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only in servitude lies your eternal happiness.







—  PhDomme Emma
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Chapter I










Persephone enjoyed a few more deep breaths of warm sea air as she finished out her morning yoga exercises on the rear deck of her yacht. She gazed peacefully out across the water, smiling as her private island came into view. This first glimpse of her home along the sun-drenched coast of Greece always pleased her deeply. The trip to Amsterdam had been exciting and enjoyable on many levels, but she looked forward to training her new property Michael in complete and total privacy. 




Captain Arianna appeared and stood silently at rigid attention. She waited patiently until Persephone completed her morning workout before speaking. “Mistress Persephone, your new slave is bathed and shaved, from the neck down. Shall I remove his punishment hood and finish his cleaning?”




“Ah, wonderful, Arianna. Has he received a cleansing enema as well? I do not want him dehydrating.”




“Yes, Mistress Persephone. He received a high colonic this morning and held it well.” Arianna reported. 




“Lovely. The hood stays on for now. The longer he wears it, the more compliant and hungrier he becomes. I would like to further his scent training now, though. Have him brought to my study please and lock him in the Confessional. Heavy collar, short chain.” Persephone toweled perspiration from her brow and neck. Oh, this would indeed be a perfect opportunity for scent training. 




Michael remained on his hands and knees as Arianna had instructed. He could see nothing but sensed that he had been shown into a cage of some sort. Amazing how the remaining senses sharpen when others are neutralized. He was relieved to be out of the tight bondage of the compression suit. And the way those gentle, anonymous  hands had just silently bathed and shaved him was unbelievably pleasurable. He did not even mind the respirator mask that now covered his face from nose to chin. He smelled absolutely nothing with it on.




The opening door startled him. He recognized Arianna’s voice right away. He made no reaction when he felt a heavy collar being locked around his neck. He felt the gentle tug on the attached leash, and silently followed, feeling the now-familiar taps of a riding crop on his body designed to govern his movement as he crawled. After what felt like an hour of crawling on teak plank floors, he was led into a room and commanded to stop. His knees and hands welcomed the softness of carpet, but that sensation was short-lived. He was immediately led by his leash and pulled up to a kneeling position on a wood platform. Hands gently guided his neck and wrists into a pillory apparatus. Panic began to fill him as the top half of the pillory was closed and locked, leaving him bent over and kneeling with his neck and wrists restrained horizontally. 




Michael felt hands coaxing his hips upward, and he went along with it. Hands then coaxed his legs wide apart, stroking his thighs as he silently complied. He felt cold steel closing around his ankles. He tested them by trying to pull his legs free, immediately feeling a warning pinch on his thigh. He heard a slow, seemingly endless measured ratcheting sound. Then, he felt the pressure of a board pressing against the fronts of his thighs, slowly forcing him backwards. The ratcheting and the pressure did not stop until his back was stretched and his head was pulled firmly back against the heavy steel collar. He could no longer move.




The gentle fingers took their time tracing along the skin of his back and his ass, and down to his thighs. He felt leather straps being wrapped around each thigh, tugging them outward before being fastened. He had never felt so exposed and vulnerable in his entire life, as the gentle fingers touched him everywhere. His mind focused on the sensations, forced to realize over and over that he was powerless to stop them from doing anything they wanted. Fingers reached around to his belly and chest, then down to his chastity belt. 




He gasped out loud into his gag the moment he felt the belt loosening. In seconds, it was being slowly removed. Was Queen Sophie here?! She had to be. She was the only one with the key to this belt, he remembered. He moaned loudly as his cock slowly slid out of the tube, providing a moment of sensation that he had not felt for weeks. He felt his cock twitching as it engorged and became rock-hard. 




Persephone gazed down at her new acquisition, her fingertips still gently exploring his skin. She already knew that the pheromone gel inside the compression suit had worked quite well on Michael, noting how the soft touch of her fingers made his entire body quiver. He was very well primed for scent training, she silently observed. Pheromone gel was often used as a lubricant by Dommes during edging sessions with their submissives. The gel significantly heightened the pleasure response while increasing sexual attraction to the Domme’s pheromones, conditioning the submissive to have an increasingly intense pleasure response when experiencing the Domme’s scent. If practiced regularly, the submissive would become addicted to the Domme’s scent and taste. 




Persephone smiled broadly, recalling Elena’s cautionary warning to use the pheromone gel sparingly. But instead, she gave Elena instructions to coat Michael’s entire body with the gel inside the compression suit and explained that he would be kept like that for many hours. Elena’s reaction had been priceless: Shock, followed by concern, followed by laughter. Once Elena fully understood how extensively Persephone planned to transform and train Michael, and that this was not any form of couple’s play with Amy, Elena immediately recommended that she fit Michael with a high tech pheromone filter respirator. The device would prevent Michael from experiencing any pheromone scents at all, while the pheromone gel would make him increasingly crave and prioritize the next female scent that he experienced. 




In the future, when Persephone chose to allow Michael to worship her scent, the experience would be explosively powerful for him. As a result, she was in no particular rush to begin his scent training in earnest. She knew that for hours to come, Michael’s mind and body would be struggling like mad to map to any female pheromones at all. She was quite literally starving him with his own need to experience sexual attraction, while boosting his libido and sexual desire sky-high. Much like keeping the brakes locked on a rocket sled until the rockets were nice and hot, and firing at full thrust. And she had complete control. She could keep Michael’s brakes locked in a pheromone-free void for as long as she desired, letting the rocket blast of his spiraling need completely incinerate the memories of any prior female pheromone scent attraction.




Such moments of wicked creativity always gave Persephone a frisson of pleasure. This opportunity with Michael moved her far more deeply into full sexual arousal, awakening every Dominant instinct within her being. She straddled the bench in front of the pillory and sat down, facing Michael. She leaned in, placing a soft kiss on the perforations of the hood at his right ear before whispering into it. 




