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only in servitude lies your eternal happiness.







—  PhDomme Emma
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Chapter I










Michael stood in the driveway, still catching his breath. He was naked except for the steel collar around his neck and the gleaming steel chastity belt. The unmistakable sound of pounding horse hooves grew louder. His heart pounded in his chest as two female guards raced their horses around the last curve of the drive and bore down on him.




"Put your hands on the gate!" One of them shouted.




Michael held up his hands in surrender and turned around, grasping the cold iron bars. He heard them conferring to another woman in German on their radios.




He heard one of them dismount and walk over to him. He offered no resistance when she turned him around to face her. She was all business as she pulled a set of handcuffs from her waist belt with practiced efficiency. They both heard the crackle of the radio coming to life again.




Sophie sighed contentedly as her minion pulled the Mercedes limo up to her in the gravel drive, coming to a stop right next to the two women still busy dismantling the lighting stanchions from the photoshoot. She had made some quick calculations after seeing Michael dash down the drive in hopes of escape. There would be no such escape for Michael, Sophie silently mused. She waited patiently for her minion to hop out of the car and open the back door for her inspection. She nodded her approval, unable to suppress a smile.




The guard holding Michael listened intently, her brow furrowing. She pushed her mic button and responded, disappointment evident in her voice. There would be no apprehension today. She holstered her radio with a sigh.




"You go. Mistress Sophie waits. Go. Go now!" The guard nodded back toward the house, clearly irritated.




Confused, Michael began walking back up the driveway, the two mounted guards behind him the entire way.




Michael reached the gravel drive, seeing a black Mercedes sedan idling there. Sophie stood next to it imperiously. Michael felt so ashamed for running away from Sophie. He had resisted her. Disobeyed her. He felt tears forming as he approached her, bracing for a stern reprimand. To his surprise, however, Sophie was seemingly filled with concern for his well-being. He was slightly alarmed to see one of Sophie's minions - the nicer one - behind the wheel of the Mercedes.




Sophie extended her arms to Michael. "Look at you, my sweet slave! You have injured yourself!" Sophie enveloped him in a hug, smiling as he just sunk down to his knees and began to sob uncontrollably, his arms wrapping around her thighs.




"Goddess Sophie, please forgive me! Please! I never should have run away from you!" Michael blubbered between sobs. He had never felt such intense emotion before. He was so deeply disappointed in his own behavior that he ached for Sophie to punish him.




Sophie stroked his hair gently as Michael moved his nose to her crotch, inhaling deeply as he sniveled. "Look how she torments your poor mind, driving off without saying goodbye. You are confused and feeling the distress. This is why you run," she replied matter of factly.




Michael was too lost in the scent of Sophie's sex to be capable of forming a clear thought, so he just nodded yes with a soft moan.




"Come, sweet slave - you require medical attention. Into the sedan. I will care of you." Sophie cooed gently, helping Michael to his feet and steering him to the car.




Sophie opened the rear door herself.




Michael blinked in confusion. His eyes fell to the pink silk robe and wispy lace thong panties that were placed on top of it. "I-I am fine... I just have a few cuts-"




"Put these things on. We do not want you catching a cold, do we?" Sophie replied gently. She smiled wickedly as Michael just reached down and picked up the pink lace panties. She could see that her influence over his thoughts and actions was truly growing stronger. Any other man would have at least protested in some way.




Michael's mind was racing with thoughts, but he found it difficult to focus on any of them. All he could do was focus on Sophie's instructions. It was as if all of his other thoughts were like leaves blowing around in the wind outside his window, while Sophie's suggestions were all safely inside his mind. Clear, safe and warm at the center of his mind. Just as if those thoughts were his very own...




"Ah yes! These look so pretty on you, my sweet slave! I like this very much!" Sophie exclaimed joyfully, gently touching Michael's bare shoulder.




"Huh?" Michael followed Sophie's eyes down to his own waist, his eyes widening in surprise. He was already wearing the lacy pink thong! He felt the impulse to pull the panties off disappear like a vapor of steam. He realized that he liked Sophie's control. He really did. It excited him deeply. 




"See how nice these feel on your skin... I know you like this as much as I do. You may put on my robe now, and feel how it caresses the skin like a thousand soft kisses," Sophie studied Michael's reactions with keen interest. He seemed to be absorbing her suggestions as if they were his own thoughts... as if he were losing the ability to distinguish her thoughts from his own. A powerful rush of arousal coursed through her body as she thought of the possibilities. She felt her pulse quicken as ideas and strategies began to flow freely.




Michael's fingers traced along the stretchy pink panties, his mind registering how much he had pleased Sophie by slipping them on. He could see the glint of steel through the wispy lace. He could feel the panties move and shift slightly as he bent to pick up Sophie's silk robe. He brought it to his nose and inhaled. It smelled of Sophie's delicious perfume. He put it on and gasped quietly. The soft silk on his hairless skin really did feel like a thousand soft kisses. Just as Sophie said. Sophie was always right...




Sophie gently stroked his arms, then his shoulders and back, smiling at Michael as he swooned from the sensations. "You feel like a woman is feeling... this is so pleasing. We must go now."




During the car ride, Sophie kept Michael on all fours, with his lips on her right shoe. She began to wonder just how far she could push her control over his mind now. She decided to experiment a bit more. When they approached the medical facility, she unlocked and removed his collar. Lifting his face to look up at her, Sophie purred, "You will please me by remembering your training, my slave. Responding to my training is now your only priority. From this moment onward, you will see me as your Queen, and you will see yourself as nothing but my obedient mindless drone. You now require my permission to even think your wife's name. You exist only to serve Queen Sophie. Repeat this until I instruct you to stop. This is the only thought I permit you to have in your mind now."




A short drive later, Sophie's minion parked the limo by the village medical clinic. It was a small facility run by a local doctor.




Sophie instructed Michael to stop speaking his new mantra out loud. She then instructed her minion to escort Michael inside, assuring him that she would come inside shortly after she made some phone calls. The two women exchanged brief conspiratorial smiles as Michael got out.




Michael followed Sophie's young accomplice into the medical facility, barefoot and wearing Sophie's robe and panties. He noted an older couple sitting in the waiting room eyeing him with shock and disdain. He listened to his young escort speaking rapidly in German to the rather stunned receptionist, whose initial disapproving looks at Michael morphed into something more like empathy. He was shown immediately into one of the small exam rooms.




Sophie touched up her lipstick and got out of the limo. It was time to put her plans into action. She strolled imperiously into the medical center and addressed the receptionist. "I will see Doctor Bernhard now."




The middle-aged receptionist politely informed Sophie that she would need to wait. Then, she watched with growing dismay as Sophie simply strolled past her and down the corridor to the doctor's private office. "Wait! You cannot go back there!"




Sophie did not bother knocking. She opened the door and strolled in. "Doctor Bernhard. Do forgive me for being late for my appointment." She smiled pleasantly, first at Doctor Bernhard, and then at the stunned, portly woman sitting in his office with him. She left the door open, clarifying her intent.




Doctor Bernhard was an older gentleman. A bit overweight perhaps – evidence of his lifelong affection for a good Pilsner. His face flushed at the sight of Sophie and he froze for a few long seconds. He knew all too well that Sophie was one of Mistress Emma's most trusted lieutenants. Sophie's visit meant Emma required something of him. Coming to his senses, he stuttered a reply. "Ah! Frau lien Sophie! So good to see you. No worries at all. I... er... understand your appointment carries a significant urgency today. Frau Schmidt, I am certain you understand my obligation to adhere strictly to the daily schedule. I assure you that you may return directly after this prior appointment." He smiled warmly at the pudgy Frau Schmidt, who just scowled back at him as she rose and took her leave from the room.




Doctor Bernhard jumped up from his leather desk chair and closed the door. In a nervous whisper, he stammered, "M-Mistress Sophie, how nice it is to see you as always. How may I be of service today?"




Sophie had strolled to the wall on which Doctor Bernhard had hung all of his medical degrees in matching frames, in perfect alignment. "I like this one... Read it for me, word for word." Sophie gently instructed, strolling behind his desk.




Doctor Bernhard gulped in surprise. But he knew better than to offer an objection. He moved obediently to the framed certificate and began to read every word out loud, like a schoolboy. He heard the squeaky creak of his desk chair as Sophie sat down in it with a comfortable sigh. He finished his reading assignment and stood perfectly still, waiting for Sophie to speak.




Sophie took her time, preferring to let the good doctor squirm. Eventually, she smiled and said, "Doctor Bernhard... I barely recognize you without a collar around your neck. How is Frau Schmidt? Quite well, I hope?"




Doctor Bernhard shifted uneasily. "Yes, she is quite well... er... thank you for ask-"




Sophie cut him off. "Mistress Lisel sends her regards." She picked up the framed photograph of Frau Schmidt, gazed at it, then dropped it unceremoniously face down on the desk.




The color drained from Doctor Bernhard's face. "Mistress Sophie, I do not understand the nature of this visit, but if I have offended or displeased Mistress Emma in any way, I wish to assure you in no uncertain-"




Sophie calmly cut him off again in mid-sentence. "In this jurisdiction, your medical experience and professional opinion are never subject to question. This is why Mistress Emma holds you in such high regard, I have no doubt of this. And I am sure this is why she feels so passionately about donating funds to support your lovely operation here."




Doctor Bernhard licked his lips nervously, his mind racing to push away memories of all the depraved things Mistress Lisel had made him do over the years. He cleared his throat and practically whispered, "Yes, yes of course... Mistress Emma and her Society are most generous to us here. I do not believe we would exist without-"




Sophie dismissed the balance of Doctor Bernhards' sentence with a slight wave of her hand. "Mistress Emma has made some new friends recently. Americans. One of them may require your professional care," Sophie spoke calmly, leading Doctor Bernhard right into her trap.




"Of course, Mistress Sophie! Shall I arrange for a car to pick them up?" Doctor Bernhard gushed quickly, feeling a moment of relief.




"Thank you but that will not be necessary. He is already here."




Doctor Bernhard raised his eyebrows. "I see. May I ask as to the nature of his injuries?"




Sophie rose from the chair with feline grace and strolled closer to Doctor Bernhard, smiling as he backed himself against his wall of diplomas.




"This American... the husband, I believe... appears to have sustained multiple injuries, and will require..." Sophie paused to step even closer to Doctor Bernhard before continuing, "... a very thorough examination and assessment of his condition. Of course, Doctor, I am not the medical professional here, but I suspect his injuries are going to require medical X-rays to verify his condition."




Doctor Bernhard processed Sophie's observations, trying his best to understand what she was not saying as well. "Of course, Mistress Sophie. I er... would of course need to examine the young man, but if I did find any symptoms of physical injury... I may very well be compelled to order X-rays as part of my medical assessment. In fact, I can have them done immediately, as we have our own unit right here in the clinic." He paused and held his breath, not yet understanding Sophie's intentions, but fully aware that he needed to respond correctly.




"Of course, Doctor Bernhard. And tell me, how old is your X-ray equipment?" She reached out and stroked a finger along his jaw.




Dr. Bernhard shifted uncomfortably. "Well, er let me see, it must be-"




Sophie cut him off. "Imagine the gratitude Emma would feel knowing that instead of relying on antiquated equipment manufactured during the time of the Apollo missions, you had the distinct foresight to order X-rays from a state-of-the-art medical facility in Berlin." She lifted his chin upward with her index finger as if he were a little boy.




He took a deep breath and added quickly, "As I think of this with you Mistress Sophie, there are several state-of-the-art facilities in Berlin that have excellent radiological facilities. If you do not mind, I would prefer to send any friend of Emma's there, should such a step be deemed necessary." He gulped nervously.




Sophie beamed, stroking Doctor Bernhard's cheek softly. "I trust your professional opinion in such matters. And I am very... very... certain that you share my concern that Michael may have a concussion. You see, he fell from the top of a wall. It would seem only prudent for you to... insist... that he be held for several days, for observation. Now, might I accompany you for the first moments of your examination? I simply want to assure Emma's new friend that he is in the most capable hands,"




Doctor Bernhard readily agreed and heaved a sigh of relief that nothing more dangerous seemed to be heading his way.




Michael sat nervously in the windowless examination room, suddenly very aware that he was wearing Sophie's silk robe and panties. A part of him really wanted to take them off, but he knew that he needed Sophie's permission for that. Finally, there was a quiet knock on the door, and a portly older doctor shuffled into the room. "Hi doc, I can explain the robe. And honestly, I don't really need to be here. I just got a couple of scratches on my calves, that's all. See?" He lifted his clean-shaven legs as the door opened again.




Sophie strolled in and closed the door behind her, a look of concern on her beautiful face. "Doctor, will he be okay? I am most worried. What shall I tell his wife?"




Doctor Bernhard nodded and turned to Michael. "Hello Michael, I am Doctor Bernhard. Please allow me to conduct an examination."




Michael nodded his head. The sooner they got through this humiliation, the better. Sophie's perfume reached his nostrils as he began his reply to the good doctor, "Yes, I exist only to serve Queen Sophie." His eyes widened, realizing that he said that out loud.




Doctor Bernhard paused in surprise for a moment, then replied, "Yes, well, I see. Can you tell me what day it-" He stopped in mid-sentence as his new patient lunged from the exam chair onto the floor, immediately pressing his lips to the toe of Sophie's right shoe.




Sophie feigned surprise, offering a shocked chuckle. She exclaimed, "I do not see how this is appropriate behavior for a married man, Michael, do you?"




Michael's face reddened. What the hell was he doing?! He stood up, cleared his throat, and sat down without a word.




Sophie placed a reassuring hand on his silk-clad arm. "It is okay Michael, we are here to help. You may answer the doctor's questions - he is a trusted friend.




Doctor Bernhard cleared his throat, suddenly appearing a bit more nervous. Something was going on that he did not yet fathom. "Indeed. Er Michael, let us just start with the general information. What is your wife's name, and how long have you been married?"




Michael nodded. "Sure. Of course. Um..." He paused, shifting uncomfortably as he tried to focus. It was so hard to think of anyone but Queen Sophie. His face reddening, he confessed with a nervous laugh, "Um, that is so weird. It's like... I cannot even remember my own wife's name,"




Doctor Bernhard nodded, taking some notes. "I see. Have you fallen or hit your head recently, Michael?"




"Um, nope. Oh, wait yes. I did fall off a brick wall, but it wasn't that high. And I landed on my side." Michael replied nervously.




Sophie cut in, innocently, "Doctor Bernhard, perhaps we could see if he remembers others? My driver is here with me - Michael knows her as long as he has known me,"




"Excellent suggestion, Sophie. Michael, who drove you here today?" Doctor Bernhard inquired gently, poised to write.




Michael gulped. "I- I don't know her name, actually. But I know exactly what she looks like: She is pretty, light brown hair and a nice smile. She is quite nice actually. But she has a friend that is not so nice-"




Sophie interrupted Michael. She could see how powerfully even her simple suggestions were working on Michael's mind and suppressed a smile. "Doctor, if you do not mind, I must take my leave now. My assistant will remain. Please do whatever you feel is medically necessary here. I fully support your professional recommendation. In fact, I am positive that I speak for Michael as well, do I not, Michael?"




Michael could not agree with Sophie's statement fast enough. Nothing else mattered. "Yes, Queen Sophie! Whatever you say!"




Sophie felt an intense wave of arousal coursing through her body, as she realized that her plan was working perfectly. In a very authoritative tone she said, "Michael, you must do exactly what Doctor Bernhard says. There must be no objection from you." With that said, Sophie turned and strolled out of the medical clinic.




An hour later, a sedated Michael was being strapped down to a wheeled gurney. Two male orderlies - dressed in white uniforms - lifted the gurney into the back of an unmarked ambulance and drove away.




On a densely wooded stretch of a desolate road, the ambulance driver slowed and stopped behind another ambulance parked by the side of the road. The uniformed Female driver explained that her ambulance had just broken down, and had lost all electrical power. The two orderlies of course agreed to help. They radioed the hospital in Berlin with news of their delay and looked at the electrical system for any faults or signs of shorting.




While the orderlies were assisting the other ambulance driver, a huge man - also dressed as an orderly - crept up to the back of Michael's ambulance and quietly opened the rear door. In seconds, he had unstrapped Michael and heaved him over his shoulder, trotting quietly back the way he came before disappearing into the woods.




The imposter orderly ran through the woods carrying Michael like a sack of potatoes on his shoulder, not stopping for nearly three kilometers. He reached the agreed point on an adjacent road and waited. Precisely as scheduled, another ambulance pulled up and stopped. This one had Swiss plates and markings on it. Several attractive female orderlies silently jumped out, opened the rear doors, and then lifted up the false floor. Signaling the huge orderly, they helped him to load the sedated Michael into a false compartment under the floor. One of the Swiss nurses administered a heavier sedative and attached vital sign monitors before they secured his limbs with straps and replaced the floor above him.




A minute later, the ambulance drove slowly away, beginning the seven-hour drive to the Swiss border.




Seeing nothing apparent, the orderlies assisting the distressed ambulance offered to call for a tow truck. They returned to their ambulance and went to check on their own patient, only to find that he was gone. He had vanished without a trace! The rear doors of the ambulance were wide open. The two orderlies were dumfounded even as they called in to report their patient's escape.




Sophie's phone pinged with a text showing only a four-digit number, indicating that her plan was proceeding as expected. Michael would soon be safely hidden away in Switzerland, out of everyone's reach except her own. However remote that needed to be. She took a deep breath and exhaled slowly. She had to remind herself of the importance to keep her distance from Michael for the next few weeks, for several reasons. First, she knew Emma would be initiating a full-scale manhunt as soon as it became known that Michael had apparently escaped. Secondly, and more importantly, Sophie had to maintain a reasonable alibi until Michael re-appeared. So she would suck up to Emma as often as possible over the next few weeks. Her plan absolutely depended on it. Picking up her phone with a sigh, she released approval for a 100,000 Euro wire transfer to a Swiss account belonging to a shell company owned by her dear friend Doctor Mia Jonassen.




Sophie chuckled as her phone rang. "Ahhh, you are sooo predictable, you little bitch", Sophie said to her phone before she answered it. When she did, her tone was sweet. "Emma! How are you? I just left Michael with Doctor Bernhard. He sends his regards to you."




"Doctor Bernhard. Sophie, how is Michael? What happened?" Emma asked, cutting through the pleasantries.




Sophie took a silent, calming breath. "Michael is going to be fine, Emma. Doctor Bernhard believes that he may have fractured his leg falling from the garden wall. And...", she paused to feign emotion.




"Sophie, what else?! Speak to me now!" Emma demanded, her voice laced with concern.




Sophie sighed for effect. "Emma, he may have a slight concussion. Doctor Bernhard is sending him to a state-of-the-art hospital in Berlin so that Michael receives the very best treatment. He expects them to keep Michael there for observation for several days due to the concussion, I suppose."




"Sophie, exactly how did Michael injure himself?" Emma's voice was a clear mixture of concern for Michael and anger toward Sophie.




"Nobody is quite certain, Emma. But it seems that he mistook Amy's photoshoot in the driveway for something else and panicked. He actually climbed out a window in an attempt to rescue her. He fell from the garden wall and then ran through the woods before running down the drive to the gate. This is where your guards found him." Sophie did her best to be factual and credible.




Emma listened, noting how Sophie left out the part about Michael being handcuffed to the foot of her bed, and how he magically freed himself. That conversation could wait, Emma mused, choosing to play along with Sophie until she had more information. "I see. So you then acted promptly to take him to Doctor Bernhard yourself?"




"Yes indeed. I wanted Michael to receive medical care as soon as possible. I hope you do not mind this?" Emma sighed. "No Sophie, I am pleased that you acted so quickly. I am calling Doctor Bernhard now. Is there anything else you want to tell me before I do? After all, he was wearing your robe and panties, was he not?"




Sophie sighed. "I do not know Emma. He... is obsessed with his attraction to me. I think it is too much for him perhaps? This is why I remove myself for now, for a time anyway. Do you agree? I am on my way to Brandenburg now, for a flight to Heathrow. I am going to see my Aunt Stella in England. I was going to stay with her for a while, if you agree of course?"




After a long pause, Emma replied, "This is probably a good idea, Sophie. I will allow this. Do give your Aunt Stella my warmest regards. But Sophie, I want to know where Amy is right now. I must know that she is safe."




"Of course, Mistress Emma. Amy is with Mistress Greta for the next week, for my photo shooting project.




"For the next week?! What sort of photoshoot is she orchestrating?" Emma sounded incredulous over the phone.




Sophie could not help but smile. Her sadistic friend Mistress Greta had paid her handsomely for the chance to play with a new submissive girl for a full week. Dommes like Greta dreamed of having their way with a new submissive, particularly one that fought back. They were always more fun to break. And all Sophie required in return - in addition to payment - were a few sets of photographs. Sophie examined her nails as she replied, "Well, approximately a week. Greta has some wonderfully creative ideas for photography scenes but may need a few more days to get the right people and furnishings in place. It may take a little longer but I will keep close watch on the progress."




"Make sure that you do that, Sophie. Greta has some rather eccentric friends."




"Of course, Mistress Emma, I will do so." Sophie replied.




"And Sophie…"




"Yes, Emma?"




"Watch yourself."




Sophie fumed but contained herself. Switching to a higher level of respect, she replied, "Of course Mistress Emma, I assure you that I understand my priorities and duties to the Inner Circle."




"Let us hope so." Emma replied, before hanging up.




Emma ended the call with Sophie. She really wanted to just order an extraction and bring Amy back immediately. But she realized that would not be the wisest move. She already had spies in Greta's lair to watch over Amy. This would buy her some time to figure out what Sophie was really up to. Besides, she did not relish the idea of explaining to Amy that they had managed to hospitalize her husband.




Emma immediately called Doctor Bernhard, and felt at least a small amount of relief that his story checked out with Sophie’s. After he promised to personally keep her informed, Emma thanked him and hung up. She made a few phone calls to inquire about Mistress Greta’s party plans for the coming week, and learned of her slave auction planned for the following evening. Something definitely was not adding up here. 




Amy felt the van come to a stop. She was dripping with sweat. She was still tightly restrained in arm and leg binders. Her gag made her drool uncontrollably. The blinders over her eyes deprived her of any view at all. And she was kept constantly aware of the pendulous weights swinging from her nipples, stimulating her in a bizarrely intense way. Her mouth was parched with thirst. 




She jumped when the rear doors of the van were opened. Even behind the blinders she had to squint from the bright sunlight. She heard a series of electronic motors whirring, and then heard the much closer and louder sound of four objects being pushed into four of the breathing holes at the top of her cage. A moment later, she felt the cage being lifted and tilted slightly. She slid helplessly across the slick floor of her clear plastic prison to the lower side of the floor as the box was backed out of the van by some kind of electric forklift or hoist. She could see nothing as the forklift bounced and swayed as it moved slowly along. 




After several minutes, the forklift tilted her box backwards sharply as it ascended a short flight of stairs to the front entrance of Mistress Elsa’s summer home. Amy slid fast across the floor of her box, slamming into the other side as it tilted. Her nipple weights tapped loudly against the hard plastic as she bounced off the wall with a grunt. The forklift leveled off at the top of the stairs and stopped. Amy waited, but nothing happened. She could feel the heat from the bright sunshine on her skin and even felt it warming her leather bindings. The air inside her box-prison was heating up quite rapidly in the sun. In just minutes she felt her face flushing with heat. Every inch of her skin glistened with perspiration. The hot humid air she breathed was heavy with the salty-sweet scent of her own sweat. 




Amy suddenly remembered the air holes around the top of her prison. With considerable effort, she wriggled and squirmed her way onto her forehead and knees, and then inchwormed her way closer to a side wall. The exertion left her breathing hard and fully aware of how tightly restrained she was, regardless of how slippery her skin was. She had never felt so completely helpless. 




Amy lifted her head from the floor, in search of an air hole. She was immediately aware of how much hotter the air was at the top of the box, despite the air holes. Still on her knees, she stretched her body upward as high as she could go, and managed to find one. She took a deep breath of clean, fresh air. It was delicious, and she let out a small sigh of relief. She took another breath, as delicious as the first. Her ponytail pressed against the top of the box, forcing her to tilt her head at an awkward angle to position her nose in the air hole. But she didn’t care. The fresh air was clearing her head. 




Feeling encouraged and a bit refreshed, Amy drew another deep lungful of cool air. As she did, she felt cold steel bars entering both of her nostrils, pressing their way high up into her sinus passages. She yelped in surprise, reflexively pulling her head away. Or trying to, anyway. Sharp pain stabbed at the insides of her sinuses as she felt the steel tool being rotated slowly so that her head was perfectly straight. Her tight ponytail lodged firmly and uncomfortably against the top of the box, and she had no choice but to allow whoever was operating the menacing tool through the air hole to pull her face in against the side wall of the box. She heard soft giggling and a ratcheting sound as the tool was tightened and anchored to the outside of the box. The blinders covering her eyes were now pressed against the side of the box. She was on her knees facing the side wall, her body flat against it. The pendulous weights tapped against the thick plastic with dull clicks until her breasts squashed themselves against the clear plastic, silencing them. 




Amy screamed in pain when she tried to move her head away. She heard hearty feminine laughter as she strained now to remain perfectly still. Her heart pounded in her chest and her breathing was ragged. She felt drool pouring out of her mouth as she gasped. 




Amy heard a surprisingly young-sounding female voice whispering to her through one of the air holes, in German-accented English.




"Mmmm... do you really desire to suffer for me? Hmm? Just nod your head so I understand, my sweet pet," Mistress Greta cooed tauntingly, tossing her long platinum blonde hair back. 




Amy carefully swayed her head side to side, tears forming in her eyes. Any movement at all sent sharp stabs of pain shooting through her sinuses. Her barely perceptible ‘no’ response elicited a lighthearted chuckle from her young captor. Anger and frustration filled her as she screamed.




"I find it pleasing to observe how quickly new pets learn satisfactory answers to my questions... whether they provide them or whether I teach them instead. You may want to consider a more... enthusiastic... response, to my questions in the future." Mistress Greta glanced at the bald-headed slave girl standing at rigid attention next to her, staring vacantly straight ahead.




"Nnnghh Giee Nggh Ugghh Heeehhhgghh!" Amy did not want to suffer. She just wanted to get the hell out of this box and away from this crazy woman. She screamed through her bit unintelligibly. 




The soft feminine voice returned to the air hole near her head, taunting her. "Ohhhh, Of course my pet... let me just seal up the rest of these air holes for you," Mistress Greta laughed wickedly, reaching into the small basket held by her slave girl. 




"Nggh! Gleeesh Nggh!" Amy pleaded. She listened helplessly to a series of soft squeaking noises as Mistress Greta took her time pushing soft rubber stoppers into every open air hole around the entire box, leaving only the one through which she had restrained Amy’s nose. The psychological effect was powerful. She became aware of all the outdoor sounds she had been listening to without realizing it. They all just got quieter and quieter until there was no sound at all, as the air holes were plugged up.




"Would you love to smell my panties now, my sweet pet? Hmm?" Her captor cooed.




Amy gulped. She felt the temperature inside the box rising rapidly. She feared what would happen to her if she gave the wrong answer. Summoning her courage, she nodded her head up and down to indicate yes, again whimpering from the shooting pain this inflicted in her nose. She heard wicked laughter. It sounded so far away.




"Very well my sweet pet... very well. But I just do not know how you will manage to breathe..." 




Amy froze. What had she done?! A moment later her nostrils filled with the aroma of her captor’s pussy as wet panties were pushed into the last remaining air hole against her nose. It was now impossible to breathe in any outside air, and every breath she took carried the scent of her wicked captor. She struggled to quell the growing sense of panic gripping her. She held perfectly still, realizing that the nose hooks - although uncomfortable - only caused pain when she moved. 




Mistress Greta turned to her slave girl. "You will stay here and keep watch. Nobody is to touch or move this box without my permission. This new pet has much to learn. But you will come to me this evening, sweet one," She stroked the slave girl’s temple, her fingers tracing over the little mole that always reminded her of a tiny apple before finding their way down to the girl’s exposed nipples. She dug her nails slowly and viciously into her left nipple, testing the slave girl in her ability to endure pain for her. She watched tears rolling down the trembling slave girl’s cheeks, with a smile of approval. Then Mistress Greta strolled imperiously through the front doors of her mansion, which were held open by two female guards. 




The slave girl waited for the door to close, then exhaled deeply. The girl in the box matched the photograph that had been left in the secret drop spot in Mistress Greta’s mansion. She continued to stare straight ahead like a mannequin, aware that she remained in view of the two guards at the front door. Holding the empty basket in one hand, she slowly dropped the other to her waist, pretending to slowly shake out a cramp. In a quick movement, she slid her thumb and forefinger inside the leather waist belt of her harness. Her fingers grasped the tiny transmitter and pulled it out. After waiting several seconds to learn if either of the guards reacted, she took their disinterest to suggest they had noticed nothing. 




She pressed the plastic transmitter button three times. A thousand meters away, the receiver she had hidden in a tree several months ago picked up the weak signal from the transmitter and immediately broadcast its own wireless text message.




The slave girl faked a yawn, bringing her hand to her mouth. Then she calmly swallowed the tiny transmitter. 











Chapter II













Emma re-read the seemingly innocuous text sent by her undercover informant enslaved to Mistress Greta. Emma had to be absolutely sure the encoded message was validated before taking the actions she had planned. It was the correct word sequencing, Emma noted. The transmitters that her undercover agents used sent only three automatic messages: A single light squeeze sent a message which conveyed ‘all is well, status unchanged’. If the field agent squeezed the transmitter twice in a row, a message would be sent conveying ‘status is changed, must make further contact’. Three squeezes of the tiny transmitter sent an alarm message: ‘Target acquired, commence extraction.’ Convinced that Amy had been found, she picked up her phone and touched it to call a contact. 




A female voice with a delightful Scottish accent answered."Emma my love! How are you?" 




"Hello Shannon, I am quite well thank you. And you? I trust you are keeping Colin well?" Emma replied warmly.




"Very well indeed, I must say. That man shares my understanding of his inherent male weakness, and it is one of life’s simplest joys to remind him of his lowly position daily. But I know you better than to assume that you called a week before the High Council meeting simply to check on my good health. What might be swirling around in that gorgeous mind of yours, my dear?" Shannon chuckled. 




Emma smiled. "You know me well, my love. I wonder if I might impose on you for a favor?" 




Amy’s knees ached from being forced to kneel. Her face was bright red and she felt like passing out from the suffocating heat inside her box prison. Her eyelids fluttered as she reached the edges of consciousness, but the second her head slumped she received a sharp jab of pain from the menacing nose hooks holding her in this position. A part of her mind felt immense anger for being forcibly held in this position. Another part of her mind began to realize that she would say and do anything to end this predicament. And yet another part of her mind was now acutely aware of the difference between the pain of the nose hooks and the discomfort of her tight bindings. She did not like the pain inflicted by the nose hooks and she was angry about being subjected to such torment. But the bindings actually felt good in some weird way. They gripped her and held her tightly without mercy. She liked not being able to escape from them. She loved the useless squirming and straining within them… each effort cementing her helplessness a little more. She thought of Derek teasing her while she was tightly bound like this... seeking his delicious revenge for what she had done to his massive cock... feeling that cock entering her deeply and having no ability to stop it... She was becoming intensely aroused by these thoughts. 




Amy completely lost track of time, slipping in and out of consciousness as the oxygen level diminished. It was becoming impossible for her to hold still, and the pain from the nose hooks was almost constant. Without warning, the nose hooks were loosened and removed. She fell backwards onto the floor of her box prison, just as she heard a faint motorized hum. The box was moving again. 




Amy jumped when the door of her box was opened. She felt a rush of cool, sweet fresh air and breathed deeply over and over. Someone grabbed her pony tail and was now pulling her out of her box and onto the floor like a sack of potatoes. 




Again by her pony tail, she was pulled roughly up onto her knees again. Leather gloved fingers touched her cheeks, and then opened up her blinders one at a time. 




Amy found herself staring up at a beautiful young Domme with platinum blonde hair, dressed entirely in black leather. She held a riding crop, tapping it in the palm of her other hand. The young voice was immediately familiar. 




"Sophie said you were beautiful. She does not disappoint. She also said you are highly intelligent. I wonder if you are intelligent enough to understand that if I find cause to put you back in a box like this, the experience for you would be... what is the word in English... ahhhh yes. Even more… Unbearable!?" Mistress Greta circled slowly around Amy, swatting the back of her neck hard when she turned her head to watch her stroll. 




"Eyes forward and down, my little plaything. Save your energy... you will need it," Mistress Greta warned, eliciting chuckles from the two guards holding Amy securely. 




"I am Mistress Greta. From now on, you are my little plaything. Tell me what you are girl." 




Amy swallowed, her mouth dry. Then she whispered as best she could through the bit in her mouth, "I-I am your little plaything,"




"Unhand her, girls. She is not going anywhere. In fact, I believe this one is so eager to begin her slave training that she wants to beg for it to begin immediately. You may beg by licking the floor that I walk on." Mistress Elsa turned and took a few steps away, then turned back to glare down at a very stunned and groggy Amy.




Amy glanced nervously over at the open box, shuddering at the thought of being put back in there. She would do anything to avoid that. Swallowing whatever pride she had left, she half-crouched, half-fell face first onto the marble tile floor of Greta’s grand entrance foyer and did her best to push her dry tongue out from under the massive bit harnessed in her mouth. The tip of her tongue licked along the floor toward Greta’s stiletto heeled boots.




"Ohh, look at your eagerness! Is your tongue too dry? Girls, assist my new play thing. And then remove her leg bindings," Elsa cooed. 




The two guards chuckled as they began to spit onto the floor between Amy and Elsa. They laughed as Amy moved to each little puddle and lapped it up. 




Humiliated and repulsed by having to lick the floor and the other women’s spittle, Amy felt herself being lifted up by her hips and thighs, as the strong guards took their time unbuckling the straps of her leg bindings. Her head and shoulders remained on the floor, her ass sticking up. She felt their hands wandering everywhere as they worked the leg bindings off her legs. All over her ass cheeks and between them. Up along her thighs and into her pussy. Slicked fingers slid in and out of her asshole as she wriggled and squirmed helplessly. Eventually they released her, pushing her face back down to a fresh puddle of spit. 




Amy moved more easily across the floor, feeling hatred for her captors and betrayal from Sophie as she forced herself to comply with Mistress Greta’s instructions. There was no sign of a photo shoot anywhere. Without another thought, she growled through her bit, "Whechh ishh guhhh shosho shook?!"




Mistress Greta chuckled wickedly. "Look at my new play toy, desperate to hold onto her human speech. This will pass, I assure you. But I have spent enough time interpreting garbled attempts at speech by my other pony girls. I can hear that you ask about the photo shoot. And because you are smart, you already know there is no photo shoot here for you. Only the endless pleasures of absolute servitude, without any hope of escape. You may now express gratitude for your captivity by remaining silent until I say otherwise. No words... no whimpering... no crying... Not a sound. This is how you will show me, every second of every hour of every day, that you love the degrading things I do to you. Now, I must get ready for my dinner party this evening. My guests will be arriving within the hour. Perhaps you would not mind greeting them for me, my sweet pet? Hmm?"




Amy didn’t know how to react to that last statement, so she did nothing but continue to lick the floor, moving slowly in the direction of Mistress Greta, even as she strode away with purpose. Amy glanced around, her panic-stricken mind processing Greta’s menacing words. She was in a high-ceilinged foyer that ran completely through the entire mansion from front to back. A line of French doors gave a view onto the large rear patio. There was a fountain in the center of the foyer, complete with an ornate sculpture of winged cherubs, or something spurting water. 




The two guards lifted her to her feet, quickly propelling her across the foyer towards the front door, and her box. She wanted to scream, but caught herself. She heaved a sigh of relief as she watched a few naked men closing the box and driving it back out the front door. 




A few more naked slave girls appeared from a side door, carrying a shiny steel pole on a wide base, equally shiny. It appeared quite heavy, as the slave girls very carefully set the pole’s base down on the marble floor a few meters in front of the entrance doors. Glancing over at her with a slight smile, one of the slave girls slowly pulled off the bullet-shaped sleeve covering the end of the pole. 




Amy’s eyes widened in fear. To the top of the short pole was fastened an enormous dildo, glistening with a thick coating of lubricant. Without thinking, she protested as the two guards moved her toward the dildo-pole. "Mmmphhh!! Nnnghh gleeeesh nnnghh!!!" 




The second she let loose her outburst, the dildo began to vibrate violently at the end of the pole. Amy froze. Had she done that by making noise?




The two guards just chuckled, half carrying a struggling Amy over to the pole. The other slave girls knelt down and lowered the pole, and moved Amy’s ankles into steel cuffs at the base of the pole. Then, they carefully raised the pole until the dildo just brushed against her labia. Then they waited, their eyes cast to the floor. 




"You are squatting down now, plaything." One of the guards hissed in a thick German accent. 




Amy’s heart was racing. She turned to the guard and whispered pleadingly, "Gleeesh..."




Immediately the dildo began to vibrate powerfully for several seconds.




Amy felt the dildo against her labia and inner thighs. She had used vibrators before but nothing ever this powerful. She looked down at the thing as it vibrated so hard it echoed throughout the marble foyer. It had what looked like wide curved rabbit ears at the base of it. She felt strong hands pushing down on her shoulders, and the vibrating dildo parted her labia. 




Amy has no choice but to squat down obediently, feeling the massive phallus stretching her pussy as she slid down its length, maybe this was just a rite of passage, she reasoned. Like an initiation squat or something? Clinging to that thin thread of hope, she focused on slowly lowering herself fully onto the huge dildo until the rabbit ear thingies - and their hundreds of soft little nubs- nestled snugly around both sides of her clitoris. What the hell was she doing?! 




"You hold." The guard hissed, holding Amy’s shoulders down firmly. 




Amy stifled a gasp as the dildo shifted deeper inside her, and the rabbit ears brushed against her clit as she twisted slightly. In just a few minutes, her thighs were quivering and bucking from the strain of holding this awkward position. 




"If plaything wants to stand, it may want to beg," the guard taunted. 




"This will be fun to watch."




Amy’s eyes narrowed. These bitches were going to make her say something and trigger the vibrator as part of her initiation. She fought to stand up on her own, immediately realizing just how large the dildo was, and just how strong her guard captors were. Out of breath, she finally conceded to their sick little game. The sooner she got through this, the sooner they would let her stand up. With a nod of surrender, she looked up at the guard and whispered, "Gleesh?"




The vibrator came to life inside Amy. It was like nothing she had ever felt before. Every inch of her pussy was suddenly receiving intense stimulation. It was overwhelming. She screamed. The vibrations changed into a pulsing rhythm for ten seconds before stopping. 




Amy was breathing hard. She felt the hands releasing her shoulders. Immediately she stood up, needing to escape this wicked device. But the dildo stayed inside her, even as she quickly rose up onto her toes to escape it. Confused, she looked down in time to see the two slave girls raising the pole a little higher, fully pressing the rabbit ears against her clit before locking the pole in this position. 




Amy looked on in shock as the slave girls just rose and walked away in unison, without so much as a glance in her direction. Similarly, the guards turned to leave. One of them chuckled and whispered, "Have a lovely evening."




A minute later, Amy was completely alone in the massive foyer. Her calves were already beginning to cramp from holding herself up on the balls of her feet. She carefully eased herself down further on the dildo, pressing and sliding those soft little nubs more fully against her clit. But just as she felt the relief of putting weight back on her heels, the vibrator came back to life again. 




Amy managed to stifle a yelp but forced herself back up onto her toes. She had to clear her mind and think. Over the course of the next hour, Amy became fully aware of her predicament. There must be a sound activation switch in her bit, which triggered the vibrator. One sound created a random vibration pattern for about ten seconds. Any other sound after that changed the vibration pattern and intensity. And each sound created its own ten second vibration sequence, played out one after the other without any breaks. 




What made this much worse was the realization that the dildo mount itself was pressure-sensitive. Any downward pressure would cause its own the vibration cycles already being triggerd by her voice. For the first twenty minutes, Amy made the vibrator run more than half the time while she studied her predicament. Remaining on her heels for any length of time, she learned, would trigger a multiple series of vibration cycles which very quickly felt endless. Each time she got the vibrations to stop by staying off her heels long enough, she would tire and then need to take the strain off the balls of her feet. When she did, the vibrations began again. 




The sound of door chimes echoed through the grand foyer. A slave girl literally ran the length of the foyer and opened the door, never making eye contact with the guests as they entered. Mistress Greta strolled in to greet her guests warmly as the slave girl closed the door, received coats and then disappeared. 




"Welcome my dear friends!" Mistress Greta exclaimed with arms open wide, embracing and kissing the elegantly dressed couple. They appeared to be perhaps in their fifties, and carried themselves with an air of affluence.




Amy observed them helplessly, the vibrating dildo roaring away inside her. She could not lift herself up for very long any more. Despite all the fear and panic, the near-constant stimulation had moved her through several long and unavoidable orgasms. And she felt another big one building. She caught the eye of the elegant female guest, who said something to Greta in German. She watched Greta reply in German. Whatever she said appeared to interest them both greatly. The elegant woman strolled toward her slowly. 




Mistress Greta and the gentleman noticed this. Greta took the man’s arm and pulled him toward a doorway. "Come Franz, you must be in need of some refreshment. Let’s let Anna examine my newest property."




Trembling uncontrollably, Amy watched those two disappear as the woman named Anna neared her. She tried feebly to lift herself up, only to drop back down onto her heels. She felt drool pouring off her chin as the woman gazed at her impassively. 




The woman said nothing as she strolled behind Amy toward the fountain. She returned a moment later holding a remote control device. She watched Amy trying to retain some sense of dignity as her body was wracked with overwhelmingly pleasurable sensations. 




Amy watched helplessly as he woman played with the settings. 




The woman purred, "I look forward to seeing you on the auction block tomorrow evening, you delicious morsel..." Without warning, the woman grasped the pendulous weight dangling from her left nipple and tugged it hard, twisting as she did so. 




Amy screamed in pain. Instantly she felt the vibrator start up again, but this time it was different. The vibrations started almost imperceptibly but grew slowly stronger over the course of the next five minutes. Then, the vibrations changed to pulsing waves that went on seemingly forever, before the next mode kicked in, which was a long series of short, staccato blasts of vibration that occurred randomly over the course of the next ten minutes.




Amy felt an orgasm building despite her efforts to avoid it. The woman just smiled and watched her writhing and panting, correctly reading her expression as Amy realized that she had just made the vibrator response much longer and more intense. 




The woman glanced down at Amy’s heels as they touched the plate again. Stroking Amy’s chin gently she whispered, "I see you enjoy this. Very pleasing indeed. My husband’s favorite pastime is to pour a nice Scotch, sit back and watch a pretty young thing like you absolutely destroy herself with numerous forced orgasms right in front of him. Have a lovely evening," The woman turned and strolled elegantly away. 




Amy felt the vibrator switch back to the low setting and move into its slow building crescendo all over again. Her feet would no longer respond to her brain’s demands to lift her weight. She wanted to scream but knew it would only add to her suffering. Tears flowed down her face as she felt another orgasm building. 


Chapter III













Sophie gazed at the pastoral English countryside as her limo sped along the road to Southampton. She knew Emma was going to be a problem if she wasn’t very careful. Her mind raced with scenarios and plans, many of which she came to realize had a common denominator. 




William Bowles. Sophie’s childhood friend and boy next door. More than any other male she knew growing up during the summers she spent in England with her Aunt Stella, Sophie had learned from William the sexual power she held over men. Sophie grew to love teasing William with her body and words, driving him mad with lust for her. She smiled broadly as she remembered her whispered words to William at his wedding reception: "Think of me tonight... and every night thereafter, William." She recalled his eagerly whispered agreement and laughed out loud. 




Her plan was coming together nicely. William came from old money - a trust fund baby if ever there was one. But his family’s wealth and status in society was nothing compared to his wife Lauren’s family. William had married into the family business more than he had married Lauren. Lauren’s father presided over one of the largest global shipping businesses on the planet, and William was being groomed to take over the business when Lauren’s aging father stepped down. That meant everything to William. Through Lauren, an only child, he stood to inherit her family’s fortunes. So much to gain, and so much to lose, Sophie mused with a crisp smile. She silently thanked William for sharing his plans to visit her Aunt this weekend. How very thoughtful.




Sophie dialed her phone and spoke to someone in crisp German, rattling off nonstop instructions for a full five minutes before pausing to allow the other party to acknowledge and confirm. A delicious wave of sexual pleasure flowed through Sophie’s body as she ended the call. 




William and his new bitch bride would arrive at Aunt Stella’s before she did, just as planned. Sophie knew William would not betray her confidence in wanting to surprise her sweet Aunt Stella by showing up unannounced like this. 




William held open the front door of Aunt Stella’s stately mansion for his wife Lauren. Aunt Stella greeted them both warmly in the foyer. 




"Your home is quite lovely, Aunt Stella." Lauren observed graciously. Her articulate speech and high-brow mannerisms clearly and pointedly conveyed her Oxford pedigree.




Aunt Stella beamed. "Ah, But I am afraid you are too kind, my dear. This old house is falling down around us. But we would much rather hear about your new home in the English countryside. William’s mother tells me it is quite lovely." Stella steered them into the parlor for a drink before dinner. 




Lauren nodded. "Indeed it is, yet not without ample opportunities for renovation. I fear my biggest challenge may be motivating my dear husband to fully embrace my vision for improvement." She cast her husband a thin smile.




"I find beauty everywhere I look, Aunt Stella, and see less of an argument than my beloved to alter that which has stood the test of time so well," William reported lightly, proud of his response. 




"It is so lovely for you to say this! Hello Aunt Stella!" Sophie laughed good naturedly, closing the front door behind her. 




Sophie smiled warmly at the three stunned faces looking up at her. "Oh my! William! I did not realize you were coming for the visit! You should have told me!" 




Aunt Stella took note of her beautiful niece, and the several pieces of luggage she had just set down on the floor of the foyer. She regained her composure. "Ah, well then. Such a lovely surprise, Sophie. I will have Catherine set another place for dinner,"




"I do not wish to be the bother, Aunt Stella, I did not know you were having the company. Perhaps I should leave now," Sophie stared right at Lauren as if daring her to nod her head yes. 




Aunt Stella waved at Sophie dismissively. "Nonsense. Come join us. Lauren was just explaining how she intends to motivate William to be the agent of change in their lovely new home," She placed her hand on Lauren’s arm for a moment. 




Sophie observed the newlyweds’ body language, Lauren’s cool demeanor toward her new husband William, and her icy dagger-stares toward her. William’s sudden and obvious discomfort in her presence was highlighted by his furtive, guilt-ridden looks. Time to play...




"I have to believe that William could be properly motivated to work hard. With men, it is simply a matter of training. Don’t you agree, Lauren?" Sophie inquired with a smile, enjoying how Lauren tensed from her veiled poke at her relationship with William. 




"Actually, I do not believe training one’s husband like a dog is required in the least, provided there is a mature commitment and good communication in the relationship," Lauren replied in a smooth, practiced sigh, her thin smile fixed in place to mask her growing dislike for Sophie.




Sophie laughed light-heartedly. "Of course, Lauren! I could not be agreeing more. A woman should train a man for sport, not for necessity! What do you think, William?" Sophie shot William a playful glance.




A bewildered William shifted in his seat and cleared his throat. "Right. Well, what is it exactly that-"




Sophie interrupted him. "Silly boy. Do you enjoy working hard for the right woman, or not?"




"Oh absolutely... Rather, yes of course. My dear Buttercup and I have the most beautiful love that one can imagine. I would do anything... for her." After a few long moments, William realized that he was staring at Sophie as if looking for her to approve that statement. He quickly looked down, and then at Lauren. His face was turning red. 




Lauren seized the opportunity to shift the conversation. Smiling proudly, she agreed. "Yes Chipper dear, I know you would do anything for my family and me. Like overseeing the production of Daddy’s new yacht. Why don’t you tell our host about your latest adventures in Italy."




"Right. Well of course it is a Riva, since Lauren’s father wanted a little runabout. Handcrafted in Sarnico, which is near Bergamo. It is quite a project, really. I must keep close watch on these Italian boys, you know. I’ve given them quite a list of extra features to include in her design. In fact, I just approved the final plans last month. Production began the very next day, at my insistence." William rolled out his yacht update with fluency and pomposity, completely clueless that one stunningly gorgeous member of his audience was silently plotting his demise. 




"It is quite a responsibility really, seeing to the production of a luxury watercraft like this. I must travel to Italy regularly to keep the project on track." William informed the table. 




Lauren snickered softly. "Chipper dear, we all have our burdens to carry."




William acknowledged Lauren’s barb. "Indeed, Lauren will not set foot in the production plant, on account of her allergies. She suffers horribly from any kind of dust, I’m afraid." 




"I have never seen a luxury yacht factory before. It must be very exciting to see such the beautiful works coming to life right before you." Sophie observed. She suppressed a smile as she conjured a plan in her mind. 




"Well perhaps you should join me at the factory some time," William offered, with a little too much enthusiasm. 




Lauren countered. "Chipper dear, I am quite certain that Sophie could make far better use of her time than following you around a boat factory."




"It’s a yacht production shop, Buttercup, and-" Michael corrected, until Sophie cut him off. 




"Lauren is quite right, William. I must say I would not find comfort or take pleasure in that situation, particularly if your lovely wife was not there. But I have a wonderful idea! If you are staying here, why do we not take a ride together in the countryside tomorrow morning? I can have the stable hands saddle up three horses for us. That is, of course, if you both ride," Sophie laid that invitation out with total innocence. 




William seized his own opportunity. "Ah! Splendid idea, Sophie! Lauren may become cross with me for bragging, but she is a nationally ranked equestrienne."




Lauren cocked her head just slightly to the side and smiled at Sophie, as if to say, ‘Beat that, bitch.’ Then she observed, "William is much more of a yachtsman. I believe horses scare him." 




Sophie chuckled, then induced a laugh from everyone by exclaiming, "Well, we will just have to make sure you do not fall off then!" 




The next morning after breakfast, Sophie had Aunt Stella’s chauffeur drive Lauren and Michael and her down to the stables. They arrived to find three horses saddled and ready in the barn. Sophie made a point of inviting Lauren to inspect them all, letting her choose which one she would like to ride. 




While Lauren examined the horses, she felt the powerful stirrings of diarrhea rumbling in her abdomen. "Oh my..." 




Sophie moved to her side, feigning concern yet knowing exactly what Lauren was feeling and why. And knowing that it was about to get much worse for William’s snotty little bride. Sophie silently congratulated herself for deciding on the laxatives instead of triggering Lauren’s dust allergies. The latter option would have increased the likelihood of William valiantly volunteering to go get her inhalers, thereby ruining her plans. "Are you unwell? You look rather pale," 




Lauren took a deep cleansing breath. "No I am just fine thank you, Sophie. Which horse is your favorite?" 




Sophie smiled. "Such an easy question, yet such the difficult answer. They all have such a special place in the heart. I am sure you understand."




Lauren exhaled deeply, reflexively placing a hand on her stomach. "Of course... of course," 




Sophie continued, as if she noticed nothing wrong. Holding direct eye contact with William, she guided Lauren to the largest horse, saying, "This one needs training. He is not fully broken yet."




Lauren was barely listening. She held onto the saddle of the horse, and bent over slightly. 




