conversation entirely. Elsa winked and blew him a kiss, then slowly ran the tip of her tongue across her lips without even a trace of a smile. Seductive and terrifying at the same time. 

Derek placed a hand on Amy’s thigh as he pointed to a tall metal and glass office building. It was a strikingly beautiful architectural design. “Amy look! That is the world headquarters of The Society for the Advancement of Women. It is an excellent architectural design in my opinion. What do you think?” He let his hand linger on her thigh, then moved his arm politely around her shoulder so she could lean in against him for a better look.

Amy gasped. “Their headquarters? That’s so cool. It’s beautiful! I would love to go inside.”

Michael watched Amy and Derek, then found Elsa watching him in the rear-view mirror again, giving him a smoldering look. He felt his cock stirring. He feigned interest in Amy’s excited explanation of The Society for the Advancement of Women and forced a polite smile as Derek explained the Society’s many accomplishments for Women’s causes over the years. Great. Another fucking thing he has in common with Amy.

Elsa spoke to Amy, a pleasant smile on her lips. Her voice had a deep, rich alto tone to it. “Amy, I gather your husband has less interest in Society than you do,”

Amy chuckled. “Yes Elsa, I believe you are right about that.”

“Some males are better kept at home, while the Woman explores,” Elsa added pleasantly.

“Yeah that sounds like Michael all right. Quite the homebody!” Amy laughed, giving Michael a quick glance, somewhat puzzled by Elsa’s choice of words.

Elsa’s brow furrowed for a moment. “Forgive me Amy. What is the homebody?”

“Oh, sorry Elsa. That is somebody who loves to stay at home,” Amy replied.

“Ah. Very nice. Your husband is the homebody. Very nice indeed. Here, we call this male die Hausmädchen.” Elsa smiled.

“Oh, nice...” Amy replied politely, having no idea what Elsa said.

Before long they were beyond the city and zooming through beautiful countryside. They made their way through a pair of tall gates and headed up a long-wooded driveway. As they reached the courtyard of a beautiful old hillside villa, Elsa softly announced, “Amy, Derek will escort you inside to meet with Mistress Emma. Michael, I wonder if you would be willing to stay behind, to serve?”

Michael blinked in confusion. “I’m sorry, what?”

Elsa’s full lips curled into a slight smile. “My English is not perfect. You will serve as a valet. For the luggage. Then you will dine.”

Michael cleared his throat and blurted out. “Oh, yes – yeah sure. I’d be happy to,” He looked at Amy and they both shrugged.

Derek opened the door and stepped lightly to his feet, then helped Amy out of the car. He kept his arm around her waist when she stood, propelling her attentively across the gravel courtyard. Michael started sliding across the seat too, but Elsa stopped him, telling him to close the door. Immediately after, he heard Elsa lock all the doors. As they drove off Michael saw Amy laugh, tossing her hair back, not making any effort to remove Derek’s possessive arm from her waist.

Elsa chuckled. “You stay.”

The car moved to the servants entrance on the side of the house. Elsa turned and smiled at Michael, the way one might smile after making the checkmate move in a game of chess. “You will wait here.”

Michael watched Elsa stroll through the servants entrance and disappear. A few minutes later she reappeared, ushering him inside. She marched him into a large country kitchen area where two stunningly gorgeous maids stood side by side. They wore matching sexy black maids uniforms. Low cut, tight minidress with puffy white ruffles underneath. Stockings with garters. and stiletto heels. Wow...

“Um, can I get the luggage now, Elsa?”

Elsa calmly said something in German which caused the maids to laugh, but he only made out Derek’s name. One of the maids stepped out of the lineup, eyeing him seductively as she strolled right up and stroked his cheek softly. She then circled Michael slowly, wrapping her arm around his neck as she did. Pulling him in close against her, she whispered in his ear, “Drei wochen? Mmmmmm... nein... Drei monate lang,”

Michael laughed nervously. “Um thanks but I don’t know what you’re saying. Elsa? What is she saying?” 

Elsa chuckled and handed him the car keys, ignoring his question. “Time to fetch Your luggage. The girls here will show you where to bring everything. Do exactly as they say, Michael,”

Michael brought all of their bags into the kitchen area. One of the sexy maids took the car keys from him. Another strolled to the door and locked it, smiling wickedly. Elsa was nowhere to be found. He cleared his throat and said, “Okay ladies, where to?”

One of the maids pointed to the largest suitcase. “Die Frau?”

“Frau? Oh, like wife? Yes! Die Frau!” Michael replied.

She pointed to another one. “und... die Frau?”

The maids had Michael sort all their luggage in the kitchen, separating Amy’s from his. One of the maids gave him a long, soulful hug, pressing her soft breasts fully against him. “Welcome to Mistress Emma’s domain. I am Sophie, and this is Gretchen. Mistress commands that we service you in any way you need. Mistress Emma expects the guests to comply with all house rules and customs. I hope you do not mind my poor English, but I want for you to obey all my words.”

“Mind? No of course not. Oh, I am Michael, by the way,” He gently placed his arms around Sophie’s waist for a return hug, inhaling her perfume. Sophie’s glistening lips were just a tantalizing few centimeters away.

Behind him, Gretchen softly warned, “Nein... nein… nein,” she moved his hands back down to his side, holding them there for a few long seconds for emphasis.

Sophie hugged Michael even tighter and sighed softly, moving her lips against his right ear. “Mmmm is Michael the naughty boy? Gretchen saves you from the punishment.” She paused to place a long soft kiss on his earlobe, flicking it with her tongue as she whispered, “You are not allowed to touch us... anywhere... for any reason... ever. But, we may make the touching on you, as we wish.” Her right hand snaked around behind his neck, stroking lightly up and down. “Will you like to obey my rules?”

“Y-yes Sophie, I will like to obey your rules. And I am very sorry for touching you. I did not know...” Michael was so flustered he did not bother correcting his own grammar.

Sophie smiled. “Very good. Then I will make the rules for you to learn obedience. So I make a rule: You are not to disturb Mistress Emma having the lunch with die Frau until I give you permission. I want to keep you for the current time. Do you think die Frau is missing you?”

Michael gulped. “Well, no, I do not think Amy would even notice if I did not show up.” He probably should not have said that, but he was struggling with a lot of conflicting feelings.

Sophie never released Michael from her sensual hug, well aware of the effect she was having on him. “Is it getting hard?”

Michael blushed with embarrassment, “Y-Yes. Sophie forgive me... you are just very gorgeous and I... well I am not allowed to push you away, am I?”

Sophie grinned. “No, my English maybe is a bit confusing. I ask if it is hard to watch Derek with your wife. Seeing the attraction between them? Elsa sees this very... very... clearly,” Sophie kissed his cheek softly and whispered, “It is okay, I understand. I will keep you busy to care for Amy’s luggage while she enjoys her lunch.”

Gretchen instructed Michael to pick up all of Amy’s bags and follow Sophie up the back stairs. His arms were straining to carry all three pieces of Amy’s luggage up the narrow staircase. He found it impossible not to look up Sophie’s frilly white skirt, catching glimpses of her thong-clad ass right in front of his eyes. She purposely swayed her hips back and forth and moved very provocatively up the stairs. Behind him, Gretchen gasped in mock shock.

“Freche! Ungezogener junge!” Gretchen went on in German, causing Sophie to stop and turn around. She bent down so that her large breasts were practically falling out of her low cut uniform and squeezed Michaels mouth together with her hand until it formed a little rosette. Then she scolded him in German for a full minute before turning back around, arching her back a little more so that her ass was even closer to his face. Over her shoulder she purred, “Naughty, naughty boy... staring at my ass while carrying your wife’s baggage...”

“I’m sorry! I should not have looked I know it was rude.” Sophie just lifted her frilly skirt to reveal her perfectly formed ass, and then proceeded to walk up the remainder of the stairs even slower.

The maids led him to a bedroom door. “Oh wow! This is our room? It’s really nice,” Michael offered, trying anything to defuse the sexual tension he was feeling.

The maids said nothing but gave Michael a smoldering look as they gently pushed him into the room and locked the door behind them. 


Chapter III

Michael set Amy’s luggage down in the beautifully decorated bedroom, noting the huge four-poster bed. The maids instructed him to put away all of Amy’s clothes for her in the dresser and hang her things in the closet. It was clear they were having him use every drawer of the dresser for Amy’s clothes, which caught his attention. He politely asked, “So, I guess I should plan to live out of my suitcase in here? No problem – I can put it on the table.“

The maids ignored his question. Sophie took his hand and led Michael to the bed. “This bed is for your wife to enjoy. Do you think she will find it pleasing?”

Michael didn’t know enough German women to know if it was weird that she held his hand against her right hip with her own hand. It did not strike him as a time to practice folk dancing. He tactfully tried to pull it away, but she held it there firmly, turning to stand in front of him. When she reached back with her open left hand, it was clear she wanted him to take it. So, he did. No sense being rude, right?

Sophie moved Michael’s left hand to her left hip, slowly wiggling her ass backwards against him while sliding his hands to the front of her hips. “I made this bed myself... just for your wife... but I might have... how do you say it... I pushed my muscles?” Her fingers lightly stroked the backs of his hands, rewarding them for staying on her hips. And didn’t she just say that he couldn’t touch her?

“Um, do you mean, you pulled some muscles?” Michael offered helpfully, feeling his cock hardening.

“Yes! That’s it! I pulled my muscles... right here...” She pulled Michael’s arms around her waist, pushing his hands way down to her pubic mound. Immediately she began to work his fingers into her skin, prompting him to massage her there while she leaned against him.

“I shouldn’t be doing this,” Michael whispered. His hands were not listening to his voice.

Sophie said nothing. She just pressed his hands more firmly against her mound and sighed as she ground her ass against his growing erection.

“Wow. Okay, maybe I really should get downstairs to lunch... I think they are waiting for me,”

Just as Michael said that, he felt Gretchen press her body hard against his back, forcing him and Sophie in front of him against the bed, pinning Sophie’s thighs against it. He heard a soft, seductive voice in his ear.

“Sophie worked so hard to prepare this room for your lovely wife... So hard that she pulled muscles straining to make everything perfect for her. You aren’t going to be rude now, are you?” Gretchen admonished.

Michael gulped. “No... I... won’t be rude...” Just as he said that, Sophie lifted her frilly skirt up against her waist, and moved his hands back to her exposed panties.

His fingers felt warm satin and bare skin. Sophie sighed with pleasure and pushed Michael’s hands lower, forcing his fingers between her labia with a soft moan.

Behind him, Gretchen reached around and tugged the back of Sophie’s frilly skirt up to her waist. Sophie ground her ass hard against Michael’s crotch. Something very primal triggered deep within him. He thrust back. He let Sophie guide his fingers inside her panties. Suddenly his only purpose for existing was to give Sophie pleasure any way she wanted. She showed his fingers what she wanted, and they obeyed. Time stopped. All reason left his lust filled mind. Sophie’s sighs turned to moans, then to breathless whimpering.

Michael felt his belt being unbuckled and tugged free of his jeans, but he didn’t care anymore. He was lost in the rhythm of Sophie’s sexual pleasure.

Then, two things happened simultaneously, and everything changed.

Michael felt hands unzip his jeans and tug them - and then with his underwear down to his ankles in one decisive motion. And Sophie moved her feet outside his feet, spreading her legs wide as she let herself fall forward onto the bed, pulling him onto her back with a surprised “Ohh!!”

Michael felt Gretchen’s strong hands behind him, pushing his hips rhythmically against Sophie’s upturned ass, which never stopped wriggling. His naked, hard cock nestled deep within her ass cheeks.

Sophie whipped her head around at Michael and hissed, “What do you think you are doing? Get off of me, you animal!”

Michael’s eyes widened in shock. “What?! No Sophie, that wasn’t me! I was...” He turned but there was nobody behind him anymore. Oh shit.

Sophie’s eyes darkened. “So first you stare at my ass, and now you try to fuck it, right here in your wife’s bed?”

Oh shit, oh shit, oh shit... A cold chill swept through him and his mind went blank. He felt his cock softening quickly as he stepped away. “Sophie, I...”

Sophie’s voice softened. “There is an American expression... Never send a boy to do a man’s job, yes?”

“Yes,” Michael replied, confused.

Sophie sighed, making no effort to close her legs or raise her shoulders from the soft bedcovers. “A real man would know what to do with me like this. He would take charge... give me what I want without a second thought. But a boy like you needs the instructions from the Female. A boy like you wants teasing and training and punishment... Tell us what a naughty little boy you are. Tell us you need to be punished... or would you prefer that I interrupt the wife at lunch to tell her myself? Hmm?”

The color drained from Michael’s face. He had only one choice. “Sophie, I am so sorry... I need to be punished.”

“Yes, you do. But what are you? A real man, or a disobedient little boy?”

“I am a disobedient little boy,”

“Little boys need teasing... and training... and punishment... What are you?”

“I... I am a disobedient little boy,” Michael repeated numbly. He felt his own belt formed into a leash with a loop, being dropped over his head and snugged in around his neck. He felt it tighten firmly and watched the end of his new leash being placed in Sophie’s waiting hand, which projected from between her legs.

“Kneel for your punishment, little boy,” Sophie hissed.

Michael felt Gretchen pushing him to his knees, positioning his face behind Sophie’s bare ass. He felt Sophie tug his leash hard, forcing his face deep between her ass cheeks. From the corner of his eye, he saw Gretchen strolling behind him, tapping a long cane in her palm.

Michael yelped in surprise as the cane whistled and he felt sharp pain from the first blow. Searing stinging pain erupted on his left ass cheek.

“Silence. Take your punishment well, or we start again.”

Sophie’s most basic, earthy scent filled Michael’s nose as he struggled not to cry out. Sophie was choking him, but he did not dare complain, as the caning went on. After ten hard strokes on each ass cheek, the caning was over. Sophie released him. The two maids chuckled as he fell backward onto the floor gasping for air, tears streaming down his cheeks. His ass was on fire.

Sophie stood over Michael with an impassive look on her face. “You have done nothing to demonstrate a sincere effort of apology. Your insolence offends me deeply and will be addressed later. Get dressed, little boy, you are late for lunch with Mistress Emma...” She paused long enough to stroll casually to his side, pushing him flat on his back with her high heel before adding, “...Do be sure to say hello to your wife for me. Oh, and if you have any sense of what is good for you, You are going to tell everyone that you are feeling rather jet lagged and that you wish to rest for the afternoon after lunch. And do not even think about washing my scent from your face.”

They both strolled out of the room chuckling.

Several minutes later Michael headed downstairs, finding Amy, Derek and Mistress Emma seated comfortably around a table on a patio overlooking a sweeping lawn that sloped down to a small pond. Amy was speaking enthusiastically to Emma when he arrived.

“...this landlord was kind of a scum bag, so it felt sooo good to really work him down on the rent for my lease. It’s a really cool space - you guys should come and see it next time you’re in New York. Oh, hey baby! I was just telling Emma and Derek about my art gallery. Emma, this of course is Michael.”

Emma was stunningly gorgeous. Blonde hair and captivating dark brown eyes that just drew Michael in. She did not get up but extended the back of her hand to him for a kiss.

Michael complied, placing a brief kiss on her hand.

Amy giggled, watching. “I just love that, Emma. I wish we did that in the States.”

Emma smiled. “Well, you are not in the States now, are you?”

Amy laughed. “You are so right! Boys?” She playfully extended both of her hands, one up to Michael, and another to Derek.

Michael planted a nice kiss on her hand, making Amy smile.

Derek gave Amy’s hand a very long, slow sensual kiss, the whole time staring deeply into her eyes.

Emma smiled at Michael. “Come sit next to me, Michael. We can watch Amy swoon over Derek together.”

Amy just kept staring at Derek after he released her hand. “That was... amazing... Oh!” Amy’s phone pinged four times in a row. She quickly scanned the messages. “Oh my gosh Emma, how...?”

Emma picked up her glass of white wine and clinked Amy’s glass. “Welcome to My home.”

Amy turned to Michael excitedly. “So, get this! Emma invited us to stay here at her villa for our entire vacation! And, not only that. She and Derek are going to set up private tours of all the main galleries here, as well as other smaller ones in the region where some really important artists are showing their work. How awesome is that?! Emma you are amazing - thank you so much! Michael, isn’t this great? Look at this place!”

Michael noted Sophie and Gretchen strutting across the patio like runway models while his mind processes the fact that they weren’t leaving this place any time soon. His pulse quickened as he broke out in a cold sweat. Color drained from his face. Gretchen freshened everyone’s wine with practiced precision. Sophie carried a tray. Standing between Amy and Michael, she bent down and politely served Amy a plate of foie gras, explaining details of the dish. The whole time her ass was practically pressed in Michael’s face. She served him last, polite and professionally, while she trailed a finger up and down his neck in a way that Amy could not see. He was trembling uncontrollably by the time Sophie and Gretchen left.

Derek was watching Michael carefully the whole time. “Hey, I have a great idea. Why don’t we all take a drive up into the foothills, and do a little hiking? Picnic blanket, bottle of wine?”

Amy clapped her hands together. “That sounds wonderful!”

Emma smiled approvingly. “Make sure you take that trail to the beautiful overlook. I will have to pass, though. I am scheduled to be in Berlin this afternoon.”

Michael nervously cleared his throat, watching Sophie emerge again with a bottle of wine. She stood right next to him and poured a small tasting sip into his glass.

“Sir?”

“Oh right... thank you,” Hand shaking, Michael sniffed the wine, still smelling Sophie’s earthy ass-scent on his nose. “It’s delicious,” He whispered weakly.

Sophie smiled. “And how do you find the aroma, if you do not mind me asking, Sir? I have heard it is quite... compelling.”

“Delicious,” Michael felt a wave of panic and adrenaline flowing throughout his body.

Emma touched Michael’s arm as Sophie moved to refill Amy’s glass. “Michael, are you well? You look quite drawn.”

Michael cleared his throat. “Oh, well... I am really feeling that flight. I think I might be better off just resting here this afternoon,” Michael braced for Amy to jump right in with ten reasons why he should go, fresh air is good for him, and so on. But instead, Amy just said quickly, “Well if you want to rest, you should rest, Michael.”

Emma calmly instructed Sophie to prepare a room for Michael, then turned to Amy. “I will have the girls look in on him this afternoon. They will contact you if he feels worse, but it is probably just jet lag. Don’t worry. Enjoy the countryside with Derek. You are in very good hands.” She reached across Michael and gave Amy’s hand a squeeze, adding, and you can call me any time you want.”

Derek took the cue. “Okay then. Amy let’s go get hopelessly lost in the woods! Emma, we will be back for cocktails. Maybe.” He looked right at Michael and winked. They turned and walked away as Derek put his arm around Amy’s waist and she then rubbed his back as she looked up into his face from the side.

Emma and Michael watched them leave. Sophie and Gretchen returned to the table to clear the dishes. Then Emma spoke softly. “You are pushing Amy into Derek’s arms. It is more than a little obvious, Michael.”

All three women stared at him, waiting.

Michael flushed beet red and looked down at his plate. Words failed him as he swallowed dryly.

Emma put a hand on his arm. “It’s okay, really. In fact, I give you major points for putting her pleasure above your own. That is really important. And I commend you for trying chastity. You are three weeks now, correct?”

Michael’s eyes widened. “How did you know that?”

Emma smiled. “Those two had a very long flight together. Amy apparently just kind of brought it up in conversation. Along with your cuckolding fantasy, as long as we are sharing. Women have a different way of communicating than men do. So, you should take comfort in knowing that she is willing to bring your fantasies to life. Just go with it, and try not to muck it up, okay?”

Sophie spoke. “Mistress Emma, this one has already required punishment, and he is not jet lagged. He is, however, quite submissive.”

“Indeed! Well we must explore and develop that trait, and teach him how to be a perfect cuckold. Michael, I would like you to clean up the dishes so that the girls and I can make some preparations. Sophie, I want him wearing an apron the next time I see him,”


Chapter IV

Emma sat comfortably at the patio table while Sophie and Gretchen marched Michael into the kitchen.

Gretchen smiled at him. “Let’s get you a nice, pretty apron while you think about Derek’s hands all over your beautiful wife. Come...”

Michael followed Gretchen into a dry pantry off the kitchen. He watched her select a full apron with pink flowers all over it, and lace trim around the edges.

“Put this on.”

Michael went to slip it over his head, but Gretchen stopped him. “Nein... This is all that you wear. Remove your clothing and put everything in this basket.”

He hesitated, causing Gretchen look at him sternly.  “If this naughty little boy does not want to be punished again, he will do what I say!”

Michael’s face reddened with humiliation as he undressed in front of Gretchen. She just burst out laughing when she saw his little cock. Humiliated, he quickly put the neck strap around his head, and tied the apron around his waist.

“Come,” Gretchen commanded, leading Michael back to the large kitchen. She spoke to Sophie in German, and Sophie giggled, nodding her head in agreement. Gretchen turned to Michael and inquired, “How long has the wife been cuckolding you, Michael? Please tell us she has been getting more than this little thing,” She lifted his apron, causing him to swat it back down.

Michael was beet red with humiliation. Looking down he replied, “N-never. We... She never...” A wave of emotion choked off further words.

Sophie came over to him with a wicked smile. “Keep the hands off the pretty apron... Now I will see...” Sophie lifted up Michael’s apron, and laughed heartily, pointing to his tiny manhood. “Die Frau is used to this little thing?! How does she wait so long to cuckold you? Do not worry, we take good care of you while die Frau experiences the pleasure of a real man...” Her hands wandered down to his exposed ass cheeks, still raw from the caning. Patting them gently, she strolled off, giving Gretchen a wink.

Gretchen spoke crisply as she walked Michael out to the patio. “You will look only at Mistress Emma’s feet. Nothing else. You keep the eyes down at all times. No speaking.”

Michael nodded, nervously following Gretchen across the patio.

Emma offered Gretchen a warm greeting, which Gretchen returned, before snapping her fingers at Michael.

“Why are you standing there? Look to this table!” Gretchen sighed in exasperation, returning to her conversation with Emma, as she was invited to sit down.

Michael, still standing, cleared off all the dishes from the table, suddenly not sure what to do. Should he just disappear to the kitchen, or wait to be dismissed?

“Kneel,” Emma’s soft voice commanded.

He sank to his knees, not even taking time to put the tray of dishes down.

“Turn.”

Michael did a 180-degree turn on the patio pavers, turning his bare ass to face Emma.

“Well done Gretchen. Your caning groups are improving,” Emma complimented. “So, do I even want to know why he required punishment?”

“He is very weak in self-control. Deep submissive traits are identified, yet not explored. I also sense a strong need to be humiliated. He offered no resistance to his, er, uniform,” Gretchen chuckled.

“Good initial analysis. I support your observations and actions. His wife is truly charming but she has absolutely no idea what to do with this one here,” The two women shared a laugh.

Gretchen carefully inquired, “Mistress if it pleases, are they here for the couples coursework, or is she doing the pleasure slave training course? Sophie and I see her with Derek.”

Emma laughed. “Very good question, Gretchen! I call it a fluid situation right now. Derek just met them on his flight home. His training kicked in immediately, so he invited them here. We will work in small steps. I just texted him approval to commence seduction protocols this afternoon. I will make a further judgement later today based on Amy’s response.”

“Of course, Mistress Emma, thank You.”

Emma smiled warmly, then turned to Michael with a piercing look. “I will have more wine, boy. Gretchen, there is more you are not saying. Why did you ask about them?”

Gretchen glanced at Michael, then looked down to her lap. “I do not wish to break protocols.”

“Speak freely, My dear,” Emma assured Her.

Gretchen nodded in appreciation. “Well, as You know, Sophie has a research project due soon, and her initial test subject is no longer available. She did not want to impose in any way but wondered...” Her eyes just shifted to Michael.

“Oh yes, Sophie’s initial test subject did not fare so well under the rigors of her... shall we say vigorous training program? Nonetheless, Sophie can produce impressive results with her rather extreme methods. So?”

“Well Sophie wants to research Michael here, if You permit Her to do so.”

Emma nodded thoughtfully. “Why Michael?”

Gretchen was ready for the question. “He is weak and very submissive. He needs to be tortured and humiliated with his own sexual need for inferiority. I can sense it so clearly. He responded to Sophie’s exploratory teases immediately. Like a starving dog being offered a morsel of food. This needs to be reinforced upon him in order to develop into his naturally submissive self.”

“I see. Okay. I will place Sophie in charge of Michael’s care for the rest of the day, and she may continue with exploratories. But no teasing beyond Level 3 for now, understood? Nothing more intense until I can discuss things with Amy later on. You may go Gretchen and thank you for keeping a close eye on Sophie. As her Senior Advisor, you know how she gets when she wants something.”

Gretchen stood, beaming. “Yes, Mistress Emma. Thank You. Sophie will be thrilled. And... does this include slave training exploratory work as well?”

Emma smiled mischievously. “Gretchen, I believe I just directed you to continue with exploratories, and I trust you will not bore me with details. I want a full report from you in my inbox by dinner this evening.”

Gretchen flushed with excitement, reading Emma’s reply perfectly. “Yes, Mistress Emma. Come along, boy.”. Mistress Emma returned her attention to the sipping last of her wine at the table, completely ignoring the departing presence of Michael.

Michael followed Gretchen back into the kitchen, where Sophie awaited holding elbow length pink rubber gloves. He put the plastic tub of dirty dishes next to the sink, taking the gloves from Sophie.

Gretchen said a few words to Sophie in German, and Sophie’s eyes lit up. The two women engaged in a spirited conversation for a few minutes. Gretchen seemed to be warning Sophie repeatedly, while Sophie’s enthusiasm just kept growing more apparent. After a few minutes, Sophie gave Gretchen a long, grateful hug. Then, Sophie turned to Michael with a predatory look.

Sophie strolled over to Michael and ripped the pink gloves out of his hands, slapping him playfully across both cheeks with them. She pushed him up against the sink, turned around, and leaned slowly back against him. “Give me the pretty maid arms, and remember the no touching.”

Michael gulped, extending his arms straight out. He heard Gretchen warning Sophie about something, which Sophie appeared to ignore. Instead, she brought her arms down outside his own, pressing them in against her sides and her breasts. He let Sophie work the pink gloves on, surprised to learn that they went all the way up to his armpits when fully unfolded.

Michael spent the next half-hour washing and drying dishes while Gretchen and Sophie ignored him and sat at the large farm table chatting in German. He noted Sophie texting at several breaks in their conversation. His thoughts kept turning to Amy with Derek, imagining them twirling around and then tumbling onto a picnic blanket on some hillside like the fucking Sound of Music. His cock twitched even as he wondered if this was moving too fast?

Gretchen came up behind him, placing her hands on his bare hips. “Good work boy... Now you come with us to...”

Just then the sound of Gretchen’s phone ringing filled the kitchen. Gretchen listened intently, a look of concern and exasperation growing on her face. She spoke to the person in German, then hung up with a deep sigh. Sophie sat at the table innocently nodding her head in concern as Gretchen explained apologetically to her that there was now something she needed to do urgently, and that she would have to leave Michael in Sophie’s exclusive care.

Gretchen sighed, nodding her head in appreciation as Sophie confirmed her willingness to cover for her. Gretchen turned to Michael and spoke sternly to him. “You stay close to Sophie. Do everything Sophie tells to do. Yes? I must go to town to see to some urgent administrative matters and will return as soon as possible. Until then, you are in Sophie’s charge.” Gretchen looked at Sophie with a warning finger and said, “Stufe 3.”

Sophie rolled her eyes dismissively as soon as Gretchen walked by. Then with a wicked smile, Sophie stood and leaned against the farm table. “Gretchen says you stay close to Sophie...” Sophie patted the chair next to her.

Michael took off the pink rubber gloves, pulled a chair out and sat down at the table next to where Sophie stood. He looked up at her expectantly. She leaned back, resting her hands on the table.

“Stand up,” Sophie gently instructed.

Michael stood, watching Sophie cock her head to the side slightly as she observed him.

“Sit.” She instructed with a tone of gentle authority evident in her voice.

He sat.

Sophie smiled. “You are obedient. You like to follow orders from the Superior Female. This is very sexy,”

“Well, I just...“

“Fetch a glass of water.” Sophie commanded, with an amused smile.

Michael obediently complied, returning with a glass of water which he held out for her. His cock was stirring again under the apron.

“Sit.” Sophie gently commanded, adding, “... And present that glass of water to me like an offering to a Goddess. Make Goddess Sophie believe that you have waited for your life to do this,” Sophie traced a finger along Her plunging neckline. She crossed Her legs and gazed down at him imperiously.

Michael gulped, and held up the glass with two hands. “I um... Goddess Sophie, please accept this gift...“

“Pathetic. Who dares to make the offering to Goddess Sophie standing in front of her chair?”

Michael’s pulse quickened. He knelt down on the kitchen floor, sat on his heels and held the glass up over his head. Lowering his eyes to the floor, he whispered, “Please Goddess Sophie... please accept my humble offering...” He felt Sophie’s fingers lightly stroking his hands, his fingers.

“You dare to wear jewelry from another in my presence! I will have this first.” Sophie replied, sounding angry, her fingers lightly stroking the wedding ring on Michael’s finger.

Michael swallowed. Sophie was getting into this role play. And so was he. Putting the glass down on the floor, he worked the wedding ring off, and held it up in his hands, keeping his head bowed. What the hell was he doing?!! He felt Sophie’s teasing fingers circling the ring in his upturned palm.

“Such trinkets have no value to Goddess Sophie. Beg me to take this from you... this symbol of a lifestyle you are not worthy to have... see yourself as My slave,” Sophie’s voice was soft but authoritative.

Michael begged. And begged. Sophie just kept stroking his wrists, hands and fingers as if challenging him to say ‘Enough!’. But he let her tease and taunt him. He finally felt her fingers slowly slide across his palm, picking up the ring from his outstretched fingers with a seductive chuckle.

Michael needed to see what she intended to do with his wedding ring. He looked up to see her examining the ring with a smile.

Sophie turned to him and snapped, “Eyes down, worthless slave!”

Holy shit. This role play wasn’t over yet. Michael sank down to the floor and lowered his head. He held up the water glass once again over his head.

“How dare you, slave. Where is your collar? No slave exists in the presence of Goddess Sophie without a slave collar. Do not move, worthless slave.” Sophie pushed Michael’s forehead to the floor with her shoe.

“Is this really necessary, Sophie?” His heart raced as Sophie took her time strolling to a cupboard. He heard a drawer slide open and closed. He could not think straight. Arousal and panic flowed together, freezing him in place on the floor. He wouldn’t mind feeling a leather collar buckled around his neck right now, he mused, this was just harmless role play... He listened to Sophie strolling slowly back over to him. Then he felt cold steel against the front of his neck, lifting his chin. Before he could react, he felt Sophie closing the massive collar around his neck with a decisive click. It was very heavy and very wide, and very snug around his neck. He looked up at her in surprise.

“Eyes down, slave,” Sophie commanded, gently running her fingers through Michael’s hair. “The worthless slave exists to please Goddess Sophie. Repeat.”

Michael was becoming scared. His voice was a whisper. “Sophie, um... The worthless slave exists to please Goddess Sophie,” What was he doing?! He should just pull off the collar and end this little game before it went any further. But he had never been so turned on. Sophie seemed to sense how far he had dropped into subspace. And he was finding it very difficult to find words to break her spell. He felt her take the water glass out of his hands.

Sophie pointed to the chair. “Sit.”

Michael obeyed like a trained dog, causing Sophie to smile.

“Sit on the hands. Under the thighs.”

He obeyed again, feeling more vulnerable this way.