“You are safe now, my pet. You are finally free to surrender and be trained to serve... free to worship and obey me without any unhealthy distractions from the spouse... I own you now... and rest assured, I will never let her get near you again.” Persephone punctuated her words with another long, soft kiss to Michael’s ear, observing his reactions very carefully. 




Michael swooned when warm lips placed a soft juicy kiss on his ear. He melted as soon as he heard Persephone’s soft, nurturing voice and felt the delicious warmth of her breath. His entire being became laser-focused on absorbing her words. He was startled to hear Persephone vow to never let the spouse see him ever again. Where did that come from?! He recoiled, grunting as he tried uselessly to pull himself free from the pillory. He did not ever ask for this to be permanent! “Nnnnphh!”




Persephone just smiled at Michael’s futile efforts to escape. He would be fun to break. She kissed his ear again. “It is okay, I understand. You are still believing that she cares about your submissive needs, but the truth is that she does not. She confided things to me. You were a heavy burden to her, but I see you very... very... differently. I see your potential, my pet. And I believe that you feel very attracted to me. I was very... very... pleased that you did not hesitate to sign my contract right in front of the spouse, despite the fact that neither one of you had any idea about the terms and conditions to which you agreed by signing it. But what is done is done. Mmmm, such a... good... boy...”




Michael heard the last two softly spoken words of praise, and nearly exploded in a burst of pleasure all throughout his body and mind. He did not understand his reaction at all. 




Drone arouse... 




Good boy command triggers pleasure response... pleasure response triggers obedience response. Obedience is pleasure. Pleasure is obedience. 




Drone arouse. 




Drone arouse.




Drone arouse.




Michael’s pulse quickened with pure lust. He began breathing more rapidly. He suddenly wanted to please Persephone in any way that he could. He squirmed reflexively in his restraints. 




Persephone observed Michael’s response to her softly spoken trigger commands and silently thanked Sophie again for her thoroughness in Michael’s drone hypnosis conditioning. He responded to drone programming commands without being fully activated to a complete drone state. Absolutely fascinating. The inner drone core was listening and - to some unknown extent - controlling what Michael said and did, it seemed. This sudden realization aroused her unexpectedly. Perhaps this drone-and-shell dynamic would be the perfect means for her to explore her many Fornophilia fantasies, in which she transformed obedient human slaves into nothing more than objects of her choosing. It was wildly erotic for her to force a submissive so far down into subspace that he or she would willingly hold still for her, becoming her statue or piece of furniture for as long as she demanded. She decided to test her observation. She leaned in against Michael’s ear again and spoke, this time her seductive voice was toned with real lust. 




“Michael, we are going to have so much fun together. But tell me honestly. Is there a part of you that feels scared? Maybe like you have been lured into a trap of some sort? Hmm? It is okay... just be honest with me. Just nod your head... I am right here with you,” Persephone cooed gently, stroking Michael’s leather hood. 




Michael felt relieved by Persephone’s question. She really did care about him. He slowly nodded his head up and down, indicating yes. He really did feel scared and trapped. Among other things. 




“Good... boy... See? That wasn’t too difficult, was it? You are such a good... boy... for being honest with me, Michael. It makes me feel very close to you. I enjoy being close to you, Michael. Good... boy...” Persephone’s tone was soft and seductive. She knew that she was triggering Michael into deeper and deeper subspace and arousal, just by listening to his muffled whimpers. 




“I think my good... boy... deserves a special treat right now.  And after your treat, I am going to share my favorite secret fantasy with you. Does that sound nice, my good... boy?” Persephone stood and peeled off her clingy yoga pants and top. Naked, she turned herself around and straddled the bench with her ass facing Michael. Reaching back, she gently pulled the respirator straps off Michael’s head, holding it in place with her hand. 




“Exhale slowly, Michael. Empty your lungs completely. Good boy... Now, when I snap my fingers, I want you to breathe in deeply, hold for a count of three, and then exhale. Repeat this three times.”




Michael exhaled completely, feeling Persephone remove the respirator. He felt the warm softness of ass cheeks pressing in against his face until his nose was pressed deeply into the crack between them. He felt his head being lifted as Persephone pressed backward and upward, forcing his nose against her puckered butt hole. He heard fingers snap, and he breathed in Persephone’s most basic scent deeply. Something immediately snapped in his mind. His senses exploded with the rich fragrance of Persephone’s ass. He felt an overwhelming surge of sexual energy rip through his entire body like a shot of adrenaline. He needed more. He exhaled just long enough to expel the air from his lungs and then took a long, deep breath again. Somehow the way Persephone was gently swaying her hips left and right was perfectly timed, as the motion forced the tip of his nose into her asshole as he inhaled her fragrance. His nose made a loud whistling sound as he labored to suck in more and more scent. He was trembling with lust by the time he released his second breath, but wasted no time drawing in a third, even deeper breath of Persephone’s perfect earthy scent. 




Weirdly powerful things were happening in Michael’s mind and body. His mind was rapidly filling with memories and images of Persephone, and only Persephone. He could hear her soft voice repeating things to him over and over and over. And he could smell her scent every time he drew a breath. It was as if his mind was diligently connecting and mapping Persephone’s scent to her voice and to her physical appearance. It was overwhelmingly intense, and he found it impossible to concentrate on anything else no matter how hard he tried. Every thought and sexual urge was quickly becoming about Persephone. And nobody else.




Persephone stepped away from Michael’s face and pulled her yoga pants back on, chuckling as she watched him contort and writhe in his restraints in an effort to follow her ass. She carefully refitted the respirator onto his face again, tightening the straps. Now the respirator would ensure that Michael smelled her pheromones with every single breath while preventing him from smelling anyone else’s pheromones. His uncontrollable whimpering and moaning began to excite her.