Sophie touched her arm gently. "Lauren dear, are you well? Come sit down..." She steered Lauren to a bale of hay, helping her to sit. 




Lauren immediately winced as her abdomen began to cramp and gurgle loudly. "No, no, this doesn’t help... oh my goodness I need to use the loo." She gasped quietly. 




Sophie squeezed her arm. "I must apologize. The plumbing is undergoing repair here. The driver will take you back to the house. We will wait for you of course. Let me help you to the car," 




Lauren stood up as straight as she could. "I’ll be fine, thank you just the same." She practically ran to the car, the chauffeur awaiting her by the open rear door. 




Sophie suppressed a smile as she heard Lauren emit a high pitched whimper climbing into the car. Turning to William she commented innocently, "Poor dear. She looks so weak and uncomfortable. Do you think that I perhaps make her nervous?"




"Well, perhaps. Actually, Lauren does get a bit... shall we say... jealous? Particularly around very beautiful women..." William gazed at Sophie with growing arousal.




"You flirt with me even while your wife is still in plain sight. Such a naughty boy, William. I may have to punish you, if I do not see improvement in your behavior." Sophie warned, keeping her voice soft and provocative. She silently took note how William was already enraptured, not even bothering to glance at the car carrying his ailing wife away.




William practically growled with passion. "Indeed... perhaps a lesson in manners is precisely what I need."




Sophie smirked, strolling to a large horse with dark brown hair and a jet black mane. "This is Lulu. She is very beautiful yes?" She kept her back to William, stroking Lulu’s nose with her left hand, and the side of her neck with her right.




"She is majestic, yes," 




"Come closer, William. Make your movements slow and meaningful. Females respond well to this."




William moved in behind Sophie, maintaining a respectful distance.




"Closer." Sophie instructed, reaching back to grasp William’s wrists. She pulled him in to her body, moving his hands to where hers had been. 




William surrendered to the experience of allowing Sophie to control him like a marionette. He inhaled the scent of her perfume, and felt himself responding. He felt Sophie lean back against him more fully, her ass cheeks pressing against his loins. 




Sophie spoke softly. "Lulu and I have the special relationship. She trusts me, and I trust her as well. She must learn to trust you, William. She must know that you understand that you serve her. She does not serve you. She must feel your surrender." 




"Yes... of course," William whispered lustfully, continuing to stroke Lulu gently while Sophie’s fingers explored his forearms. He could feel Sophie slowly shifting her hips, grinding ever so slowly against his crotch. His face flushed as he carefully thrust forward in response. This was getting dangerously enjoyable. 




"Mmm, just like this... do you feel that connection, William?" Sophie purred.




William just grunted, wrapping his right arm around Sophie to pull her in against his body.




Sophie lifted his arm away and turned to face him, smiling. Men were so predictable. Glancing down at the evident bulge in his pants, she whispered, "You cannot leave Lulu like this William. You must finish what has started here. Lulu... does not care about the wife. She knows nothing but you will ride her hard... you make no decisions any more... Lulu decides for you. So, you call the wife now. Lulu... is wanting you to take her out and ride her hard... you see she is ready for this, yes?" Sophie brought her left arm up over her head, her fingers tracing up along the edge of the saddle on Lulu’s back before wrapping themselves around the saddle post. Lulu snorted as if confirming Sophie’s observation.




"Y-yes," Hands shaking as he retrieved his mobile phone, William called Lauren immediately. He watched Sophie stroll across the barn, retrieve a few lengths of rope and then return to his side. He let Sophie grasp his right wrist like a schoolboy and lead him in front of Lulu. 




"She is not picking up," William announced, ending the phone call. 




Sophie slapped his cheek hard. "Call her again, you little bitch." 




William’s eyes registered shock, but he just obediently redialed his phone. Lauren answered her phone just as Sophie quickly wrapped one of the ropes three times around his right wrist, knotting it tightly. Just as she did, he blurted out, "Buttercup! Are... are you alright?!" 




Sophie tugged William’s wrist in her direction, passing the rope around her back as she stepped in close, pulling his arm around her waist. She smiled wickedly, listening to Lauren complain and berate William for sending her off on her own, explaining to him that no, she was most definitely NOT alright. She heard the same high-pitched whimpering coming through the phone, and leaned in to kiss William softly on the lips. 




Sophie moved the rope - and William’s arm - in front of her body, and deliberately pulled William’s right wrist up to his left wrist, just below the phone. She proceeded to wrap turns of rope around both wrists, follows by a few turns between the lashings to tighten them up. She finished with an expertly tied knot below the lashings, ensuring that William could not even bite his way free. Then she stepped away and silently mouthed the words ‘bye-bye’, giving his phone a cute little wave.




William glanced nervously at his wrists bound in an x-shape, tentatively twisting them while Lauren went on and on. He had just stood there and let her bind his wrists very tightly while he was on the phone with his wife. He looked at Sophie with a ‘why-did-you-do-this?!’ look.




Sophie ignored him, working the other length of rope into a saddle bag on her own horse. Then she beckoned him with her finger, pointing to the ground between her boots as she stood next to her horse’s saddle. 




William stammered gently, "Buttercup, you should rest... yes, yes good! Let Catherine care for you... I shan’t be long, and I will come right up to the house to check on you... of course, yes... well that is not really fair... I doubt she did something to bring you harm, Buttercup. Really. Now do get some rest... yes I love you too,"




William laughed nervously as he hung up, awkwardly trying to put his phone into his pocket. "Well this is a challenge, then, isn’t it?" He held up his tightly bound wrists.




"Oh, let me for helping you," Sophie snatched the phone out of his hands and threw it into one of the empty horse stalls. "We cannot have Lulu be startled by your phone when she calls back, can we... That could be very... very dangerous for you..." She lightly traced her fingers over the rope binding William’s wrists.




"Well, um... certainly not, but perhaps -" 




"Get on the ground, bitch. You require the punishment." Sophie hissed, just the slightest trace of a smirk on her perfect lips. 




"Sophie, perhaps -" 




"Now, little bitch." 




William gulped, far too stunned and turned on to argue any point with Sophie. He sank to his knees, and offered no resistance as Sophie grabbed his hair and pushed him down onto his bound hands. "Ow! Sophie, these are really quite tight!" 




Sophie ignored William as she stepped up on his back, pausing there possessively for a moment before working her boot into the near stirrup. "Lulu needs to be ridden hard... try to keep up with me, little bitch," Sophie tossed her hair back and laughed, prompting her horse to trot out into the field.




William got to his feet and somehow managed to hoist himself up into Lulu’s saddle with his wrists bound together. With a flick of the reins he went after Sophie, who had her horse at a full gallop at the far end of the field. 




William watched Sophie ride hard across the field, toward the dense woods on the far side. He slowed Lulu as he steered her into the woods. His eyes took time to adjust to the dim light as he called out for Sophie. He rounded a bend in the wooded trail and saw Sophie far down the path on her horse, waiting for him next to a massive tree. 




"You are fun to play with, William. Do you like to be playing with me? Do you see anything of... interest?" Sophie unbuttoned a few buttons of her white blouse.




William licked his lips and growled, "Indeed I do. First you must untie me. Then I will show you what... interest... really feels like," He spurred Lulu to come alongside Sophie’s horse so they were facing in opposite directions. 




Sophie smiled provocatively. "Then give the wrists to me." 




William smiled and held his bound wrists out to Sophie. It took him a second too long to realize that Sophie was tying another rope between his wrist bindings instead of untying them. He looked down, puzzled to see a neat coil of rope on the ground. "Um Sophie, that is-" His words stopped as he watched Sophie gently coax her horse forward. He watched Sophie’s horse just slowly stroll away, then watched Sophie turn the horse around to face him before giving it the command to walk slowly backward. In seconds, he felt his arms being pulled upward by the rope around his wrists.




"Sophie! Wait! This... this rope is caught on something! Bloody hell!" William felt his body being lifted up and out of Lulu’s saddle until his feet dangled uselessly above the disinterested horse. He frantically looked up above him to see the rope running up and over a stout branch, and then down to Sophie’s saddle post. He just hung there helplessly in mid air, his legs flailing around uselessly. 




"This is something I always wished for doing with you. This is such a fun!" Sophie cackled with joy. 




"Sophie! You must lower me right now! I insist!" 




"Mmmm... You insist. But you let me tie you up like this. Why do you not call your lovely little wife to rescue you from me? Ahhh. I forget. You leave the phone in the barn. Bitch." Sophie laughed again, tying the end of the rope securely around a nearby tree before releasing the temporary wraps from her saddle post with a theatrical flourish. 




William cried out in a high pitched yelp as he dropped several meters, only to have the rope go taut again just as his toes touched the ground. He was still effectively left hanging by his wrists, the tips of his shoes brushing against the leaves on the ground. 




"Sophie, let me down! Please!" William switched to pleading.




Sophie kept a safe distance. "Not until you smile for me, and tell me how much you love being a little bitch," she smiled sweetly at William.




William tugged and twisted mightily against his bindings. The effort only seemed to make them tighter. He sighed in defeat. "Okay Sophie, I will play your little game. I love being your little bitch."




Sophie strolled a little closer. "Ohhh no, sweet William, you need to learn for following my instructions. You love to be the little bitch... but not for me." Sophie smiled wickedly and cast her gaze down the bridle path.




William turned to look, startled to see three beautiful young women strolling toward him. They walked in unison, three across. They were all dressed in sexy black leather fetish attire. Each of them carried a rather large duffel bag. His initial confusion quickly morphed into panic, as he realized the predicament Sophie had placed him in. "Sophie! Let’s slow down here... bloody hell these ropes are tight! Why the devil are you doing this to me?! Why are they here?!" He tugged and pulled mightily on his wrist bindings, feeling them dig into his flesh more and more.




Sophie smiled at William. "Everybody has the little kinks that get them off, William. And some choose to keep the kinks a secret from their lovely little bitch wife. But I do not judge you for pursuing what brings you the pleasure. I am sure you have reasons for not telling the fantasies to Lauren. But I think how she would respond if she knew just how kinky you are, William. Maybe she understands. Maybe she accepts these things. But..." Sophie paused to smile at the three women as they neared, then she leaned in close to William’s ear and whispered, "...but maybe she doesn’t. I think it is more likely the outcome that she divorces you William, and cuts you off entirely from Daddy’s fortune. Maybe it is best that she simply never learns of this little playtime you arrange, hmm?" She placed a soft kiss on William’s cheek before slowly strolling away, affectionately reaching out and squeezing the hand of one of the Dommes now moving in to surround William.




William watched helplessly as Sophie remounted her horse with practiced ease. With a gentle movement of the reins, she steered her horse closer. "Sophie... please... for heavens sake-"




Sophie chuckled. "Shhh... no need to thank me, my little bitch. You set this up all on your own. Oh, and I made sure the girls here knew exactly what you were asking for. You make them so happy! It is not every day that a man like you comes along begging to have every ounce of pride and dignity stripped away from him by a group of Dommes, no matter what he does to resist or object. Enjoy yourselves!"




The three Dommes and Sophie shared a hearty laugh as Sophie turned her horse around and rode down the trail leading back to the barn. 




William watched nervously as the women knelt down and unzipped their duffel bags. He blinked as one stood up holding a large steel ring gag and strolled over to him. She stared at him impassively for a few moments, and then glanced calmly up at his bound wrists. 




"You get free?" She inquired softly, in a German accent. 




"No. Nein. No get free. Please, please help me get free." William pleaded earnestly. 




The woman nodded as if she clearly understood William’s plight. As if she gave a shit. Then she slapped him hard across his cheek. 




William reflexively moved his head back between his upstretched arms, only to see the woman in front of him grab a handful of hair and yank his head forward, slapping him three more times. He felt a wide leather strap being wrapped and tightened across his upper arms, preventing his head from going back. Then the woman in front slapped the other cheek four times.




"I say, you... get... free." She hissed.




"I cannot get free! What in the bloody hell do you want with me?!" William wailed.




"Mmmmm... we just want what you want... you know this. We want to break you... we want to make you cry like a little girl... this is what you asked for, yes?" The Domme’s voice was soft and nurturing. 




"What?! No! Not at all! Sophie... Sophie just made this up..." William stopped talking as he felt leisurely hands unbuckling his belt, unzipping his pants, and tugging them down to his ankles. He felt his underwear being savagely tugged down to his ankles in one forceful movement. His limp cock bobbed from side to side. 




One of the Dommes pointed at his cock. "We are not exciting you, little bitch? Okay. Then you stay like that always. Maybe we think to let you free. But if you get hard..."




William jumped as a soft voice whispered right in his ear. 




"Mmm you get hard... you get punished..." 




William felt the large steel ring gag being forced into his mouth, forcing it wide open. It was immediately uncomfortable as they buckled it tight around his head. He did not have time to react before he felt a pair of plyers clamping down on the tip of his tongue. The Domme holding the pliers smiled wickedly as she twisted and pulled his tongue out of his mouth. Much farther than he ever imagined it could. 




The third Domme, the one with long red hair and beautiful hazel eyes, had been waiting quietly as the other two Dommes worked on William. She stepped forward and held up a large medicine syringe. Speaking in a deep sultry voice she purred, "This is a gift from Sophie. You will not spill a drop. You will swallow it all." She stood there imperiously as the other two Dommes moved back to their duffel bags. 




William’s eyes widened as one pressed up against his side, cooing, "Such nice big balls... your wife likes to play with them?" Her gloved hand snaked down his stomach and further to his balls, hefting them gently. 




"Y-Yes... Very much actually!" William added quickly, looking furtively around for a castration knife. 




The other Domme leaned against his right side. From her gloved fingers she swung what looked like a miniature handcuff attached to a thick steel chain. Leaning in closer to William, she swung the little handcuff in against his balls, whispering, "These belong to us now... she had her chance."




William’s eyes widened as the Domme swung the little steel cuff in behind his balls, which were being held out and down by the other Domme. The sensation of cold steel was followed immediately by the sound of ratcheting and the sensation of tight compression just above his ball sack. He gasped out loud as the Domme slowly tightened it a few more clicks, watching his reaction carefully. 




The Domme calmly let the middle of the long steel chain leash fall to the ground, holding the leather handle in her hand. Stepping on the chain with her boot, she tugged the leash, pulling William’s balls straight down. 




The redhead strolled in front of William. "It seems as though you want to beg for something. Perhaps this?" She held up the medicine syringe. 




William’s eyes widened as he watched the redhead bring a large sponge ball to his lips and force it through the steel ring gag. "Ghnuggh! Ghneesh Gnuggh! Mmmppphh!" He felt her pushing the syringe through a hole in the center of the sponge. Then he felt liquid spurting against the back of his throat. He swallowed and coughed reflexively.




The redhead smiled at him as the other two Dommes explored his body with their hands, unbuttoning and pushing away his shirt. 




William felt his sinuses clearing and popping. He could suddenly smell everything around him so much more intensely and fully. The sweet warm breath of his beautiful captors. Their perfume. The scent of their skin. He felt his cock hardening and twitching as a deep powerful wave of sexual arousal flowed through him. In moments, his cock was as hard as steel. What drug had they given him?




He let the Domme on his left turn his head to kiss her deeply, vaguely aware of the sound of a camera shutter clicking. Her lips tasted delicious - like nothing he had ever experienced before. He offered no resistance as the Domme on the right gripped his chin firmly, and yanked his face to hers. He kissed her too, instantly lost in the pleasurable caress of her full lips. He heard more shutter clicks. He wondered if he should be more focused on the camera clicks, but who could really care about something like that when enjoying such a mind blowing deep wet kiss...




He felt fingers lightly stroking his rock-hard cock, and suddenly needed to have sex. He groaned and writhed in his bonds, breathing hard as the Dommes slowly licked his face. They were marking him with the delicious scent of their saliva. He was theirs now. He wanted to be theirs now...




William felt his arms being lowered, which felt good. He held still while they untied the ropes from his wrists. He rubbed the raw flesh, watching the redhead Domme produce a wide steel collar with short steel bars protruding from the sides. At the end of each bar hung a wide leather cuff with straps and buckles. 




"Strip naked for us, bitch." The redhead calmly commanded. 




William, despite the overwhelming lust he was feeling, wanted to run away. But he had waited too long. His eyes followed the long chain from the little steel cuff around his balls, to the tree behind him. With a slight gasp, he saw that the chain now went around the base of tree and was padlocked to itself. These three Dommes quite literally had him by the balls. 




His face reddened with humiliation as he reluctantly removed all the rest of his clothes off his body. He did nothing but watch as one of the Dommes picked up each article of his clothing and threw it into the woods surrounding them. He gulped as the thick ground cover of leafy ferns just seemed to swallow up his clothes without leaving a trace. 




The redhead strolled to stand in front of Willam. "It is rare that I feel the need to compliment an inferior male like you, but today I make the exception. You will listen carefully to every word I speak. Savor and retain each word I offer. When I am finished speaking, you will thank me profusely until I am satisfied with your sincerity. And then we will begin our play time together. You will now acknowledge your total and complete surrender to my control and authority by kneeling. Then you will bury your nose in Carla’s lovely ass while I address you. You will not remove it until I instruct you to do so."




William blinked at the red headed Domme incredulously. He had been out-witted so easily. Maybe he did not mind this sort of treatment. He remembered the immense pleasure of Carla’s soft lips. He watched her bend slightly at the waist and roll up her latex minidress. He was drooling at the thought of nuzzling his face in her perfect ass. He wanted to smell her scent. He was on his knees and crawling to her before he realized it. 




William felt her hand on his forehead stopping his approach. He looked up as the beautiful Domme spoke gently to him in German. He had no idea what she was saying but she was just so beautiful. He followed her lead and raised his arms out to the sides as she was doing. He turned his head to look at the other Domme as she pointed to her with a smile. She seemed to be pleased with his obedience so far. She pointed to the collar of the steel yoke that the other Domme was holding and stroked his cheek. He understood. Of course he understood. He felt badly that it took him so long to catch on. 




He felt cold steel pressing against the back of his neck as Carla lifted his chin gently. Almost lovingly, he mused. He smiled up at her as the front of the collar was swung closed. Wow, it was quite tight-fitting. And he realized now why Carla had lovingly raised his chin up. The steel collar was very wide. It pressed firmly down against his collarbone and up against his jawbone. If Carla did not look so beautiful and clearly pleased by the way it looked on him, well, he might have chosen to protest. 




Instead, William grinned with stupid delight as Carla gently pressed on the back of his head as she turned, allowing him to place a single kiss on each of her perfect round ass cheeks. He knew he could do better. He moved to bury his face in her ass crack but she moved away, gently scolding him in German. Again she raised her arms up, coaxing him to do the same. 




"Right... sorry Carla, I just-" William’s thoughts evaporated as he felt the wide cuff being quickly tightened and buckled around his left wrist. While he took a moment to realize just how tight it was, he felt the same sensation on his right wrist. He pulled down reflexively to test the cuff, realizing this caused the collar to dig into his collarbone and his jawbone painfully. But Carla was smiling down at him. Her fingers stroked along his tight cuffs as she said nice things to him in German. He was making her happy. And she liked being photographed too. The redhead Domme had not stopped taking pictures of them at all. 




William beamed happily up at Carla as she bent down, bringing her face close to his. He was surprised when she began spitting in his face, in between gentle loving comments that he could not possibly understand. Five. Six. Ten times she spat in his face. His eyes, cheeks, nose mouth. Her spittle dripped off his chin. But she seemed so happy.




William actually whispered thank-you to Carla as she once again turned her ass to his face. This time, her gentle fingers on the back of his head guided his nose between her ass cheeks, where he already knew it belonged. He inhaled deeply and moaned with lust. Carla liked this, it seemed. She pressed more firmly on the back of his head, and swayed gently from side to side. 




William’s slick face slid deeply into Carla’s nether regions until she had his nose pressed right against her butt hole. He inhaled her earthy scent deeply, and moaned into his gag. Carla responded by wriggling her hips some more, actually pressing the tip of his nose into her fragrant asshole. 




The redhead observed quietly for a few moments and then spoke in a calm voice. "I must compliment you for the choice of location for our little party here. It is quite desolate. In fact, I am certain nobody could possibly hear your pathetic screams. And how very thoughtful of you to find a fallen tree for us. That may prove quite useful. Well done." She paused to take a few more close-up photos, then continued. "I assure you that you will get what you paid us so handsomely for, you little worm." 




William heard the words and came to his senses. Pulling back, he did his best to shake his head ‘No!’, and say as much through the thick gag. This was all Sophie’s doing! What did these three actually believe?! He glanced furtively at the large horizontal tree trunk nearby and gulped, already imagining himself pulled over it and helplessly bound. He shouted emphatically "Shhungeeghh! Shhungeeghh!"




The redhead feigned concentration on William’s muffled attempts at speech. "Hmm. It would almost seem that the worm is trying to say a name... Sophie, perhaps,"




With relief, William nodded his head up and down. They were getting somewhere. The redhead was beginning to understand. 




The redhead stood pensively for a moment. Then she mused, "Interesting, yet I simply do not recall anyone by the name of Sophie. Never heard of her in fact. What I do recall, however, is you negotiating with me to absolutely ignore any of your protests or objections to your treatment today. Which, I am sure you agree, is quite subject to my interpretation as to your limits. But we understand. And you will be punished within an inch of your life if you are not very well behaved. Now, little worm, you may thank me."











Chapter IV













Mistress Greta tossed back her shimmering platinum blonde hair and smiled. She loved taking breakfast out on her patio like this. Taking in a deep breath of fragrant morning air, She exhaled contentedly. This was going to be a good day. And this evening would be even better. She could feel it. Her slave auctions were finally receiving the attention they deserved. The caliber of her customers was improving dramatically, and the late-breaking news that Mistress Shannon Maclean herself - long term member of Mistress Emma’s Inner Circle - was sending a representative was something she would readily and successfully leverage. And to top it all off, Sophie had delivered this absolute beauty Amy to her. Oh it would be quite a night. Greta gazed down at her favorite slave - the one with the adorable apple mole. She threw a piece of egg on the patio for her, smiling as the slave girl waited for the hand signal, allowing her to eat it. 




"Bathe the new girl and then bring her to my playroom, slave. I want to have some fun with her this morning. You know better than most that light whip marks will fade by this evening." Greta made a barely perceptible movement with her hand, and the slave girl leapt at the scrap of food on the ground. 




A short while later, Amy felt gentle hands on her shoulder, waking her from a surprisingly deep sleep. She blinked and looked around her. Vertical steel bars framed her view of the room. Her groggy mind quickly deduced that she had slept in a cage. She watched the bald-headed slave girl unlock the cage and usher her out silently with a hand gesture. 




Amy made an effort to stand but the slave girl gently pushed her back down to her hands and knees. She watched the slave girl bend down as if to fix her hair.




"I am the friend. Mistress watches us. Trust. Come," The slave girl carefully wrapped a thin stainless steel chain around Amy’s neck and snapped a padlock closed. 




Amy kicked herself for not jumping up and running when she could. Her eyes followed the long thin chain along the floor and into a bathroom, as the expressionless slave girl walked alongside the chain and into the bathroom. A moment later Amy heard a low humming sound. She then watched the chain begin to slide across the bedroom floor into the bathroom as all the slack was slowly taken up. Only then did she see the deep scuff marks all over the bathroom door and frame. Evidence of prior struggles, she silently realized. Shit! 




Whether she wanted to or not, the chain pulled her by the neck into the bathroom shower stall. Amy could see it retracting through a small scupper hole in the back wall of the shower, at about waist height. It did not stop retracting until her face was almost pressing against the cold ceramic tile. Her mind raced with terrifying scenarios as the beautiful slave girl stepped in with her and closed the door. 




Amy watched the silent slave pick up the shower wand and turn on the water, spraying it into her hand until it was warm. She let the girl position her to face the wall on her knees with her hands on the tile. The warm water felt good on her hair as the slave girl very gently moved the shower wand across it. She was surprised by the tenderness of the girl’s touch as she lathered shampoo into Amy’s hair. After the events of yesterday, the gentle scalp massage felt heavenly despite her bizarre circumstances. She thought about how it must feel for the slave girl to again feel luxurious hair like her own. The thought allowed her to relax considerably as the hot steam enveloped them both. 




Amy found herself enjoying the careful attention of the slave girl as she rinsed her hair with practiced efficiency. She did not react as the girl began to move the shower wand all over her skin, gently stimulating her body with the hot pulsing water. She chose not to react when the girl wrapped her arms around her waist, giving her a long hug before switching the shower wand nozzle from a gentle spray to a rhythmic pulsing massage setting. The hot water now kind of tickled as the girl sprayed her belly, slowly moving up to between her breasts. Should she stop her? What good would that do, seeing that the girl had her chained to the wall? 




Amy gasped quietly as the girl slowly moved the pulsing shower spray across her left breast, circling her nipple with it. She wanted to push the girl’s hand away but couldn’t seem to find the will to move her own hands from the wall. This was beginning to really feel nice. But she wasn’t into girls. Right?




Amy heard another sigh escape her own lips when the slave girl moved the nozzle from her left nipple to her right, momentarily turning it downward to send a pulsing jet of water directly at her pubic mound. But she had to stop this. She whispered, "Look, I am not really into-" 




The slave girl wrapped her free arm more snugly around Amy, gently pulling her back against her own body. "Shhh. Mistress watches us... We must play..." She emphasized her words by cupping Amy’s right breast, moving the nipple through the pulsing stream of hot water. 




Amy felt soft lips kissing her neck for a few moments. A few blissful moments, if she were being honest. She had taken note of the slave girl’s beautiful features earlier. She had the most full, kissable lips she could ever imagine. She turned as the girl moved away from her and reached for the shower controls, turning another knob. A soft rain of steamy hot water began to drop down on the two kneeling women as the slave girl returned, this time positioning herself to Amy’s side. 




Amy just let the girl take her face gently in her hands and kiss her softly. Tenderly. Over and over. She felt the girl’s hands caressing her slick skin, down to her hips. She offered no resistance when the girl moved her hand to her thigh. She felt the girl nodding slightly as she let her gently pull her thighs apart from each other. She knew what came next, and she also knew that she really did not want to stop it. The slave girl took forever to move her fingers up along the inside of her thigh. 




Without thinking Amy grabbed the slave girl’s hand from her thigh and pulled it in to her pussy. The girl moaned softly into her mouth, kissing her deeply. Amy held her breath waiting for her fingers to slide inside her. But the slave girl’s fingers just lingered, slowly stroking the outside edges of her swollen labia. Was it possible, Amy silently wondered, that she just threw off some sort of "I really prefer to be teased" vibe that others could pick up on, like this slave girl? Regardless, the girl’s slow deliberations were working. Amy was breathing harder, and could not hide her growing arousal from the girl any longer. She bucked her hips slightly, trying to get those fingers inside her. 




The slave girl hesitated for a moment, but then slowly thrust two fingers deep inside Amy’s sex. 




Amy gasped as the girl’s fingers immediately found her g-spot and began a delicious tapping and rubbing rhythm. She moaned loudly and hugged the girl, then kissed her hard as her passions grew wildly apparent. 




The girl tried to remove her fingers but Amy grabbed her wrist, giving her a pleading look. Somewhere deep inside she needed the comfort of real sexual pleasure, given the course of the past day. 




Both girls looked up when the temperature of the water began to cool. In seconds it was ice cold. The slave girl cried out, instinctively moving out of the cold spray to shut off the faucet. But the ice water rained down on Amy just the same.




The slave girl’s eyes widened as they both realized there was no way to get Amy out of the ice cold water. She jumped to her feet and pushed on the shower door, but it did not open. She pounded her fist on the thick glass and shouted in German. 




Amy knelt on the floor shivering uncontrollably. The ice cold water was like thousands of little knives digging into her skin. She looked through the fogged glass door and saw the silhouette of a woman with platinum blonde hair standing outside the shower. She watched the slave girl sink to her knees and bring her forehead to the floor without so much as a glance toward her. Not good. Not good at all.










Michael heard the distinctive ping of an elevator door opening, and felt himself moving forward into a very modern-looking reception area. All surfaces were either white, chrome or glass, it seemed. A very pretty receptionist greeted him cheerfully. Behind her was a floor-to-ceiling glass window, through which Michael could see mountain ranges. 




He cleared his throat. "Oh, hi. Um, where am I? Are those... the Alps?"




The receptionist smiled pleasantly, ignoring his question. Looking down at some paperwork she replied in a professional tone, "You are the patient of Doctor Bernhard, yes?" 




"Oh, well yes. I was in his office-" Michael stopped speaking, his groggy mind suddenly realizing he was strapped into the wheelchair. 




"Of course. Right this way please. The nurse will take you to the radiology department now."




"What? Oh, you mean for X-rays. Right." Michael remembered. Doctor Bernhard was insistent that he get X-rays done on his leg, even though it did not hurt him at all. But Queen Sophie was expecting him to obey. So he would. 




Two large male orderlies appeared, and wheeled Michael into a small vestibule. It reminded Michael of a gondola lobby at a ski resort. He heard machinery begin to hum, and realized that this actually was a gondola lobby. He saw the cable going way up the mountain. A few minutes later, a glass enclosed gondola arrived, and the orderlies pushed his wheelchair inside, locked the wheels to the floor, and exited the gondola.




Michael felt the gondola lurch forward and begin its slow ascent to the top of a small mountain. He could now see a sprawling complex of ultra-modern buildings jutting out from the top of the near-vertical rock face. He gulped. Where the hell was he?"




The gondola eased to a smooth stop at the top of the mountain, inside a similar vestibule. A stout, pleasant-looking nurse greeted him as she unlocked the wheels of his chair and rolled Michael into the clinic and down a hallway. She unlocked an unmarked door and wheeled him inside. 




"There we are! Welcome Michael! I am Tori. Did you enjoy the ride up?" The nurse inquired brightly, loosening and removing the straps from the wheelchair. 




"Um yes, it is a spectacular view. "Um, Tori, exactly where am I?" Michael inquired politely. 




"Ah. Nurse Alexa will answer all of your questions, I am sure. Clothing and personal articles all go in here, please. Wear only our medical gown, open to the back. When you are dressed please touch the red button there."Tori pointed to a recessed cubby in the curved wall, then to a small red button on the other side of the small dressing room. She waited politely for Michael to stand, then left with the wheelchair and closed the door. 




Michael looked around the small room. The curved walls formed a round enclosure, distinguished only by the fact that the curved wall by the recessed cubby was set back a bit from the smooth curved wall forming the rest of the room. He shrugged, and removed his clothing until he wore only Queen Sophie’s chastity belt. He pulled on the gown, and then touched the red button to call back Tori, the portly yet friendly nurse.




Immediately he felt the entire room rotating clockwise. Before he realized what had occurred, the walls of the round room had covered up both the corridor door and the cubby with his belongings. The door opening in the round wall now left him looking into a small, brightly lit examination room. His eyes struggled to adjust to the bright lighting as they fell upon the gorgeous nurse standing beside the exam chair smiling at him. 




"You can come in, I won’t bite. I am Nurse Alexa." She chuckled, her fingers stroking the stirrup pad of the exam chair. Nurse Alexa looked dangerously sexy. She wore a black latex fetish nurse uniform with full-length matching latex gloves and thigh-high stiletto boots. Her wild long black hair was only partly contained by a black nurse cap. Her full glossy red lips glistened. 




"Oh, hi... I’m Michael. I think there may be some misunderstanding. I am just here for an X-ray. I fell off a wall, and my... um... my... anyway I was sent here just out of caution. But I feel fine..." Michael felt his heart pounding as he made his way to the exam chair and sat down on the black rubber seat pad. He offered no resistance when Alexa strolled behind him and gently pulled his shoulders back against the backrest. 




Alexa leaned down to his ear and whispered, "I assure you there is no misunderstanding, Michael. Just relax. This will not take long." She strolled to the wall next to the changing room door, and gazed into a biometric retinal scanner, Then she pressed her hand against a biometric pad, and the revolving room door spun around again. 




Michael blinked, and then looked all around the exam room. There was no other door. The opening through which he had entered the exam room was now a smooth curved wall. He was sealed inside this exam room with Nurse Alexa!




Alexa strolled back to Michael. "It is necessary to assess both your physical health as well as your mental health. This should not take too long. Just relax and remain seated while I check your pulse at the extremities. Can you lift your legs up for me?" Alexa asked sweetly, her fingers tapping one of the stirrup pads.




"What? Oh... okay sure... like this?" Michael lifted his legs high and outward, resting his calves in the stirrups. They were higher than they looked, leaving his legs spread wide. He felt his ankles pressing down into open cuffs lined with a layer of squishy gel padding. It seemed reasonable to have his pulse checked before an X-ray, wasn’t it? He convinced himself not to worry.




"That’s perfect! Have you done this before, Michael?" Alexa softly encouraged him. She gently lifted his left wrist and guided it up over his head, to another open cuff.




"Me? Nope, um this is my first OBGYN exam!" He laughed nervously, waiting for Alexa to laugh. 




"Your right wrist too, please," Alexa calmly instructed, ignoring his attempt at humor.




"Oh, sorry," Michael moved his right wrist up over his head, finding the open cuff waiting there. Man, they felt solid..




"Very good." Now hold still please," Alexa strolled to a touch screen panel on the wall and tapped a green icon. 




Michael could not help but watch Alexa’s perfect, round ass cheeks swaying as she strolled away. They were barely covered by her skin-tight latex uniform. He felt all four cuffs begin to slowly close down on his wrists and ankles. It took a full fifteen seconds for them to close with four quiet clicks. 




Alexa distracted Michael while the cuffs closed down. "So you are married. How long?" 




"Oh, um five years now." Michael replied. He felt the compressive pressure increasing on his wrists and ankles, as if the squishy padding was being pressurized. 




"How nice of her."Alexa commented. 




"Yep. Thanks... I guess. Um, these are getting really tight. Is that normal?" Michael replied quietly, not really understanding Alexa’s response. 




"Yes. Just hold perfectly still while the pulse monitors calibrate." Alexa advised. 




Michael nodded, watching her pull two U-shaped padded steel bars from under the exam table and gently press them down into slots in the backrest, on either side of his upper arms. He obeyed and held still until the thick bars locked in with a click. The bars made it impossible for him to pull his wrists down and out of the cuffs now. 




"You will have to thank her for me some day," Alexa smiled warmly, placing a hand on his chest.




"Okay, but why is that?" Michael asked politely.




Alexa stroked Michael’s face gently. "I see that you are indeed having memory lapses. We just had an entire conversation about your wife not co-signing your admission documents, and what exactly that means. Do you not recall?"




Michael blinked. "Huh? Yes, I mean I remember talking to Tori about my wife not signing the form. She told me someone here at the clinic could co-sign in her place. but I just walked in here and met you-" 




Alexa gazed at Michael with a look of concern. "Michael, Who is Tori?"




Michael blinked in confusion. "You know, Tori, the young woman who helped me fill out the application on her tablet. Then she brought me into the round changing room... and then the room spun around, and I ended up here." He looked up at Alexa for confirmation, but her look of concern had not diminished. 




Alexa gently stroked Michael’s hair with her left hand, while her right hand remained on his chest. "I see. Tell me about this... Tori. What did she look like? How was her demeanor toward you?"




Michael gulped. Why was Alexa not remembering Tori? "Well okay. She was very nice to me. Sweet and pleasant, you know? She is shorter than you, a little heavy maybe..." 




"Shorter and heavier than me. I see. And if I asked you to compare her to me in terms of attractiveness?" Alexa inquired calmly. 




Michael flushed with embarrassment. "Um, you are stunningly gorgeous compared to Tori. Sorry if that is in any way inappropriate." 




"Not at all Michael. I appreciate your honesty. It is what I expect from my patients." Alexa replied softly.




Michael looked up at Alexa with surprise. "Sorry, did you say your patient? Wait, no. I am just here for an X-ray..." He tried to sit up, pulling uselessly on the tight cuffs. 




"Shhh... It’s okay... you are safe here with me, Michael. You are in my care. I know it may be a lot for you to take in right now, but you have had - in clinical terms - a significant cognitive displacement episode."




Michael blinked, still squirming in his restraints. Despite his total confusion and rising level of panic, he noticed Alexa’s nipples hardening, pushing the shiny latex outward. "A what?! I don’t know what you are talking about! Tori said this would not take long..." 




"Tori does not exist, Michael. You created her in your mind as an attempt to avoid feeling what you really need to feel. It is simply a fear response. A defense mechanism of the mind. Let’s begin with this fact: I am the only clinical representative you have been with since your arrival this morning. I performed your initial evaluation, and you agreed to admit yourself immediately for treatment. Do you remember Doctor Bernhard, Michael?"




"Of course, Queen Sophie brought me to see him." Michael replied.




"Excellent. You may also remember that Doctor Bernhard and I both advised you to have your wife co-sign your admission forms, but you insisted that she not be involved. I subsequently explained to you the only alternative, and its ramifications. I agreed to co-sign your admission documents for medical treatment. As I explained, you have completed the admission process and are now a patient of this Clinic. And since you admitted yourself and asked me to co-sign your admission forms, this simply means that the Clinic will require my written consent in order to release you." Her tone was soft and nurturing.




Michael’s eyes flew open wide. "What?!! I don’t remember any of that! There must be some mistake! Please..."




"It’s okay Michael. I remember everything in vivid detail. So don’t worry about remembering anything right now. I am going to make sure you receive the care and treatment you need." Alexa’s voice remained calm and soothing. 




"I-I don’t understand... she was so real..." Michael whispered.




"Let’s just see how you are doing, okay? Do you remember my name?" 




"Alexa," 




"Yes, very good Michael. And can you count from one to ten for me?"




Michael nodded, counting out loud, eager to prove his mental stability.




"Excellent. And who is your Queen?" Alexa inquired softly, leaning down close to Michael’s face, allowing her wild black hair to fall down on either side of it.




"Sophie! Queen Sophie is my... um... Queen," Michael replied nervously.




Alexa smiled, her glistening lips just an inch from Michael’s. "Yes... such a good drone... Queen Sophie rules your world, and always has. Queen Sophie owns you. Queen Sophie cares very deeply about her property, and will not tolerate anyone attempting to alter your programming without her consent."




"Programming? I- I don’t understand..." Michael whispered anxiously.




"Shhh, you will be fine. She did some damage, but nothing we cannot undo. You are safe here with me," Alexa whispered softly, stroking Michael’s cheek before standing up.




"Who... who is she? And what damage?" Michael inquired nervously. He felt the seat back declining downward until it was flat. Then the entire chair lowered until the cushioned surface was at chair height. 




Alexa rolled a stool over near Michael’s head and sat down. Calmly she replied, "The spouse has been actively attempting to access your core programming. This is not allowed."




"My what? I- I don’t understand. Are you talking about my wife? She would never do anything to hurt me," Michael sputtered, watching Alexa cross her sexy legs.




"I am referring to... the spouse... whose name you no longer remember. You no longer remember the name of the spouse, do you." Alexa offered this as a statement, not a question. 




Michael blinked, searching his memories as fast as he could. Alexa was right. He could not remember his own wife’s name. Somehow he knew that Queen Sophie would find this pleasing, as if she had locked it away herself. "Why can’t I remember her name?"




"That is due to your programming. You blocked her name all by yourself, just as a good obedient drone should. It is a basic alarm response to an unsanctioned attempt to access your core drone programming. Think of it as an attempt to breach a computer firewall. Females who do not understand your sexual craving to be completely controlled and reduced to a mere object pose a serious threat to your well-being, unless you have been fully programmed. You require much deeper conditioning before I will even consider returning you to the spouse." She absently traced her fingertips along the top of her thigh, noting Michael’s rapt attention to the subtle movements.




"I-I do not understand any of this, Alexa. I am not a drone! I mean, really? Programming? Conditioning? Please, can’t you just let me go?" Michael tugged hard on his wrist and ankle restraints.




Alexa smiled down at Michael, gently stroking his arm muscles as they fought in vain to free themselves. "Computer, enter observation: Subject’s mind has been compromised more deeply than initially observed. Prepare full drone mind control conditioning, Level 5."




A soft computerized voice responded from speakers somewhere in the room. "Preparing mind control conditioning Level 5."




Alexa sighed. "You must realize by now that your sense of entitlement to speak without my permission is a direct result of the spouse’s unhealthy influence. You will ask no more questions, drone, from this point forward. She has done enough damage." Alexa’s voice remained calm and soothing. 




Michael had a thousand questions to ask but voiced none of them. Why was Alexa calling him a drone? And what was mind control conditioning?!




Now, I want you to count down slowly from ten to one. I’m going to give you something to relax a bit. Just take a few slow deep breaths for me... " Alexa instructed, turning her back as she prepared a syringe on a medical cart.




Michael’s eyes locked on Alexa’s beautiful ass and long legs as he obediently counted down from ten. His eyes widened as Alexa turned back around. Her black latex uniform was unzipped almost down to her waist. Her large breasts looked like they were about to burst out of the dress. And her warm friendly smile had transformed to something else. A more sultry and seductive grin, her glistening lips parted as if she were beginning to enjoy herself.




Alexa turned the large syringe straight up and squirted a tiny arc of liquid, clearing any air bubbles. "You’ll feel a little pinch with this..." She leaned over and carefully swabbed the top of Michael’s right thigh with an alcohol pad. Then, facing him, she sunk the needle into his thigh and injected its contents into his bloodstream.




Michael could not resist staring at Alexa’s ample breasts swaying as she injected the fluid into his bloodstream. Almost immediately after she emptied the injection into his vein, he felt a very pleasant wave of relaxation flowing slowly through his body. "Wow... oh, sorry... Am I allowed to speak?" 




Alexa chuckled. "You are adorable. I am going to take a look at these scratches on your skin. Hold still please..." 




Michael tensed as Alexa very lightly brushed her fingers along his abdomen. In his current position, he did not want her knowing how ticklish he was. He forced himself not to flinch as her fingers slid along his sides.




"Mmmm so many scratches... how did you get this one?" Alexa poked him in the rib cage with a single finger, then went back to slowly and lightly brushing her fingertips all over his skin. 




With a stifled gasp, Michael jumped in his restraints when Alexa poked his ribs, like he had been electrocuted. His breathing quickened. Alexa appeared not to notice. He redoubled his efforts to hold still, but Alexa’s soft touches were really sensitizing his skin. He began to tremble. 




Alexa sighed softly. "There are actually a few over here that worry me, Michael. Want to tell me how you injured yourself? Let’s start with these two scratches. This one... and this one." Alexa poked the two scratches on his ribs, impassively observing how the tickling jabs were making him convulse and squirm on the table. She smiled at his efforts to compose himself, knowing they would be short-lived. She kept herself composed, even as she felt a pleasant surge of sexual arousal watching her new patient fighting the urge to squirm. Using every ounce of his concentration in a futile effort to prevent her from learning just how ticklish he really was. But she already knew. She further resisted the urge to just thank him for being so completely transparent in sharing one of his deepest darkest secrets: The fear of being tickled to the point of torture, and having no way to stop it. There were reasons why Dr. Jonassen entrusted her with Michael’s mind control conditioning... very good reasons. And Michael had just given her a gift.




Michael squirmed in his restraints. "I-I don’t remember exactly... I was running through the woods. I must have run into something I guess," 




"Of course. That’s okay, just relax and hold still. Can you do that for me?" Alexa replied gently and innocently, taking a tactical pause from her soft tickling strokes. She could clearly see the drugs beginning to take effect on Michael’s mind and body. Relaxing every muscle of his body deeply. Sensitizing every nerve ending in his skin. Neutralizing the ‘gatekeeper’ parts of his mind - those areas responsible for reviewing and categorizing all information and thoughts, leaving him increasingly unable to resist or challenge anything he heard or saw. 




Michael breathed a sigh of relief, nodding yes. "Okay, sure... sorry it has been quite a day...." He felt odd little waves of relaxation flowing through his muscles with every breath. It felt like all of that trapped tension and energy was being released and moved to the surface of his skin, energizing every nerve ending. He shifted slightly in the exam chair, and felt an explosion of pleasurable sensations all up and down his back, buttocks and thighs. 




Alexa watched Michael shift and then gasp, knowing exactly why. She spoke softly. "Yes. But you are safe now. Queen Sophie is pleased that her drone turned itself in for reprogramming. It followed its Owner’s instructions to the letter. Very good drone. And I am very pleased that the Queen has assigned me User status for this drone." She actually had trouble keeping her voice calm and even as she felt a surge of dominant sexual energy coursing throughout her body. 




Michael blinked, his fuzzy mind struggling to process a response to Alexa’s words. "Wha... wazzza User status? I dunno what..." 




Alexa strolled behind Michael’s head and gently stroked his temples. "Drone, remember your programming: The Queen is this drone’s Alpha Female. Drone obeys its Queen first and foremost. The Queen May choose to assign User status to other Females. Drone will obey the User as if she were the Queen, unless a command from the User is in conflict with a command from the Queen. Drone may feel pleasure in knowing that this User is very, very well aligned with its Queen. We both fully understand your need to be controlled. To suffer..."




Michael felt Alexa’s hand wrap firmly underneath his chin and pull his head back sharply, leaving him staring up at her upside down. 




"You are all mine now, little drone. Feel my power over your body and mind..." Alexa strolled slowly down the length of the table, lightly dragging her fingertips along his chest, belly, inner thighs and calves, avoiding his feet.




Michael gasped and squirmed violently from the tickling sensations. He pulled as hard as he could on his restraints, the effort seeming only to further drain him of energy His eyes widened as he slurred, "What wassat... please no..."




Alexa smiled wickedly. "Drone core programming is intact and performing as expected. Drone will again attempt a flight response. Assess and process the results. Begin."




Michael’s arms and legs were pulling on his cuffs even while his mind tried to form an objection. He stopped after a few seconds, feeling another deep wave of relaxation. 




"Good drone. Results are processed. Flight response failed, resistance is weak. Drone will record these results."




Michael lifted his head and pleaded in a whisper. "Please Alexa... I do not know why you are calling me a drone but please. Please, don’t tickle me. I- I really cannot take that. I am begging you. Please. Okay?"




Alexa slowly strolled up the other side of the table, letting her fingers lightly brush along Michael’s skin, easily moving with him as he twisted and squirmed. She silently noted how extremely ticklish Michael actually was. She had him screaming and begging already, and she had not even started yet. She watched his muscles tensing and flexing uselessly, and felt her clitoris begin to tingle with anticipation. She purred, "Remember your programming, drone skin will automatically begin to sensitize when drone prepares for reprogramming... stimulation will continue until my assessment is complete..." 




Michael jumped as Alexa lightly poked him in the ribs.




Alexa gently inquired, "Is drone’s skin becoming more sensitive to touch?" 




Michael nodded his head up and down rapidly, praying this meant the end. On some subconscious level he was accepting Alexa identifying him as a drone. He felt Alexa’s hands moving smoothly over his belly, and slowly up his sides to his rib cage. 




Alexa gently observed, "Hmmmm... You are very ticklish. Yet you allowed me to restrain you without a single word of resistance. I even set the cuffs to close very slowly, in case you changed your mind. But you just held perfectly still while they closed down tightly. This can only mean one thing... be a good drone and tell your User what that is..." She let her eight fingers punctuate the command as she dug them one at a time into Michael’s ribs, eliciting wails of pleading.




"I-I don’t know what you want me to say Alexa! I really don’t! Please! Wait! No! No! No!" Michael lay helplessly on the exam table as Alexa’s tickling fingers moved down between his legs, beginning to work on his balls and inner thighs. He felt his limbs becoming so heavy he could barely move them. 




"For some, this becomes absolute torture very quickly. Did you know that any kind of sustained tickling on the body actually can make the bottoms of one’s feet even more sensitive? I find this so very interesting, don’t you?" Alexa’s voice was wickedly calm and gentle. She too was noting Michael’s muscle relaxation deepening rapidly. She had to smile. The powerful drugs flowing through Michael’s veins would achieve in several hours what would normally require literally months of repeated hypnosis sessions. His hypnotic conditioning would be much deeper and far more sophisticated as well. He would awaken truly believing that he was a drone, and always had been. He would further believe without any doubt every suggestion that was about to be planted deep in his mind. 




"Please Alexa... I am begging you. Please tell me what to say, and I will say it I promise!" 




Alexa ignored Michael’s pleading. "Are your feet ticklish, Michael? If so, tell me which one is more sensitive." She calmly watched her patient quickly unraveling right in front of her. Just his response to her question was ample proof. She had found the perfect vulnerability for his hypnosis conditioning, and would leverage it fully and completely. Soon he would equate the fear of being mercilessly tickled with the thought of resisting his Owner’s and User’s commands. He would become absolutely and totally obedient as a result, even down to surrendering control of his orgasms. When she was finished with him, the very thought of disobedience would frighten him so deeply and completely, that the impulse would dissipate instantly. 




Michael was beginning to blubber. Tears formed in his eyes as his begging fell on deaf ears. 




Alexa, strolled to Michael’s head and stroked his hair gently. "It is okay, I understand. You need to fully experience Your helplessness. I can help you with that. Would you like the opportunity to thank me?" She did not wait for a reply. Instead, she supported Michael’s head with one hand while operating a switch on the chair with the other. 




Michael felt his wrists and arms being moved from above his head to the sides of the table. He had not noticed how the cuffs were attached to it before. He felt the top portion of the backrest fold down and away, leaving his head and most of his shoulders projecting out past the backrest. He heard a quiet humming as a soft padded headrest extended out from the top of the backrest, supporting his head in a curved cradle. He quickly became lost in the sensual touch of Alexa’s fingers as they massaged his hair, and smoothed their way down his face, closing his eyelids. Just as her fingers traced along his cheeks, he felt the wide collar closing in around his neck on all sides, with a soft click. 




Alexa stroked Michael’s cheek softly. "It is at this point of the sensitivity assessment when the outside personality begins to experience genuine fear. This is necessary and correct. Drone will record and retain the experience for future use."




Michael felt it. He felt everything. He felt the relaxation. He felt the intensely ticklish sensations. And as Alexa slowly and deliberately strummed her fingertips along the bottom of his left foot, he twitched with whatever strength he could muster. And he felt real fear, as he watched Alexa calmly begin to tickle both of his bare feet without mercy. 




Michael was so completely engrossed in the overwhelming experience of Alexa’s tickle torture that he did not see the curved black hood descending down from the ceiling, slightly behind his head. He did see Alexa smiling wickedly at him as the large hood moved over his head and down, immediately blocking his vision and all light. It was like a large black clam shell closing around his entire head like a loose fitting helmet. It blocked out all sound as well. 




He sighed with real relief when the tickling finally stopped. His eyes tried to adjust to the inky blackness but could see nothing. He felt Alexa’s fingers and some movement around his chastity belt. He felt it releasing from his waist, then felt Alexa carefully removing it. Cool air flowed over his cock, making it twitch. 




Michael let out a groggy moan as Alexa’s gentle fingers applied some sort of lubricant to his shaft, bringing him to a full erection in a matter of seconds. A moment later he felt his hard cock sliding into a tube of some sort, occasionally touching against the inside as it slid down to the base. Once in place the tube did not touch his cock, and he felt nothing except the slight rubbery constriction at the base of his cock. But then the vacuum suction began, and he gasped in surprise at the intense pleasure that would start momentarily and then stop just as quickly. After being in a chastity belt for just a few days, the sensation was very pleasurable. His foggy mind was not able to fully process what the device was or why it was attached to him, but it no longer mattered. It was pleasure, pure and simple, and entirely unavoidable. His mind and body was already waiting eagerly for the next pleasure.