Sophie turned sideways and slowly sat down in his lap, her luscious body pressing up against his. She snaked an arm around his neck, moving her breasts to his face. Her other hand stroked along her breast. She purred, “Die Frau returns soon, yes?”

“Amy? Uh... yes,”

“Slave must be ready for sex. Die Frau, she likes the sex, yes?”

“Y-Yes...” Michael watched Sophie’s fingers dip down inside her uniform, emerging with a little pill.

“Tongue.”

Michael thought of a thousand reasons not to open his mouth. But he did it anyway, feeling Sophie put the little pill on his tongue.

“Swallow, slave.” Sophie gently commanded, holding the water glass right up against her breasts so Michael had to push his face into them slightly to drink.

Spellbound, he drank the water and swallowed the pill. Only then did he nervously whisper, “What was that, Sophie? Viagra? Cialis or something?”

Sophie smiled wickedly, “Mmmm yes... it is the sex pill. Very nice. You will see, worthless slave. But I am pleased with your obedience. Now, pick up the luggage and follow me.” Sophie stood up and strolled out of the kitchen.

Michael’s head was spinning. He gathered up his own bags and hurried after Sophie down a long, narrow corridor lined with doors on both sides. His eyes were riveted on her perfect ass as she strolled down the corridor, trailing her fingers along each wall. Sophie unlocked the very last door on the right and ushered him inside with a slight smile.

Michael shuffled into the room and froze. In the center of the small room was a menacing-looking exam chair. Along each side of it, six life-like robotic arms pointed straight up. The shiny black humanoid arms looked incredibly real. On the seat of the exam chair was a shiny black glove. He heard the door close and lock behind him.

“Place the luggage by the wall for Goddess Sophie, slave boy.” Sophie gently commanded, pointing to the exam chair.

“Sophie, what is that?” Michael asked nervously. He felt his face flushing hotly, and his sinuses popped and cleared. He could suddenly smell Sophie’s perfume much better. And her skin too. How was that possible? His cock jumped and thickened, pushing his apron out like a tent.

Sophie just laughed. “You are so adorable. You like playing my slave. Too bad die Frau will come back so soon to spoil my fun. You need to go meet her now, yes?” Sophie cooed seductively.

He could smell Sophie’s salty-sweet skin like his face was pressed against it. Michael’s cock was now like an iron bar. Sophie’s sex appeal was overwhelming. His mind filled with very sexual thoughts, but he blurted out, “Well no... Amy went hiking with Derek for the afternoon...” Didn’t Sophie already know that?

Sophie gasped in mock surprise. “You told me she would he here very soon! Ohhhh, you are a very, VERY naughty boy!! Why did you take the sex pill?  Do you think it was for having the sex with me?” Nein... Nein... nein... you must masturbate. Hurry! You wear the glove for the lubricate! Hurry!” Sophie pushed him onto the exam chair, handing him the black glove.

“What?! Sophie, why...”

Sophie leaned down to his face and kissed him softly on the lips. “You don’t have much time, slave boy...” She hooked a finger in the ring at the front of his collar and pulled his mouth against hers more fully.

Michael was completely lost in Sophie’s long, wet kiss. He lunged forward when she pulled away, desperate to taste her lips again. But Sophie insisted that he had to jerk off until he came, and quickly, before the sex pill kicked in. So, he pulled on the weird looking glove, and started stroking his rock hard cock. This would not take long, after that kiss...

He stroked quickly right to the edge, feeling that intense pleasure point right at the trigger. But he could not make himself go past the trigger point into orgasm. Maybe he was too distracted by Goddess Sophie....

He kept trying, breathless now. But something was wrong. His brain could not understand it. His body was trembling with sexual need. If an orgasm sequence could be described as a length of movie film, with individual frames, then at some point, the film clicks over the frame that triggers orgasm. But it felt like each time he reached that point, there were suddenly a hundred more frames inserted before he could reach the trigger frame, and he just stayed on the edge.

Somewhere several thousand miles away, a computer monitor flashed to life, and streams of computer code began to scroll down the screen.

A few moments later, Emma received a text from Princess Miko in Japan, and smiled.

Sophie leaned down and whispered, “Do Not stop, slave boy... Goddess Sophie wants to see you cum.”

“Sophie, I can’t do it! Something is not right!” Michael whined, his hand pumping furiously.

“Let me help...” Sophie strolled to a tablet on the wall and touched it.

Immediately, all twelve arms came to life, grasping Michael’s legs, shoulders and arms, pulling him back into the exam chair and restraining him. He opened his mouth to scream but one of the hands quickly clamped over his mouth, forcing his head to the table.

Sophie watched Michael squirm helplessly for a moment, then strolled up to his head. “Why did you stop?” She asked innocently, tracing circles around his nipples. “Ohhhhh... I see... you rather restraints? I like that... very much.

‘“Nmmmphh!” He fought with all his strength to pull his wrists free. Useless.

“Mmmm... slave boy tries to tease his Goddess by squirming. Let’s try something else...” Sophie went to the tablet and touched it a few times. One of the hands moved down to his hard cock and began stroking it, exactly like he had been doing.

Sophie came back and straddled his chest, her ass right in front of his face. “Don’t worry, slave boy, Goddess Sophie is to stay very close...” She slid up so that his nose was right in the crack of her ass. Michael inhaled her scent and nearly went wild with lust. He had to taste her! He had to fuck Her right now! But he could not move at all. The robot hand brought him right to the edge of orgasm so quickly that he screamed into the hand still covering his mouth.

Sophie leaned back and smothered him for a few moments, making him struggle to inhale lungfulls of her pheromones. After just a few minutes of this treatment, tears formed in his eyes. He sobbed and begged Sophie to make the hand stop. To let him up.

But Sophie just climbed off him with a wicked smile, patted his cheek, and left without saying a word, locking the door behind her.

In her Japanese mansion thousands of miles away, Princess Miko calmly watched the monitor in front of Her. The male was struggling with all his might to escape Her robotic hands but was helpless. She smiled wickedly, zooming in on his face for a moment before zooming back out. She pulled on a pair of long black gloves and said, “Hand three, manual. Activate...”

She rolled Her chair closer to the silicone “body” model in Her control room, and stroked Michael’s cock very slowly up and down.

Michael felt the tempo of the stroking change. The hand was stroking him slowly from base to tip and back. His cock became more and more sensitive to this soft gentle stroking, as the robotic fingers brought him closer and closer to a powerful orgasm. He strained his hips up to try to get more sensation but could not. The teasing continued at a maddeningly slow pace. Every so often the hand would pump up and down rapidly, and Michael would think he was going over the edge, but he never did. The fingers lightly tapped the most sensitive spots just enough to leave him twitching and moaning.

Princess Miko chuckled, then calmly issued instructions to Her Female minions all over the world. “Maya and Sandra, sensory deprivation please. Rishi... let’s hear him scream. Go to breath play on his throat and be aggressive about it. I want him scared, ladies. Very scared. Leg team, on my signal, I want him spread wide. And would someone please take off that silly apron?” Rounds of laughter and acknowledgement filled the conference bridge.

Michael was beginning to feel really desperate. Why was Sophie doing this to him? And how could a robotic hand be so perfectly skilled? He felt hands loosen their grip on his head and stroke his hair gently. The hand over his mouth slowly loosened its grip, its fingers gently stroking his chin.

Hands moved from his hair and covered his eyes, the thumbs firmly sealing his ears. In seconds he could not see or hear anything. He called out for help. He screamed. Then he felt other hands stroking his cheek, sliding gently down and tracing light circles on his neck. The soft touches sent chills of pleasure throughout his body despite his panicked state.

The hand stroking him never stopped and was joined by another one which stroked and cupped his balls. It was intensely pleasurable and terrifying at the same time. Then he felt hands closing slowly around his throat. He instinctively tried to bring his hands up but they were tightly restrained at his sides.

“Wait... No! Please no! Help! Somebody help me... agggghhh!” The hands closed so tightly on Michael’s throat that he could not breathe. He could not fight back. Full on panic and terror gripped him. He could not even scream. And still the skillful fingers kept stroking him to the point of madness. He felt the hands holding his ankles and calves release. He instinctively thrashed and kicked helplessly for a few seconds, before the powerful hands just reached in and easily grabbed his legs, spreading them very wide.

Princess Miko cooed into Her microphone, “Mmmm... let’s make you squirm now. Hand four, manual. Activate. More laughter on the conference line.

Michael felt the hands on his throat loosen slightly and he gasped for air. Then they closed down tightly again. This continued, leaving him in a constant state of panic. He felt a finger sliding into his asshole and writhed from side to side trying to prevent it. But the finger just slid in and out, soon joined by a second, and eventually a third.  Other hands reached under him and gently untied his apron. The hands worked together to lift the apron off over his head, leaving him totally naked.

Princess Miko smiled broadly as She stretched the helpless male’s asshole. Then She calmly spoke into Her microphone. “Shock collar. Shock level, three. Perimeter field, Table dimensions. Activate. Okay ladies, this is the part I love. On my count, all hands off.

Michael winced in pain as the robotic hand vigorously worked three fingers around in his ass. Then, all of a sudden, the hands released him, and pointed straight up again. He gathered his wits and slid down to the end of the table. He jumped onto the floor, his mind trying to plan an escape. Immediately he felt searing stabs of pain in his neck. He yelped and clawed at the heavy steel collar, finding it perfectly smooth all the way around. No dangling lock to grab. Not even a keyhole. But it was definitely locked around his neck.

He lunged for the door, realizing it was locked as jolt after painful jolt of electricity coursed into his neck. Panic gripped him as the pulsing shocks continued. Heart pounding, he looked back at the chair. All of the hands were beckoning him back to the table with their index fingers. He screamed and pounded on the door, “Please! Let me out of here!”

He felt the intensity of the shocks increase. “No... please, no...” But he knew what he had to do. Sobbing, he went back to the chair and knelt on the floor, putting only his head and neck on the seat. The shocks stopped, and he heaved a sigh of relief. But they started again a few seconds later. The hands were beckoning him further onto the table in order to make the shocks stop. Eventually he had no choice but to lay down on his back again just as he was before, just to stop the shocks. 

Princess Miko licked Her lips. “Welcome back, boy. Did you miss us? Mmmm... that was just the warmup. Let’s get more serious now. Shock Collar. Shock level nine. Perimeter field, zero radius. Activate.” Several gasps could be heard on the conference bridge.


Chapter V

Amy was smiling broadly as Derek showed her into the large, sunlit country kitchen. A hand-crafted table with a wood plank top occupied the middle of the room. Matching wooden chairs surrounded it. On the far wall was a large cast iron stove, flanked by hanging steel racks on which were hung all sizes of pots and pans. The room was open and airy, with walls painted a light beige and a deep red terra cotta tile floor. Entirely functional, yet elegant. “Oh’ This is sooo pretty! I love this kitchen!”

She noticed the beautiful maid entering the kitchen. “Hi! I remember you from lunch! Wow you are just gorgeous!”

“Hello, I am Sophie.” She moved to Amy and gave her a long hug. “You are the beautiful. If I can do anything to make the stay more pleasure for you, please say to me,”

“Thank you, Sophie, that is so sweet.” Amy smiled politely at Sophie’s semi-mastery of English.

Sophie inquired politely, “Have you enjoyed outdoors today?”

“Yes! We had a wonderful time. There’s this meadow with an overlook... Just spectacular. Derek was the consummate field guide,” Amy laughed, flashing him a smile.

Sophie’s brow furrowed slightly as she appeared to struggle with Amy’s English. Touching Amy’s arm lightly she inquired, “Forgive, but this word I do not know. Con...”

Amy apologized. “Oh sorry, um Derek was very, very attentive and interesting.”

Sophie smiled innocently. “Ah. Yes, Derek is... capturing you, yes?”

Amy blushed. “Well, yeah something like that. Derek is very captivating,”

Sophie nodded. “Amy, Mistress Emma invited you to join Her for tea in the parlor, if you wish,”

Amy’s eyes lit up, and she gushed, “Oh that sounds wonderful! I would love a nice strong cup of tea right now. This one was trying to get me drunk I think,” She jerked a finger toward Derek next to her. Everyone laughed.

Sophie stepped toward Amy and took both her hands. “Amy, I am taking good care of Michael. He rests for the time being... exhausted? He wishes not to be disturbed, but do you need me to wake him, I will take you,” She blinked innocently.

Amy sucked in her breath. “Oh right! Michael! I almost forgot... thank you so much. No, let’s let him rest as long as he wants. He worked really hard the last few days getting us packed and ready,”

Sophie nodded her understanding and squeezed Amy’s hands for emphasis. “As you wish. I keep him for the night. I make certain he gets what he needs, yes?”

“Yes. I mean thank you Sophie.” Amy replied, slightly puzzled by Sophie’s comment.

Sophie smiled at Amy, then pointed a finger at Derek. “And you go to bathe now. You smell like the farm animal. Please, Amy, after you,”

Sophie smiled innocently and showed Amy to the parlor where Emma waited for her. Then Sophie went back to the kitchen, put a kettle on the stove, and set up two teapots on a tray. The first one was for Mistress Emma’s favorite afternoon tea. In the second one, she scooped in several generous spoons of the special spiced Aphrodisiac blend of Indian tea for Amy. The blend of spices had a pleasantly powerful effect on the female libido.

Emma stood and greeted Amy in the sumptuous parlor with a warm hug. “How was your afternoon?”

“So nice. Derek seems to know something about everything!” Amy laughed.

“Indeed. At least he thinks he does. Please, have a seat with me,” Emma replied, silently noting how Derek was the first thought on Amy’s mind. Before Michael. Before describing the natural beauty of the landscape. Emma patted the sofa next to her.

Emma gazed at Amy for a moment. “You truly are a very beautiful woman, Amy. I understand why Derek is developing a crush on you,”

Amy blinked in surprise. “Thank you, Emma but Derek? Nah... he’s just...” Amy’s thoughts trailed off somewhere.

Emma refocused Her. “It is quite a good thing, really. And nothing to feel ashamed about in my opinion. You two have a natural chemistry. It is obvious to me.”

Amy blushed a little. “I do enjoy Derek’s company, but that’s it. He knows that I am married, Emma. He was the perfect gentleman this afternoon. Well, almost perfect,” She blushed a little more.

“Go on. Anything you share stays between us girls, Amy.”

Amy nodded. “Well it’s nothing really. But he held my hand the entire afternoon. At first, I thought he was just being sweet and polite, helping me over the uneven terrain. But he would not let go of my hand. I don’t know... I didn’t let go of his hand either. I didn’t want to let go. And he knew it. He picked a beautiful spot in a meadow and set out a blanket, and we talked and laughed and drank wine for hours,”

Emma chuckled. “Sounds awful.”

Amy laughed. “It was fantastic. We were really connected you know? But I should have said no to the shoulder massage, Emma.”

“Why on earth would you do that? You were on a plane for six hours.”

Amy looked down. “It... got to me. I wanted more. I shouldn’t be telling you any of this. I know he would have stopped instantly if I told him to. But his hands... it was like he was reading my mind. Or my body. Or both,”

“But you did not tell him to stop. He was empowering you to enjoy his attentions. And it appears you did.” Emma observed.

“And I don’t know why. I am a married woman,” Amy said quietly. Somewhere in the back of her mind she recalled the advertisement on the plane, and the parade of women announcing they were empowered.

“A married woman with unfulfilled needs.” Emma said gently.

Amy’s eyes darkened with anger for a brief moment, but then softened. “Is it that obvious, Emma?”

“Kind of like a flashing billboard,” Emma took Amy’s hand and squeezed it.

Amy sighed. “Well I have to confess it’s fun - and a little exciting - to flirt with a guy like Derek, but I would never cheat on Michael. I could never do that to him, despite his open marriage fantasy.” Amy caught herself before she said anything more.

Emma patted Amy’s hand. “Men are naturally horrible communicators, aren’t they? Women are entirely superior in this respect.”

Amy laughed nervously. “That’s an understatement,”

Derek was too, before he received my training,” Emma offered easily.

“Your training.” Amy repeated, with interest.

“When Derek came to me, he was actually quite sad and lost with his life. As a handsome, alpha-male, a single billionaire, he had women constantly throwing themselves at him. But he needed something else. He adores women and has a strong need to please them in any way they want. He wanted to serve and please women just like a devoted slave,” Emma paused to let Amy absorb Her words. Then She continued, “As a result of my insight and education, Derek is now one of my most prized and well-trained bulls. My Society provided a more appropriate framework and language for his natural inclinations.”

Amy gasped quietly. “Sorry, did you say billionaire? And... what’s a bull?” Amy’s mind scrambled to catch up with Emma’s conversation. What Society was she talking about?”

Emma smiled. “Yes, Derek’s private art collection is one of the world’s best kept secrets. And a bull, My dear, is a male who understands that he exists to bring you sexual pleasure whenever you want... and however you want.”

Amy’s jaw dropped. “I never heard of such a thing. But Derek was such a gentleman today, Emma...” Her voice trailed off.

Emma smiled warmly. “I am certainly glad to hear that. He is trained to protect his submissive core.”

“Derek? Submissive? I just don’t see that,” Amy replied.

Emma patted her hand. “Exactly, Amy. Submissive males very quickly learn to suppress or ignore their true submissive sexual needs. Society as a whole can be quite unforgiving to such men. I see very submissive traits in Michael, if you do not mind the observation.”

Amy was a bit blown away. She saw gorgeous Sophie entering the room, carrying a tray.

Sophie smiled politely as she poured Amy some tea from one of the tea pots. “I bring to you special spiced tea, for the um... strong stimulation?

Amy chuckled. “Oh, you mean caffeine. Perfect - bring it on! I could use a jolt right about now - thank you Sophie,”

Sophie smiled innocently, filling Amy’s cup with the powerful aphrodisiac tea. “Sugar?”

Amy nodded. “One cube, please,” She watched Sophie stir in the sugar for her, then she took a sip. “Mmm, this tea is delicious, Sophie, really,” Amy took in the sight of beautiful Sophie in the very sexy maid uniform, and smiled, shaking her head. “Sophie, I should warn you about Michael. He has a thing for women who dress to thrill males. Make sure he behaves himself,”

Sophie smiled at the compliment. “Oh, he is so sweet. You think he likes the maid dress, yes? We see later. Some boys like this very much. He is... how is it said... very restrained for me.”

“Good, let’s keep it that way,” Amy laughed.

“Of course,” Sophie curtsied slightly and disappeared without a word.

Emma calmly watched Amy sipping the aphrodisiac tea. “It’s really quite empowering, having a male wrapped around your finger. I am sure you notice moments when Michael seems utterly willing to do your bidding,”

There was that word again: Empowering. Amy thought for a moment. “He loves to do the laundry. Like, all of it. He says he doesn’t want me to lift a finger. It’s a little weird if you ask me,”

“Why is this weird?” Emma inquired gently.

“Well I mean it’s just not my vision of the ideal guy. I love having help with the housework. But he’s my husband and it’s hard for me to get my head around it. I mean, I want a guy who can take charge in the bedroom too. Throw me down and ravage me, you know? I just can’t see him as that guy when he’s doing the laundry for me.”

“I understand completely. It can feel like having a fork in your hand when you really, really want a hot delicious bowl of soup.” Emma observed with a smile.

Amy laughed. “Yeah, that’s pretty accurate, Emma!”

“Let me guess at something, Amy. If it is too intimate then please feel no obligation to answer, but I simply want to offer help if I can. I imagine that Michael does not initiate sex. Instead, he waits for you to start things off somehow. Am I right?”

Amy looked at Emma with some surprise. “That’s exactly right, Emma.” She took a long sip of her tea.

“Okay. So maybe this was a lucky guess. May I continue?” Emma gently asked.

“Sure, please do,” Amy replied, her cheeks flushing slightly.

“Many submissive men become very focused on wanting the women in their lives to be sexually content all the time. Those males who feel sexually inadequate - whether it’s a perception or reality - very often wish for their wives or girlfriends to take lovers in order to ensure they are satisfied. So, Michael has shared his open marriage fantasy, and maybe you are interested, but not sure about what it would really mean for you both. Am I close, Amy?” Emma inquired.

Amy sipped some more tea. “Um, you are two for two, Emma. He brought this up a while ago. We have this game where he points out hot guys to me, but that’s about it. In fact, Michael pointed out Derek to me in the Lufthansa business lounge,” Amy replied.

Emma watched Amy carefully, noting that her mind was rapidly processing all of these thoughts, and would eventually reach a conclusion. “Well, perhaps I should quit my analysis while I am ahead then,”

Amy put a hand on Emma’s arm. “No! Please continue Emma! This is really interesting actually,”

“Very well. I have another guess for you then. I imagine that Michael, even though he brings up the topic of opening your marriage, never suggests that he has sex with another woman. He always suggests that you have sex with another man.”

Amy sat stunned as she thought about that. “You know, you are right? Sometimes it makes me feel uncomfortable the way he suggests that I go talk to a really hot guy in a bar or something. For a long time, I thought it was some back-handed way to get me to agree to him sleeping with another woman. But he has never once suggested that he wants the same thing...”

Emma watched Amy connecting the dots, waiting patiently.

Finally, Amy sort of blurted out, “So, you think he wants me to have sex with other guys to make sure I am sexually satisfied?”

“It is a strong possibility, Amy. Michael may want you to cuckold him, but he simply doesn’t know how to present it to you.” Emma replied matter-of-factly.

“Wow,”

Emma gave Amy an understanding smile. “There is a world of males out there Amy who want nothing more than to devote all of their energy to pleasing the Women in their lives. I have come to know a great many of them personally through my philanthropic work. It may not be a stretch of the imagination for you to assume that while Michael is doing your laundry, he is privately fantasizing about you denying him sex altogether while telling him that you are going out on a date for the evening with some well-hung guy.”

“Oh my gosh... How... so what should I do?” Amy asked, her face flushing deeper now.

Emma studied Amy for a few moments. She knew that the aphrodisiac tea would begin making it harder and harder for Amy to dismiss the sexual fantasies filling her mind. She chose Her words very carefully and took her time. “Might I first tell you something about my work, Amy? Not for the sake of bragging, but to provide a better framework for my thoughts on this topic.”

Amy nodded yes expectantly. “Yes! Sure, please do,” She has to stop herself from squeezing her thighs together in the slow very pleasurable rhythm that she had absently started.

Emma pretended not to notice. “Very well. I feel that My greatest contributions have been in the area of promoting Women in all aspects of life. Personal relationships, careers, leadership and of course the arts. It is an element of human existence that has gone in addressed for centuries and can be identified as the root cause for many societal problems.”

Amy was nodding her head. “Wow. What a wonderful thing to do. Hey, have you heard of this organization, The Society for the Advancement of Women? It sounds so similar to what you are describing. Empowering women and all that.”

Emma was smiling warmly. “My dear, that is my Foundation. I am glad you have heard of it. We have helped thousands of women all over the world find meaning and satisfaction in their own abilities. A great many come to realize that patriarchy is simply much less appealing than it is made to sound, and these Women make meaningful changes in their lives and relationships, and in their careers.”

Amy sat in astonishment. “This is such a cool coincidence, Emma. I’ve known of this Society for a few years, but only through learning of art scholarships and well-positioned internships and career networking opportunities. I never knew much more than that. And then, I’m on the plane with Derek, and your Society’s commercial plays on the video. And now here I am, in the parlor of the one Woman who runs it all. I am in awe. ‘#girlcrush’!” They both laughed.

Emma continued. “The point to make here is that I believe women must be in positions of leadership and power, personally and professionally. You will be somewhat surprised to learn just how many men agree with and want this to become the norm.”

Amy scrunched her brow. “Really? Guys actually want that too?”

“My dear, they are as countless as the stars. But please allow Me to come back to you and Michael. You have options of course. You could do nothing at all. Just ignore it and see what happens. Or, you could tell Michael that none of this is of interest to you in the slightest and he must stop bringing it up. Or...”

“Yes?” Amy asked, trying to mask her anxious state.

Emma smiled at Amy. “Or, you could view Derek as an opportunity to explore a world full of interesting men, and begin living the life of an empowered Goddess, with your husband’s full support.”

Amy chuckled nervously. “Well, living the life of a Goddess with a billionaire sounds promising, but I don’t have a clue how to approach this.”

Emma nodded. “I understand. And I applaud you for wanting to try something new, Amy. What I will tell you is what I always tell wives and girlfriends who are getting prepared to cuckold their men. Rule number one: Take control of his cock. Lock it up in a chastity cage. Has he ever asked for chastity? Teasing and denial?”

Amy gasped. “Seriously?! He talks about chastity all the time. Michael showed me some of those cages once and I just burst out laughing. Yeah, he likes to go without having an orgasm. But we’ve never... I mean, nothing like this,”

“Okay. So, let’s break this down together. He suggests an open marriage, but only seems interested in you having sex with another guy. To me, that means he wants you to cuckold him. No sexual equality. You have sex with other people, but he does not. In fact, cuckolding is most successful when the cuckolded male agrees to enforced chastity. Think about it. As bizarre as it sounds, when you lock him in chastity, you confirm your desire to give him what he wants. A cuckold is turned on by giving you sexual freedom, while surrendering his own entirely. You would send a very clear message to him if you insist on caging him before you even consider cuckolding him. Then he knows you are serious and want control of his cock. And believe me, caging him while you have sex with someone else is what will make it intensely erotic for both of you.”

Amy’s eyes shone with mischief. “I kind of wish I had one of those cages right now,”

Emma laughed, waving her hand dismissively. “Oh, don’t worry about that. I have an arsenal of cages, of all shapes and sizes. Come on, I will show you!”

Amy laughed nervously, following Emma to another room nearby.

Emma turned to Amy before opening the door. “This is one of my playrooms. You are welcome to use it whenever you wish, with or without Michael,” She winked, pushing open the door to reveal an elegantly furnished BDSM playroom.

Amy’s jaw dropped. “This is incredible...” she gazed around the room at a number of racks, benches and a giant bed with cuffs at the four corners. Her eyes fell on a steel cage in the corner, about a meter on all sides. Her mind filled with a scene of Michael naked and wearing a chastity belt, locked inside the cage while Derek was undressing her right in front of him. A powerful rush of sexual arousal flooded her body and mind. It required an effort to refocus on what Emma was showing her.

Emma chuckled, and slid out a large drawer. “Here... take a look through these. See if there is a style you like.”

Amy’s heart pounded as she gazed at the drawer full of gleaming steel chastity devices. She half-listened to Emma describing the origin and design of each.

Emma was having fun. “Anything speak to you yet? I have some suggestions if no,”

Amy shook her head. “I really don’t know. What do you suggest?”

“Well, if you were bringing the idea to him without any warning, I would go with this. A bar cage design with a ball trap ring. Simple and light, and he can still see his little cock in there. But, since he has been bugging you for a cuckolding scene, I would put him in a full belt. Does he have big balls?”

Amy shook her head no. “His balls are tiny. So is his cock. Sorry, but it’s true.”

“Okay. So, here is the style I recommend...” Emma lifted a gleaming steel full chastity belt with a waist band and curved bar running between the legs. The cage part was a curved steel tube with just a few perforations at the tip for urination.

“Oh my gosh Emma,” Amy gasped.

“You want him to know immediately that there is nothing he can do to remove this by himself. And the enclosed tube ensures that he feels absolutely nothing except the confining pressure from the tube. Very good solution.” Emma explained matter-of-factly.

“Amy took a deep breath. “Okay. So... do I take this to him, or...”

Emma shook her head no, taking the belt back from her. “No, a good fit is essential, because you do not want him needing to take it off. He will need to be sized for one. Leave that to Sophie. She is very good at it.”

Amy was a bit stunned, but agreed.

Emma took Amy’s arm and led her out of the playroom. “Now, let’s have him sign a ‘hall pass’ for you. You want him to acknowledge that you are free to enjoy any sexual activity that you want, with anyone you choose. And importantly, he will have no say in the matter once he gives you a ‘hall pass.” She steered Amy into her home office and pulled a form letter out of a drawer.

Amy read the letter with astonishment, and then laughed. “You are awesome Emma! You have this as a form letter?!”

Emma just smiled and handed Amy another document. “Here, take this too, if you like,”

Amy read the second document. “Slave Contract... husband is now slave, wife is now Mistress Probate... Mistress Probate further acknowledges the undersigned as Supreme Mistress in all matters relating to slave.” Amy looked up at Emma and asked, “Why is Sophie’s name on this?”

“Sophie is a student here and wrote the contract as part of her term paper last year. I thought it was quite clever, actually. Her three-party contract ensures that a slave receives constant supervision from an experienced Mistress regardless of what the Mistress Probate chooses to do. This allows a Mistress/ wife to do as she pleases and know that her slave/husband continues to be trained consistently on her behalf. It is more for the benefit of the submissive male, really. It gives him a new identity, which helps him with the transition to cuckolding.”

“Oh... I see,” Amy replied, her eyes devouring the words of the contract.

Emma added casually, “In fact, if you have him sign the slave contract, you really do not need the cuckold “hall pass” agreement at all. It is far more comprehensive for you. But it is more fun to have him sign both anyway, to reinforce Female authority over him.”

Amy shook her head. “I’m a little overwhelmed, Emma. I mean, contracts?”

Emma took Amy’s hand. “Let me share a wonderful secret with you Amy. I guarantee your husband already fantasizes about these things all day long. As a submissive, it is his nature to do so. Women are the nurturers and caregivers, and often assume they need to do everything and explain everything and prepare everything in order for their husbands or boyfriends to understand. But that is simply not true. Consider the likelihood that when you come home every day with stories about the gallery, Michael is silently dreaming of greeting you at the door naked, massaging your feet and serving you dinner. With no disrespect Amy, this is more about you catching up than it is about explaining anything to Michael. That is good news for you, in my opinion.”

Amy thought for a moment. “Did you say Sophie is a student of yours?”

“And a very bright one at that, yes. She is earning her undergraduate degree in Domination Arts here. I am an educator, Amy, more than anything else.”

“You are serious. Wow...” Amy’s head spun as she gazed down at the contract in her hands. “So... all those times that he insisted on doing the laundry... he was really asking me for something...”

Emma gave Amy a gentle hug, noting how Amy moved her finger to uncover and read Sophie’s name on the contract. “Think of it as sending him to obedience school while you go on an extended vacation. Sophie is an exceptionally gifted trainer.”

Amy was clearly overwhelmed, struggling to process all of this. She held up the contract. “So... if I were interested, how would I get him to sign...”

“That’s easy. You send him a gift along with the contract! Have a look at something with me,” Emma led Amy back to the parlor, where she grabbed a photo album from a shelf.

Amy sat on the sofa and opened the album, her pulse quickening rapidly. The album was filled with couples standing on either side of Emma, holding diplomas. All of the males were wearing a shiny smooth metal collar around their necks but were otherwise normally dressed. Her fingers touched the collar in one of the photographs. “The collars. Are those locked around their necks, Emma?”

“Absolutely. And, all those guys are locked in steel chastity cages too, but you would never know it,” Emma replied.

“This is pretty hot,” Amy admitted.

Emma smiled. “It sure is. Let’s see... all of these women, except for this one with the red hair, spent every evening here being pleasured by one of my bulls.”

Amy laughed. “Really. So... the redhead abstained?”

Now Emma laughed. “Goodness no! Siobhan is sexually insatiable! She demanded three bulls every night, and she kept her cuckold hubby locked in a cage by the side of her bed, to see and hear everything. There is nothing more memorable for a cuckold than to experience his beloved in sexual ecstasy in the arms of another and be powerless to join in or stop it from happening. Something for you to think about during your massage this evening.”

“Yes. Wait, what massage?” Amy inquired with some surprise.