Persephone strolled behind Michael, her fingers tracing over his back and ass possessively. She casually slipped on a rubber glove and lubricated her fingers generously. Speaking in her distinctively calm voice, she asked, “Michael, do you recall how I clearly told you that once you sign my contract, that your fantasy ends, and my fantasy begins? You may nod your head once.”




Michael nodded his head yes. He clearly remembered that. Persephone clearly explained that to him. And he clearly signed the contract knowing this fact. Why was he so enthusiastic with his responses all of a sudden? He felt a slick finger slide very slowly into his rectum. 




“Such a good... boy... are you enjoying my fantasy, my pet? Would you like me to tell you more about it? You do not have to nod your head anymore, my pet. In fact, I want you to hold perfectly still for me... still as a statue... as if you were made of smooth... polished... marble.” Persephone cooed, working a single finger in and out of Michael’s ass.




Michael felt one finger become two and become more vigorous in their twisting explorations. But he held still. 




“Mmm, it is so nice to share things with you, Michael. Even one of my darker erotic fantasies. You see Michael, when the spouse approached me to play out your auction fantasy, I could not say no to her. It was too perfectly aligned with my own erotic fantasy in which I find a submissive married couple, seduce the husband, and then steal him away from his wife. And once I have him, I take complete and total control over him. Then I break him slowly. Mind... body... and soul. I punish him severely for even thinking about his wife or anything or anyone from his previous existence. Total and complete degradation and reset. I  train and transform him into something sub-human that exists only to serve me. And once he is completely under my control, I seduce and dominate his submissive wife. Doesn’t that sound like fun, my pet?”




Michael felt the two fingers retract, then felt three sliding in, stretching him a little more.  He grunted as they slid inside him, shifting his hips slightly sideways.




“Oh, careful, my little statue! Statues never... ever... move when somebody is watching them,” Persephone cooed softly, a gentle warning tone in her voice. 




Michael re-doubled his efforts to remain still for Persephone. Still as a statue for Persephone. He continued to inhale her perfect scent, descending deeper and deeper into blissful subspace with every breath. 




“Mmmm. So nice... Look at you beginning to focus your energy on my desires... choosing to become the statue that I want you to be... preparing to surrender everything to achieve your goals... goals that only I set for you... I am very... very... pleased right now, my pet.” Persephone withdrew her fingers from Michael’s ass and pulled off the gloves with a snap. Time to play some head games with her new toy. 




“Now that you understand what I desire, I will offer you a chance to really commit to giving me what I want...” Persephone spoke softly as she unlocked the pillory and swung it up. She traced her fingertips along Michael’s spine as she moved behind him again, this time freeing his thighs and ankles. 




Michael felt all the restraints being removed, then heard the ratcheting sound again as the thigh board was also retracted. He felt a sense of relief, yet also realized that it was now entirely up to him to hold perfectly still for Persephone. Already his mind was hard at work trying to convince his muscles to flex and stretch, but he resisted. He felt familiar warmth against his ear again, followed by a soft kiss. Then he heard the distinct sound of a single sheet of paper being waved back and forth near his head. 




“Here it is, my pet. The Contract Termination page from our Agreement. If we were both to sign this, you would have the power to terminate our little agreement simply by stating that orally as your preference, at any point in time, no questions asked.  I know the spouse read this page in detail because I watched her. I purposely made this the only page in the entire agreement that was translated to English, as a test for her. I enjoyed how the spouse studied this page carefully when she reviewed your contract. I could tell that she took comfort in  the thought that you could... if we both chose... terminate this arrangement so easily. But Michael, she made no effort to insist - or even request - that this page be signed by both of us. Let me show you...” 




Michael felt the heavy collar being removed, followed by the respirator mask. He then felt the compression hood being loosened and removed as he continued to look straight down. He breathed in Persephone’s perfume, and the delicious scent of her salty skin. Every breath he drew in served to strengthen his attraction to her, leaving him eager for the next breath. She was standing so close to him! He moaned loudly into the penis gag, which remained firmly in place. He did not dare move his head once Persephone’s gentle fingers guided his bare neck back down to the open pillory. As he was positioned, his eyes devoured the partial view of her gorgeous legs encased in clingy light grey yoga pants, and her perfectly formed bare feet. His cock throbbed, seeming to harden even more as his mind repeatedly recalled the delicious scent of those toes with perfect clarity. 




Persephone gazed at Michael with contentment. She watched him inhaling deeply again and again, noting the soft whimper every time he experienced her scent in any form. She knew he had no idea that the pheromone-mapping drug was causing this delightful response in him, but she felt no need to inform him. Better to let him believe that this was just his natural response to her. She smiled, silently watching him struggle not to move any part of his body as her pheromones affected him more and more. Moving closer to him, she stood to the side of his head. She shifted slightly toward the pillory, intentionally pressing her ass cheek against Michael’s hand. 




Michael reflexively moved his hand away from Persephone’s ass. He didn’t mean to touch it and did not want to displease her in any way. But instead, he felt her fingers close gently around his wrist and guide it back to the pillory notch made for it. He felt her lean in against the pillory and the side of his head. He felt her rotate his hand and press it gently against the curve of her ass cheek. Her fingers gently coaxed his own fingers to follow the perfect curves of her ass before gently and slowly tapping the back of his hand. He felt the warmth of her thighs now against the side of his face. He could catch slight whiffs of her musky sex intermixed with the scent of her sweat. It was almost too much to bear. He wanted so badly to turn his head and bury his face in Persephone’s sex.