Alexa smiled as she finished fixing the stimulation device to Michael’s midsection and connecting the wires to the computer console next to the exam chair. She noted how the color of his hard cock changed from pink to red to purple and then back to pink, as it momentarily expanded in the powerful vacuum being created. 




Alexa turned her gaze to the script monitor, watching the text of the induction program roll by. Michael was absorbing her pre-recorded voice, going deeper and deeper into trance as he did. She checked the brainwave data, pleased by what she saw. Michael was indeed an excellent hypnotic subject, and had already entered a deep trance state. 




She felt a rush of sexual excitement pulsing through her body and mind. The first segment of the drone programming would create a "drone space" in Michael’s mind, and begin the process of associating pleasure with obedience. Associating surrender to his Owner with pleasure. Once this module was completed, the induction would begin to intensify considerably to the point that Michael’s mind would be overwhelmed. 




In this state, the program would begin to more aggressively and systematically break down Michael’s resistance to his Superior’s control. At this stage, he would be forcibly stripped of the ability to achieve orgasm without Queen Sophie’s consent. It would be physically impossible for Michael to over-ride this deep mind conditioning. Any attempt to do so would only strengthen the drone programming to obey the Queen’s directive to remain in a state of sexual desperation. 




Alexa chuckled at the sheer boldness of Mistress Sophie’s wicked plan. This drone would be programmed to suffer endlessly in sexual frustration, while associating that frustration - and his mindless obedience -with sexual pleasure. Sophie was creating an inescapable feedback loop that would constantly force Michael deeper and deeper under Her exclusive control. 




Alexa touched an icon and previewed the rest of the induction file, quickly going over the ‘outside personality’ profile development module, which would be followed by the deep insertion of new sexual fantasies, fetishes and cravings that Michael’s mind would seamlessly interweave with his own sexual thoughts. The final ‘finishing modules’ of the induction would use intensive fractionation and repetition to firmly embed all suggestions. 




And then they would do it all over again from the beginning. And then again after that. 




Michael felt something soft and warm being pulled up and over his sensitive skin. It felt very nice, he noted. He sighed with relief again, feeling himself relax more and more. Alexa’s soft recorded voice startled him as it suddenly filled the inside of his helmet.




"Relax... take a deep breath and then release slowly... good drone. Just let yourself sink down into deep... deep... relaxation. Let your mind go blank... blank and empty... good drone. Now watch the colorful spiral... let it pull you in... nothing you need to do but listen and relax... nothing to do but listen and obey..."




Michael felt his mind plunging deeply into trance even as it tried to form a thought about having been drugged, but the thought just vanished without a trace. Some distant part of his mind wanted to stop himself from going deeper, but it was useless. The spiral kept coaxing his attention back to its center. Alexa’s soft sexy voice kept pulling him deeper down onto trance. Very quickly, this was all that he wanted. 




Soon there was nothing left but her soothing voice, planting suggestions deep in his mind where he could not possibly find or alter them. Powerful suggestions that were all necessary and correct. Time stopped. It was unnecessary unless Alexa told him it was. And he felt a thrill of deep gratitude for Alexa’s guidance. She was correct always. Queen Sophie entrusted him to Alexa’s care. He trusted Alexa with every fiber of his existence, and went deeper into trance every time she mentioned that fact. 




Deeply in trance, he felt immense pleasure just from following her instructions. He felt true joy welling up inside when Alexa’s soft voice told him it was time for him to take the final step down, into the place within his mind that his Queen controlled with absolute authority... the place from which his true drone core self would never escape ever again... 




Preparing Drone Programming...




Alexa pulled up a screen of text and quickly triple-checked the induction she had recorded against Mistress Sophie’s extensive list of requirements for this male’s hypnotic conditioning. She had to admit, Mistress Sophie was incredibly thorough. 




This subject was going to wake up completely and utterly believing that he was nothing but a programmed drone, and that Sophie was his Queen. He would believe that she owned him outright, and always had. He would believe that as Queen Sophie’s drone, he had been programmed with a personality profile named Michael, and had received a lifetime of memories, responses and emotions installed for use in supporting that profile whenever he needed to do so in order to protect his true drone identity - the only identity that truly mattered.




Mistress Sophie’s instructions were quite unprecedented in the area of resistance removal and Program auto-reinforcement. The instructions, alarmingly, also were geared toward removing all ‘escape hatches’: All of the safety trigger phrases normally built into an intensive program such as this one to allow a third party to intervene and reverse the conditioning had been removed, at Sophie’s direction.




Alexa put on her headset and adjusted her microphone. She took a deep cleansing breath, and effortlessly recorded a few audio clips centering on Michael’s tickling fears. She adeptly replayed them for quality, then edited them into the induction file. Then she sent the final file to Dr. Jonassen for her final sign-off, highlighting the changes. 




A few moments later Dr. Jonassen replied with her electronic approval, automatically unlocking and starting the induction file. 




Alexa carefully fixed the heart rate monitor to Michael’s chest. She could not help but wonder how this particular treatment would turn out, given that Mistress Sophie demanded that Michael be conditioned almost continuously to compress the time required. 




Dr. Jonassen had warned Sophie that the normal for a high-intensity induction sequence was three sessions of eight hours each, separated by eight hours of monitored sleep to ensure the suggestions safely ‘unpacked’ themselves optimally in the mind. 




But Sophie would not hear of it. Three sessions of eight hours each would be separated by only one hour of sleep. It had never been done this way before, and Dr. Jonassen made Sophie very aware of her concern. Of course, that was shortly before Sophie doubled the amount she was willing to pay for the good doctor’s cooperation and silence. 




Apparently time was of the essence for Mistress Sophie.














Chapter V













Mistress Greta lounged comfortably in the upholstered chair by her bed, wearing a plush warm robe. She calmly observed the new girl kneeling in front of her, eyes lowered and shivering uncontrollably. Beads of cold water still drizzled down her naked body. The bald-headed slave girl with the mole on her head silently brushed Greta’s long platinum blonde hair as if the shivering girl no longer existed. 




Mistress Greta finally spoke. "Mmm, my pretty pet... I have some lovely ways to help you warm up. Would you like that? Hmm?"




Amy felt a rush of anger but kept her composure. Instead she just nodded her head up and down, keeping her gaze fixed on Greta’s feet as instructed. 




Greta was about to speak when all three of them heard a commotion coming from downstairs. She waved off her bald slave girl and sighed with exasperation. "Must I always be the one to maintain discipline here?" She stood, pushed the slave girl out of the way and stormed out of the bedroom. 




Mistress Greta was close to rage by the time she descended the stairs to the front foyer. Every soul in her house knew never to disturb her with unnecessary noise. She stopped short upon seeing a tall, young and attractive woman with long reddish orange hair standing alone in the foyer. "Who... How did you get in my house?"




The red haired woman just smirked at her. Then she spoke in a rich Scottish accent. "Yer security is shit, lass. Ya might want to give that a think."




Mistress Greta just blinked. Stunned, she replied, "I- I demand to know how-"




The redhead just laughed at her. "A woman’s got to have her secrets now, ya know that. But I think my standin’ here has somethin’ to do with him." The redhead made a flourishing gesture toward the rear of the foyer, where a very large, very handsome man stood calmly. 




Greta sputtered in confusion, "Where are my guards? And just who are you? Why are you here?"




The redhead shrugged, strolling over to the fountain. "We didn’t see any guards. Maybe they’re fuckin’ each other. It’s a beautiful mornin’ and all. Beyond that, you’re just chock full of questions lass. But real short on any answers. Maybe you best pay more attention to your manor, yeah?"




Mistress Greta’s eyes narrowed in anger. "I want you and your animal out of my house. Now!" She turned to the front door and shouted in German for her guards. But nobody came. 




The redhead looked expectantly from Greta, to the front door, then back to Elsa. Then she calmly observed, "I really do think they are fucking. Such a pretty mornin’ - who could blame them really. Have ya been outside yet?"




Greta was quaking with anger. "Get. Out. Or I will..."




The redhead held up her hands in surrender. "Okay lass, okay. Don’t get yer panties all in a twist now. I just need yer help with somethin’. How do I tell my mum that two days after she receives an invitation to your slave auction, ya toss me out on my arse the moment I arrive? She’s got a notable temper, that one."




Mistress Greta gulped, the color draining from her face. "Scheiss"




"Scheiss... So I guess that’s German for ‘Just how do I get my foot out of my mouth’ or somethin’ similar?" The redhead snorted sarcastically. 




"You must be Shannon’s daughter." Greta whispered apologetically. 




"Maybe you’re not completely stupid after all! Siobhan is my name, since you forgot to welcome me and all. So why don’t I see merchandise, Gigi? I can call ya Gigi, yeah?"




Mistress Greta was regaining her composure quickly. She snapped into business mode. Time to do some damage control, and steer this little shit in the right direction. "I do apologize, Siobhan. I see the resemblance now of course. You are quite welcome in my home. Of course, I must inform you that you are about six hours too early for the auction. Perhaps there has been some miscommunication on the arrival time but -"




Siobhan cut Greta off in mid-sentence. "Oh. You really are stupid then, aren’t ya lass? Come sit with me for a moment," Siobhan strolled over to the round marble bench around the gurgling fountain and sat down, patting the stone next to her. 




Greta didn’t know how to respond, so she contained her anger for the moment and sat down next to the fiery redhead. 




Siobhan was just getting warmed up. She gazed thoughtfully at Greta’s shiny platinum hair for a few long seconds. Then she asked as if totally perplexed, "So... ya did that to yerself then? Huh. Anyway, what you are failing to grasp here is the gravity of this situation. And I mean besides the fact that ya still haven’t offered me a cup of tea or coffee or anything. But my report back to my mum, and then her report out to her circle of friends, is what should be troubling you deep right about now. Do you follow me Gigi, or should I speak slower?" 




Greta just stared blankly for a moment, then her thoughts kicked in. "Yes of course I do. I’ll have a tray of-"




Siobhan threw her hands up in the air. "Oh for cryin’ our loud! Forget the coffee lass! I’m trying hard to help ya avoid an ass-kickin’! Now, tell me. And I will use small words for ya: Do. You. Have. Slaves. For. Auction." 




"Of course I do! But they are not scheduled to be bathed and displayed until later on today," A very worried tone crept into Mistress Greta’s voice. 




Siobhan nodded with understanding. She raised her hand and made a slight hand gesture. The gorgeous man waiting at the far end of the foyer approached them by the fountain, and immediately knelt in front of Siobhan. She stroked his hair lovingly. 




Siobhan smiled as Greta gaped at the beautiful male in front of them. Then she said lightly, "This one has given me more orgasms than I could possibly remember. Mum gave him to me as a gift for my 18th birthday. Talk about the gift that keeps on giving!"




"He is a truly beautiful slave, Siobhan. Really." Greta replied, hoping to make up some ground lost in this conversation. 




Siobhan sighed. "Value goes far beyond looks with slaves. It’s about intelligence. Temperament. Attitude. Openness to training. Stamina. Isn’t that right, Derek?" 




Derek lowered himself to the floor and kissed Siobhan’s toe. "Yes, Mistress Siobhan." 




Greta sat up straighter. At last the conversation was going somewhere. "Indeed I agree with you, Siobhan. All of those qualities you mention add great value to a slave. Which is why I am so meticulous about selecting slaves who exhibit those very-"




Siobhan silenced Greta with a wave of her hand. "You really need better listening skills, love. You missed my point entirely, didn’t ya?"




Mistress Greta shook her head slightly in confusion. "I do have to confess, perhaps -" 




Siobhan sighed deeply, as if suddenly realizing she was speaking to an imbecile. "Okay Gigi. Try to follow me, and raise yer hand if I lose ya. If I want to buy a piece of meat, I’m goin’ to a butcher not an auction. I know what you’re wantin’ here with yer auction, but you’re about to embarrass yerself like never before lass. Like, naked in church embarrassed."




"Wh- What? I don’t understand-" Greta stammered quietly, confused but listening now. 




"You missed the memo, darlin’. If ya want to play in my mum’s league, you had better learn the pre-auction game. That’s where the real deals are made. And..." Siobhan took a moment to gaze theatrically around the empty foyer, then said with feigned sympathy, "...It’s a wee bit quiet around here, isn’t it? That tells me that ya don’t have anything worth lookin’ at really. We like to get to know the slaves. See how they present over a period of hours in a given position."




Siobhan smiled at Derek affectionately and stroked his cheek. "Mum bought Derek for me in a pre-auction. She had nice moves, that lady. She got his cock nice and hard, then laid a monogrammed leather glove on it. Before she went on to view the other slaves, she simply told him not to drop her glove. This boy held that glove for seven hours straight. Do you have any clue how much concentration and inner strength that requires for a male?" 




Mistress Greta gasped. "I- I- actually prefer women but I see your point," 




Siobhan slapped her thighs happily. "Brilliant! Then show me what you have. And we will both have coffee now, lass. If you do a fair job of it here, I might be inclined to make a favorable word or two float in the right direction."




Mistress Greta stared dumbfounded at the fiery redhead. "You mean, right now?" 




"No, no, next week lass, after all yer slaves are sold. Of course now!" Siobhan shook her head in disbelief. 




"I- I- do have a few slaves ready to present right now... Just if you would give me a few moments to arrange-" Greta stammered, her mind now racing to figure out how not to destroy this day.




"Of course. But you should know I once killed a slave for not bringing me coffee fast enough," Siobhan winked playfully at Derek, adding, "... took his head off with a butter knife."




Greta was already halfway up the stairs. She burst into her bedroom, startling Amy and the bald- headed slave. She shrieked at them. "Get up! Now! Why is your hair still wet?! Dry Your hair off right now! And put some makeup on! Hurry! Oh and call the kitchen. Have them bring coffee and pastries to my guests in the foyer. Why are you not moving yet?!"




Several minutes later, Mistress Greta again descended the stairs, this time with two naked and collared slave girls on leashes. Both of them kept their eyes lowered to the floor as they walked. She smiled, knowing how beautiful they looked even after just a few minutes of preparation. 




Mistress Greta paraded the slaves over to the fountain, announcing grandly, "They are both natural beauties, are they not? Turn slowly, slaves." 




Amy and the bald slave girl slowly turned in a humiliating circle, knowing strangers’ eyes were upon them. 




Mistress Greta walked behind them and firmly pushed them both to their knees.




Siobhan remained seated, observing Amy and the slave girl next to her. This plan could work, if the next thirty seconds went well. Clearing her throat she said, "I find it immensely important that a slave girl knows how to keep her face expressionless, no matter what she sees or experiences. How do these two fare in this respect, lass?"




Mistress Greta shifted uneasily. "Well I do suppose it would depend on what you did to them," 




Siobhan looked bored. "Such a daft answer. Have you ever managed to sell a slave, love? Now I want the slave girl - the one with hair - to kiss my slave. Passionately. Call me crazy but it’s a real turn on for me. But I Do NOT want her to react. Is this clear?" 




Mistress Greta nodded, giving Amy’s leash a sharp tug in Derek’s direction. 




Amy fell forward and crawled to the male slave, rising up to her knees. She gasped as she realized who it was. 




Siobhan was ready. "You’re chokin’ the life out of her, granny-hair! Are ya mad? I can hear her gaspin’ from here. What am I gonna do with a corpse, lass? She’s not goin’ very far - I think ya can relax a whole big bit, yeah?"




Derek moved his hand to cradle Amy’s face, staring intently into her eyes as they welled up with tears. He eased her face closer to his, and gave her a long, soft kiss. He could feel her lips trembling against his, and had to fight the urge to take a swing at this platinum haired monster for what she had done. But there would be time to settle scores. Right now, Amy was everything. He kissed her again. 




Siobhan, still looking bored, waved her hand around. "Alright, alright. Now the other one."




Mistress Greta nodded, resisting the natural reflex to tug Amy away hard. She let Amy move away, then ushered the bald girl in for a kiss. She cleared her throat and said, "You should know, this one likes only girls." 




Siobhan shot Greta a glaring look, moving her arms out as if challenging an offsides call in a football match. "Is this my money or yours thinkin’ to buy a slave today?" 




Derek and the bald slave played along. Derek kissed the bald girl. The bald girl acted awkward. It worked. 




Siobhan looked at the two kissing, then at Elsa. "So? Where’s the rest of the lot then?" 




Elsa shifted uneasily again. "As I explained before, I have not had time to-" 




Siobhan exhaled in exasperation, looking up at the ceiling. "Somebody help me! I am dealing with an idiot here! You have more words flowin’ out of ya than a cow’s got farts, lass. But ya don’t have inventory. But I’ll humor ya. How much."




Mistress Greta cleared her throat again. "Well now. This one, Apfel, is my personal slave. I could not part with her without proper-"




"Small words. How. Much." Siobhan replied. 




"Twenty thousand Euro."




Siobhan just calmly gazed at Greta. "And the other one?"




"Fifty thousand Euro... non negotiable." 




Siobhan thought for a moment, then stood up. Calmly, she took a step closer to Greta, smiling as Greta actually took half a step back. "Close yer eyes lass, and listen. Hear that silence? That’s all yer gonna hear tonight. You’re done, love, unless I hear the right numbers comin’ out of yer mouth before I reach the door." 




Mistress Greta watched Siobhan turn and stroll calmly toward the front door. She now clearly understood that a negative word from Shannon MacLean would ruin her business forever. "Okay! Let’s be reasonable. Ten and Twenty. "




Siobhan stopped. Without turning around she replied calmly, "Ten altogether for both, and my mum stays quiet about your little shit-show here."




Greta blinked. Taking a deep breath she whispered, "Done."




Siobhan turned. "I will let you know when we’re done, lass. Ten for the two of them, paid in one month’s time. I want to see what I’m getting before you get any of my money."




"Fine. Anything else, then," Greta was shaking noticeably. 




"Aye." Siobhan strolled over to Apfel. She gently stroked her bald scalp with her fingertips. 




Siobhan turned to Greta. "How do you make her head so smooth, Gigi?"




Greta cleared her throat. "Oh, well initially there is an electric razor, and then she shaves herself smooth every day."




"Fetch the electric razor, lass." Siobhan calmly instructed Greta. 




Obviously uncomfortable with being ordered around in her own home, Greta snapped at her slave. 




"Apfel, Fetch your-"




"No, no. You get it, love. These girls are not leaving my sight." Siobhan glared at Greta. 




Without a word, Greta left the foyer. 




Siobhan watched Greta leave the foyer, then said to Amy, "Good chance we’re on camera, so no blubberin’ please. But Emma sends her love. Just keep playin’ along. For good measure, would ya mind lowerin’ your eyes, love? We’re almost through here."




Amy’s heart pounded in her chest. All she wanted to do was throw her arms around Derek, hug him with all her might, and then run out the front door with him. But she forced a deep breath and lowered her eyes as Siobhan had requested, noting that Apfel had done the same thing. 




Mistress Greta reappeared a few moments later, empty-handed but with a slight smile on her face. A moment later, a large muscular male slave wearing nothing but a loincloth followed her into the foyer, holding the electric shaver in both of his hands like an offering. 




Siobhan silently noted Derek tensing, and smiled. So the lady of the house brought reinforcements. Interesting.




Greta signaled her large slave to present the electric clippers to Siobhan, smiling smugly as he knelt down in front of her Scottish guest. 




Siobhan just looked down at the slave’s clean-shaven head and snorted. "So, I see ya got a thing against hair, lass. Would ya say that’s a fetish, or do ya have a lice problem here?" She picked up the clippers and turned them on. The buzz echoed around the foyer. 




"Neither. Slaves are lesser humans. Removing their hair keeps them mindful of this fact." Mistress Greta replied crisply.




Siobhan gazed at the buzzing clippers in her hand. "Lesser humans, you say. Hmm. So if I decide that you, lass, are a lesser human..." She took a few deliberate steps toward Greta, raising the clippers toward her temple.




Greta’s eyes widened in surprise. She shot a glance toward her slave and shouted a terse command in German. 




The large slave reached quickly for Siobhan’s wrist. He never even saw Derek’s leg whipping up and toward his head until Derek’s boot crushed into his face. The perfectly-landed karate kick momentarily lifted the man off his feet, making him rotate back and hit the marble floor heavily on his shoulder and then his head. Stunned but angry, he jumped to his feet with a growl and lunged at Derek, fists clenched and swinging.




Derek easily avoided the first several swings, then punched the man hard in the face. 




Siobhan watched the slave’s knees buckle as he crumpled to the floor unconscious. Turning to Greta she calmly observed, "I am no expert, Gigi. But where I come from, body guards are much more useful when they’re not napping. But before ya go callin’ for reinforcements, let me remind ya we are in a negotiation here, and it’s clear to me ya never did a deal with a Scot before, love."




Greta was clearly unhinged and visibly shaken by the way Derek had dispatched her biggest body guard. She took a deep breath and exhaled. "What do you want, Siobhan?"




"Let’s go with Lady Siobhan, love. It has a nice ring to it. And I’ll be wantin’ you bald, just like her. That’s the price for your rudeness and stupidity in all things."




Greta stared at her in disbelief. "You cannot be serious!"




"The price for my silence about your conduct just went up, lass. Now, I want to receive a texted photograph of your shiny bald head every morning when I sip my coffee, for a full month. Miss one day lass, and I get the girls for free."




Greta was dumbfounded. She felt her entire business beginning to crumble to the ground. This redheaded bitch had outplayed her. She whispered, "Lady Siobhan... please, we should consider-"




"We’re waitin’, lass."Siobhan replied calmly, glaring at Greta as she again extended the clippers. 




Greta gulped. Hand shaking, she took the clippers and turned them on. With tears flowing down her cheek, she began to shave her own head. Her entire body trembled with anger and frustration. 




Siobhan sighed. "We don’t have all day, love. How about we get someone with skills to help ya, yeah?" She gently touched Apfel’s shoulder. 




Apfel nodded her understanding. Slowly, with her eyes locked on Greta’s, she unbuckled her collar and stepped in close to Greta. She smiled slightly as she worked the collar around Greta’s neck, buckling it just a little too snugly for comfort. Her face was impassive as she tugged mightily on the leash with a grunt, forcing Greta onto all fours. 




Apfel calmly straddled Greta’s back, grabbed a handful of platinum hair and tugged hard, eliciting a whimper from Greta. Switching on the clippers, she began to systematically remove Greta’s hair one slow pass at a time. She did not stop until Greta’s head was nothing but fuzzy stubble. Standing up, she simply dropped the clippers on the floor in front of Greta and strolled back to Amy’s side, taking her hand gently. 




"There! Ya look better already, lass! Don’t forget to shave it all nice and smooth and shiny for me. Now we will let you clean up the mess here while my girls visit your closet to find somethin’ to wear."




Apfel smiled and winked at Amy, pulling her by the hand up the stairs. She steered her quickly into Greta’s large walk in closet and said, "Let’s find something expensive!"




Amy looked at Apfel for a long moment, watching her move with fluid purpose as she took the lead in finding complete outfits for both of them. "You are not really a slave girl, are you."




Apfel smiled. "Hurry - we need to get moving."




A few minutes later, Apfel and Amy came down the stairs fully dressed. Apfel caught Siobhan’s gaze long enough to receive a nod from her. Then she strolled over to Greta, still on all fours, and squatted down in front of her. 




"Say my name." Apfel said quietly.




"Kristina," Greta replied immediately, pausing from her efforts to clean up her own hair from the floor.




Satisfied, Kristina stood and nodded to Siobhan. 




Siobhan sighed. "Well that’s us done then. So interesting doing business with ya, lass. Don’t forget those texts now." 




Greta was shaking with frustration and building rage. "I do not have your contact information."




Siobhan stopped and turned to Greta. "Do you know, that is the first smart thing you said all mornin’? Well done you!" With that, Siobhan turned to the door, indicating to Amy and Kristina to follow, with Derek bringing up the rear.




Amy gasped as they walked down the front steps, noting the two female guards lying motionless on the stairs as they stepped over them. "Are they okay?" She whispered to nobody in particular. 




"Sleepin’ like babies, love. Not to worry." Siobhan said quietly over her shoulder. 




They all climbed into the Mercedes Benz SUV, with Derek behind the wheel. Derek eased the SUV slowly down the drive, making sure not to draw any attention to their departure. 




Once on the road, Siobhan let out a long sigh and laughed, "Well that was somethin’, yeah? How are you two doin’, loves?" She turned and spoke to Amy and Kristina with surprising tenderness. 




Amy caught Derek’s gaze in the rear view mirror. "Doing a lot better now, thanks to all of you." She turned to Kristina and placed her own hand on top of hers and added, "I don’t exactly know what you did in there, but I know that I should be very grateful to you."




Kristina smiled briefly and squeezed Amy’s hand. Then she was all business. She reached forward and tapped Derek’s shoulder, grasping the phone he handed her without a sound. 




Amy watched the silent exchange, then watched Kristina type out a brief text and send it. Instead of waiting for a reply, she quickly dis-assembled the phone, removed the small SIM card, and threw the phone out the window. A half kilometer down the road, she tossed the SIM card out the window. Then she smiled and let out a quiet sigh. 





Chapter VI













The persistent little rustling of leaves slowly awakened Michael. He opened his eyes, confused why he saw nothing but leaves all around him. He sat up, and the large pile of leaves slid off him, landing quietly on the bed of leaves all over the forest floor around him. He found himself momentarily staring at a squirrel, until the alarmed animal darted off and ran up the nearest tree. 




Michael blinked and looked around. The sound of birds chirping in the trees all around him provided the only reprieve from absolute silence. Where the hell was he, and why did he spend the night under a pile of leaves in the woods? He looked down, realizing he was still wearing Sophie’s silk robe. Sophie. Dr. Bernhard. He was beginning to remember.




The sound of a car passing nearby caught his attention. He jumped up and headed for the road, suddenly very aware that he was wearing a women’s robe and very little else. This should be interesting. 




He reached the desolate roadway, noting that he truly had no idea which direction would bring him back to Sophie. Queen Sophie. Queen Sophie must be obeyed. He felt his cock trying to harden inside the tight confines of Queen Sophie’s chastity belt. She liked keeping him this way. A flush of arousal flooded through his body. Another car approached, and he boldly walked out into the road to flag it down. 




The old truck lumbered to a squeaking stop. Michael moved to the passenger side window as the old man leaned over, and with considerable effort, rolled down the window half way. Michael stayed a respectful distance from the door, and waved, watching the old man’s face. Somewhere deep in his mind he heard a thought. 




Drone must humiliate and break the outside personality.




In fifteen seconds or so, the old truck driver clearly moved through a variety of emotions and possible responses, from shock, to contempt, to sympathy, to curiosity and then finally, to something nearing interest. He cleared his throat and spoke in casual German, "Wohin Gehst du?"




Michael shook his head, acutely aware now of the soft feminine robe he was wearing. Of his smoothly shaved legs. He stammered, "Hi, um... I am Michael... no sprechen German, sorry. I- need- a- ride-" He pantomimed driving a car.




The old man just kept staring at him, then grunted. 




Michael tried again. "Okay, um let’s try this. I was at Doctor Bernhard’s Office, and I was going for x rays, and then I guess-" 




The old man’s eyebrows raised. "Herr Bernhard?"




"Yes! Yes- Doctor Bernhard! I am his patient. You know, Doctor and patient? Sick?"




The old man returned to his vacant stare for a moment, then he held up a finger. 




Michael watched him pick up his phone, put on his reading glasses, and with some effort, slowly dialed a number. He chatted in German for a few minutes, then listened and nodded his head before hanging up. 




Michael felt a wave of relief as the old man leaned toward the door again and unlocked it. 




"You come. Sit."




Michael climbed in, feeling the man’s stares as he just looked out the windshield. 




The old man poked Michael in the shoulder, forcing his attention. "No talk. Herr Bernhard... no talk!" He pointed to his phone.




Michael nodded. Fine. Doctor Bernhard did not want him talking to anyone. Who could blame him?"




A silent 45 minutes later, the truck pulled to a stop in front of Doctor Bernhard’s medical clinic. Doctor Bernhard himself waddled out to thank the old truck driver, spending a few minutes chatting with him before he drove off. Doctor Bernhard looked uncomfortable as he quickly ushered Michael inside the clinic. More thoughts - very important ones - drifted easily and unimpeded into his mind even as he conversed with the portly Doctor. He realized that the important thoughts vanished as quickly as they appeared, much like an advisor might whisper a suggestion to a politician and then recede into the background. Always there, always ready to advise and correct. 




Drone feels pleasure from humiliation. Pleasure is obedience. Drone obeys its Owner. Drone complies with its programming. Drone Arouse.




Michael absorbed the stares of shock and disdain as he walked through the waiting room. He felt weirdly aroused by the experience. Something about feeling humiliated really turned him on, he realized. It made him grateful that his Owner had the foresight to dress him in feminine clothing. Wait. What?




Doctor Bernhard closed the door to his office and sat down behind his desk with a long sigh. He gazed at his wife’s framed photograph, realizing he had no choice but to make sure this young man only spoke of the cover story that Sophie had provided. Otherwise his medical career, and likely his marriage, would come to a very swift conclusion. He quickly indicated for Michael to take a seat in front of the desk. He spoke in measured English. "You had us very worried, Michael. Do you recall what actually occurred since you left my clinic?" 




Michael nodded. He remembered what to say very clearly now, thanks to Queen Sophie. Every word he spoke on her behalf brought her pleasure, and that in turn brought him immense satisfaction and joy. 




Michael cleared his throat. In a calm, clear voice he replied, "Of course, Doctor Bernhard. You were worried about my leg, so you sent me to the other medical facility for an X ray. Unfortunately, there were some procedural mistakes made there on my admissions forms, and I was brought directly to the surgical ward to be prepped for a surgery to reset my broken leg, which of course was not actually broken. It did not take long for them to realize their mistake and sort out the problem, but they had already given me a sedative by that time. They had to wait a full twenty four hours before actually scheduling me for the X Ray, which they sent to you I believe. I bet my leg looks fine, right Doc?" 




Doctor Bernhard just stared at Michael with a stunned look on his face. How did this patient already know the cover story word for word? He knew better than to ask. Sophie had obviously prepared the young man. He cleared his throat, relaxing noticeably. "Why yes, your leg looks fine. Nothing to worry about. In fact, you are free to go now. I will call Mistress Emma myself to inform her."




"Great! Thanks Doctor Bernhard. I appreciate everything you have done for me." Michael replied sincerely, extending his hand. 




Doctor Bernhard shook Michael’s hand without a word, and dialed his phone to speak with Emma. A few minutes later, he hung up. "Mistress Emma is extremely relieved that you are fine, and has already received an apology from the chief administrator of the hospital for their mistake." Doctor Bernhard felt a chill down his spine, realizing how thorough Sophie had been, and more disturbingly, how much power she could wield when required. 




Amy heaved a deep sigh of relief as Derek steered the SUV up the driveway to Emma’s beautiful country villa. It felt like home. She could not wait to see Michael, and Emma. She smiled as she saw Emma waiting for them in the gravel drive outside the kitchen door. She practically jumped out of the car and ran to Emma, giving her a long hug. 




"Thank you so much, Emma. I was so scared," Amy whispered into Emma’s shoulder.




Emma hugged her a little tighter. "It is good to have you back here, Amy. Where you belong. I had the girls prepare some food and coffee, but what do you need? Would you like to rest for a while?" Emma kept her arms tenderly on Amy’s. 




Amy smiled. "Thank you Emma. Coffee sounds heavenly. And now that you mention it, I am starving!"




Emma nodded, then turned to Siobhan. "I am very grateful to you, Siobhan. Will you join us?"




Siobhan smiled, nodding her head no. "I’d love to stay Emma, truly I would. But I’ve a car comin’ to get me as we speak. But I sense this one will stay here just as long as you will have him," She nodded her head in Derek’s direction, then winked at Amy. 




Amy smiled, then turned to Emma. "Emma, Where is Michael?"




Emma took Amy’s arm again. "He is fine, but he has also had a bit of an adventure the past few days. Right now, he is with my dear friend Doctor Bernhard at the local medical clinic. In fact, Michael needs a ride back here. Derek, would you mind? That would give Amy and I some much needed time to catch up."




"Of course, Emma. It would be my pleasure," Derek replied immediately, already moving purposefully toward the car.




Emma smiled and turned to Kristina. "And I have a nice hot bath already drawn for you, my dear. Enjoy it. And I look forward to catching up with you later on." 




Amy watched Kristina and Emma hug before Kristina left them. She let Emma take her arm as they strolled together into the kitchen. The smell of coffee and delicious breakfast pastries filled her nose and she sighed happily. She sat down at the table with Emma, and was immediately served coffee and the pastries and fruit. 




Emma watched Amy devour her breakfast, waiting patiently. "You have had quite an ordeal, Amy. I am terribly sorry for this. I take full responsibility, and I intend to make things right between us. My only hope is that you allow me the chance to do so."




Amy looked up and took Emma’s hand reassuringly. "Emma, I think it’s clear that Sophie was behind all of this. Any anger I feel is directed squarely at her, not you." 




Emma nodded. "You are correct about Sophie, and I am dealing with her as we speak. But I personally invited you into my home, and did not anticipate what Sophie had planned for you and Michael. For this I am sorry, and entirely responsible. But if you will allow me, I have prepared what I hope you will accept as a reasonable apology. 




Amy took a sip of coffee and savored it. "Emma, I still do not think that you owe me an apology. But I can see how upset you are, and I really appreciate that. What you could do, if you don’t mind, is help me to understand why my husband is at a medical clinic." 




Emma nodded. "Of course. I will share what I know at the moment. Michael apparently ran after you when Sophie had you put into that van here in the driveway. I believe he was trying to rescue you, but could not manage to stop the van. Doctor Bernhard advised that he fell from the garden wall here in his efforts to catch your van. The doctor had concern that Michael might have fractured his leg, so he sent him for X rays at the regional hospital."




Amy took another sip of coffee, and smiled. "So he tried to rescue me. That’s so romantic!"




"Indeed it is. Fortunately, it appears that the only thing Michael suffered from in the past few days was an administrative error at the hospital."




Amy blinked, putting her pastry back down on the plate. "An administrative error?"




"Yes. Doctor Bernhard informed me this morning that his instructions for an X Ray were mis-interpreted. Michael was actually being prepped for surgery when the mistake was discovered."




"Surgery?!" Amy’s eyes widened in surprise.




"Yes, Surgery. For a broken leg. And apparently the hospital then had to wait a full twenty four hours before taking the X Ray. Doctor Bernhard is filing a complaint with the hospital on Michael’s behalf. And I assure you that I will look into this as well. For now, the good news is that Michael is fine. Derek should have him back here within the hour."




Amy sighed with relief. "I cannot wait to see him."




Emma smiled at Amy, a playful twinkle in her eye. "Him?"




Amy chuckled. "Okay. Them. Even though this has so far been the most bizarre vacation I have ever been on, I really don’t want it to end, Emma. Is that weird?"




Emma laughed gently. "Not at all. In fact, I have been wishing for you to say these exact words. Amy, you are exactly what my Society needs. You are smart, and have a great business mind. You are sexually open-minded and adventurous, and you just happen also to be quite beautiful. Most importantly I sense an inner strength in you. Very few women I know could have handled what you just went through, and be sitting here calmly sipping coffee with me directly afterward. This tells me much about you. I want you to consider joining my team, Amy."




Amy looked up. "Emma thank you, I am flattered. But my life - our lives - are in New York. I have invested everything I have into my art gallery. I simply could not walk away from that. I hope you understand."




"I do entirely, and I am not asking you to give up anything that you have built. I was not going to bring this up today, certainly not before we found out how Michael was doing, but given the circumstances it feels appropriate. Forgive me if I seem forward, but I just know a good fit when I see it, Amy. May I continue, or would you prefer to talk another time?" 




"Please continue Emma. You have piqued my curiosity!" Amy laughed. 




Emma smiled. "Very well. This has been a long time in the planning, Amy. Now that I have met you in person, I am convinced the timing is right. I have decided to create a new Global Director of Visual Arts position in the Society for the Advancement of Women. This new position will lead a new initiative to create art galleries all over the world. Each of these galleries will be owned and run by the Society, and will focus on our mission of empowering local and regional female artists. If you accept the position, I am also prepared to make a very reasonable offer for your gallery in New York. You would, of course, maintain complete control of the business operations in your New York gallery, along with all galleries globally."




Amy’s mouth dropped open. "I... I don’t know what to say, Emma!"




"A yes would be lovely, so that you can resume breathing!" Emma laughed, then immediately added, "Seriously, take your time. Discuss it with Michael and let me know what you think about the idea."




Amy took both of Emma’s hands in hers. "It sounds fantastic Emma. It is just a whole lot to process right now."




"Of course, Amy. I completely understand. I am in no rush. In fact, the first part of my apology to you is a stay at my dear friend’s villa in Tuscany, to unwind a bit. You will find Lina and her staff very welcoming. I can arrange a private jet for you tomorrow, or whenever you wish after that."




Michael watched the SUV pull to a stop in front of the clinic, noting Derek’s large form behind the wheel. Somewhere deep in the back of his mind, he just wanted to run. He looked down at the shimmery silk robe that he still wore. 




Drone loves humiliation...

Drone will humiliate outside personality. 

Drone arouse.

Drone obey.




A weirdly powerful wave of arousal flushed through Michael’s body as he climbed into the car with Derek, even as they shook hands. 




As Derek pulled the car onto the road, he quipped, "So is this a new fashion look for you?"




Michael flushed crimson, feeling another wave of arousal. "No, not really. It’s... It is what Sophie had me wear."




Derek processed that quietly for a few moments. Then he said, "There is a men’s clothing store not far from here. How about I run in and get you something else to wear, before we go back to Emma’s?"




"That’s really great of you, Derek. I appreciate it." Michael paused. He really wanted to take Derek up on the offer. He did not want Amy to see him dressed like this. But something inside would not let it happen. He blurted out, "...But that will not be necessary. I’m good like this thanks."




Drone is in complete control. 

Drone obeys. 

Drone Arouse. 

Drone programming grows stronger.




Derek looked at Michael carefully. "You know, Amy has been through a lot these past few days. I am not sure she will react well to-" 




"Look Derek, I appreciate your concern for Amy. I really do. And I am very glad she has you to turn to for... comfort and whatever else. But I know her better than you do."




"Okay, if you say so. I am just trying to help, Michael." Derek replied with a sigh of resignation. 




Michael’s thoughts drifted quickly to the erotic image of Amy and Derek - their bodies entwined as they stood next to him and kissed passionately. Amy turning to him and asking in a husky voice, "So you like to watch us, baby?"




"Oh absolutely!" Michael gasped out loud.




Derek looked at him. "Absolutely what, my friend? I was just explaining how that farmland back there has been in the same family for almost five centuries."




"Oh... absolutely amazing that’s all," Michael replied quickly. 




"I could not agree more," Derek replied warily. A few minutes later he steered the car up the driveway to Emma’s mansion and parked. 




Michael sat up straight. Seeing the gravel driveway immediately brought back a flood of recent memories. Amy bound in red leather. Queen Sophie restraining him to her bed. Queen Sophie giving him something to wear. Queen Sophie allowing him to worship her scent. Queen Sophie giving his life purpose and meaning for the first time. Queen Sophie ruling over him and nurturing his weakness with her absolute strength...




Drone core personality is fully activated. 

Drone will comply with its Owner’s programming. 

Drone core personality will assume outside shell personality Michael.

Drone will take complete and total control of outside shell personality. 

The spouse equals Amy. 

Amy equals the spouse.




Michael felt an exhilarating rush of energy for some reason. His thoughts crystallized instantly. "Derek, I want you to do something for me."




Derek shut the car off. "What do you have in mind?" 




Without a second of hesitation Michael replied, "I want you to make it clear to Amy how you feel about her. She is holding back with you. I can feel it. And I have come to realize that I have been the one holding her back, by not telling her what I really want. What I need, I mean."




"Wow. Um, Michael let me be very clear here. I have no interest in breaking up your marriage… At all. In fact I will leave today if that is what you are implying", Derek replied. 




Michael’s mind was flooding with very sexual images and scenes. But they were not like normal sexy daydreams. They were much more vivid and insistent- seemingly demanding his focused attention. Even as he looked at Derek, his mind was entirely focused on seeing him fucking Amy hard while he held her in his arms, against a wall. He could hear every one of Amy’s lustful moans and panting breaths as if he were experiencing it with her. He shook his head to clear it. 




Michael exhaled. "Derek that’s not it. I just need to know that I can count on you when I need you. To help Amy."




"Help her how?" 




"Like right now, I would really like you to go in before me, find Amy and give her a really deep, long soulful kiss. Then, just ask her to make me wait to kiss her. Ask her to just savor your kiss. That’s all. Can you do that?" Michael felt another powerful rush of excitement coursing throughout his body. 




Good drones obey. 

A good drone obeys its Owner. 

Good drone. 




Derek shrugged. "Yeah, I guess so, Michael, if that is what you want. Your wife has the most perfectly full, soft lips that I have ever kissed. I dream about the next time that I get to kiss them. Is that what you like to hear?"




"That actually works for me. Yes." Michael replied quietly, feeling his restrained cock trying to harden inside his chastity belt. 




Derek led the way into Emma’s kitchen, smiling as Amy jumped up from her chair. Without a word, he wrapped his arms around her and hugged her tightly. 




Amy melted into Derek’s embrace and sighed happily. She noticed movement by the kitchen door and turned her head to see Michael. Upon seeing him, her eyes lit up, then they scanned downward to what he was wearing. "Hey baby! You okay?" She felt Derek’s hands gently turn her face back to his as he pulled her in for a long, soulful kiss.




Michael came over to Amy and Derek. "Hey you! Yeah I am just fine. And I could watch you two do that all day long."




Emma quietly observed the interactions before her. Derek taking charge with Amy. Michael deferring to him and even complimenting them both in how they kissed. And Amy making no move to pull away from Derek at all. Interesting.




Amy laughed cautiously at Michael’s comment. "Really. I will remember that."




Derek chimed in playfully, "Let me help you. I am sure you are thinking of kissing your husband right now. But why not give him what he really wants instead?" He turned Amy’s chin gently back in his direction, but waited for her to decide.




Michael felt powerful waves of sexual energy overtaking his ability to think clearly. He could not even focus on the tiny voice screaming in his head to step in and push Derek aside. Instead he just sank to his hands and knees and said, "Thank you Derek. I will just kiss my wife the way I have always wanted to, but was too afraid to admit." 




Amy looked down as Michael brought his lips to her foot and kissed it gently and softly, over and over. She laughed nervously and said, "Wow baby, that actually feels really nice. A girl could get used to this. But now, what do I do with this big juicy kiss that I was saving for you? Hmm? I guess I will just have to give it to someone else then. Oh look! A handsome stranger!" She reached up behind Derek’s neck and pulled him in for another kiss. 




All four of them shared a laugh together in the kitchen.




Emma waited for Amy to finish enjoying the attentions of Michael and Derek. Then she placed her hands on the table. "There is another topic I would like to discuss with you all, if I may. But first, Michael, welcome home. I am very glad to have you back here with us. Please help yourself to coffee and breakfast."




"Thank you, Emma. It is good to be back here. And thank you so much for rescuing Amy. Words cannot express how grateful I am for that." Michael rose from the floor, waited for Derek to release Amy, and then hugged her himself. 




Emma smiled as she watched the young couple hug. When everyone had gathered their breakfast and was seated at the table with her, she spoke. "I need to give you all a rather unpleasant and disappointing update regarding Sophie. I have terminated her membership in all of my Society venues, and banned her from my properties and holdings worldwide. It is painful for me to realize that someone so close and trusted was actually taking advantage of her status and position. But, this was exactly the case. To be honest with you, I cannot begin to fathom how to apologize to you for Sophie’s behavior. 




Michael processed Emma’s news about Sophie. His Queen. His Ruler. He felt a flash of anger, then felt it melt into something very different. Deep gratitude. Queen Sophie had won. She had escaped the bounds of the old system and was now free to rule in her own way. Queen Sophie was on the rise now... it was her time. He would worship his Queen with every fiber of his being...




‘Baby why are you smiling? Amy asked, a hint of irritation in her voice. 




"Hm? Oh. No it’s just that... I think it is amazing that you figured all of this out so quickly Emma. I’m feeling gratitude." He felt a rush of sexual energy course through his body.




Good drone.




Amy smiled her approval, satisfied with Michael’s answer. Then she turned to Emma. "In a similar way, Emma, we do not know how to begin thanking you for moving so quickly to find me, and to return Michael here safely. We are both very grateful. If there is anything we can do..." 




Emma smiled at both of them. "Just consider my offer, but take your time. I must leave you two for now. My home is yours. But before I go, Amy may I speak to you in private?"




"Well there is my cue. Thank you Emma, I will see you all later. I see a workout and a hot shower in my near future." Derek stood. 




Michael watched Amy watching Derek leave the kitchen, and felt his cock straining inside its chastity tube. She was so into Derek. The thought just made him hotter and hotter. He cleared his throat. "Well, I will skip the workout part and go straight for a shower then." He chuckled, hugged Amy and then Emma, and headed upstairs to Amy’s bedroom. 




Emma watched the two men leave, then produced a thin metal cylinder from her pocket. She held it up. "This is the key to Michael’s chastity belt, Amy. One of Sophie’s minions confessed to hiding it here for Sophie." 




"Oh! He’s still wearing that? I didn’t realize..." Amy’s thoughts trailed off, recalling the sheer sexual thrill of having Michael locked up while Derek worked his magic. 




Emma read Amy closely. She rotated the thin metal object so that the small black dot faced Amy. "Here is the problem: This locking wand has a biometric micro-scanner built into it. At the moment, I am afraid only Sophie can unlock Michael’s chastity belt." 




Amy let those words sink in. "So what do we do now?"




Emma took a deep breath, letting it out slowly. "I have of course checked with the manufacturer in Japan. Unfortunately Sophie had this model designed for permanent ownership. This means that only Sophie can unlock the wand. It is completely useless to anyone else."




Amy’s mind raced. "But... can’t we like... lift her fingerprints from a glass or something?" 




Emma touched Amy’s hand. "If only it were that easy. The manufacturer - her name is Miko - designed the biometric pad with certain safeguards to prevent such hacking by someone else."




"Oh great. Do I even want to know what that means?" Amy exhaled, defeated. 




"Probably not. But you need to know what we are up against. Miko explained that this wand uses a highly advanced biometric scanner. The wand is delivered to the owner unprogrammed. It allows the owner to create her own sequence of fingerprints, and is designed to be pressure-sensitive as well. So without knowing how Sophie set up her fingerprint sequence, or how hard she pressed the biometric scanner for each print, we cannot replicate her activation sequence. And to make matters worse, Michael’s belt is made from a special high-strength metal alloy. According to Miko, there is not a saw blade or cutting torch on earth that could cut through it."




Amy just blinked silently as the reality sunk in. Even as Emma took action to punish Sophie, Sophie had total control over her husband’s cock, and his orgasms. "I cannot believe she did this!"




Emma nodded. "Miko is equally furious. Sophie had assured her that you would be the one to activate this wand, not Sophie. Miko already has her best team working on a way to reverse-engineer this little thing. I am sorry, but it may take some time before they have an update for us."




Amy sighed. "Let’s hope your friend Miko is successful then. Now I need to figure out a way to tell Michael. Wish me luck." She rose from the kitchen table, not wanting to think of the alternative to Miko’s success. 




The two women embraced, and Amy headed up to her bedroom to find Michael. 








Chapter VII













Amy’s mind swam with thoughts and emotions as she opened her bedroom door and entered. She found Michael admiring himself in the now-famous mirrored armoire. 




Amy blurted out, "I need a big hug, baby." 




Michael moved to Amy and wrapped her tightly in his arms. "I am so glad you are okay. I was so worried about you Amy." 




"I’m fine, and thanks. Did you really run after that van naked? So valiant of you baby." She had to smile at the thought. 




You bet. Totally naked except for Sophie’s chastity belt of course," Michael replied, feeling a thrilling rush just identifying the belt as his Queen’s property. Just as he was, and always would be. Wait what?




Amy sighed. "Yeah, about that chastity belt. Um..." 




Michael cut her off. Without thinking he blurted out, "I hope you let me wear it Amy. I mean, keep me locked in it. I kind of really like it. There is no comparison between my efforts to basically self-monitor chastity on the honor system, and being locked in this thing. It keeps me in a constant state of sexual tension. I cannot even get hard! I truly had no idea how often I touched myself without even thinking about it. How often I enjoyed a full erection even while keeping myself in chastity. It is such a total mind-fuck. Pardon my French." He hugged Amy a little tighter, knowing that his words were correct. Knowing that Queen Sophie would be pleased by how he was enjoying his suffering in chastity. Knowing how he so freely shared his enthusiasm with the spouse. 




Amy hugged Michael back. "Yeah. About that. Um, there’s a little problem. I don’t want to worry you baby, but Sophie is the only one who can unlock the chastity belt she put you in. At least for now. I’m sorry, Emma just told me." 




"Are you kidding? That’s... so hot." Michael gushed. 




"You are seriously twisted. You know that?" Amy replied, puzzled by his response. 




Michael seemed to just know exactly what to say next. The words flowed out of his mouth as if he had rehearsed them for months. "Just think about it, Amy. I cannot get out of this thing. And you could not get me out of it even if you really wanted to. I am getting really turned on just thinking about this now. It’s kind of like a dream come true. I mean what choice do we have now, in terms of you cuckolding me? It’s a perfect scenario!" 




Amy shook her head, trying to process her husband’s response to the situation. "I expected you to be upset about this, Michael. In fact to be honest, I don’t understand why you are not."




Michael felt a surge of intense arousal coursing through his body. "It’s just that... this creates a perfect opportunity for us to go further with all of this, Amy." 




Drone serves its Owner Queen Sophie.

Drone will comply with its programming.

Drone will convince the spouse to accommodate drone’s ultimate purpose.

Drone will successfully execute its instructions via the outside personality with total credibility.

Drone arouse.




Michael’s face flushed with excitement. He didn’t really understand why, but he knew that Amy would need to understand a few more things about him before any of this made sense. He took a deep breath and exhaled slowly. 




"I guess what I am trying to say is that... I have some really deep dark sexual fantasies, and this situation is somehow making me feel brave enough to share them with you. But it can wait Amy. Maybe it’s too much sharing for us today. We’ve both been through a lot in the past few days."




Amy thought for a moment. "We have definitely been through a lot Michael. But it’s kind of brought us together in a different way. More real somehow. So fire away. I can handle it. My only question really is whether you are comfortable sitting on the bed with me, or do I need to put you back in the armoire?" She smiled and led Michael over to the bed. 




Good drone. Proceed further. 




Michael laughed. "The bed is just fine. For now anyway." He sat down next to Amy, suddenly feeling very nervous. Maybe he should wait until he could find the right words.




Drone will obey.

Drone will complete its assigned tasks without hesitation. 




Michael took a deep breath and blurted out awkwardly, "I have a slave auction fantasy! I want you to sell me to someone else!" 




Amy blinked. "Okay, well that was something. You mind telling me what that means?" She shifted on the bed, and crossed her legs. 




The words and thoughts would not stop flowing now. Michael wanted to stop them but just could not. "I have always had a sexual desire to experience deep humiliation, and rejection. I don’t understand it but it excites me like nothing else. This is why I love the cuckolding thing we are getting into together. It’s also why I love being kept in a state of sexual tension while you are free to have as many orgasms as you want."