Emma rolled Her eyes and sighed. “Didn’t Derek tell you? Males truly are the worst communicators, Amy. I apologize. He is eager to give you a full body massage, but I told him that he would have to wait until after dinner. I would never allow him to rush your massage, would you? Derek has an exquisite touch - he will have you purring in no time,” Emma offered, watching Amy as her thoughts inevitably turned to Derek’s hands all over her body.

Amy watched Emma refill her teacup, taking it from her with a smile.

“Sophie will be very upset with you if you don’t finish this. She is graded for skills like tea preparation and takes great pride in her work.”

Amy just obediently sipped and sipped the aphrodisiac tea, finding it very difficult to stop thinking very sexual thoughts about Derek. The tea was stronger, having steeped in the pot a while longer. Something deep inside her was stirring. A sexual longing that felt like something she could not control. She wanted Derek to seduce her and take her. She wanted to give Michael what he wanted. She wanted Sophie to be pleased with her and realized that keeping Michael to herself was just selfish on her part. Wait what? She gazed down at the empty teacup, looking at the slave contract next to it. She felt an overwhelming urge to sign it right then and there. 

Whoah, easy girl...

Emma smiled and patted Amy’s thigh. “I have some things to attend to now, related to my Foundation actually, but I have very much enjoyed our tea and conversation together. I will send Sophie in to answer any questions you may have about the contract. Make yourself at home, Amy. Your room is ready, so perhaps you wish to rest or wash up before cocktails at six.”


Chapter VI

Amy sat alone in the parlor, her mind filling with delicious thoughts of Derek on top of her, taking control...

Sophie re-entered the parlor, somehow looking even more beautiful than before. Almost imperious. From across the room she spoke to Amy, almost as if addressing a naughty child. “Have you finished my tea, Amy?”

Amy blinked in surprise. “I um... yes,”

Sophie strolled over, not convinced. Lifting the lid of the teapot, she pouted. “You are not finished my tea. You will have more.” She lifted the pot and refilled Amy’s cup. The tea was almost pitch-black now.

Amy protested weakly as Sophie refilled her cup. “I already had two cups Sophie... oh well, okay then...”

Sophie put her hands on her hips. “Tea preparation is the class assignment. Now guess the spices!”

Amy obediently lifted her cup and saucer, murmuring between sips, “I... I don’t have a clue Sophie... it’s like Chai but... more complex...” she sipped the very strong tea again, not wanting to offend Sophie. Somewhere inside she realized that she did not want to disappoint Sophie either.

Sophie beamed. “Yes!!  Like that. But my tea is like magic,”

“Magic, huh. Okay,” Amy felt her face flushing hotly now. She watched Sophie sit down very close to her and lean in, so that her full glistening lips were practically touching her own. Amy never had serious sexual thoughts about a woman before. Suddenly, the only thing Amy wanted in this world was to know what it felt like to kiss lips that soft, wet and inviting. She just allowed herself to stare at Sophie’s lips when she spoke again.

Sophie whispered slowly, “I use five rare spices from India. I share the secret with you Amy if you guess what they are...” She gently raised Amy’s hand holding the teacup back up to Amy’s lips, smiling as she noted absolutely no resistance.

Amy had to force her eyes away from watching Sophie’s lips. Her own lips found the teacup and she sipped again, wincing from the bitterness. Sophie kept tilting the cup, forcing her to drink all of it. Why wasn’t she protesting this? Amy watched Sophie place the teacup on the table, then felt her finger under her chin, turning her face back to Sophie’s.

Sophie was smiling. “So? You know the spices now?”

Amy shook her head no. “I... I still don’t know, Sophie,”

“Then I tell... you learn. Listen very carefully Amy and watch my lips. You say what I say. Kalomji... Javitri... Amvala... Panch phoran... Kali Ilayachi.” Sophie spoke very slowly and waited for Amy to repeat the name of every spice over and over, observing how Amy’s eyes were completely transfixed on her lips as she gently coaxed her into a light trance. Sophie’s soft voice sent her deeper with every word. “These five spices... very nice on their own... but mix these together in correct proportions and Mmnnnhh... they make something new... something powerful... something that did not exist... something that cannot be un-done... the chemistry... the powerful magic... Mmnnhh sooo delicious, yes?”

“Yes...” Amy’s mind was on sexual overload now as she dreamed of making out with Sophie on the couch. It would be exquisite to kiss such perfect lips, wouldn’t it? At some point she realized that Sophie’s moving lips were talking about photography.

“...because Mistress Elsa is very, very strict in class. Doing the good work is never enough. She demands perfection. And my photography project... I do not know what to do. I am failing. Will you help me with it? I think you know... the photography art maybe?”

Amy roused her fuzzy mind, still unable to look away from Sophie’s luscious lips, which now formed an irresistible pout. She just murmured, “Of course Sophie... anything you want,”

Sophie leaned in close and almost brushed her lips against Amy’s while sighing, “No... I ask too much... it would be too intense for you. Please forgive me for the ask,” Sophie pulled back just as Amy leaned in to kiss her.

“No wait!” Amy whispered pleadingly. “I mean... Please let me help you Sophie! Please!”

Sophie suppressed a smile. “You are kind. But I am not the best to explain. I need a model... one to express the right feelings of the moment. My last model, she wasn’t so feeling of the emotion. Not enough. I need much more real photos to pass the class.” Sophie looked down innocently.

“Model? You want me... to model for You? I have never done any modeling before Sophie. But... I’ll model for you. I mean, you need my help, right? Maybe I could also give you some advice on presentation, lighting, cropping. Things like that all matter a lot.”

Sophie beamed. “You like the role play? It’s good fun,”

Amy shrugged. A part of her really ached to kiss Sophie now. “Sure, I guess... I mean yes. Definitely. I want to help,” Amy wondered what she was agreeing to.

Sophie blinked innocently. “But I play Dominant, and you play submissive, okay?”

“Okay. Like pretend, right?” Amy asked nervously.

Sophie did not answer her. “I make the big mistake with last model. I did not get her into the character before shooting. It was my fault and I failed. Elsa says I must not make this mistake again. You want to see the photos?”

Amy nodded silently.

Sophie smiled playfully. “Then you fetch it for me,” She pointed to a bookshelf full of identical photo albums.

Amy felt blood rush to her face as she obediently stood. “Which one is it, Sophie? They are all...”

“Silence. Just trace your right thumb along the black ones very... very... slowly. I will tell you when to stop.” Sophie warned seductively.

Amy gulped. All of the black albums were on the bottom shelf. Playing along, she crawled on her hands and knees to the bookcase and began brushing her thumb along the binders. She reached the last black binder, noting that Sophie had not said anything. She knew she was being tested. She silently moved her thumb back to the first binder and began again, accepting Sophie’s control. She would be doing this until Sophie decided otherwise. Her fingers were trembling by the time Sophie finally stood up from the couch. A moment later she saw the tip of a riding crop tapping the first black binder.

“Start again. Do as I say, very... very... slowly,” Sophie gently commanded, testing her new plaything. Moving the tip of the crop to Amy’s face, she tested her further. ”Kiss...”

Amy didn’t even think about it. She just bent forward and kissed the tip of the riding crop.

Sophie smiled broadly. Amy was more ready for surrender than she had estimated. She let Amy’s thumb slowly slide over the photo album, and then gave her a light smack on her right ass cheek with the crop as she commanded her to stop. The effect was electrifying for both of them.

Amy jumped from the unexpected sting of the riding crop, and she gasped quietly. Her face flushed beet red as her arousal soared uncontrollably.

“Crawl to the couch. Open the album to the title page,” Sophie cooed calmly.

Amy followed Sophie back to the couch, remaining on her knees as she opened the photo album to the title page. It was all in German. She looked up at Sophie expectantly.

Sophie smiled down at Amy “The title of the photo essay translates to “Female in Complete Surrender, by Mistress Sophie”

Amy reflexively closed the album. What was she getting herself into?

Sophie’s calm voice instructed Amy. “You will open the album and hold it up, so I can turn the pages.”

Amy crawled in front of Sophie on her knees, holding out the album. Something triggered deep inside her mind. Something very sexy. “Oh, wait! How about this?” Amy sank slowly back onto her heels while holding out the album like an offering.

Sophie smiled approvingly. “Hmmm very nice, but you are much too far away from your Superior.”

Amy gulped and shuffled her knees in between Sophie’s thighs just at the moment she spread them. She mused that Sophie really was getting into the role play, But so was she...

Sophie did not appear impressed. “I am not feeling anything from you Amy. You are still trying to remain my equal. You must feel the submissive nature of your role.”

Amy looked up at Sophie and blinked in surprise. Wasn’t she already on her knees in front of Sophie? Had she not just let Sophie swat her ass with a riding crop without a word of protest?! “What else should I do?”

Sophie gazed down at Amy. “It is a very natural thing for you, but it requires the practice. For you to feel the submissive, you must become the submissive. Impress me with your desire to please and obey your Superior Mistress, lowly probate,” Sophie smiled playfully.

Amy absorbed Sophie’s response, feeling a strangely powerful desire grow within her. In a hushed reverent voice, she whispered, “Please, Superior Mistress... please permit me to serve and obey you,”

Sophie was ready for Amy’s response. Now she could begin the mind fuck. “You do not have to do this, Amy. I have a list of girls waiting to be the model for me. Begging... promising me anything I want just for the chance to be in front of my camera lens... It is quite arousing for me to be honest. But none of them have your spirit. You are willful and defiant. I find this very attractive about you, Amy.”

“Oh... well um, thank you Sophie... I’m not trying to be defiant, I just...”

“All the other girls on my list are younger than you Amy. And very beautiful. Every girl is trying to gain my favor always... some have been trying for years. They all understand their submissive nature, but this means they would too soon enjoy themselves in my photo shoot. Very little benefit for the sex tension. So much difficulty to delay them from their desire. But you... mmmm... you do not know what you need from this sex play yet. You are like the blank canvas searching for Artists to create you. I control this photo shoot, looking for the right sexy submissive... maybe you will be this very one? Have you ever been trained for the submissive role, Amy? Even just a little bit for fun?” Sophie’s voice was soft and reassuring.

Amy shifted a little on the floor, suddenly more aware that she was kneeling at Sophie’s feet. “Um no, I don’t think... I mean I never have really...” Amy’s voice trailed off. She suddenly felt deficient in some weird way. Like she needed to prove herself.”

Sophie smiled for a brief moment, then regained her innocent demeanor. “This is very good! You don’t need to be a trained submissive for my photo shooting. You just need to play the submissive and I train you. I believe it is best to photograph the subject having the new experiences. It is so... what is the word... generous?”

Amy pondered that last word, then replied helpfully, “You mean genuine?”

Sophie nodded, suppressing the sexual thrill she was feeling as Amy played right into her hands. “Mmm yes, genuine. Unplanned. Unexpected. Exciting. Scary. Arousing. All of these feelings translate so well to the camera. You may see for yourself... if I decide you deserve the privilege to model for me...” Sophie casually brought a hand to the album and turned the page.

Amy gulped, taking in the photo image in front of her. A beautiful woman wearing an elaborate harness strapped tightly to her head, complete with blinders to the sides of her eyes and a festive plume of feathers at the top. Amy’s eyes gravitated to the thick rubber bit lodged in her mouth, and the string of drool pouring from her lip. Her arms were tightly strapped into an arm binder behind her back, and her naked breasts jutted forward lewdly as a result. The woman’s face was impassive as a male hand was about to place a nipple clamp to her left nipple.

Sophie chuckled. “You would make the lovely pony girl, Amy... helpless and obedient in the hands of your master... knowing you will be punished for drooling but being entirely unable to stop it from happening. See how her own saliva glistens on her bare breast? I like this very much. It helps to tell the story. You can almost feel her arousal as Master prepares for slowly tighten the clamp on her sensitive nipple. Are your nipples very sensitive to touch, Amy?”

Amy flushed crimson with lust, nodding her head yes as Sophie turned the page. She gasped out loud as she viewed the same woman. Only now, the pony girl’s nipple clamp chains were pulled up over her head, connected to a cable that ran through pulleys above her and down to her wrists in the arm binder, in a way that held her arms up uncomfortably high. The predicament was obvious. When the girl’s arms tired, she pulled her own nipples even harder.

Sophie gazed at the photo alongside Amy, sighing thoughtfully, “My problem is, I do not feel her struggle or her arousal in this photo. Do you think it is the lighting, or she is too comfortable in this position? I think she is far too comfortable like this. But this is no matter for now. It is time, Amy.” Sophie closed the photo album and placed it on the coffee table.

“Time for what?” Amy inquired, her voice barely a whisper. Her mind was flooding with very darkly erotic thoughts of being helplessly bound like that girl...

“It is time to sign our contract, Amy. It is time for you to give your husband to me. It is time for your husband to become my slave... my property. But, of course... only if he wants that,” Sophie added, innocently picking up the contract as she stood and strolled to a large desk on the other side of the parlor. She sat down elegantly in the leather chair and watched Amy approach nervously.

Amy inquired softly, “How... how long is this contract for?”

Sophie said nothing, but just took out a pen and signed the contract “There. Now it is your turn, Amy. I will show you where to sign...” She stood up and strolled around the desk, placing the contract in front of her along with a pen.

Amy stared at the contract. The contract that she still had not fully read. The contract that would make Michael Sophie’s slave. Amy swallowed hard. The impulse to play along with Sophie over-ruled other voices screaming for attention in her mind. It was all just a bit of sexy fun anyway, wasn’t it?  With a flush of sexual excitement she whispered, “Of course, Superior Mistress, Please forgive this lowly probate for not signing Your contract sooner,” Without another clear thought, Amy signed the three party slave contract. She presented it to Sophie, suddenly feeling very submissive.

Sophie took her hand. “Come. You will bathe now.” Sophie led Amy straight up to her bedroom, where there was a steaming hot bubble bath waiting for her.

Amy gushed with excitement. “Thank you, Sophie, I cannot believe how worked up I got looking at those photos,” 

“Remove the clothes, Amy.” Sophie gently instructed. 

“Excuse me?!” Amy reflexively had started unbuttoning her blouse already.

Sophie calmly replied, “Superior Mistress has spoken. Mistress Probate will disrobe for her bath now.”

“Oh my...” Amy murmured, removing her blouse, shoes, tights and socks. Her fingers trembled as she unclasped her bra and let it fall away, suddenly very aware that she was looking up at Sophie. She slowly wriggled out of her soaked panties and stood naked under Sophie’s imperious gaze. Aware of her nakedness. Aware that Sophie’s breasts were larger than hers. Aware that Sophie’s waist was thinner than hers. Aware that Sophie was as close to the perfect Female form as she had ever seen...

Sophie smiled. “Michael looks at me the same way. Turn around.”

Amy obeyed, feeling Sophie move close and gently pull her hair up into a bun on top of her head.

“You will get in the tub now, Probate. Listen carefully and repeat. Superior Mistress will be obeyed.”

“Sure... Whoah this is really, really hot! Superior Mistress will be obeyed,” Amy gasped, slowly easing herself into the steaming water.

“Again.”

“Superior Mistress will be obeyed! Oh wow this is hot!” Amy felt Sophie’s fingers pushing down on both of her shoulders. Then felt Sophie’s lips next to her ear whispering.

“Again.”

“Superior Mistress will be o-o-obeyed! Superior Mistress will be obeyed! Oww! Superior Mistress will be obeyed!” Amy let Sophie push her down into the near- scalding water, gasping and feeling every nerve ending in her body coming alive all at once. She sucked in her breath and tried to sit-up but Sophie’s hands pushed her firmly against the back of the tub. She breathed in short gasps, feeling Sophie’s fingers gently tracing along her neck, and then down her chest, and then over her belly and down to her sex possessively.

Sophie’s face was right next to Amy’s. “Probate will not interfere with slave training,” She played with Amy’s clit, making her back arch.

Amy gasped quietly from the unexpected pleasure, wanting to push Sophie’s hand away. But she could not do it. “Probate will not interfere... Ohhh!! ... with slave training!”

Sophie whispered, “Superior Mistress owns slave Michael,” She flicked Amy’s clit rapidly between her fingers.

Amy cried out with pleasure. “Superior Mistress owns slave Michael! Mmmph!” As Sophie removed her fingers from Amy's clit, she wasn’t expecting those fingers to be shoved into her mouth but sucked them hungrily anyway.

Sophie stood, drying her fingers on a towel. “You will soak until you hear the chime. Then you will dry off and rub this light oil into your skin until it glows. You will kneel on your towel. You will not get dressed until I return with slave Michael’s signature. When I do return, you will repeat everything I just taught you to say, until I instruct you to be silent. Enjoy your bath, Probate.”

Michael lay perfectly still now in the fully reclined exam chair. He had no clue how to get off it without killing himself. He tried to lift his head a long time ago, only to realize that he got a severely painful electric shock if he lifted his neck even a centimeter off the padded backrest. The robotic hands had left him alone. So, he just laid there and waited. And waited. He lost all track of time.

At some point the hands came back to life, startling him. This earned him another painful shock from the collar. He watched hands reaching for his wrists and ankles but found it impossible to stay out of their reach. In seconds he was pinned to the table.

Two hands emerged at his waist, both holding flexible ice packs. These hands had tiny cameras mounted to their wrists, and silently moved the ice packs to sandwich his cock between them. The ice cold was painful after a few seconds, but he could not move in any way that the hands could not simply follow. After a few minutes of this torture, they retracted back under the table.

But not for long...

Four hands on each side rose up at once. One held a small curved steel tube attached to a flat steel base plate. The others held an assortment of what looked like weird-looking black flexible cable ties. Then he realized what they were doing.

Hands deftly worked his flaccid cock into the tiny tube and held it there. Other hands lifted his midsection off the table. Others worked the plastic cable ties around his waist, to the base plate, and between his legs. With frightening efficiency, they had him secured in a full chastity belt made of plastic and steel within a minute.

Michael barely had time to comprehend what had just happened when the door opened. Sophie strolled in and closed it behind her, a wicked smile on her face. She held a black leather folio.

“Sophie!! These hands attacked me! Look what they did!

Sophie smiled down at Michael and said, “Looks good, Your highness.”

He blinked in confusion. But then another female voice - one with a Japanese accent - came through the speakers in the ceiling.

“Hello my dear Sophie. You look beautiful as always. I have uploaded all required anthropomorphic data from the calibrated zip ties. Would you care to check the fit?”

Sophie smiled. “I don’t really need the checking if you fitted him, but I will let this one check it himself. Go ahead, Michael. Try to remove it, Your shock collar is off for now.”

Michael watched the hands release his body. And then he tried in earnest to wriggle out of the belt somehow. And very quickly realized that he could not. His panicked look said everything Sophie needed.

“It is fitting fine, your highness.” Sophie said calmly, a grin on her lips.

“I just sent it into Production via the Berlin fabrication plant. You will receive the permanent metal alloy version within four hours,”

Sophie beamed. “Wonderful! Thank you, ladies,”

A chorus of female responses briefly filled the room.

Sophie touched a button on the chair and the chair back elevated to vertical while the entire chair lowered. She spoke softly, twirling Michael’s hair around her finger. “Die Frau... She is surprising me today. She is very telling about sex. What she wants, and who she wants to do it to her. I am sorry Michael but...” She paused long enough to sit down on his lap. Stroking his cheek gently, she continued, “... she does not want you for the sex. You are not adequate. You do not know what she needs. She tells me all these things today. You are not a man. I do not know what to do. She has me sign the slave contract for you. She wants you out of her way, so she has the sex with others. I hear you want the open marriage. You put this in her head, yes?”

Michael nodded, suddenly wondering what he had started.

Sophie read his mind. Stroking her finger along Michael’s jaw she said innocently, “Die Frau does not want to fuck Derek,”

Michael could not help but feel some relief and disappointment at the same time. “Really? I kinda thought she was into him.”

“Nein. Die Frau wants Derek to fuck her like you never could. Mmmm she wants to orgasm over and over until she is exhausted,” Sophie calmly replied.

“Oh...” The words stung.

“But she cannot,”

“I don’t understand. Why not?”

“You are married. So, you must agree in writing.” Sophie explained.

“Oh...” Michael watched Sophie stroll to the side table and retrieve the folio. “This takes not a long time.” She glanced at the chastity belt around his waist, and added, “She ordered this for you. It looks so cute!”

“Amy ordered me a chastity belt?”

“She insisted on this model. Nobody escapes from this one. Ever.” Sophie offered, then casually added,” and she named me to care for you. See?”

Sophie leaned in close and opened the folio, revealing the slave’s contract already signed by Amy and Sophie, quickly closing it again after he saw the signatures.

“But wait, shouldn’t I read it first?”

Sophie put the folio down and straddled Michael’s thighs, slowly inching her way up until she pressed fully against his body, Then she pressed her cheek against his and whispered in his ear, “It is not for you to decide... the females have made the agreement clear. You obey and sign now.” She planted a long sensual kiss on Michael’s ear and whispered, “...unless you like being electrocuted... this can be done all day long,” She traced a seductive finger along his neck for emphasis.

Michael gulped. “Okay! I’ll sign the contract!”

Sophie sat back seductively. “Mmmm, nein... I do not believe you understand what she wants you to do, Michael. She wants you to become my slave. My property. She wants you to receive intensive slave training from me while she has wonderful sex with others.”

“Well th...that sounds a little extreme to me,” Michael stammered nervously.

Sophie chuckled. “Ah, Michael, Michael, Michael... this is not a negotiation, silly. I want to hear you beg to become my slave. Make me the true believer in your need to worship me like the Goddess I am,”

“Well I...”

“Goddess is everything... slave is nothing. Say this.” Sophie gently commanded.

Michael gulped. “Goddess is everything... slave is nothing...”

“You are slave... slave is... nothing,”

“I am slave... slave is nothing,”

Sophie unbuttoned her dress to reveal her large breasts, bringing a nipple to Michael’s mouth. “Now you write what I say, with your tongue, one letter at a time. Goddess is everything... slave is nothing”

The delicious scent of her skin was intoxicating. Michael obediently complied with her instructions, and she was soon sighing with pleasure.

Sophie was breathing a little harder with sexual arousal as she pushed off and quickly turned herself around, pressing her ass into Michael’s face. “You lick me there, slave. Spell your words until I tell you to stop,” She hissed.

Michael slid his tongue between Sophie’s ass cheeks until he found her puckered fragrant rosebud. His tongue immediately began to lick out the letters of “Goddess is everything... slave is nothing...” over and over.

After a long while of this, Sophie was purring with pleasure. Michael felt her grasp his right hand and pull it around her. He felt a pen being pushed into his hand, and his hand being pushed to paper. Without further prompting, he signed the slave contract.

Sophie purred seductively, “Such the good obedient slave. Never disappoint Goddess Sophie, slave. Now I want to feel that tongue deep inside...”

Michael made his tongue rigid just as Sophie relaxed her sphincter, letting it slide in as she pushed back hard on his face and rocked side to side. Her laughter sounded decidedly more wicked as she finally twisted off his face and stood up, rebuttoning her dress. She took a leash from a wall hook and snapped it onto the ring of his collar.

“On the floor where you belong, slave.” Sophie commanded.

Michael crawled behind Sophie as she tugged his leash, leading him out of the room.

Sophie led Michael out into the narrow corridor by his leash, smiling at him as he crawled out of the room behind her. She locked the door of the room. Michael was naked except for the collar and chastity belt.

Sophie traced a finger along the door frame. “Do you understand what I lock in this room for you?”

Michael gulped. “Um, my luggage?”

Sophie smiled. “Something more important.”

“The exam chair that tortured me?”

Sophie laughed. “No, something else. Something very, very unhealthy for the slave training. Something Goddess Sophie’s slave does not need any more.”

Michael shrugged nervously. His eyes devoured Sophie’s gorgeous legs. Her perfect feet in those heels. He could not concentrate on anything else. He felt his cock trying to harden inside its steel prison, feeling only a constant pressure. Whatever was in that sex pill was clearly kicking in now. Sophie’s voice, her scent, her beauty was overwhelming his senses. He had to please her. He whispered, “I- I am sorry, I cannot think of anything but you Sophie. Please don’t be upset with me. I really just want you to be happy,”

Sophie leaned down and stroked Michael’s hair gently. “So sweet. It is okay, Goddess Sophie understands exactly what her slave needs. The thing I have locked away very safe is your old identity. Michael the husband does not exist in my world. Only your true identity - Michael the slave - exists now. This makes Goddess Sophie very... very happy. Michael the husband must never distract my slave. Ever. Does my slave understand this?”

Michael gulped, and nodded his head numbly, unable to take his eyes off Sophie’s legs. He wanted to be her slave in the worst way. He had to be her slave. He felt himself plummeting downward into a submissive mindset. Aware of the collar around his neck. Aware of the chastity belt around his waist. And aware that he had signed Sophie’s slave contract. He was already her slave. And Amy had agreed to it... He dropped deeper and deeper into subspace, his mind failing to focus on any thought that might slow down the descent into total servitude.

Sophie chuckled wickedly, apparently reading Michael’s mind. “Mmm yes, you are mine now. I own you, slave. Let go of the old, useless Michael. Accept the true slave identity. Give into it. Slave is nothing. Goddess is everything. Slave exists to bring Goddess Sophie pleasure. Slave will thank Goddess for her Ownership, with a kiss...” Sophie extended her right foot.

Michael brought his lips to her shoe and kissed it reverently. He felt an intense wave of gratitude filling his mind, just as he felt his head being pulled away by a tug on the leash.

Sophie continued. “Slave will acknowledge its only true identity as my slave, with a kiss,” Sophie’s voice was calm and seductive.

Michael crept back to Sophie’s foot and kissed the toe of her shoe again. At least until Sophie tugged his leash straight up. He rose to his knees just in time to see Sophie shove her right foot hard into his chest, sending him sprawling backward into the wall. He had no time to react as Sophie immediately pulled his leash hard with a grunt of effort, bringing his head right back to the floor at her feet.

Sophie pinned his head to the floor with her right foot. In the same calm voice, Sophie purred, “Slave will be very grateful for any punishment it receives. Acknowledge this with a kiss,” She strolled a few paces away.

Michael crawled nervously to Sophie’s foot and kissed it, hearing her chuckle wickedly above him.

Sophie looked down at him with an imperious look. “Slave will be silent unless Goddess commands to speak. When I walk, you crawl at my side. Your slave head never goes forward of my hips. Your slave eyes keep only on my right ankle as I walk. When I stop, you bring your slave lips to the toe of my right shoe. Your lips remain there until I am walking again, unless I give the other instructions. You will do this always, as acknowledgement of my total and complete authority over you.” Sophie gently tugged Michael’s leash. His head moved to her right side as she strolled slowly down the corridor.

Michael found it surprisingly disorienting to keep his eyes on Sophie’s ankle as she strolled. His head moved forward and back like a metronome. She stopped after a few paces. It took him a few moments to realize that Sophie was waiting for him to kiss her shoe. He carefully moved his lips to her foot and kissed it. After a few seconds, she began walking again, pushing his head to the side with her foot. It was utterly humiliating how Sophie was training him to obey like a dog.

“Too slow, slave. Anticipate what your Goddess does. Feel it.” Sophie spoke calmly, giving his leash a tug. She strolled a few more paces, then stopped again.

This time Michael lunged for Sophie’s shoe like his life depended on it, landing his lips as quickly as he could.

“Much too slow, slave. Focus and obey.”

He felt another tug, and they moved down the corridor. He watched Sophie’s right ankle like a hawk, forward and back, trying to sense when she was slowing down.

Sophie came to a stop, watching Michael moving to kiss her shoe the second she stopped. “Look how eager to please is my new slave! Here boy, we go to dress my new Mistress Probate now. She has a very exciting evening,”

Michael followed Sophie upstairs, doing his very best to keep his eyes on her ankle as commanded. His pulse quickened as they neared Amy’s bedroom door.

Sophie came to a stop, chuckling with satisfaction as Michael’s lips found the tip of her right shoe. “You have the potential for the training, slave. Do not move from this position unless I instruct...” She brought her foot to the top of his head and pushed it down to the carpet.

Michael froze like a statue. From the corner of his eye he saw Sophie’s high heels move to Amy’s bedroom door and enter. The heavy door clicked closed, leaving him alone in the hallway naked with his ass up in the air. For a moment, he could hear Amy whispering something but could not make out what she was saying.

Closing the bedroom door, Sophie strolled imperiously into the bathroom and stood over to Amy. “Such a fun for me! My new slave waits like a dog in the hall, and my lovely Probate is naked on her knees before me.”

Amy’s voice was trembling. “Superior Mistress will be obeyed... Probate will not interfere with slave training... Superior Mistress owns slave Michael...” She continued to repeat the phrases over and over, somehow feeling the words growing more powerful in her mind.

“That is enough, for now. Put on a robe, Probate. I do not wish for my slave to see you like this.” Sophie turned and strolled back to the bedroom door.

Michael almost looked up when the bedroom door opened and Sophie emerged, but he held still. He felt Sophie pick up his leash and tug him into the bedroom. He crawled behind her, suddenly nervous and embarrassed for Amy to see him crawling like a dog for Sophie.

Michael followed Sophie, doing his best to keep his eyes on her ankle as she strolled into Amy’s bedroom. Out of the corner of his eye he saw Amy emerge from the bathroom, barefoot and wearing a creme-colored silk robe. This was way more than embarrassing now. Sophie was purposely humiliating him in front of Amy.

Amy watched Sophie parade Michael into the bedroom, naked and crawling next to her on a leash. Her mouth fell open as he immediately leaned down and kissed the toe of Sophie’s right shoe the moment Sophie came to a stop. She felt a twinge of both jealousy and arousal seeing Michael at Sophie’s feet like this and knowing that she was going along with this role-playing game. She realized, now more than ever, that allowing Sophie to come between Michael and her was propelling her into Derek’s waiting arms. She felt her face flushing hotly.

Sophie gazed down at Michael and calmly inquired of Amy, “Did you ever see a slave worship like this before? Such a pretty thing. And this one wants to do much more than kiss my shoe. If Goddess Sophie lets him speak, he could tell you where his little slave tongue has been. But we have more important task to do now. You have the sexy dress, Probate?”

Amy nodded, still in shock.

“You will show me.” Sophie tugged Michael’s leash sideways to follow, as she turned and strolled to the closet. Then she added over her shoulder, “My slave unpacked all of your clothes for you. If anything is not to your liking, please inform. Slave will then be punished.”

Amy’s eyes widened at the thought. “Oh, no I am sure it is all fine. Um, my dresses would be... in the closet...” Amy moved nervously past Sophie and Michael, again mystified that he kept kissing her shoe. She thumbed through the hangers until she found her little black dress. “Here, how is this?”

Sophie examined the dress approvingly. “Slave, hold this up to the Probate for me.”

Michael blushed, standing up and taking the dress. He held it up in front of Amy for Sophie, who gazed thoughtfully for a long moment.

“I approve. But you need the sexy underwear first. Slave... pick something out for the Probate to wear. And I better be impressed.”

Michael gulped. Opening Amy’s lingerie drawer, he found a wispy black lace thong and held it up.

Sophie beamed. “Oh, very nice. I can see my Probate looking very appealing for Derek in that. Go on.”

The reality of the words cut through Michael like a knife. Sophie was making him pick out sexy underwear for Amy to wear for Derek, not him. His hands trembled as he found the matching push-up bra. 

Sophie smiled. “Acceptable. Now you will dress her. Take your time, slave. We want her looking perfect for Derek this evening. Probate, you will do nothing to assist him.”

Michael sank to his knees in front of Amy and pulled the panties on to her legs, working them up carefully until they were in place, perfectly accenting her sexy curves. He had some trouble putting her bra on her, but eventually got it right. He silently noted how hard her nipples were as he worked her breasts into the cups. Amy looked deliciously sexy in her lingerie.