“Mmm, this is nice, Michael. I feel such a strong connection with your submissive energies now... it feels so natural and beautiful to feel them flowing into my own dominant energies, does it not?” Persephone placed her hand over Michael’s hand and pressed in firmly, sighing with pleasure as his fingertips moved obediently deeper into her ass crack and squeezed. A perfect confirmation. She felt a rush of sexual arousal flowing through her body.




“Some have described this blissful energy flow between a submissive and dominant as a constant, endless feeling of melting... as if you are just melting into my dominant nature... as if your own free will flows to me effortlessly, as if I am extracting it from you in ways that you cannot alter or resist. And in turn, I fill you with the overwhelming joy of subservience and obedience... and a constantly growing desire to worship and please me. You are feeling these wonderful things already, just as I am. Such a beautiful pairing we have made together, Michael. There is no longer any reason to preserve this contract termination page. I sense this very strongly and find great pleasure in the thought of removing such a distracting... unhealthy... thought.” Persephone paused, stroking Michael’s hair as her words sank deeply into his mind. 




Michael’s head spun with pure lust and attraction to Persephone. He had never felt such feelings of adoration before. Persephone was entirely right. He did feel himself melting into her dominance and it felt perfect. He had no idea what she was saying now, though. Something about unhealthy thoughts. He was too busy trying to tell his entire body to hold as still as a statue, particularly his hand which really wanted to fondle Persephone’s ass cheek. Was she purposely moving ever so slightly, to see what he would do with his hand? He decided to freeze it, just like a statue would be like. When she leaned back a bit, his rigid fingers dug into and gripped her ass tightly, when she leaned forward against his head, her ass simply left his hand completely. He wanted so much to keep his hand on her ass but did not dare move it. Such a weirdly erotic experience of surrender and obedience.




“Mmm, good boy! Yes, my pet. That was a test, and you passed. Believe me, such tests will become harder and harder for you to endure. Now, I will share with you your very first command. Ready? Whenever you hear me speak the word “Kinisi”, this means that your statue session has ended, and movement will once again be allowed in any way that I permit. “Kinisi” is the Greek word for ‘movement’. Let’s try this together: Kinisi...” Persephone spoke the word softly. Reaching back to Michael’s hand on her ass, she coaxed it to squeeze and knead her ass flesh. 




“Mmmm, so nice Michael. Now I will share your second command, and then we will practice them both. Your second command is “Agalma”. This is the Greek word for statue. Whenever I speak this command, you must freeze like a statue in exactly the position you are in, with no further movement until you hear me say “Kinisi”. If you move any part of your body after the “Agalma” command, you will be punished. Simple, yes? Let’s see how you do, Michael: Agalma.” Persephone chuckled as Michael’s hand was in mid-squeeze of her ass cheek, and he held it firmly like that. 




Persephone gently wriggled free from Michael’s semi-grasp and strolled back over to her desk. “Kinisi, Michael. Crawl to me like a puppy. Then follow me around like a puppy and sniff my feet while I consider shredding this contract termination page. You may lick my heels whenever I am not walking. This will be your way of showing me puppy love and gratitude.




Michael quickly moved to the floor and crawled to Persephone’s feet as she stood leaning against the desk. He looked up at her and took in her full stunning beauty from head to toe. Her back was slightly arched as she perused the blank signature sheet. Her hair was pulled up into a high ponytail, and she wore just the light grey yoga pants and a clingy white cropped top that barely contained her large breasts. 




Michael crawled to Persephone’s foot and sniffed it, making his best effort to be the puppy she wanted him to become. How was he supposed to lick her feet with this gag in his mouth? He went through the motions of licking, but felt rather stupid doing so. He kept looking up, but Persephone seemed not to care as she casually read portions of the contract termination page out loud. The ease with which she read and then commented on the clauses was suddenly quite terrifying. 




“That’s a good puppy. Keep sniffing and licking while I decide what to do with your termination page. Hmm let’s see... ‘Both parties acknowledge that this Agreement remains in full force without exceptions unless and until this termination section is fully executed and notarized by both parties.’ Well, that part is clear enough. Ohhh! Just look at my little puppy... trying so hard to lick my feet... poor thing... let’s get that gag off you, hmm?” Persephone reached down and grasped a tuft of Michael’s hair, gently tugging his mouth to her crotch as she spread her legs wide.




Michael moaned loudly as Persephone maneuvered his face in against her damp sex and held it there. He inhaled deeply, feeling a wild surge of sexual arousal coursing through his body as Persephone continued reading. 




“Hmm... this part is interesting as well: ‘This termination section may remain unexecuted until such time that both parties agree to terminate the Agreement.’ So, my pet, if just one of us have no intention to ever sign this termination, then you would simply remain my property for all time. I do so enjoy simple solutions...” Persephone put down the termination page and took her time unbuckling Michael’s penis gag. She kept his nose in her crotch, pressed against her dampening yoga pants. She could only imagine how powerfully her unwashed scent was affecting him now. She gently pushed his head back, removed the huge penis gag and then smiled down at Michael. She brought her foot up to his shoulder and pushed it down to the floor rather forcefully. 




Michael hit the floor with a surprised “Huhh!” He immediately felt the same foot silently shove his head over to Persephone’s other foot. 




“Good boy... focus and learn my superior scent, my little puppy. I have decided to keep you and remove any means for you or anyone else to terminate or protest our agreement.” Persephone calmly stood up and strolled slowly over to a paper shredder, turning the power on. 




Michael froze. Holy shit - Persephone was totally serious! He was already crawling after her while panic briefly flooded his mind. But the second he began sniffing her fragrant feet again, all thoughts evaporated. His tongue found its way to the heel of her foot, and began bathing it in short, puppy-like licks. He felt her squat down in front of him, but he kept licking. One heel, then the other, and back. 