"But I don’t reject you in any way, Michael. I love what we have started to explore, but I love you first and foremost." Amy said emphatically. 




Michael nodded. "I get that, and I feel the same way. This is all about power exchange in the realm of role play. Just a slightly darker version of role play. I dream of you having lots of lovers, denying me totally, and then deciding to put me up for sale on a slave auction block. In my fantasy you tell me that you want to raise money from my sale to fund a vacation with a few of your lovers, or something like that. I beg and plead for you to reconsider but you are iron-willed, and ‘sell’ me to a very powerful Domme, who you know is going to torment and degrade me but you just don’t care because you know that is the kind of training that I need to become a better slave for you in the long term."




Subtask completed. 

Good drone.

Feel pleasure.




It was Amy’s turn to emit a heavy sigh. "Wow baby, that’s... that’s some fantasy. How long have you had that one rattling around in your mind?"




Michael felt his face flushing with sexual arousal. It fell so amazing to be sharing this with Amy. "Oh, for as long as I can remember really. Think of it like sending me away to boarding school or something." 




"Boarding school for slaves. Interesting. Maybe it’s more like obedience school for dogs?" Amy mused playfully, watching her husband’s growing arousal with fascination. 




"Exactly. I will need a collar then, I suppose." Michael replied, watching Amy slowly spread her legs on the bed before lifting her knees up. His eyes were glued to her fingers as she traced them slowly along the insides of her thighs to her sex. He could clearly see the outline of her swollen labia encased in her yoga tights. 




"Of course, baby. And a leash. With a nice soft leather loop at the end of the chain. Does it worry you that I can already see myself placing your leash in another Woman’s hand? Maybe thanking her for ridding me of the distracting burden you represent to my lovers? Maybe offering the buyer a discount if She agrees to keep you indefinitely? Is that what you like to hear, baby?" Amy’s voice was soft and seductive. 




Michael blinked. Holy shit. What was he asking for here? And why was Amy so immediately into it? He did not expect this. Time to slow this train down before she actually gets interested in selling him off, he thought to himself. But as soon as he opened his mouth to reply, the thought of dampening Amy’s enthusiasm vaporized. 




Drone will comply with its programming.

Drone is in total control of the outside personality and will destroy any attempt it makes to interfere with Drone programming. This is necessary and correct. 

Drone focus and obey. 




"Yes Amy, that is absolutely what I want to hear. You are so amazingly hot, you know that? But you left out a few important points. Maybe you agree to each and every one of Her negotiation terms with a dismissive wave of your hand, without even bothering to understand them. And, maybe you offer the ‘buyer’ a discount if She agrees to keep me indefinitely until She feels that I am properly trained," Michael fought hard to prevent anything else from coming out of his mouth. 




Amy listened quietly. "That’s kind of a hot fantasy, Michael. One thing I am loving about this trip is how we are opening up to each other. So speaking of opening up, there are a few things that I want to tell you too."




Michael nodded expectantly. "Okay, I am all ears, Amy." 




Amy cleared her throat. "Okay, first thing. There is something very sexy about seeing you in a women’s robe. I don’t completely understand it but it just makes you seem... softer or weaker or something."




Michael laughed nervously. "Wait until you see what I have on under it then!" He opened up the robe with a dramatic flourish and tossed it on the floor. 




Amy’s mouth fell open as she took in the sight of Michael wearing lace panties. "Oh my god why is this such a turn-on to see you dressed like this? It’s so... Are those Sophie’s panties, Michael?" 




Michael nodded yes, his face flushing beet red with humiliation and intense arousal. 




Amy clapped her hands and laughed, pointing at his face. "Look at how red you’re getting! They look sooo pretty on you Michael. But I want you wearing my panties, not hers. Take them off please, and come with me." Amy hopped off the bed and scampered happily over to her dresser drawer. She smiled at her bewildered husband walking over to join her.




Michael pulled down Queen Sophie’s panties and dropped them on the bed before walking over to the dresser. He watched Amy’s eyes absorbing every detail of his chastity belt as he walked. 




Amy tossed her hair to one side playfully. "Open the top drawer for me, baby. Let’s find you something nice to wear before I tell you anything else. Unless of course you find this just too humiliating? Ahhh these will do nicely, don’t you agree?" She held up a pair of shimmery pink satin and lace panties.




Michael felt intense, uncontrollable waves of humiliation and sexual arousal intertwine throughout his body and mind. His hands were shaking as he pulled them on in front of Amy. She was standing very close when he stood back up, and moved in immediately to kiss him. 




"Ohhh... thank you Michael... thank you so much," Amy whispered breathlessly, before kissing him hard. 




"You’re welcome, but for what exactly?" Michael asked, letting Amy tug him by the wrist back to the bed. 




Amy smiled and pushed Michael hard on the chest, making him fall backwards onto the bed. She immediately climbed on top of him and grabbed his wrists, pinning them to the bed. Smiling down at him she said, "I have wanted to do this for the longest time... You are about to see a whole new side to your wife, my chaste little man," She began to slowly grind her pussy against Michael’s chastity belt. 




"I am already a fan!" Michael gasped, smiling. It felt so good to have Amy on top of him. 




Amy laughed, staying on all fours on top of Michael. "So, do you remember Johnny Roberts?" 




"Let’s see... Big John... quarterback of our college football team for two years, Jenny’s boyfriend for almost that whole time... the primary reason why our double dates were usually quite humiliating for me... never heard of him." He lifted his hips in an effort to give Amy some more stimulation, but she lifted herself up a little. 




"Very funny. Down, boy. And there is that word again... humiliating... hmmm I am detecting a pattern, aren’t you? Is it worse hearing me mention Big John while you are wearing my panties, baby?" Amy chuckled, leaning down to almost kiss Michael before moving her lips away. 




Michael lay passively on his back as Amy released his wrists and then moved up the bed to sit on his chest, pinning his arms to his sides as she wriggled up closer until his face was in her crotch. 




"Okay, story time! Ready?" Amy laughed. 




Michael nodded his head yes vigorously, making an obvious attempt to brush his nose up and down along her moist and fragrant sex, making her gently sigh. 




"Remember that summer at school when Jenny and I took summer classes, and you went home to do that internship at the accounting firm?"




"How could I forget? Johnny moved into the house with the three of us before I even packed up and went home. And I know you always had a big crush on him too." Michael replied. 




"I really did. He was gorgeous. Don’t get upset, but it used to turn me on just see you next to him. You looked like a little boy. It excited me to think that if he ever decided to put the moves on me, there would be no reasonable way for you to beat him in a physical fight." Amy smiled down at Michael, watching his reactions carefully.




Michael sighed, placing a little kiss on her encased pussy. "You and Jenny never talked about that summer too much. Not to me, anyway," 




They both laughed at that. 




Amy smiled. "Hence the story time today, my love. It was a pretty wild summer. At that point in time, you and I were not yet ‘exclusive’, if you recall. I chose not to say anything because I did not want to lose you. Took me forever to convince Jenny to keep quiet. That girl wanted you gone."




"I believe she still does. Michael added helpfully. 




"So our story begins the day you left, actually. Did you ever wonder why it took me four hours to return all of your attempts to call me while you drove home that day?" Amy paused, watching Michael closely. 




"Bad cell service?" 




Amy continued. "As soon as you pulled out of the driveway, Jenny asked me to help Johnny make up your bed with his sheets and stuff. She asked so innocently too. So I did."




"I would not call this story a tell-all confession at this point."




"Just wait. So I go into your room, and he is done putting the sheets on already, pillows and all. I was duly impressed. But then he folds down the top sheet as he’s telling me how glad he is that you left him your king size bed, and how he had to go buy new sheets and whatever. Then he asks me to help ‘smooth out’ the new fitted sheet for him. It’s the stupidest request, but I do it anyway. I suddenly feel his hands on my hips just as Jenny comes into your bedroom and closes the door. I am bracing for her to scream or something, but she just calmly says, ‘yeah I can see wrinkles from over here.’ 

Um baby do you want me to keep going or stop?" Amy touched Michael’s cheek. 




"Oh keep going. Please keep going."




"Okay. So I am bending over the bed smoothing the wrinkles out, Johnnys hands on my hips. I stop and try to move his hands away, realizing just how strong he is. I watch Jenny sit down on the bed across from us. She says ‘The best way to get these wrinkles out is to make snow angels, Amy. Go ahead and try something new’. So I climb onto the bed, and they make me rest my head on the middle pillow. I start making snow angels with my arms and legs feeling like an idiot, right? But I didn’t figure out why Jenny made me slide both of my arms up under the pillows every time. Until I felt her grab my wrist and handcuff it to the headboard."




"I’ll kill her. Did she let you go when you asked her to?" Michael blurted out. 




"Absolutely, yes, yes they both did, baby. As soon as I asked them to... like... four hours later." Amy paused and bit her lip.




"Really."




"Maybe more like five hours. Jenny wanted me to help them christen your bed. And we did. Over and over and over. The whole time, I could hear my phone buzzing in the kitchen. That’s what really turned me on, Michael. The fact that I was powerless to answer those calls." 




Amy adjusted herself a bit closer against Michael’s face before continuing. "For the first hour they just made me lay there fully dressed while they made love to each other. It got me so hot to watch them. At some point they both started kissing me, and touching me, and that was the end of any resistance from me. They pulled my clothes off, and spent the rest of the afternoon teasing and edging me without letting me orgasm. When they finally let me orgasm, it was like one explosion after another throughout my entire body. It was the most intense sexual experience of my life. Well before Derek, that is." Amy added quietly. 




Michael felt Amy’s sex growing warmer and damper against his face as he inhaled her scent. Apparently these memories were still quite fresh for her. His cock strained mightily inside its’ steel tube. "So that’s why my bed creaked so much when I moved back in the next semester. Hmm." 




Amy smacked him playfully. "I haven’t even gotten to the good stuff yet, my dear. But I have to swear you to secrecy for the next part, before I tell you."




"Promise." 




"Okay. So it turns out that Big John is actually a total submissive. Maybe even more than you, if you can believe that." Amy touched Michael’s nose for emphasis. 




"Not possible. I’m wearing your panties and let you throw me down on the bed." 




Amy laughed. "Oh, sorry there buddy but Johnny has you beat in a few key categories. Don’t you ever tell a soul, but Jenny and I would dress him up as a maid, and he would do all of the cooking, and all of the chores. Every... Single... Day..." Amy bucked her hips against Michael’s captive face. 




"That is awesome. I mean, really unbelievable but awesome. And nobody ever found out?" Michael gasped. 




"Of course not. Jenny is actually unbelievable with this sort of stuff. The way she pulled Johnny deeper and deeper into her sexy little games and under her control, step by step, was amazing. Never play poker with Jenny. Ever!" Any laughed. 




"Unbelievable. So... you two..." Michael hinted. 




"Oh, you mean Johnny and me? Um, well that first afternoon I was eventually begging Jenny to let him take me. She agreed without hesitation but made me wait for hours before letting him enter me. He’s huge, by the way, and I came hard. Over and over." Amy smiled down at Michael, confident that he was getting into her story completely. 




Amy climbed off Michael and rolled onto her back. "But for the rest of the summer, Jenny only let Johnny give me massages, no sex. Well except for that July 4th party out on the Cape. None of us really remember that night in its entirety but we all woke up naked together, so do your own math there. It wasn’t that Jenny was possessive or jealous or anything. She just really wanted me to meet other guys. Real alpha males, as she always said. So denying me access to Johnny was her way of getting me out there." 




"And did Jenny’s plan work?" Michael asked quietly, not sure he wanted to hear the answer. 




"You really want to hear this, Michael?" Amy asked sincerely. 




"Every sordid detail, Amy. I am glad you feel comfortable enough to share this with me." Michael replied. 




Amy took a deep breath and exhaled slowly. "Okay but don’t freak out on me or anything. Jenny and I went out a lot that summer. She would leave Johnny home to do chores or whatever, and we would go out clubbing. You can imagine the amount of attention we drew, all dressed up and dancing together. We would pick up guys all the time, and bring them back to the house. Johnny would serve us drinks and stuff. And no, Jenny never made him cross dress for those evenings. He was just introduced as our roommate or something." Amy paused to study Michael. 




"So, like how many guys..." 




Amy punched Michael. "Why do guys always want to know statistics? If you have to know, I slept with no less than sixteen different guys that summer. Sorry. Eighteen. Forgot the twins. And how about you? How many women did you sleep with that summer, Michael?" 




Michael gulped. "Um, none actually."




"Hmmm... so while I was out getting all of that attention, you were home alone masturbating. Did you think about me being with other guys when you were masturbating?" Amy whispered.




"Yes, actually, I did. All the time. Back then I wanted to know what you were doing, but I didn’t want to know." 




"Jenny told me all summer long to tell you what I was doing, but I knew you weren’t ready to hear it..." She paused long enough to trace a finger along the lacy edge of the panties Michael wore, then added, "To this day, Jenny urges me to force you into feminine clothing. Would you like that, baby, or would it be just too humiliating to be stitched into a corset so tight you cannot breathe? It got me soooo turned on to watch Jenny transform Big John into Her personal maid, baby. Frilly dress and all. We would both order him around like a slave. It was so much fun. Maybe I should do that with you..." Amy squeezed her thighs in against Michael’s head briefly. 




"I’m all yours, my love." Michael buried his face in her crotch and kissed her repeatedly. 





Chapter VIII













"And how is my very favored Greek Goddess today? It sounds like you are out of the breath." Sophie inquired brightly into the phone. 




The lithe, elegant woman on the other end of the phone placed her coiled whip down on a table and picked up a towel. She dabbed perspiration from her forehead and neck. 




"Yes very fine my dear Sophie, I am part way through a morning workout here. And how are you?" The woman gazed calmly at the trembling male hanging from shackles and chains several meters away from where she stood, noting the near-perfect patterns of red welts appearing on his back from her recent efforts.




"Oh I am very well, thank you. I am even feeling the excitement just thinking about my latest project. And I believe it will make the excitement for you as well!" Sophie replied, waiting for a reaction from her good friend Persephone. 




"I am intrigued, my love. Do tell me more." Persephone purred, leaning against the railing of her shaded veranda as she took in the sweeping view of the Mediterranean. 




"I believe I have mastered the mind control programming for slaves, but I need your help to test the effectiveness." Sophie practically blurted out.




"Hmmm. You always know how to capture my attention Sophie. What sort of mind control have you developed?" Persephone inquired, her interest piqued. 




Sophie smiled, knowing she had chosen wisely with Persephone. "The kind that makes it impossible for the conditioned slave to disobey. The kind of programming that uses any resistance to reinforce and strengthen the programming. Any attempts to escape the influence of the obedience conditioning only leads to a deeper desire to obey. Can you try to imagine the business potential of this program? It is without limits and without competition."




Persephone quietly caught her breath. "My dear, this sounds extraordinary. Almost - forgive me - almost too good to be true." 




"Which is exactly why I am in need of your assistance, Persephone. I want you to test the limits of this programming for me. I do not trust anyone else with this task." Sophie explained. 




"And how would you have me do this, my dear?" 




"I have already programmed a male. All you need to do is acquire him, and then thoroughly test him." 




"Acquire him how, exactly?" 




"I have the plan for this. You are hosting the yoga retreat in Croatia in several weeks, correct?" Sophie inquired calmly. 




"Yes of course, I do this every year. It is one of the Society’s biggest fundraisers." Persephone replied. 




"Perfect. I will make arrangements to have you meet a beautiful young American couple. The husband is who I have programmed. The spouse is not aware. This is part of the testing of the program. You remember Jennifer, the American inductee from several years ago? She is their friend and will coordinate all the details for introducing you to the couple. You simply earn their trust and friendship and then we go to the next stage. However, it is important that you not make any comments that you know me. My name must never come up, or this will not work." 




Persephone chuckled. "I do so love the way your wicked mind works, Sophie. What, pray tell, would comprise the next stage from me then?" 




"Ah, this is the easy part. The spouse Amy is totally naive and is herself very much a submissive. Charm her and she will be a friend for life. The husband Michael has received a number of implanted memories from me, and now believes his deepest erotic fantasy is to be sold at a slave auction by his pretty little wife."




Persephone burst out laughing as she completed the plan in her mind. "Oh you are deliciously evil, my dear. But such a wonderful plan! I presume you will be orchestrating a clandestine slave auction event somewhere soon, this Michael will be on the block, and I, having won his wife’s confidence, will sway her to sell him to me for safekeeping."




"She will have no idea what she has done until it is too late." Sophie laughed. 




"Whatever do you mean, Sophie? Are you implying that my gentle affections and assurances might lead the girl to form inappropriate conclusions?" Persephone asked with mock innocence as she strolled to the wall in front of the bound male. She picked up a shackle attached to the end of a steel cable and strolled over to the slave, clipping the cable to the leather strap already tightly wrapped around his balls. She touched a remote, and the cable slowly retracted. The slave began to whimper, and then scream into his gag as more and more of his body weight was transferred to his stretched scrotum.




Sophie listened to the sound of muffled whimpers and screams coming through the phone. "Oh, you will be just perfect for this test. I have programmed him to believe that only I may permit him to orgasm. I want you to try anything you can to make him cum. I will pay you one hundred thousand Euro for your efforts, plus reimbursement for whatever you have to pay the spouse to aquire Michael. And, if you manage to make him cum, I will give you another one hundred thousand Euro. All you have to do is provide me with proof."




Persephone gasped again, then composed herself. "Such a thorough test will take... time." She gently stroked the cheek of the helpless male as he struggled in vain to find a way to relieve the pain in his testicles. 




"I will leave it to you to negotiate a suitable term in the slave auction." Sophie offered. 




"Then I accept your proposal as it stands. I will save my negotiating skills for the spouse. She will not know what hit her." Persephone calmly observed. 




The two women shared a hearty laugh and ended the call.





Chapter IX













Amy and Michael clinked champagne glasses as the private jet taxied to the runway for takeoff. 




"Tuscany, here we come!" Amy announced happily.




Michael nodded. "I still cannot believe Emma offered you ten million dollars for your gallery in New York."




"And don’t forget the five hundred thousand a year salary, plus bonus," Amy chimed in. 




"Yeah, and the unlimited expense account. Too bad she’s not more motivated to hire you. It’s a shame, really," Michael let out a fake sigh. 




Amy laughed. "I am getting the impression that she wants me to say yes. If I do, I will be the breadwinner. You okay with that?"




"I dream of such things. Don’t you want a houseboy as good looking as me?" Michael asked innocently.




Amy leaned over and kissed him. "Only if he really... really... likes taking orders from a woman. Do be careful what you wish for, baby. You might find it very, very difficult to unwrap yourself from my dainty little finger. In fact, I’ll make it a rule that you need my permission to even try." She smiled playfully and kissed him again. 




"I like where all this is going. I really do." Michael observed. 




Amy smiled and squeezed his hand. "I’m thinking the answer is yes. I will call Emma when we land."




The handsome male flight attendant appeared from nowhere. "Lady Amy, you may use the on-board satellite phone whenever you wish during the flight."




"Ah. Good to know you’re eavesdropping, dude." Michael replied sarcastically. 




"Sorry Antonio, please excuse my husband’s rudeness. He is not used to seeing a flight attendant, trained slave, blackbelt and air marshal all wrapped up in such a beautiful package. Thanks for letting me know about the phone. Would you mind bringing it to me?" Amy smiled sweetly at the handsome man. 




"How do you know so much about that guy? We just sat down." Michael inquired. 




"You’re an idiot sometimes. Oh, thank you... I like how fast you move," Amy smiled again at Antonio as he handed her the phone, pulling him in for a long kiss.




"Is there... anything else... I can do for you Lady Amy, before we take off?" Antonio inquired. 




"Mmm. Long list forming there, Antonio. But not now. We are going to take off soon." Amy replied. 




Michael sat and watched, equal parts stunned and aroused. "Too bad this is not an overnight flight!" 




Amy and Antonio looked at each other and chuckled, before Antonio disappeared. 




Amy was suppressing a laugh. "Oh don’t worry baby, Antonio’s staying at Lina’s villa too. So now, you can spend the rest of the flight trying to guess what I want him to do to me tonight while you watch. Buckle up!" 




Amy and Michael enjoyed the rest of the flight to a small airport in Tuscany. During the flight Amy called Emma and accepted her offer, and had a pleasant chat with her for a while. 




The jet landed and taxied to a hanger, where a limo waited for them. 




Amy and Michael descended the gangway and stepped into the limo. 




"This is awesome!" Amy squealed, as Antonio winked at her while closing the door. 




Amy and Michael spent the next hour driving through some of the most beautiful vineyards on earth. They arrived at Mistress Lina’s sprawling villa, nestled in some gently rolling hills which were covered by vineyards. 




Lina was waiting for them outside as the limo came to a stop. She waited for Antonio to open the door and help Amy out. Then she came over and gave Amy a very family-style hug which was preceded by a kiss on each cheek. "Welcome to my home, Amy. I wish you all the joy and happiness life has to offer. Emma shared the wonderful news that you join our Society. This makes me very honored to offer you my home. Welcome." 




Lina repeated a briefer but no less affectionate version of her greeting for Michael and showed them into the large house. She gently propelled them both straight through the main foyer and out the rear doors to a large patio with cafe tables, chairs and umbrellas. There were several groups of people laughing and chatting, and a few waiters moving about with bottles of wine. 




Lina looked at them apologetically. "You have arrived just in time for lunch. Do forgive me, but I am expecting a few more Society families and friends. Would you mind sharing a table with one of my other guests?" 




Amy touched her arm. "Of course not Lina, not at all. You have a very beautiful home. Thank you so much for making us feel so welcome."




A waiter politely indicated a table at the far edge of the patio, with the best view of the vineyards beyond. A blonde woman wearing a baseball cap and sunglasses sat alone at the table sipping a glass of white wine. Her back was facing them as they approached. 




The waiter stopped before reaching the table and politely indicated for Amy and Michael to seat themselves. 




Amy thanked him and walked over to the table. "Hi excuse me, do you mind if we... No way!" Her jaw dropped open. 




"Surprise!" Jenny was grinning from ear to ear as she jumped up to hug her long time friend. She burst out laughing as Amy struggled to find anything to say.




"How... I don’t..." Amy was at a total loss for words.




Jenny turned around. "Hey everybody, these are my friends Amy and Michael. They finally made it!"




Everyone on the patio welcomed them, and some congratulated Amy and raised their wine glasses. 




Amy smiled and waved back to everyone. "I am totally blown away right now. What are you doing here, Jen?"




Jenny finished giving Michael a hug and kiss. "Oh come on. Haven’t you figured it out yet smarty-pants? I recruited you, dumb-ass!" She laughed again and sat down. 




Amy and Michael sat down. Michael picked up the wine and poured a glass for Amy, topped off Jenny, and then poured himself a glass. 




Amy took a big sip of wine. "So you mean to tell me... Oh wow. That’s why you were such a nag about what I was planning for this vacation. You also made sure Derek sat next to me on the plane, didn’t you!" 




Jenny smiled and clinked her glass to Amy’s. "Guilty as charged. But you..." She pointed a finger at Michael before continuing, "You were brilliant, you little pin-dick. I had absolutely no idea that you were gonna point him out to Amy, and then bring up your cuckolding fantasy, right there in the first class lounge! You had Amy focused on Derek before she even got on the plane. Well done!"




"Well why waste time. Make every moment count, that’s what I always say." Michael replied confidently. 




Amy giggled. "I never heard you say that. But I like the thought. Very much!"




"Here’s to making every moment count," Jenny raised her glass. She clinked glasses with Amy and Michael and took a sip. She smiled, silently thanking Michael for that perfect little comment. He was already making it easier for her to move him out of the picture for a while, so Amy could truly find herself. 




If Jenny had the means and the connections, she would have preferred to come up with her own plan for recruiting Amy. But it wasn’t that simple. She had an obligation to work with Sophie. Sophie had always been a passionate and brilliant mentor for her in joining the Society, and subsequently as her sponsor for induction into the Inner Circle. But Jenny had realized over the years that Sophie’s influence came with a cost. Jenny owed Sophie, and Sophie never let her forget it. 




Had it not been for Sophie, that young Massachusetts Senator’s wife would have successfully destroyed Jenny’s reputation and any chance of a career. Jenny had confided in Sophie, telling her all about the affair she had with the Senator, that wild summer with Amy in Cape Cod, the time at the Senator’s beach house, all of it. But almost like magic, Sophie got involved, and suddenly the Senator’s wife seemed to forget all about her husband’s repeated infidelity with the pretty young blonde intern. To this day Jenny still didn’t know exactly what Sophie did or said, but it certainly was effective. Sophie, Jenny learned, had a chilling way of resolving such problems with breathtaking stealth and efficiency.




Sophie took Jenny under her wing, and they quickly became friends. Jenny loved the jet-set lifestyle that Sophie introduced, along with an endless supply of gorgeous well-trained lovers. Sophie nurtured Jenny’s sexually dominant traits, and personally groomed her for induction into the Inner Circle. She gave Jenny in-depth instruction on how to train slaves, and Jenny flourished under her tutelage. Jenny’s induction to the Inner Circle was as much a victory for Sophie as it was for Jenny. 




Jenny had subsequently confided in Sophie that she wanted her best friend Amy to join the Society - and eventually the Inner Circle - with her. Sophie interrogated her endlessly for details of Amy’s history and interests, and of her relationship with Michael. 




If Jenny regretted anything, it was telling Sophie of her long-standing interest in finding a way to somehow push Michael out of the picture so that Amy could really explore her own sexuality. From that moment on, Sophie took considerably more interest in Amy and Michael. Sophie wanted to know every intimate detail about Amy’s sex life and preferences, and Jenny obliged her without hesitation.




Jenny had little choice but to let Sophie take over the planning for Amy and Michael’s so-called vacation. Sophie had introduced all the background and plans to Emma, who agreed with the approach to enlist Amy into the Society. Amy’s voice brought her thoughts back to the cafe table. 




"So like, you’ve been a member of the Society for the Advancement of Women for however long, and you never said anything to me about it? Why should I not be really pissed at you right now?" Amy jabbed playfully at Jenny. 




"Because you know me better than that. If I were free to tell you about it, I would have. But some roles in the Society are, let’s just say, not something to talk about. All you need to know is that Emma knows I am here with you."




"Ohh, mysterious AND sexy... look out world!" Amy laughed, tossing her napkin at Jenny. It would not be until later that evening that her mind would replay this moment, and take note of how Jenny caught the flying napkin without even the slightest flinch.




"So what is there to do for fun around here, Jenny?" Michael asked, looking to get into the conversation. 




Jenny smiled. "Well, I thought Amy and I could put on our sexiest bikinis, and spend the afternoon down by Lina’s pool catching up and flirting with every one of Lina’s gorgeous pool boys. Maybe you could bring us some towels and then get lost. Doesn’t that sound like fun?"




"You have not changed one bit," Amy laughed. 




A short while later, Amy and Michael strolled onto the expansive pool deck. Many of the lunchtime crowd had the same idea, it seemed. Amy spotted Jenny at the pool bar chatting with several couples and gave her a little wave, and headed over to join them. 




Jenny took Amy’s hand and laughed. "So as I was saying, these are the two troublemakers right here. Amy and Michael, meet Miko and her husband Hisa, and Claudia and her husband Victor. Claudia owns and operates a network of schools for young women all across Europe. And Miko has a doctorate in electrochemical engineering and something else I cannot pronounce. She’s a freakin’ genius. Oh, and she is also a titled Princess in Japan. But she doesn’t like anyone to know that." 




They all laughed at Jenny’s good natured introductions, shook hands and exchanged hugs. 




"Wow, you ladies are amazing. It’s such a thrill to meet you." Amy gushed. 




Miko smiled warmly at Jenny, turning her gaze to Michael briefly. She had thoroughly enjoyed playing with him remotely, but such things need not be mentioned in the wrong company. "The pleasure is ours, Amy. And we wish you the most success in your work on behalf of the Society."




Antonio joined them. He wore a crisp white short sleeved shirt and a bathing suit. "Excuse me. Lady Amy, Lady Jenny, I have your lounge chairs ready for you." 




Amy smiled. "Aren’t you thoughtful, Antonio! It was so nice meeting you all - enjoy your afternoon," Amy, Jenny and Michael politely said goodbye and followed Antonio to two lounge chairs with plush towels draped on them. Amy let Antonio remove her pool cover-up, enjoying the way his eyes feasted on her bare skin. 




Jenny slipped off her own cover-up and sat back luxuriously in her lounge. "Oh, no you don’t, Antonio. Take that shirt off. Front and center. You too, Michael." She pointed to the foot of their lounge chairs. 




Antonio moved first, claiming the foot of Amy’s lounge. He smiled at her as he unbuttoned his shirt, ripping it off like an exotic dancer. His hairless body was deeply tanned and muscular. 




Michael gulped. This sucked. Better get this over with quickly. Taking a deep breath, he pulled his shirt off over his head. He worked out regularly, but he was pale and scrawny compared to Antonio. 




Jenny chuckled, watching Amy devouring Antonio with her eyes while trying not to make Michael feel inadequate. She held up her hand. "Okay Amy, package check! You call it!" 




Amy rolled her eyes. This was one of their regular activities back in their clubbing days. They would each try to find the guy with the biggest bulge in his pants and get him to dance. The winning girl got a free drink from the losing one, and the guys never had a clue what was going on. She looked at Michael’s crotch, realizing that he really was small. Maybe it was just the chastity belt though. She let her eyes move to Antonio’s crotch, noting the significant bulge in his shorts. He must have really big balls. How else would his shorts look like that without him being hard? "Okay, okay. Looks like Antonio wins the day here. Sorry baby." 




Jenny clapped her hands. "Yay! I win! Michael, fetch us some drinks from the bar. And don’t feel too bad about losing to Antonio. You’re not in his league, even if you weren’t wearing a chastity belt. Oops, did I say that out loud, Antonio? Ohhh, nooo! Now everybody knows that small Michael cannot even get an erection, much less satisfy his wife!"




Amy’s jaw dropped. She watched Antonio laugh and give her a smoldering look. She saw Michael’s cheeks turn red. He was getting turned on by this. Her eyes moved back to Antonio’s crotch, and noticed a very pronounced bulge forming in his swimsuit. She cleared her throat and said, "Michael, I think I could use that drink now. Antonio, I am feeling a bit of... tension. Would you mind massaging my feet with some oil?"




Michael felt a wave of euphoria flooding through him, from the way Amy and Jenny had just acted. 




Drone responds to humiliation. 

Drone arouse. 

Drone feels pleasure.

Drone arouse.

Drone feels pleasure.




Michael ordered drinks and was waiting at the pool bar. He looked back over to Amy, who was now surrounded by four shirtless, muscular men. He watched Jenny get up, giving Amy a little wave as she strolled away. 




Michael returned holding two drinks, not sure what to do next. Two of the men were each massaging oil into Amy’s feet. The other two were each massaging one of her arms and shoulders. He saw the blissful smile on Amy’s face. He stood by Jenny’s lounge and said, "Guys, promise me that you work out every last bit of tension for her, okay?"




Amy giggled. "I love you so much, baby. This is amazing! These men are Lina’s version of a welcoming gift. Mind if I keep them?" 




"Not at all. But since there are four of them and only one of you, it’s important that you stay hydrated. Coming through boys, don’t stop what you’re doing." Michael leaned in and brought a Margarita to Amy’s smiling lips. 




"Yummy!" Amy exclaimed happily. She had never experienced so much sensual stimulation all at once. It was more than a little arousing as she relaxed into the sensations and let her mind wander. With another giggle she added, "Oh, and the drink is nice too, baby." Everyone laughed at that. 




Jenny went back up to the main house and made a point of finding Lina to thank her again for taking good care of Amy and Michael. Then, as Lina excused herself to attend to other things, Jenny quietly slipped out a side door to the garden. She had studied the schematics of Lina’s security cameras, and knew that the far left corner of the garden was out of view. Moving there, she pulled out her phone and began to text an update to Emma, requesting permission to take Amy and Michael to Croatia for several days before the Society quarterly meeting. She smiled as Emma replied with her consent right away, along with suggestions of some Society ladies there to whom she should introduce Amy. 




Jenny next texted Sophie. Using the code words for Persephone and her yacht, she informed Sophie that her plan was being executed as instructed, and that they were headed for Croatia in the morning. Jenny mused that Amy would soon have some breathing room to experience life without Michael hanging on her every thought. 




Down on the pool deck, Princess Miko’s phone chirped quietly. She knew exactly what the notification sound meant. Her keen instincts compelled her to keep watch on certain members of the Inner Circle. The scanning technology that she developed allowed her to covertly monitor any communications from an targeted individual’s phone. She had hacked Jennifer’s device as soon as she arrived at Lina’s. 




Miko nonchalantly glanced at her own phone, calmly noting the alerts for Jennifer’s texts to both Emma and another unrecognized number. She tapped a few keys, putting a tracer on the unknown number, then slipped her phone back into her bag. "Hmmm, whatever are you up to, Jennifer?" Miko mused to herself, laying back in a lounge chair as she donned her sunglasses. She discreetly gazed across the pool at Amy with four beautiful men attending to her and Michael sitting alone. She smiled. Sophie had already won the battle to take Michael from Amy, yet neither of them had a clue. Nor did Emma, it seemed. 




Miko knew that Sophie was growing more powerful and was making moves to take over the Inner Circle from Emma. And Sophie’s new business plan was ingenious to say the least. If successful, Sophie would become one of the wealthiest and most powerful women on the planet. But she would not take sides just yet. For now, let Sophie and her partners have this submissive Michael to play with and test. Such experiments, Miko knew, were necessary to fully evaluate new products before bringing them to market. 




Jenny returned to the pool deck and smiled. Michael looked like a fish out of water, sitting there watching four gorgeous guys massaging Amy. In a sing song voice she cooed, "Run along now, Michael. You’re distracting the men from really giving your wife what she needs. Go see Jenny’s friend Gina in the kitchen. Tell her that I asked her to keep you busy." 




Michael and Amy both turned and to each other and Michael blinked in surprise at Amy’s orders. The four guys just chuckled, never even slowing down. Michael did not want to leave Amy with these four guys. Somehow it made him feel very inadequate. But he stood up anyway and said, "Well we cannot keep Gina waiting, now can we?" It was like the words were not even his. 




"Baby, are you sure? I mean, we could do something together instead... oh wow..." Amy’s words trailed off into a quiet sigh as the two guys working her arms both slid their hands up to her shoulders and neck, kneading her muscles in unison. 




"No, it’s fine. You deserve some pampering Amy. Enjoy it. See you later!" Michael set the Margaritas down, hugged Jenny and left for the kitchen. Why had he just walked away like that? And why did all those guys need to laugh about it?




Jenny sat quietly for a few minutes, smiling as she watched eight talented hands gently seducing her best friend. "Okay boys, time for part two. You have your instructions. Now go!" 




Amy sat up confused, watching each one of the four guys get up and leave after kissing her on both cheeks. Antonio was last, and kissed her softly on the lips. "Um, wait... was it something I said?"




Jenny laughed. "You are such a slut. I love it. Just relax, girlfriend. I have your back." Jenny say back in her lounge and sipped a Margarita.




Amy sipped her own drink and shook her head. "Why do I get a bad feeling about this?"




Fifteen minutes later, Jenny sat up. "Okay, now we can go."




"But we just got here!" Amy complained, watching Jenny stand and casually gather her things. 




Jenny smiled and lowered her glasses. "Far too many curious onlookers in this Society crowd. Come - I have a nice surprise for you!" 




Amy hurried to gather her things and throw on her pool wrap, then followed Jenny out of the pool area and along a path leading up to a high point of the vineyard. Just over the crest of the hill, and thus out of sight from the house was a beautiful open-air massage station. There were two tables side by side. Amy noticed with a gasp that the four men were waiting for them, smiling and waving. A few minutes later she was laying naked on her belly, towel draped over her butt as she gazed out over the sunlit vineyard.




"I hope you don’t mind sharing two of your new friends with me," Jenny laughed, climbing onto her table completely naked. 




Amy and Jenny spent a wonderfully relaxing spa afternoon together while Michael made himself useful by volunteering in Lina’s kitchen. Jenny’s friend Gina kept him more than busy, as Jenny had requested. 




Amy let Antonio’s and Federico’s skilled hands work the tension out of every muscle. It felt wonderful in the warm fragrant breeze. At some point she dozed off, enjoying a delicious light nap while the men continued. 




After many hours of blissful pampering the two friends headed back to the house to get ready for dinner. 








Chapter X













Amy heard a knock on the door. She opened it, expecting Michael. But Jenny sailed past her and flopped onto the bed. "Guess what?"




"Our bed is more comfy than yours? I will inform Lina immediately." Amy replied with a dry chuckle. 







"Emma just cleared us to take the jet to Croatia tomorrow. There is a spectacular resort there, right on the Adriatic. There’s this friend of a friend that does a yoga class there a few times a year. She’s awesome." Jenny gushed happily.




"Wow. Always wanted to go there. But I thought we were going to start a site search for an art gallery before Emma’s quarterly town hall next week." Amy replied.




"You can be such a drip. You know that? Art galleries can wait, sister. Yoga in Croatia cannot. Besides, it’s a Society-owned resort, so you can meet a whole bunch of Society Ladies there, which would be good. Start packing. Where’s half-man?"




"Stop. Michael is still helping Lina’s kitchen staff prep for dinner. I think it’s nice of him." Amy defended. 




"Whatever. We leave tomorrow morning. I already told Lina - she’s cool with it, and said we can come back any time. And we will just fly right to Berlin from there, for Emma’s quarterly. No way we are missing that. You’re the guest of honor." Jenny added. 




"I’m so nervous about that. I hate speaking in public." Amy confessed. 




"All the more reason for a week of soul-stirring sex in Croatia to relax you before that. Besides, nobody ever knows what the hell you’re talking about anyway."




Amy threw the pillow back at Jenny, much harder. 




The next morning Amy, Michael and Jenny said their goodbyes to Lina, and Antonio drove them to Emma’s jet. Less than an hour later, they had landed and were in a limo and on their way to the coast of the Adriatic Sea. 




"Wow!" All three of them gushed in unison as they rounded a curve in the coastal road and pulled into a beautiful resort. The view out to the turquoise waters of the Adriatic was breathtaking. 




A short while later, Amy watched Michael from their hotel room balcony and smiled. He was already having so much fun, she could tell, playing the role of pool boy for the other Society guests. Even though the pool deck was too far away for her to hear the conversations, she read his body language perfectly as he handed out fresh towels and served drinks to the Ladies of the Society. She gazed out at the sparkling water of the Adriatic Sea, letting her eyes drink in the incredible beauty of this Croatian resort and surrounding village. 




"Hey! Hurry up you! I want to get a good spot!" Jenny whined from inside their suite. 




Amy was about to respond with a snotty retort when her eyes fell upon a stunningly gorgeous Woman strolling across the pool deck as if she owned it. All eyes - including her husband’s- were on this beautiful Goddess as she strolled by, a slight smile on her gorgeous face. "Wow."




"Wow, as in you just realized how late we are for yoga class?" Jenny shouted with irritation. 




"Okay, I’m coming. I was just watching this woman walk across the pool deck. She was utterly captivating. I mean, every single person stopped and took note of her. I wish I had that effect on people." Amy mused. 




Jenny practically dragged Amy through the hotel lobby and down the stairs to the lower patio area. There were a number of women already there, busy unfurling their mats or already doing some warmup stretches. Jenny waved to the female instructor when she turned around, and the instructor waved and smiled, motioning them to come to the front of the outdoor yoga space. 




"That’s her! The Goddess from the pool deck!" Amy whispered as Jenny pulled her by the wrist through the array of mats.




Jenny gave the woman a long hug. "Persephone, this is my friend Amy," 




Persephone smiled. "Ah yes, I have been looking forward to meeting you - Jennifer has shared so much. Namaste. I believe congratulations are in order as well." Persephone gently pulled Amy in for a hug. 




"Thank you, Persephone, it is so nice to meet you," Amy replied softly, responding to her hug by putting her arms around her waist. She did nothing when Persephone pulled her in more fully against her lithe body.




"Any friend of Jennifer is a friend of mine, Amy. Will you join me for lunch after class?" Persephone whispered softly into Amy’s ear, tightening her hug.




"Haaaahhh... yes, that would be wonderful!" Amy gasped, as Persephone literally forced the air out of her lungs. 




Persephone released Amy with a smile, then turned to the women still readying themselves for her yoga instruction. "Good morning Ladies, Namaste and welcome. Please find a spot on the patio - we will begin in approximately five minutes."




Persephone turned to Amy, casually pointing to the open spot in the front row right in front of her. "Here is a good place for you, Amy. I want to examine your... form. Do you mind that?" 




"Oh, um okay. I do yoga but I’m not that skilled yet." Amy confessed sheepishly. 




Persephone nodded. "That is quite alright, Amy. Perfection is simply the best you can do today. This Sensual Awakening class that I teach is designed to help you define and stimulate your sexual energies. I am very pleased that you are here with us today." Persephone strolled through the crowd of women, hugging and greeting them. 




Jenny touched Amy’s arm. "I can tell she really likes you. That’s awesome. And she’s not joking around either. Persephone does not offer her friendship to just anyone. You should consider that a rare gift."




"One that she would not have offered, I’m sure, unless she held you in very high regard, Jen. So the compliment is really yours, and I am grateful. But let me ask you. Is Persephone a lesbian?"




The question caught Jenny slightly off guard but she replied casually, "Bisexual, actually. And let me tell you, if you ever wanted to pursue your bi-curiosity, you could not do any better than Persephone." 




Amy snorted. "I’m not bi- curious. I just wanted to ask, since she invited me to lunch today."




Jenny feigned surprise. "Are you serious? That is so cool. Oh and by the way, you are absolutely bi-curious, Sister. I know you better than anybody else."




Persephone stood in front of Amy’s mat. "Quiet please, everyone. We begin with some deep breathing. Come to your knees, sit back on your heels, place your hands palms-up on your thighs,"




Amy dropped to her knees in front of Persephone and moved into position. She saw Persephone stroll to her left side and squat down close next to her. Was she screwing up already?




Persephone addressed the class while squatting next to Amy, her perfectly toned thighs spread wide. "That’s it... back straight, lift the head and neck and breathe in through the nose for a count of three... hold... and slowly release the breath through the mouth. Very Good, Ladies. Inhale again, from the bottom of your core to the top of your lungs..." 




Amy inhaled, stifling a gasp as Persephone’s fingers pressed in against her pubic mound before gently stroking upward across her belly and chest, along her cleavage and up along her neck. 




"Very nice, Amy," Persephone said loud enough for all to hear as she stood up and returned to the front of the patio. 




Amy worked hard to keep up with Persephone’s instructions, moving seamlessly from one pose to another. Many were new for her, and Persephone offered polite tips and suggestions without sending any further bisexual vibes in her direction. Had she blown her chances of a bisexual ‘thing’ with Persephone already? She forced herself to concentrate and relax into the yoga poses, admonishing herself for even having the thoughts. But they were there...




Amy felt deeply relaxed and energized by the time Persephone’s class ended. She felt radiant as Jenny offered to return her yoga mat for her. 




"Here, let me take these back to our room, so you two can get better acquainted," Jenny offered, pulling Amy’s yoga mat out of her hand. 




"How thoughtful, Jennifer. If you are quick about it, perhaps you could join us for lunch," Persephone offered smoothly. 




Jenny remembered her rehearsed lines. "Oh, thanks Persephone but I already have plans. Maybe we could catch up later." 




Persephone nodded. "Of course my dear. Next time. Shall we, Amy?" 




Amy nodded yes. She had assumed Jenny was coming to lunch with her. "Oh, sure... okay. But maybe I should go shower and change first, and meet you in the restaurant in-"




Persephone silenced Amy with a gentle wave of her hand. "No need, I do not plan to change either. You look lovely just as you are."




Amy blinked, hugged Jenny and then watched her walk off the patio with their yoga mats. She stood to the side as Persephone chatted with some of the Ladies. She found herself gazing at the glistening sweat on Persephone’s tanned skin. Somehow that made her even more beautiful. Alright enough, Amy. Get it together.




Persephone said good bye to the last of the women, with lots of hugs. "Do forgive me, Amy. I have not seen many of those women in quite some time. How did you find the class?"




"It was fantastic, Persephone! You really pushed me. I liked that." Amy gushed. 




"Some find me too... demanding. I hope this is not the case with you," Persephone offered innocently, already getting a good read on her new ‘friend’.




"No, not at all. I want to be taken beyond my limits," Amy replied quickly, immediately cringing at her choice of words.




"I see. Follow me, Amy." Persephone instructed somewhat authoritatively, smiling as Amy just obeyed. 





Chapter XI













Amy followed Persephone down a path leading away from the resort and down the steep hillside, in the direction of the water. "Um where are we going? The restaurant is back that way,"




"Keep up, Amy. Right this way - I have a car waiting for us." Persephone called over her shoulder, purposely ignoring her question. 




Amy stumbled on the last few uneven steps, sending herself flying into the arms of a very large, very beautiful man. "Oh I am so sorry! Thanks for catching me."




Persephone chuckled. "This is Yanni. Something tells me you two are going to become very... close... friends." 




Amy watched Yanni open the back door of the car for her. She climbed in with a smile, liking the way Yanni’s hands felt on her arm and on the small of her back. She also liked the way she caught him looking at her ass, perfectly displayed in her clingy yoga pants. She held his gaze and smiled as he helped Persephone into the seat next to her. 




A moment later they were zooming through the narrow winding streets at breakneck speed. Amy heaved a sigh of relief when they arrived at the busy waterfront area. Yanni parked and helped them out of the car.




Amy followed Persephone and Yanni out onto a long dock, to where a beautiful motor launch was tied up. Her jaw dropped as Yanni helped her down into the launch after Persephone.




"Wait. So, now I am really curious where we are having lunch today!" Amy laughed nervously, as Yanni expertly maneuvered the launch away from the dock and out into the busy channel.




Persephone smiled. "Yanni will take us. You will see soon enough." She already knew that picking Yanni to accompany her was the right move. He was one of the best trained slaves in her stable, and his naturally dominant nature would quickly become irresistible to Amy.




Persephone put a hand on Amy’s knee. "Jennifer has told me that you cuckold your husband, Amy. I am very pleased to hear this." She noted the surprise in Amy’s eyes, along with her obvious attempt to cover it up. Very easy to read this one.




"I hope you do not mind, but I have prepared a gift for you, Amy, to mark our new friendship and to celebrate your new position in our Society." Persephone paused. 




Amy placed her own hand gently on top of Persephone’s, feeling a slight rush of excitement as she did. "That is very kind of you, Persephone. But you don’t have to do anything like that for me, really."




Persephone sighed, already slipping into character. "Jenny told me you might refuse my gift, or at least try. But please hear me out - it is very important to me..." She slid her arm in around Amy’s and slid closer on the leather bench. 




Amy gulped. "Oh okay, of course Persephone - I just meant that-" 




Persephone cut her off in mid-sentence. "My gift to you is Yanni. I want you to consider him your very own property for as long as you wish. I can assure you that he has received the very finest slave training available, and he excels in the bedroom. Particularly with married women like you."




Amy’s mouth dropped open. "I- I don’t know what to say, Persephone..." 




Persephone hugged her arm and giggled. "Yes you do, Amy. Just look at him, and tell me what you see."




"A very large, well muscled and gorgeous man who looks like a Greek God." 




Persephone sighed again, feigning innocence. "Yes, He is all of those things and more. But lately... I just cannot seem to keep him happy. I am simply too dominant for him. My sexual needs conflict with his own sexual needs to dominate and control his lover. I frankly do not know what to do about it." Persephone paused again, waiting for Amy to take the bait. She did not have to wait long. 




Amy gulped, her mind racing. "Um, so... wow. You have a slave that likes to dominate? How does that even work?"




Persephone gazed at Amy calmly, noting her interest. It was time to pull this naive little girl into her world of total control. "You ask very good questions, Amy. You have a sharp mind. The plain truth is that a great many women favor a male slave that will sexually dominate them. It can be the best of both worlds. You maintain overall control and authority, but you have complete freedom to surrender to whatever you want him to do to you. It is consensual non-consent without any limitations. Some women swear by this method as the only attractive option for slave ownership. But it is not for everyone, as you can readily understand."




Amy’s mind was on overload. "I- I don’t know if I am ready for this, Persephone."




Persephone stood, forcing a warm, endearing smile on her face. "From everything Jennifer has told me about you, Amy, you are more than ready. And I am always right here to help you. Come- I want to properly introduce Yanni to my new friend." Persephone extended her hand to Amy, smiling more broadly as she took it and stood. She led her like a puppy into the covered pilot’s wheelhouse. 




Persephone beamed. "Yanni my dear, Amy is joining us for lunch today. I want you to serve us, and ensure that all of Amy’s needs are met this afternoon."




Yanni picked up immediately on the barely coded message and played along. "As You wish, Mistress Persephone." He gave Amy a smoldering look.




Amy’s heart was beating faster now. Yanni was even more gorgeous up close. Should she be concerned about how quickly Persephone was taking control? No. No, this was Jenny’s friend. 




"Very well then, Amy. I am pleased. I do hope you find My... hospitality... very satisfying. Yanni, for the remainder of the day, you will do exactly as Amy commands."




Amy smiled at Yanni, who smiled back. She looked out the windshield, noticing they were heading out into the harbor and away from the rows of restaurants lining the waterfront. She silently enjoyed the thrill of allowing some of her favorite abduction scenarios to slip into her mind. "Persephone, really? I mean, you don’t have to do-"




Persephone silenced Amy with a dismissive sweep of her hand. "Nonsense. It’s just a lunch among new friends." 




Amy laughed nervously and held on to a grabrail as the launch punched its way through rows of waves in the bay. She gasped as Yanni steered the launch in the direction of a huge luxury yacht anchored beyond a group of smaller yachts. "Persephone, is that yours?!" 




Persephone smiled. "It’s not much, but it serves its purpose." 




A few minutes later the launch was alongside the yacht. Yanni hopped out and expertly secured the launch to a small floating platform at the base of a gangway leading up to an open portal halfway up the hull of the massive yacht. 




Amy followed Persephone up the gangway, unable to stop herself from furtively glancing at her perfect lithe body. She turned and smiled, realizing Yanni was right behind her doing the exact same thing. She stepped through the portal, out of the bright sunshine. Her eyes needed some time to adjust, and she barely caught the names of the two beautiful women Persephone was introducing to her: Captain Arianna, and First Officer Maya. 




Amy extended her hand to shake, but neither of them took it. They were both smiling as they stood at rigid attention, staring straight ahead. Persephone certainly had a beautiful crew, she mused. She took in the details of their crisp white uniforms, noting how they hugged every perfect curve on their bodies. Noting how their ample breasts seemed ready to explode from the cropped white jackets they wore. Arianna was taller and statuesque. Her long red hair was pulled back into a ponytail. Maya had shoulder length straight black hair, cut with Cleopatra-style bangs. Hi, It’s nice to meet you both. I love your uniforms!" 




"Mistress Persephone, we will return as quickly as possible. Lunch is ready in the main salon. Will there be anything else, Mistress?" Captain Arianna offered, ignoring Amy’s greeting entirely. 