“Mmmm look at you, Probate. I can picture Derek ripping those little things off you. I think you can also. Now the dress, slave.”

Amy was breathing a little faster as Michael worked the tight-fitting dress onto her beautiful body and zipped it up. She looked gorgeous.

Sophie took Amy’s arm and led her to the makeup vanity, pointing to the chair there. “Move this chair to the side, slave.”

Michael complied immediately.

Sophie looked at him and pointed to the floor in front of the makeup vanity. “Stool.”

He dropped to his hands and knees. Amy sat down on Michael’s back with a nervous giggle, using him as furniture while she applied her makeup.

Sophie settled into the chair, never letting go of his leash. “Your skin looks beautiful, Probate. Did you enjoy the lotion?”

Amy nodded enthusiastically. “I really did, Sophie. It makes my skin tingle for some reason.”

“Yes, it does. Let’s get you downstairs for cocktails with Emma now. She has invited Derek and Her friend Andreas to join you.”

Amy glanced at Sophie, then down at me. “You mean...”

Sophie smiled. “Oh yes. My slave stays with me for the evening. You may see him later on. If he behaves, of course.”

Amy blinked, and replied quietly, “Of course.”


Chapter VII

Sophie reached for a small crystal bottle of perfume. Opening it, she gently dabbed the stopper on the inside of Amy’s wrist. “Do you like it?”

Amy waved her wrist in front of her face. “Oh wow, that’s really nice. Yes, very much! May I?”

“Of course. I believe it is one of Derek’s favorites.” Sophie watched Amy dab some on her neck and in her cleavage.

Amy laughed. “Well, in that case...” She dabbed some perfume behind each knee, then quickly replaced the stopper in the small bottle. “I cannot believe I just did that!” She whispered to nobody in particular.

Sophie stood. “If you are ready, we will go downstairs together.”

“Sure. I cannot believe I just sat on my husband to do my makeup,” Amy mused, standing up.

Sophie chuckled. “I am sure you meant to say my slave. I do not see your husband anywhere, do you, Probate?”

Amy flushed slightly, looking down at Michael on all fours, with a metal collar around his neck. “My mistake, Sophie. Now that you mention it, I do not see my husband anywhere.”

Sophie beamed, and gently tugged Michael’s leash, turning him to walk beside her again as the three of them headed downstairs and to the parlor.

Michael froze outside the parlor door as Amy continued into the room. He heard deep male voices speaking in German with Emma. He heard Derek switch to English and greet Amy, complimenting her lavishly on how gorgeous she looked. Michael heard some contented sighs as they presumably hugged each other.

Sophie tugged hard on Michael’s leash, practically dragging him into the room. He felt utterly humiliated. Sophie made it much worse when she walked him over to the group, now all standing, and extended her right foot. She just pointed at it without a word while Emma introduced Amy to Andreas. Michael’s face reddening deeply, as he lowered his lips to Sophie’s shoe and kissed it.

Emma chuckled. “You boys know Sophie, of course.”

Andreas replied, “Hello Sophie, you are more beautiful every time we meet. And who is your... ah, friend?”

Sophie laughed light-heartedly. “Ah, Andreas, you refer to my new slave. Amy and I find it remarkable how he is so looking like her husband,”

Amy added dryly, “The resemblance is truly uncanny, don’t you agree, Derek?”

“He is the Doppelgänger,” Derek replied.

Everyone laughed. Except Michael, of course. His lips remained on Sophie’s shoe.

Emma was still laughing as she instructed Andreas to pour wine for the four of them. Turning to Sophie, she inquired, “Sophie My dear, will you join us for wine?”

Sophie gently tugged on Michael’s leash. “Thank you, but I must decline, Mistress Emma. There is so much for this one to learn. Come slave”

Amy watched Sophie lead Michael out of the room and close the parlor door behind her. She gulped, suddenly feeling nervous.

Andreas handed Amy a glass of wine. “So, Amy. Is Derek taking good care of you during your stay? If he is not, I will of course personally see to his dismemberment for you,” He smiled.

Amy giggled, sipping the wine. “No need for that, Andreas. Not yet anyway. Besides, I really cannot think of any part of Derek that I would care to see removed,” She let her eyes fall to Derek’s crotch for a good few seconds before taking another sip of wine, giving him a smoldering look over the rim of the glass.

Derek chuckled. “Amy, I would hope that you would at least give me some fair warning if I displease you in any way. You will find me quite responsive to your needs.”

“Really. I’ll remember that,” Amy smiled.

Emma clapped her hands together. “I am in the mood for a game. Anyone else?”

Amy shrugged. “Sure, I’m in.”

Derek looked at Andreas, then to Amy, then to Emma. “Emma, why am I getting a bad feeling about this? Hmm?”

Emma laughed. “Because you know Me too well, silly! Amy, come with Me to the game room. We will have some fun with these two. Boys, you two are in so much trouble. Stay here until you are summoned. And do not drink all the wine. In fact, we are taking the bottle with us!”

Amy let Emma lead her by the hand, out of the parlor and down the hall to Her game room. Her eyes quickly scanned around the room, noting everything from weightlifting benches and apparatus to large wooden frames that went to the ceiling. The wooden beams at the ceiling had cables coming down from them. Her eyes turned to see a pool table on the other side of the room. In the middle of the room were several upholstered chairs around a game table. She inquired, “So, we are playing pool, or having a card game, Emma?”

Emma smiled. “Neither. I have something much more fun in mind...” She opened a cabinet and pulled out a pair of short black tubes.

“Um, flute lessons?” Amy giggled.

Emma laughed. “That’s funny! No, we are playing darts.”

Amy nodded, looking around the room with a puzzled expression. “But where are the targets?”

Emma took out two ornate wooden boxes and casually replied, “Oh, they are sitting in the parlor, probably complaining that we took the wine with us.”

Amy’s eyes widened as she laughed nervously. Then she sighed and looked at the floor.

Emma picked up on Amy’s apprehension. “Is there something we should discuss, Amy?”

“My body is wanting something so badly, but my mind isn’t quite there yet. I cannot help but feel guilty about wanting this so much.”

Emma placed her hand on Amy’s forearm reassuringly. “We are women, and we feel naturally responsible for everything happening around us, often to the point that we ignore what our own bodies want and need. I cannot tell you what to do with your body and mind. But I do know this: Guilt may feel like a burden to you right now, but regret is far worse. Sexual exploration is healthy. It leads to discovery and personal growth. I see that Michael is experiencing some personal growth under Sophie’s supervision. Why not allow yourself the same?”

Amy thought for a few long moments. “You know, there is a lot of truth in what you just said. So, darts? Seriously?! Oh my gosh that’s too funny! But won’t it hurt them?” Amy had turned a corner into the ‘Yes’ lane, never to look back to the ‘Maybe’ lane.

Emma took out a dart to show Amy. “It’s all in your perspective. Yes, they sting a little. But look at us. Those two would gladly crawl over hot coals if we told them to do it. We keep them focused on the prize, my dear. Would you mind helping me with the targets?”

Amy was laughing hysterically by the time they pulled out the two matching targets. Each circular target had a butt-shaped cutout in the center. She stopped laughing when she saw Emma attaching wide leather cuffs to the hanging cables. “Wait, you are going to restrain them for this?!”

Emma giggled. “No, of course not, Amy. You are! Here, attach this pair of cuffs to those cables just like these. I will go get our ‘targets’. Unless of course they had the good sense to run away!”

Amy watched the door close. “This is nuts...” she murmured to nobody, as she attached the cuffs. She tried to picture Derek in these cuffs, arms helplessly restrained over his head... kind of sexy but she found it easier to imagine herself restrained like that...”

The door opened and Emma led the two large men into the game room. “Amy, will these two males suffice for our fun little game?”

Amy flushed a little. “Absolutely!”

Emma nodded in acknowledgement. “Okay boys, strip for us, and make it very entertaining. Andreas, pour us some more wine first. And Derek, put on some music.” Emma motioned Amy to take a seat next to her at the table.

Stunned, Amy sat down quietly next to Emma as the two men began to perform a strip tease for them. Her eyes moved from one gorgeous man to the other, and back. Soon they were both shirtless. Her pulse quickened as shoes and slacks came off next. Both men were very well endowed. Amy could not help but realize that Michael’s underwear never, ever bulged outward like that. She felt herself getting really turned on...

Derek moved to Amy’s side and offered his hand. “Dance with me?”

Amy shook her head no. “No way, buddy. This is our show, you big tease. Get on with it!”

Derek smiled. “Nope. Dance first, then the drawers come off.”

Amy looked at him in surprise. “Hey, this isn’t a negotiation, pal.”

Derek grabbed Amy’s hand and gently pulled her out of her seat. “You are right. I am not negotiating,” He dragged Amy away from the table and took her in his arms.

Amy looked over her shoulder at Emma for backup. “Hey! Can he do this, Emma?!”

Emma shrugged, calmly sipping her wine. “Looks like he just did. The game rules are fuzzy on the topic of pre-game dancing.”

Amy felt Derek slide his hands around her waist to the small of her back, pulling her in against him. She protested weakly, pushing against his massive chest. She could not stop her fingers from kneading into his muscles, betraying any objection coming out of her mouth. “Okay... hold on there you... You are not playing fair! This is... not fair...”

“You mentioned that several times. That fairness thing,” Derek calmly observed, moving his strong hands to Amy’s ass, gripping her cheeks firmly. He smiled when Amy gasped but did nothing to remove his hands. 

Amy felt Derek lift her slowly up onto her toes, crushing her sex against his hardening cock as he swayed side to side, letting her pubic mound slide across his large member.

Amy quietly gasped with pleasure but then whispered, “This isn’t... you don’t understand... I have not had sex in a very long time, Derek,”

Derek chuckled. “You suck at this negotiation thing. You know that, right?”

Amy punched Derek’s massive chest playfully, unable to stop her fingers from exploring his shoulders and arms.

Derek smiled. “Okay I have a proposal for you. I let you go, but you finish undressing me for the game. Deal?”

Amy glanced over at Andreas, who was already completely naked. He too had a perfectly well-muscled body, and his cock was huge. “I cannot believe we are doing this. Okay. Deal,”

Derek held Amy close for a long few seconds more, then released her and stepped back, putting his hands behind his head.

Amy gazed down to Derek’s waist. His hard cock was so big that it now extended up above the waistband of his underwear. Every fantasy she ever had about kneeling in front of some Adonis and sucking him off surfaced in her mind all at once, blocking out any other thoughts. Amy’s hands were trembling as she started working Derek’s underwear down over his hips and thighs. At some point she realized that she had actually knelt down in front of Derek. His huge member sprung to attention right in front of her eyes, bobbing and swaying. It took considerable effort for her to pull herself off the floor from this position. Her heart was pounding with lust and her face was very red.

Emma patted Amy’s chair. “Well done, Amy. Have a seat and some wine. Boys, push-ups. Now. We want to see rippling muscles and hear heavy breathing. Make us want to be underneath you animals. Oh, and the one who gets to fifty first gets to be Amy’s target. Ready, Go!!”

Amy sat back in her chair with a smile on her face and clinked glasses with Emma. She watched the two huge men dive to the floor and begin their assigned exercise like their lives depended on it. She found it immediately difficult not to associate their labored breathing with very sexual thoughts. This was getting interesting...

Andreas and Derek were neck and neck for the first thirty pushups, but then Andreas began to slow. Derek was like a machine and powered through the fifty push-ups with ease.

Emma smiled, applauding the two men on the floor in front of them. “Nicely done Derek. Amy, why don’t you go restrain your target before he has a chance to rethink his participation, hmm?”

Derek gave Amy a smoldering look, stood up and walked to the heavy timber framework. He held his wrists up against the dangling cuffs and just waited, back turned to them.

Amy laughed nervously and put her wine glass down. “Wow! Okay... um, what do I do?”

“First you restrain his wrists in those cuffs. Make sure they are very snug. Here, I will show you. Andreas...” Emma made a slight hand movement and Andreas moved into the same position next to Derek.

Emma strolled around to face Andreas, smiling up at his handsome face. Then she worked a leather cuff around his right wrist, pulling it very tight before buckling it.

Amy gulped, and did the same to Derek’s right wrist.

Derek tested it by pulling and twisting, then said, “My compliments, Amy. Good and tight.”

Amy followed what Emma did and in another minute they had two gorgeous males helplessly restrained to the heavy beam with arms over their heads.

Emma chuckled. “Now tell me that is not an adorable sight,”

Amy laughed, taking in the well-muscled physiques of the two males. “It’s like creating a work of art!”

Emma nodded. “Indeed it is! Now we restrain the ankles. Then the real fun begins!” Emma strolled in front of Andreas, turned Her back to him and then teasingly bent over at the waist. She picked up a leather cuff attached to a short chain and buckled it tight around Andreas’ ankle.

Amy giggled, and did the same thing to Derek, realizing she was a bit too close as his hardening cock nestled between her ass cheeks momentarily before she moved away. The sensations of his hard cock sliding against her smooth skin sent her arousal skyrocketing, as she understood that he was huge. Much larger than Michael...

Amy and Emma finished attaching the ankle cuffs and stepped back to admire their work. Emma handed Amy a small remote.

“Would you like to do the honors, Amy?” Emma inquired mischievously.

Amy blinked. “Um sure... but what does this do?”

“Nothing you will not enjoy. Go ahead,” Emma winked.

Amy shrugged and pushed the single button on the remote. Immediately they all heard the low humming of a motor above the ceiling somewhere. Andreas and Derek’s arms began to slowly rise up and outward, as the cables retracted into the ceiling. She was fascinated by how the two men were just sort of slowly lifted into the shape of X’s, side by side. Like some kind of weird ballet in slow motion or something. Their grunting brought her back to reality.

Emma was chuckling as She politely took the remote out of Amy’s hand. “My, My Amy. Well done! I usually let them keep their feet on the floor, but this will be even more fun.”

Amy looked and gasped. She had lifted the two huge men right off their feet and left them stretched so tightly in their restraints that they could barely move. “Oh my gosh! I did not mean to do that!”

“Oh... they will be just fine. Come, let’s get their targets in place.”

Amy was giggling uncontrollably by the time Emma pulled out and handed her the target for Derek. It was a large round circle with cutouts for the butt cheeks. Leather straps allowed the target to be fastened around the waist of the victim chosen to wear it. Amy watched Emma swiftly attach the target to Andreas’ lower back, taking Her time to fondle his ass cheeks as She worked them through the cutout hole. Taking a deep breath, Amy did the same, letting her fingers drift along Derek’s skin. She actually sighed as her hands kneaded his perfect ass cheeks, working them through the cutout as Emma had done.

“Excellent work Amy! Now, one last step: The bullseye!” Emma produced two small drawstring sacks made of squishy dense foam. The outside of the sacks had concentric red and white striped circles painted on them, with a black dot in the center. Emma produced a thin leather cord and deftly wrapped it around Andreas’ balls, tugging them backwards and through the cutout before tying them off like that. Then she took a foam sack and stretched it around his balls, drawing the strings snugly closed. “There! Now it’s your turn, Amy!” Emma playfully handed Amy a leather cord.

Amy gulped. “I cannot believe I am doing this...” She reached down and felt Derek’s large balls. They filled her hand completely. She wrapped the cord around them, and tugged them backwards, unable to take her eyes off them as she managed to pull them through the cutout tie them to the target like Emma had done. Derek’s balls were quite large, and she had to apologize a few times as she stretched the little foam sack around them. She took a step back, and just burst out laughing at the sight: Two gorgeous men, each stretched helplessly into the shape of an X. Each now wearing a bright red disc on their ass, with their butt cheeks and balls protruding. And the little target sack on their balls just added that special touch.

Emma had placed the two wooden boxes and two blow guns on the table, one set for each of them. “Now we have proper targets for our play time. Have you used a blow gun before, Amy?”

Amy shook her head no, sitting back down next to Emma.

Emma opened her wood case and carefully took out a little dart with a fluff of cotton at one end, and a very thin needle at the other.

Amy giggled. “Emma, Is this the part where you tell me the darts are dipped in poison, and our targets have about 30 minutes left on this earth?”

Emma laughed. “No, but you are closer than you think! Each dart is dipped in... well let’s just say a very stimulating potion.”

“How intriguing! Stimulating? How?” Amy inquired, sipping her wine.

“You are familiar with Viagra?”

Amy snorted. “Yes, of course,”

“And you certainly understand the nature of aphrodisiacs?”

“Indeed I do\! Whatever Sophie put in that tea is doing some amazing things to me,” Amy replied, unable to suppress a smile.

“Okay, Then imagine this: A Viagra pill and an aphrodisiac pill get into bed together. Then, a bolt of lightning suddenly strikes the two pills, giving them superpowers. That is what is on the tips of these darts. One dart hit, and Poof!! Instant horny male who gets hard and stays hard!”

The two women laughed heartily and clinked glasses, listening to the two men uttering good-natured groans.

Emma showed Amy how to load a dart into the blow gun, then casually announced, “You boys know that you exist for our pleasure, so until further notice, you are both strictly forbidden to become even the slightest bit erect. Keep those beautiful cocks pointing at the floor, or you will be punished.” Then she aimed Her blowgun, inhaled deeply and blew through it with force.

Amy could barely see the dart fly, but saw Andreas jump and arch his back, grunting slightly as the dart lodged in the center of his left ass cheek. “Wow Emma, nice shot!”

Emma took a sip of wine. “Thank you, Amy. Now it is your turn. “

Amy carefully loaded a dart, aimed, inhaled, and blew hard. The dart hit Derek’s right ass cheek, almost at the edge of the cutout. “Oh! I got him! Look!” Amy clapped her hands, watching Derek stifle a grunt of pain.

Emma smiled. “Very good, Amy! You are a natural! Derek, I believe you are in serious trouble, my dear,” She loaded her second dart and shot it, landing a dart on Andreas’ right ass cheek.

Amy followed, but put the dart onto the red board. “Darn it!”

Emma chuckled. “Relax, we have plenty of darts. And, I just know our men are enjoying this as much as we are. Aren’t you boys?”

Soft groans filled the room as Emma loaded another dart. She took aim, and blew harder, smiling broadly as the dart hit dead-center on Andreas’ ball-sack bullseye, making him yelp in pain. “Do forgive me, Andreas dear, but we could not hear your answer to My question,”

“Yes! Yes of course Emma! We are really enjoying this very much!”

Amy felt her pulse quickening as she reloaded. She shot the dart, surprised when hers also landed right on Derek’s ball sack bullseye.

Derek writhed in pain, stifling a scream.

Amy gasped, “Sorry! I really wasn’t aiming for that Derek!”

Emma put down her blowgun and picked up her wineglass. “Let’s take a little break, shall we?”

Amy nodded, and sipped her wine, gazing at the little tufts of fuzz sticking out of the two men’s asses. “So... how long does your little potion take to work on them, Emma?”

Emma smiled mischievously and sipped her wine. “Mmm, is someone getting... interested in the results?”

“You could say that, I suppose,” Amy replied, trying unsuccessfully to disguise her growing excitement.

Emma calmly mused, “Well, let us see. One dart has enough potion to be totally sufficient for a few hours of very, very satisfying sex. The potion begins to take effect in about twenty minutes or so. But the effects from multiple darts are cumulative and exponential, so it becomes very hard to predict results... very... very hard, if you know what I mean,”

“Oh my gosh... does it... you know... hurt him?” Amy asked quietly, her eyes locked on Derek’s massive shoulders.

Emma silently observed how Amy changed focus from both men to just Derek. “No of course not, though he might be a bit sore once you are finished with him,”

Amy laughed nervously and whispered, “I am so horny right now, I am trying to figure out how to get through dinner without throwing myself at him,”

Emma nodded, picking up her blow gun. “Let’s continue. Time to throw some gas on the fire!” She reloaded, landing another perfect shot in Andreas’s left ass cheek.

Amy followed suit, squealing with excitement when the dart landed in Derek’s left cheek. “Yay!! So, maybe we should stop now? I mean, how many...”

Emma gave Amy a look. “You can stop any time you want of course, but I will be extremely disappointed in you if I do not see ten little darts in Derek’s cute little ass,”

Amy gulped in disbelief. “Um, what is he going to be like after ten of these darts?!”

“Well, I expect a full report from you tomorrow. You may text it to me, if you cannot walk.” Emma replied playfully.

The two women laughed and hugged, then continued their sadistically pleasing little game of darts until each of their targets had ten little fuzzy darts sticking out of their asses.

Emma clapped her hands together gleefully. “Was that fun! Now, you note that I scored more bullseyes.”

Amy shrugged. “I did my best. And you obviously have more practice than I do,”

Emma nodded graciously. “True, but you did extremely well for the first time. But we have a ‘house rule’ that I insist upon at the end of every game,”

“Should I be nervous?” Amy asked, not really kidding.

Emma smiled. “Since I scored more bullseyes, then I get to watch you retrieve the darts from both targets,”

Amy shrugged. “That’s it?”

Emma smiled slyly and continued. “You may only touch the darts with your mouth, and you may not touch a dart until you have licked your tongue from the target’s balls to the tip of his cock. Start with Andreas. His whimpering is beginning to get me very hot.”

Amy’s eyes widened as she processed her assignment. She moved around to face the two restrained men. Both of them were now fully erect. She had never seen cocks this big before. Her body trembling, she sank to her knees in front of Andreas, and tentatively licked his shaft from base to tip before moving around to the target. She carefully closed her lips over the fuzzy dart and pulled it out. She saw Emma stroll over and place the two wooden boxes on the floor behind each man. Amy dropped the dart into the box and crawled back around to lick Andreas’ thick member again. She repeated this until Andreas had no darts in his ass.

Emma applauded playfully. “I am enjoying this so much, Amy. But you went much too easy on Andreas. I want your mouth to seduce and tease Derek’s cock until you are torturing him.”

Amy crawled right to Derek’s feet and looked up at him. His massive cock stood straight up, throbbing with need. She wrapped her fingers loosely around the shaft and pulled It slowly down to her lips. She gave the head a soft kiss and lick, then traced her tongue all the way down his shaft. She felt her clit throbbing as her mouth opened to suck on one of his balls. His earthy smell was driving her insane, and she immediately found it hard to concentrate on anything other than worshipping this glorious cock. She moaned and kissed her way slowly up the underside, suddenly realizing that for the first time in her life, she needed sex. She did not want it. She absolutely needed it. She moaned again, aware that she had taken the huge head of his cock into her mouth. She sucked and moaned noisily, encouraged by Derek’s moaning and sighs. Her head was bobbing up and down on his cock before she even knew she was doing it. She was panting with lust as she forced herself to concentrate on teasing him slowly. She finally tore herself away from Derek’s cock and crawled around to the darts in his ass. She kissed his ass repeatedly before taking the first dart out, soothing the entry spot with more soft wet kisses.

Amy moved back around to Derek’s cock, oblivious to everything else in the room. She engulfed his cock in her mouth, gagging on it. She wanted to take it all down her throat for him. For his pleasure. She sucked and slurped and moaned, eventually remembering the second dart. It took her another full minute to force herself to stop worshipping his cock. What was going on here?! She practically ran around to his butt, yanked out the second dart and spit it quickly into the box. Then she was back in front of Derek. On her knees where she belonged. Ready to beg him to punish her for torturing him like this. Wait what?! She could not stop the words from coming out of her mouth. She sighed lustfully and looked up at Derek while she licked her tongue slowly along his cock. She felt his thigh muscles straining with desire and sexual frustration. She whispered, “I should be punished for teasing you like this Derek... don’t you want to cum?”

Derek growled at her, tensing every muscle in his body.

Amy was lost in her own fantasy now, intent on riling Derek up into a sexual frenzy. “Mmnnh... I mean, you really should cum now Derek, before I get serious about teasing you. Because I am not going to stop. What are you going to do to me for being such a cruel tease, hmm?”

Derek growled again, but it dissipated into a frustrated whimper.

Derek’s arousal just set Amy on fire. She sucked and licked his cock with abandon until his body tensed, then she stopped before he could cum. She hissed, “You should really do something about me Derek. Make me stop...” She took the head of Derek’s cock in her mouth, and slowly, carefully pushed her mouth deeper onto his cock, overcoming her gag reflex. With a muffled moan, she slid it deeper and deeper into her throat. Finally, she slid it out and took a deep breath, staring at the strings of thick saliva connecting her mouth to Derek’s cock. She cooed, “I am a very bad girl for doing this, Derek... I want you to punish me for not letting you cum... only a hundred times worse,”

Derek moaned loudly, writhing in his restraints. “You... you do not understand... you should think...”

Amy ignored Derek and plunged his huge cock back down her throat, faster and more confident this time. She slid it out again and whispered, “I think you are actually getting harder in my mouth... think I like this...” Amy did it again, pushing even more of his cock into her throat before pulling it out, half gagging. “Oh yeah, Amy is a very bad girl,”

“The darts! What about the darts?!” Derek gasped, desperate for a moment to regain his composure.

Amy giggled. “Funny how I forgot all about them. Fine, I will go get another dart, and then I will come right back,” She stayed on her hands and knees, eyes blissfully closed, and kissed her way across his right thigh. She playfully bit him and growled before pulling another dart out. She was spitting the dart into the wooden box when she finally noticed someone standing there in high heels. She knew those ankles and shoes. She looked up to see Sophie smiling wickedly down at her.

“Sophie! I-I didn’t see you there!” Any gasped, suddenly speechless. Sophie had been in the room the whole time she was deep-throating Derek.

Sophie just smirked, strolling over to stand in front of Derek. Gazing at his rock-hard cock, she calmly inquired, “Derek dear, Emma and I were having the difficulty of hearing Amy. So do tell us what she says to you. Every of the words.” Her fingers traced lightly along his cock, making it jump and twitch.

Derek looked pleadingly at her. “Sophie. Please. She doesn’t know what I-“

Sophie wrapped an arm around Derek’s back and stroked him gently as she put a finger to his lips to silence his protest. “Every of the words, Derek. Now.”

Derek sighed. “Of course, Sophie. Amy said that she should be punished for teasing me like this. She said I should cum now before she got serious about teasing me. Then she sucked me to the edge of an orgasm but stopped, telling me she really should be punished for doing this to me.”

Sophie stroked his back, her other hand enjoying his chest muscles. “What else, Derek?”

Derek hesitated, But only for a moment. “She... told me that she was a very bad girl... She said she wanted me to punish her for doing this to her... only a hundred times worse.” Derek looked down.

Sophie smiled broadly. “Mmmm... a hundred times worse. I am pleased with your directive style, Probate. Now come here and demonstrate your technique for me. Perhaps I can learn something from you,”

Derek whispered, “Sophie, please don’t. She has not been told -“

Sophie shot Derek a warning look to silence him as Amy crawled back around to Derek’s cock. “Show me this very bad girl, now.”

Somewhere in a distant corner of her mind, Amy felt ashamed and embarrassed. But she felt even more turned on now, with Sophie commanding her to do things to Derek. She took Derek’s cock in her mouth again and sucked it for all she was worth. She felt Derek getting close to cumming and she stopped, flicking her tongue back and forth across his sensitive head, which made him groan in frustration. She heard her own voice - sounding very sexy and husky now - taunting Derek. “Are you gonna let me do this to you Derek? Come on... I want you to put me in my place... I want you to punish me like this Derek... keep me right on the edge... tease me until I cannot take it any more...” Amy felt possessed. She flicked her tongue rapidly over his most sensitive spots and then moved to the base, and then back again. She had him thrashing around in his restraints like a wild animal, and it was arousing her intensely.

Sophie moved next to Amy and stroked her hair like a pet. “Mistress Emma, I see the teaching moment here. You have taught me how important such moments serve to the education. May I be permitted to assume full and complete control of Derek’s responses and actions with my Probate? I note that she has signed my contract and accepted her Probate status under me.”

Emma chuckled, sipping Her wine. “Under you. I like that, Sophie. Well, under normal circumstances I would say no. Indeed, Amy and Derek have quite a wonderful chemistry together. But, the presence of a signed contract does indeed change the perspective. I also observe very submissive tendencies in Amy. See to it that these tendencies are fully explored, Sophie, to whatever depth you deem necessary. I expect you to be training your Probate as rigorously and effectively as possible. And I will expect spectacular results, wherever your training takes her. You have my permission. Derek dear, from now on, you are bound to Mistress/Probate protocol. You will follow all instructions to the letter. Do you understand?”

Derek gulped, looking nervously at Sophie. “Y-Yes Mistress Emma, I understand and obey,”

Emma smiled. “Good. Carry on then,”

Amy looked at Emma, then Derek, then Sophie. “What just happened?!”

Sophie chuckled, ignoring her question. “You May remove another dart now, My sweet little probate,” She smiled as Amy just silently obeyed and crawled around to Derek’s ass, breathing hard and obviously very turned on. Sophie’s fingers played with Derek’s throbbing cock as she observed, “Amy, you are taking so long of time. I want you here, telling Derek what you want him to do to you... while you torture him with your mouth,”

By the time Amy removed all of the darts from Derek’s ass, Amy and Derek were both drooling with lust, and Sophie was in complete control of them.

Emma looked on with satisfaction. “Sophie, why don’t you see about dinner? I will take care of everyone here until then.

Sophie smiled, curtsied and left the room without a word.

Emma strolled over to Andreas and stroked a finger along his rock-hard cock. “Amy, I simply do not recall either of us giving these two animals permission to become erect, do you?”

Amy laughed lustfully. “Mmm, definitely not, Emma... definitely not,” Her tongue was sliding from the base of Derek’s cock to the tip, over and over.

Emma nodded decisively, Her fingers tracing gently over Andreas’ nipples. “Punishment is in order. I see Amy is punishing Derek in her own way. Very commendable Amy, I will say. But you, My friend, are in need of some corrective action before dinner. The kind of action that makes sitting down quite uncomfortable.” She gently stroked Andreas’ cheek and strolled to a wall cabinet.

Amy watched as Emma returned with a meter-long cane, flexing it in Her hand. Gorgeous Emma suddenly looked terrifyingly powerful.

Emma said softly, “Amy, punishments should always be instructive. One must find the correct level of intensity to match with the offense. Then one must be unwavering and confident in delivery.” She tapped Andreas lightly on the ass with the cane, but then wound up and delivered a hard strike to his thighs, making him jump in pain.

Emma continued, “...Surprise and variety become the Domme’s best friend,” She leaned in against Andreas and kissed him softly on the lips before smacking his hard cock lightly with the cane. “Amy you will discover this. Being powerless to stop the threat of ongoing and relentless punishment begins to have a powerful effect on the mind. The subject becomes more and more eager to obey... more and more desperate to please. Willful, disobedient thoughts become more difficult to entertain.”

Amy watched Emma wind up and deliver three very hard strokes to the back of Andreas’ thighs, her arm muscles flexing beautifully.

Emma walked around Andreas and gently stroked the length of his twitching cock with the cane, smiling as he tensed in anticipation. “With a little practice, a Dominant can make just the thought of punishment as powerful as the punishment itself. The key is to get into the subject’s head,” She paused to lean in against Andreas, but this time, she pulled his mouth open and spat into it.

Amy blinked In surprise. Her lust-filled mind struggled to process Emma’s commentary. Was Emma advising her as a fellow Dominant or warning her as Sophie’s next victim? A wave of sexual arousal coursed through her as suddenly the pieces started falling into place. Into wickedly dark, inescapably erotic perfection, actually. Thoughts of Derek taking his erotic revenge on her bound body filled her mind, and she moaned into Derek’s cock. It was suddenly so easy to envision Sophie there too, making sure Derek edged her perfectly over and over, far beyond the point of torture, making sure she began to feel everything Emma was describing...