He did not even pause when he felt the cold steel of the heavy collar closing around his neck, followed by the snap of a padlock. Out of the corner of his eye, he noticed a sheet of paper floating down to the floor next to Persephone. He knew what it was. 




“Fetch, puppy,” Persephone cooed, tugging Michael’s leash the second he picked up the termination page in his mouth. 




Michael’s heart pounded as Persephone pulled him roughly around the floor by his leash, the sharp tugs being in stark contrast to her sweet gentle and very sexy voice. He felt her grasp his hair painfully hard, forcing his face over the shredder so that the edge of the paper in his mouth was in the slot of the shredder.




“Ohhh does Michael still want more time to consider this very important decision? Thirty minutes perhaps, to think it all through. I understand. I really do. But what is there to think about, my pet? We both feel this beautiful connection between us growing stronger... we both know that being here with me is your destiny... why waste all that energy thinking about something you already know?” Persephone gently stroked Michael’s hair, loving the expression of confused lustful panic in his eyes. 




With just a moment of hesitation, he lowered the paper into the slot until the machine whirred to life and pulled it down. What had he just done?!




Michael listened to the motorized blades reducing the important document to useless bits of confetti. He gulped, realizing that he had just sealed his own fate. With his mind and body awash in a fresh wave of unbridled lust, he lowered his mouth to Persephone’s heel and resumed his worship. He had to convey what he was feeling. The attraction. The gratitude. Persephone’s soft voice sounded a little more authoritative when she spoke. 




“A puppy instinctively knows he needs a master to train him. He begs for this training with his entire being. Show me how well my new puppy begs.” Persephone paused to enjoy the sight of the now-trembling form in front of her. She could almost see the inner conflict raging within Michael: An alarmed Michael wanting escape but being completely overpowered by her charms.




Michael’s brain was on overload. Alarms were ringing fiercely, urging him to get up and run. But he could not move from the floor. Completely unrestrained, he held the exact same position that he knew Persephone found pleasing. Yes, he was obediently melting into her domination and control. And every time she whispered, ‘good boy’, his mind and body would fill with adoration and pleasure, forcing out any other thought or action. But a part of his mind was still trying to fight off these powerful urges to surrender and obey. 




“Good... boy... I am very pleased with your decision, my pet. Now your training may begin. That was the last decision you will ever need to make. Now be a good boy and listen carefully to everything I say: From now on, I make all decisions for you. All those years of the spouse ignoring and defiling your true submissive nature are behind us now. I have saved you from her unhealthy attempts to treat you as an equal. You will express your gratitude by offering me letter-perfect obedience, every moment of every day. You will worship me as the superior female goddess that I am.” Persephone gazed down at Michael intently focused on licking her foot just right. He was clearly dropping into subspace now, despite any remaining apprehensions or hesitation. Of course, he would need to be broken and trained, but he was off to a good start. A pleasant rush of arousal coursed through her as she silently observed how readily he was accepting the de-humanizing role of a puppy for her. Time to push him further.




“And you will never... ever... attempt to raise yourself up from the ever-deepening construct of subspace that I create for you. You will just continue to sink endlessly deeper under my control as I train you, my pet. You belong to me now. You are nothing more than property that I own, no different than a puppy, or perhaps a piece of furniture. You exist to serve my needs and desires, and nothing else. You may now bathe my feet with your puppy tongue. Be very sure not to miss any spots, or I shall have you punished. When I informed Chef Margo of your return, she was immediately eager to assist in your training. It seems you made quite an impression on her during your first visit.” Persephone gently tugged his leash, casually moving his mouth to her other foot. 




Michael was lost in the delicious taste and smell of Persephone’s feet. He carefully bathed each one with his tongue, feeling a growing sense of urgency to perform well for Persephone. His mind barely registered the knock on the cabin door. 




“Come in,” Persephone calmly instructed. She smiled warmly as Captain Arianna stepped into the study and closed the door with crisp precision. 




“Mistress Persephone, we are about to dock. May I see to your belongings, and have them brought ashore for you?” Arianna cast a quick glance down at Michael, naked and licking Persephone’s feet. 




Persephone sighed contentedly. “It is always such a joy to return home to this island. Yes, Arianna. Thank you. But I will lead this one off myself.” Persephone slapped Michael’s cheek with her slick foot several times, then let him continue his foot bath. 




“Of course, Mistress. Shall I test his security collar before you debark?” Arianna inquired.




“Ah, yes. Very good of you to think of this. Go right ahead.” Persephone shared a knowing smile with Arianna as the beautiful captain moved to a wall panel and punched in a code. 




Arianna’s finger hovered over the test button as she turned her gaze to Michael. She waited until Persephone tugged his leash upward, and then she calmly pressed the button and held it down. 




Michael’s neck exploded in sharp, searing pain as the collar delivered its electro-shock punishment. His muscles convulsed uncontrollably as he collapsed to the floor of the study. 




Persephone gazed down at Michael’s convulsing form on the floor and gently spoke to him. “I am looking forward to having you on my private island, Michael. You should be mindful of the invisible fence system all around the island. Once you are inside the fence, you are not leaving my island home. Captain Arianna is allowing you to experience the very lowest punishment setting right now, but rest assured, your collar will be set to the maximum punishment level. That should do, Captain. Thank you so much.” Persephone winked at Arianna, who in turn removed her finger from the test button. 




Michael collapsed on the floor, sweating like an animal. He could barely move his limbs even after the shocks stopped. With considerable effort he rolled onto his back. He had never experienced anything so debilitating before in his life. It was terrifying. He saw Persephone stroll over and stand with her feet close on either side of his head. He watched her smiling at him as she squatted down, hovering an inch above his face. Her unwashed scent filled his nostrils, and he breathed her musk deeply, like a man possessed. His cock hardened to stone, throbbing as it lifted from his abdomen. 