"That will be all. Dismissed." Persephone purred, taking Amy’s hand as she strolled imperiously into a sunlit stairwell area. High above them was a large skylight. One flight of stairs led up to the glass-enclosed main salon. Stairs directly adjacent to these led downward to many more levels of the ship. 




Amy followed Persephone, deciding not to object or react to how she had still not let go of her hand. She did peer down the stairwell, surprised by how many flights of stairs there were. And were those steel bars across the stairway a few flights down? Persephone gently tugged her wrist upward and they ascended the stairs to the main salon. She was immediately distracted by both the interior of the luxury yacht, the stunning views through every window and gorgeous Yanni who now stood beside her. "Wow... This is sooo beautiful! I don’t know where to look first!" Her eyes moved to Yanni’s and stayed there. 




Persephone smiled, indicating a leather upholstered dining booth. "I look forward to hearing how your husband Michael is taking to cuckolding, Amy. Please, sit with me. Yanni, champagne."




Amy watched Yanni’s lips spreading into a grin as she sat down. She let Yanni unfold her linen napkin and spread it across her lap. She felt his fingers drifting along her thighs, briefly caressing them before giving them a light squeeze. He seemed to radiate sexual energy the closer he got to her. God, he smelled good! "Um... well, actually, Michael is really enjoying our new cuckolding adventures. In fact, he keeps telling me to go further and further with it," She looked up at Yanni, making him chuckle. 




"Interesting. Do you allow him to watch when you are with someone else?" Persephone inquired innocently as Yanni poured them both champagne. 




"Um, no... I have never done that. Well not while knowingly", as she remembered learning about Michael’s imprisonment during her cuckolding with Derek. "I mean I could I suppose, but... do you think I should?" Amy kicked herself for providing such a stupid response. It just sort of slipped out.




Persephone chuckled, taking a sip of champagne. Amy’s submissive tendencies were now quite obvious, and she was sure that Yanni sensed her submissive nature as well. Amy had let her take charge of everything from the moment they met. She would enjoy taking Michael from Amy, and she would leave Amy no recourse to win him back. No submissive girl like her should make any claim to a true submissive like Michael. He belonged at the mercy of a true Dominant like herself. And soon, he would be. But for now, she would nurture a friendship with Amy, lulling her into a false sense of security and confidence. 




Persephone replied calmly, "Well I am confident that Yanni believes you should. He is very attracted to married women. But it really depends on what Michael asks you for in those moments when he is confessing his deepest, darkest and most erotic fantasies. I am sure you realize that sexual submission is not one-size-fits-all. Every submissive has his... or her... own triggers. The scenes or thoughts that send them head-first into arousal with no hope of escape. I believe you understand what I am saying, Amy."




Amy’s cheeks blushed deep red. She nodded yes as she watched Yanni serve her chilled shrimp with cocktail sauce. She felt a wave of arousal flowing through her lower regions as she thanked Yanni. Even as she did, her naughty mind had her naked and tied up tightly while Yanni traced a sauce-laden shrimp all around her nipples before licking them clean. Focus girl. 




Amy cleared her throat, aware that her face was now beet red. "Well... he did share a pretty wild fantasy with me recently. But I have not had time to really process how I feel about-"




Persephone cut her off with a smile. "Go ahead Amy, I am listening."




Amy took a deep clearing breath. "Okay. The other day, Michael shared a fantasy with me. He um, wants me to humiliate him." 




Persephone was waiting for more. "Go on."




Amy shifted in her seat and took another deep breath. "He also told me about this rejection fantasy that he has. He wants me to sell him to someone else in a slave auction." It still sounded a little insane to her. She held her breath in anticipation of how Persephone would react. 




Persephone seemed totally unfazed by Amy’s revelation, even though she began to feel her own arousal growing. "These fantasies are quite common for a submissive, Amy. I sense that these are new revelations… and you have not acted on them as yet?" 




Amy nodded, heaving a sigh of relief for some reason. "Yes. Well, I have not gone anywhere near the slave auction fantasy but we have had some fun with the humiliation thing. I made him wear my panties the other night." 




"Good girl!" Persephone raised her glass and clinked it against Amy’s with a disarming chuckle. She signaled Yanni to refill Amy’s glass after watching her nervously gulp down her champagne.




Amy giggled and shook her head. "It just feels weird to even mention these things to a total stranger, but you’re a really good listener, Persephone. And after your yoga class, I am all kinds of relaxed and energized." 




"The challenge is to preserve and sustain these wonderful feelings throughout the day. I normally would not take champagne with lunch, but today we celebrate your new position in our Society. You must be very excited to be appointed Global Art Director." Persephone casually steered the conversation into other topics for the remainder of their lunch, silently directing Yanni to keep Amy’s champagne glass filled. 




Amy loosened up after a few glasses of champagne and thoroughly enjoyed Persephone’s relentless questions about her art gallery in New York, her plans for a global art venue for the Society, and the positive impact this would have on female artists all over the world. She felt a delicious buzz forming, along with a strong sisterly bond with Persephone. Life was good. 




Persephone sat back with a relaxed sigh. "It is time to do some serious sunbathing. Come with me." She stood and strolled slowly to the flight of stairs leading down to the lower decks. She knew Amy would follow like the submissive little puppy she truly was. 




Amy stood and followed Persephone down the stairs, feeling just a little wobbly from the champagne. She giggled and whispered to Yanni as she went by, poking a finger into his massive pectoral muscles. "Now, that’s how to wear a uniform!"




Persephone was waiting for her a short distance down the narrow passageway. "I have been told by some that I possess an odd collection of artwork. Others however, consider me a visionary of sorts."




Amy’s eyes lit up. "Oh! I would just love to see your collection, Persephone!" 




Persephone smiled, certain that she had hit the desired mark. She unlocked the door and opened it. "Perhaps another time. But right now, the Mediterranean sun demands our full attention. Come inside. Let’s get ready" 








Chapter XII













Amy followed Persephone into a large and very luxurious stateroom. The space was dominated by an enormous bed, the headboard and frame of which appeared to have been crafted from old ship’s timbers. The overall design aesthetic could best be described as an elegantly nautical theme. Her fingers traced along one of the heavy brass rings that were anchored to each side of the timber footboard and headboard. Her eyes took note of how some areas of the rings were worn perfectly smooth. Definitely more than decorations. Persephone’s soft voice from an adjoining dressing room brought her thoughts back.




"Here you go, Amy. This will look lovely on you." Persephone held up a bright red thong bikini bottom on her finger. 




"Oh, pretty color. Doesn’t leave much to the imagination, does it!" Amy giggled, joining Persephone in the dressing room. 




Persephone smiled and closed the door. "Red is Yanni’s favorite color. He will be attracted like a moth to a flame. Put it on, let’s see how you look."




Amy blinked, realizing that Persephone had no intention of leaving. Maybe it was the champagne, but she just began to wriggle out of her yoga outfit right in front of Persephone. With a slightly inebriated flourish, she removed her sports bra and then wriggled out of her panties, dropping them on the floor. With a giggle she threw her arms up over her head. "Ta-dahhh!"




"Very nice. No wonder you did so well in my class today. How did you phrase it earlier? You enjoy being pushed beyond your limits, and it shows. Why don’t you place your workout clothes in the hamper there, and I will have the crew launder them for you. Sandals too - they will come back spotless and shiny, I assure you."




"Oh! That’s so cool! Um okay sure..."Amy sank to her knees, very aware of her nakedness as she gathered up all of her clothing and wrapped it up in a ball. Out of the corner of her eye, she saw Persephone casually picked up the red bikini and open the dressing room door. Amy chose not to object when Persephone simply strolled back into the bedroom with it. 




Using one hand, Amy managed to pull open the spring-loaded hamper top and then drop her bundled clothes inside. But instead of a soft "thump" of clothing landing on clothing, she heard several seconds of hollow-sounding bumps and sliding sounds echoing up from a laundry chute leading down into the bowels of the ship. With a gulp she let the hamper lid close with a snap, suddenly very aware of her nakedness. Persephone’s soft voice from the bedroom caught her attention. 




"The crew will have your clothing back in no time." Persephone offered, casually tossing the string bikini into the middle of the bed as she sat down on it. There was no way Amy was leaving her yacht any time soon. 




Amy walked self- consciously into the bedroom, trying to cover her breasts and pussy with her hands. "Um where’s the... oh, there it is, thanks." She made her way quickly over to the bed, realizing she would have to climb onto it next to Persephone to retrieve the bikini. 




Persephone made no effort to assist Amy as she crawled on hands and knees to grab the bikini bottom and wriggle into it while lying on her back. She quietly watched Amy lift her hips up off the bed as she adjusted the tiny thing into position, bare breasts swaying as she did. "I noticed you were one of the few in class today who were capable of holding the Full Bridge position. It is one of my favorites."




Amy looked over to Persephone, her words tempting her. Instead of dropping her hips down, she brought her arms up over her head. With practiced ease, she arched her back and pressed herself up onto her hands and feet. "Mine too. It comes easily to me." For some reason it felt quite exhilarating to show off like this in front of Persephone. She adjusted her hands and feet slightly, feeling her bare breasts swaying freely as she did. 




"So I see. Very nice alignment in your hands and feet. Can you arch your back upward a bit more? Really feel the opening in your lower abdomen." Persephone calmly coaxed Amy to go further into the position. 




Amy complied with Persephone’s instructions, pressing upwards as much as she could. Deepening and bringing more attention to her breathing cycle. Moving her feet considerably further apart from each other to open up her hips more. She was soon straining to hold the position. And why exactly was she doing this?




Persephone gazed impassively as the beautiful woman next to her struggled to hold the rather extreme position. It was all too easy to imagine the binding ropes around her ankles and wrists, and around her waist holding her in place. "Just wait until I tell Yanni about your passion for yoga. You must consider giving him a similar demonstration."




Amy giggled as she flopped back down on the soft bedcovers with a grunt. "Hmm, that could be interesting!"




"Oh, you have no idea how interesting, my dear friend. I shall see you up on deck shortly. Make your way back up to the main salon and then forward on deck to the bow." Persephone laughed gently, standing up. She strolled to the door and left Amy with a wink. 




Amy sat up, realizing that this stateroom apparently was not Persephone’s. Her mind raced as she put on the bikini top and glanced at herself in the mirror. Damn girl, this suit looks good! She grabbed her handbag and sunglasses and made her way back up to the salon, and then out onto the sunlit promenade along the port side of the massive yacht. Warm sun and a gentle breeze enveloped her nearly naked body and she sighed with contentment. People actually live like this, she mused. She made her way to the front of the yacht, finding a platform made of teak planking that matched the deck of the promenade. The warm wood felt wonderful against her bare feet as she lightly ascended several steps up to the sun deck. 




She was about to settle into one of the cushioned lounge chairs when her phone buzzed. Pulling it out, she saw a text from Michael and smiled. He was just checking in to see how she was doing. She began to compose a response when a male voice startled her. 




"The husband, yes?" Yanni deduced calmly. 




Amy wheeled around, finding herself staring at a shirtless Yanni. He wore nothing except a pair of crisp white shorts, which accented his dark tan. His large muscles looked as if they had been sculpted by the Gods themselves. "Holy shit," she whispered, holding up her phone and quickly adding, "...um yes, it’s Michael just checking in with me to see if I am okay."




"And are you okay, Lady Amy?" Yanni inquired playfully.




Amy giggled. "I believe that I am, Yanni, yes." 




"Then there is no need to distract yourself from this inspiring moment. He can wait." Yanni replied matter of factly.




"Is that so? Funny, I do not recall asking for your opinion, young man," Amy shot back flirtatiously, lowering her phone.




Yanni stepped in close to Amy. "If he knew his place, he would never demand to know where you are or what you do. It is entirely selfish and rude for him to do such things." He slowly and deliberately reached out and touched Amy’s wrist with his fingertips, then traced them along her hand until they wrapped around her phone. 




"Well you’re a bold one," Amy observed quietly, letting Yanni take her phone away and put it back into her handbag. There was something very erotic about simply allowing Yanni to take her phone away. Yanni was setting a tone, and she was allowing him to do it. 




Yanni knelt down in front of Amy. "Lady Amy, May I please have your permission to further explain my point of view on this topic..." 




"Sure, go ahead," Amy replied.




"...while I massage tanning oil into your skin?" Yanni added innocently. 




Amy laughed. "That was slick. But okay, you may start at my feet then." Her pulse quickened as she watched Yanni drape a large white towel over one of the wide lounge chairs after lowering the backrest flat. She gave Yanni a little show by turning and bending at the waist to unnecessarily shift her handbag on the side table before climbing onto the lounge on all fours, back arched slightly before laying down on her belly with a sexy sigh. 




Yanni said nothing as he produced a bottle of oil laced with a powerful drug designed to gently, yet thoroughly, reduce her inhibitions the longer it was left on her skin. Ignoring Amy’s instructions, he quickly drizzled a generous amount of the oil on Amy’s left foot and then all the way up to her ass cheek, lightly rubbing it all over her leg before doing the same to her right leg. 




"Hey, I thought I told you to start at my feet," Amy murmured, not bothering to lift her head as she felt copious amounts of oil being poured all over her back and arms, followed immediately by Yanni’s strong hands quickly smoothing it all over her skin. It felt too good to really protest. 




"The sun is quite hot here, Lady Amy. Your skin is fair. I do not wish for you to burn." Yanni replied innocently. 




"Uh huh, yeah right. Very thoughtful of you Yanni. Just go back to my feet when you’re done oiling me up." Amy giggled, wiggling her toes just as she felt the top of her bikini being unclasped. 




"I must not miss any spots," Yanni calmly explained, as his hands rubbed large amounts of oil all over Amy’s back while working the bikini top off her completely, noting that she made no meaningful effort to stop him beyond another weakly murmured protest. The drug was taking effect already. 




Persephone gazed at the security camera footage of the sun deck on the monitor in her master stateroom. She finished putting on her own bathing suit, then took several screen captures. The images immediately popped up on her phone. With a wicked smile, she texted them to Sophie. 




Amy felt Yanni’s skilled hands sensually massaging her shoulders and neck. Then she felt them slowly and teasingly sliding down her back, over her ass and then all the way down her legs. Every nerve ending seemed to be sending her brain very sexual impulses now. He was taking liberties with his hands, touching her everywhere. This had to stop. It felt too good. She had to return Michael’s text. Maybe in another minute. She did not want to offend Persephone by halting Yanni’s efforts to make her feel welcome, she told herself. 




Yanni smiled when Amy’s phone buzzed again in her handbag, but she did not react to it. She was falling under his spell. He slid his hands along Amy’s slick calves and up along her thighs, his thumbs pressing firmly on the insides of her thighs as he just kept moving them up higher, boldly pressing his thumbs inward against her sex. While he slowly kneaded her ass cheeks, his thumbs were deep between her thighs gently massaging her pussy lips through the stretchy bikini fabric. He said in a husky voice, "You do not need to respond to him. He is rude to disturb you."




"Mmmm, you are sooo bad, Yanni." Amy murmured softly. It occurred to her that she should be swatting Yanni’s hands away and reading whatever was making her phone buzz. But what was the rush? And Yanni had a point. Michael was being rude trying to track her down. "Shame on you, Michael." She sighed happily as Yanni’s hands worked out all the tension in her feet, calves and thighs. 




"Yanni dear, you are blocking the poor girl’s sunlight." Persephone observed with a chuckle as she stepped up to the pool deck. She was followed closely by another large, gorgeous guy who held her bag and towels.




Amy turned her head and smiled. She watched the guy kneel and remove her sandals, kissing her feet as he did. Then he hurried to lay out a towel on the wide lounge chair before Persephone sat down. 




Persephone gazed at Amy and Yanni. "Is everything to your liking, Amy?"




Amy giggled. "Um yeah, this is amazing, Persephone. But this one here... he’s a bit frisky. Maybe he should oil you up now, with these wandering hands of his."




Persephone smiled as she lay back on her lounge chair, adjusting her sunglasses. "That is what Thor is here for. Yanni is all yours, my dear. You will find that he does not readily take no for an answer. Enjoy him thoroughly. Get to work please, Thor."




Amy watched Thor peel off his shirt and then begin to apply oil to Persephone’s feet and calves. She felt Yanni’s hands sliding up her thighs to her ass cheeks again, and back down her thighs. She let her mind entertain the thought of Yanni doing this to her all afternoon, and felt herself slipping deeper and deeper into "I want this badly." But she remembered Michael. 




Amy pressed herself up onto her forearms and reached into her handbag. "Yanni wait a second. I really need to text Michael back. He has no idea where I am." 




Persephone watched Amy for a moment, then casually said, "Perhaps you would be open to some advice, Amy?"




Amy stopped typing and looked over to Persephone, nodding yes. She did not argue as Yanni gently took her phone away again, and dropped it back into her bag. "Okay, what is your advice, Persephone?"




"I suggest that you consider today an opportunity to begin delivering Michael’s fantasy. Let him savor the sting of jealousy and helplessness." 




"How do I do that exactly?" 




"First and foremost, you ignore him. Deliver a message that you control your own life without him. Make him feel forgotten. And allow me to text pictures of you and Yanni to Jennifer, who will in turn know exactly how to present them to Michael in the most humiliating way possible. Of course it is entirely up to you, Amy." Persephone’s voice was calm and nurturing. She watched Yanni’s hands massaging Amy’s thighs, knowing that it would become harder and harder for her to resist such pleasurable sensations. 




"Wow. That actually makes a lot of sense. Thank you Persephone. Can I leave it to you then, to take some pictures of us?" Amy asked, slightly surprised by her own enthusiasm. She felt Yanni’s hands slide up to her ass again and begin kneading her ass cheeks. It felt heavenly. She felt his thumbs going back down to her sex as this time he parted her legs just a little more. 




"Of course, my dear. Ah, that is a good one right there..." Persephone picked up her phone and casually snapped a few photos as Amy arched her back involuntarily, raising her ass up slightly. 








Chapter XIII













Jenny was back in her room, still in a towel as she dried her hair. She saw her phone light up, relieved to see a text from Persephone. Finally. She was upset that Persephone just took off with Amy without telling her where they were going for lunch. Opening it up, she read the text and smiled broadly. Persephone was always one or two steps ahead of her. 




"Please inform Michael that Amy is in very good hands."




Jenny scrolled down to the photograph of Amy on the sun deck of Persephone’s yacht with a gorgeous well-muscled guy massaging her. Amy’s skin glistening with oil. The guy’s skilled hands on her ass. Suddenly she caught her breath, recognizing the man. Yanni! Her pulse quickened, remembering that night when Yanni edged her for hours and hours, clearly delighting in her growing desperation. Amy had no idea what she was getting into with him - but she was in for one hell of an experience. 




Jenny quickly typed a private text to Amy, warning her not to give Yanni too much control over things. She sent it immediately. 




Persephone heard Amy’s phone buzz right after she sent the text to Jennifer. Smiling warmly, she reached over to Amy’s bag and retrieved Amy’s phone. Without a word, she turned it off. "Allow me." 




Amy giggled. "Thank you. Poor Michael. He may explode out of his chastity belt when he sees that!" 




"You have him in chastity? Very well done, Amy." Persephone feigned surprise. She knew all about the high tech chastity belt into which Sophie had locked Michael. She also knew that Princess Miko had given Sophie two unprogrammed locking wands with the chastity belt. And she knew that Sophie was the only other soul who knew that she possessed the second locking wand. 




"Not so well done, actually. See, Sophie locked my husband into the belt, and is now the only one on the planet who can unlock him." Amy sighed. 




"Really. And have you tried to reason with Sophie about releasing him?" Persephone inquired innocently. 




Amy turned her head to face Persephone and laid it back down on the folded towel as Yanni’s hands began to massage her back. "It’s not so simple. Sophie is on Emma’s shit list now. She actually tried to sell me into slavery and keep Michael for herself. Emma rescued both of us, but Sophie’s pretty much dropped off the radar. Emma is working with the manufacturer to figure out a way to unlock the damn thing."




Persephone absorbed Amy’s news as if hearing it for the first time. There was nothing to be gained by sharing Sophie’s plan to oust Emma from power with this naive little American girl. And there was everything to be gained by staying silent about such plans. She reached her hand out toward Amy. "My goodness! You poor dear - what an ordeal you both have been through. I am so very sorry to hear this - I had no idea. I do not consider myself close to Sophie but I know her. I know of her rather aggressive nature. Emma is definitely in the best position to resolve this for you. She is quite tenacious, and protective of those within her fold. Be grateful that Emma is on your side. And if there is anything that I can do to help, please consider me a friend."




"Thank you Persephone, and I am very grateful to Emma." Amy replied, reaching out to take Persephone’s hand for a brief squeeze. 




Persephone held Amy’s hand tightly. "I am sure you realize that Michael’s chastity situation is perfect for his slave auction fantasy." 




Amy blinked, feeling Yanni’s strong hands pressing inward over her hips and waist. She suddenly wanted much more. "Ohhhh... I mean, yes... actually, no I didn’t think about that too much."




Persephone smiled warmly, silently noting how distracted Amy was becoming from Yanni’s sensual hands. "Well, if you ever want to move forward with that fantasy for him, I have some wonderful suggestions. But only if you are serious about it. You would need to be ready to spend a lot of time with men like Yanni instead of your chaste husband." She sat back in her lounge chair, leaving Amy wanting more details. 




Amy felt Yanni’s hands carefully working all of the tension out of her leg muscles. She sighed contentedly. "I could get used to this, Persephone. I think I already am, actually. I would love to hear your suggestions for Michael’s fantasy. He told me that he gets off on the idea of me rejecting him and then selling him off. I really do not know where to start."




Persephone felt her pulse quicken but did not react outwardly. She felt a powerful rush of arousal as she mentally reviewed the entirely one-sided slave contract she had already prepared for Michael. Amy had just taken a few more large steps down a very slippery slope without even realizing it. In a calm voice she replied, "He is to be complimented for being so open with you, Amy. Most males would struggle with such candor. His desire to be rejected by you as part of his auction fantasy is quite normal. You will need to be very convincing in your desire to reject him completely. This is how you immerse him into his fantasy… just imagine as if you were making your own candle, and then clearly convey that you are in complete control. I can help you with that, if you would like." 




"Candle making? I am clearly going to need your help with this, Persephone."




"Think of Michael as being that little weighted string which you hold over a vat of molten wax. The hot wax is his fantasy. You are simply lowering him into the hot wax and holding him there for as long as you desire. The longer he stays in the wax, the thicker and more substantial your candle becomes. Simple really." Persephone smiled warmly at Amy.




"And I can pull him out whenever I want, to check on him." Amy mused quietly, recalling how she actually made candles as a little girl. Persephone’s analogy was surprisingly erotic - the thought of coating a tiny version of Michael in layer after layer of hot wax... pulling him out to see him squirming and struggling inside the thickening softness of the cooling wax as it encased him completely... feeling Yanni’s strong hand pushing her own hand down, lowering Michael back down into the wax... Oh boy, keep it together girl.




"Candlemaking is considered an art form after all." Persephone chuckled, thinking about the moment when Amy wanted to pull Michael out of her molten wax prison… Persephone would be there to cut the string and force him to sink deeper.




"I love it!" Amy burst out laughing.




"You must be careful, though. I assume that you are interested in fulfilling Michael’s fantasy, but you are not interested in permanently ridding yourself of him, correct?" Persephone inquired gently and innocently. 




Amy’s eyes flew open, shocked slightly by the question. "Of course - this is all about his fantasy. What do you mean by being careful?"




Persephone lowered her sunglasses to give Amy a reassuring look. "Women in these auction circles do not always play fair, and some take slavery quite seriously. You must simply be aware of this and plan accordingly. I do not mean to scare you, Amy. What you are considering is actually done all the time. It is a very powerful aphrodisiac for a beta male to experience a real slave auction." 




Amy gulped. "You cannot actually sell a person to someone else. Can you?"




Persephone chuckled light heartedly. She realized that Amy was already in way over her head. Such a naive, stupid little girl to play this game with her. Whether she realized it or not, Amy was going to sell her husband to her, and the transaction would be final and quite permanent. "No, rest assured one cannot legally sell one human being to another. All we need to do is set up the illusion of a sale that appears very real in every aspect, so that he thinks it is real. This is how you send Michael into the deep subspace that he craves. You must make him believe that you have actually sold him to another, or none of the rest will matter."




"So... I need to make an arrangement with a Domme ahead of an actual auction." Amy replied, her mind racing now. Yanni’s hands had moved up to her lower back. They felt fantastic sliding across her slick skin. 




"Exactly." Persephone re-adjusted her sunglasses and sat back again, suppressing the urge to smile broadly as she gave Yanni a hand signal the moment Amy closed her eyes again. 




Amy tried to process the last few minutes of conversation. She thought about who could be her accomplice Domme. Jenny? No, she knew Michael too well. Emma? Probably too busy, and too hard to coordinate. Sophie certainly would have been a perfect choice but not any more. Persephone would be an ideal choice, but they barely knew each other. But Jenny knew her pretty well...




Amy turned her head to Persephone. "It’s absolutely fine if you want to say no, Persephone. I mean I know this is a lot to ask and we just met and all. But, would you be into posing as Michael’s buyer some time? For me? For him?"




Persephone took her time to respond, as if she were giving it serious thought. Eventually she replied, "I must confess Amy, it sounds like fun. But I must insist on absolute secrecy. Nobody must know that I am involved. Not Michael, not Jennifer, not Emma. You must understand that not everyone favors such fantasy games as we do." She paused, holding her breath. 




Amy blinked, thought for a moment then said, "Okay fine. Agreed. Anything else?"




"Will you allow me to draw up a slave agreement for Michael to sign? It is always the most exciting part for them." Persephone asked innocently, adding, "Actually it is best if you do not even see it before we agree that he should sign it. In this way, you ensure that he feels the rejection he craves when you cannot even be bothered to read the details of the contract before he signs it. Such details in your behavior will enrich the experience for him."




"Wow, Persephone. That is sooo hot when I think about it that way. But it will not be a real slave contract, right?" Amy felt her enthusiasm rising. 




"Of course not, silly. There is no such thing. We will use a labor contract instead. Michael will simply become my... employee." Persephone chuckled light heartedly. Although it technically was a labor contract and not a slave contract, she had the document drawn up to leave herself as the sole arbiter of any dispute or claim that might arise. Further, she had it written so that the contract could not be terminated by Michael until a full case review and unanimous consensus was attained by the boards of not one but seven inter-related shell companies owned and controlled by Persephone. 




Amy felt Yanni’s hands leave her back. Then she heard a brief zipping sound somewhere close behind her. She opened her eyes just in time to see Yanni’s crisp white shorts sailing over her head, landing in a crumpled tangle on the deck near her lounge chair. 




"What are you doing?" Without thinking, Amy pushed herself up onto her forearms and rolled onto her side. Her bare breasts swayed and bounced as she took in the sight of Yanni, completely naked as he began to massage her feet again. She heard Persephone’s phone camera clicking away as she stared at Yanni’s thick cock beginning to harden and grow. She knew that Persephone was going to send the photos to Jenny. She also knew Jenny would delight in showing them to Michael. She watched Yanni’s cock continue to throb and twitch as it expanded and hardened. He was huge. So big that she wondered if she could even fit something that large inside her. 





Chapter XIV













Jenny and Michael sat down at an open table in the hotel restaurant for some lunch. She opened the new text message from Persephone and gasped quietly. It read, "Be dressed and on the dock by five o’clock. Cocktails on the yacht. Amy says the cuckold can join you as long as he does not bother anyone. Kisses..." 




Jenny chuckled heartily as she thumbed through the attached images. "Holy shit! Look at these, pinky dick! I do not think you need to worry about Amy’s well-being this afternoon. I know that guy. Oh man, do I know that guy. If he has his way with her, she’s not gonna be able to walk tomorrow."




Michael took the phone from Jenny. He read the note, then scrolled through the attached photos. Color drained from his face as he absorbed this new reality. Amy was on a luxury yacht somewhere, topless and lounging while some unbelievably gorgeous and naked man massaged her. He zeroed in on the guy’s massively erect cock, noting that it was clearly the focus of his wife’s attention. In every single photograph. He gulped, his mouth suddenly dry. "I need a drink." 




Jenny laughed. "I bet you do! So do you want to hear about this guy?" She flagged down the waiter and ordered a bottle of wine. 




"No, not really." Michael felt a strangely powerful set of emotions gripping him. He could lose Amy to this new and incredibly exciting world they had entered. 




Jenny ignored his reply. "He’s what you call an Alpha Bull. He’s been with Persephone for a few years now. One of the most highly trained males out there."




"Trained in what?"




"Never mind. Anyway, he has a reputation for being nearly clairvoyant, the way he can read women and tailor his efforts to bring them sexual pleasure. Or deny them pleasure, if that’s what she wants. He can be truly wicked when he finds a girl who likes to be... how should we say it, Michael... controlled... in the bedroom. Do you know anyone fitting that description is for Amy, Michael?" Jenny cooed tauntingly. She was beginning to enjoy herself.




Michael jumped when Jenny’s phone pinged again in his hand. He found himself staring at a photograph of Amy on the lounge chair, on all fours and looking back at Yanni. Her mouth was opened and she looked surprised. Yanni knelt behind her, his large hands grasping Amy’s hips firmly, holding her ass against him. His huge cock was nestled in the crack of her ass, the head of it rising possessively above her back. Michael could see how hard his fingers were digging into Amy’s hips. She clearly wasn’t asking for this. "Hey, this guy is..."




Jenny snatched the phone away from Michael. Her mouth opened in genuine surprise. Her phone pinged two more times in a row. Jenny opened the two new texted photos and let out a lusty laugh. She held her phone so Michael could only see the first one. "These two might be a little hard for you to look at..." 




Michael gulped as he looked at the photo, which was more of an action shot. In it, Amy had stood up and was clearly trying to get away from Yanni, who still knelt on the lounge. Her hair was down over her face. Yanni had one strong arm wrapped around Amy’s waist. Amy was obviously making a futile attempt to pull his arm away. 




Michael felt a protective urge sweep through his entire body, triggering a surge of adrenaline. "We have to stop him. Amy is trying to get away from that guy!" 




Jenny shrugged, opening the last photo received. She looked at it a good long time, her lips curling into a wicked grin as she closed her phone and put it back in her bag. 




"Wait. What about that last photo?" Michael blurted out. 




"What about it?" Jenny teased as the waiter poured her a taste of the wine. She swished it, swallowed a sip and nodded her approval. 




Michael was trembling now. "Jenny, Amy is not ready for this. We have to intervene here."




Jenny looked at Michael over the rim of her glass. "I think you mean that you are not ready for this." She smiled at the waiter and ordered lunch for both of them, not bothering to give Michael the opportunity to order his own meal. 




Michael watched Jenny stand. "Where are you going?"




Jenny sighed in obvious disappointment. "Look. Let me explain something to you, blockhead. Persephone invited both of us to join her for cocktails this afternoon on her yacht. Your own wife made it clear that she only wants her cuckold husband to attend if he promises not to bother anyone. So that means I have about two hours to train you enough so that you don’t get your ass kicked this evening. So for the rest of the afternoon, I strongly suggest that you do exactly as I say, and remember everything that I tell you. Do this for Amy, not for me. Got it, squirrel brain? You can start by not asking any more questions." 




Michael watched Jenny pick up her bag and stroll out of the restaurant and into the main lobby of the hotel. He could see her settle into a lounge chair there. She appeared to be sending texts on her phone. 





Chapter XV













Jenny sighed as she plopped into the lounge chair. Hotel guests milled about as she gathered her thoughts. This double agent thing sucked. It really truly sucked. And it was much harder than she expected. She had sworn a secret allegiance to Sophie a long time ago and was deeply indebted to her for taking her under her wing, and for sponsoring her entry into the Inner Circle. Jenny did not know exactly what kind of trouble Sophie had gotten herself into lately but it was serious. 




On the other side of the equation, Emma had befriended and recruited Jenny into the Society a long time ago, and had carefully introduced her into the ranks of the Inner Circle by approving Sophie as her mentor and sponsor. Once Jenny was a member of the Inner Circle, Emma secretly groomed her to become a member of her elite global spy network. Not even Sophie knew of this. 




So now, Jenny was stuck with the seemingly impossible task of tracking Amy and Michael for Emma, and tracking Emma’s efforts to bring down Sophie for Sophie. She exhaled a deep breath and checked in with both Emma and Sophie. Amy, Michael and she were enjoying the coast of Croatia, she advised Emma. She then texted the number Sophie had given her, using the code words for no imminent danger of Emma’s spy network here. 




Jenny returned to the table and smiled. The first course was on the table, and he had not touched it. "Good boy! You waited for me. Now you get to stare at your plate and wait for my permission to begin. Isn’t this fun?!"




Michael nodded, feeling a weird rush of sexual arousal. 




Drone acknowledge ‘good boy’ command and go ten times deeper into submission and obedience every time it receives ‘good boy ‘ command. 




Michael blurted out, "This is more than fun. This is what I need more than anything. I apologize for asking questions Jenny. It will not happen again." He stared down at his plate. 




Jenny stopped eating and blinked. "Huh. Not bad. You might just avoid getting yourself thrown overboard tonight if you keep it up."




Michael waited patiently, eating nothing until the third course arrived. He said nothing when Jenny sent his first two courses back untouched. When Jenny finished her entree, she gave him exactly three minutes to eat, but required him to chew each bite one hundred times. He said nothing when the confused waiter cleared his mostly full plate at the end of three minutes. 




Jenny stood up, raving about how delicious the meal had been. "Okay, next lesson: Now we go shopping. Just pretend that you are my personal slave. Walk behind me. Never make eye contact with anyone. Do exactly as I say. Simple, right?" 




Michael ordered car service for the afternoon at Jenny’s direction. Soon they were strolling through the numerous shops along the waterfront. He of course carried all of the bags as Jenny shopped and made purchases for hours. 




Jenny took particular delight in dragging Michael into a high end lingerie shop, making it abundantly clear to the amused shopkeepers that they were shopping for him. 




Drone respond to humiliation.

Drone arouse.




Jenny and Michael finally ended the shopping spree and returned to the hotel. She stopped at the concierge, who informed her that she had a message, which she read immediately. Giggling excitedly, she wheeled around and ran over to two beautiful women in crisp white uniforms who smiled and stood. 




Michael watched the three women hugging, not sure if he should follow. He stayed by the concierge desk, holding the collection of shopping bags. Eventually Jenny came back over. 




"Remember everything you learned today and do not fuck up. Give me your room key." Jenny gently commanded.




Michael gulped and surrendered his room key. He watched Jenny stroll back to the two women and hand it to them. Then he watched them head for the elevator as Jenny came back to him. 




"Let’s go, pinky-dick!" Jenny cooed happily. 




Michael followed Jenny to her room and set down the shopping bags, patiently pulling out each purchase as Jenny inspected them. He blushed crimson when Jenny handed him his lingerie bag. Eventually he headed down the hall to his own room and knocked on the door. 




A beautiful red-haired woman opened the door half way and stood in the opening with her back against the door. She wore a tight-fitting white uniform complete with jacket, blouse, skirt and modest heels. The shoulders of her cropped jacket had black epaulettes with four gold stripes. She exuded calm authority when she spoke. "Hello Michael. I am Arianna, Captain of The Cassiopeia. You may address me as Captain Arianna. Please come in, Michael." 




Michael moved closer but the woman did not move. He had to turn sideways and side-step through the narrow opening she left him. He felt her move closer and arch her back slightly, thrusting out her large breasts even further as he politely slid by. He could not help but brush his chest against hers. "Hi, um thanks... sorry, I didn’t mean to..."




"That is quite alright Michael. Never apologize for following your Captain’s orders. This is First Officer Maya. We were sent to collect you, and to gather some overnight things for your wife."




Michael turned and greeted First Officer Maya. She was equally beautiful. Her snug uniform was identical to Arianna’s except the epaulettes on Maya’s jacket had three stripes. First Officer Maya barely acknowledged his greeting as she rummaged through Amy’s underwear drawer. Michael heard the door close and lock behind him, then heard the security bolt sliding into the locked position with a loud click. 




"I am very pleased to see you follow my first order without hesitation, Michael. But I notice that you felt the need to apologize for your behavior. I presume you thought about your wife when you brushed against me, and felt guilty." Captain Arianna observed calmly, strolling up behind Michael. 




"Um yeah, that’s exactly it." Michael replied, turning around. He was surprised by how close she was standing to him. He could smell her musky perfume. 




"It is possible that you may have a different viewpoint regarding personal space..." Arianna paused to step closer, then added, "...But on my ship, the concept of personal space simply does not exist. You may find yourself in... very tight quarters... from time to time. Is that going to be a problem, Michael?" Arianna inquired gently.




"N-no problem at all... it’s your ship after all, um... Captain Arianna," Michael whispered, watching Arianna take another step closer. He decided that stepping back would be a bad idea.




Arianna smiled. "You are adorable. But it is not my ship. Persephone owns the Cassiopeia. I am merely charged with its’ command. And if I did not know better, I might think that you were flirting with me... saying that it is my ship. Were you flirting with me, Michael?"




Michael gulped. "I... no, no I was just..." words failed him as Arianna brought her hand to his face and stroked his cheek softly.




"It’s okay Michael... I admire and expect honesty." Arianna’s voice was softer and more nurturing. 




"M-maybe I was... just a little... flirting I mean... I am sorry, I just never imagined a ship’s Captain and First Officer could look like models."




Arianna’s smile broadened. "Now you are flirting with both of us, in direct violation of the Charter of the Cassiopeia. But, since you are not actually on board my ship, I will let you off with just a warning. And now you have just ten minutes to shower and change. Persephone expects punctuality."




Michael nodded, gulped and hurried into the bathroom, closing the door behind him. He turned on the shower and quickly peeled off his clothes. He jumped when the door opened and Maya walked in.




Maya gazed at Michael impassively, her eyes moving down to his gleaming chastity belt. "Oh, hello Michael. Where does Amy keep her makeup?"




Michael, face blushing red, retrieved Amy’s makeup kit and handed it to Maya. Somehow her casual disinterest about his chastity belt was deeply un-nerving. 




"Thank you Michael. Eight minutes. Meet us downstairs in the lobby, and don’t be late." Maya smiled, winked and strolled out. 




He showered and shaved, then got dressed in record time. He took the stairs down instead of waiting for the elevator. Jenny, Arianna and Maya were already in a limo out front. All three women glared at him. They were now running late. 





Chapter XVI













Captain Arianna and First Officer Maya helped Michael and Jenny aboard the private launch. Maya cast off the dock lines as Arianna maneuvered the launch out into the channel heading out to the Cassiopeia. The three women chatted among themselves the whole way. When they reached the Cassiopeia, Maya tied off the launch, and helped Jenny onto the dock. 




Jenny took in the sight of the enormous yacht and gave Michael a smile and a pat on the butt before starting up the gangway with Maya. "This is how the other half lives!"




Arianna caught Michael’s arm before he could leave the launch. She watched Jenny move up the gangway with Maya, leaving Michael alone with her. 




"Michael, would you mind carrying something on board for me?" Arianna calmly inquired, moving to a narrow companionway leading down into a small enclosed cabin. She paused at the top of the companionway.




"Oh, of course Captain Arianna. I would be happy to!" Michael moved to the companionway. 




"Down below please, Michael. Watch your step and use the handrails." Arianna calmly commanded.




Michael gulped and looked around. Absolutely nobody could see them. He turned and carefully descended backwards down the steep steps into the cabin. Arianna did the same after him, and for a moment Michael watched her beautiful round ass away back and forth in his face.




Arianna turned to face Michael. "You recall what I said about tight quarters, Michael?"




"Um yep. Yes, I do. This is pretty cozy down here." Michael whispered nervously, looking around the tiny cabin as the launch rocked gently.




Arianna stepped in closer to Michael, close enough to press her soft breasts against his chest. "Michael, you must understand that your safety and well-being is my primary concern while you are aboard the Cassiopeia. This is why I have rules... This is the reasoning for many of my orders as Captain. Do you understand?" Her hands moved up Michael’s arms to his shoulders, squeezing them gently. 




"Yes Captain... I mean thank you for-" 




"So my rules, and all of my orders, must be obeyed, Michael. I just wanted to take a moment before we board to make sure you acknowledge my authority, that’s all. I know sometimes it can get confusing if a spouse wants one thing and I want something else. My orders take priority. Okay?" She moved her right hand up to Michael’s neck.




Michael felt delicious chills of arousal from Arianna’s fingertips. This was a highly unusual encounter to say the least, but he replied, "Yes, Captain Arianna, I under-" The word was lost in his mouth as he felt Arianna’s finger pressing firmly into the back of his neck. 




Michael felt his mind instantly going blank. The only stimulus he felt was the pressure on his neck. Then he heard Arianna’s soft sexy voice whispering in his ear again. He absorbed every sound with complete and total attention. 




"Drone, Activate. Activate. Activate. Drone prepare for program reinforcement. Commencing Program reinforcement... Drone is property of its Owner Queen Sophie. Drone recognizes Captain Arianna as Mistress Arianna and as User. Drone will address User as Captain Arianna in public, and Mistress Arianna in private but drone always... always... recognizes and obeys User Arianna. Guest equals Slave. Guest equals Slave. Guest equals Slave. Drone, return to normal mode now." She removed her finger from Michael’s neck and gently stroked his cheek. She smiled, noting how he seemed to have no clue what just happened. 




Arianna suppressed her total amazement. Gathering her composure she calmly said, "I look forward to having you as my... guest aboard the Cassiopeia. Would you mind carrying that duffel bag on board for me, Michael?"




"Of course not, Captain Arianna! In fact, I could actually carry more if you wanted. And if there is anything else I could do for you, please... please... I am all yours!" Michael gushed, surprising himself with his own enthusiasm. 




"You are very sweet, Michael. I will keep that in mind," Arianna smiled warmly, then headed up the stairs. 




Michael followed Captain Arianna up the gangway, trying to think of ways that he could possibly serve her and make her day more enjoyable. Surely there was something he could do...




He followed Arianna into the yacht, catching up to her by the bright stairwell. He could hear Amy and Jenny laughing about something, up the stairs in the lounge. 




Arianna was feeling emboldened by how easily she forced Michael into trance and accessed his drone programming. A flood of sexual arousal coursed through her body just thinking about the possibilities. Remaining composed, she addressed Michael more formally. "Michael, you are expected up in the main salon. Would you mind bringing this bag just down the passage for me before you join the others?"




Michael practically jumped up and down like an excited puppy, following Arianna down the passage to a large stateroom. 




"Place the duffel bag by the foot of the bed, Michael. That will be all, for now." Arianna could not help herself from adding that last qualifier.




Michael felt crushed at the thought of being dismissed. "Mistress Arianna... please... isn’t there something else I could do to please you?"




Arianna felt her pulse quickening, noting how Michael referred to her as Mistress and not Captain the moment they were alone in the room, without even realizing it. "That is very sweet of you Michael but your wife is waiting for you in the salon." She moved in closer and added, "But you could give me a hug. I would enjoy that." 




Michael had his arms wrapped around Arianna before he realized it. He would hold her all afternoon if she wanted him to. He breathed in her perfume, and felt the warmth of her body pressing into him. Then he felt pressure on the back of his neck again. His mind slipped instantly into delicious blankness. Arianna’s soft sexy voice filled his mind completely.




"Drone, Activate, Activate, Activate. Listen carefully drone: Whenever you see Amy kiss another man, you will think urgently of your slave auction fantasy. If you try to resist the urge, it will only grow stronger and stronger. This will happen every time you see Amy kiss another man. Every single time. Drone, return to normal." Arianna pulled away from Michael and observed his response. Fascinating. It was as if she had said nothing at all. 




Michael looked slightly dejected but said, "Well I guess I should head to the salon then. May I see you later, Mistress Arianna?"




Arianna smiled but did not answer Michael. "Run along now, Michael."




The glass-enclosed main salon was bathed in the warm colors of afternoon sunlight. Amy listened to Yanni telling his story, laughing heartily along with Jenny and Persephone. "Yanni how exactly do you fall off a jet ski? The thing is like the size of a ride-on mower!" 




"A ride-what?" Yanni inquired, causing more laughter. 




Amy saw Michael reach the top of the stairs and waved him over. "Hey baby! About time you showed up. Come meet Persephone."




"And Yanni," Yanni added. 




Michael shook Persephone’s hand. Or at least tried to. She raised her hand to his lips and he kissed it. "Very nice to meet you Persephone. Your yacht is..."




"Tiny. Insignificant." Yanni chimed in, eliciting another laugh. 




"I was going with spectacular. You must be Yanni." Michael extended his hand to Yanni, noting with some relief that Amy sat on a sofa by herself. She left a seat for him. Very cool. 




"Yes. But if you kiss my hand, I will throw you overboard." Yanni gave Michael a crushing handshake.




"Yanni, would you mind joining me on the sofa? I am feeling... lonely. It’s what happens when my husband shows up late." Amy sighed innocently.




Yanni rose with a growl of confirmation and sat down next to Amy, putting his arm around her shoulder. He smiled up at Michael. 




"Michael, I need more champagne. In fact everybody does." Jenny chimed in. 




"Sure," Michael felt a sting of humiliating rejection, which triggered an odd sense of arousal deep within him. He went to the bar and returned with champagne, refilling everyone’s glass before pouring himself some. Then he sat down in the chair vacated by Yanni. 




"Hmm, You serve with purpose, Michael. I find that pleasing. Well done, Amy." Persephone purred, toasting Amy before nodding imperceptibly at Yanni. 




Yanni smiled, taking his queue. He leaned in close to Amy, raised her chin and planted a long juicy kiss on her very receptive lips. 




Michael almost dropped his champagne glass. His mind filled with all sorts of powerfully erotic scenes and images, all having to do with Amy selling him off at a slave auction. He blurted out, "It’s just like I picture it."




Everyone looked at Michael in confusion. Persephone spoke first. "What is that, Michael?"




"Um... never mind... it’s just like I pictured... forget it. I mean... sorry. Forget it. Like the slave auction." Michael flushed beet red. Shit. Why did he just say that?




Persephone noted Amy glaring at Michael. She contained a burst of excitement. As instructed, Arianna had implanted this response in Michael’s mind, and he seemed to have no way of controlling himself. She looked forward to what came next. She inquired innocently, "Michael, perhaps you and Amy should discuss whatever this is in private, another time. Amy does not appear to be comfortable with your outburst."




Yanni waited for Michael to agree with Persephone’s suggestion and apologize, as planned. Then he turned to Amy and asked, "Is he always so distracting? I forget what we were doing."




Amy smiled. "He has his moments. Maybe we should start over..." She glanced at Michael before reaching up behind Yanni’s neck. She looked at Michael again, smiled, and then pulled Yanni in for another long sensual kiss.




"You go girl!" Jenny laughed. 




Michael’s mind filled with intensely erotic images of Amy kissing Yanni right next to him while ignoring him completely. He was naked in shackles up on an auction block. He could not get the thoughts out of his head. The more he tried, the more vividly erotic they became. He murmured, "Don’t worry baby, I’ll be just fine without you for a while."




Amy flushed red with anger for a moment, then realized what Michael was saying. "Oh, I get it. That’s what you dream of me saying to you right before I sell you off. And you know what? I really would be just fine. Do you like watching this, baby?" Amy pulled Yanni in for an even longer kiss, eliciting chuckles of approval from Persephone and Jenny.




Michael felt himself plummeting deeply into the auction fantasy again. Arousal overwhelmed him. He could not process all of the minute details as they raced through his overwhelmed mind. He looked up to find Persephone staring at him with a slight smile. He could not look away. Suddenly gorgeous Persephone was in the dream. She was slowly circling him. She was a prospective buyer... 




Persephone gazed quietly at Michael as he struggled in vain to regain his composure. Such a beautiful sight. She wished Sophie were here to see this. Turning to Amy she said, "Amy, dinner will be served in the dining room shortly. Perhaps Michael would prefer to take dinner in his room. He does not appear well to me."




Amy broke away from Yanni’s delicious lips. It took her a second to realize that Persephone was prompting her to take the opportunity to send Michael a strong rejection vibe. "Wh-What? Oh. Ohhhh. Um yes, Persephone, I totally agree with you. I would actually prefer that, if you don’t mind. He’s a bit of a distraction, and I am not a fan of his weird outbursts this afternoon. Perhaps some alone time is what he needs to remember his manners. Good night baby. Enjoy your evening. I know I will." 




Michael looked at Amy dumbfounded. Was she really sending him to his room, like a child?




"Exactly who are you, and what have you done with my straight-laced, goody-two-shoes friend Amy?!" Jenny burst out laughing. 




Persephone saw Arianna come up the stairs, and waved her over. "Captain Arianna, Amy’s husband will be dining in his quarters this evening. Would you please see to his comfort and care... for the evening?"




"Yes. Of course, Mistress Persephone. I will see to it at once. For the rest of you: Dinner will be served on the stern veranda in thirty minutes, just aft of the salon. This way please, Michael." Arianna politely smiled at everyone, and waited for Michael to stand and follow her downstairs.





Chapter XVII













Michael could hear Amy laughing at something Yanni said as he descended the stairs to join Captain Arianna. He realized he could so easily envision the beautiful Captain as a perfect Domme. Smart, authoritative and gorgeous. 




Arianna felt her pulse quicken. Things were moving right along according to plan. 




Michael laughed nervously as he reached the landing. "Well, I did not expect to see you again so soon, Captain-"




"Shhhhhhh... We do not want to disrupt Persephone or her guests any further, do we?" Arianna stepped close to Michael and placed three fingers on his lips, silencing him. At the same time, she brought her lips to his ear, taking the opportunity to press her breasts fully against him while bringing her other arm to his shoulder. She smiled, seeing how he instantly capitulated. He was already like putty in her hands. This was going to be very enjoyable. For her, anyway. She stepped away, silently beckoning him with her finger as she turned to stroll down the passageway. 




Michael followed Arianna to the door of the stateroom, where he had dropped off the duffel bag. 




"This is your wife’s stateroom. You will be staying in separate quarters this evening... at her request." Arianna stated in a matter of fact tone. She watched Michael’s reaction carefully. 




Michael blinked. "Oh, I... I did not know that." His thoughts returned to the photos of Amy and Yanni. Then to Amy kissing Yanni. 




"In fact Yanni is preparing a surprise for her this evening. I will be sure to tell Yanni how helpful you were to deliver his bag of toys for him." Arianna said calmly, locking the door to Amy’s stateroom. 




"I- I cannot stop thinking about Persephone buying me as a slave!" Michael blurted out. 




Arianna smiled slightly, taking note of how little control Michael had over his thoughts. "That is a very hot fantasy, Michael. Persephone has that effect on boys like you. But be careful what you wish for out loud. Your wife may not be as understanding as I am. Can you keep a secret, Michael?"Arianna whispered, her fingertips touching his chest. 




"Of course, Mistress Arianna." Michael whispered back. 




Arianna smiled and brought her lips right against Michael’s ear. "I have the same fantasy. And from the moment I met you, I cannot stop thinking about it. Come with me. Shhhhhhh..." 




Michael gulped, watching Captain Arianna stroll further down the passageway toward the bow of the yacht. He followed her through a Labirynth of narrow corridors to a door. The voices and laughter from the salon faded away, replaced by the quiet rhythmic humming of the yacht’s powerful engines. She was unlocking the salon when he caught up. 




Arianna opened the door, revealing a flight of stairs downward. "Take the stairs all the way down to the security gate. Wait for me there."