Amy’s mind began to instantly translate these fantasy desires into actions. She could not stop herself from torturing Derek so that he would torture her even more. She moaned even louder, taking Derek’s cock into her mouth again briefly before looking up at him and hissing, “Did anyone give you permission to get hard, Derek? Hmm? Do you want me to stop teasing you like this? Silence! I forbid you to speak! Mmm... too bad huh? You probably would have asked me to stop. Aww poor baby, looks like I just get to torture you some more. But don’t worry, I will stop whenever you get soft...” She slowly licked his cock from base to tip, flicking her tongue across his most sensitive spots, making it jump and twitch violently.

Emma observed Amy for a few moments, smiling. “Amy, I have no doubt in my mind that you are ready to cuckold your husband. May I give you some advice?”

Amy smiled broadly. “I think you are right, Emma! I cannot seem to get enough of this cock! Yes, please, I would welcome any advice you want to offer me,” Amy stopped licking Derek’s cock to give Emma her undivided attention.

Emma nodded. “Well for one thing, please continue to enjoy teasing Derek’s cock while we chat. I imagine it is nice for you to play with something so substantial. Now for some advice. Cuckolding is fundamentally based on creating sexual inequality. You enjoy sexual freedoms that Michael does not. Period. The most common mistake wives or girlfriends make when beginning the cuckold lifestyle is trying to maintain a level of sexual equality between themselves and their males. Please do not fall into this trap. Michael wants the sexual inequality to be very real. He wants you to experience every sexual pleasure imaginable, while he is denied any such sexual freedom.”

Amy gasped quietly, “Okay, go on...”

Emma began unbuckling Andreas. “The next point is very important and surprises many women. He wants you to humiliate him. If he were here right now, he would want you to tell him how turned on it makes you to play with a real man’s cock instead of his tiny little penis. He craves the humiliation of watching you being pleasured by others and telling your lovers how much better they are. He wants you to constantly acknowledge his sexual inadequacy.”

“Are you serious, Emma?!” Amy gasped.

“It may sound cruel, but it is not. It is simply the psychology of cuckolding. When you acknowledge his shortcomings and have sex with others instead, you acknowledge his desire to see you satisfied. Your relationship will likely grow stronger as a result.

Amy looked at Emma, dumbfounded and speechless. Eventually she whispered, “That actually makes sense now. Wow Emma, thank you... For the advice... and for sharing this gorgeous man here!”

Emma smiled, gently rubbing Andreas’ freed wrists. “So, a few words about Derek, then. He is highly trained to serve you in any way you wish. He is required to perform any task you assign him and play any role you want him to play. The only qualifier is that your instruction must not countermand any instruction from Sophie. This is where things get very interesting. For example, you could instruct Derek to seduce you and ravage your body until you orgasm right here in the game room, the moment you free him from his restraints. And he will do this. You could even tell him to ignore your protests if you wish. And he will follow your instructions. To the letter.”

Amy’s eyes widened. “Oh my gosh Emma! All those things I told him to do to me...”

Emma laughed. “Yes, I was just thinking about that. Quite a set of instructions you gave him, My dear, really.”

Amy had to laugh. She looked up at Derek. “Yeah I was on a roll. But you know I was just saying stuff, right Derek?”

Derek smiled down at her playfully. “I remember every word of your detailed instructions, if that is what you mean,”

Amy stood up wide eyed. “No! Hey! You forget everything I said about those things! I order you to forget them!”

Derek smiled and calmly replied, “You seem nervous, Amy. You should be.”


Chapter VIII

Michael was on his hands and knees in the cramped steel cage, in the corner of the large country kitchen. Right where Sophie had left him after the humiliation of making him crawl into the parlor to greet Amy and the dinner guests. The cage was so small that his shoulders touched the bars on each side. The bottom edge of the cage door was raised slightly from the cage floor, presumably so someone could slide in the empty dog bowl left in front of the cage. His eyes focused on the hefty padlock, recalling how Sophie had made him lock himself in the tiny cage, and then beg Her to take the key. Sophie was much more well versed in the psychology of domination than he could possibly have imagined. She delighted in pushing the cage door closed with her thigh, laughing as Michael realized just how small it was.

Sophie had placed Michael in Elsa’s care while she attended to ‘other things’. Elsa had warned him not to move or even make a sound. So, he just watched the bustling activity of dinner preparation unfold in front of him. A number of pretty young maids swirled about, following Elsa’s orders. Soon delicious aromas filled the kitchen, making his stomach growl. He was totally ignored, with the exception of occasional furtive glances from two of the young maids. They kept looking over to him and whispering whenever Elsa was not near them. They were up to something.

When the dinner was prepared, Sophie re-appeared to take over the dinner service. She and Elsa hugged, chatted in German for a few minutes and then Elsa departed. Sophie said something in German to the two conspirators, who giggled and raced out of the kitchen. Sophie then organized the remaining maids to bring the first course of soup and bread to the dining room.

Michael was left completely alone in the kitchen. He lost track of time. He could hear distant laughter coming from the dining room. At some point the maids returned to the kitchen with dirty soup bowls and went right back out carrying the main course dishes.

Michael was left alone again. At least until the two mischievous maids strolled back into the kitchen smiling wickedly. They said nothing at all. He watched them unlock the wheels of his cage and roll him quietly out of the kitchen and down the narrow back hallway. They steered him into a large, brightly lit room. The floor and walls were finished in shiny white tile. There was an assortment of plumbing fixtures on the walls and ceiling, many with hoses and nozzles. There were several large buckets of steaming soapy water.

He gulped as one of the maids closed and locked the door, wondering whether Sophie and Elsa even knew they had taken him. He said nervously, “Um, maybe we should let Sophie know where we are?”

The two ignored him with a smirk. One of the maids gathered two long chains from each side of the room. One end of each disappeared into the floor, and the other end was attached to a pink-colored steel handcuff with a frilly white lace sleeve around the curved bars. She strolled to Michael’s cage and placed them on the floor in front of it.

“So cute, Yes? They look just like pretty little toys. To the ankles,” She turned and strolled to retrieve another set of chains. These hung down to the floor from the ceiling and had identical pink cuffs with frilly lace.

“Present wrists, now!”

Michael gulped, struggling to move enough inside the cramped cage to reach them with his fingertips. And then struggling to affix them to his ankles and wrists as instructed. A growing sense of panic flooded through him as he ratcheted the steel closed against his wrists and ankles.

The other maid waited until Michael completed his task, and then unlocked the cage. She swung the cage door open and gestured for him to show his wrists, arms outstretched, palms facing up. Forehead on the tile floor.

Michael obeyed, only to watch her step on his fingers with her high heeled shoe. First one hand, and then the other. He stifled a scream of pain as she rocked back and forth on them, giggling as she squatted down. He felt her fingers trace along his forearms before she ratcheted the cuffs tighter around his wrists. In a husky voice she said, “Cuffs, they do not feel much like the toys now?” She gripped a handful of hair and dragged him out of the cage. He felt the ankle cuffs being forcefully tightened, cutting into his flesh painfully.

“Mmm, you want to run away now? Do you feel fear?” One of them whispered softly, stroking his face before grabbing his hair and plunging his head into a bucket of hot soapy water, holding it underwater as if daring him to struggle or resist.

Michael held still and held his breath for as long as he could, listening to them laughing above him. Eventually he had to fight his way to the surface to breathe.

“Oh! Does the slave make this decision?! Nein... nein... nein!”

He felt a hand on the back of his head, pushing his face hard against the bottom of the bucket until he actually exhaled the air from his lungs and began to reflexively inhale some water. He felt a hard tug on his hair, and his head emerged from the bucket coughing and sputtering. He felt a hard kick to his chest and toppled over backwards. The sound of chains clattering on the tile floor echoed in the room as he lay sprawled on the floor. One of the maids stood over him glaring. She looked really pissed off.

“Why are you not begging for the punishment, useless slave?!”

Michael crawled to her feet and hastily began kissing her high heel shoe. “I am so sorry! I didn’t mean to be disobedient! Really!”

He heard the deep rumble of a motor humming, and the movement of chains snaking across the tile floor. He felt his wrists and ankles slowly being pulled, He panicked. “Wait! No! I won’t do that again I promise! I am so sorry! I just needed to breathe!” He pulled on the chains helplessly, suddenly realizing his predicament.

The angry one just stood in front of him glaring, as his arms and legs were slowly pulled into the shape of an X.

He felt the warmth of a female body pressing against his back, and hands gently grasping his hips.

A soft voice whispered in his ear, “She is waiting, slave boy,”

Michael turned and asked, “Waiting for what?” The panic in his voice was unmistakable. He was stretched so tightly now, only his toes touched the floor. His wrists suddenly burned with pain.

“Beg for your punishment. Make us believe you...” She reached her hands around in front of him, and pulled on a pair of rubber gloves, snapping them against her wrists ominously.

“P-please punish me... I deserve to be punished,” Michael’s voice was barely a whisper.

“Explain yourself, slave. Why do you need punishment?” The angry one hissed.

“I- I think because I pulled my head out of the bucket?” He squirmed in the restraints.

“You think... that is your offense, worthless slave. Only your superiors think. Slaves simply obey. Slaves do not think. Slaves require punishment for thinking. Your punishment is doubled. Now, begin again.”

Michael gulped, feeling beads of sweat forming on his forehead. “I deserve to be punished for thinking. Please punish me!”

The softer, gentle voice behind him cooed, “And who does your thinking for you, slave?”

“My superiors think for me,” He whispered. He felt the cold steel of sharp scissors snipping the plastic straps of his chastity belt. It slipped off his cock and just fell to the floor.

“And who are we, slave?” The kinder maid moved to his side, her other gloved, lubricated hand encircling his cock.

Michael felt two lubricated fingers pressing against his asshole. “You are my Oww! Superiors!”

The angry one hissed, “I think... slave enjoys this very much. I think... slave wants to feel penetration. I think... slave wants to be stretched wide. Slave will speak the absolute truth now.”

Michael blinked in surprise, feeling the fingers thrust deep inside and then out again, slowly fucking him. His head spun. He did not want to respond. But he knew what they wanted. Clearing his throat, he whispered, “Slave enjoys this very, very much... slave wants to feel penetration... slave wants to be stretched wide,” He gasped. What the fuck was I saying?!

The maid to his side whispered in his ear, “I think... slave wants the wrists lowered.”

“I- I would... if it pleases my superiors,” Michael whispered quietly.

“Mmm this would please us very much,” The two women shared a chuckle.

Neither of his captors made a move to lower the chains. Instead, He watched the gentle one stroll behind a medical screen, returning with a huge cone-shaped butt plug on a vertical pole, attached to a stand. She took her time lubricating the entire length of the massive plug right in front of Michael.

The stern one went to the wall and touched a control panel. The chains moved his arms up, lifting him a foot higher. Now all of his weight hung from the wrist cuffs, and he winced in pain. He felt the slick tip of the butt plug press gently against his butthole. He saw the stern one smiling as she touched the control panel again. The chain lowered him very slowly back down a few inches before stopping. The ankle chains retracted at the same rate, pulling his body down onto the butt plug until it slid inside several inches, He gasped as it stretched him.

The gentle one cooed, “There... now we lower the wrists for our slave,”

Michael felt the wrist chains going slack as they lengthened a bit. He sank down further onto the butt plug, feeling it stretch his ass even more. He yelped in pain, immediately using his arms to pull himself back up. He immediately realized his predicament. He could not lift himself high enough to get off the plug. And his arms could not hold his body weight up forever. He whispered, “Please... please don’t do this... please let me down!”

The gentle one stroked his back and cooed, “Mmm, so you mean, please, let you down further? Good slave. You sense what we are thinking... very very good.”

He felt the chains lower another inch. The plug stretched him even wider for a second before he could pull himself back up. Panic coursed through his body.

The stern one spoke gently. “I think... the arms will tire before we complete bathing and shaving.”

The gentle one agreed. “Mmm yes, so much hair to remove...” She gently stroked his chest and thighs.

Michael’s eyes widened. “Wait, what do you mean?”

The gentle one replied, “I think... slave needs to feel less masculine... slave needs to feel more feminine. Slave is enjoying the penetration. Slave will speak the absolute truth now.”

Michael groaned, helpless to escape his predicament. Tears of frustration and pain formed in his eyes. He blubbered, “S-slave needs to feel less masculine... slave needs to feel more feminine... slave is enjoying the penetration,”

The stern one smirked for a moment. “We begin.”

The two women picked up electric shavers and shaved off all of his body hair from the neck down. Then they lathered up scrub brushes with perfumed soap and water, and began to vigorously scrub his entire body like an animal. The scrubbing made the butt plug shift around inside him constantly.

The gentle maid took a soapy washcloth and washed Michael’s face. Touching a small device to his collar, she unlocked and removed it. She washed his neck with great care. She then moved to his shoulders where she pressed down hard as she washed, forcing him down onto the butt plug even further.

Michael’s arms were quivering violently by the time they finished thoroughly scrubbing every part of his body. The stern one rinsed him off with a power washer, stinging his flesh everywhere.

The gentle one began to apply shave cream all over his body, and then began to slowly shave every inch of his skin smooth.

Michael’s arms were giving out now. His asshole accepted another inch. And then another. He was whimpering and squirming, powerless to stop himself from sinking lower and lower onto the massive butt-plug. His pleading fell on deaf ears as the two women shaved his body smooth, ignoring him completely. He cried out as his exhausted arms gave up. He slid down onto the thickest part of the butt plug. and then past it, feeling the plug pop deep inside as his asshole as he gripped the massive intruder possessively. He screamed in pain as his stretching pussy muscle struggled to contract from the invasive trauma.  Then, he felt the thick neck of the plug keeping his asshole stretched wide. 

The two women continued to ignore him completely. The stern one dried off his collar and reattached it with a click, locking it in place. The gentle one began to work perfumed lotion into every inch of his skin as he hung there helplessly. The stern one moved to a side table and opened a shipping box, removing its contents.

They worked together to disassemble a gleaming steel chastity belt on the table. Without fanfare, they worked Michael’s now-flaccid cock into the small curved tube. They worked the steel pieces around his waist and between his legs. They gently pushed all the parts in together until a series of quiet clicks were heard. They stood back to admire their work and laughed. The stern one removed the pole stand from the butt plug, then touched the control panel.

Michael felt his body being lowered to the floor at last, relieved when his feet touched the floor. He heard the door open behind him, and Sophie’s soft sexy voice filled the room.

“Ah so nice! Look at my slave so clean and smooth! Oh! And we received his permanent chastity belt already! So wonderful. How does it fit girls?”

The stern one replied, “The fit is perfect as expected. Zero chance of escape once it is locked.”

The gentle one offered, “And the tube is smaller on this one, which leaves a smoother profile.”

Sophie beamed. “I like it very much! And the locking stick is there?”

The stern one moved quickly to the table and returned with a small metal cylinder.

Sophie took it and strolled over to Michael. “Your cuffs are quite pretty next to your smooth skin. This gives me many, many ideas....” She reached around Michael’s waist and lightly touched the end of the cylinder to the waist belt, in the back.

He felt a mild electrical current for a split second, then nothing. Sophie’s lips were so close to his own, and he just wanted to kiss them so badly. She had him spellbound.

Sophie chuckled wickedly. “Did you feel the little tingle, my slave?”

Michael nodded his head, feeling his cock already trying to swell inside its new, much smaller prison. “What was that, Goddess Sophie?” He whispered nervously.

Sophie smiled. “See this little locking stick? It activates a set of magnetic locks inside the belt. Now there is nothing you can do to remove it. And the locking stick is now permanently programmed to my biometrics. I am the only one who can unlock this belt now. I own you.” Sophie turned to the gentle maid and handed her the locking stick. “Put this in a nice safe place for me, and try not to lose it,” Sophie turned back to Michael and planted a soft kiss on his cheek, then added, “Princess Miko warns that it could take several years to have a new one made.”

Sophie instructed the maids to remove the hand and ankle cuffs while she admired Michael’s new belt. Stroking a finger along the outside of his tube, Sophie whispered in his ear, “Mmmm, I think you will join Amy and Derek tonight. I want you to see and hear your wife being taken and pleasured by another man while you are locked in this.”


Chapter IX

Michael watched Sophie’s fingers gently caress his new steel chastity belt. The occasional brush of her fingers across his skin felt electrified somehow.

Sophie turned to the two young women. “So? How much time do we give him?”

The two girls snickered. One of them - the meaner one - immediately replied, “Five minutes, Mistress Sophie, not a second more!”

The other one shook her head. “Nein... we give him ten minutes. He learns better this way.”

Sophie considered both answers, then replied, “Ten minutes it is.” She nodded to the nicer girl, who immediately moved to a keypad on the wall. A countdown timer blinked to life above the keypad. Red numbers flashed from 10:00 to 9:59 and continued downward.

Sophie circled Michael slowly, savoring the growing look of panic on his face. Leaning in from behind, she whispered in his ear, “You miss the sex with Amy, yes? For... three weeks, maybe more, hmm? I understand. I can see it in your eyes. You want to have the sex with Amy tonight, instead of Amy with Derek? . Win her back... break Derek’s spell before he has the chance to fuck her. Mmmmm… and he will fuck her, like she has never ever been fucked before... unless you stop him.

I am feeling so generous to you right now, because I know she will never look at you the same after she has Derek. I will give you ten minutes slave, to free yourself from this belt. If you can get the belt off, you can fuck Amy tonight, and I will send these two to fuck Derek. But if you choose to keep the belt on, then I will know you really... truly... want Amy to learn what it feels like to fuck a real man. If that is your decision, then I want you to crawl back in your cuckold cage and lock it before that timer goes off. You have these two choices only. This way, we avoid any misunderstandings between anyone, because you were given a choice. Is that clear, slave?”

The color drained from Michael’s face. He could already feel how snug the belt was around his waist, well above his hips. But he nodded his head yes.

Sophie kissed his ear softly. “You dream of Amy having the sex with another, you selfish little boy. But you do not understand how a woman responds to the great sex experience. It will affect her deeply. Mind, body and spirit. She will want more. And quickly she realizes that she deserves more. Much more than you can give. From this moment, every pleasure she feels will lower you in her eyes. She will learn how her pleasure comes first, and you will find it becoming difficult to convince her otherwise. Very, very difficult. Come girls, let us leave my slave to decide what he wants,”

Michael watched all three of the women leave, laughing as they closed and locked the door behind them. He realized that the countdown timer was already down to 9:10. Shit!

After just a few seconds of trying to wriggle out of the chastity belt, he understood how well engineered the belt was. He pushed down and twisted it hard in all directions. It simply did not move more than a few millimeters in any direction. His panicked eyes scanned the room and spotted some tools on a medical cart. Racing to them, he grabbed a pair of pliers and immediately went to work on the connection joints. After a few minutes of trying everything he could think of, he just dropped the pliers on the tile floor. Not only was he unsuccessful at opening the joints, the steel pliers had not even put a scratch in the shiny metal. What was this thing made out of?!

Michael glanced up at the clock. 4:52 remaining. A wave of hope filled him as he found a tube of lubricant and squirted it all around the belt.

But it did nothing. Not only was he not getting the belt off, he could not even work his cock out of the tube. It gripped him somehow, like the teeth of a ratchet or something. He was out of options.

Michael looked at the clock. 1:35 left. With a deep sigh of resignation, he looked at the cage. His mind replayed the amusement in Sophie’s voice… when she called it the cuckold cage. Over and over, her soft voice echoed the phrase in his mind as he got on the floor and backed himself into the little cage. It felt even smaller as he struggled to pull the cage door closed. His fingers reached through the bars and closed the padlock shut with a loud click. Tears of frustration streamed down his face as he envisioned his wife in the throes of orgasmic bliss, Derek’s huge arms wrapped around her...

The sound of the room door echoed through the tiled room, jarring Michael back to reality.

Sophie strolled slowly into the room, closing the door behind her. “I see you have made your choice, slave. Very well. I will do everything in my power to make certain your cuckold experience is everything it should be. You have my word on that.” She smiled wickedly down at Michael.

Michael turned his head slightly, and whispered, “No it’s not like that Sophie! I tried! I really did but-“

“Silence, slave. You will speak when I allow you to do so. You will be silent at all other times. I have something to help you learn this very important skill...”

Michael watched Sophie stroll to a wall cabinet and retrieve a large rubber penis gag. His eyes widened with fear as he saw how large it actually was.

Sophie chuckled. “This is really something, yes? It is perfect for you. Do you know why?” Sophie reached between the bars and pushed the rubber penis head against Michael’s lips. She smiled as Michael yielded, opening his mouth wider and wider until the realistic phallus gag slid into his mouth.

Michael felt tears forming as Sophie filled his mouth, mortified to be almost gagging on a rubber penis so large it stretched his cheeks. He shook his head no, to answer Sophie’s question as she buckled the gag tightly around the back of his head. He watched Sophie reach around his head again, this time snapping a small padlock on the buckle.

Sophie was grinning as she stood up. “This gag is the perfect for you, because maybe you know who is the model!” She beamed as Michael figured out what she was saying.

Sophie stood and unlocked the wheels of the cage with the toe of her high heels and moved the cage toward the door. With a light-hearted sigh she opened the door and said, “Now you and Amy can share the same experience with Derek!”

Michael started to respond but decided against it. He crouched helplessly in the small cage as Sophie wheeled him through the kitchen and out the other side, then down a narrow back hallway.

They stopped at a section of wall paneling, and Sophie reached for the ornate base of a wall sconce. She smiled at Michael and gave it a twist. The wall panel retracted and then slid sideways, revealing the wire cage doors of a large dumbwaiter. With a laugh she said, “This is always feeling like a horror movie scene... making people disappear like this.” She laughed heartily as Michael’s eyes widened with terror when she pushed his cage into the dumbwaiter and pulled the lift cage door shut.

Michael uttered a muffled scream into his gag as the wood panel slid back into place, sealing him in total darkness. After several long minutes, the dumbwaiter lift lurched slowly upward. The deep whirring of an electric motor echoed down the shaft. The dumbwaiter cab finally lurched to a stop in the pitch darkness, bouncing slightly on the lift cable before coming to rest.

“Mmphh!!!” Michael tried to call for help, realizing his muffled voice barely made it out of the cage. He completely lost track of time. At some point, a wooden door in front of him creaked open. He saw Sophie standing in front of him in a dimly lit corridor, and felt relief as she opened the lift doors and pulled his cage into the corridor. He recognized the corridor. They were right outside Amy’s bedroom.


Chapter X

In a soft, nurturing voice, Sophie cooed, “Is my slave going to be very well behaved for me, and show always the perfect obedience?”

“Mmhmph!” Michael nodded yes as best he could in the cramped cage.

“Oh, good... because this lift can bring a good, obedient slave here to me... and it can just as easily bring a disobedient slave down to places he never wants to see...” 

Sophie unlocked the bedroom door and pushed Michael’s cage inside. “Ohhh, the wonderful experiences Amy will have in here this evening! And you will be present for every...single... moment...”

Michael watched helplessly as Sophie strolled to the doors of a large antique wardrobe on the wall beside the bed. The wide door panel was constructed of hand-carved wood in intricate vine-like patterns all around the perimeter with a full length mirror behind the carvings.

His pulse quickened as Sophie calmly opened the door and wheeled his cage into the wardrobe, turning it around so that he would look out through the door when it was closed. Looking through the open door, he realized the door was a one-way mirror. His horrified eyes looked frantically around the inside of the armoire. Every surface inside was covered in little black foam pyramids - the material used in recording studios to absorb sound. He watched helplessly as Sophie calmly reached down and engaged locking bolts all around the cage, anchoring it securely to the floor of the armoire, preventing the cage from being moved or rocked in any way.

Leaving the wardrobe door open, Sophie traced a finger along the thick rubber gasket lining the door. She moved a few steps to the bed and sat down, facing Michael. “These sound seals are most effective. You could scream at the top of your voice, and no sound will be heard out here. Mistress Emma upgraded it several years ago, after a very naughty cuckold actually managed to make himself heard. This does not occur anymore. There will be rules for My slave this evening. You will obey them, or you will be severely punished.” Sophie gazed sternly at Michael as she continued.

“My slave will not make a sound until I instruct him. Not even the small whimper. My slave will use this time to demonstrate how happy he is to acknowledge My absolute control over his abilty to speak.

And My slave will be as still as a statue in his cuckold cage. Place all of your energy into experiencing what you see and hear in this room. Let those sights and sounds burn deeply into your memory, slave. Tonight, I begin your transformation. You are becoming my slave. Soon, Amy sees you as slave also.

But now, she thinks this is the game she plays with the husband and me. The role play, yes?  But she does not understand. I am not giving you back. This is not a game, slave Michael. I will break you completely and mold you just like soft clay in my fingers. When you try to resist... I just squeeze you into a more pleasing shape.

This excites me very much. Amy will learn to accept that what I create cannot be undone, but this will take time. We will surround her with beautiful men - real men worthy of a woman’s attention - while I train you to be what you really are.”

Sophie stood, raised the hem of her maid dress and slipped a hand inside her panties. In moments she was sighing with pleasure. She withdrew her slick fingers and held them just outside the bars of Michael’s cage. She chuckled wickedly as Michael lurched forward, pressing his face against the bars as she moved her fingers away.

“Mmmm, you are beginning to feel the sex pill now. I see this. You naughty, naughty boy. You like my scent?” Sophie brought her wet, fragrant finger back to the cage.

Michael did not understand his reaction to the smell of Sophie’s sex. He could not control himself. He pressed his face against the steel bars to the point of pain, trying to get closer to Sophie’s fingers. He inhaled deep lungs filled with air trying to smell more of her delicious aroma. He lurched his head painfully into the corners of his cage as Sophie gracefully waved her fingers from side to side. It was immediately beyond intoxicating. It was entirely addicting. What was happening?!

Sophie chuckled softly, slipping her fingers back down to her pussy. “Mmm the sex pill is nice, yes? It makes you like the little drone bee... worshipping the Queen bee pheromones. Soon you will know nothing else but my perfect Queen scent. You will crave it like nothing else in this world. Soon, you do anything for me. Anything, My obedient little drone.” Sophie reached in between the bars and wiped her juices across Michael’s upper lip and all around his nose.

Michael screamed with lust into his gag. He inhaled over and over until his he felt dizzy. His cock tried to harden in its tight confines, leaving him with a constant aching reminder of Sophie’s control over him.

Sophie strolled back to the bed and sat down, gazing at Michael impassively. She smoothed her hand across the bed cover and calmly mused, “I wonder how Amy will react when learning about how much you need the humiliation of the cuckolding.”

Without another word, Sophie stood, flattened the bedcovers with her hands, and then came to the open armoire. She reached in and touched a button on the inside of the armoire. An almost imperceptible motorized hum emanated from the top section of the armoire for several seconds, as a steel frame descended from the upper section of the armoire, securing the cage in place.

Sophie was smiling as she slowly closed the wardrobe door.

Michael felt the darkness envelop him. Immediately his only view was looking straight at the bed. He watched Sophie chuckling as she moved to the nightstand to retrieve an old key from the top drawer. She strolled back to the wardrobe, slid the key in the lock and turned it with deliberation, tucking the key in Her cleavage.

“Don’t worry, slave. I will not let her anywhere near this key. We don’t want to distract her this evening by her knowing of your presence, do we? Hmm? Of course not. It is enough that Derek knows you are in there. Have a wonderful evening, slave. Oh... And if you say a word to Amy of My plans for you, slave, I promise you never will see her again. Ever.” Without another word, Sophie left the bedroom and closed the door behind her.

Michael’s eyes widened in alarm. His senses were processing so many things while his mind tried to process Sophie’s words. The smell of aged hardwood mixed with soft notes of floral perfume left him to wonder as to the history of this antique cabinet. His eyes had noticed how the door was at least three inches thick as Sophie swung it open. The soft ’whumphh’ of the door as it closed, and the absolute silence that ensued, was unsettling to his ears. Only after it closed did he associate the final rubbery ‘squish’ with an acoustic seal around the door. And when Sophie spoke again, he realized her soft, calm voice was coming from high-quality speakers inside the wardrobe, very close on either side of his head.

He suddenly realized he was not ready to watch his wife have sex with Derek. He wanted to stop her now. Maybe she would change her mind, he mused in his oppressive silence. If not, he would find a way to draw her attention. The thought comforted him as he stared out at the empty bed, remembering how close Sophie was. Soon, Amy would be just as close... He shut his eyes to remove the thought.

Michael was perspiring in the stifling heat inside the wardrobe, and he lost all track of time. He had tried everything to reach through the bars of his cage but could not manage to touch any surface around him. He attempted to rock his steel cage back and forth but quickly realized Sophie had anchored it to the floor of the wardrobe. He tried pounding the thick steel bars but he made no noise other than a barely audible thud. He screamed into his gag, realizing with a growing sense of dread that the sound of his muffled voice seemed to be swallowed up entirely by the confines of his antique prison.

The distant sound of Amy’s laughter came through the speakers next to his ears. A moment later the door flew open and Amy sort of stumbled in giggling and pulling Derek by the hand in after her.

“Oh no you don’t, Buddy! You are coming in here with me!” Amy announced playfully.

Derek allowed himself to be tugged into the bedroom, then closed the door. Eying the skeleton key left in the door lock, he made a deliberate show of locking the door with his free hand and leaving the key in the lock. “Oops. I think I might have locked myself in here. Maybe you’d better check. I mean, what if your husband wanted to check in on you?”

Amy paused for a moment, then giggled. “What if he did? Let me see...” She reached around Derek and turned the doorknob back and forth a few times. She froze for a few seconds, realizing what this meant. She then said quietly, “It really is locked, isn’t it. I suppose this means that you are all mine for the night, Derek.” She pulled the key from the lock, adding, “... and absolutely nobody is going to disturb us.”

Michael looked on in stunned silence, listening to their conversation as if he were sandwiched in between them. The sound was too real and close. Some part of his brain was deducing that there were microphones all over the room, meaning that he truly was not going to miss a thing whether he wanted to or not.

Amy gazed around the room with a sigh. “This is such a beautiful room. I love the colors. They are just so soothing. And the antique furniture... Look at the bed! And that armoire! It is magnificent!” Amy was brushing the key along the side of her neck as she strolled over to Michael’s armoire-prison, gasping with excitement as she touched the ornate wooden carvings framing the large mirror.

Her fingers moved along the top of the door, to a small section of woodwork containing a hand carved engraving. “Look at this! My Latin sucks. What does ‘Clava Dominarum’ mean?”

Derek moved in behind her, placing his hands onto Amy’s bare shoulders. “This piece has its own story to tell, I am certain. I believe the engraving translates to ‘Take your dress off...” He gently swept her hair back and traced his fingers down the left side of her neck, then along her shoulder and then down along the strap of her dress, adding, “...Every curve is just exquisite. It’s a shame your art-loving husband isn’t here. I am certain he would appreciate the experience of this on some level...”

Amy laughed. “Pretty confident that’s not what it says,” while she made no move to stop Derek’s advances.

“But it’s an armoire. What else should one do in front of it?” Derek retorted playfully.  They both laughed.

Michael bristled in his cage, watching Derek slowly work his fingers underneath the strap of Amy’s dress, pushing it off her shoulder to emphasize his comment. He held his breath waiting - hoping - for Amy to turn and slap him. Instead he heard her breathing deepen, her eyes following Derek’s gentle caresses in the mirror. She was allowing herself to be mesmerized by his touch. He had to distract her.

Michael let out a muffled scream into his gag, shaking back and forth in his cage. Amy just kept staring at Derek’s fingers caressing the skin of her upper arm. Tears of frustration formed in his eyes, as he watched Derek begin to seduce his wife right in front of him, powerless to stop it.