“Welcome to my home, Michael. Here you will learn to please me in every way that I desire. Come. You will crawl from now on.” Persephone’s voice was gentle and nurturing. She stood, tugging Michael’s leash with a sly smile as she led him out of the study and up to the forward deck of the yacht. She always loved being on deck as they came in to dock. 

















Chapter II










Amy fell into a blissful rhythm of kissing the two beautiful women seated on either side of her on the sofa, facing Yanni, who was seated comfortably in an upholstered leather chair enjoying the view. The penthouse apartment was beautifully decorated and had a commanding view of the city below. A girl could get used to this. She had to admit, it was really turning her on to just surrender to their soft touches as they took turns moving her head side to side so they could each make out with her. She let them gently pull her arms behind their backs and hold her wrists tight as the kissing got more serious. All three of them were beginning to breathe harder. 




Amy kept looking at Yanni, returning his smile, whenever the women turned her head. She made no protest when hands moved to both of her thighs, gently coaxing her knees further and further apart. She did resist that, once anyway, clamping her thighs back together. The women just chuckled and kissed her more deeply. This was making her so hot. When those soft hands found the insides of her thighs a few minutes later, she decided not to object. She let her thighs be spread very wide, feeling her clingy little dress hiking up considerably. It turned her on to see Yanni staring at her dampened panties, now in full view. She let the women slowly lift and separate her thighs up over their own, then felt them being scissor-locked that way as the women brought their other legs down over her thighs. She felt teasing fingers exploring her inner thighs, right up to the edge of her panties but no further. She began to wonder if these women knew how much she loved to be teased and denied. Then, as she felt her hands being led by the wrist down to the women’s wet pussies, she began to wonder something else: Had she gotten herself in too deep here? She pondered that as the women began to press her fingers into their wet pussies, silently instructing her on exactly how to pleasure them. Meanwhile, they refused to touch her sex at all, which was beginning to throb with need.




Amy was somewhat stunned by how quickly the two women were getting themselves off using her own fingers as nothing more than tools. First one, then the other, began panting and moaning, grabbing her fingers and rapidly stimulating their clits with them until they came loudly. She could not believe how sexually aroused this had made her. She squirmed uselessly in her human-hold bondage between the two smiling women holding her captive. 




“Please... please touch me like that,” Amy pleaded, her voice barely a whisper.




One of the women turned her chin and kissed Amy, then turned to Yanni. 




“Master Yanni, we very much like your new play toy. How can we ever show our gratitude to you for sharing her with us?” A playful smile curled across her full lips. 




Yanni chuckled, putting his drink down to think about his response. “How would you girls like to help my new toy learn the Greek alphabet?”




All four women around Amy erupted simultaneously in gleeful response. The two not holding Amy were bouncing up and down on their heels and clapping excitedly. 




Amy looked at them all in nervous confusion. “Okay, I’m clearly missing something here, ladies. Mind filling me in?”




“Ohhh, we will definitely fill you in.”




“Most definitely...”




“But first you need to learn your alphabet...”




“The order is very... very... important...”




“Are you listening, our little play toy?” 




Amy nodded her head nervously, silently acknowledging her new status of ‘play toy’. She watched the tallest woman - the one who wrapped her leg around her waist in the nightclub - stand and stroll over to stand between her spread legs. 




“I... am Alpha.” The woman turned and strolled over to Yanni’s chair and sat down on the arm of it. She snaked an arm around his neck and leaned in for a long sensual kiss. 




The other standing woman gazed down at Amy with a smirk on her face. “And I am Beta.” 




Amy watched Beta sit down on the other arm of Yanni’s chair with feline grace, smirk still on her face. She felt the two women on either side of her snuggle in closer against her body. The redhead on her left spoke first. 




“And I... little pet... am Gamma. “




Amy felt her head being whipped around more forcefully as the woman on her right gripped her cheeks and chin in one hand. 




“And I am Delta, little slut toy. Would you like me to tell you your name now?” 




Amy gasped quietly as Delta leaned in and dragged her wet tongue from her chin, up over her mouth and nose, over her right eye and up to her forehead. “Um... yes?”




Delta smiled a deliciously wicked smile. “Mmm... then wait until I finish marking you as my own...”




Amy didn’t know how to react as Delta began to literally bathe her face with her tongue. “Oh! Gross! What are you doing?!” 




Delta sat back slightly, looking disappointed. “You want to resist? You are not ready for me to mark you as our property yet, hmm?”




Amy nodded. “Well, you gotta admit, it's a little weird licking someone like a dog. Sorry, no offense.”




“None taken, little toy. Let us start slower then. Would you like that? Come with me. I will give you a simple task to do instead.”




Amy blinked. All of the other women were chuckling now. This was getting stranger by the second. But she followed her new friend Delta across the room to a series of three thick wooden display shelves mounted onto the wall with ornate wrought-iron brackets. Each shelf had a tasteful display of small sculptures and ceramic pieces. The bottom shelf was about a meter off the floor.




“Do you like my artistic eye, little play toy?” Delta cooed, stroking her fingers down Amy’s spine. 




Amy felt delicious little chills of pleasure running down her spine from Delta’s sensual touch. “Yes, very nice pieces. They are beautiful, Delta. Oh, may I call you Delta?” 




Delta smiled broadly. “Of course, you may. I wonder if you would help me make some changes to my display, little toy. I suddenly feel... Mmm... inspired.”




“Me? Oh, sure. Of course, I would be happy to. Are there other pieces of art which you would want to display? Maybe we should look at those first? Um, Delta? Mmmph...” Amy felt Delta wrap her arms around her waist and pull her in close for a deep sensual kiss. Her own arm seemed to find their way up and around Delta’s neck. She did not want the kiss to end, but Delta turned to the display shelves. 