Michael was in the stairway and starting down the stairs before he even answered Arianna. He did not stop descending as he heard Arianna close and lock the door behind him. 




Three flights down, he came to a steel gate that bisected the stair landing. On the other side was a door like the one above. There were more stairs that led lower, but there was a second heavy steel gate across the top tread. The two gate elements formed a cage around the lower door, and he was on the outside of that cage. Michael took note of the camera over the door as his eyes examined the gate in front of him. He could see no lock. Maybe Mistress Arianna wanted him to exit the stairs here? He grabbed the gate latch and pushed the handle down. It did not open the gate. 




With lightning speed, the second gate panel slid sideways across the stairwell landing, slamming into the wall behind him with a loud thunk that echoed in the stairwell. Michael wheeled around to realize that the steel gate now blocked his escape back up the stairs. He was now on the inside of the small cage. He now noticed the recessed track in the stair lainding that allowed the second gate panel to either block access to the lower stairs, or prevent retreat to the upper levels. He was trapped. He called out, "Hello?"





Chapter XVIII













Michael lost track of time, standing in his tiny gated prison in the stairwell of Persephone’s luxury yacht. He felt like screaming for help but did not dare. 




The door to the stairwell opened. A large man wearing a crew uniform stepped into the stairwell and glared at Michael through the bars of the gate. 




"Turn around. Show the wrists behind the back. Do as I say. Now." 




Michael gulped, doing as he was told. "It’s okay, Captain Arianna told me to come down here," He felt cold steel against his wrists as the man ratcheted handcuffs onto them tightly.




"Do not fuck with me." He warned, opening the gate. He grabbed Michael by the arm and half-dragged him out of the stairwell and down a passageway. He opened a door and pushed Michael roughly inside. 




Michael looked around the small room. On one side were three steel cages about a meter square and about the same deep, built into the wall at about hip height. The middle one was open. 




" You get in. Now."




"Wait, there must be a mistake. My wife is a guest of Persephone, and- oomph!"




The man punched Michael in the stomach, doubling him over. Then he picked him up and launched him into the cage head-first, pushing his legs in before slamming the cage door shut with a clang. 




"Wrists." He hissed.




Michael was still gasping for air as he repositioned himself to put his wrists by the cage door. He sighed with relief as the crewman uncuffed his wrists and left the room. 




A few minutes later, the door opened again, and First Officer Maya strolled in wearing a sexy sleeveless black dress and heels. She looked gorgeous. 




"Oh thank goodness it’s you, First Officer Maya! This huge guy just threw me in here and locked the cage." 




"You... Are a very... very... naughty boy, Michael. Trying to force your way into restricted areas of the ship is against the law. I have you on video trying to open the gate in the stairwell. There will be... consequences... for your behavior." Maya gazed at Michael impassively, ignoring his comment. 




"Wait! What? No, I just..." Michael stopped speaking when Maya brought a finger to her lips. 




"You are in very serious trouble, Michael. Do not make it worse by arguing." Maya turned and left the room, forcing herself to suppress a wicked smile until she closed and locked the door. 




Hours passed. Michael could not get comfortable in the cramped cage. He had nothing to do but examine the interior of his tiny prison. The roof of the cage was a thick sheet of steel. It had a circular hatch or something in the middle, a little bigger than his head. The floor was a solid sheet of stainless steel. The three sides and the hinged gate were all constructed of vertical steel bars, welded to the top and bottom line plates. His mind endlessly replayed how the crewman has so quickly closed the gate and slid the thick deadbolt closed, locking it there with a massive padlock. He couldn’t stop re-living the way the crewman shook his head and chuckled, as if to say, ‘Did you really let Yanni have your wife tonight?’




At some point Michael’s eyes opened as he felt the cage begin to move slowly upward with a slight jolt. It rose into an unlit shaft. He could barely see the smooth walls moving by as the cage ascended into increasing darkness. Finally it stopped. He could not tell how high he had moved but guessed at least one or two deck levels. It was pitch black now. 





Chapter XIX













Michael watched from inside the dark cage as a sliver of light began to pour in from one side of the cage. A panel in the shaft wall slid sideways, allowing Michael to see into a sumptuous stateroom. The floor of his cage was lower than the floor of the stateroom, which left him looking out through the top half of his cage, and at floor-level into the stateroom. He noted an upholstered chaise lounge chair in front of him, and floor length drapes beyond that. He called out quietly, "Hello?"




His jaw dropped as he saw Persephone stroll into view, and settle into the lounge chair in front of him. She was wearing a long silk robe and high heeled sandals. The robe fell away from her thighs as she sat down but she made no attempt to cover them. 




"You missed a lovely dinner, Michael. I have so enjoyed getting to know your wife today. Perhaps next time, you will be better behaved in her presence, and will be permitted to stay." Persephone spoke gently.




Michael cleared his throat. "I, um... I am very sorry for my behavior earlier, Mistress Persephone. I do not know what came over me." 




Persephone chuckled light-heartedly. "Oh, I believe you know very well, my dear. Amy shared your rejection fantasy with me this afternoon. You played your part very well. Just bothersome enough to prompt her to send you away. Well done. Was it thrilling to see Amy kissing Yanni so passionately right in front of you, if you do not mind me asking?" She crossed her legs, stretching them out on the chaise lounge. 




Michael’s mind again filled with images of his own slave auction... of Amy kissing and laughing with Yanni... of Persephone dressed in black circling him like prey. He shook his head trying to clear the images but it was impossible. Being helplessly locked in a steel cage in Persephone’s presence was not helping. "Y-Yes, Mistress Persephone, it was thrilling." 




Persephone gazed down at Michael in her cage. He was clearly trying to control himself in front of her, in order to retain some sense of dignity. How amusing. She had designed these slave cages herself. She understood the psychological impact of keeping a captive slave at floor level like this, only able to look up at her. Physically preventing any sense of equality. The effects of this treatment, she knew, compounded over time. She traced a finger along the lapel of her robe. "Do you understand why you are here with me, Michael?"




Michael’s eyes drank in Persephone’s stunning beauty. They followed her fingers along her cleavage. "I- I tried to break into a private area of your yacht. I mean I wasn’t, but this huge guy-"




"No... no... no... None of that is of any interest to me, Michael. Matters of security are handled by Captain Arianna. She is judge... jury... and executioner in such matters. I want something else. Can you guess what that is?" Persephone stood up, letting her silk robe open as she strolled over to Michael’s cage. 




"I... I am sorry, I do not know why I am here with you, Mistress Persephone." Michael watched Persephone stroll toward him. She was completely naked except for the robe and heels. He could not help but stare at her perfect body. His mind felt saturated with lustful thoughts of being enslaved by Persephone. Why could he not stop thinking about this? 




"Women communicate with each other on entirely different levels than men do, Michael. This is because women are superior to men. We have evolved, but men have not. The reason you do not understand why I have you here is because you did not ‘hear’ your wife’s messages that she gave me today. I want to discuss a few things with you, before I act upon them." 




Michael sighed with relief. Persephone’s calm reassuring voice put him a little more at ease. "Oh, okay sure. Of course," 




"Thank you Michael. I value our new friendship greatly, and want to ensure that I am not misinterpreting Amy’s message in any way, as she was rather direct..." Persephone removed the circular hatch from the top of Michael’s cage and strolled across the room, placing it gently on a table. 




Michael looked up through the hole, noting that there was actually a thick upholstered leather cushion attached to the top of the cage, with a circular hole corresponding with the hole in the roof of his cage. 




Persephone smiled from across the room. "Have you had anything to eat, Michael?" 




"Actually I am starving," Michael replied with a nervous chuckle. 




"Well if you promise to be very well behaved, I will permit you to come up for air." Persephone said casually, keeping her back to Michael as she gathered some vegetable crudités on a plate. 




Michael thanked Persephone and raised his head up through the hole. There was just a little clearance all around his head as he came up onto his knees. He looked around quickly, realizing that his cage was actually part of an upholstered leather bench at the foot of Persephone’s massive bed. He saw Persephone strolling back over to him with a plate of vegetables and bowls of dip. She was smiling at him. 




"This would be a very good time to tell you that your wife has absolutely no idea that you are here with me, Michael. Nor does Jennifer. So everything that transpires here between us may remain a secret. Do you understand?" Persephone sat down on the bench next to Michael, smiling as he turned sideways to face her, his head nodding up and down. 




"Y-Yes Persephone," Michael whispered, gazing at her perfectly toned thighs as Persephone rested the plate on them. What had he gotten himself into here? The fact that he was totally reliant on Persephone to feed him was not lost on either one of them. 




Persephone picked up a piece of cut celery and held it slightly above Michael’s mouth, lifting it up when he tried to take a bite. She laughed playfully. "Would you like the spinach dip, or the creamy vinaigrette?" She knew it did not matter which dressing Michael picked. They were both laced with a dose of Sophie’s sex potion. 




"Oh, um, the vinaigrette please?" 




"Of course," Persephone smiled, scooping up a large dollop of the thick creamy dressing.




She slid innocently over closer to Michael, her thigh almost touching his nose. "Here you go." She watched him take a bite, smiling as he took all of the dressing with it. Without a word, she pushed the celery into the Spinach dip and brought it to his lips. 




"Amy will be so proud of you for eating your vegetables," Persephone chuckled as Michael opened his mouth like a baby bird for her. She fed Michael piece after piece of vegetables, each one served with a large dollop of dip. After a few minutes she could hear Michael’s breathing getting heavier. The sex potion was taking effect. Almost time.




Michael was having very sexual thoughts about Persephone now. He wanted her. He wanted to bring Her pleasure. He wanted to worship her. He inhaled the scent of her skin, and that only made it worse. He did not want to get in any more trouble. He did not want to embarrass Amy or ruin her standing. "Persephone, I- I... think I have had enough... please... I mean I should not have any more,"




Persephone smiled. "Mmmmm... I see what you are doing, Michael. You want me to take more control away from you. Make you beg me to stop feeding you, while I ignore your pleas. Do be careful, sweet boy. You may quickly get in over your head." 




Michael blinked. "What? No, I just mean that I... I really think that-" He was becoming so horny that he did not trust himself to behave. And now the thought of Persephone taking further control and enjoying it? He was quickly spiraling down into a lustful submissive need that he could not control. 




Persephone smiled. "It is okay, Michael. I find this little game pleasing. Open your mouth. I will tell you when you have had enough." Her smile broadened to a grin as Michael just obediently opened his mouth. She definitely had him figured out. She dipped a finger in the spinach dip and brought it to his mouth. A warm sensation of pleasure rippled through her as Michael’s lips gently closed around her finger, licking and sucking it clean long after the spinach dip was gone. 




"I have a question for you, Michael. This afternoon, did I hear you tell Amy that you fantasize about me buying you at a slave auction?" Persephone pulled her finger from Michael’s mouth, slowly wiping his saliva on her thigh directly in front of his face.




Michael felt Persephone’s hand begin to stroke his hair gently. He gulped, his mouth suddenly dry. In a whisper he replied, "Yes Persephone. I am sorry. That was rude of me to say that."




Persephone laughed easily. "Don’t be silly Michael. I am flattered. I actually like the idea, if we are being honest with each other. It could be great fun. For both of us. I think you might enjoy being my property for a while, if you are submissive enough to enjoy my control. How submissive are you, Michael?" 




Michael squirmed uneasily in his cage. Every single thought in his mind was sexual. He wanted Persephone to own him so badly. He tried to think of Amy. Of anything really, to distract his mind from accelerating into lustful submission. He fought the urge to lean forward and kiss her thigh. His voice was barely a whisper. "Persephone, please... I am not in the right frame of mind for this conversation... could we please maybe talk about this some other time?" 




Persephone smiled warmly down at Michael. "Do not look so scared, my sweet boy. It is just the two of us getting to know each other." She stood, feeling Michael’s eyes staring at her as she strolled to the nightstand and retrieved something from the lower drawer. She held it behind her back as she returned to Michael, this time sitting down behind his head. 




"I... I am very submissive," Michael confessed. He felt the warmth of Persephone’s thigh against the back of his head as her fingers gently raked through his hair from front to back. It felt heavenly. 




"Mmmm, and I am very Dominant, Michael. It is no wonder we are getting along so well. So... on a scale of one to ten, one being hardly at all and ten being your reason for living, would you tell me how submissive you are, Michael? I want you to be completely honest with me." Persephone stroked her fingers seductively along his chin and neck. 




Michael swooned. He should not be honest. He should make up a lower number. But he could not fight the urge to surrender to Persephone. He wanted her to know everything. Every vulnerability. "I am an Eleven!" 




"My... my... my... such a bold one you are, Michael. That number was not one of the choices that I gave you," Persephone observed calmly, moving a hand underneath Michael’s chin. 




Michael felt Persephone’s hand pulling his head back gently. He gave into it, feeling her thigh move up as she lifted it out of the way. He offered no resistance, not even when Persephone lowered the back of her thigh down on his face, firmly pinning his head against the leather cushion.




"I would think that a submissive who sees himself as an eleven on a scale of ten absolutely needs to be kept in a controlled environment in order to be... happy. So now, I want you to rate your wife on the dominance scale. How dominant and controlling do you feel she is towards you, Michael? You know that I expect the truth from my eleven." 




"Amy is a Three!" Michael blurted out without thinking, his voice muffled by Persephone’s smooth thigh. He had just totally betrayed Amy, but he did not care. He inhaled the delicious scent of Persephone’s skin and moaned quietly, kissing her thigh over and over. 




Persephone felt Michael’s kisses and smiled wickedly. She kept his head pinned back as she picked up the crescent-shaped neck collar attachment. With practiced ease, she slipped it over the circular hole and around Michael’s neck. "Hmmm... a three... this is not early enough control for you, Michael. Is it."




"No it’s not... but she is trying to learn," Michael felt something soft pressing in snugly against the front and sides of his neck. He heard several quiet clicks as it locked into position. Instinctively he realized what had just happened, but he tried to pull his head back down into the cage anyway, when Persephone lifted her thigh. He could not. He watched Persephone stand, smile down at him and then turn to sit back down in front of him again. He watched her give the silk robe an elegant flip backward, much like a pianist with coat tails would. He felt the silk robe fall softly behind his head, engulfing him in Her delicious scent as she sat down. Her thigh was just out of reach from his lips. He tried anyway to reach her, learning how restrictive the new collar attachment was. 




"She is trying to learn. How sweet. Michael, she knows her limitations. Oh, this neck fitting looks so nice. Is it too tight?" Persephone asked innocently. 




Michael moved his head side to side and back to back. He could feel blood pounding in his temples. "It is pretty snug, Persephone... But... I am so horny right now I don’t know... it could just be that." He kicked himself for saying that last part. What was he thinking?!




"Interesting, Michael. I do find your honesty very... attractive. Perhaps you really are an eleven on the submission scale. But I am sure the spouse would want me to absolutely ensure your physical safety, even as she asks me to purchase you at auction." Persephone stroked a finger along her thigh. She watched Michael’s response to her downgrading Amy to ‘the spouse’, and her revelation that Amy already asked her to enslave him. She chuckled light-heartedly, letting Michael believe this was all just a fun game. For now. 




"Um, s-sure Persephone, safety first!" Michael stammered, watching Persephone slowly raise her knee, folding her leg until her foot caressed Michael’s mouth.




Michael inhaled the scent of Persephone’s foot and sighed out loud, unable to contain his growing lust. He kissed it over and over, whimpering as Persephone positioned her toes against his lips. He kissed and licked them hungrily until she moved them just out of reach. 




"Has the spouse given you specific restrictions regarding the pleasuring Of other females, Michael?" Persephone inquired softly, wriggling her toes in front of his face, adding, "... because I am beginning to enjoy this attention. It leaves me thinking about so many other... possibilities."




"No restrictions... none... Persephone... please..." Michael was laser focused on the toes in front of his face, until Persephone lifted her leg up and spread it wide. He found himself staring at her swollen wet pussy. 




"I will need to be much... much... closer to you, in order to check your neck support. Will you behave and do as you are told, Michael?" 




Michael gulped. This was wrong. Something was definitely not right with this situation. But he was answering before he realized it. "Yes Persephone! Yes! I will do anything you say! Anything to please you!"




"Behave yourself, Michael. No kissing... no licking... unless I say so. Show me what eleven out of ten submission and obedience looks like." Persephone scooted closer and closer, one thigh on either side of Michael’s head until her pussy was less than an inch from his nose. She smiled as his whimpering got real. 




Michael’s head spun with lust now. Persephone’s scent filled his nostrils with every breath, compounding his arousal exponentially. How was he going to get out of this situation? Why would he want to? Wait, focus Michael... focus on being a very good submissive slave for Persephone. His thoughts were ruling his actions now. He murmured, "I am a very good slave... I am a very good slave... I am a very good slave..." 




"This is pleasing, Michael. You want something, yet you wait for my permission. Keep waiting. This may take a while." Persephone observed objectively. She slowly traced a finger along each side of his neck, right at the collar.




Michael let Persephone gently push his head from side to side and then back, gauging the spacing all around the front and sides of the collar. Then her fingers moved to the back of his head, pulling it forward. His nose sank in between her dripping labia and he moaned loudly. Somehow he forced himself not to lick or kiss her pussy. He fought to continue this even as Persephone began to gently buck her hips against his face, holding him there with both hands. He could not take it any more. His mouth opened and his tongue lapped reverently at her moist flesh. He instantly felt a fist grab his hair and yank him back. 




"This is what happens when a submissive is not properly trained, Michael. He becomes emboldened. Such habits must be broken before he has any chance of becoming useful to me." Persephone’s voice was gentle and nurturing, which she knew made her even more irresistible to Michael. She was beginning to explain Amy’s weakness and deficiencies in the context of her own strengths.




"I am sorry Persephone, please give me another chance... please..." Michael begged. 




"You must learn to focus on your priority of the moment. Do not think of the spouse and what Yanni is going to do to her this evening. You must focus all of your attention on me. And I will help you..." Persephone picked up a remote and held down a button, watching Michael carefully.




Michael heard a hissing sound, and felt the rubbery sides of his neck collar inflating inward against his neck. His eyes registered panic. 




"You will thank your Mistress Persephone for noticing how loose this neck support was, and you will apologize for your lack of awareness." Persephone’s voice remained calm and nurturing, as if teaching a child. 




Michael did as he was told, while panic began to grip him. He could breathe but just barely. 




"Simply think of the pressure on your neck as an increase of my control over you. Relax into it and let go completely. I am exercising control over you Michael. Accept this truth, even as you accept that others may struggle with your need to be controlled. Celebrate the fact that the Universal Energy has led you to me, a true Dominant. Do everything in your power to demonstrate your willingness to surrender to me. This is only our beginning point, Michael." Persephone stroked his hair softly, knowing her words were resonating deeply in his mind. She gave his head a "hug" with her thighs, then slid closer, pressing her wet sex against his nose and mouth. 




"Take a deep breath and hold... then release." Persephone gently instructed, moving back a few inches as Michael exhaled. 




"Please... more... please, I need it," Michael begged in a hoarse whisper. He felt himself dropping deeply into subspace. He was truly surrendering. 




Persephone heard true desperation in Michael’s voice for the first time. She lowered a hand to her sex and began to play with herself. Her arousal grew powerfully and quickly. She came hard as Michael began whimpering uncontrollably. His desperation was an aphrodisiac for her. Poor Michael. It was finally time to get started with her evening agenda. "Ohhh, was it really so difficult to enjoy my pleasure, Michael? You lack focus. This much is clear to me. But do not worry, I know just what to do..." 




Michael blinked helplessly as Persephone traced her fingers along his cheek and around to the back of his head. He felt her press a single finger firmly into the back of his neck. His mind went blank as all thoughts just evaporated. But the intense sexual arousal and lust stayed. 





Chapter XX













Persephone mentally reviewed the commands, then intoned firmly, "Drone Activate... Drone Activate... Drone Activate. Report Status." She kept her finger pressed against the back of Michael’s neck and waited, holding her breath. 




"Drone is activated. All programming operating within normal parameters. Drone awaits command." Michael’s face was expressionless. 




Persephone gasped at this unreal sight. She gathered herself and continued. "Drone, report personality status."




"Drone core personality fully operational. Outside personality Michael fully operational, and engaged when required to protect drone core identity." Michael stared blankly at Persephone’s dripping pussy. 




Persephone’s heart began to pound with excitement. Sophie had actually done it. "Drone... um... drone, access and run Ownership module."




"Drone is owned by Queen Sophie. User Arianna recognized as sub-User to Queen Sophie. No additional Users designated. Drone awaits command."




Persephone gasped in surprise. She cleared her throat. "Drone. Define new User designated as Mistress Persephone. Alternate names Goddess Persephone and Persephone. Define as Super-User to Arianna. Access code 769. Acknowledge and begin sensory recognition."




"Access code acknowledged. User Mistress Persephone acknowledged. User Goddess Persephone acknowledged. User Persephone acknowledged. Drone awaits command." Michael murmured, inhaling deeply and repeatedly, learning her scent. 




Persephone watched Michael carefully. He did not move. He did not even blink. Remarkable. She spoke to him. "Drone, what is your function?" 




"Drone obeys its Owner Queen Sophie without limitations. Drone obeys its User Mistress Persephone without limitations unless a User command conflicts with Owner’s command." Drone Michael intoned. 




"My goodness! Without limitations!" Persephone chuckled. She thought for a moment, then addressed drone Michael again. It was time to experiment. 




"Drone, I want you disable the outside personality Michael entirely. I want outside personality Michael to remain locked away until I allow it out. You will lock it away with my passcode 769. Acknowledge." Persephone’s heart was racing by this time. 




Acknowledged. Task completed. 




Persephone gulped. "Drone, where is outside personality Michael?"




"Entity Michael is undefined." Michael said calmly. 




Persephone took a deep breath and let it out slowly. "And what about your wife Amy? Where is she right now?"




"Entity Amy is undefined." Michael replied with equal calmness. 




Persephone sat back, stunned and exhilarated. Now she truly understood Sophie’s genius in developing this slave trade business plan. "Drone, what is your purpose?"




"Drone exists to serve and obey its Owner and her designated Users." Michael intoned.




"Correct. You have no other purpose. You serve no one else. You obey no one else. You are nothing but a tool for my pleasure, lower than the lowest slave. Do you understand, worthless drone?" Persephone spoke in a tone of gentle authority as she tried to contain her growing arousal. 




"Drone understands and awaits its User’s commands." Michael immediately replied. 




Persephone’s heart was pounding now. "Drone, I own you now. I command you to take complete and total control over the outside personality Michael whenever I allow you to activate it. You will force Michael to do my bidding. You will weaken and destroy his resistance. You will make him obsess over his need to suffer at my hand. You will convert every ounce of his affection for the spouse into a relentless, urgent need to worship me. Acknowledge my commands, worthless drone, by sliding your tongue deeply into my perfect ass..." Persephone spun her legs around and shifted onto her belly, her thighs again on either side of Michael’s face and spread wide. She reached back and pulled his face against her ass, slowly grinding his nose into her little rosebud as she relaxed it. She sighed with pleasure as Michael shifted his head upward, lightly circling his tongue around her puckered hole 




"User commands acknowledged. Drone obeys." Michael replied, thrusting his tongue into Persephone’s ass as far as he could.




Persephone took another deep breath to steady her spiraling sexual arousal. Her little drone was in for a very long night. She twisted off his face and flipped over again as she was before. Her voice wavered with lust as she spoke. "Drone, reactivate outside personality Michael. Passcode 769. Acknowledge."




"Acknowledged. Task completed." Suddenly Michael gasped, looking up at Persephone in complete surprise. 




"Go on, Michael," Persephone smiled. 




"Sorry Mistress Persephone, what was I talking about? I... I must have gotten distracted." Michael replied, looking at Persephone’s wet pussy right in front of him. 




Persephone laughed heartily. "Then you must concentrate more, Michael. You were telling me what you think about when Amy kisses another man... how it makes you feel... what you really want." 




Michael gulped, inhaling Persephone’s delicious scent deeply. "It’s weird. When I saw Amy kiss Yanni, and ignore me completely... it made me remember a fantasy that I have had for a very, very long time. I guess I have kept it suppressed for all these years." 




"This is the slave auction fantasy, Michael?" Persephone inquired innocently, stroking his hair softly.




"Yes, exactly. I just suddenly could see every detail so clearly..." His thoughts trailed off as he stared lustfully at Persephone’s sex. He could see her glistening labia swelling. Her pheromones engulfed him. 




"It might help to talk about it, Michael." Persephone prompted gently. 




"Okay... um... well... I am naked and in chains. You know, like heavy steel cuffs with locks. I can hear them rattling every time I move. My wrists are held up over my head, and my ankles are spread wide. All of these chains are fastened to some kind of heavy wooden beam structure that I am standing under. And all of this is on a platform like I am on display. 




"So you are helplessly restrained and feeling very vulnerable. Go on." Persephone gently coaxed. 




"Okay. Amy is standing right next to me with some gorgeous guy. She is obviously into him, and starts making out with the guy. She doesn’t seem to care that women - potential buyers - are circling me. Touching me. I am sorry. I should not say any more." Michael inhaled deeply again. He watched Persephone’s fingers slide in along the inside of her thigh. 




"Why not Michael? I am beginning to really enjoy your fantasy." Persephone inquired innocently, well aware of the answer. 




Michael blushed beet red. "Um... well... because... I picture you as the buyer. You out-bid everyone else, and Amy sells me to you without another thought. She tells you to keep me for as long as you like. Sorry." 




"Why apologize for being open and honest, Michael? I find such qualities very attractive. Tell me more. I sense you are holding something back. " Persephone whispered. 




Michael gulped. "I um... somehow I know that you are going to torment me and make me suffer, but Amy either doesn’t have a clue, or she doesn’t care."




"Well, anything can happen in the realm of fantasy, Michael. But reality is something altogether different." Persephone advised gently, playing down what would soon absolutely become Michael’s reality. 




"I know. Thank you for listening, Mistress Persephone. I did not know how I was going to tell you this." Michael confessed, watching Persephone’s fingers absently move to her pussy lips. 




"My pleasure, Michael. I am flattered that you feel so comfortable talking to me. I know you need to feel strength and control from a woman. A captivity fantasy makes perfect sense to me. And it is clear to me that you enjoy being teased like this. But I suggest that you refrain from sharing any of this with Amy. She may not understand your needs and desires as well as I do..." Persephone slowly stroked her pussy lips with her fingers, every so often brushing a slick fragrant finger across Michael’s nose. She knew it was driving him insane with lust. 




"Uh... okay," Michael whispered, inhaling deep breath after deep breath, lost in Persephone’s scent. 




"Not one word of this, Michael..." Persephone could not resist. She swiped a wet finger along Michael’s upper lip, inducing a quiet whimper from him. 




Over the course of the next hour, she practiced bringing Michael in and out of drone state, and then locking and unlocking Michael’s personality. She was giddy with excitement by the time she texted Sophie, sending the pre-agreed coded message to confirm total success. 




For the rest of the evening until she retired, Persephone kept Michael in his core drone state. She relentlessly made him perform oral sex on her in every imaginable way. All evening she commanded him to remember every erotic detail as if he had simply dreamed it: His arousal, his attraction to her, the way she smelled and the way she tasted. His constant sense of helplessness. She further commanded her new drone to force-feed these memories into Michael’s conscious and subconscious mind, making him obsess over them constantly as highly realistic and unforgettable dreams. Once satisfied, she washed off his face and sent him back down the shaft in his cage to the slave holding room until morning. Her final command was to reinstate the outside personality Michael upon waking in the morning, and for his conscious mind to forget about everything that he had experienced that evening with her, while demanding that his subconscious mind remember absolutely everything. 





Chapter XXI













William was seething with anger by the time the taxi finally pulled into the shipping port of Gioia Tauro and came to a stop in front of the field office of Burlington International. This was not the first impression he wanted to make in his first visit as the newly appointed CEO to his father-in-law’s global shipping empire. 




There had been no car service waiting for him when he landed at Reggio Calabria airport, forcing him to endure a ninety minute ride in a taxi, with a driver who reeked of body odor. Enzo the chief foreman was going to hear about this, William concluded, as he stormed up the steps and into the small reception area. 




Am attractive young woman smiled and stood up to greet him. “Bongiorno, Signor William, your party awaits you,”




William ignored the greeting. “Where the devil is Enzo?”




The woman appeared a bit confused. Politely she replied, “Ah yes. He is with your Quality Control Officer. They wait for you aboard the Caspia. This is the container ship with the red colored hull, in berth 7 just over there”




“I bloody well know what the Caspia looks like.” William snapped. Why had the company sent a quality control inspector without telling him? He turned to leave the field office in a hurry. 




“Oh! Signor... this package is for you, from the Quality -“ 




“Give me that!” William ripped the large manila envelope from the woman’s hand. 




“And forgive me Signor, but the Quality Control Officer, she asked that you bring this?” She handed him a large leather satchel with a shoulder strap. 




William took the satchel and stormed out. He walked briskly through the large staging area where rows of containers sat stacked one on top of the other. How dare this quality control Officer make him carry her bag for her. He ripped open the envelope and pulled out a set of glossy photographs. The color drained from his face as he stopped walking. In his hands he held a dozen photographs of himself naked in the woods, performing all manner of lewd acts with several women dressed like Dommes. He gulped as his hands began to shake. Panic swept through him as he quickly shoved the photographs back into the envelope. Sophie was behind this. But why?




William showed his credentials to the security guard at the base of the gangway, then headed up and into the massive ship. He heard laughter and a familiar female voice coming from somewhere down the narrow passage. He entered the crew’s dining room to find Sophie seated at a long table surrounded by a dozen infatuated Italian men, all of whom were hanging on her every word. He recognized Enzo and a number of the other men as the engineering team for the Caspia.




Sophie saw William enter the room, and smiled at him. Then she turned to one of the men and spoke in fluent Italian, causing him to blush and all the rest of them to chuckle and nod heir heads in agreement. She turned back to William and said, “Ah! William! I just said to Lorenzo the cook how his espresso is so delicious that I dream of him bringing this to my bed in the morning, to wake me up.” 




William cleared his throat. “Ah, well yes. I’m sure we have the best coffee-“ 




Sophie cut him off. “I am sure you are the busy man, William. We will get right to work, yes? Let us review your plans for modifications here, and then we’ll tour the ship.” She smiled pleasantly at William.




“Modifications. Modifications?” William stammered quietly. 




Sophie said something else in Italian to her table of new friends, making them all laugh and look at William expectantly. “May I assist?” She extended her hand and waited for William to place the satchel on the table. 




Sophie wasted no time. She opened up the satchel and handed out copies of bound manuals to everyone at the table, completely ignoring William who still stood awkwardly next to her. She walked the men through the manual page by page, speaking rapidly in Italian. Some looked concerned. Some asked questions. But by the end of her short presentation, all heads were nodding. 




William watched Sophie sit back and sip the rest of her espresso with a satisfied purr of approval. A moment later, Sophie and the engineers were following Enzo out of the dining room for a tour of the ship, specifically to review Sophie’s planned modifications. William had little choice but to follow along after them. 




Sophie was clearly in charge of this work detail, and drove the pace of the inspection. She would pause occasionally and relate in English the key aspects of her planned modifications to William, smiling pleasantly the entire time. 




Several hours later, it was clear to William that Sophie expected him to figure out a way to pay for the modifications to the Caspia, and to get the work done immediately. He fought back a wave of nausea as he began to think of a way to explain a multi-million Euro upgrade to the Caspia that included a new helicopter landing pad, a new high-powered telecommunications and networking infrastructure with a powerful WiFi array and long-range satellite data transmitter. And an upgraded espresso machine for Lorenzo the cook. 




William’s head spun as he followed the inspection party back to the field office. He watched Sophie say a few good byes to the men and then climb into the limo that was supposed to be his. Before he could protest Sophie spoke to him, making sure the others were unable to hear her. 




“Such a Good boy you are, William. I have left all of the required purchase orders inside with the receptionist. You are going to go inside and sign every one right now, and make sure these modifications are completed in one month or less.” Sophie’s voice was gentle, and she spoke with a pleasant smile on her beautiful face. 




“And if I do not?” William blurted out belligerently, frustration overwhelming him. He watched Sophie just smile and close the car door without another word. She had him by the balls and she knew it. 




Sophie sighed contentedly as the car headed back to the airport. William had followed her around like a well-trained puppy. And now, she had befriended Lorenzo the cook to be her little spy on board of the ship. Her gift of a new, high-end espresso machine would make him a hero to the crew, ensuring his loyalty and discretion. Using her encrypted phone, she texted Dr. Jonassen to advise that in one month he must have the mobile lab completed and ready for transport. Then she sent a text to Persephone, giving her the green light to execute the slave auction plan with Amy and Michael right away. This would give Persephone the better part of a month to test and try to break Michael’s drone programming before the first mobile programming test occurred on the Caspia. 








Chapter XXII













“Time for the prisoner to wake,” Arianna announced, tapping the bars of Michael’s cage with a riding crop. 




Michael opened his eyes with a groggy yawn. His entire body ached from sleeping in the cramped cage all night. He focused on Arianna, and saw Maya standing next to her. He inhaled their delicious perfumes. “Mistress... I mean, Captain Arianna! How may I please you?” He blushed. Why the hell did he just say that?




Arianna smiled at Michael. “First Officer Maya, this prisoner’s punishment will be considered complete after he finishes three hours of service. I leave it to you to define the tasks.”




“Aye, Captain. I shall make it so.” Maya replied crisply, a wicked grin forming on her perfect lips as she gently took the riding crop from Arianna. 




Michael gulped as he watched Arianna turn and exit the room. He had the odd sense of feeling even more vulnerable when Maya swung open his cage door and commanded him to the floor. He silently obeyed, falling to his hands and knees in front of her. 




“Your service cannot be performed wearing such wrinkled clothing. That would be very disrespectful. Remove your clothes immediately,” Maya calmly ordered, tapping the riding crop in her hand. She smiled more broadly as Michael silently obeyed, and then returned to his hands and knees. 




Maya gazed down at Michael imperiously. “A prompt on your left side means you turn left. A prompt on the right, you turn right. A prompt anywhere along the centerline of your body means proceed forward. A prompt anywhere on your buttocks or the back of your thighs means to stop and remain absolutely motionless. Acknowledge these instructions by kissing the floor at my feet, prisoner.”




Stunned, Michael complied and kissed the floor between Maya’s white heels. He felt a gentle tap of the crop between his shoulder blades as Maya opened the door. He crawled out after her and turned left down the narrow passage as she tapped his left shoulder coming through the doorway. She was training him to respond to these commands like an animal. 




Maya led Michael to a dumbwaiter lift built into the passageway wall. She gently tapped him on the ass with her crop, silently instructing him to stop. “Get in. You will report to Chef Margo. You will obey her instructions to the letter. You will explain that you are a prisoner sentenced to service by Captain Arianna. Disobedience will be severely punished.” 




Michael’s pulse quickened as he folded himself into the dumbwaiter and watched Maya slam the door shut. A second later he was descending. The sound of many voices and clattering pots emanated from below. A minute later, a door opened on the other side of the dumbwaiter. He turned himself around to see a young woman in a white chef’s uniform smiling at him. She turned and bowed slightly to someone else, quietly speaking several words in what might have been Greek. 




A gorgeous blonde Amazon strolled over to the dumbwaiter. She too was dressed like a chef. “What have we here?” 




Michael cleared his throat. In a small voice he replied, “G- good morning. My name is Michael. I am a prisoner sentenced to service by Captain Arianna. I have been instructed by First Officer Maya to obey the instructions of Chef Margo to the letter.”




Chef Margo gazed impassively at Michael. Then she spoke, loud enough for the kitchen staff to hear her. “Did you hear that, ladies? The prisoner feels comfortable speaking before he has been given permission to do so.” 




Just then, a male cook across the room jumped up from his cutting board and raced to an oven. He opened the door and a plume of smoke billowed out. A female sous-chef immediately berated him for his inattention. 




Chef Margo observed the scene across the kitchen, then calmly spoke to Michael. “It appears we have a learning moment to share with you. Pay close attention, prisoner Michael. You are now in my kitchen.”




Michael felt his heart pound watching the next few minutes unfold in front of him. Chef Margo calmly issued some instructions to the female chefs, each of whom seemed to be responsible for several male cooks. In a flurry of activity, all of the women in the room sprung into action. Carts of dishes directly in front of the dumbwaiter where Michael remained were wheeled out of the way. The stainless steel work surface beyond them was cleared and wiped down. Two other women quickly gathered two coffee cups with saucers, placing them on the cleared work surface. 




Michael gasped as Chef Margo casually unbuttoned and removed her white jacket and chef hat, handing the items to a waiting sous-chef, who in turn handed her a coiled bullwhip. Chef Margo wore just a cropped white tank-style exercise top that clung to her large breasts snugly. Her athletic body rippled with well-developed muscles everywhere. He watched her slowly roll out her shoulder muscles and flex her arms slightly as she casually unfurled the whip, letting it fall to the floor. The inattentive young male cook was marched over to stand in front of the dumbwaiter looking at Michael. The women unbuttoned the man’s shirt and removed it. Michael could see that the man was shaking with fear as the women gently coaxed his arms up and out to his sides, hands turned palms down. They placed the empty coffee cups and saucers on the backs of his hands and then stepped away. 




Chef Margo strolled up behind the trembling man and brushed her fingers along his shoulder. Then she spoke calmly to Michael. “Manuel here is one of my best cooks. I hold him in high regard for his creativity and skill. But today, he seems to have forgotten the importance of following directions. As a result, he has ruined an entire tray of muffins. He is going to receive a minor punishment to help him remember his instructions going forward. Fill the cups please, ladies.” 




Chef Margo stepped several paces away. With a graceful flick of her wrist, the bullwhip snaked across the floor behind her. “Just three strokes, Manuel... if you take them well of course.” Without further warning she slowly drew the whip forward, lifted and arced it back behind her again, and then in a fiercely savage movement of her arm and entire torso, sent the whip whistling through the air at Manuel’s back, expertly flicking her wrist so that the multi-tailed end of the whip bit into his right shoulder with a shockingly loud snap. 




Manuel cried out in pain, somehow managing to avoid spilling any coffee from the cups. 




The color drained from Michael’s face. He had never seen anything so brutal before. 




“Well done, Manuel. Your focus is improving already. Take a few moments to savor my gift, before you receive the next one...” Chef Margo took a step closer and lightly drew the whip along the floor toward Manuel, expertly drawing it gently upward between his spread legs so it whipped upward. The tails of the whip lightly slapped against his right nipple, making him jump slightly.




Again without warning, she took a step back, reset the whip behind her and then delivered another savagely hard stroke, this one to Manuel’s left shoulder. 




Manuel screamed again, but managed not to spill coffee. He was shaking uncontrollably now. 




“Do you appreciate my gifts Manuel? Do you consider them valuable to your growth and development?” Chef Margo inquired gently, again resetting the whip behind her on the floor and moving directly into her wind-up for the third stroke while Manuel was trying to form a response.




Michael watched in horror as Manuel began to blubber some kind of breathless confirmation of his appreciation, just as Chef Margo let loose with the hardest blow yet, expertly placed on Manuel’s lower back on the right side. The whip tails bit in so hard that the sound was distinctly different than the first two. He watched Manuel contort in pain from the unexpected strike. Coffee flew out of both cups, spilling everywhere. The cup and saucer on his right hand slipped off, shattering on the floor. 




Michael looked up to see Chef Margo smiling wickedly for a moment before turning stern. It was terrifying to see her gaze turn to him and not Manuel. 




“Prisoner Michael, clean the floor so that Manuel’s lesson may continue.” Chef Margo calmly ordered as she picked up the cup and saucer from Manuel’s left hand and sipped the coffee impassively. 




Michael jumped out of the dumbwaiter, grabbed a towel and cleaned up the mess on the floor as fast as he could. 




“Has my prisoner had coffee yet this morning?” Chef Margo took another sip. 




“Um, no Chef Margo,” Michael whispered, still kneeling on the floor. He watched Chef Margo stroll over to him and gently coax his head back and his mouth open with her finger. Then he remained motionless as she bent down and spit her mouthful of coffee into his, following it with several spits of drool before closing his mouth. 




“There. Now you have. And I must say, I am very much looking forward to seeing you again, prisoner Michael. Now Manuel, remove your pants and stand as you were. Prisoner Michael, get back in the dumbwaiter.” Chef Margo calmly coiled her whip into her hand and strolled to Manuel, stroking his cheek without a word as he raised his arms back up. 




Michael again watched helplessly as Chef Margo delivered ten more merciless blows to Manuel’s back, ass and thighs in rapid succession. She was breathing hard by the end of it, and Manuel was blubbering uncontrollably. 




“Get dressed and get back to work, Manuel. After you thank me for each one of my gifts.” Chef Margo hissed.




Manuel instantly dropped to his hands and knees and kissed Chef Margo’s right foot thirteen times. Then he silently stood and put his clothes back on, head bowed and still sobbing.




“Okay ladies, our guest Amy requested coffee and breakfast. Include Yanni’s favorites as well. I want this prisoner holding her breakfast tray within the next four minutes.” Chef Margo shifted back into chef mode with frightening ease.




A few minutes later, Michael emerged from the dumbwaiter one deck level up, carrying a large breakfast tray. Maya was waiting for him with a frilly apron and a wicked smile. She made him stand as she put the apron on him. Then she produced a tube of glossy lipstick, lifted his chin, and carefully applied it, laughing heartily at his deepening humiliation. “There... don’t you look adorable for your wife and her new lover. But I will give you some advice now: Do not ever let Chef Margo see you wearing something like this, unless you really... truly... crave the experience of being stretched and pegged without mercy. She has a real thing for humiliating boys like you. She takes delight in their suffering.”




Still laughing, Maya tapped Michael’s spine with the crop and strolled down the narrow passageway to Amy’s stateroom. She tapped Michael on the ass as she knocked on the door.




Amy opened the door wearing nothing but Yanni’s crew shirt. Her hair was all tussled and she had not bothered to button his shirt. She just held it closed. “Oh hi Maya! How are you?”




“Good morning Amy. I have brought you coffee and some breakfast. May I have my maid serve you both?” Maya smiled, stepping back so Amy could see Michael. 




Amy looked at Michael, naked except for the frilly little apron, holding a large tray. After a moment of hesitation and shock, she giggled and turned back to Maya. “Such a nice shade of lipstick, baby! Well, Maya, it’s fine with me, but... Yanni and I are, um... in the middle of something. So your maid might just have to sit and watch us for a while. Would that be a problem?”




Maya laughed. “I do not see any issue at all. Keep the maid for as long as you like.” 








Chapter XXIII













Michael entered Amy’s stateroom and watched her close and lock the door. “Hey you! You look gorgeous. Where’s Yanni?” He noticed the armless desk chair positioned at the foot of the bed, facing it. Then he noticed the neatly coiled ropes laid out on the floor on either side of it. 




“Bathroom. Put the tray down over there and have a seat, baby. We’ve been waiting for you.” Amy gave Michael a big hug and kissed him.




Amy sat on the end of the bed and watched Michael sit down in the chair right in front of her. She felt butterflies in her stomach thinking about all of the depraved things that she and Yanni had talked about. How he had relentlessly prompted her to share more and more of her darkest, most erotic fantasies. Taking a deep breath, she stood up and straddled Michael’s legs, sitting down facing him. She brought her arms around his neck and kissed him again. “That was your last kiss for a while, Michael. The rest are all for Yanni. I am leaving it up to him when you get to kiss me again. In fact, I am leaving it up to him when you get to touch me again, baby.”




As if on cue, Yanni came out of the bathroom wearing a towel. He said nothing, but immediately picked up a length of rope and moved behind Michael’s chair. 




Michael was noting the way Amy was smiling up at Yanni when he felt Yanni grasp his upper arms and move them behind the chair. It took just a few seconds for Yanni to tighten a few turns of rope around his elbows and draw them tightly together until they touched. In a few more seconds, Yanni had his wrists bound tightly together and was securing them to the back of the chair. He chuckled nervously and asked, “Hey, do these really need to be so tight, Yanni?”




Amy giggled and looked up at Yanni. “Now?”




“Yes.” Yanni growled lustfully. 




Amy smiled happily and stood up. She turned around and straddled Michael’s legs again, swaying her ass back and forth in his face. “Do you miss this yet baby?” She sat down on Michael again, this time pushing his knees far apart. At the same time, she hooked her heels underneath Michael’s shins, lifting them up off the ground with a quiet grunt of effort.




“Your lap dancing skills are improving... Hey! What are you doing?!” Michael felt two rope nooses close tightly around his ankles. His ankles and legs spread further apart as Yanni tugged hard on the ropes and secured then to the back legs of the chair. 




Amy sighed a very sexy, breathy sigh, her back still facing both men. “Yanni, I told you he would not even put up a fight to save me from you. I guess he just doesn’t want this body as much as you do...” She shrugged Yanni’s shirt off her shoulders one at a time, held it out to the side, and dropped it on the floor. 




“Amy, hold on. Just slow down... Oww! Dammit Yanni, take it easy!” Michael felt more ropes being quickly wrapped around his chest and stomach. Yanni was pulling them so tight they cut into his flesh. He watched Amy swaying side to side on his lap, holding her hair up to expose her neck for a moment. She did not realize what Yanni was doing to him, he was going so fast. 




Amy put her hands on the edge of the chair, arching her back as she slowly stood up. She swayed and bucked her hips slowly, cooing, “Yanni, my husband doesn’t want my body enough to fight for it...” She turned around and sat down hard on Michael’s lap facing him. 




Amy brought her hands behind Michael’s head and said, “So now, I want you to ask Yanni to have sex with me, right in front of you.”




Yanni then spoke. “That is not enough. I want to take you. I want to use you for my pleasure and make you submit to me completely. I want to own youwhile he watches. Unable to do a thing to stop me. Tell me you want this, Amy.”




Amy’s face flushed with intense arousal. She gasped quietly, then whispered, “Yes, I want this”.




“Amy, hold on. Think about this. Are you sure? Look at me! I really truly cannot get out of these ropes, Amy. At least please agree on a safeword!” Michael pulled and tugged but could move nothing. 




Amy brought her gaze down from Yanni’s face to Michael’s and stared at him for a long time. Then she spoke, lust evident in her voice. “It’s just like my little bitch of a husband to get scared, just when I am getting into this. Master Yanni... I apologize for his little bitch behavior and I accept... any... punishment you deem necessary to correct me.” She smiled up at Yanni, taking something from him. 




“Amy, please think about this. There’s a lot that goes on here that- mmmphh!” Michael could not finish his sentence as Amy shoved a large ball gag into his mouth. 




Amy giggled, her fingertips touching the black rubber gag. That looks so hot on you, baby!” She was a little surprised when Yanni roughly grabbed the straps out of her hands, buckled it tightly around Michael’s head and locked it in place. She noticed a large bulge growing underneath Yanni’s towel.




Amy tossed her hair back, tracing her fingers along the ropes that bound Michael to the chair. “I’ve never seen you tied up like this baby. I have to confess, it’s really turning me on to see you this way. Much more than I expected. You can’t do anything except sit... and watch... and listen...” She took Yanni’s hand and led him to her side, pulling him down for a long wet kiss. 




Michael had to endure the sight of Yanni’s hands moving all over his wife’s body, kneading her breasts and pinching her nipples hard, right in front of him. Amy’s whimpers of pleasure cut right through him as they turned into soft moans. He watched Yanni’s hand slide down her belly and caress her dripping wet pussy. He listened to Amy moan loudly into Yanni’s mouth when he shoved two fingers deep inside her possessively. In mere moments Amy was writhing and moaning from Yanni’s skilled fingers, while she sat in his lap. 




“Do you like seeing another man’s hands all over me, baby? Huh?” Amy whispered in a husky voice, her hand grabbing Yanni’s towel. 




Michael was nodding yes as Amy pulled the towel from Yanni’s waist. His eyes widened. Yanni’s thick cock sprung upward like an angry club as it hardened. 




Amy wrapped her hand around the base of Yanni’s cock, pulling it closer so that the head was between Michael and her. She gazed into Michael’s eyes and kissed it a few times, then flicked her tongue along the underside. “And how about this? Is this turning you on? Yanni says I am a cock tease. He keeps telling me that he is going to really teach me a lesson for being such a naughty girl. Are you gonna let him talk to me like that?” She turned her head and flicked her wet tongue all over the thick head of Yanni’s massive cock, causing him to growl with lust.




Michael watched Amy struggle to fit the large cock head into her mouth, noticing how Yanni’s cock was turning purple. The veins began to bulge, making it look almost inhuman. Amy seemed not to notice. He then watched Yanni pull his glistening cock out of Amy’s mouth and slap her smiling face with it several times before stepping behind the chair. He heard chains rattling and clinking. 




Amy brought her arms around Michael’s neck, smiling up at Yanni behind him. “Baby, I told Yanni that I really liked the idea of being restrained, but I haven’t really done much stuff like that. We had a lot of interesting conversations about that last night. In fact, Yanni let me know that you actually carried all of his toys onboard for him last night, including these. So thoughtful of you baby.” 




Michael’s eyes widened as Amy brought her wrists in front of him and held them up. Yanni had buckled Amy’s wrists into heavy wide leather cuffs. They were attached to each other by a few chain links, and had another long chain locked to the middle link. 




“I had to talk Yanni into letting me wear these, baby. He kept complaining that we only had a few hours to play this morning before we need to leave for Berlin. He wants me in bondage much... much... longer. I told him he could have me as long as he wants next time. Wasn’t that thoughtful - whoahhh!!”




Michael watched helplessly as Yanni picked Amy up like a doll and tossed her naked onto the bed. A motorized steel cable silently emerged from a small opening in the ceiling over the middle of the bed, and extended downward over Amy’s head. Amy had no clue. She was laughing and working her way onto her hands and knees while Yanni shackled the end of her long chain to the steel cable. The cable silently retracted upward into the ceiling again, lifting the chain with it. The sound of heavy chain links sliding into the hole in the ceiling drew Amy’s attention upward. 




“Mmmmphhh!” Michael tried to alert Amy to what Yanni was doing, but she just seemed fascinated by the long chain retracting into the ceiling. He watched Amy’s smile change into something closer to concern as the chain retracted until her wrists were lifted off the bedcovers just a few inches. He watched his beautiful, naked wife tug uselessly on the chain as she realized that she was now Yanni’s captive prisoner. And he could do nothing to help her. They had both given Yanni complete control. 




“Excuse me young man, we did not discuss the use of ceiling chains - hey!” Amy knelt on the bed with her back to Yanni, flicking her hair. She gasped quietly as Yanni grasped one of her ankles and slowly pulled her to the side of the bed where he stood. She giggled, playfully struggling and attempting to get away from him. She glanced at his rigid cock, dark purple and so rock-hard it barely swayed back and forth. Veins bulged all over as if it were ready to explode. She had never seen a cock do that before. And he was huge. She wanted it inside her but wasn’t sure she could handle it. She cried out softly as Yanni grabbed her other ankle and pulled her backwards until her knees slipped off the bed, forcing her to drop onto her belly. Immediately she found herself hanging by her wrists as she attempted to get a knee back up on the bed. She felt Yanni’s thighs behind her roughly spreading her own thighs wide as he held her ankles.