Amy gently sighed and leaned her head to the right, smiling as Derek moved down and kissed her exposed neck over and over. She whispered, “Nice and slow, okay?”

Derek responded by placing more long, soft kisses on Amy’s neck. Then he trailed the top of his tongue all the way from her shoulder up to her ear. He whispered, “No promises.”

Amy giggled. “I like this. Watching you in the mirror. It’s kinda’ hot,”

“Can you still see me?” Derek inquired playfully, kissing Amy’s neck a few more times before gently moving away to the nightstand by the bed. He lit the three thick candles there, and then moved to the other nightstand to light three more there.

“Mmm I just love candlelight. It’s so...”

“Medieval?” Derek quipped.

“I was going with romantic,” Amy giggled, watching Derek light more candles all around the room.

Derek turned down the lamps, leaving the bedroom bathed in soft warm candlelight. “And how about some music...” He picked up a remote.

Amy smiled as the room filled with slow, sensual music. The female vocalist sang in a soft, breathy voice. “Ohhh, that’s really sexy. You’re not playing fair, mister!” Amy turned back to the mirror and quickly checked her hair. She licked her full lips, making them glisten invitingly in the candlelight. She smiled broadly as Derek once again moved in behind her, enfolding his huge arms around her.

“Know what I would like?” He paused to slide his left arm around Amy’s thin waist, smoothing his hand up to her right breast, cupping it gently.

Amy’s mouth opened in surprise, but she made no effort to move his hand. “Aren’t you a bold one. So, what is it you would like to do with me in front of this mirror?” She placed her own hand over his, encouraging him to go further.

Derek took his time answering. He worked the right strap of Amy’s dress off her shoulder. They both watched in the mirror as it flopped down. Derek gently caressed the right side of Amy’s neck, then planted kiss after soft sensual kiss on her neck

“This is really turning me on... seems you know how a woman likes to be touched,” Amy whispered.

Michael tensed as he watched the seduction. He studied the pensive look on Amy’s face. She looked concerned. Distracted. Something other than Derek was on her mind. Maybe she wasn’t ready for this after all.

Amy sucked in her breath slightly as Derek snaked his arms around her. She sighed, tapping Derek’s arm. “Wait... I don’t get it, Derek.”

“Yes, But I believe you are about to, in a wide variety of ways,” Derek kept kissing her neck softly.

Amy smiled at that for a brief second, but the look of concern returned. “Why would he want this? I mean, really. Why would Michael want this for me?”

Michael heaved a sigh of relief. His mind played through a set of conversation in which Amy confessed she wasn’t up to this, sending Derek on his way.

Derek didn’t remove his arms but stopped kissing Amy’s neck. “Same reason you would not commission an accountant to hang his art in your gallery. You would seek the most qualified artist.”

Amy eyed Derek quizzically in the mirror. “Are you smoking something?”

Derek laughed. “Guys like him are very aware of their limitations in the bedroom, and I am thinking about his size limitation. He wants you to have the best of all sexual experiences possible. For your satisfaction and for his. He wants you to be in the hands of an artist for sexual pleasure. As your cuckold, he gets off on seeing you get off, so everybody wins.”

Michael tried to will Amy to challenge Derek. But Amy was absorbing every word.

Amy stroked Derek’s arm. “So... he sees you as the artist that he is not... that actually makes sense somehow.”

Derek let out a deep sigh. “Something like this, yes. I maybe should not tell you this. But... he... never mind. I do not wish to spoil the moment.”

Amy tapped his arm “Out with it, you. Did he say something to you?”

Michael realized that Amy, like Derek, had stopped using his name.

Derek paused for dramatic effect and sighed again. “Okay. In the Arrivals Lounge, we were in the locker room. Guys, you know, walk around naked when showering. He took one look at me - the size of my cock actually - and then he said that is what you need. He asked me to seduce you. I hope this is not upsetting to you, Amy,” He moved his hands from her waist and gently caressed both shoulders.

“Mmmpphh” Michael screamed into his thick gag. That bastard! He knows that is not true!

“He did?” Amy replied softly, a tone of relief in her voice.

Derek nodded yes. “In fact, he came right out and told me that he never gives you orgasms. He is hoping that I would do that for you. He deserves some credit for putting your pleasure first.”

“Mmmmphh Mmmpph!” Michael’s muffled screams were heard by no one but himself.

Amy gazed up at Derek in the mirror. “True statements, actually. So... do you think you could do that for me, Derek?”

Derek smiled. He responded by tracing his fingers down the nape of her neck, down between her shoulder blades. His fingers arrived at the zipper of her dress, and he very slowly unzipped it all the way down to her waist. His eyes never left Amy’s reflection in the mirror.

Amy felt her dress loosening, and instinctively clamped her arms to her sides to hold it up. But she made no move otherwise. She allowed Derek to go back to kissing her neck. Her breathing grew deeper and heavier as Derek found his mark. After just a few minutes of this, Amy sighed deeply, slowly moving her arms up to Derek’s. Her dress slipped off her body and floated to the floor. She whispered quickly, “Please touch me Derek, touch me everywhere.”

Michael was transfixed by the sight of his wife in her bra and panties, breathing heavily in Derek’s arms. He watched her fingers find the front clasp of her bra, letting it fall to the floor with a quiet gasp of excitement. Her nipples were already rock-hard, seemingly aching for attention as her breasts gently swayed. She still held the key to the bedroom door lock and traced it slowly down between her breasts and over her flat stomach.

Amy’s voice trembled with sexual desire now. “I better put this key someplace safe... someplace you will never find it... because if you ever took this key away from me... I would have no way to escape from this room... you could just have your way with me completely...” She pushed the key down inside her panties and leaned back against Derek, bringing her arms up over her head and around his neck.

Michael watched Derek’s hands move smoothly along Amy’s sides to her waist, lightly tracing his fingers across her belly and up to the undersides of her breasts. Amy sighed with growing arousal as Derek’s teasing fingers sensitized her skin to his touch.

Despite his mixed feelings, Michael felt the confines of his chastity tube as his cock tried to harden. Amy was already breathing hard, and Derek had not even gone near her ultra-sensitive nipples or her pussy.

Michael hated Derek for keeping Amy standing right in front of the mirror for all of this. But he could not stop watching. And he was definitely not ready yet for them to move onto the bed together. He just watched Derek’s hands caressing Amy’s hips and thighs, listening to her whimpered protests as he purposely avoided her most sensitive areas.

Amy cried out softly in surprise as Derek plunged a hand down inside her panties for a few pleasurable seconds before removing it, holding the key.

“What is the expression you have... Finders, Keepers...” Derek said playfully. He traced the key up along Amy’s stomach, up between her breasts and then used it to draw circles around her areolas.

Amy smiled and replied dryly, “Oh no... somebody help me...” She moved her hands to her hips, sliding her fingers inside her panties before working them slowly down her legs, making sure Derek watched her in the mirror. Turning to Derek she said, “You are way overdressed to be a respectable captor, don’t you think?”

“But I have this key to hold. I am very busy right now,”

Amy giggled. “Ah. I see...” She moved in against Derek and started pulling hard on his shirt, making buttons fly everywhere. She smoothed her hands across his massive chest before moving them to his slacks. She unbuckled and unzipped Derek’s pants with sexy little grunts of effort, throwing them across the room in her excitement.

Michael watched Amy kiss her way down Derek’s chest, listening to her sigh with pleasure as her fingers curled around the waist band of his underwear and tugged down hard.

Derek’s massive hard cock sprung up and slapped loudly against his toned stomach.

Michael gulped, seeing Amy’s very enthusiastic reaction to Derek’s manhood. He watched as she swallowed Derek and the back of her head begin to move rhythmically up and down.  His hands dripping on the back of her head began to control her up and down motion.

Derek just smiled and then looked down, right to where Michael was behind the mirror. Smiling in pleasure from Amy’s mouth, and knowing his model cock gag was deep in Michaels mouth, he said, “I am so happy that Michael let you share this moment with me.”

They turned sideways to the mirror, and Amy gave Derek - and Michael - quite a show. She slurped and sucked hungrily on Derek’s huge cock as Derek gently stroked her hair.

At one point, Amy gasped, “Oh my god I can’t get enough of this...”

Derek looked at Michael again as he spoke to Amy. “How do I compare to your husband, Amy?”

“Ohhh, he’s like a little boy compared to you. But I just cannot tell if you are two times his size, or three... I would really need to feel it inside me to answer your question, but... Ohh!!” Amy gasped in surprise as Derek squatted down and lifted her up by her thighs, holding her pussy right above the head of his throbbing cock.

“Yes! Yes! Let me feel it inside me!” Amy gasped, wrapping her legs around Derek. She held perfectly still as Derek slowly lowered her down until the head of his cock brushed back and forth against her wet labia. She squealed with pleasure, squirming around in his grasp.

Derek calmly observed, “I don’t think you’re ready for this just yet.”

Michael gaped at the sheer size of Derek’s erect cock, and the surreal sight of him holding Amy like a toy right above it. He watched Derek turn and lay Amy down gently on the bed, despite her demands for his cock. He watched Derek move in slowly to kiss Amy. Gentle and tender at first, but within seconds things heated up. Amy moaned into Derek’s mouth as they both got lost in long, wet kisses.

Derek positioned Amy so that she could see the mirror, the mirror that held Michael a captive behind it, encouraging her to watch herself being pleasured. He then kissed his way down to her breasts, and soon had Amy squirming and moaning for real as he worked her nipples expertly with his lips and tongue. 

Michael could not pull his eyes away as Derek slowly kissed his way down between Amy’s legs. He watched her gasp as Derek’s tongue began to work its magic on her. In just a few minutes Amy was panting and whimpering with sheer pleasure.

“Oh my god... how do you... oh god don’t stop...” Amy gasped, feeling herself nearing an orgasm.

Michael watched Amy arch her back, and kind of freeze like that with her mouth wide open and eyes shut for a few seconds. Then her eyes flew open wide as Derek sent her over the edge into her first orgasm of the evening. Amy emitted a high-pitched series of little whimpers followed by a long guttural moaning sound that Michael had never heard her make before.

Michael found the scene totally mesmerizing. He had always dreamed of this moment - watching Amy writhing in the throes of orgasm in the arms of another lover. He was feeling waves of conflicting emotions inside, physically, mentally and emotionally. But beyond whatever else he was feeling, he somehow felt a deep satisfaction in Amy’s receiving such sexual pleasure from Derek. In a weird way, it felt like his achievement as much as theirs.

Derek let Amy rest and enjoy the afterglow of her orgasm, laughing along with her as she came down from that sexual high. He gently stroked her arm, kissing her thighs tenderly. But he was just getting warmed up. He kissed and caressed his way down to Amy’s feet, and massaged them until she was purring with contentment.

Michael tried to shift positions in his tiny cage as his limbs began to ache. The image of Sophie wishing him a pleasant evening in his cuckold cage surfaced in his mind, even as he watched Derek kissing his way slowly along his wife’s inner thigh.

Amy’s soft voice interrupted the silence, jarring Michael back to his reality.

“I... I cannot believe... that was amazing Derek. My skin is like... tingling all over. Hey where are you going? Again?! I’m not sure I can take much more of... ohhhhh, that feels good... mmmm really good... how did you learn to - Ohhhh! Oh wow! I never felt anything like this before!”

Michael felt a pang of jealousy hearing Amy’s gasped confession, and watching her body responding so readily to Derek’s lips and tongue. He had tried so many times to induce this sort of a result for Amy, but never got close to this. He would go down on her whenever she let him, but she never seemed to enjoy it too much. Derek clearly had skills that he lacked.

Derek’s tongue already had Amy moving quickly toward another orgasm, and she was helplessly loving it. He reached up and gently grasped her wrists, pinning them to the bed. Amy arched her back and struggled to pull free, but she just seemed to get more and more excited.

In a few more minutes, Amy orgasmed again, locking her thighs around Derek’s head for a few long moments before flopping back down onto the bed with a sigh. “Wow, you could do this to me all night!”

Derek responded by sliding two fingers into Amy’s dripping pussy, finding her g-spot.

Amy arched her back hard and gasped, her fingers digging into the sheets as Derek’s skilled fingers went to work on her.

Michael looked on in stunned silence. He could not bear to watch but he could not turn away. He had never seen Amy so sexually aroused before. Derek was toying with her now - getting her close to another orgasm but then slowing down. Amy seemed lost between loving the tease and hating the frustration, but she let Derek keep going.

Before long, Amy was panting hard and fast, quietly begging Derek to finish her off.

Derek moved on top of Amy and kissed her deeply before laying down on his back, his hard cock throbbing at attention.

Amy needed no prompting. Climbing onto his chest, she tossed her hair back and kissed him again.

Derek guided her hips down so that Amy could sit on his cock, rocking her slowly back and forth… teasing at her labia and clit, but not letting her have his full girth.

Amy smiled, wagging a finger at Derek. “That’s not gonna do...”  Reaching between her legs, she took hold of his member and guided it between her slick pussy lips with a sigh.

Michael really wanted to look away. But he could not, and watched Amy slowly impale herself on Derek’s huge manhood with a long, loud moan.

“You’re huge! I-I’ve never been stretched so much... ohhhh yeah...” Amy gasped, slowly bucking her hips and making little coiling motions. She was completely lost in the sensations, seeming to barely notice Derek’s strong hands on her ass begin to rock her slowly back and forth.

Amy needed no further prompting and began rocking herself and bucking back and forth at just the right pace. Her sighs gave way to higher pitched panting and moaning as the pace of her rocking picked up. She soon exploded into another soul-shattering orgasm.

Michael felt his heart pounding in his chest. He felt a deeply powerful surge of arousal mixing with a sense of deep humiliation like he had never experienced. He listened to Amy breathlessly confessing to Derek that she had never in her life had sex like this. He had to listen to Derek calmly coax Amy to share how inadequate her husband was in bed, despite his good intentions. How he always came before she did.  He had to listen to Amy giggle with excitement as Derek informed her that he was a long, long way from cumming.

“Prove it...” Amy replied, in a husky voice.

Derek rolled Amy over on her back and climbed on top of her. He began sliding his cock almost all the way out, and then all the way back in.

Amy met his thrusts with soft moans, and together they increased the tempo. Amy raised her arms over her head and gasped breathlessly, “Hold me down, and fuck me like you mean it! 

Derek growled with lust, pinning Amy to the bed as he began to thrust harder and harder. His heavy balls slapped loudly against Amy’s ass cheeks as Amy mewled and whimpered with pleasure.

Michael heard Amy’s whimpers and moans turn into unbridled screams of lust as Derek pounded her over and over and over. He listened to Derek grunting out words in rhythm to his thrusts.

“Tell. Me. You. Need. This...”

“Oh god I need this! Yes! Yes! Yes!” Amy wailed.

“You. Need. A. Real. Man. In. Bed. Say It!”

“Yes yes yes I need a real man like you in bed! Oh god don’t stop! Please! Take me hard!” Yes! Oh god yes!”

Michael was overwhelmed by conflicting feelings of intense arousal and equally intense jealousy. He shut his eyes tightly in a vain effort to keep the two emotions separate, but realized the jealousy and helplessness was arousing him. He never expected to feel this way. Sophie was right - he had no clue what effect this would have on Amy. He had started something that he truly did not understand. He watched his naked wife moving in perfect rhythm with another man, feeling sexual pleasures that she had likely never felt before. A crushing sense of powerlessness overtook him, and this too just added to his arousal.

Derek brought Amy to many more orgasms over the course of the evening, leaving her satisfied and exhausted by the time they fell asleep in each other’s arms.


Chapter XI

Michael found it impossible to achieve real sleep in the tiny cage and found it equally impossible to prevent his mind from replaying the erotic events of the evening. The sounds of Amy’s sighs and moans of pleasure - that which Michael had ached to hear for so long - now burned into his memory like hot branding irons.

After many hours of watching daylight peeking in around the drawn curtains. Michael was startled by a loud knocking on the door.

Amy shot up onto her elbows with a gasp, blurting out a sleepy, “Yes? Hello?!”

A bright, sunny female voice called through the door. “Coffee, Lady Amy... courtesy of your husband. I leave the cart here in the hall for you, yes?”

Amy blinked. “Um, yeah - yes thank you! That’s perfect!”

“Very well. Ah. And I have a message from him. It is in an envelope on the cart,”

Amy looked at Derek. “Oh... Um, thank you!”

Derek was already slipping out of the bed, stark naked. He unlocked the door and opened it, not appearing concerned whether anyone saw him.

He wheeled the coffee cart into the bedroom and around to Amy’s side of the bed. “Coffee, my dear. Compliments of your husband.

Amy giggled. “I could start every morning just like this...” Her eyes devoured Derek’s muscular body, lingering on his large cock as he carefully prepared a lap tray on top of the cart.

“How would you like your coffee, Amy?” Derek asked as Amy slid off the bed naked herself, wrapping her arms around his waist.

“A little cream, one sugar please, served to me in bed by a gorgeous naked man. Oh, these fresh berries look delicious! Want some?” She popped a blueberry in her mouth. With a mischievous smile, she put another one between her lips and looked up at Derek.

Derek kissed Amy softly, eventually taking the berry from her mouth. He went to kiss her more deeply, but she pulled away.

“Hold that thought. I gotta pee!” Amy giggled and scampered into the bathroom.

Derek just smiled at the mirror, knowing Michael was still watching everything. He calmly fixed Amy’s coffee. Then he picked up a plate of pastries, carefully dumping them all into a napkin. When Amy came out of the bathroom, he was waiting there, with his cock resting on the plate. “Your husband is quite thoughtful. He even brought you a snack to nibble on with your coffee.

Amy had put on a silk robe, leaving it wide open. She laughed, pointing at Derek’s thickening cock. “Well first of all, that is a meal not a snack. And second of all, most snacks don’t grow to enormous proportions all by themselves. I had better investigate...”

Michael watched Amy wrap her slender fingers around Derek’s cock, stroking and squeezing it to full hardness.

“Oh that is much better. I’ll have my coffee now!” Amy giggled, climbing back into bed

“I believe that is the plan.” Derek replied, placing the lap tray carefully over Amy’s bare legs. He immediately began to massage her feet while she sipped her coffee.

“Mmmmm... I could really get used to this, Derek,” Amy purred.

“I am relieved to hear this. I do not place my manhood on a plate for just anyone,” Derek placed kisses on every one of Amy’s toes, eliciting a squeal of delight from her.

Amy eyed the small envelope on the tray and opened it. It was type written in a script font.

Good morning Amy,

I sincerely hope you had a wonderful experience with Derek last night. May I please have the honor of your company for brunch today, on the patio at 11:30?

- Michael

Amy read the note again. “Hmm.”

“What does the note say, if I may ask?” Derek inquired innocently.

Amy smiled, tucking the note back into the envelope. “It says that you are going to be seeing a lot more of me, lover.”

Amy smiled as Derek kissed his way up her right calf. “I need to have my coffee before anything else, young man,”

Derek didn’t stop kissing. “Mmm. Morning stimulation is so very important...”

Michael’s limbs ached from being stuck in the cramped cage all night. He barely slept at all. He had seen enough. He had heard enough. His growing discomfort seemed to amplify Amy’s ongoing pleasure. Every sound she made, every sexy movement, every smile of encouragement she gave Derek carried more weight and meaning. Amy was really, really into this. How would he explain that he wasn’t ready for this now? Or maybe he was ready, but just could not process the emotions...

He watched helplessly as Amy sipped her coffee, folding her right leg up slowly to draw Derek’s lips into her thigh.

She took a sip and said, “I am going to meet Michael for brunch on the patio in a little while. Maybe you should warm up the shower for me?”

Derek moved up and kissed Amy tenderly before nodding yes. He stood up by the side of the bed, his huge cock rock hard and pointing straight out from his well-muscled body. “I will see to it at once,”

Amy giggled. “Oh man, just look at you! Hey’ did you cum at all last night? You were insatiable.”

Derek gazed in the mirror, directly where he knew Michael’s eyes were watching him. “No, of course not. Premature ejaculation is your husband’s preference, not mine.”

Amy couldn’t help but laugh at the comment, making no effort to defend Michael’s prowess in bed. “I have to confess, I have never. Ever. Been with a man who has such stamina. But it is more than that with you. It is like you are clairvoyant or something. Like you were reading my mind all night.”

Derek kissed Amy’s neck. “Yes of course I am clairvoyant. And I read the mind of Amy even now. You wish for a real man to bathe and then dry every inch of you, but not until you finish your coffee.”

Amy giggled. “So impressive!”

Michael tried shifting in his cage for the thousandth time while Derek led Amy by the hand into the bathroom. He heard the door close, then the shower water running. In a few moments Amy’s giggles echoed around the tiled surfaces of the shower.

“Are you waiting for a written invitation? I thought you were clairvoyant. Come in here and tell me what I am thinking about now, big boy!”

“I believe you are thinking at this moment just how small your husband’s penis really is.”

Amy’s echoed giggles became echoed moans and sighs.

Tears of frustration flowed down Michael’s flushed cheeks as he listened to Amy and Derek in the shower. His attention turned to the bedroom door as it opened. In walked the two young women who fitted him in his chastity belt yesterday. His pulse quickened as the mean one strolled to the armoire and unlocked it, slowly swinging the door open. She put a finger to her lips as she wheeled Michael’s cage out of the armoire, closing it behind him.

Michael watched them wheeling him out of the bedroom. He very clearly understood that trying to scream for help would only get him in trouble, so he obeyed. He made no sound at all.

When they were in the corridor, the kind one spoke brightly in heavily accented English. “Did slave enjoy his evening?”

The mean one sneered. “Of course, he did.”

Michael’s pulse quickened as they wheeled him into another bedroom and closed the door. The nicer one leaned down to the cage, holding up a key.

“You remember the rules, yes?  We control you! You know these are the words from Mistress Sophie. You obey, no questions. Yes?”

Michael nodded his head yes, “Mmphh.”

“Very good. We let you out. You wash and dress. We have the luggage here for you. Then you have a brunch with the wife.”

The mean one added, “You will tell her how much you loved watching her fuck the real man. Every minute.”

Michael’s eyes widened in panic. “What? No! Please! Amy doesn’t even know I was there!”

The nice one leaned down and unlocked Michael’s cage. The mean one attached a leash to his collar and dragged him out roughly.

The mean one stroked his cheek gently. “You felt safe in the cuckold cage... so safe that you now have words for me...” She slapped Michael hard on the cheek. Then again on the other cheek, almost knocking him over. She gave him another three hard slaps on each cheek, reddening his face.

The nice one leaned down. “What are you going to say to the wife at brunch, slave?”

Michael felt tears forming in his eyes. “I- I am going to tell her that I... I saw and heard everything. And how much I loved every minute of it.” His head spun. How could he possibly tell Amy that he watched her last night from inside the mirrored armoire? What had he gotten them into here?!

The nice one patted his head like a dog. “This is good.”

The mean one hissed, “You say any negative words... you try to discourage her... we punish you. Very much.” With that, she unclipped the leash from his collar and pointed to the bathroom. Then the two women turned and left the bedroom.

Michael was trembling uncontrollably by the time he washed up and got himself dressed. His mind raced, trying to think of what he really needed to say to Amy.

A short while later, he had his nerves somewhat under control as he pulled on a pair of khaki pants and a golf shirt. He looked at himself in the mirror. He looked normal enough, despite the fact that he was wearing a gleaming steel collar around his neck, and Sophie’s inescapable chastity belt and butt plug underneath it all - a constant and powerful reminder of Sophie’s control and authority.

Nonetheless, he had to focus. He thought about Sophie’s plans to enslave him, and her stern warning not to breathe a word of that to Amy. Fighting back a sense of panic, his overwhelmed mind drew a conclusion. He had to get Amy and himself out of here before anything else could happen. And he would have to do it without telling Amy why, just in case they were not successful in their escape. He would deal with the collar and chastity belt later. Exhaling a deep breath, he left the bedroom and headed downstairs to the patio.

It was another beautiful sunny morning. Warm sunshine and lots of blue sky graced the patio with a feeling of pure perfection. Michael saw Amy sitting alone at the breakfast table. The umbrella gave her some shade, but she just looked absolutely radiant. Something about her seemed different, Michael mused.

“Morning!” Amy called out softly, with a smile.

Michael waved back, feeling a bit awkward. “Good morning, Amy. So... um... how, uhh...”

“Want some coffee?” Amy cut in, saving him from stumbling on his opening words any further.

“Oh, I would love some coffee. Thanks,” Michael settled into a chair, adding, “You look great, Amy.”

Amy smiled at Michael. “Thank you, Michael. I have good reason to feel great this morning, actually. Oh, and I love the collar, by the way,” She offered a friendly wave to a young woman making her way across the patio with a carafe of coffee.

Michael turned to look and froze. It was the mean woman! He began to tremble and shake.

“You want for some coffee?” The mean one spoke politely, filling Michael’s cup as she continued. “We have the French toast, eggs prepared to order, and fresh fruit for you this morning. I hope this suits your tastes,” She refilled Amy’s cup.

Amy beamed. “Mmmm! Sounds yummy, doesn’t it, Michael? Eggs over easy for both of us, I bet,”

Michael just nodded yes. “Yeah. Fine.”

The mean woman smiled graciously, then took her leave.

Amy looked at Michael. “You were pretty rude with our waitress just now. You okay, Michael?” Amy inquired, a look of concern clouding her face.

Michael’s eyes furtively scanned the patio as he took a long few sips of coffee. “Not really. Look. Whatever I say, you need to act casual and happy, like we’re having a great time. Okay?”

Amy stared at him without moving. “Until a second ago, I was planning on having a great time with you. What’s with you?” She forced a pleasant smile.

Michael’s hand shook like a leaf as he took another sip of coffee. Forcing a thin smile, he said quietly, “We just need to get out of here. Like now. As soon as we finish brunch. Look I know this sounds abrupt, and I know you had a really great time with Derek last night, but this is... I mean we’re getting in way over our heads here, Amy.”

Amy just stared at him dumbfounded, beginning to process his words. “Wait a minute. Whoa. How do you know I had a really great time with Derek last night, Michael?”

Michael gulped. Oh shit. Here goes nothing. He took a deep breath and exhaled. His head spun. “Because I watched you. I listened to you. All night long.” He held his breath.

“What?!” Amy shot back, her eyes darkening with anger.

“Shhhh! Okay, okay. Give me a chance to get this out, Amy. Please. You know that mirrored armoire in your bedroom? I was, um, inside it. But look, it wasn’t my-“

“First course is served!” The mean woman was now accompanied by the nicer one. They smiled warmly at Amy and Michael and set napkins in their laps, before serving them bowls of fresh fruit.

“You are enjoying your brunch?” The nice one inquired of Amy.

“Oh, it’s... quite illuminating,” Amy replied dryly, forcing a smile.

Amy watched the women stroll away, then turned to Michael, her face reddening. “So, let me get this straight. You talk me into exploring your little cuckold fantasy, and I agree to spend the night having sex with the man you pointed out for me. But that’s not enough for you, so you hide in the closet and secretly watch me fuck Derek all night long. And now - the morning after - you’ve decided it’s all a bit too much for you to handle and it offends your sensibilities to the point that you want out. Do I have this right, Michael? Or do I call you slave Michael? I’m really confused on that point.”

Michael’s face reddened with embarrassment and panic. “Amy, it’s not like that... There’s more to it. Sophie is... doing things to me. She’s...”

“Treating you like a slave, maybe? I thought you liked that sort of thing. If I remember correctly, you even signed a contract that says so.” Amy popped a strawberry in her mouth as she glared at Michael.

Michael looked down at his plate. “That contract, Amy, is just bullshit role play. I am telling you we need to get out of here. Now!”

Amy suddenly seemed to be enjoying Michael’s anxious discomfort at the table with her. “Just bullshit role play, huh? Hmmm... I just don’t know about that. Do you think Supreme Mistress Sophie would agree with your bold statement, slave Michael? Maybe we should ask for her opinion. Do you have your phone handy?”

“Amy please listen to me. We have to figure out a way to get out of here. I am begging you.”

Amy considered her husband carefully. “I don’t think you quite understand your position in this little role play, Michael. A position, by the way, that you freely and willingly accepted. From my perspective, I think you could be a lot more focused on planning my orgasms than on planning my escape. And I am sure that Sophie would agree with me.” Amy speared a few blueberries with her fork.

Michael replied quietly, fighting back a wave of panic. “Amy, it’s just not that simple...”

“It’s as simple as it gets, Michael. Slave, Probate, Superior. Simple little food chain. But the way, the number is ten.”

Michael blinked. “Ten what?”

“Orgasms, silly! It might have been eleven, come to think of it. I might have had a little one between I think number seven and eight. But Derek was fucking me so soundly I kind of lost track. He is unbelievable in bed, by the way. Excellent choice, Michael. I have never experienced the things I did last night. I feel like I finally had real sex for the first time. So enlightening. For both of us, really.”

“I felt a lot of things last night. Sorry, but I’m not sure enlightened is on that list, Amy.” Michael replied.

“And that’s okay, baby. I was talking about Derek and me. You may need more time to process all of this. But Derek and I connected on a really deep level last night, and I fully intend to keep seeing him. If you have a problem with that, then I suggest that you take it up with Sophie. Don’t forget, you started all this.”

Michael just blinked in disbelief, then shook his head to refocus. Lowering his voice, he pointed to his collar. “Look, Amy, none of that matters. We just need to plan an escape and get the hell out of here. This collar around my neck? It’s a fucking shock collar. It almost killed me yesterday!”

Amy looked at him with genuine concern now. “What? You mean Sophie did that to you?”

“Well, no she didn’t. I don’t think....”

“So who did then?” Amy inquired, growing more concerned.

“I... I don’t know. And there were these robotic arms that kept grabbing me...” Michael stopped.

“You sound insane, you know.” Any said quietly, looking down at her plate.

“Baby you gotta’ believe me. This is so far out of control. We just have to get away from here.”

Amy calmly bit into another strawberry. “Did it excite you, Michael? Seeing me having sex with another man? Be honest with me.”

“Yes. It was incredibly exciting. And humiliating, and“ Michael stopped talking as the women approached with their brunch meals on a cart.

Amy eyed him carefully. When the women reached the table, she spoke. Loud enough for the women to hear her. “I am glad it excites and humiliates you to watch me having sex with someone else, Michael. And I have to admit, the thought of humiliating you is starting to interest me. In fact, my napkin needs some adjusting on my lap. Crawl over here and fix it for me, slave.”

Michael shot Amy a ‘What-are-you-doing?!’ look. But seeing the steely resolve in her eyes, he sank to the patio and crawled past the two women, both of whom were smiling with approval. He adjusted Amy’s napkin, then started to crawl back.

“And where do you think you’re going slave? You have not even touched your first course. Are you trying to insult our host?” Amy gazed down at him imperiously.

Michael looked up at her in shock. Holy shit! What was she doing?! “I- I’m sorry Amy... we just got to talking and...”

“Never mind. Silence now. Ladies, would you mind terribly if my husband finished his meal on the patio? I am terribly sorry for his poor manners.”

“Oh, absolutely not, please do as you like, Mistress Probate Amy, we completely understand.”

Amy directed Michael to fetch his bowl of fruit and place it on the patio to the side of her chair. “Now you will eat your meal where I can keep a closer eye on you. And for a punishment, no utensils, and no fingers. And apologize to these lovely young ladies who have worked so hard to prepare a nice meal for us. In fact, I want you kissing their feet when you apologize.” Amy seemed to be enjoying herself now.

One of the women - the mean one - watched Michael crawl to her feet. “Very nice, Amy! I make a suggest for you...” Without waiting for Amy’s reply, she leaned over Michael’s plate of French toast, and spit a mouthful of saliva into it.