“I enjoy the feeling on the top two shelves... but the bottom shelf... I want to feel much more energy. Much more passion. Do you agree?”




“Um... actually yes, so what did you have in mind?” Amy asked politely. 




Delta smiled. “Help me clear the bottom shelf first. Start with this piece.” 




Amy picked up the ornate vase from the far end of the shelf, following Delta to a desk nearby, where she put it down carefully. Piece by piece she followed Delta's gentle instructions to the letter, picking up each piece just so, placing it down exactly where she wanted it. Soon the shelf was empty except for three square metal plates - one in the center and the other two flanking it. They looked very old and had ornate carvings on them. 




“What about these, Delta?” Amy inquired, intrigued by the carvings. 




“They could use some conditioning oil, don’t you agree?” Delta purred. 




Amy shrugged. “Okay. I don’t know that much about... oh. Thanks.” She took the bottle of oil from Delta. That was fast, she mused. 




Delta smiled, reached around to Amy’s back, and slowly unzipped her dress all the way. “We do not want to get any oil on this pretty dress, do we?” 




Amy felt slightly spellbound. Her heart was pounding with sexual arousal as she just stood there and let Delta slowly undress her. She didn’t even flinch when Delta unhooked her bra, leaving her standing there in just a wispy black thong. 




“Be generous with the oil and use your fingers to rub it in.” Delta gently instructed. 




Amy gulped and poured a generous drizzle of oil on the middle plate, working it in until the surface glistened. She continued until all three tiles were slick with oil. “Ah - should I wipe off the excess with a towel or something?”




No, no. That is just the way I want them. Now carefully pick up the middle tile and place it right here...” Delta tapped the floor directly under the shelf at the center. 




Amy was surprised by how heavy the tile was and almost dropped it. She lifted it carefully, noting that it had a black rubber half-sphere attached to the back of it. She noted the circular hole in the middle of the shelf to accommodate the rubber protrusion. She placed the metal tile on the floor, taking a moment to balance it on the soft rubber half-ball that it compressed. 




Delta was already calmly pointing to a spot on the floor almost two feet to the side of the center plate, but also under the shelf on the floor. Amy silently obeyed, lifting the tile. She noted with interest that this tile also had a squishy rubber half ball attached to its underside, but it was much smaller than the one on the middle tile. She also noted that the circular hole in the shelf was much smaller. 




She picked up the third tile, noting it too had the smaller squishy thing, and the hole in the shelf matched the diameter of the other smaller hole. Almost the size of a woman’s wrist. She froze, and her eyes widened. She stared at the two boards that comprised the shelf, each of them with three omega-shaped cutouts. This was a pillory mounted to the wall!




“You may place the tile here, so that it is spaced equally distant to its partner. Then come stand next to me.” Delta cooed gently. 




Amy gulped, suddenly feeling a wave of panic mixing in with her soaring arousal. She glanced furtively around the room, first at Yanni, then at the other women. None of them were even watching any more. She stood nervously next to Delta, not knowing what to expect next. 




“I find that living sculpture is very satisfying to view, don’t you agree? It is an elegant form of performance art, is it not?” Delta stroked Amy’s back gently, letting her fingers explore her thong-clad butt cheeks. 




Amy gulped, beginning to see where this was heading. She did not protest though when Delta reached over to the desk and picked up an ancient-looking metal ponytail cuff, holding it in her hand for Amy to see. It was ornately carved, and had dozens of holes through it all around, in interesting geometric patterns. 




“It’s beautiful. Those carvings. They match the plate, don’t they?” Amy gulped again as Delta smiled happily. 




“Yes! Yes! You have a keen eye for detail! Gather up your hair - let’s see this on you!” 




Amy complied, stepping back to flop her torso downward to gather up her hair on the top of her head. She stood up again, knowing she must have looked really good doing that. “Is this to your satisfaction, Delta?”




Delta’s face flushed with growing arousal. “Oh, very much so. Here let me do this...”




Amy felt Delta smoothing and re-pulling her hair up much tighter, then felt and heard a definitively loud click as the cuff was locked around her hair. It was immediately much tighter as it closed. She watched silently as Delta leaned over the desk again, returning with a handful of metal combs with curved bases. 




Without hesitating or offering explanation, Delta quickly forced the locking combs through the holes and through Amy’s hair until each one clicked into place and locked. Now there was no way for Amy to remove the wicked device. 




Amy’s fingers explored the strange accessory, finding it impossible to back out any of the metal combs. The cone shaped cuff stood about five inches up from her head and held all her hair very tightly in place. Her long ponytail shot up from the top like a fountain and arced down behind her head. 




“Very nice. But now I am concerned that my living sculpture will not fit in the space between the shelves. Do you mind?” Delta inquired innocently as she strolled to the shelf and pulled off the front beam of the pillory. 




Amy blinked. “You... you mean, you want me to...” Her eyes were rapidly taking in the details of the two-piece shelf now. She noticed how the remaining rear portion of the shelf was securely anchored to the wall. She also noted how the front edge of this fixed segment formed a gentle curve: The neck cut-out was further from the wall, while the wrist cutouts were closer to the wall and near the corners. Her eyes darted to the front segment in Delta’s hands, confirming what she already knew as she noted the same corresponding curved edge. She gulped, suddenly realizing that she was every bit as excited to feel what it would be like to have her neck and wrists restrained like this - neck projecting forward, wrists held further back in a graceful statement of pure submission. 




Delta smiled and nodded. 