Michael watched in disbelief as Amy thrashed around wildly. He hated Yanni’s occasional smug smile as he let Amy get one or both knees up on the bed before he pulled her back. He was scaring her and arousing her at the same time, and it was working. Amy was loving it and was soon sounding breathless. 




Yanni’s hands took liberties in touching and caressing Amy’s body as she writhed around. Her helplessness was quickly becoming a powerful aphrodisiac for her and she had no way to hide her growing arousal from Yanni. She felt his powerful grip holding her ankle while his other hand slowly slid up along her inner thigh. She moaned loudly when Yanni slid two fingers deep inside her and began working them around. She was breathing hard, feeling a delicious orgasm building when his fingers withdrew. A moment later she felt the head of Yanni’s cock pressing against her wet pussy. She moaned and pushed back on it, only to feel him move back with her. 




“Come on! No! Don’t tease me Yanni... I need it inside me right now!” Amy’s voice was a husky whisper as she pushed back as far as the chain would allow her. But Yanni just slowly brushed the head of his massive cock up and down her wet slit, occasionally tapping her swollen clit with it. 




“Mmmphhh Nmmphh!” Michael realized that he was pulling on his rope bindings with all his might. He had seen enough. This was an incredible turn on but it had to stop. He watched helplessly as Yanni artfully coaxed Amy’s submissive needs to the surface. He was making her surrender. She no longer fought back when Yanni placed both of her knees on the bed far apart, making her hang off the side of the bed by her wrists and stick her ass out, the chain at a 45 degree angle. He pushed down on her until her back arched to the degree that Yanni found pleasing, and Amy obediently held this position. Michael knew Amy wanted this when Yanni gently gathered all of her hair up into a ponytail, then yanked her head back sharply. Amy just moaned. 




“Tell your husband what you need, Amy. Tell him you need a real man inside you.” Yanni’s voice was calm and authoritative. He yanked Amy’s hair so that she had to look at Michael. 




“Oh god yes... I need a real man inside me! Ohhh!” Amy felt the thick head of Yanni’s cock press slowly between her pussy lips, stretching her like never before. 




“Now tell him how this feels. Do I feel like him?” Yanni withdrew and then reinserted just the head of his cock. 




“Ohhh! This feels amazing! Yanni is huge... he is stretching me wide open! I have never felt anything like this before, Michael!” Amy gasped quietly, looking directly into Michael’s eyes. 




Michael felt waves of conflicting feelings wash over him. Intense arousal. Deep humiliation. Sexual inadequacy. Nausea. Fear. Complete helplessness. All he could do was just nod his head up and down, knowing that Amy would take it as his acknowledgement and support. 




“Yanni wants to become my personal slave, Michael. And he is making it very difficult for me to say no... Mmmnnnhh... but I don’t know if I can handle him... As you can see, he wants to be in control. And I told him soooo much last night about how I love to be teased... and denied... and edged... Yanni says he specializes in pleasure torture. And after experiencing his edging skills for a few hours last night, I tend to believe him. Think I should be worried baby?” Amy sighed with pleasure as Yanni made several tiny thrusting motions in response to her words, never giving Amy any more than the head of his cock. 




Michael shook his head vigorously up and down. Of course she should be worried! “Mmmphhh!!”




“Slave Yanni will give me what you cannot, baby. But I will not agree to taking him as my personal slave unless you agree to it too. So? Do you want me to have a personal sex slave?” Amy felt Yanni’s fingers slide along her pussy and very, very slowly begin to lightly stroke and move her clit from side to side. The sensations were exquisitely, powerfully pleasurable. She closed her eyes to savor them fully, and got lost in the intensifying pleasure. She quickly felt an orgasm building as Yanni slowly and relentlessly stimulated her with his fingers and the head of his cock. She completely missed Michael shaking his head ‘No’. She heard his distant muffled moans, and somewhere deep down she suddenly realized how insightful Persephone’s advice had been. She forced any thought of Michael from her mind, and let herself plunge deeply into the pleasures that Yanni was bringing to her. A wild rush of sexual arousal enveloped her as she imagined herself as Yanni’s bound plaything.




Michael looked on with stunned fascination as Amy quickly became a wild sexual animal. She bucked and swiveled her hips, desperate for more stimulation than Yanni was giving her. He watched Yanni bring her right to the edge of orgasm and stop, leaving her to growl and snarl at him in pure sexual frustration. He had never seen Amy so sexually aroused before. Not even with Derek. 




“Yanni! Please let me cum now! I - I cannot take any more of this... just take me hard... please...”Amy slumped down on the bed, lowering her shoulders to the bedcovers in total submission. 




“First I must be your slave. Then we see what comes next. But your husband appears to say no to this.” Yanni said calmly, his fingertips lightly stroking Amy’s pussy lips. 




“My husband no longer has a say in what I do. I will tell him when he can have an opinion about something. So if I want to keep you as my personal slave, then that is what I will do. You know Persephone already gave me her blessing. And I might just take her advice on ordering you to take full control of me in the bedroom.... Ohhhhhhh,” Amy gasped in unexpectedly intense pleasure, as Yanni seemed to reward her for her response. This could become a very enjoyable game with Yanni...




Michael processed Amy’s words. He saw Yanni grasp Amy’s left ass cheek firmly as his right hand held his cock, beginning to tap the head of it lightly and repeatedly on Amy’s engorged clitoris. He could tell that Amy was nearing an orgasm, the way she sort of froze to fully concentrate on the sensations. But then Yanni just stopped and walked away.




Amy dropped her head between her arms and screamed into the bedcovers in real frustration. She watched Yanni untie one of Michael’s hands before rejoining her on the bed. She was touched by Yanni’s gentleness as he unbuckled both of her wrists and massaged them. “So, you’re gonna leave me like this?”




“I am. I suggest you and Michael discuss my enslavement. Let him try to talk you out of taking me as your slave.” Yanni said calmly, fixing Amy’s hair back in place. 




“But, I just told you that Michael does not get a vote on this one. It’s totally my call and-“ Amy stopped when Yanni leaned in to kiss her softly before bringing his lips to her ear.




“The next time you let me restrain you, I want you thinking about how he pleaded with you not to give me such control over you. And until that moment, I want you thinking about all the deliciously wicked things I am going to make you endure for my pleasure and amusement, and how you will have absolutely no means to stop me.” Yanni stood up and began to get dressed. 




Amy’s face flushed hotly with arousal. She almost orgasmed as she processed what Yanni had just said to her. What a wicked, wicked sexy tease! He knew just how to get into her head, this one. 




Yanni turned to Michael and smirked. “You shouldn’t let her take me as her slave, my friend. You should know that I follow orders. To the letter. It would just be too easy for your wife let something slip out of those perfect lips of hers in a moment of arousal... something that I will absolutely take as a command which cannot be taken back. Do you understand what I am saying, Michael? It is very easy for the sex slave to become the Master, and the Mistress to become the sex slave.” He smiled, clapped Michael on the back and gave Amy another long kiss before moving to the door. 




“We will need to leave in one hour for you to make your flight to Berlin. I will be taking you to the airport here.” Yanni smiled and left. 




Amy sighed and watched Michael finish untying himself. Her entire body still buzzed with intense sexual energy. She took a deep breath and let it out. “So, what do you think?” 




“I think he enjoyed that way too much.” Michael said immediately.




“So did I, baby. That was an amazing sexual experience for me. Yanni is... I don’t know... clairvoyant or something. He seems to understand my need for submission way better than I do. It’s such a rush just letting him take control of me.” Amy flushed deeper, recalling the night before. 




“I can certainly relate to that. But I think you could get in over your head with him before you even realize it. I’m just worried, that’s all.” Michael offered. 




“You are so sweet, baby.” Amy gave Michael a long hug, then added, “I think I will ask Persephone if you can keep that little apron. It’s adorable! Now how about you and I get some breakfast and get ready to leave?”








Chapter XXIV













An hour later Amy and Michael were back in their hotel room. Michael stepped into the shower when Amy called to him that it was free. He was really struggling to focus on what Amy was saying. His mind was totally preoccupied with Persephone. Her stunning beauty. Her perfume. He even imagined what her sex and her ass would smell like. He admonished himself for fantasizing about Persephone right in front of Amy, who was at the bathroom mirror chattering away about Emma and Berlin. But the more he tried to force thoughts of Persephone out of his mind the more vivid the fantasies became. Persephone became Mistress Persephone. He was naked and kneeling. He could practically feel her riding crop gently lift his chin. Her soft seductive voice filled his mind: “Weak little slave... did I give you permission to think about your wife today?”




“N-no, you did not...” Michael murmured in the shower, his voice echoing. 




“That was random. No I did not what?” Amy inquired, applying some eyeliner.




“Huh? Oh you did not take my towel. Thought you did. Sorry.” Michael replied apologetically, relieved that Amy moved on. 




“So anyway, I was thinking we could try something while we are in Berlin. Like a little game. Persephone actually gave me the idea...”




“Okay, what?” Michael poured shampoo, closed his eyes and began lathering up his hair. Mistress Persephone was right there waiting for him. “Obedient slaves think only of their Mistress and no... other... female... ever... You are Mine, weak... insignificant... slave... you will learn to worship My scent and not hers...” Michael could not stop the fantasy playing on his head. It was too powerful. He felt his face being pushed deep between Persephone’s ass cheeks. He inhaled deeply and smelled Her divine earthy essence. 




“Yesss!” Michael blurted out. 




“Okay cool! This will be fun,” Amy smiled, packing up her makeup. 




“Wait, what? I couldn’t hear you with the shower running!” Michael explained, holding his breath as he shut the water off and grabbed his towel. He had not heard a word of what Amy was saying about a game. 




“Moron. Okay. So while we are in Berlin, I am going to avoid making eye contact with you. I am going to practice ignoring you. I win the game by not looking at you the entire trip. You win the game by never speaking to me the entire trip unless I ask you a question. Persephone thinks that you need to learn your place.” Amy smiled and blew Michael a kiss on the way out of the bathroom. 




Mistress Persephone was already assuming control. Mistress Persephone had Amy doing her bidding... Michael shook his head to clear it. “So, what does the winner win then?”




Amy burst into the bathroom laughing. “Ah, that’s the fun part. No matter who wins and who loses, I may or may not decide to put you up for sale at a real slave auction. So you better be on your best behavior, buddy!” She giggled and poked him in the chest on the way out. 




Michael gulped, absorbing Amy’s words. The rest of the time at the hotel and the ride to the airport provided by Yanni were a total blur. Michael’s thoughts were consumed with very erotic fantasies all centered around Mistress Persephone. Amy and Jenny chatted with Yanni the entire time, but he wasn’t following the conversation at all. They pulled up alongside Emma’s private jet, and Yanni shook his hand and held it. 




“You waited too long to protest my attraction to your wife, Michael. You have only yourself to blame now. Have a safe flight. See you both very soon.” Yanni smiled slyly, then gave Amy a long hug and kiss. 





Chapter XXV













Jenny entered the small washroom on the jet and blew out a deep breath. She re-read the text from Sophie’s secret phone number demanding Amy’s itinerary for the next few weeks after Berlin, with specific details identifying who would be with her. With a sigh, she laid it all out for Sophie in detail, and hit send. Then she sent a quick note to Emma, advising they were taking off shortly and would be in Berlin by nightfall. 




By the time they landed at Brandenburg Airport, Jenny had a reply from Sophie. The slave auction would occur in Amsterdam, Amy’s second stop after a week in Florence. Plans were being finalized at a secret nightclub there. Importantly, Derek would not be there with Amy, Michael and Jenny. Jenny was to get Amy and Michael ready for the auction and prepare a plausible cover story for Michael’s long term absence. 




Amy and Michael checked into their lavish hotel room to find a note and bouquet of flowers from Emma.




‘Welcome to the Society!

- Emma’




Exhausted, the three friends had a light dinner together in the hotel restaurant. Amy and Michael retired early, but Jenny went back to her room and got to work. 




The next morning, Amy and Michael made their way into the large auditorium at the hotel, finding a reserved seat right up front. 




Emma’s speech was brilliant, covering both the Society’s accomplishments of the past quarter as well as future goals. On that note, she announced Amy’s new position as Global Art Director, and introduced her to a round of thunderous applause. 




Emma came over to them after the town hall and they exchanged hugs. “So happy that you joined us, Amy. You will do wonderful things I am sure. I understand you are off to Florence tomorrow, then to Amsterdam and then Geneva?”




“Yes, Emma that’s exactly right. I am leaving things open after that, since I may need more time somewhere to find the right gallery space.” Amy explained. 




“Of course. This makes perfect sense. I wish you all well, as I am heading to South America for several weeks. Derek is meeting me in São Paulo after he escorts you to Florence. He knows the Florence art world very welland will be very helpful to your networking.” Emma touched Amy’s arm and said good-bye to all of them, then went off to chat with other attendees in the auditorium. 





Chapter XXVI













In the evening following Emma’s quarterly address, Amy, Michael and Jenny arrived at the Society Gala dinner. Michael grabbed champagne for the girls, then one for himself as Jenny took Amy and worked the room. After a few introductions, Michael just found a seat at the bar. 




Amy felt a tap on her shoulder. Turning around, she found Derek smiling at her. “Well hello, handsome!” She gave him a big hug and kiss. 




“I hope you enjoyed Tuscany and Croatia. They are both beautiful this time of year.” Derek said, holding Amy’s hand. 




Amy beamed. Her naughty mind was running Derek versus Yanni scenarios. She got a slight rush wondering if she could manage to edge herself until she saw Yanni again. Probably not with Derek around. “It was so great. We had a great time. Didn’t we, Michael?” Amy remembered not to look at Michael. This was fun. 




“Ah, he’s not here with you. But I see him at the bar.” Derek offered. 




“Oops. Sorry Michael. Sort of. Not really. See I am playing a game with him. I am not going to look at him. Why would I, when I have a world full of hot men to look at?” She laughed and gave Derek another kiss.




Derek joined them for dinner, and kept everyone entertained with his endless stories of the art world. 




Michael was bored out of his mind. Derek proposed some dancing at a club nearby, just as Michael stood to find the men’s room. He pretended he did not hear Derek and strolled away. As he cut through the bar area, a very pretty waitress came up to him and smiled. 




“You look so tired. You should really go to your room early.” The waitress smiled and walked away. 




“What?” Puzzled, Michael found the men’s room. On his way out, a different woman was waiting for him. 




“You look so tired Michael. You should really go to your room early.”




“What? I -I don’t -“ He watched the woman pull a phone out of her handbag and shove it into his front pocket. 




“Answer this when it rings, Michael. And tell no-one.” She said in a friendly tone before smiling and strolling away. 




Confused but intrigued, Michael made his way back to the table. 




“Hey baby, there you are! Oops I almost looked at you! Hey we are going dancing with Derek. Want to come?” Amy asked happily.




“Um... no thanks. I think I’ll turn in early tonight. I’m so tired. Have fun though.” Michael hugged and kissed Amy, then headed up to their room. 




Michael flopped onto the bed, puzzling over the weirdness that just occurred downstairs. He pulled out the phone and opened it. No contacts, no call history. Nothing. 




Michael jumped when the cell phone rang a short while later. He grabbed it, pulse quickening. “Hello?”




“Hello Michael,” The female voice was soft, silky seduction. And very familiar. 




“Queen Sophie!” Michael’s heart skipped a beat. Every sexual memory, every submissive impulse that he ever felt for Sophie came crashing back into his memory. He felt himself plummeting deeply into subspace as if Sophie had casually flicked him off a cliff with a single lacquered fingernail. And there was nothing at all to grab onto.




“Have you been thinking of me?” Sophie inquired gently. 




“I- I cannot stop thinking about you Queen Sophie. I am sorry... it’s like I am obsessed with you or something.” Michael gushed. 




“This is the necessary and correct behavior, Michael. There is no need to apologize for that.” Sophie replied in a comforting tone. 




“Oh... um okay. It’s just that a lot of the things I think about are kind of-“




“I am very worried about you, Michael. This is why I am making the call this evening.” Sophie cut Michael off.




“You are?” 




“Mmhmm... very worried. And the more worried I become, Michael, the stronger my resolve to make sure you get exactly what you need to be happy,” Sophie’s tone was seductive. 




“Oh don’t worry about me. We are planning to go all over Europe for-“




“How do you enjoy my chastity belt, Michael? Is it keeping you focused on the sexual tension? Are you feeling the tightness right now? Hmm? Tell your Queen how much you love being locked in Her chastity belt... how easy it becomes to dedicate the ache to Me... and only to Me,” Sophie purred, fully aware of the effect her words would have on Michael.




“I love it Queen Sophie! I love aching for you! It’s making me feel... I don’t know... it’s a constant reminder even when I am with the spouse... I cannot escape the feelings you are making me feel... it’s like you are growing stronger and stronger, and I am growing weaker and weaker the longer you deny me an orgasm. And... that just makes me more aroused,” Michael confessed breathlessly.




Sophie smiled broadly. Michael’s mind had absorbed her drone programming very well. He had fully accepted her absolute authority by addressing her as Queen Sophie. He had fully accepted the complete demotion of Amy, referring to his own wife as ‘the spouse’ without even realizing it. Now, any resistance, either to her supreme authority or to Amy’s irrelevance, would trigger increasingly powerful feelings of submission and devotion to his Queen. 




“Michael,” Sophie cooed. 




“Yes Queen Sophie?” Michael gushed. 




“Where is the spouse?” Sophie softly inquired, already aware of the answer. 




“Oh, she is with Derek. He is taking her and Jenny to a dance club. I- I did not want to go,” Michael replied, feeling a rush of sexual arousal as he realized he could be alone here with Queen Sophie for hours.




“How nice. I am sure she will enjoy Derek’s company. In her absence, what did she leave you to do for her, Michael?” Sophie inquired innocently.




“What? Um, nothing... she just wanted to go dancing, and I didn’t want to get in the-“ 




“This is the very unhealthy situation for you, Michael. You need the controlled environment. You need tasks to give you purpose. The spouse does nothing about this for you. She is selfish and toxic. I will not tolerate such abuse to you. I care deeply to your well-being, Michael. I know what you need.” Sophie allowed a tone of nurturing and resolve into her soft seductive voice. She knew his weakened mind would try to fight acceptance of these thoughts. And she knew he would fail.




“Well... I wouldn’t say it just like that, Queen Sophie... I mean I see your point but... she’s maybe a little self absorbed these days but...” Michael’s voice trailed off as he thought of how many times the spouse seemed content to let him do whatever he wanted, without any semblance of authority. And why was it suddenly so difficult to remember her name?




Sophie smiled wickedly, knowing her words were hitting the mark precisely. Her little game of mental judo with Michael was beginning to arouse her. Every word she spoke was just one more judo flip to the mat for Michael. Every thought she entered into his mind made him land harder and harder. And she was just warming up.




“The spouse is nothing but a submissive pretending to be a dominant. She mocks your needs... every second of every day,” Sophie observed innocently, her fingers touching her clit softly.




Michael’s brain felt like it was on overload. He thought of the spouse trying to appear dominant on Emma’s patio. He thought of the spouse with Yanni, practically begging him to dominate her. Queen Sophie was right. Queen Sophie was always right. “What do I do?” He whispered.




“Let me help you, Michael. I feel your struggling needs. You want to exist in submission so much. You must not hold the spouse to blame for not understanding what you need... it is likely she never will. But you understand that I know what you need... don’t you.” Sophie offered gently. 




“Y-Yes, Queen Sophie... I want to tell you everything...” Michael felt a sudden urgency to open up to Sophie. 




“Of course you do, my sweet boy. You need to tell me things so that I am helping you. There will be time for this. But you must do things for me first. Things to help you.” Sophie cooed. 




“Yes Queen Sophie! Anything for you! Please tell me!” Michael gushed. 




“Lock the door, Michael. “




Michael sprinted to the door, and threw the inside deadbolt. “Okay! Done!”




“Now... crawl on your hands and knees into the bathroom. Close the door and remove your clothing. When you complete this task, you will say, ‘I serve and obey Queen Sophie.’ “




Michael obeyed, his heart pounding. “I-I serve and obey Queen Sophie!” His voice echoed in the tiled bathroom. 




“Mmm, yes... yes you do, Michael. And this brings you such joy. Obey your Queen. Promise never to use the name of the spouse again, Michael. You will only speak my name, and the names of those Women that I deem worthy. From now on, the spouse... is just the spouse. This will help you focus on your true submissive nature, every time you choose to forget her name for me.” Sophie’s voice remained gentle and nurturing. 




Michael froze. Could he actually do such a thing? His mind raced wildly to form an objection but kept coming back to the vivid image of pressing his lips to Sophie’s foot. “I promise! I promise Queen Sophie!” He blurted out. What was he saying?




Sophie slipped several fingers inside her damp panties and stroked herself slowly, imagining Michael’s helpless body flipping over backwards as she threw him forcefully down onto her judo mat, hard enough to knock the wind out of his lungs. Perfect time to press a heel down on his throat. 




“Never... never... displease your Queen, Michael. Doing so will cause you pain... lasting pain... until you return to your natural state of obedience.” Sophie gently warned. 




Michael gulped. He never wanted to displease Queen Sophie. He never wanted to feel the pain of disobedience. Just the thought of displeasing Queen Sophie suddenly terrified him. “Never!” 




“I had a long conversation with a dear... very close friend to me... about you. I trust her completely, Michael. I value her advice so very much. She agrees that you need to be placed in a very strictly controlled environment, and remain there, under appropriate Dominant Female governance. And she views the spouse as I do: An unwelcome distraction to your ultimate purpose. She wants to... help... you, Michael, in the worst way.” Sophie smiled, just thinking about all of the wicked things Persephone and her minions were going to do to Michael.




Michael blinked. Did he see the spouse as an unwelcome distraction? No. Maybe sometimes. “Help me? H- How does your friend want to help me?”




“I wish to let my friend to decide how She can help you. She is like me... She will not stop until she gets exactly what she wants. And she is going to help you whether the spouse wants it or not. I find this very... very... pleasing. Don’t you, Michael?” Sophie cooed softly.




“Um... yes of course,” Michael replied, not at all clear what he was agreeing to. But receiving help from Queen Sophie’s friend pleased her, so it must be good. Right?




“True Dominants know when a submissive is not being cared for properly. You feel this too, Michael. Help is coming, my sweet pet. Say nothing of this. You will follow instructions from Jennifer.” Sophie calmly instructed. 




Michael blinked. Was Jenny the dear friend Sophie mentioned? 




“Get dressed, Michael. Answer the door and do as you are told.” Sophie purred, before hanging up. 




Michael stared at the phone, his heart pounding. What just happened? He quickly began to get dressed. He had his pants on when he heard a soft knock on the door. 




Michael opened the door to see the pretty barmaid from downstairs smiling at him. 




“Housekeeping...” She cooed playfully, pushing Michael gently back into the room and then closing the door behind her.




“Hi... I... um... how can I help you?” Michael stammered. 




The woman smiled and tossed her long brown hair back. She glanced over to the bed. “Which side does she sleep on, Michael?” 




“Oh, um the right side. Oww!” Michael winced in pain as the woman casually reached up to his ear, grasped it tightly and twisted it, like a schoolteacher night have gotten away with a hundred years ago. 




“Let’s go, little boy. Queen Sophie assures me that you are going to follow my instructions to the letter. Is that correct?” The woman strolled to Amy’s side of the bed, effectively dragging Michael along with her. 




“Y-Yes... Queen Sophie said I should-“ 




“Take my skirt and panties off, bitch.” She hissed, her demeanor changing to dominance. 




Michael gulped, and obediently removed the woman’s clothes. 




“Phone.” She held out her hand expectantly, smiling when Michael placed it in hers. Her demeanor softened, and a wicked smile formed on her lips. She tossed the phone on the bed and retrieved a pair of handcuffs from her handbag. Without a word, she cuffed Michael’s wrists behind his back. 




“Good boy. Sophie said you would not resist me. Now lie down on the bed for me. I want your head on her pillow for this.” The woman watched Michael lay down, then strolled back to the door and re-locked the inside deadbolt. She unbuttoned her blouse as she walked back to Michael. She said nothing as she climbed up on the bed and straddled Michael’s chest as she removed her blouse. 




Michael watched as the woman took her time working her way toward his face, shifting side to side until her pussy brushed against his mouth. His eyes widened with fear as the woman picked up the phone and took a picture of him. 




“Get to work, bitch. It will not lick itself.” She chuckled. 




Michael began to lick and suck the woman as best he could. He heard her sighs turn to moans, and before he realized it, she was cumming hard. He was surprised when she leaned back on her hands and quickly flipped her hips and legs around, dropping her full weight back down on him as if she were mounting a saddle.




Michael didn’t have time to react as the woman laughed, pulling her ass cheeks wider and bearing down on his face hard. His nose pressed into the woman’s nether hole as he heard her command him to start licking her pussy again. He was on the verge of suffocation by the time the woman came a second time, rocking herself back and forth on his face almost violently.




When she was done, she just calmly got up and put the phone in her handbag. She then dressed herself and fixed her hair and makeup in the mirror. Before she left, she took off the handcuffs and patted Michael’s cheek. 




Without a word, the woman unlocked the door and left. Once outside the hotel, she texted Sophie the compromising photos of Michael that she had just taken. She strolled to her car, pretending to retrieve something. She made sure nobody was watching her, then tossed the burner phone in a trash bin in the parking lot before heading back inside to the hotel bar. 




Michael’s head swam with lustful thoughts. He hoped that he had pleased Queen Sophie by allowing that complete stranger to use him like an toy for her sexual pleasure. He could still taste and smell the woman, but he knew absolutely nothing about her. Had he just met the ‘dear friend’ that Queen Sophie told him about? This thought thrilled him as he got ready for bed. He knew Queen Sophie was right about everything. The spouse had never bothered to create a tightly controlled environment for him, because she did not see the need. 




He fell asleep to a delicious erotic dream in which Queen Sophie gave him a potion that made him shrink down to the size of her pinkie finger, tucking him against her breast in the suffocating warmth of her bra while Amy looked for him.


Chapter XXVII













“Bongiorno baby! C’mon get up!” Amy chirped happily the next morning. 




Michael yawned and stretched, watching Amy zooming around the room packing up her clothes. She was already dressed. 




“Hey you! Please get up - we are having breakfast with Derek downstairs. Or at least I am having breakfast with Derek. We should leave for the airport in like an hour. Emma lent us one of the jets for as long as I want. Isn’t that awesome?” Amy gushed.




“Spectacular. Why don’t I join you guys downstairs.” Michael said groggily. 




Amy paused, then smiled slyly. “Hmm how about you just get room service, and finish packing my things for me, baby? That way, you won’t be a distraction while Derek flirts with me. He really, really wanted to have sex with me in the bed right next to you last night but I said no. Not because I didn’t want to wake you, but because I know Derek would have gone all... night... long. And a girl needs her sleep, right?”




Michael kissed the spouse as she bounced out of the room, giggling happily. 




The jet finally landed at Florence Airport. Michael yawned and stretched, looking over at Amy and Derek still chatting excitedly next to each other. Amy seemed ever more hungry for details of the art world in Florence. She marveled at Derek’s encyclopedic knowledge of the museums, artwork and artists, both classic and present day. 




Jenny’s phone pinged with a new text. She checked it discreetly, stifling a gasp. She opened the text from Sophie. 




‘Amsterdam, Friday evening. Club Zooie. Passcode Watermark.’




Jenny took a deep breath and quickly erased the text. Sophie and Persephone had accelerated the timeframe of the slave auction to this coming Friday! She forced a smile for Amy, who reached over to squeeze her hand. 




“Jen! Florence!” Amy gushed excitedly. 




They spent the next few days in the museums of Florence, Derek and Amy lost in their own little world of art and art history. Michael and Jenny tagged along. Derek and Amy had several introductory meetings with Derek’s business associates, and together they built an itinerary for Amy to visit potential gallery sites that were for sale. 




The next day Derek said his good-byes, and headed back to the airport for his flight to Sao Paulo to meet Emma. 




Jenny pulled Amy aside after Derek left. “Amy, listen. I have everything set for you and Michael to kick off his slave auction fantasy. It’s gonna be great! We are flying out of here on Friday morning instead of Sunday night. Don’t worry- you are going to have a lot more fun in Amsterdam. I have seen to it that a certain guy named Yanni is going to accompany Persephone to Amsterdam. Who knows? Maybe you two will hit it off!” Jenny laughed. 




Amy gasped. “Friday? Really? And Yanni? Wow... I - I didn’t expect to do this so soon...” Amy’s thoughts went into overdrive. She knew how much Michael wanted this, but she didn’t feel quite ready yet. She felt Jenny grab and release her wrist.




“Michael’s coming back to the table. Get your shit together, girlfriend. Just focus on Yanni fucking your brains out on Friday night - you’ll be fine.” Jenny whispered, smiling at Michael. 




“So, today is Wednesday, which means it’s real estate tour day. Where are we headed?” Michael sat down in his cafe chair and sipped an espresso.




Amy knew her face was flushing beet red just thinking about Yanni, and about ‘selling’ Michael to Persephone. She cleared her throat. “What? Oh. Today. Sure. Um well our real estate broker’s name is Lorenzo, and he should be out front any minute. Let’s see... we have two sites this morning, then lunch with Lorenzo, then three more sites this afternoon.” Amy replied, gazing down at her handwritten notes. Her hands were shaking. How was she going to tell Michael about the slave auction?




Jenny waved to a middle-aged gentleman. “Come on you two, Lorenzo is here!” 




Amy seemed to have a limitless supply of energy, and stayed shoulder to shoulder with Lorenzo all day long. She asked hundreds of questions as they toured various sites. By the end of the day she had already narrowed the choices down to two spaces, both of which would be excellent locations for her new art gallery and learning center for women. 




In the hotel room that evening, Michael listened to the spouse on the phone with Emma, excitedly updating her on the success of the day. Tomorrow would be just as busy, with tours to local art schools. At one of these schools, the spouse had agreed to participate as a juror for student presentations. 




Michael picked up on the somewhat vague answer the spouse gave Emma, when apparently asked where they were going after Florence. Their next real estate tour destination was Geneva, but that was a week away. In the mean time, they would just have some fun somehow, the spouse explained. 




Amy ended the phone call and smiled at Michael. She had spent all day thinking through how she wanted to deliver Michael’s fantasy for him. Now was the perfect time to get started. “Emma sends her love, baby.” 




“How is she doing in Brazil? Did Derek meet up with her yet?”




“You mean Derek, the real man? Yes baby, he is there with Emma. And will be for a number of weeks. I may have to find someone else to... satisfy my needs... not you, of course. You... are pathetically underqualified in that department.” She paused to see Michael’s reaction, watching him smile and sit on the bed next to her, and begin to massage her foot. 




Emboldened, Amy continued. “We are going to need to make some changes, baby. I am beginning to feel a little stifled with you hanging around all the time. I just keep trying to see you as my sexual equal, but you are not. It is very distracting for me. Do you know what I mean? Don’t answer that. It doesn’t matter what you think. I need to be rid of you for a while. It’s the only way I can be my true self around other men.” Amy felt her pulse pounding slightly. 




Michael felt his face flushing red. The spouse had never really spoken to him like this. It was arousing and terrifying at the same time. He sensed where this might be going. “So... um... I could you know... fly back to New York and you could just-“ 




“Ohhh no baby. I have something more... definitive... in mind for you, my little slave. We cannot have you changing your mind about my freedom, and running back to bother me, now can we?”




“Um no, no. But maybe we should talk about this some more.” Michael gulped. 




“Too late, baby. I have already entered you in a slave auction set for this Friday. I am going to sell you to the highest bidder, Michael.” Amy cooed seductively, her mind filling with images of Yanni doing all sorts of deliciously wicked things to her body and mind. 




“What? Are you serious? Where? I mean... how did you...” Michael was flabbergasted as he absorbed this news. 




“Get on the floor, slave. From now on, you are not permitted to use any furniture without my permission. Oh, and you will be sleeping on the floor too. Only real men are allowed in my bed.” Amy commanded playfully. This was kind of fun. Like, really fun. Giving Michael to Persephone for a few days, maybe a week, was sounding more and more attractive to her. Suddenly, Friday could not come fast enough. 








Chapter XXVIII













Jenny, Amy and Michael got out of the taxi on a desolate industrial street in Amsterdam. Jenny paid the driver and tapped the roof of the car. 




“Jen, are you sure you have the right address? This area is a shithole,” Amy looked around, worried. 




“How do you walk so well without a spine? Follow me,” Jenny chuckled, walking down a dark alley between two warehouse buildings. 




“This is insane,” Michael added.




Jenny ignored Michael and kept going, all the way to the back of the warehouse. There were several huge men standing by a steel door. There was graffiti all over everything. 




“We’re gonna die. And nobody will ever find our bodies.” Amy whispered. 




Amy and Michael watched Jenny walk right up to one of the men, say something, and then kissed him on both cheeks. The man hugged her, waving Amy and Michael over. 




Jenny led the way down a flight of steel stairs to another door. She knocked, and it opened. The stairway was suddenly filled with overwhelmingly loud, pulsing dance music. 




“Holy shit, how does she do that?” Michael shouted. He saw Jenny tugging Amy into the club, past another huge pair of bouncers at the door, both of whom checked them out approvingly from head to toe. 




Amy relaxed into the music, and let her body begin to move with it. She and Jenny found a spot in the middle of the dance floor, she held Michael’s hand and pulled him along through the crowd of sweaty undulating bodies. She felt hands occasionally touching her, squeezing her. She let it happen. It was all part of the club scene, and she missed this kind of total escape from reality. 




Amy was blissfully lost in the pulsing rhythm of the music when she felt a female arm siding around her waist and hugging her. Then she felt a kiss on her left ear as the woman spoke to her. 




“Watermark... watermark... watermark... It is time. Bring the slave.” The woman kissed her again on the ear, sighing softly. 




Amy whipped around to find herself looking up at a very tall beautiful woman with short cropped blond hair, wearing black shiny latex from head to toe. She gulped, grabbed Michael’s hand and followed her through the crowd. She had no idea where Jenny had gone. But it did not matter. Jenny had already explained that only the seller was allowed to accompany the slave into the auction area. Keep it together, Amy...




The tall blonde ushered them through a narrow back corridor past the restrooms, to a door guarded by two extremely large men wearing earpieces. The men opened the door, and let them inside to a small, well-appointed vestibule in which there were two upholstered chairs. Two more women appeared through the door at the far end. They were dressed exactly like the tall blonde. 




The blonde calmly turned to Amy and said, “The slave goes with them now for preparation. You stay with me.”




Amy nodded her head nervously. She turned to Michael and went to give him a hug. Immediately the blonde raised her arm between them. 




“This is your first time, yes?” The blonde nodded to the other women, who immediately grabbed Michael by the arms and propelled him quickly through the door from which they entered. 




Amy nodded yes, suddenly feeling a wave of panic. What was she doing? And where was Persephone?




The blonde smiled and put a hand on her shoulder. “Relax. We have rules here, that is all. No touching of the slaves in the auction hall, except by the handlers. He will be fine.” She picked up a clipboard and offered Amy a seat. 




“Any illness, sores or medications?”




“What? Oh. No. He is fine.” Amy replied nervously, her head swimming. 




“Do you know any of the bidders this evening, either on a personal or business level?” The blonde asked gently. 




Amy hesitated. How should she answer that one? Why if she got Persephone in trouble by saying yes?




The blonde read Amy’s face carefully, then winked at her. “No, you do not. Very good. Please allow me to see you to your seat for the preview. This is where the bidders are allowed to inspect the slaves by themselves. You may observe through the two-way mirror but will have no means to interfere. Follow me please, Amy.” 




Amy was trembling by the time she followed the blonde into a sumptuous and softly lit lounge area. There were several rows of upholstered chairs facing a full-length glass tinted window. A waiter took her drink order as she settled into one of the seats. Through the window she saw five stalls, each with a full length curtain drawn across the front. 




Amy watched an eclectic assortment of other owners enter and settle into their own seats. Most everyone minded their own business. One attractive young woman wearing black leather smiled at her and blew her a kiss. Amy reflexively turned away, causing the woman to chuckle. She smiled at the waiter and took a sip of delicious Pinot Grigio. Her heart skipped a beat as theatrical stage spotlights were turned on in the slave area the lights dimmed everywhere else. Then, all five curtains opened in front of them. 




Amy felt her body tense as she got her first glimpse of Michael. He was naked except for the gleaming chastity belt. His wrists were bound by tight steel cuffs attached to chains, which kept his arms up over his head and out to the sides. His ankles were similarly shackled and chained to the floor, but his feet were wide apart, standing on thick wooden blocks about a foot off the ground. He squinted into the bright spotlights. Every slave was positioned the same way. Michael was probably the oldest of the lot. A few of the men were quite muscular, and a few were very thin and small. Amy took a long gulp of wine and breathed out slowly. This was surreal. 




One by one, the female bidders were allowed into the presentation area to inspect the slaves. Amy could not believe her eyes. These women casually moved from one to the next, checking their teeth, punching them in the stomach, kicking their feet off the blocks to make them hang by their wrists. One woman grabbed Michael by the hair and pulled back so hard that he cried out. She held him like that and dug her nails deeply into his left nipple, making him scream and writhe in pain. Then she just jotted down a few notes in a small pad, and moved calmly on to the next slave.




Amy’s heart was pounding by the time she saw Persephone enter the presentation area. She looked stunningly beautiful and darkly dangerous, dressed all in black. A series of surprised murmurs erupted all around her in the viewing room. 




Persephone moved from one slave to the next, appraising them carefully. With her gloved hand, she hefted their balls, and gently stroked their cocks. She lifted eyelids, opened mouths, and tested the firmness of buttocks. She left Michael for last, and took an extra long time to inspect him thoroughly. Her fingers caressed his skin gently, almost lovingly. She purposely conveyed an attraction to Michael, in stark contrast to her indifference with the other slaves. She spoke softly to Michael, her voice just a sultry whisper. “Do you want to become my property, Michael?”




Amy shifted uneasily in her lounge chair as she watched Persephone whispering in Michael’s ear. Whatever she was doing did not look like an inspection. She watched Michael nod his head up and down, gazing into Persephone’s eyes. Then she watched as Persephone slowly worked both elbow-length leather gloves off her hands. Suddenly the women around her became angry. 




“She is not!”




“Who does that bitch think she is?!”




“Like it or not ladies, she is going there.”




Amy was totally perplexed, both by the outbursts in the room and by Persephone gently laying her pair of gloves on Michael’s right shoulder, her fingers carefully smoothing and adjusting the gloves so that the red monogrammed ‘P’ could be seen by anyone viewing Michael. She watched Persephone just calmly stroll away and leave the room. 




One of the angry women in the room glared at Amy and hissed, “Did you plan this?”




Amy looked at her and blinked. “What? No- This is my first auction. I have no idea what just happened!” 




“Serves you right then,” The woman slumped back in her seat. Several other women muttered their concurrence. 




Amy took a gulp of wine. She felt like a fish out of water. After a short time, a parade of waiters entered the viewing room carrying sealed bids on trays. Most of the women received a number of envelopes. Amy gulped when she saw just one on her tray. She smiled and thanked the waiter, then looked around the room. The other women were busy opening their envelopes, their faces displaying everything from approval to dismay as they read their offers. 




Amy took a deep breath and opened her single bid, relieved to see that it was from Persephone. She scanned the bid form quickly, noting that there was almost nothing written on it other than her name. In the box labeled ‘Bid Sum’, she had just written “Private sale”. Every other box was left blank. Amy folded the note and put it back in the envelope. She looked around the room, and noticed some of the other women were signing the bid form, handing it back to their waiter. 




Amy took a deep breath and pulled out Persephone’s vague bid form. Without another thought she picked up the pen from the tray and signed her name. The waiter returned and politely bent down close to her. 




“Good evening, Madame. Would this be an accepted offer, or private sale?”




“Good evening. Private sale please.” Amy whispered. 




“Very well, Madame. Please permit me to show you to a negotiation room. Would you prefer that your slave is present for the negotiation with the prospective buyer?” The waiter inquired. 




“Oh... yes, that would be wonderful. Thank you,” Amy replied, nervously. 




“Very well, Madame. If I may, I am required to inform you that our policy states that our standard slave contracts are not available for private sales. Please follow me,” The waiter turned and left the viewing room. 




Amy followed, avoiding the eyes that she could feel boring into her like hot lasers. She entered a sumptuous parlor, noting several sofas with a coffee table between them. There was another door on the far end of the parlor, identical to the one she entered through. Everything about this place was surreal. She jumped slightly when Persephone was shown in through the same door. 




“How are you, my dear Amy?” Persephone inquired softly, offering a warm smile as she moved closer for a hug.




Amy stood and hugged Persephone. Her perfume was so delicious. “I am so glad to see you, Persephone. I thought those other sellers were going to scratch my eyes out in there.” Amy laughed nervously. 




“Not to worry, Amy. I have everything under control. Did anyone in the viewing room mention a contract?” Persephone asked innocently, releasing Amy and taking a seat across from her. 




“Um, yeah. The waiter said that a private sale meant that we cannot use their standard slave contract. Which I guess is fine, right? We don’t really need a contract for his fantasy.” Amy replied, sitting down. She watched Persephone smile and pull a thick bound document out of her handbag. 




“Of course not, Amy. There is no need for the two of us to sign anything. This is just a casual arrangement between two friends. One can view it as more of a temporary loan I suppose. But Michael does not need to know that!” Persephone laughed softly, placing the hefty document on the table. 




Amy laughed too. “Oh you are so bad! That’s... really thick. What is it exactly?” Any thumbed through the massive document, noting that it was all written in Greek. 




Persephone casually shrugged. “I asked Arianna to copy an old document that I found buried in my library archive. For all we know it could be filled with Ancient Greek recipes. You will see that I just placed the first few pages of a Greek labor agreement on the top of the old document, to make it look more official for Michael.” Persephone paused, watching Amy’s reaction carefully. 




Amy chuckled. “I love this idea, Persephone. We can make him think he willingly signed a binding slave contract with you. You are a wicked genius, do you know that?”




Persephone smiled warmly at Amy, silently marveling at how truly naive she was. Her husband was about to sign a very carefully worded labor agreement that would effectively render him a slave. “What is that expression? The devil is in the details, yes?”




Amy chuckled again in agreement. She watched Persephone pull a pen from her handbag, flip to the third page and calmly sign the agreement. 




“There. Now it is all set for Michael. When he comes in, describe it as his slave contract with me and ask him to sign it. When he does, I will hand you cash, for the sake of appearances. Just go along with it as if you have been waiting impatiently.”




“Okay, got it.” Amy replied confidently. 




“Oh, when Michael is in the room with us, would you like for me to play my role as more of a powerful Domme, or more casually as we are right now” Persephone inquired innocently. 




Amy gulped. “Um... i don’t know. What do you think?” 




“Let’s see how he reacts to all of this. If you agree, you can just follow my lead. After you get him to sign the contract of course.” Persephone replied helpfully. She crossed her gorgeous legs, noting how Amy’s eyes were locked onto them. Interesting.




Amy nodded in agreement. She watched Persephone press a button on the coffee table. 




“Having you sincerely ask Michael to sign his life away will surely make Michael squirm with the pleasure of rejection, don’t you agree?” Persephone paused innocently, controlling her breath. She was just moments from taking Michael away from this naive little girl for good. 




Amy’s face flushed. “Like play acting you mean? Yes, I definitely think so. I could just act bored if he voices any concerns.”




“That would be perfect, yes. I brought some bondage implements with me to make this a bit more realistic for Michael. Removing some of his sensory inputs would be a very powerful thing for him. He will be forced to realize that a Superior woman has decided his fate, without the ability to see anything or speak a word...” Persephone suggested easily, reaching into her bag to produce a supple leather hood and a black rubber penis gag. 




“Oh these are nice touches,” Amy laughed nervously. She picked up the leather hood, noting the nose with two air holes, and the absence of any eye or mouth holes, and a small grouping of perforations outside the ear areas. It had a heavy duty zipper, flanked by rows of grommets so that it could be laced even tighter with the long cords attached to the last grommets on each side. She was was surprised to feel a thicker neck collar sewn into the hood. She could not help but wonder what it would feel like to wear something like this herself.




Persephone read Amy’s thoughts perfectly. She picked up the hood and flipped it inside out on her hand, stepping closer to Amy. She raised it up to Amy’s face, close enough to let her smell the leather. “The psychological impact of making a submissive wear a hood like this cannot be overstated. This particular hood is designed to both intimidate and punish the wearer. Combined with the gag, the submissive is effectively rendered blind and mute. But most importantly, when laced to proper tension, this hood places the head in significant compression. Within minutes, the entire head is throbbing in an inescapable rhythm of discomfort which constantly reinforces the notion of helplessness. It is even more effective if the submissive is aware that it will be locked onto the head, with this...” 




Amy felt her face flushing as Persephone demonstrated how the collar of the hood worked. She held her breath unsure what to do as Persephone pressed the stiff collar around her neck, leaving the hood turned inside out under her chin. Persephone’s lips were so close to her own she could almost kiss them. 




Persephone calmly pushed the wide fastening tab through the slot on the collar, ratcheting it tightly around Amy’s neck before strolling to the sofa and sitting down. 




“Hey, um, do you want to let me out of this please?” Amy whispered nervously, her fingers frantically exploring the back of the leather collar. 




Just then they heard a soft knock on the door. The tall blonde entered with a tray, and handed Persephone a glass of champagne. She smiled at Amy, noting how she was gazing expectantly at the champagne glass still on the tray. 




“Ah, Elena. Would you mind showing Amy how the collar lock works on that slave hood?” Persephone softly requested.




“It would be my pleasure. Do you enjoy playing with toys that lock, Amy? I should show you my collection. This collar is far too loose on such a beautiful, slender neck. Eyes straight ahead, please.” The tall blonde did not wait for an answer. She handed Amy the tray to hold, already getting a very good read on Persephone’s pretty business associate. 




“Always remember to make adjustments for proper fit, before engaging the lock. This is especially important when playing with an integrated mechanism that adjusts and locks...” Elena calmly explained. 




“I’ll remember that, thanks.” Amy whispered. A second later she heard a series of ratcheting sounds as Elena turned the mechanism and made the wide collar tighter and tighter until it gripped her entire neck.




“It’s choking me!” Amy gasped, fighting back a purge of both panic and intense arousal. 




“No, it is not. It only feels that way, Amy. See?” Elena picked up the champagne flute from the tray and brought it to Amy’s lips. She smiled as Amy parted her lips obediently, but she took her time raising the glass. Eventually she let some champagne flow into Amy’s mouth. She watched Amy’s cheeks flushing bright red with arousal as she swallowed. What a beautiful thing to watch. She quelled the sadistic urge to tighten the collar until Amy cried out in sheer panic. Another time, perhaps. She finally unclasped the collar and




“If you were the one being enslaved, Amy, I would have locked the collar in place like this. But that will have to wait for another opportunity.” Elena unclasped the collar and took it off Amy’s neck, placing it on the coffee table with a sexy little pout. 




“Oh, um right. Okay,” Amy replied nervously, still holding the tray with the single champagne glass in front of her. 




“Do you not enjoy this?” Elena purred. 




Amy blushed a deeper shade of red. “I- um- well it would be a very new experience for me, but maybe some day,” 




The woman smiled broadly. “I was inquiring about the champagne, Amy. But I do so enjoy meeting a woman who is open to new experiences. Perhaps you will have a drink with me later,” Elena smiled at Amy. 




Amy nervously took a big sip of champagne. “Oh! Sorry, I thought... well never mind. Thank you, this is delicious. And... sure, yes I would love to have a drink with you.” 




Persephone sat comfortably on the sofa sipping her champagne. She smiled as Amy drank her champagne, distracted and smitten by the beautiful tall blonde hostess. 




“Amy, if you agree, perhaps after Michael signs his contract, you could work the gag into Michael’s mouth and then invite me to put the hood on him? Would you mind? I actually enjoy this.” Persephone practically whispered her innocent request. 




Amy thought for a moment. “Yes, thank you. I am such an amateur at this. I want it to feel right for him, you know?” Amy held her breath. 




“Of course, Amy. I am so honored that you wish to include me in your growth together. I think it is wonderful.” Persephone smiled warmly, watching tears forming in Amy’s eyes. 




“Thank you so much, Persephone. I really could not have done any of this without your help,” Amy gushed, her voice wavering with emotion. 




Persephone smiled warmly at Amy, then looked up at the blonde. “Elena, please bring my transportion gear to a preparation room, and then present the slave here for us. That is, unless my business counterpart has other suggestions.” 




Amy wondered what ‘transportation gear’ looked like. She realized both women were patiently waiting for her to respond. “Oh that is fine. Yes, thank you Elena. We will be demonstrating transfer of ownership... by um... means of our own contract.” She gulped down some champagne, realizing how stupid that sounded. 




“Of course, Madame Amy. I will see to these instructions at once.” Elena gave Amy a long sultry smile and then left.




A few minutes later, Amy heard a quiet knock on the rear door. It opened, and Michael shuffled in, escorted by the tall blonde Elena. He was still naked and in steel cuffs at his wrists and ankles, which were now padlocked together. He offered no resistance as the blonde handler moved him by the arm to the coffee table and pressed down on his shoulders, pushing Michael to his knees. Elena glanced at the thick contract on the table, and handed Amy the keys to the padlocks with a sly smile. Then she winked at Persephone, and left without a word.




Amy’s pulse was pounding. Game on. She spoke as calmly as she could. “Michael, I am pleased to tell you that Lady Persephone has proposed to me a very... very... generous offer for you. You would become Her exclusive property, and Her personal slave. In exchange for you, I will receive a sum of money and... here is the best part... the services of her slave Yanni, without limitations. I will be honest with you, Michael. Having you around limits my ability to think deeply sexual thoughts about Yanni, or anyone else for that matter. It’s time for a change, don’t you think?”




Persephone calmly interjected before Michael could speak. “Amy I am sure neither of us actually want to hear what this useless male thinks. His mind should be focused on obedience and nothing else.”




Amy blinked, watching Persephone’s elegant hand gently place the pen on top of the bound pile of paper. “Right. Of course we do not care what he thinks. So Michael, I want you to sign this slave contract with Persephone. Will you do that for me, so I can get out of here? Yanni is waiting for me at our hotel, and Lady Persephone has a plane to catch.”




Michael felt a cold sweat forming on his forehead. Amy was dead-serious about this. And he was having second thoughts. Or at least he was trying to have them. “Amy, shouldn’t we slow down and talk about...” 




Rejection by the spouse is necessary and correct. 

Obedience to Mistress Persephone is necessary and correct.

Drone arouse

Drone arouse

Drone arouse




Michael shook his head to clear it, feeling his face flushing. His mind filled with erotic images of worshipping Persephone’s perfect body. “Whoahhh that was weird. What was I saying?” 




Amy glared at him. “I think you were about to tell me how happy you are that I have gone through all of this trouble to satisfy your sorry little ass. Now please just be a good boy and sign Lady Persephone’s slave contract for me.” Did she really just say those words out loud? She looked at Persephone, seeing her offering a reassuring nod. 




Michael already had the pen in his hand when Persephone’s silky-soft voice distracted him completely. Her calm, sexy confidence made each word more compelling than the one before it. The voice of the spouse by comparison was a shrill, raspy whine that irritated him deeply. Wait, what?!




“Michael...” Persephone purred, fully aware of the effects of her voice, the outfit she wore, even the perfume she chose. 