Amy blinked in surprise, laughing nervously. “Oh! Well that’s gross... um thanks but that is not necessary... oh... well okay then!” She watched the other waitress also spit into Michael’s breakfast.

Michael crawled to the women’s feet and kissed them, apologizing profusely as they stood there expectantly.

The nice one served Amy her brunch plate. Then she took the spit-laden plate and placed it on the patio next to Michael. In a kind voice she said, “You are new to the discipline, yes?”

Amy laughed again nervously. “Is it that obvious?”

“No, no! This is quite good what you do. It is the... good beginner. You are correct to scold for his rudeness. We could discipline him for you if you like,” The nicer one offered helpfully.

“Oh, um... that’s okay. I’ll deal with him myself. But thanks...” Amy felt a twinge of protectiveness toward Michael as the two women walked back into the house.

“See what I mean? These people are serious.” Michael said to Amy, staying on his hands and knees.

Amy looked at him thoughtfully for a few long moments, then took a bite of French toast. “Mmm wow this is amazing! Those two ladies just thought that I went way too easy on you. If we are gonna plan an escape, we are gonna have to make this look real. Like we are both really into it. Your showing up here looking ready for the golf course is not going to cut it, baby. You need to at least pretend to be a slave. Then maybe we can think about getting out of here.”

Michael lowered his head to the plate and slurped up some fruit. “That makes a lot of sense, Amy. You’re right. I wasn’t thinking very clearly when I came down.”

“And you are not off the hook for spying on me last night, mister. That is like super-creepy to me. Even if it did turn you on. Oh shit, what do they want now? No. Don’t look up. Just keep eating down there.”

Our waitresses had returned to the table. The nice one said politely, “Perhaps we could be of some service to you, Amy?”

Amy noticed the long leather riding crop in one of the women’s hands, and sort of choked on her mouthful of food. Then replied, “Thank you but I already told you, I will discipline him myself.”

“Yes, exactly! So, we bring you the riding crop as the gift! We intended to  place this to the table for you earlier. We do apologize. May we demonstrate its’ use for you?”

Amy blinked. “Um, okay I guess... and um, thank you. But shouldn’t we wait until I finish eating?” She was at a loss for words.

The kind one stepped closer to Amy and leaned down. “Discipline is always best when delivered at the time of the infraction. This way, the slave learns best. And to add, if I may, the slaves do not wear the street clothes here. Sophie would be most upset if She sees him like this. Please, let us help you be correct?”

Amy flushed with embarrassment and slight panic as events began to move out of her control. “Oh, sorry. Of course. I understand. And thank you for explaining to me. Um... slave, remove your clothing right now. Who gave you permission to wear street clothes today?”

Michael almost choked on a strawberry. Not wanting to make this situation any worse than it was, he silently pulled off his golf shirt, kicked off his shoes and socks, and then took off his khakis. With a sigh, he pulled off his underwear to reveal his gleaming steel chastity belt.

Amy’s mouth dropped open. “Wow... seriously?”

The nice one chimed in politely, “I will gather his clothing and remove them from here, Amy,”

Amy held up her hand, her dazed mind now trying to focus on what to do next. Maybe Michael was right. “Oh no, thanks. That is fine. You can leave it right there. I am with Sophie to do Her photo shoot this afternoon, and I want Michael there with us. So he may need some clothes. It’s all right.”

The nice woman suddenly seemed quite distressed. “But, we cannot leave them here. I put them in the safe place for you in the house. Please.”

Amy though for a moment. Then made a decision. “Of course. I understand. Thank you so much for your help,” She smiled warmly at the young woman quickly gathering up all of Michael’s clothing and scurrying off.

The mean woman politely said, “I will do the proper demonstrate of the crop for you now, Amy, yes?”

Amy gulped. She wasn’t sure how she felt about  any of this, but her instincts told her to keep her options open. How would she get Michael out of here naked wearing a slave collar and a chastity belt? Her head spun. “What? Oh... Um okay. Wait I’m sorry, what are you going to do?” Any watched the young woman noisily dragging one of the chairs a few feet away from the table, across the patio.

“The discipline begins by establishing authority...” the young woman calmly advised, reaching down and grasping Michael by a fistful of hair. She yanked him up to his knees with a grunt, then kept pulling upward as she half-dragged him over to the chair. Pushing him over the back of the chair, she shoved his head down hard onto the seat cushion, maintaining her vice-like grip on his hair.

Amy looked on, stunned, as the young woman slowly circled her naked husband, naked and bent over the chair. Michael was like a lump of putty in her hands and he made no move to resist or object. He seemed to want this. Fascinating...

The young woman spoke calmly to Amy. “Authority confirms control. Even before his punishment has started, the slave understands that any further disobedience will mean more severe and lasting punishment. He must hold perfectly still for this, or we will start again from the beginning. We begin with several firm strokes, altering the timing between each one to keep the slave focused on what you are doing...” She raised her right arm up high.

“Wait a minute!” Amy cried out, watching the young woman bring the crop down hard on Michaels’s ass. She froze, noting that Michael did indeed not move a muscle. Somewhere in a deep, powerful place she felt a surge of pride in her husband. She remained quietly mesmerized as Michael took ten hard strokes from the young woman without flinching.

The young woman turned to Amy and held out the crop. “Now it is your turn,”

Amy took the crop, gazing down at the bright red welts showing up on Michael’s ass and thighs. Something came over her. She suddenly needed to do this better than this little bitch next to her. This was HER husband...

Amy wound up and delivered a hard blow, smiling as Michael took it just like the others. She struck him again. And again. And again. She was breathing a little harder, and at some point she realized that this was exciting her deeply for some reason. Thoughts of Derek filled her mind, and she hit Michael harder. Thoughts of Michael’s creepy confession seeped into her mind, and that was it. She wound up and hit him so hard that he yelled, jumping up for a moment.

Amy hissed breathlessly, “You moved, you little bitch!”

The young woman chuckled. “We begin again, then.”

Amy launched right into it, counting out twenty hard strokes. She was gasping for breath by the time she was done, partly from exertion and partly from arousal. She was proud of Michael for taking his punishment so well. She leaned down to him and said, “I hope you learned your lesson, slave. Now finish your breakfast. We have a photo shoot to get ready for.”

The mean woman smiled politely and left Amy and Michael alone.

Michael did his best to eat, but he was trembling all over. He heard the click of boots coming across the patio, and then Sophie’s velvety soft voice.

“Ah, Amy! I see you have needed to punish my slave. The girls informed to me just now. Very well done for the novice. Nice markings. You have an even stroke.”

Amy took in the sight of gorgeous Sophie dressed in full equestrienne clothing. White blouse. Skin-tight beige riding pants. Knee high leather boots. Sophie held a riding crop of her own. Amy blushed slightly, not understanding why really. “Thank You, Supreme Mistress Sophie. That was a first for me. So... I take it you have been riding this morning?” Amy inquired politely, surprised to see Michael immediately crawl to Sophie’s feet. Without a word he moved around behind Sophie to her right side and lowered his lips to her mud-splattered right boot.

“Indeed. I had a very invigorating ride up into the foothills. I am still quite warm from the effort. How do you say it - I worked up a sweat! I must look like quite the mess,”

Amy looked at Sophie standing in front of her like a goddess. She was absolutely stunning. Every curve of her perfectly rounded, well-toned ass was highlighted by her tight stretchy riding pants. A light sheen of sweat glistened on her neck and little beads of perspiration dropped down into her ample cleavage. She strolled around in a small circle on the patio, observing Michael’s efforts to crawl around on her right side obediently. Shifting uncomfortably, Amy replied, “Actually, you look perfect. How do you do that right after a workout?”

Sophie chuckled. “So, kind you are, Probate. There is nothing like having a well-trained animal between your thighs first thing in the morning. Don’t you agree?”

“Oh, absolutely!” Amy laughed, her mind immediately returning to the thrilling sensations she experienced from Derek’s masterful lips and tongue.

Do you ride?” Sophie inquired innocently, gazing down at Michael with his lips pressed against her muddy boot.

“Me? No. I um, never rode a horse before.” Amy confessed, feeling even more inadequate. Sophie just seemed to know exactly what Michael wanted.

Sophie made a point of playing with Michael’s hair for a few long moments with the tip of her riding crop. Then she replied, “I understand... not all Women are fit to take the reins. Do you order my slave to service you this morning?”

Amy blinked. “What? Him? Oh, you mean... no, not at all. We were just having some brunch together.”

“Very good. He must not be distracted by the scent of another female in these early days of training. I am sure you understand.” Sophie calmly explained, omitting the fact that she had dosed Michael with a powerful pheromone-mapping drug the night before, that was quickly reducing Michael to a desperate, drooling animal.

Amy fought back a wave of jealousy. She had to keep her cool in order to think.  “Of course, Supreme Mistress Sophie, I understand completely.” She looked on as Sophie calmly strolled to Michael’s patio chair - still a few feet from the table - and tapped the center of it with her riding crop. “Chin.”

Michael wasted no time crawling to the chair, eagerly placing his chin at the center of the seat cushion.

Sophie used her crop to gently swat Michael’s arms and hands behind his back, hands open and palms up. This left him supporting the weight of his upper body on his chin and collared neck. “Hold.” She smiled as Michael remained still as a statue like his life depended on it. 

Sophie calmly observed, “This position becomes uncomfortable soon. It is a nice test this way, yes?” She waited for Amy to agree, smiling at her attempts to hide her discomfort. Making sure Amy was watching, she swung a leg over Michael and then sat down gracefully, opening her thighs on either side of his head.

Amy’s eyes widened as Sophie slowly sat down on the patio chair. Her husband’s face was now pressed fully against Sophie’s pussy. He immediately began to inhale deep lungs full of breath, punctuated by quiet little whimpers. “Um... Why is he doing that, Sophie?”

“He learns my scent...” Sophie replied, gently stroking Michael’s hair. Then she added, “Your wife instinct wants to stop him. It is difficult to see your husband worshipping my scent like this. He hungers for it, yes?”

Amy sighed. “Oh, that’s an understatement.” All I really want to do is kick you in the head right now, she didn’t say.

Sophie nodded. ”So, you listen to your inner female, not the inner wife. You see there is nothing unfair, just hierarchy. You spend years forcing him to believe he is your equal. But he wants to be just the footstool for the Female. He is very confused. You see this now...” She brought her left leg up and rested it on Michael’s back, on top of his hands.

Amy did not know how to respond. She just stared dumbfounded as Sophie gently stroked Michael’s hair while he breathed in her scent like he was starving for it. She watched Michael’s hands reverently wrap around Sophie’s boot. He looked so content this way. Conflicting feelings of jealousy and self-doubt flooded her mind. Her own soft voice surprised her. “Yes, I see this now.” Any objection she had just sort of evaporated.

Sophie smiled, reading Amy’s reaction perfectly. “We nurture the animal instinct... then we modify the behavior. Slowly and with great care, of course. This one has not served the Dominant Female before, but I like his eagerness very much. I will take my time with him.”

Michael felt Sophie’s soft, stretchy riding pants moistening around his nose as the scent of her pussy juices became more evident. He moaned loudly into her sex, feeling a powerful rush of sexual pleasure just knowing Sophie was becoming aroused. He felt his own arousal somehow linking directly to Sophie’s arousal. Binding him to it. The feelings were growing so powerful it frightened him. He pulled his face back an inch reflexively, only to feel Sophie’s fingers on the back of his head gently pushing him in close again. He could not resist.

“So how was your evening with Derek, Probate?” Sophie inquired lightly, feeling Michael’s nose nuzzle deeper between her labia.

The question brought Amy’s mind back into focus. How Derek had rocked her world so completely. How Michael had hidden in the closet to watch like a sneaky little pervert. She gazed at the welts on Michael’s ass, and felt a sudden urge to torture him with details from her sexual adventure with Derek. “Hmmm, Derek... where do I start? He’s just a sexual genius. I felt things with him that I have never felt before.  He was seducing me from the moment we sat down on the plane together. It’s like he knows what I need way before I do.” She drew a deep breath and sighed contentedly.

Sophie chuckled. “You will meet many, many more men like him, Amy. Our global network attracts them like moths to a flame. You see this soon enough.”

Amy’s mind was on overload. She could not stop herself from becoming sexually aroused as she replayed details of her evening with Derek. She struggled to focus on Michael’s seemingly desperate pleas to escape, as she watched him bury his face between Sophie’s thighs. How upset could he possibly be? What kind of sick game was he playing with her? And her lustful mind simply could not process Sophie’s comments that there were more men out there like Derek, waiting to pleasure her. Maybe she just needed to slow all of this down for a while. She remembered the photo shoot. She remembered the role play contract. Her head spun.

“So, can you tell me anything about this photo shoot, Supreme Mistress Sophie?” She smiled playfully.

Sophie beamed. Never had she encountered a wife so ready to let another Woman pull her husband away from her own influences. Sophie fully understood that such opportunities were rare and must be leveraged to the fullest. The poor thing had absolutely no idea that her husband was being programmed to become completely addicted to her scent, right in front of her. This observation furthered Sophie’s growing arousal, which she knew would hasten Michael’s addiction. She composed herself for a moment before replying.

I have made all the arrangements for my photo shoot today. I will need you to wear the loose-fitting robe and nothing else. And no bra or panties. We do not want any marks on your skin... at least before we begin.” Sophie smiled at Amy, silently enjoying her discomfort.

Amy flushed slightly. “Oh well yes, that would make sense I guess...” Her mind struggled with the idea of being photographed naked.

Sophie smiled and rose from the table.

“Meet me in the kitchen in thirty minutes, Probate.”

Amy sat up straight, her mind still processing the comment about marks on her own skin as her eyes gazed at the many red welts on Michael’s ass and thighs. “Of course - I will be ready. Um, I was wondering if slave Michael could come with us to the photo shoot. Would that be permissible?”

Sophie pondered the question, silently loving how Amy was asking Her permission about her own husband’s activities. “You must not be distracted from your submissive role play, Amy. I fear your husband’s presence would serve to destroy the mood that I require. So, you will agree to have no contact at all with Michael until I allow it. And it would be best if you kept your distance from him as well,” Sophie managed to stifle a sigh of pleasure as Michael’s nose pressed in against her clit as she spoke.

Amy’s mind raced, but she remained as calm as she could. “Of course, Superior Mistress - I understand,”

Sophie smiled at Amy. She could tell her new photography subject was not telling her something. But in a short while it would not matter, provided Amy played along with her plan. And Amy was doing just that, better than she could have hoped. “You understand very little, Probate mistress. For this photo shoot you will let others control you. Think for you. Mold you. You stay in the submissive character every moment of my photo shoot... whether it be during preparation, the actual shoots, or... afterward. I may need to reshoot some pieces if I am not satisfied. I will need you to be in the submissive space for this. Now, you will go to your room and change your clothing. Meet me in the kitchen in ten minutes. Do you understand, probate?” 

“Y-Yes, I understand, Superior Mistress,” Amy replied, more nervously.

Sophie stood. “You understand nothing, Probate, except that you serve me. Say it.” Sophie pulled a leash out of Her purse and attached it to Michael’s collar.

Amy gulped. “I - I understand nothing, except that I serve Supreme Mistress Sophie”

“Mmm, continue to repeat these words until I instruct you otherwise, Probate. I want those words to sink deeply into your mind.” Sophie tugged on Michael’s leash, leading him into the house.

Amy did as she was told, repeating her mind-numbing mantra as she watched Sophie stroll away, with her naked husband on a leash crawling behind Her. Repeating the mantra made it impossible to hold onto any other thoughts. She already felt the words lodging deeply in her mind. She shook her head to clear it.  Come on, Amy. Think. Get it together.

She took a last gulp of coffee and raced across the patio and then up to her bedroom to get ready.


Chapter XII

Emma leaned back in the soft leather desk chair, smiling. She continued to watch the video monitor on Her desk as Amy stood up from the patio table and finished her coffee. Amy’s brunch with Michael had certainly been informative, she mused, listening to the clatter of china as Amy hastily put the cup back down on its saucer before moving away, quietly repeating Sophie’s mantra word for word, over and over.

With a sigh, Emma touched a speed dial on Her phone. A female voice answered immediately. Emma spoke softly to the woman. “Seems they may be planning an escape. See to it that they think they can, hmm? Let them have their adventure. For a while, anyway.”

Sophie led Michael on his leash back into the house, away from Amy. Away from his old life. Into a world where she would reign supreme over him. She laughed out loud as they entered the house, still incredulous that Amy had just sat there watching as she made her husband worship her scent. As she let her begin to enslave him without even realizing it. This morning’s interaction changed things. No more going slowly with these two.

Sophie felt a rush of pure sexual energy flowing throughout her body as she realized her plan was going to work perfectly. She tugged Michael’s leash, leading him near the kitchen table, suppressing a smile as his lips immediately found her muddy right boot as soon as she stopped. “Look how slow you are to perform for me now. She distracts you so much. Tell me slave, did she touch you in any way this morning?”

Michael nodded yes. “We hugged before sitting down for brunch,”

“She hugged you without my permission. No wonder you are so unfocused, you poor little thing. She confuses you with her scent. This is very selfish behavior, and dangerous for you now because of the sex pill. How could she do this to you?” Sophie gently stroked Michael’s hair, a look of deep concern on her face.

Michael blinked at Sophie. All he wanted to do was please her. He felt a flash of anger toward Amy for putting him in danger. His voice trembled with fear. “Goddess Sophie, what should I do?”

Sophie felt her pulse quicken and her sex moistening as Michael poured himself into her waiting fingers. “Why she is sabotaging my efforts with you? Does she not understand anything about you?”

Michael’s head spun. “I-I don’t know Goddess Sophie... I am sorry... She is so selfish. She knows nothing about me.”

Sophie gave Michael a smoldering look before slowly turning her ass to him and leaning over on the table. She arched her back slightly, swayed her hips and sighed. “I thought I could trust her to not interfere with your training. We must take action. Immediately.”

“Please Goddess Sophie! Please tell me what to do! All I want to do is please you! What can I can do to fix this?” Michael found it impossible to resist the urge to crawl behind Sophie. He gazed longingly at her perfect, round ass. He suddenly needed more...

Sophie smiled as she felt Michael’s nose gently brush against her ass. She had studied all of the High Council papers on the ground-breaking sex pill and its use. She knew very well that a single dose was more than enough to focus the male completely on the Female pheromones. She recalled the High Council warnings about ‘pheromone singularity’, a common condition when a male is only allowed to experience the scent of one Female. She knew the High Council recommendation to ‘socialize’ a male taking the sex pill, to avoid pheromone addiction. Exposing the male to a variety of females, the recommendations stated, allowed the male to function normally, and provide service to many women at the same time.

But Sophie had friends on the High Council. She had seen the confidential studies. She had read the clinical reports on use of the sex pill at higher doses. She had absorbed every word, every figure as if it had been prepared just for her. And there were the highly confidential hypnosis programs designed to aggressively condition the submissive male mind into the deepest levels of drone-like obedience. With a frisson of sexual energy, she realized that pheromone singularity was just the beginning, for the male given higher doses of the sex potion - in pill form or liquid. And now, she had the perfect opportunity to experiment on her own. And nobody even knew she was doing it.

“First, we must strengthen your connection to me. There must be no other female in your memory.” Sophie stated calmly, summoning all of her inner strength to contain her sexual enthusiasm.

Sophie brought Michael up to his knees in front of her. “I will care for you. But you must do as I say.”

Michael held his breath. “Anything! What can I do?”

Sophie had to fight the urge to force Michael’s face between her legs and use it to grind herself to orgasm. Instead, she calmly said, “You must say nothing about this to anyone.”

“I promise! Not a word!” Michael replied breathlessly.

Sophie feigned deep concern. “We must act quickly. Come,” Sophie stood, purposely moving close enough to Michael so that he could smell her sex. She did not stop him when he pressed his face in against her crotch, but she moved away just as quickly, tugging his leash.

Michael crawled along beside Sophie, following her into the pantry off the kitchen. He watched Sophie close and lock the door.

Sophie turned around to face him, leaning back against the door. “I am very... very... disappointed. Why is the sex pill not working on you, Michael?”

Michael blinked, confused. He was hornier than he could ever remember. He was craving Sophie’s scent in a strangely powerful way. He was quickly feeling like all he needed in this world was to please Sophie. He stammered, “I, um... it is! I mean I think it is... I have never taken it before but it is making me so-“

“There is a red box on the shelf. Fetch it.” Sophie gently commanded.

Michael lunged for the red box, holding it up while Sophie opened it. He watched her pick up a medicine bottle and open it.

“You need more.” Sophie said matter of factly filling the little bulb syringe with a red liquid. “Open.”

Michael opened his mouth, even as he struggled to find a polite way to ask what was in the syringe. He felt Sophie quickly work the syringe back behind his teeth and empty the contents into his throat in one shot, the way one might give medicine to an animal. He swallowed reflexively and coughed. He watched Sophie smiling wickedly as she refilled the syringe. “Goddess Sophie, May I ask what-“

“Open.” Sophie instructed.

Michael obeyed, letting. Sophie inject his throat with another syringe full of liquid. He noticed her cheeks were flushing pink, and her pupils were dilated. And why were her nipples hard now?

Sophie’s pulse quickened with excitement. She chuckled lustfully, imagining how her friend Ana would react to what she had just done. Ana, her reclusive scientist friend at the High Council; the one Sophie convinced to smuggle out the high-potency liquid form of the sex pill for her. The one who adamantly told her to use it very sparingly to avoid permanent addiction and mind conditioning. Ana would be mortified to learn that Sophie just gave a male the equivalent of four more doses, on top of the first sex pill.

Michael began to feel light-headed and weak. His nostrils cleared and his sinuses popped painfully. He winced, nearly dropping the red box as he braced against the pantry shelf in front of him. He inhaled Sophie’s perfume. The salty-sweet smell of her skin. The lingering memory of her musky scent seemed to echo and compound in his mind, strengthening a desire for more.

Sophie sighed innocently.  “I know you need something now, slave...” She drew Michael’s leash up, pulling him to a standing position.

Michael blinked, feeling an overwhelming surge of raw lust ripping through his mind and body. “I- I do?”

“Mmm of course you do...” Sophie purred, pressing him against the shelves before, leaning her body against him. Then she continued seductively, “...You definitely want something. It is already the urgent need, I see this,” Sophie moved closer and licked her lips as she moved her hand behind his head, pulling his mouth closer to hers.

Michael was on sexual overload. The warmth of Sophie’ body was like pure sexual energy flowing into him. Her warm sweet breath was like heaven. He wanted to kiss her lips very badly. He blurted out, “I want to kiss you Sophie!”

Sophie just smiled. “Ohhhhh, Everyone wants to kiss these lips... slave...” She unbuttoned a few buttons on her blouse. “Tell Sophie what you really... really need...” She moved closer to kiss Michael, but pulled away just as he went in for the kiss.

Michael was breathing harder now. Sophie kept her lips less than an inch from his, but would not let him kiss her.

“You like this teasing, slave,” Sophie whispered, smiling wickedly as Michael silently nodded a yes confession.

“Mmmm, I am the very cruel tease, slave... let me hear you beg for this,” Sophie whispered, licking her lips again very slowly.

Michael swallowed. “I... I... please Goddess Sophie... please tease me... please be a cruel tease... make me suffer...”

Sophie gasped softly in mock surprise. “What is this? I think you are begging for this kiss... but you beg for the cruel teasing... Mmm... how interesting to learn what you really want. I am very pleased you beg for this.”

Michael’s eyes widened. “No! I mean I thought you wanted me to -“

Sophie placed a finger on his lips. It was time to start getting into Michael’s head. “Shhh, it is okay... I understand what you need. She does not, but maybe she learns someday. Maybe she understands you better after my photo shoot. She wants you to come with us to the shoot. Maybe I permit this. Maybe I allow you two some private time to... talk. Would you like this?”

Michael’s lust filled mind struggled to focus on Sophie’s words. It was so hard to recall his conversation with Amy about escaping. A glimmer of that exchange surfaced, and he realized that being with Amy somehow was the only hope of planning an escape. But did he even want that anymore? Had it been Amy’s idea or his? Sophie would surely be very upset by such a plan. He reflexively blurted out in a whisper, “Yes Goddess Sophie, I would like that... but only if you think it is a good idea,”

“I will consider this. But if you are to see Amy, you must first finish your chores, To my satisfaction of course.” Sophie gently replied, stroking Michael’s hair.

“Yes, of course Sophie,” Michael whispered, his entire being increasingly focused on doing whatever Sophie suggested. His mind was becoming laser-focused on her soft, sexy voice. Her scent and her voice were becoming inseparable. Experiencing one increased his desire for the other.

Sophie smiled warmly. “You need so much to worship the Female... but you have had no chance before now to feel the Divine Feminine control you... become the important part of you,”

Michael’s head spun with lust. He absorbed every word Sophie spoke, realizing the depth of their truth.  Tears formed in his eyes. He nodded yes, feeling intense gratitude for Sophie’s understanding.

Sophie whispered, “I see what the others do not. You are not a real man, and you never will be. I see the harm they do to you...” She unclipped the leash from Michael’s collar.

Michael watched spellbound as Sophie turned and opened the pantry door.

Sophie looked hurt as she continued. “But you must want my total and complete control. No more games, Michael. You may go to her room now, or you follow me. This is the last decision I allow you to make...” Sophie lifted his chin with the tip of her riding crop for emphasis.

Michael watched in stunned silence as beautiful Goddess Sophie strolled out of the pantry and across the kitchen. She was letting him go! For a fleeting moment he thought of escape, but the urge to follow her was overpowering. His mind in total confusion, he walked out of the pantry into the kitchen. He heard her footsteps going up the stairs. They had both heard Amy come in from the patio and take the same stairs while they were in the pantry. So, either way at least he had to take those same stairs, right?

He reached the top of the stairs, heart pounding as he caught a glimpse of Sophie strolling past her open bedroom door at the end of the dark corridor. Bright sunlight bathed her bedroom, momentarily highlighting the perfect curves of her ass in those clingy riding pants.

Michael stopped short in the doorway of Sophie’s bedroom, suddenly alarmed that he had walked right past Amy’s bedroom without a second thought. He thought about turning away but inhaled the delicious scent of Sophie. Her perfume. Her salty sweaty skin. Her sweet warm breath. Even a hint of her musky perfection. Nothing else mattered anymore. He entered Sophie’s bedroom as if in a dream and heard the door close and lock behind him.

“You have chosen your path... slave. You are my property now.” Sophie felt a heady rush of sexual excitement as she slowly circled her new plaything. She soaked in his nervous breathing. His inability to stop sniffing the air like a dog as he became more and more addicted to her scent. The look of sexual desperation already on his face. She recalled Ana’s warnings about making sure the male taking the sex potion was regularly socialized with a number of females. This practice ensured that the subject safely developed ‘blanket pheromone mapping’ without the risk of accidental addiction to only one female. The male would be much more attracted to any female he was near. If left with only one female, the male would very quickly develop a permanent addiction to pleasing that female, much like a drone bee serves its Queen. Sophie chuckled, remembering how Ana always viewed this dynamic as a bad thing, explaining how the male orgasm could be used as a ‘safety valve’ to at least slow a male’s rapid descent into permanent pheromone addiction while an intervention protocol could be provided.

There were members of the High Council who applauded the ethics of such a restrictive set of checks and balances. But Sophie knew these Women were missing an important opportunity to advance the cause of Female Supremacy. Michael would be shown no such restraint. Sophie knew far more about the neurochemistry of Ana’s sex potion than Ana herself. She knew that higher doses changed the male’s cognitive functions, literally removing his ability to process his own thoughts without the approval of the female he worshipped. And, she knew that she was about to change Michael’s entire belief system, one humiliating command at a time.

Sophie’s voice was different as she breathed hotly into Michael’s face. Huskier, and more authoritative. “You stared at my maid uniform yesterday.  You like this.”

Michael blinked. “Um, yes Goddess Sophie... You just looked so gorgeous in it,”

“Mmmmm... I like having the maid underneath me... training her to serve only me... focusing every ounce of her energy on becoming useful to me. Do you want for being... useful... to me?”

Michael gulped. He didn’t like where this conversation was going. But this had to be a language thing, right? The term maid probably meant housekeeper, he reasoned. But shouldn’t he ask Sophie to clarify? His own whispered voice betrayed him immediately. He wanted to be useful to Sophie. He needed that. He needed to kiss her perfect, moist lips, less than an inch from his own. “Yesss,” He leaned in.

Sophie chuckled softly, pulling back slightly, but snaking her arms around Michael’s head. “You think to kiss these lips, slave? Nein... you are not worthy of them. These lips kiss real men. Get on the floor and lick my boots clean instead, slave.” She pushed Michael down hard to the floor, forcing his face into her muddy boot.

His head spinning, Michael lapped and licked Sophie’s boots until they glistened with his saliva. He had displeased Sophie by trying to kiss her. He felt terrible about that.

“Remove my boots, slave.” Sophie calmly commanded, sitting down on an upholstered chair by the window.

Michael crawled after her, and gently eased her left boot off.

Sophie brought her damp, fragrant toes up under Michael’s nose. “Worship my scent, slave.”

Michael moaned softly, inhaling the delicious aroma of Sophie’s sweaty foot. His lips kissed her toes. His mouth opened to suck on them. But he heard a familiar ‘wooosh’… followed by a searing pain on his right ass cheek.

“Worthless slave... I am very displeased with your lack of focus. Did I command you to kiss my toes?” Sophie inquired calmly, landing three more hard strokes with her crop.

Michael winced. “No Goddess Sophie, please forgive me!” Michael whispered.

“Now there will be punishment before your chores. Remove my right boot, worthless slave.” Sophie gently commanded.

Michael obeyed. He offered no resistance when Sophie stood and strolled to the footboard of her massive four-post bed, tugging his leash very hard. He let Sophie guide each of his wrists into steel cuffs attached to chains, leaving him on his knees with his arms outstretched and chained to the ornately carved posts at the foot of her bed. He reflexively pulled on the chains, realizing he was quite securely shackled to Sophie’s bed now.

Sophie flipped her hair to one side and leaned down to Michael. “I understand it really does feel like you are slowly being pulled apart...” She stood and strolled to the nightstand.

“What? I- I don’t understand,“ Michael whispered nervously.

Sophie returned with a remote in her hand. “Any movement in those chains now will help you understand, worthless slave...” She stood in front of Michael and unbuttoned her blouse, smiling provocatively as she unclasped her bra, letting both items float to the floor. Her fingertips traced along her ample breasts, circling her hard nipples.

Michael was entranced. Moaning softly, he licked his lips and lunged forward attempting to get closer. Immediately he heard a low motorized humming. He realized with panic that the footboard posts were slowly rotating now, winding the chains around them. They stopped after a few seconds. Michael realized that there was much less slack left now in the chains.

“Do be careful, my sweet... worthless... little slave... I would not want you to hurt yourself...” Sophie unbuttoned the front of her riding pants, then turned around and shimmied them down off her hips and ass, bending so that her ass was almost in Michael’s face.

“Oh god Sophie please don’t do this to me! I can’t...” Michael fought against the urge to move closer to Sophie. He could smell faint whiffs of her most basic musky scent. He felt his resistance draining.

Sophie traced her fingertips along her ass cheeks, swaying them back and forth in front of Michael. “You may kiss me here, worthless slave. Just once...” Sophie tapped her left ass cheek with a finger.

Michael could not stop himself. He lunged forward like a wild animal, desperate to give Sophie the kiss she was allowing. The low humming resumed, and Michael felt his arms being pulled outward. The cuffs dug painfully into his wrists. This time the motors did not stop until his arms were stretched painfully.