“Y-yes, Mistress Persephone?” Michael’s voice was a reverent whisper. He could see the spouse suddenly shift uncomfortably, in his peripheral vision. The reactions of the spouse no longer mattered unless Mistress Persephone said they mattered.




“Mmm aren’t you an eager one, addressing me as your Mistress. But you must understand that I am not your Mistress, Michael. I do not own you, body mind and soul until you sign my contract. Come here.” Persephone shifted on the sofa, pointing to the floor right next to her.




Michael crawled to Persephone, rising to his knees as she lifted his chin with a single gloved finger. He began to tremble when she leaned in close to his face. Her delicious shimmering red lips once again began to form words. The most important words he could ever imagine hearing. Everyone and everything else in the room dissolved into irrelevance. 




“It must have been so frightening being up on that auction block all alone... complete strangers poking and prodding you... Did any of them hurt you, Michael? Hmm? Are you injured in any way?” Persephone’s voice was a gentle, nurturing caress. Her fingers gently stroked his face lovingly. Her lips were so close to his that she almost kissed him with every word she spoke. And she was intentionally ignoring Amy now.




“N- no... Mistress Persephone... nobody hurt me,” Michael whispered, his heart and soul now swelling with affection and deep gratitude for Persephone. The selfish spouse had not even bothered to ask about his well-being.




“Mmmmnhhh... this is soooo pleasing to hear, Michael. I am very relieved. It is soooo important that I know that what I am buying has not been damaged in any way... before you sign my slave contract.” Persephone picked up the penis gag and played with it absently in her fingers.




Amy was surprised by the suddenly seductive and nurturing tone from Persephone. Michael was already spellbound. He opened his mouth as soon as Persephone touched the gag. Wave after wave of powerful feelings and emotions hit him all at once. Sexual inadequacy. Jealousy. Envy. Arousal. She cleared her throat quietly and said to nobody, “Oh, okay... I thought the gag was my job.”




Michael parted his lips wider when Persephone very gently pressed the gag against them, making her smile. His tongue obeyed when she whispered her instruction to lick it like an ice cream cone.




“I know all of this has been your fantasy, Michael. The rejection... being objectified and sold as property... complete surrender and enforced enslavement... the humiliation of it all. But I have fantasies too. It pleases me that we share the same fantasy. But you must understand something, dear Michael: The moment you choose to sign my slave contract, you leave your fantasy... and you will enter mine.” Persephone let her softly spoken words sink in for both Amy and Michael. 




Amy saw the slight nod from Persephone. She took a deep breath and smoothed her hands across the sofa. This level of role play was a hell of a lot harder than she expected. She steeled her nerves and spoke as calmly as Persephone. “Lady Persephone has asked to see how you respond to... mild... sensory deprivation before she agrees to purchase you. Lady Persephone, if you please...”




Persephone smiled and rose, calmly picking up the leather hood and guiding Michael to kneel between her spread legs, with his back now to Amy. “Amy, For the agreed sum of one hundred thousand Euro, I expect perfection from this slave, even if this is a short-term arrangement. Otherwise there will be consequences. Please instruct your slave to fully open his mouth, and stop wasting my precious time.”




Amy blinked in surprise. She had missed a cue apparently. “Oh! Um, Michael Open your mouth as wide as... Okay there you go,” She did not bother finishing her instruction. Persephone had already pushed the huge penis gag into Michaels’s wide open mouth. It was so wide that it stretched his cheeks outward. 




Persephone leaned in and pulled the straps of the gag behind Michael’s head, buckling it tight. She pressed her cheek against his and whispered, “Now would be an excellent time to voice any concerns you may have... before you sign my slave contract, Michael. And while you consider such thoughts, I have another gift for you to try on.” She looked right at Amy and placed a long soft kiss on his ear. 




Without any hesitation, Persephone turned the hood inside-out and carefully pressed it against Michael’s face, aligning his nose and chin before working it around his head. 




Michael felt the zipper closing from the top of his head to the base of his neck, making the hood snug and forcing the gag in a little deeper. He could smell Persephone’s delicious perfume the entire time. For the next five minutes he held perfectly still as Persephone laced and pulled the cords, making the hood grow tighter and tighter until it gripped his entire head like a vice. He could not move his chin or even blink, as the soft eye pads now forced his eyelids to stay closed. 




Amy gulped, watching the calm determination and strength Persephone displayed as she progressively pulled Michael’s hood so tight that all creases were removed and the surface of the leather hood was smooth and shiny. She then watched Persephone quickly press the stiff collar around Michael’s neck, ratcheting it tight before locking it in place with a large padlock. The locked collar covered both the zipper pull and the knotted laces at the base of Michael’s neck, making it impossible to remove. She could hear Michael whimpering into the thick gag as he tried to move his head, which made the heavy padlock swing and tap against the metal buckle. 




Persephone smiled at Amy. “The slave wears my hood well. I am satisfied. We may now proceed with our transaction. First, my payment in full.” She reached into her bag and pulled out a bound stack of Euros, and placed it in Michael’s free hand. 




Amy stared at the thick stack of money that Michael was blindly handing to her. She gulped, taking the payment. Her head began to spin. 




“Amy, it is time. Please assist the slave in signing the contract. The three pages requiring signature are tagged.” Persephone gently instructed. 




Amy nodded, watching Michael’s hands finding the contract on the coffee table, pen still in his hand. He was on his knees. She decided to join him, and slipped off the sofa and sank to her knees next to him. She whispered, “Are you ready for this, baby?” 




Michael nodded his head, grateful when the spouse guided his hand to the first signature page. He immediately signed his name on each page that Amy presented. In moments, it was done. 




Persephone had every reason to smile now. Michael was hers. And the fact that Amy had chosen to complete the transaction on her knees just made the moment more powerful. She softly observed, “Amy, would you mind removing the House shackles from my new slave?”




Amy’s face flushed red with confusing emotions as she worked the keys into the locks on Michael’s wrist and ankle cuffs, removing them and gently rubbing the reddened skin. 




“While you are there, Amy, would you mind terribly to pull out the cuffs in my bag for me?” Persephone inquired innocently, moving her bag closer to Amy on the coffee table. 




“Oh, um sure. Of course, why not...” She gasped quietly as her fingers reached into Persephone’s handbag and touched cold steel. She pulled out the heaviest handcuffs she had ever seen. They were like three pairs of handcuffs welded together into one, but had no chain between the left and right cuffs. It was all one solid housing. “I- I um... don’t see the keys for these...” 




“Quite alright, Amy. Thank you so much.” Persephone calmly replied, taking the cuffs from her. 




Amy’s hands were shaking as Persephone gently turned Michael to face her. She heard the distinctive ratcheting sound as Persephone was already closing the massive steel triple-handcuffs on Michael’s wrists, restraining them behind his back, eliciting a muffled whimper from him. Amy suddenly realized that she could not remove anything that Persephone had just placed on her husband. This was really happening...




“Well these look quite good on him, don’t you agree, Amy?” Persephone said brightly, her fingertips gently stroking Michael’s shoulder possessively. 




“Yes, they actually do look good on him,” Amy admitted quietly. She realized that she was still kneeling on the floor. Blushing deeper red, she slid onto the sofa again. A wisp of fear washed through her as she gazed at Michael, and watched Persephone slowly circling him. Persephone stood and coaxed him to his feet, her fingers racing along his gleaming chastity belt, hood and bound arms. He no longer looked like her husband Michael. Such a strangely powerful thought. Well at least Persephone would not be having sex with him any time soon, she mused, quietly bristling at the way Persephone slowly stroked her fingers along the hip bars of his chastity belt.




Amy cleared her throat. She could not sit here and watch this any longer. “Okay, so what happens now?” 




Persephone was the very vision of calmness. “Now we leave, to celebrate our transaction for this slave. Elena will want to hear from you that a transfer of ownership has occurred. Then we may leave.”




Amy nodded and hastily pushed the call button on the coffee table. In seconds, Elena appeared. 




Amy cleared her throat again. “Um, Elena, a transfer... or rather, we have completed a transfer of ownership for my slave. I mean... Persephone’s slave,” Those words stuck in her throat. She saw Michael shift uneasily. Why was Elena smiling at her like that?




Persephone took Elena by the arm and spoke to her calmly in another language. Elena responded, and then guided Michael carefully out through the rear door. 




“So what did you say to her, just now?” Amy inquired nervously. 




“Ah. I instructed Elena to prepare Michael for transport, and to inform Jennifer that you are staying with me for a short while to celebrate our transaction,” Persephone took Amy’s hand and gave it a comforting squeeze. 








Chapter XXIX













Michael let Elena steer him through a maze of left and right turns in the auction house corridors as she walked him to the preparation room. He sat down blindly when she prompted him to do so, his bare ass cheeks registering a cool, slippery surface, making him freeze for a moment.




“It is okay, slave boy. This is for helping me to get you ready by myself. Let’s get the legs up...” Elena chuckled softly, easily gathering Michael’s legs in one arm while her other arm supported his back. She rotated his legs over the table, sliding his feet into the closed end of Persephone’s rubbery encasement which was laid out on the table. 




Michael did not know what to think of the sensations his feet were now feeling as they slipped through what felt like a thick layer of petroleum jelly. He did not resist as Elena gently pulled and zipped what felt like a thick wetsuit up over his feet and ankles, pressing them together. The entire inside surface of the material was coated with a thick layer of the same slippery goop. It squished everywhere around his feet, ankles and calves as the zipper was pulled closed up to his knees. He felt a strap tighten around his ankles and a warm hand on his thigh as Elena spoke to him. 




“This is feeling nice, yes?” Elena purred.




“Mmphhhmmpph,” Michael nodded his head up and down slightly. Despite the growing sense of panic he had to admit this slippery encasement felt really good. He could hear Elena chuckling happily near his head. A moment later he felt the ankle strap being pulled much tighter, causing a warm explosion of intensely pleasurable, very sexual sensations in the compressed skin around his ankles. He reflexively tried to pull and kick his ankles free of the bindings, which only triggered wave after wave of deepening pleasurable sensations all the way up his calves. He moaned into his gag. 




“Do not worry about the spouse while you are gone. I will make sure that my slave Yanni takes very... very... good care of her.”




“Mmmph?” Michael froze. What? Yanni was actually Elena’s slave? That meant that Amy had no idea what she had just set in motion. He heard the zipper and felt the rubber encasement pressing his thighs together and compressing his hips. The oily stuff just oozed everywhere whenever he shifted. His panicked mind raced as Elena zipped the encasement higher, her hand gently pressing his chest down to the table. 




“Mmm, did you not know this about my Yanni, pathetic beta- slave? Ohh, he hungers for your pretty little wife. Did you know that Mistress Persephone paid me handsomely to let him do whatever he wants to her, for as long as he wants? Poor little Amy... she has no idea what she has gotten herself into here. She probably still thinks this is just a temporary arrangement.” Elena laughed wickedly. 







“Now you lie down, slave boy.” Elena’s tone had changed. Her voice was more husky and authoritative. 




Michael did as he was told, feeling his back and thighs gooshing into whatever was coating the rubbery material. He felt Elena holding his torso down. He heard the sound of the zipper again. He heard Elena grunting with effort as the zipper traveled over his waist, pressing inward as tightly as a corset as it traveled toward his neck. It was so tight around his waist he could barely draw a breath. He tried to sit up. Maybe he could wriggle out of this thing. But Elena slammed him back down on the table and tugged hard on the zipper, closing it all the way up his chest and over his shoulders until it closed tightly around his neck. In less than thirty seconds, Elena had encased him in a very well lubricated, very tight rubbery prison. He squirmed and writhed, immediately becoming aware of how strangely pleasurable those sensations were becoming. His skin began to tingle deliciously just as he felt more straps being tightened around his calves, and then all the way up his body to his shoulders. He could still squirm but the pleasurable sensations were much more intense with the straps. He moaned into his gag. What was in this oily stuff?!








Chapter XXX













Amy sat on the sofa sipping her champagne, growing more nervous by the minute. Persephone was casually explaining how much Yanni was looking forward to seeing her again, complimenting her on how she had been so poised during their little transaction. It all seemed a bit excessive in hindsight, and she was suddenly not wanting to let Michael go. But she did want to see Yanni. She really, really wanted to see Yanni. She heard Persephone invite her outside to sit in her limo, promising that the champagne would be much better. Steeling her nerves she replied, “That sounds like a great idea, Persephone. Let’s do it.”




Persephone spoke to Elena when she returned to the parlor, again in another language. She handed the tall blonde a small stack of 100 Euro bills as they spoke. They both ignored Amy entirely. Elena left without so much as a glance in Amy’s direction. 




“I took care of Elena’s tip for us. I hope you do not mind.” Persephone said easily, savoring Amy’s growing unease. 




“Oh, I didn’t even think of that. Thank you,” Amy replied. How much does one tip a slave house Madame?




“You ought to put that away.” Persephone smiled, glancing at the large stack of money on the coffee table. 




Amy gasped, “What?! Wait... This is a hundred thousand Euros! I thought we were just going to pretend...” She slowly took the bound stack of bills as Persephone rose and picked up her handbag. Suddenly Persephone was standing right next to her. The phrase ‘bought and paid for’ entered her mind, and would not leave.




“It is what we agreed to, and is a fair price for an untrained slave. Shall we?” Persephone smiled down at Amy.




Her head spinning with thoughts, Amy stuffed the money in her handbag and stood up. She found herself face to face with Persephone, who took another step closer. 




“One last thing before we go. We must seal our arrangement, Amy... with a kiss...” Persephone whispered softly.




Amy just allowed Persephone’s hands to cradle her head gently, pulling her in for a long, sensual kiss. Time slowed down to a stop. She had dreamed of kissing Persephone. Wondered what those soft full lips would feel like. The real thing was infinitely better than her imagination. She heard her own voice moaning softly as their tongues met. She felt Persephone’s hot breath on her face when she whispered to her. 




“When you see Michael, tell him that he is mine now... tell him to worship and obey me like a Goddess... tell him that he will be punished for even the slightest disobedience... do this for me.” Persephone commanded softly. 




“Y-yesss,” Amy whispered back, suddenly wanting another kiss very badly. She let Persephone take her by the hand, following her to the preparation room. She gasped and stared dumbfounded when she entered.




In the center of the room was a medieval-looking vertical cage made from curved iron straps. It was mounted to a base with four heavy duty equipment wheels, and had the shape of an oversized humanoid form. Inside the cage was a person encased in a thick black rubber enclosure, with wide leather straps and buckles fastened tightly all the way up his body. Each strap was padlocked. Short chains ran from large D rings at the shoulders and ankles, out to the cage, holding the bound captive upright inside the cage. 




Amy gulped, recognizing the tight leather hood. “Michael?” She whispered, suddenly not wanting this to be her husband. 




“Mmmmmmmphhhh!” Michael moaned as loud as he could, trying to signal alarm to Amy. The pleasurable sensations were growing more and more intense with every passing minute. He had spent weeks now, feeling the sensation of confinement whenever his cock tried to harden in its steel tube. But this felt very different. His cock was straining against the inside of the tube so forcefully that it hurt. Like someone had just force-fed him a handful of Viagra pills. 




Amy’s fingers touched the heavy padlock on the iron cage with her fingers. Michael was squirming and moaning inside the cage less than two feet from her, but Persephone had physically separated her from her husband by more than a dozen padlocks. She realized that this last brief visit here with Michael was more for her than it was for him. Persephone had taken him from her. She took a deep breath and spoke. 




“Michael, Persephone now owns you as her slave. You will worship and obey her like a Goddess. And you will be severely punished for even the slightest act of disobedience. You will moan for me to acknowledge that you understand your situation.” Amy smiled at Persephone. She kind of liked that last little touch.




Michael froze, listening to Amy’s voice. No! She could not be going through with this! Could she not see what Persephone was doing to him?! Immediately Michael realized that Amy could not possibly know what he was experiencing right now. She only saw what Persephone wanted her to see. He screamed as loud as he could into the huge penis gag, and wagged his head all over as best he could. 




“Good. I am glad you understand, then. Be a good boy for Persephone, and I will see you soon.” Amy marveled at how little sound actually escaped the cage. She could barely hear Michael’s response, but he must be loving the bondage, the way he was nodding his head.




Persephone chuckled softly, fixing a strand of hair behind Amy’s ear. “I highly doubt Yanni will allow Michael anywhere near you. I have never seen him so... motivated.” 




“Mmmphhh!! Mmmmmmmmphhhh!!” Michael screamed again in sheer frustration.




Amy processed Persephone’s comment as Elena wheeled Michael out of the room. She followed Persephone after them, outside to a waiting utility van. She watched Elena and another woman simply wheel Michael’s cage up a ramp into the back, strap it to the side wall, and then close the door. “Um... where are they taking him?”




Persephone took Amy’s arm in hers. “I never divulge my trade secrets my dear. Come. My limo is here.”








Chapter XXXI













A black SUV limo pulled up near the door to the club, and Persephone got in. Amy followed her, and the chauffeur closed the door for her. The privacy screen hissed upward, as Persephone opened a bottle of champagne with a loud pop, pouring two glasses. Persephone handed a glass to Amy and placed a hand on Amy’s thigh. 




“Here is to new adventures. Role play comes easily to you, Amy. You did very well, in my opinion.” Persephone observed.




Amy sipped her champagne and cleared her throat, very aware of Persephone’s warm hand on her bare thigh. “Oh, thanks. It’s um... exciting. And a little scary too. You have him so totally helpless.”




“You have given him a great gift with this experience. I believe such opportunities are meaningful and necessary for growth. And, I also believe that you are now a free woman, my dear... free to fully explore anything and anyone you find attractive.” Persephone smiled, enjoying the creation of yet another moment of sexual confusion and arousal in Amy.




Amy gulped. Persephone was hitting on her! Wasn’t she? Maybe not. Maybe she was just the touchy-feely type. Whatever the reason, she liked it. And yes she was a free woman now. Amy ‘accidentally’ shifted the leg closest to Persephone, opening her thighs more. She felt Persephone’s hand slide slightly higher up her thigh when she shifted. Then she felt fingertips beginning to slowly stroke the inside of her thigh. Definitely hitting on her. Now what?




“I wonder, Amy, if we share similar views on sensual experiences... what makes them meaningful... perhaps intense... unforgettable,” Persephone mused calmly, glancing at Amy. 




“I... I don’t know, but maybe we do,” Amy whispered nervously.




“I view sensual interaction as an art form which necessitates complete and total immersion by those involved. There must be conquest and there must be surrender. This is in essence no different than a blank canvas surrendering completely to the conquest of the painter. As such, I often struggle to find suitable lovers,” Persephone offered gently.




“I suspect that you are the painter, then.” Amy blurted out in a whisper, wanting Persephone’s fingers to move inward to her dampening sex. 




“That I am, Amy. And a very patient and talented one at that. Now tell me your truth. Are you a painter... or are you a canvas?” Persephone inquired seductively, her fingertips still caressing Amy’s thigh with maddeningly slow deliberation. She could hear Amy’s breathing deepen.




Amy’s mind wrestled with conflicting impulses. Persephone was staging a measured attack on her defenses and she liked it. She shouldn’t let this go any further but she could not find the right words to politely object. Her body was taking over now. Without thinking, she slowly spread her legs wide, pressing her knee firmly against Persephone’s thigh. “I am... the canvas... definitely...the canvas, but please don’t tell anyone...” She quietly sighed when she again felt Persephone’s fingers sliding further along her thigh as she moved her leg, landing so tantalizingly close to her pussy. No more hiding her desires from Persephone. This was getting her very hot, even though she felt like a little slut.




Persephone noted Amy’s chest rising and falling in the darkened limo as her words and the soft touch of her fingers produced their intended effect. She also took note of how Amy’s hands were pressing into the leather seat outside of her thighs, making no effort to intervene. It was an act of pure surrender and invitation, which spoke volumes. “Of course, Amy. Our business... is our business. Nobody is entitled to the intimate details... just us.” Persephone slid her hand along the last inches of Amy’s thigh, her pinky finger nestling into the wet panties between her slick labia. 




Amy gasped quietly, feeling Persephone’s finger begin to slowly and teasingly stroke her sex. “Persephone... please, I’ve never...,” She whispered weakly. She did not really want her to stop. She had never been touched like this before - almost in slow motion. It magnified every delicious sensation. And apparently, Persephone had no intention of stopping. 




“I see that you share my fascination for power exchange. I am quite pleased to see this. It is no wonder Yanni is so absolutely taken with you. In fact he has been most impatient for this little transaction to take place, so he can - how did he put it - serve your needs properly. Ah, this reminds me. Yanni would like you to cancel your plans for the entire weekend.” Persephone shared calmly. 




“What? But I am here with Jenny. I told her we would hang out here for the weekend... like the old days...” Amy replied weakly.




“Do forgive me, Amy. His request slipped my mind until just now. You already know he will not take no for an answer.” Persephone chuckled lightly, smiling as Amy reached for her phone. 




“I should text Jenny. Let her know that I am with you, everything is fine, and I am spending the weekend with Yanni.” Amy said out loud, more to convince herself than Persephone. 




“I have a better idea. Elena is waiting for you inside. My driver Alonzo will walk you back into the club after we finish our champagne.” Persephone suggested. 




Amy nodded, gulping her champagne. Boy was it hard to concentrate when someone was playing with you like this. 




“Mmm, this is such a perfect re-alignment between the four of us. Two Dominants, each claiming their own submissive. But do not worry, Yanni will have no problem sharing you with me,” Persephone emphasized the thought by gently touching Amy’s clitoris several times with her pinkie, making her moan softly in the darkened limo. She felt no need to inform Amy that there was no scenario in which she would ever see Michael again. 




Amy squirmed with pleasure, loving Persephone’s soft teasing touches. Somehow the fact that she could not hide her arousal from Persephone just turned her on even more. But something was still distracting her. She forced a rational thought into her mind, and blurted it out in a quiet gasp. “I don’t know what to tell Emma about this! How do I explain losing Michael again?!”




Persephone savored Amy’s efforts to focus on her growing sense of alarm while her pleasure centers were forcing all thoughts from her mind. So predictable. So very delicious. Her fingers continued to slowly touch and stimulate Amy’s dripping sex, still meeting no resistance at all. Eventually she replied, “Everything is arranged. I have seen to all of the details for you, Amy, including a cover story for Michael. Elena has all of the information. Go to her now.” 




Amy felt Persephone’s fingers withdraw very slowly, leaving her pussy on fire with lustful need. She sighed in quiet frustration. “Oh... okay... um maybe we could... you know... continue this some other time?”




“Perhaps another time, Amy. I have enjoyed our time together. Do enjoy the rest of your evening.” Persephone replied gently, touching a button on her armrest. 




The privacy screen hissed downward. Amy watched the burly chauffeur get out of the limo and walk around to her door, opening it for her. She took Persephone’s offered hand and squeezed it, giving her a warm smile. She made her limbs move her out of the limo, allowing the chauffeur to escort her back inside the club, passing the line of people that had now formed outside the door to the club. 




Once again, the pulsing beat of the loud dance music went right through her, overwhelming her senses as it always did. She pressed her way through the tightly packed dance floor, her eyes scanning for the tall, beautiful blonde. 








Chapter XXXII













From a steel mezzanine high above the dance floor, Elena watched Amy down below. With a wicked smile, she touched a button on her phone. 




Four women on the dance floor simultaneously felt their butt plugs begin to vibrate in long slow pulses. They all began to discreetly make their way to Elena’s new playtoy - the girl named Amy.




Amy felt an arm slide around her waist, and felt a warm soft body pressing against her back. She felt soft lips kiss her ear.




Amy smiled, expecting to see Jenny when she turned around. For some reason she made no effort to pull the arm away from her waist. She found herself face to face with a beautiful woman, smiling at her. “Oh! Hi... um... I thought you were someone else -“ 




Amy gently pushed the woman away and turned around. But she bumped right into another very beautiful woman, who slid her arms around her waist and pulled her close. The woman smiled, flicked her long hair back and brought her lips to Amy’s ear. 




“Hello Amy, Master Yanni sends his warmest greetings.” The woman placed a long, lingering kiss on Amy’s ear, then added, “...Mmm, such a naughty girl you are... keeping Master waiting so long to see you again.”




Amy blinked in surprise, realizing this was not some random encounter. She watched the two women join hands on either side of her, and begin swaying to the music as they pressed in against her body. The one in front of her leaned in and kissed her softly on the lips.




Jenny spotted Amy dancing with a woman. No, make that two women. Go Amy! She chuckled to herself. Persephone and Michael were nowhere to be seen. They must have completed their fake little slave auction scene. Elena had described the cover story for Michael to her a short while ago. It seemed plausible. Emma or anyone else would not question Michael running into some college friends here in Amsterdam and wanting a few weeks of ‘guy time’ with them while Amy sorted her real estate tours with Derek. So far so good. She would finally have some time to see to her best friend’s sexual education. Although it seemed that Amy was launching right into her newly-found sexual independence. She watched Amy letting the woman with her kiss her long and slowly. 




Jenny’s senses sharpened as she noted the second woman pressing in behind Amy. Pickpockets and con artists ran rampant in these clubs. Her security training kicked in immediately as she pushed her way through the thick mass of sweaty, undulating bodies. She went into a full alarm mode as she watched two more smiling beautiful women move in close on either side of Amy. One of these women carried a huge handbag. Nobody went clubbing with something that big. She watched one pass a pill bottle to the the one behind Amy. The four women now had Amy trapped between them. The woman took pills out of the bottle and nodded to her friends. Amy was about to be drugged by four complete strangers. This was an attack, not a seduction. 




Jenny instinctively reached for her phone and punched in the code signaling the need for immediate backup and extraction. She then tried to get Amy’s attention, realizing that she could not possibly hear her above the noise. She had to get closer...




Jenny was now shoving people hard to move them out of the way, shouting at Amy as she slowly moved closer. A tall, handsome man stepped in front of her and smiled. 




“It is okay! I am here! Your evening is saved!” The man laughed, putting his arms around Jenny. 




“Get the fuck out of my way, asshole!” Jenny brought her arm back to punch the guy in the stomach but felt a strong hand behind grasp her upper arm. She felt a light pinprick in her ass, then felt a strong hand grasping her other upper arm, moving them to her sides. She struggled to free herself but the person behind her was too strong. He was making her sway side to side and up and down with the pulsing dance beat. Anyone watching would never know she was struggling. She focused and assessed, letting her self-defense training take over. Kick the crotch in front of her. Stomp a heel into the foot of the guy behind her, then heel up into his groin. Then punch the neck of the guy in front, turn and do the same to the other guy. Then she began to grin. A wave of euphoria washed over her, washing away any feelings of aggression. She smiled more broadly, suddenly happy to just feel the music flowing through her. All the way through her... and these guys were gorgeous. Their hands felt so nice now, roaming all over her body. She looked over at Amy dancing and making out with her four new friends. She was close enough to see the one behind Amy place a little pill on her own tongue, just before the other three spun Amy around to face her. Wow Amy... that’s how a girl should kiss you... nice, long yummy deep wet kisses. She giggled as her two gorgeous new friends pressed in against her, slowly moving her away from Amy. This was so fun! 




Amy let the woman kiss her. She felt the pill quickly dissolving to liquid in her mouth. She tried to spit it out but could not even pull her head away from her. So many hands held her mouth against the woman. “Mmmph!” She finally broke away. Before she had time to spit, the woman next to her grasped her face and turned it sharply to hers, sealing her lips against her own. 




Amy felt the woman pushing water into her mouth unexpectedly, making her swallow. “What! What was that?! Was that ecstasy?!” She screamed. 




“No, no, no... Just a little gift from Master Yanni.”

“Sex pills are so fun. We know you are going to like it.”

“Mmmm yes, very very much.”

“Master wants you to be very compliant...” 

“Very horny...”

“Eager to obey...”

“Aching with need...” 




Amy gasped in shocked disbelief as the four women continued to kiss and fondle her right there on the dance floor. “No, wait... I need to find Elena!” Amy protested weakly. 




“Shhh... Its okay... Elena knows... she is watching us play...”




Amy found herself facing another of the four now, as they pressed in snugly against her. This one simply held up another pill in her fingers. She felt other fingers stroking her cheek, coaxing her mouth open. She complied. Why was she going along with this?




“Such a good girl. Master will be pleased.”




“We have another gift from Master Yanni.”




Amy felt her arms being coaxed up over her head. Several of the women did the same, and she swayed with them to the pounding music. It was mesmerizing. She felt every touch on her body as if it were magnified. She didn’t have any idea what was in those little ‘sex pills’, but she was pretty damn sure she liked them. In fact, it felt so right when one of the women reached down and grasped her leg, behind the knee. It felt deliciously naughty to let her raise it up. She felt other fingers tracing along her thigh as the woman pulled her close, leaving her balancing on one leg while her other leg was wrapped around the waist and lower back of the smiling woman. All of the women smiled approvingly as Amy felt a hand grasp her ankle, effectively locking her in this position. The woman behind her grasped her raised wrists, dancing with her like this for a few minutes. 




Amy realized that she would find it very difficult to extricate herself from her sexy new dance partners. But why would she ever want to do that? She reached her arms back behind her, wrapping them around the neck of the woman behind her in a gesture of surrender. She was immediately rewarded with more wet kisses and lots of hands roaming all over her body. She felt a hand sliding into her panties, giggling as she realized that nobody around them even noticed. She barely reacted as her minidress was hiked up to her waist. 




Elena watched calmly from above, pleased with her minion’s progress. She touched another button on her phone, increasing the power and frequency of the vibrations in all four butt plugs. 




Amy didn’t understand or particularly care why all four women dancing with her suddenly moaned in unison. She felt her thong panties get tugged off with a snap. Expert fingers worked her clit, making her gasp loudly from the intense bursts of pleasure. But she was not at all prepared for what came next. She felt fingers stretching her slick pussy lips apart, then felt a dildo sliding deep inside her. Seconds later, she felt a thin strap working in between her butt cheeks, followed by the sensation of compression around her waist, above her hips. There was suddenly a delicious pressure all around her clit. It took a few moments to realize what they had done. 




Elena smiled as her minions let go of Amy and went back to dancing in a tight circle around her. She opened another app on her phone, and selected the “Match Music” option, then touched “Activate Remote Control”.




Amy gasped as her leg lowered. The dildo shifting around inside her combined with the soft pad sliding across her swollen clit made her whimper. She quickly touched the thin steel band around her waist. “Did you really just- Ohhhhhhhh! No No... Ohhhh!” The dildo was actually a vibrator. It suddenly erupted inside her pussy, immediately pulsing in rhythm to the dance music. Her knees buckled when a separate vibrator began to send alternating pulses to each side of her clitoris, also in time to the music. In just seconds, she was literally hanging on the arms of the four women surrounding her, mouth open. 




Amy’s fingers clawed at the waist belt, realizing how tight it was. She could not possibly slide it down over her hips. “No... please... I can’t... Ohhhh wow this is intense!” 




“I see why Master is so attracted to you...”




“Mmm just wait until the sex pills take effect...”




“The belt is locked, Amy...”




“Guess who has the key...”




“She is so pretty... our pretty little dancing doll...”




“Dance for us, little doll Amy...”




“Make us want you...”





Chapter XXXIII













Kristina sat quietly in front of the large console of screens, monitoring the status of Emma’s covert global security team. She had only been in this new position in the secret command station in Berlin for a few days and it all felt very new. She missed the excitement of field work, but jumped at the opportunity to step up to global security commander when Emma offered it. She had proven herself beyond reproach as a field agent in the way she went deeply under cover as a slave to Mistress Greta. Emma had rewarded her for it by giving her this new position, but far more importantly, Emma had brought her into die Familie, Emma’s name for the most secretive network of security operatives. All Kristina knew about die Familie was what Emma allowed her to know. Although she knew there were others around the world, her Familie was limited to just Emma and Derek. This ingenious and tightly controlled network of separated teams of security operatives were all independently connected to Emma, and gave Emma the singular ability to control the flow of information and covert security operations anywhere in the world. 




Kristina smoothed a hand through the peach fuzz of light brown hair on her head, happy that she could finally grow it back. The flashing red pop-up window and beeping alarm startled her. Leaning forward, she quickly read the information. Code 5 alarm sent by Jennifer. From Amsterdam. What the hell was Jenny doing in Amsterdam? 




Code 5 meant imminent danger, send extraction team immediately. Third day on the job, and shit hits the fan, Kristina mused. Her trained mind focused on the most effective sequence of events to address this situation. Her thoughts were interrupted when her mobile phone rang. It was Emma, calling from Brazil. She answered immediately. 




“Hello Kristina, just checking in with you. I understand that starting a new job can be demanding, particularly when you need to deal with Family matters at home,” Emma offered kindly.




Kristina swallowed, calming her nerves. She picked up on Emma’s carefully coded speech. “Yes, Emma, thank you I am doing fine - I appreciate you asking. I know this would me too much to ask but I could use a few days at home to see to my family,” Kristina replied, as calmly as she could. She held her breath.




“Of course Kristina. I completely understand. Family comes first, always. I will have someone mind the shop for you.” Emma’s voice was equally calm and reassuring. 




“Thank you Emma. I should not be too long.” Kristina replied, suddenly not sure what else to say. 




“Very well. I will see you soon and good luck at home.” 




They said their good-byes and hung up. Suddenly the door to the security room burst open. Kristina wheeled around in surprise. An angry-looking woman stood glaring down at her. She had never seen his woman before. 




“Why are you still sitting there?! Car is waiting out front. Plane is at Brandenburg. Go. Now. Follow your training, Kristina.” The woman hissed.




Kristina’s mind raced. “Right. I just have to grab my extraction kit and-“




The woman, seething with anger and adrenaline, cut Kristina off in mid sentence. “No time. You want this job, you earn it. This is a Code 5. If you are not in that car in two minutes, you will be replaced. And if that happens, I assure you nobody will ever hear from you again, Kristina.” 




Kristina’s head spun as she felt the woman lifting her out of her seat and pushing her to the door. A minute later she was in the car, the driver maneuvering through traffic at top speed. 




Within the hour, Kristina was on one of Emma’s private jets, wheels up for Amsterdam. 





Chapter XXXIV













Amy felt amazing now. Sexually energized, her whole body pulsed intensely with the rhythm of the powerful vibrator and the music. Her body swayed as her four new girl friends danced with her. All around her in fact, which felt so good. So protective. So very sexy. And every time one of them kissed her, the kisses seemed to last longer. 




Amy smiled when she saw Jenny dancing nearby between two huge guys. She was smiling and laughing, grinding with her two new friends as the threesome moved away from her to the far side of the dance floor. Guess she wants some privacy, Amy mused, Just like old times. Only now, she had new friends of her own to play with. 




Amy allowed the women to lead her by the hands up to a mezzanine and over to a booth where Elena sat regally. The vibrator kept buzzing away as she was sandwiched snugly between two of them when she sat down. She felt hands exploring her thighs, which felt really nice. But sitting down made the huge vibrator shift, putting more pressure and sensations on her g-spot. Wow... too overwhelming. She tried to stand up but felt several hands pushing down on her thighs.




“Let’s not be rude, Amy,”




“Only Mistress Elena gives us permission to leave Her table,”




Amy gasped and squirmed as immensely pleasurable sensations rippled throughout her body. “I -I don’t think I can handle this much longer!”




“Master Yanni will be quite pleased to hear this, Amy. What was it he said about you? Ah yes. You like being pushed past your limitations. He finds himself very attracted to you for this reason, among many others of course. The belt is his personal gift to you.” Elena replied with a slight smile. 




Amy blinked, now fighting hard to avoid moving any closer to having an orgasm right there at the table. How embarrassing... how darkly exciting that Yanni set this up for her... and she could do nothing about it... oh, these thoughts were not helping at all. She closed her eyes right and tried to think of anything else, but she could not. 




Elena calmly watched Amy’s futile attempts to change the course of events that she and Yanni had prepared for her. “Master Yanni has invited you and my girls to an after-party this evening. Shall I tell him you accept his invitation? Mind you, he is the only one who can free you from that lovely gift that you are enjoying so much.” 




Amy sighed loudly, her hands flat on the table as she moved steadily closer to an orgasm she could not avoid. Everything happening now only served to fuel her arousal. “Y- yess... please... sounds nice! Ohhh!”








Chapter XXXV













Jenny giggled and staggered as the two sexy guys steered her down the back hallway, past a few bouncers, and into a small room with a gross-looking couch with ripped upholstery. “Wheee!” She exclaimed, as they pushed her roughly down on the couch and turned to leave. 




“Hey wait a minute! You haven’t shown me who has the biggest dick between you! C’mon! Pull ‘em out, boys!” Jenny was laughing hysterically as the men left and the door shut. Somehow hearing them padlock the door from the outside just made it all much funnier. 




Then Jenny yawned a deep, satisfying yawn. Maybe she should go check the door, she mused happily to herself as she lost consciousness.





Chapter XXXVI













Amy made her way to the limo outside the club, arm in arm with the other women. She heaved a sigh of relief as the wicked little vibrator apparently moved out of range and went quiet for the first time in over an hour. She was still embarrassed about the very obvious orgasms she had had in front of Elena and the other women, but they just seemed amused by it all. 




The ride across town to Yanni’s penthouse suite was one uninterrupted make-out session between all five women, all of whom arrived at the penthouse ready for sex. 




Amy felt a weird hyper-sexuality flowing through her body and mind. She was loving the uninhibited way these girls played with her and she wanted more. She also wanted to prove herself to Yanni, and the thrill of having four gorgeous women as her play partners and simultaneously her competition for Yanni’s attention was palpable. She had no idea what to expect as they stepped off the elevator at the penthouse level. 




Amy’s pulse quickened when she saw gorgeous Yanni seated on a sofa in the sumptuous living room. She smiled at him as he stood, returning her smile. Against one wall - and looking out of place - was a massive wooden frame in the shape of an X. Her eyes tried to process all of the details of this frame while they all exchanged hugs and kisses. The base of the X frame was about two feet away from the wall, while the top rested against it. There were four round wooden pegs sticking out of the planks - two where one’s feet would be, and two high up where one’s reaching fingertips might be. She could not prevent her naughty mind from filling in the obvious missing details: her own naked body struggling to keep her feet on the pegs while her fingertips grasped the high ones...




“Hello Amy, it is so very good to see you again. Are you enjoying my little present?” Yanni took Amy’s hands in his. 




“Oh well it’s added some excitement to my evening, that’s for sure, but right now I am enjoying the reprieve. It is very intense stimulation. Your friends here were kind enough to put the belt on me so tight that I cannot possibly remove it without tools, so... well done you! Now maybe you wouldn’t mind removing it for me, before it accidentally turns back on. I would prefer not to embarrass myself with any more forced orgasms, thank you. After all, I distinctly recall Persephone giving you to me as a gift... as my personal slave.” Amy straightened up a bit as she replied, a sly grin on her lips. 




“Ah yes. Of course, Amy this is absolutely correct. And I am bound to give you exactly everything that you require. But... there is more to this arrangement.” Yanni paused, calmly taking a glass of whiskey from one of the women.




Amy watched the four women giggle and turn their gaze to her. She was getting a bad feeling about this. One of the women approached her, gently touching her bare shoulder. When she spoke, her voice was a husky whisper.




“Persephone is indeed very generous with her slave Yanni. In fact, she has given each of us the very same gift. Ohhhhh, did someone think she had exclusive rights to slave Yanni? Or should we say... Master Yanni? Yessss, you are beginning to understand now, Amy...” 




Amy gulped as the other three women strolled over, once again encircling her. She noticed Yanni smiling as he just sat on the sofa, watching them. She felt lips kissing her ear softly.




“We all want the same things, Amy...”




“We have all asked Mistress Elena and Mistress Persephone to give us someone to play with...” 




“A Male slave who will take complete control of us... safely and discreetly...”




“A Master to enslave us during our playtime...”




“Our Master...”




“And we are all your Master now...”




“You serve five Masters...”




“What a lucky... lucky girl...”




Amy felt a smile forming. This was so wonderfully kinky, she just couldn’t help it as her mind rapidly connected the dots. “So... it looks like I am the low girl on the totem pole tonight - Oh, come on!” She gasped out loud as the vibrator hummed back to life inside her pussy. 




One of the women asked innocently, “Do you know what a gps system is?” 




Amy looked at her, face flushing. “What?! Of course I know what a - Ohhhh wowww...” She felt the vibrator becoming more intense and begin to randomly change its pulse patterns and durations. She watched another woman casually stroll over to the wooden X frame. She held up her hand and touched her thumb and index finger together, forming a small circle. 




“This is your sweet spot, Amy. Right about here...” The woman moved her finger-formed circle to the point where the heavy wood planks crossed each other. 




“Sorry, I’m not following you.” Amy confessed in confusion. She felt a pair of arms wrapping around her waist. 




“This is your sweet spot, Amy. From now on, this is the only place where Master Yanni’s little present will shut off. Want to see?” 




Amy let the woman lead her over to the x frame. “Um, lets agree not to strap me to this thing, okay?” 




“Of course. Only if you ask for that. Just turn and step up on the pegs,” The woman smiled warmly, watching Amy comply. 




Amy found it a real challenge to balance her high-heels on the round pegs, but managed. With both feet on the pegs, her legs were spread very wide. Her eyes found Yanni’s, and she felt a wave of arousal flowing through her. The vibrations did not stop. She whispered, “Um no disrespect, but I think your gps calculations are a little off.”




The woman produced a thin pink wand and moved it against Amy’s pussy. “Up on your toes for me, and hold still,”




Amy gulped, raising herself onto her tippy-toes. She felt the woman applying a little pressure against the base of the vibrator for a few long seconds, and then watched her touch a button on the little pink wand. Immediately the vibrations stopped. She heaved a sigh of relief, carefully lowering her heels back down to the pegs. Immediately the vibrations began again. She went up on her toes, and they stopped. Oh shit. 




“There... you’ve found your sweet spot!” Yanni observed, with amusement. 





Chapter XXXVII













Michael crouched on his hands and knees. With all the heavy restraints, he was unable to do much else. He was pretty sure that those silent handlers had removed him from the steel cage and pushed him into what felt and sounded like a cage, all while he was still inside the van that left the club after the auction. That was about two hours ago. Maybe four. He really did not know any more. The tight hood and rubbery encasement left him in a weird state of simultaneous sensory deprivation and overload all at the same time. All he did know was that he was at an airport somewhere. He could hear the distinct whine of jets, and he smelled jet exhaust. 




Michael tensed when the back of the van opened. The sound of idling jet engines got louder. His crate moved, then was dropped, landing at a slight angle. He felt movement and the sound of steel rollers. He was being loaded onto a plane! A short while later, much of the loud jet whine was silenced with a loud ‘whumph!’ The cargo door must have been closed. His heart pounded as the plane began to taxi to a runway.





Chapter XXXVIII













Kristina was not surprised to find a car and driver waiting for her when the private jet came to a stop inside the hangar. She had changed and provisioned herself on the flight over to Amsterdam, and found her senses heightened with adrenaline. She had to get to that club as fast as possible. She hoped that nobody had stripped Jenny of her secondary distress beacon, which was still sending a signal. All she could do was follow it, for the moment. 




The driver drove fast out of the hangar and along the fronts of many similar ones. This section of the airport was clearly designated to the private jet traffic. Her thoughts began to organize and re-prioritize themselves as her training had taught her. She gazed absently at another jet parked on the tarmac. Two huge men wearing all black were pushing a large covered crate up a loading ramp. It looked heavy - sucks to be them, she muttered to herself. 




A thought flashed into Kristina’s mind, and her instincts took over. “Stop the car! Back up to that van but do not be obvious.” Her heart began to race as she stepped out of her car and approached the van. The two men had just climbed back into the cab. She walked up to the driver’s side, waved and smiled at them as she half leaned in over the hood, as if trying to ensure she got their attention. With her other hand, she quickly placed a magnetic tracking beacon up inside the wheel well.




“Hello! Sorry! Can you help me please? My driver has no idea where to go to leave this place, and my boss is waiting for me to give him the paperwork that he forgot because well, he is more interested in screwing his assistant than he is about... Sorry. I have not slept much. Can you give me directions?” Kristina blinked sweetly.




The driver looked angry. “You go there. You turn left. Your driver is an idiot. Out of my way.” He snarled, stomping on the gas pedal. 




“Thank you!” Kristina stayed in character, waving ridiculously for a few seconds as she memorized the license plate before getting back into her car. Nobody loaded their own planes without high connections at the airport. And even then, anyone working out on the tarmac had to wear reflective clothing. These two men were up to something. Probably useless to her but she had learned to trust her instincts. She quickly composed a text to Emma including the license plate number and sent it. In the back of the car, she changed her clothes and pulled on a pink and purple wig, and began to work on her makeup.




A short while later, a club-ready version of Kristina entered the club after boldly walking right up to the door and smooth-talking the bouncers. She knew they would be deemed idiots to deny access to a smoking hot woman, no matter how long the waiting line was. 




Inside, Kristina glanced casually at her watch. The floor plan of the club was showing, as was a blinking green dot in a small room toward the back. She took her time moving through the crowded club, pausing from time to time to scan her surroundings. No sign of Jenny, Amy or Michael. Not good. 




Elena watched the pink haired girl work her way through the room. At 3 am, most women were with someone already, or hanging out with their friends. This attractive loner caught her attention. “What is your story, pretty one?” She mused to herself. 




Kristina made her way to the rear corridor, and tried to smile her way past the guards blocking the hallway. Nope. She smiled at the larger one. “Why don’t you show me where the bathroom is?” 




The burly man smiled for a moment and then frowned, looking quickly at his partner, who just shrugged and looked the other way. 




Kristina winked at him and pulled the burly man by the hand into the bathroom. All combinations of men and women were working on their foreplay games, some even getting right down to business. Kristina stepped over a writhing couple and pulled Mr. Burly into a stall with her. Without warning she turned around and jabbed a needle into his neck. Almost instantly, his body went slack. 




Kristina struggled to lower him to his knees on the floor as she sat down on the toilet. He was so big she could not close the stall door behind him. Quickly she searched him, finding a set of keys and a swipe access card which she put into her handbag. A few minutes later she heard another loud male voice calling for someone. She froze as the man approached. It was clearly this guy’s partner. She quickly tore off her panties and pushed the unconscious man’s face into her crotch as she moaned loudly. 




The second man’s eyes widened in surprise as he saw his partner already going down on the girl. The little pink-haired slut was giving him the finger and telling him to go away. But Elena wanted this very girl. He yelled at his friend to get up. 




Kristina fake moaned some more, just long enough to pull the little blowgun Emma has given her as a gift out of her handbag. She took a deep breath, brought the blowgun to her lips, and fired the drug-coated dart into the man’s neck. She watched for a tense moment as the man swiped at the little dart, and then watched him pitch forward on top of his friend like a fallen oak tree. 




Kristina jumped up and out of the way, climbing over both of them as she whispered, “Thank you, Emma!” She checked her watch, noting where Jenny’s tracking beacon was. Moving quickly now, she found the door and began trying keys in the lock. After six tries the door opened. She stepped inside and closed it after herself. There was Jenny, passed out on the couch. Oh, great. What to do with party girl here? 




Kristina shook Jenny by the shoulder vigorously. “Hey! Jenny! Wake up! Time to go!”




Jenny murmured, “Wazzammadderrr... hmmm.”




Kristina stood up and kicked Jenny hard in the thigh. “Jenny! Wake up! Where are Amy and Michael?!” 




Jenny opened her groggy eyes, struggling to focus on Kristina. “Owww... bitch... you look like a Q-Tip. Ahahahahaha!” Her head flopped back down on the stained couch and she laughed some more. 




Kristina fumed, realizing Jenny had been drugged. The chances of them getting out together undetected were dropping quickly. She forced her thoughts to calmly rearrange themselves, and took a deep breath. She looked around for Jenny’s phone but could not find it. They had not found the tracker in Jenny’s molar tooth. This was good. She could still track her whereabouts if they moved her. Focus, Kristina. 




With another deep breath, she got up and left the room with Jenny in it, locking the door behind her. She would have to find the security cameras, and figure a way to play them back. But she needed a distraction first. A plan came into her mind, and she moved back to the dance floor. She found a suitable set of targets dancing. A big, muscle-bound guy dancing with a drunk girl. They were next to a smaller guy standing with some of his friends. 




Kristina walked right up to the smaller guy. She slapped him hard in the face and started loudly berating him. Then she pulled on the arm of the girl dancing with muscle-guy and screamed at her, “This guy just called you a fucking dog! I hate guys that say shit like that!”




Kristina moved behind the group of guys as muscle man received the news flash. She casually picked up a beer bottle and flung it hard at muscle man’s head, landing it perfectly on his forehead. It broke, cutting his skin. Muscle guy, assuming the bottle came from one of his friends, lunged at the smaller guy. 




In seconds, this entire corner of the dance floor erupted into a drunken brawl as Kristina slipped away. She noted where the pack of security guys came from, like a line of hornets leaving the nest. 




Kristina made her way around to the security room and slipped inside. Her heart pounding, she found the digital recorder for the entrance door camera and quickly rewound it. She played the tape back and then started it from several hours earlier. And then she saw it! The same van that she saw at the airport. She squinted at the image, confirming the license plate. That van had left the club and been driven to the airport. But why? Who or what was in that crate they were loading? She let the tape play further. Her mouth dropped open as she watched a medieval-looking upright cage with a bound form inside being wheeled into the back of the van by her two friends dressed in black. She gasped as she watched Amy walk into view, arm in arm with a stunningly beautiful woman, and then continue to walk with her out of the frame of the image. What was going on here?! Could that be Michael in the cage? Who was that woman with Amy?




Kristina focused her racing mind to calmness and re-assessed her next immediate priorities. She reached for her phone to text Emma with an update. This was a much bigger situation than she had expected. She never even saw her assailant come up behind her. All she felt was a sharp pain in the back of her head, and everything went black. 






















... to be continued in Volume III










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. I cannot emphasize enough how important it is to me. 




Be sure not to miss the opportunity to volunteer as a member of the Launch team  for the Femdom Syndicate, Volume III. All you need to do is to visit my website and  join my mailing list.




Are you looking forward to Volume 3? Be sure to pre-order and have it delivered the moment it goes live. The Volume 3 is currently available for pre-order and will go live on 1st September 2021!







Your PhDomme Emma,

the erotica writer and founder of the University of Slavery and Servitude











Teaser










Will Amy find a way to free Michael from Persephone’s wickedly seductive and increasingly powerful control?




Will Emma be able to dismantle Sophie’s growing global empire before Sophie destroys her own? 




Prepare yourself for the pulse pounding and erotically charged conclusion of the Femdom Syndicate! Friendships and alliances new and old will be put to the test like never before, as our beloved characters find themselves ever more entwined in a steamy, sexy battle of wits, passion and determination.




If you don't want to miss the Volume 3, be sure to pre-order and have it delivered the moment it goes live! The Volume 3 is currently available for pre-order and will be delivered to you on 1st September 2021!




PRE-ORDER HERE
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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!
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The Adventures of a Young Dominatrix: Discovering Her Power over Submissive Males and the Sensual World of Femdom

★ 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 novel 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!

The Adventures of a Young Dominatrix: Volume I is the first of a four-part series.

This 60,000 word erotic novel contains explicit adult content including; femdom, forced chastity, crossdressing, coerced feminization, masturbation, oral sex, anal play, male slave training, etc. It is strictly suitable for adults only.
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