Michael gasped, and whispered, “Please Sophie...” He couldn’t find words. His mind was melting down on overload. Sophie kept teasing him with her ass, moving it close enough to smell but not close enough to kiss.

With a wicked chuckle, Sophie cooed, “You do not want to kiss me? Then you will smell me like a dog... learn my scent, worthless slave...” Sophie wriggled out of her soaked panties, and then sat down with her full weight on Michael’s face. She shifted side to side, pulling her ass cheeks apart slightly. She smiled as she felt Michael’s nose pressing into her asshole. She pinned his face to the bed like this, grinding back and forth until he was writhing and gasping for air.

Sophie rose gracefully and went about the business of dressing herself for Amy’s photo shoot without so much as a glance in Michael’s direction. When she was at last ready to leave, she strolled to the foot of the bed. In a calm, authoritative voice she said, “When I return, we will address your disappointing lack of focus, worthless slave. Until then, you will focus on the tension in your arms. Let this remind you of my absolute control over you. Try to resist my control, and you will pull yourself apart.”


Chapter XIII

Amy wriggled out of her yoga pants and top. The memories of her erotic evening with Derek intertwined with the words of her new mantra, making it hard to concentrate on anything at all as she stripped naked. She remembered the beautiful silk robe and slipped it on. It felt like a soft, loving caress all over her naked body as she fixed her hair and makeup, dutifully repeating her mantra under her breath for the entire time. She was downstairs in the kitchen before Sophie got there, wearing nothing but the silk robe. The words of her mantra echoed in the empty kitchen, making them seem more powerful somehow. The floor tiles felt cool under her bare feet. She had chosen not to wear any shoes or sandals to avoid marks, just to be on the safe side. She felt vulnerable.

Sophie strolled into the kitchen, calmly circling Amy slowly, appraisingly. She listened to Amy’s voice repeating the humiliating mantra, savoring the sound like a sip of fine wine. She stopped directly in front of Amy, smiling slightly. She could sense the delicious struggle in Amy’s eyes as she tried to fight the urge to just slip deeper into subspace. She could tell it was bothering Amy to be continuously repeating her humiliating mantra in front of her, but she made no indication that she should stop.

“Ah, don’t you look lovely, Amy!” Sophie gave her a long soulful hug. Then she just strolled out to the driveway through the side entrance, calling over her shoulder, “Come. We begin now. I see you are enjoying your new mantra, so you may continue repeating it. Come along, My obedient probate,” Sophie touched Amy’s chin gently before strolling toward the side door of the kitchen.

Amy gulped, and followed Sophie outside.

Amy saw a windowless unmarked delivery van parked in the gravel driveway. There were several tall stanchions with bright lights and reflective umbrellas bathing the rear of the van in light. Between the light stanchions was an elaborate camera on its own tripod stand. She watched two female models dressed in skin-tight latex guard uniforms chatting near the van. They were very attractive, and quite tall. When they saw Sophie, they moved to the back doors of the van and opened them. 

Amy stopped walking and her eyes widened in disbelief and fear. She stopped repeating her mantra as she took note of a large clear plexiglass cage in the back of the van. “What the... Hey um Sophie, what’s... um...” Words failed her as the two models walked toward her, smiling. Amy noted how muscular and well-toned both women were. They towered over her.

They each greeted Amy with a long hug, setting her a little more at ease.

“Hi, nice meeting you both. You two work out a lot, don’t you!” Amy laughed nervously.

Sophie smiled warmly at Amy, then spoke in German to the two women, making them smile and nod. One of the women strolled back to the van and leaned into it to gather something. The other spoke soothingly to Amy in German, her fingers slowly caressing her shoulders as she cheerfully steered Amy closer to the back of the van.

Amy blinked, trying to gather her thoughts. Maybe Michael was right. Maybe this was going too far. She stammered, “Oh, um, so we’re gonna do the photo shoot right out here, huh? Okay cool, I guess,” She wrapped her arms around her chest reflexively.

The woman smiled and shook her head side to side, gently lowering Amy’s arms to her side. Then she untied the belt of the robe, letting it fall open. She whispered something to Amy in German.

Amy heard the clicking of a camera shutter. She stammered apologetically. “I’m sorry, I - I don’t know what you’re saying,”

Sophie chuckled from behind her camera. “She says you are very pretty Amy, and she wants to have the beautiful sex with you.”

Amy blinked. “Oh. Well I’m flattered. And thank you. But um, I’m not... ya know... gay,”

Her comment made the three women laugh.

The woman smiled at Amy, and moved the robe outside her left breast, letting her fingers graze across her hardening nipple.

Amy swatted the woman’s hand away, hearing rapid fire camera clicks as she did. Oh shit...

The other uniformed woman came over, a sincere look of concern on her face. She seemed to be admonishing the first uniformed guard, reaching in to cover Amy’s breast again with the robe as she stepped behind her.

Amy thanked her quietly and said to the woman’guard’ in front of her, “Look, sorry. Just maybe you could tell me before- Oh!!” She felt the robe being pulled forcefully down off her shoulders and arms, away from her completely. She heard another burst of camera shutter clicks as the two women laughed. She was completely naked standing between them now. She tried to run for the house. She felt a strong Female arm slide quickly around her waist from behind, lifting her feet completely off the ground. The camera shutter clicked repeatedly as she struggled.

“Yes! Yes! This is good Amy! Very nice!” Sophie encouraged enthusiastically from behind the camera.

Amy wasn’t listening. “Let go of me!” She felt strong arms folding her own arms behind her back. She watched helplessly as one of her guard captors took the long silk belt from her robe and passed it around her waist. She thrashed around uselessly as the guard let the belt slip down behind her thighs to her knees before drawing it very tight around them, forcing her thighs together. She could hear Sophie’s camera clicking away as the guard knotted the silk belt around her knees.

The guard stood again, and made a point of stroking Amy’s cheek softly, smiling as Amy jerked her head away from her touch. The guard took her time tracing her fingertips down Amy’s neck to her exposed breasts, exploring them for a few minutes before bringing her attention to Amy’s nipples, which she squeezed very hard.

Amy yelped in surprised pain, tears welling up in her eyes as the guard lifted her breasts up by her nipples as she pinched even harder. She felt the guard behind her move in close to her ear and bite it hard before hissing, “Do not move.”

Amy got the message loud and clear. She nodded her head quickly up and down, breathing fast with tears streaming down her face. She stopped thrashing around. The guard behind her kissed her ear gently, before forcing her elbows to touch each other behind her back. She watched the other guard reach into the van and return to her carrying what looked like a long, bright red leather sock. But it was covered with at least a dozen leather straps and buckles.

“Wait. No. Please. What is that?!” Amy whispered. She didn’t resist as the guard just reached around her waist and pressed her palms together. In one long motion, she felt the guard quickly pulling the leather ‘sock’ up the length of her entire arm, working her hands all the way down to the bottom. It was so tight she could not even curl her fingers.

“Okay, okay wait a minute. Sophie, this thing is too small for me. Do you have one a little bigger? I mean, my hands are like crushed together in this thing...” She felt a leather strap being pulled very tight around her wrists just as she was thinking of pulling her hands out. “Wow! This is tight! Could you please, you know, go a little easy with the straps? It’s just a photo shoot. Remember?!”

The beautiful guard just smiled at Amy, gently turning her around to face the guard who had been holding her arms. Then she went back to work on the straps and buckles of the arm binder, all the way up to Amy’s elbows.

Amy turned her head and pleaded with Sophie to stop the guards, but Sophie just encouraged her to stay in character. Her fear, Sophie explained, was making for very good photos.

Amy watched as the guard in front of her now worked wide straps under her arms and the up and over her shoulders, hugging Amy as she reached around to buckle them loosely to the arm binder between her shoulder blades. The straps weren’t tight but had the effect of pulling her shoulders back and down. On some fundamental level of her mind, Amy realized that she had just lost any ability to shrug or wriggle her way out of this menacing contraption. This felt a lot more real than she expected. She tried hard to wriggle her shoulders out of the wide straps, but even as they were loose, pressing on one just put more tension on the other. She pulled her arms one at a time, realizing that they did not move more than a millimeter. A wave of panic flooded though her mind and body as she listened to the quiet creak of leather.

“Sophie?! I... I’ve had enough! I think you will need to find another - Oh god come on! Please no!” Amy pleaded for the guards to stop strapping her into the arm binder as she felt her shoulder straps being slowly pulled tighter and tighter. Her shoulders just kept going further and further back, to the point of being uncomfortable. Her breasts now jutted out lewdly at the guard facing her. She felt the straps and buckles being wrapped and fastened tightly around her upper arms, one by one all the way up to her shoulders.  When the guards were done, she could not move her arms, hands or fingers at all.  They turned her around and marched her to the back of the van, ignoring her protests.

“Sophie! Please! This is freaking me out! Michael! Michael help me!” Amy wailed in desperation as her feet skidded through the gravel.

Sophie raised a hand and the guards stopped immediately. “What is all the fussing, probate? Let the women do their job for me. For my photo shoot. And you may stop calling for Michael. I assure you that he cannot hear your screaming. Now, let’s get something on your feet.” She turned and strolled back to her camera and detached it from the tripod.

Amy let the guards turn her around and sit her down on the edge of the large plexiglass cage. Her eyes registered a single row of little air holes drilled all the way around the tops of the three walls of the box as she turned and sat down. Why would they need air holes drilled in a box being used for a prop? A guard straddled her thighs and began to pull her hair upward into a tight ponytail, securing it with a red leather sleeve that matched her arm binder. She could not see the other guard but felt her brushing gravel off her feet. A nice enough gesture, she mused. Perhaps she was overreacting to this scene just a bit. Calm down Amy.

Without warning, Amy felt both of her feet being worked quickly into what felt like two ballet shoes fused together as one. Her feet were slid in together all the way, toes first. If she stood in these shoes, she would be forced to stand on the tips of her toes. Similar to the arm binder, she felt straps and buckles being wrapped and tightened around her ankles, all the way up her calves and over her knees. The guard sitting on her finally got up, pulling Amy onto her toes. It was immediately uncomfortable to carry her entire body weight on her toes. She was powerless to stop the women from smoothing the matching red leather leg binding up over her thighs, securing it tightly with more straps and buckles. Her own voice was nothing more than a whisper now. She could do nothing to relieve the pressure on her toes.

“Please... please don’t do this to me... please...” Amy felt the two guard women begin to gently explore her tightly bound body, their hands moving freely all over. Sophie’s camera never stopped clicking.

Amy watched one of the guards step away and return, holding what looked like a very large pendulum earring made of solid gold. It had a design etched into its surface. Amy’s mind recognized the design etched in the gold. A circle with a horizontal line across the bottom third of it. She had seen it somewhere before. Her thoughts shattered when the guard squeezed and pinched Amy’s sensitive nipples to full hardness, before attaching the clamp to her right nipple, screwing it painfully tight before releasing its’ full weight.

Amy cried out in shock as the heavy weight swung back and forth, pulling and stimulating her nipple like nothing she had ever felt before. In moments there was another one clamped to her left nipple. The pain faded away, and morphed into intense, relentless stimulation. The wicked things never stopped swinging.

The guards chuckled and played with the adornments as they held her up. Amy gasped and squirmed. Sophie continued to photograph the scene of the three women at the rear of the van, in front of the large plexiglass box with its door ominously open.

Amy’s eyes widened as the guard to her left smiled and held up a bright red rubber ball, turning Amy’s chin toward her. “No! No way! I am NOT gonna-“ She whipped her head around to the right, only to feel a wide steel horse bit being pressed all the way to the back of her mouth while the red leather harness attached to it was quickly and expertly wrapped tightly around her head and buckled. She could not believe they had just done that. “Unggghh gisshhh onnnggghhish mmmmpghhh!” Her mouth and tongue tried to make sense of the large metal bar now pressing her tongue down, making clear speech impossible. Her eyes tried to comprehend the flat black blinders projecting out from either side of her head harness that now reduced her sight to what was directly in front of her. She heard Sophie’s camera shutter clicking nonstop.

One of the guards stepped into her field of view and smiled. Then she turned both blinders inward in front of Amy’s eyes with a click, effectively blindfolding her.

“Nnnghh! Nnnghh! Gleeeggghhh! Nnnghh!” Amy pleaded, shaking her head back and forth. She could hear the guards laughing as she began to panic for real.

Sophie’s voice was suddenly quite near. “Shhhh... shhh... you are okay... you are safe... shhhh. She sighed calmly and briefly hugged Amy’s tightly bound body. “Look how beautiful you are playing the submissive. I do wish that I could come with you for the rest of the photo shoots, my sweet probate. But I have left detailed instructions for my colleagues to continue the photography sessions in my absence.”

“Mmmpppghhh!” Amy screamed into her gag. Sessions?! Plural?! What was Sophie talking about?

“Ohhh, did I forget to mention that my photo shoot is really the test for me to direct others to do exactly as I say? It is the photo essay. Mmmmm. Perhaps I forget this little detail. Do forgive me. But I explain now. You play the submissive girl who gets abducted. She is brought to the slave auction and she is sold to... Mmm. Listen to me sharing too much of the story. Forgive me - I know you want it all to be the surprise. And it will be. You will experience many new things, probate. You will feel what it is to be reduced to the slave. You learn more what Michael needs this way, yes? And you learn what you need as well. You recall how I told you I need the genuine reactions for my photos? Well, every one of my colleagues has promised to make this a very real experience for you. And as I place the high value on creativity, I have given all of my colleagues permission to create their own additional scenes with you, if they find you to be a good subject for... photographing.”

Sophie smiled broadly as Amy’s body froze while processing her words. She could sense the panic and fear welling up in Amy. It was delicious. She gently stroked Amy’s ponytail, then traced her fingertips down to the curves of her ass. She very gently scratched a nail along the crack of her ass, making her jump.

“Of course, some may not have interest in staging additional scenes. But I suspect that some of my colleagues will find your beauty... and perhaps your willfulness... more than enough inspiration for further... creative... explorations. This project may take considerably more time than I imagined,” Sophie sighed with mock resignation.

Amy’s eyes widened behind the blinders. She protested loudly into her bit, unable to form words. 

Sophie chuckled, stroking Amy’s cheek between the tight straps of her head harness. “Do enjoy your trip, probate. I suggest you focus on your obedience, as you will be surrounded at all times by some of the world’s foremost Dominants. And be assured, I will take very good care of your husband for you, while you are away. He does seem quite... obsessed with pleasing me, don’t you agree? I will take full advantage of this.”

“Mmmmphhggh!! Nnnghh Gunnghhhh!!”

Sophie used a finger to redirect Amy’s drool up and across her lips, making them glisten in the morning sun. “I was surprised you make no objection to him learning my scent right in front of you this morning. You just let me do it. In Our Society, that is very meaningful: You conceded your privilege to object by not objecting. That was the opportunity to negotiate with me over his training. I would have listened to anything you say, Amy. But you say nothing. So now, he is mine to train however I wish. Do not be upset. You will learn Our ways.”

Amy felt a gentle kiss on her cheek as she inhaled Sophie’s delicious perfume. A gentle shove sent her stumbling head-first and sideways into the plexiglass box. She fell onto her side, realizing how hard it was to move, let alone get back up. She was screaming into her bit gag and trying to sit back up even as the guards were pushing her legs inside the box.

The box closed with a solid ‘whumph’. Suddenly Amy could hear virtually nothing from outside the thick plexiglass. She could faintly hear Sophie’s camera shutter clicking away, right up until the doors of the van were closed.

The urge to flee suddenly consumed her. She tried to kick the door with her bound legs, doing nothing more than making her bound body slide away from it. She fought down the rising sense of panic. Was this just one of Sophie’s little mind games? Making her feel like a submissive? Or was she actually being abducted, bound, naked and sealed inside of a clear box? She held her breath and waited for the doors to reopen. She could faintly hear Sophie chatting and laughing with the women in German.

And then she heard footsteps walking away from the van, followed by complete silence. For what must have been hours, she waited in the hot plexiglass box. Her body was soon drenched in sweat, but her futile efforts made no difference in any way to free herself.

Panic gripped her for real as she heard footsteps crunching in the gravel. A moment later, the driver’s door opened up and the van started up.

As the van began to move, Amy kicked uselessly at the door of her box and screamed into her bit gag, her slick body just sliding and writhing across the sweat- covered floor of her box as the van rumbled down the drive.

Amy felt the menacing nipple weights tormenting and stimulating her with every movement. In a flash of clarity, she remembered. The design pattern on these nipple weights matched the pattern on Sophie’s necklace. And Emma’s brooch.


Chapter XIV

Emma gazed impassively at the video screen on her desk. On the screen was the view provided by a surveillance camera above the side door of the kitchen. She watched Sophie enjoying her photography shoot in the gravel driveway. She had to smile as she watched Amy with the two “guards”, standing at the back of the unmarked van. Amy barely protested or struggled at all while they worked her arms into the arm binder. How interesting. Either Amy was completely naive, or on some deep level she needed to experience submission. The latter option was the only sensible one, Emma mused.

Emma noted that Michael was nowhere to be seen at Sophie’s photo shoot. She touched her keyboard and clicked through a series of surveillance video screens, covering the kitchen, slave bathing area, and the slave training rooms. No Michael. She clicked into the bedroom surveillance system next. A red dialogue box popped up, requiring an access code. She typed it in and clicked through screens until she reached Amy’s bedroom. Empty. She clicked into Sophie’s bedroom, and leaned back in her chair with a sigh. She gazed at Michael, kneeling naked at the foot of Sophie’s four poster bed, arms in shackles and stretched wide. “What do you think you are doing, Sophie?” She said to herself indignantly.

Sophie had clearly ignored her instructions to go no further than a Level 3 exploratory assessment of Michael’s submissive nature. Emma took a few moments to compose herself. She knew Sophie had excellent instincts when it came to ‘reading’ a submissive. Regardless though, Sophie has chosen to do as she pleased without further consult, and that was an infraction of the Code. A punishment was warranted.

Emma gazed at Michael’s image for a few moments and decided what to do. Then her fingers were on the keyboard again. She pulled up a systems operating screen and punched in several commands. “After all, why not. Let’s just see what the guy is truly made of,” she said with a hint of a mischievous smile. She spoke to Michael’s image on the screen as she hit enter on the keyboard. “Okay Michael. Let us see if you will fight to save your wife.”

Michael found it impossible to slow his breathing as he inhaled deep lungfuls of Sophie’s earthy essence. She had nearly suffocated him with her divine ass cheeks, but he wanted more. The urge to please Sophie was so strong now. She wanted to stretch his arms like this, and so he relished the growing discomfort. The constant ache in his arms kept bringing his thoughts back to Sophie and her control over him. Sophie knew he needed this...

The sound of the bedposts rotating again startled Michael back to reality. He felt the chains going slack as the posts slowly rotated in reverse, as if operated by ghosts. In moments, he could touch his hands together. He was staring at the heavy steel cuffs on his wrists when they both suddenly popped open and dropped to the floor with a noisy clatter.

“Goddess Sophie?!” Michael called out nervously. He winced in pain as he slowly stood up, rubbing his wrists. Opening the bedroom door, he peered into the empty hallway. The distant sound of a woman’s laughter drew his attention to the window at the far end of the hallway. Would Goddess Sophie be displeased if he left her bedroom?

Michael’s thoughts were interrupted by a very different sound. Was that a muffled scream? He stood still and listened. There it was again. An alarm bell went off in his head as he realized that was Amy’s voice. He ran down the corridor to the window and looked out, seeing a gathering of women in the gravel drive standing at the back of a van.

Michael tried to calm his thoughts. He was watching Sophie’s photo shoot. Maybe Sophie was just promoting Amy to scream for effect. He took in the sight of the two beautiful guards flanking a gagged Amy, whose arms were restrained in a bright leather arm binder. Her bare breasts bounced and swung lewdly as she struggled against the guard. Something gold hung from her left nipple. He watched one of the guards attach an identical one to Amy’s right nipple, making her scream again, her knees buckling. He watched one of the guards move Amy to an open glass cage inside the van. He had to do something.

Adrenaline coursed through Michael’s veins. This was not right. He had to stop this. The sound of a metal gate clanging shut behind him made Michael wheel around. He saw Sophie’s two assistants - the two that had locked him in his chastity belt - standing by the wrought iron gate at the top of the stairs.

The nicer one calmly said, “You are a very naughty boy.”

Panic gripped Michael. They were blocking his only escape. Unless...

He wheeled around and opened the window. He climbed halfway through before figuring out his next move. He could hear the two women running down the hall toward him as he grabbed hold of an ivy trellis near the window, praying it would carry his weight.

He swung himself onto the trellis and climbed down onto the roof of a porch below him. He ran across the porch roof to a tree by the far end. Taking a deep breath, he focused on the nearest branch and jumped at it. He managed to hang onto it and climbed down. His naked skin was scratched and reddened by the time he hit the ground.

He immediately realized his mistake. He had dropped himself down on the inside of a high brick garden wall. Amy and that van were in the driveway on the other side. Shit!

He took off at a full sprint along the garden wall, away from Amy, looking for a gate or a way to climb over it. A few minutes later, he found a large bush against the wall. He climbed up into the bush and pulled himself up to the top of the wall. Through the trees, he could see Amy being pushed into the back of the van. He doubled his efforts to get over the wall, eventually falling on the other side with a heavy thud.

Michael picked his way through the dense thicket, his bare feet finding sharp twigs and rocks with every step. The van was slowly pulling away before Michael emerged onto the gravel drive, a short distance from Sophie and the photo shoot guards. His gaze met Sophie’s, and he froze like a deer caught in headlights. He had disobeyed her. A powerful wave of remorse flooded through him, draining his will to escape. In that moment all he wanted in the world was for Sophie to forgive him. He waited for an outburst of anger from Sophie. Inside his mind he knew he deserved that anger from her.

Sophie’s reaction instead sent a chill down his spine. She just smiled at him, and with a gentle flip of her hair, tapped her phone and brought it up to her ear. She spoke to someone for a few seconds, and then went about instructing the “guards” on packing up the lighting, ignoring him completely.

One thought entered Michael’s mind.

Run!

Without another moment lost, Michael did just that. Naked except for his collar and chastity belt, he sprinted as fast as he could along the gravel drive. The gates would have to open to let the van through. Maybe he could sneak out with the van before they closed. Maybe he could jump into the back of the van with Amy. He had no plan beyond that.

He was breathing hard as he ran. Sophie’s most basic scent still blessed every breath he took, controlling his thoughts. Slowing him down. He really needed to catch his breath. He stopped running. He could worship Sophie’s scent so much better if he breathed through his nose and not his mouth. He inhaled deeply through his nose, feeling a wave of pleasure in just knowing that Sophie would find such a response pleasing... and pleasing Sophie meant absolutely everything to him now.

“No! No! No! Come on!” Michael shook his head to clear it, admonishing himself angrily.  Whatever Sophie had done to him was growing more powerful in his mind. He could feel himself beginning to crave her scent. Her presence. Her complete and absolute control over him. He wanted that so badly now.

“Stop it! Just move!!” He yelled at himself, forcing his legs to start running again. He reached the tall wrought iron gates, finding them closed and locked. Too late. Amy was gone.

He heard the distant clip-clop sound of horse hooves growing louder and he turned to accept his fate.







...to be continued in Volume II

Dear reader!

Did you enjoy this book?

If you did, you will please me very much if you share your thoughts in a REVIEW on Amazon store. Your contribution will help me realize my dream of becoming successful writer and published author. Help me today to make my dream come true!

The Femdom Syndicate series is now complete, so go ahead and read on! Don't forget to check my other series.

I just started new series, My Femdom Marriage. You will love it, because it will be full of my private Femdom experiences and accompanied with my own Femdom pictures. Pre-order now!

Also be sure not to miss the opportunity to volunteer as a beta reader for my upcoming books. If you want to help editing or proofreading my books, get in touch on my website.

To say thanks I prepared for you a number of fun bonuses, be sure to check them!

Your PhDomme Emma,

the founder of the University of Slavery and Servitude





Teaser and Bonuses

I know. It is quite a tease leaving Michael and Amy in such a complex predicament, without any resolution at the close of the first volume... No surprise here, I am a Domme who thoroughly enjoys a good teasing and denial scene. So, for my beloved submissive readers: Buckle up! I am just getting started with this story. Just wait until you see what happens in Volume II! And for my fellow Dommes and Dommes-to-be: Get ready for a wild ride through a global network of clever and beautiful Dominant Females just like yourself!

What do you think? Will Michael find a way to break free of Sophie’s spellbinding control over his body and mind, or will Sophie succeed in enslaving him for her own purposes and amusement? Will Amy choose to join the Society for the Advancement of Women? If so, will she be invited into the secretive Inner Circle of mercilessly predatory Dominant Females? Will Sophie be punished for rebelling against her superiors?

In Volume 2, you can look forward to a delightful and erotic journey through a variety of beautiful global destinations, as our sexy little story unfolds. Readers will learn much more about Emma, and the inner workings of her Society for the Advancement of Women. Secrets will be revealed! Orgasms will be achieved, and denied! Adventures will be had by all!

Read Volume 2 now!
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Bonuses for my Readers




I want to say thank you for spending several hours in my Femdom universe. 

I have prepared a number of bonuses for you to enjoy!  If you are reading the paperback version and cannot access the links, simply visit the University of Slavery website and find your  bonuses there.

Do you ever dream of serving a sexy Goddess? Maybe she keeps you naked and makes you serve a party for a group of her girl friends? Just imagine all of them giggling and ridiculing your manhood, locked up in a chastity cage. 

Now, imagine it’s me throwing that party! Listen to the Bedtime Story for a Good sub narrated by me, entirely for free! (Available at the UoSS e-shop). Use this code at the checkout to claim it:

The_Femdom_Syndicate_Bonus_202122

Do you ever wonder if you could become a 24/7 slave to a Femdom Mistress in real life? Try this fun quizz! As a bonus, you will receive for free a cool, three-part Tutorial on Finding a Mistress along with news of all my new books and releases.

Also enjoy some of my other free fun quizzes:

Your Femdom Adventure Journey Game! Would you know how to behave if you met a Domme? EPISODE 1.

FEMDOM TEST: Learn which badass female movie character is the best fit for your Domme!

Follow my Femdom Adventures on Twitter, BDSMlr, Tumblr  and Fetlife.

Last but not least, don’t forget to check my blog!

Your PhDomme Emma,

the founder of the University of slavery and servitude 
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About The Author

PhDomme Emma
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A natural Dominant Lady in whom you can find the unique combination of gorgeous looks and sharp mind. PhDomme Emma is the founder of the University of Slavery and Servitude, an educational and dating platform for Dominant Ladies and submissive men who love them.

The Femdom lifestyle was ever since Emma‘s early youth the only way of life imaginable. Born into comfort and raised as a Princess, she soon learned how to command men. Becoming briefly a professional Dominatrix in her eighteenth year, she gained invaluable experience with BDSM. However she dropped professional Femdom career in favour of truly independent adventures and became a teacher and instructress for those, who still struggle to find the Mistress of their dreams. 

Emma keeps unraveling the endless universe of Femdom by interacting with those, who are willing to fully sacrifice their heart, body and soul to the selfless service and adoration of Dominant Women. She owns her permanently chaste 24/7 slave for 13 years and keeps exporing the fascinating world of Female Dominance and male submission with men, women and couples.

Her wild and adventurous youth followed by serious life challenges moulded her into the confident, strong, yet emphatetic and balanced personality whose raison d'être is to help others achieve the happiness she herself was so lucky to attain. She have met dozens of D/s couples, Dominant Ladies and submissive men, whom she helps to make sense of the often complex world of lifestyle Femdom relationships.

In her educational courses and in her tutorials Emma teaches submissive men the skills to impress the Dominant Lady they always dreamed of and to establish a mutually satisfying D/s relationships. PhDomme Emma’s ambition is to reach especially to those submissives, who know in the bottom of their heart, their place is at the feet of a Dominant Lady, but who lack the opportunity and guidance of a wise teacher to achieve their potential. 

Emma is convinced that every worthy submissive should find his happiness in the service to a Dominant Lady. For this reason her books will always be so cheap that positively anyone can afford them.

In her novels of which the Femdom Syndicate Trilogy is the first instance, she lets her kinky fantasy soar. Her stories are in many cases based on real life situations of her adventurous BDSM life. Peek through the keyhole into the bedroom of a sexy Dominatrix!




Books By This Author

My Femdom Marriage


AVAILABLE FOR PRE-ORDER!

The popular Femdom educator and writer PhDomme Emma invites you to peak through the keyhole into the privacy of her own Femdom bedroom. And not only bedroom! Are you brave enough to read?

Warning! This is no story you can course through and say: „Nah, another wild masturbation fantasy of a horny male“. This is no fantasy. If you are after that read instead Emma‘s bestselling novel, the Femdom Syndicate. My Femdom Marriage is through and through an authentic story!

It is the narrative of Mistress Emma‘s fascinating life, through which she is accompanied by her faithful and (mostly) obedient slave of fifteen years.

You will encounter not only the glorious moments, but also the rough patches of a Femdom relationship, heading to its second decade. Prepare yourself to be flabbergasted, especially if you never lived in a Femdom relationship yourself!

This illustrated series is not only about the Emma and her slave. Mistress Emma, who had spent in the BDSM community her whole adult life, has a wealth of experience. Besides the mind boggling narrative it therefore presents the phenomenon of a real life non-professional Femdom.

Mistress Emma‘s quest is to provide both entertainment and knowledge. In this series she will give you a taste of what it means to by a slave to a dominant woman in real life. She will reflect upon the most often asked questions she is encountering at the University of Slavery and Servitude she founded in 2019.

Why some males seem to have a number of Femdom partners throughout their lives, whereas others barely ever get close to one? What are the qualities Dominant Women seek in slaves? Is there a way to improve oneself to find a Mistress for Femdom marriage?

Through text and authentic photos you will finally see, what the real life Femdom looks and feels like. All through the perspective of Mistress Emma herself, often accompanied with her slave’s comments. Writing down the wonderful story of their life together is, after all, another great Femdom adventure.

Disclaimer: Photos in the series are compliant to the Amazon guidelines regarding visual nudity. Uncensored photos are available at external link, available in the books.


The Adventures of a Young Dominatrix


Meet Cristine, a confident and sexy 18-year old girl who has a knack for wrapping men around her finger. Follow her adventures through this femdom suspense trilogy with an engaging plot that keeps you on your toes, while the steamy scenes of female dominance will keep you up at night! 

Cristine was raised in the Christian spirit by a foster family and educated at a stern Catholic school. Much to the disappointment of her religious parents, she is far too attractive and clever not to notice the power her beauty provides over men and boys. She doesn‘t miss a single opportunity to make submissive males crawl at her feet and do her bidding! 

Her parents, scandalized by her naturally dominant inclinations, sign her up for a Catholic summer camp in a last ditch attempt to get her on the right path before she goes off to college. Things heat up quickly when Cristine uncovers a horrible secret, kept under wraps by the administration at her high school. 

Before she can even think about leaving for Catholic camp or college, she must exact her own brand of justice and expose her school’s scandalous secret. Her stunning act of bravery makes the national news, much to the horror of her family.

Unfortunately, it seems that no good deed can go unpunished and Cristine finds herself pursued by a dangerous psychopath, and then trapped by a cult-like group of religious zealots at an old English Abbey. 

Her attempts to escape the hell of their religious indoctrinations and corporal punishments find Cristine involved in many sexy and kinky encounters with submissive males and lesbian females, daring escapes and shocking revelations. Cristine starts to learn the fascinating truth of her family and she is introduced into the sensual world of femdom that she never dreamed could have existed. Join Cristine on her adventure!  
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