Amy gulped. Why was she playing along with this? Maybe Delta just needed to get a sense of scale. She did have a very thick ponytail. Almost understandable. Almost. Heart pounding in her chest, she turned and squatted down, carefully backing her way into the rear section of the pillory shelf. She leaned herself back carefully, feeling the neck hole grip the back of her neck quite snugly. This had clearly been made for somebody else. Curious now, she test-fitted her wrist into the small half-circle cutout. Amazing how positioning her wrist just a few inches back from the centerline of her body made her chest thrust outward somewhat. It made her feel more exposed. She had to turn her wrist sideways, and even then, she had to press her wrist backward into the snug cut-out. “Um, Delta, this is definitely made for somebody smaller than me.”




“Oh? Let me see?” Delta gently moved Amy’s other wrist into the tight wooden cutout, smiling warmly down at her.




Amy let Delta push her wrist back into the other cutout, immediately feeling her chest thrusting outward as her shoulder blades moved closer together. Almost immediately, Amy felt the strain in the quad muscles of her thighs from holding this squatting position. 




“Ah you have such toned thighs... so nice for this. Can you hold like this for me? I want to look at you.” Delta strolled away, not waiting for an answer.  




Amy held the position with relative ease, using the back of her neck and the sides of her wrists to take some of the weight.  She looked expectantly at Delta, leaning pensively against the desk. She watched Delta stand and straighten, strolling slowly toward her with her hands behind her back. 




“This is quite pleasing actually. Perhaps you could try a look of repose now? Just close your eyes and lift your chin.”




Amy obeyed, feeling stupid. What kind of living sculpture fell asleep? She felt the sensation of cold steel pressing in hard on both wrists, and then heard two quiet clicks. Her eyes flew open. There were now ornately carved circular metal plates on top of the shelf, holding her wrists in the cutouts. She could not pull her wrists out. In fact, she noted with a wince that the round metal edges were rather sharp against her wrists. “Hey! Wait! What?! What are you doing, Delta? No!” Amy lunged forward quickly realizing she was not going anywhere. She could hardly move her neck out of the smooth cut-out. She watched helplessly as Delta calmly took her time strolling back and forth from the table to Amy’s pillory, attaching the rest of the ornate metal plates around the backs of both wrists and behind her neck, pressing them all into place with a quiet click. Her eyes widened with fear when Delta finally turned around from the desk, smiling wickedly. She held the front wooden bar of the pillory, but she had now attached a matching metal neck collar plate to the top of it. Amy could clearly see the ornately decorated curved front of the metal collar plate.  She could tell even as Delta approached her that the neck collar would keep her chin held high. Panic filled her. 




“No! Delta! Wait! No no no!” Amy tucked her chin down to her chest and held it there. She heard Delta chuckling, followed by everyone else in the room. She felt movement and a few clicks up by her ponytail, and then saw two thin, ornate chains hanging down from her ponytail cuff. The thin chains danced and swayed as she watched Delta place the front shelf piece on the floor. She had a clear view of Delta’s fingers as they reached down and played with the dangling chains, taunting her with her own helplessness. She watched Delta gather the two chains, moving them upward and out of sight.  A moment later, her ponytail cuff was being pulled upward gently. She fought back. She could not help it. She tucked her chin down harder. 




“No... Delta... please...” Amy whispered pleadingly. She heard no response from Delta, but felt her fingers tracing gently along her cheek and along her jaw. She then felt a single finger gently applying upward pressure to her chin. She also noticed that everyone else in the room was watching her now. Decision time.  




Delta smiled broadly, feeling Amy’s surrender as her chin rose slowly. “Yes... yes... yes... Epsilon obeys... Epsilon always obeys...” Delta gently patted Amy’s cheek before grasping the two chains hanging from her ponytail cuff. With slowly increasing force, she pulled the chains straight upward until Amy’s head and shoulders were raised as high and secure as possible. Then with a relaxed sigh, she worked the two chains onto two hooks in the bottom of the shelf above Amy’s head, effectively anchoring her head in this position. 




Amy winced slightly as she attempted - unsuccessfully - to move her head side to side. Wow, Delta had pulled the ponytail cuff extremely tight. She could not even move her head back when Delta slowly and deliberately leaned in against her face until her nose was pressed firmly into Delta’s pubic mound. She breathed in Delta’s rich feminine scent as Delta swayed gently back and forth, using her nose as a tool to pleasure her swollen clit.  




“Mmmm... very nice, Epsilon... very nice. Tell Master Yanni why Epsilon exists...” Delta pressed herself more firmly against Amy’s face for emphasis.




“E- Epsilon exists to obey?” Amy replied tentatively, not sure of the correct answer. She felt a hot rush of arousal realizing she had accepted her newly assigned name without question. Delta’s gentle, loving fingertips stroking her hair felt heavenly, despite the fact that she was semi-fastened to the shelf, and her face was buried in Delta’s fragrant pussy. Amy had to admit it. Delta’s scent was kind of arousing her.




“Very good, Epsilon... yes... Epsilon obeys... Epsilon obeys. Repeat this for me... and kiss me like a lover each time.” Delta’s voice was seductive and nurturing. She stepped briefly away from Amy’s face, long enough to pick up the front segment of the bondage shelf with a smile. 




Amy’s eyes widened as Delta calmly took her time to align the menacing pillory bar with the fixed rear segment, pressing it slowly into position until it clicked. She began pleading breathlessly. “Delta! Delta! Delta! No no no wait! Please! Please Please don’t do this!” 




As the pillory bar clicked into place, Amy simultaneously felt firm pressure on both wrists, and all around her neck. The high curved collar wrapped snugly around her neck, keeping her chin slightly above a neutral position. This added more tension to the ponytail cuff chains, and immediately became a constant reminder of how helplessly restrained she now was. She watched Delta turn sideways and squat down in front of her, knees together in her clingy short party dress. 




Delta chuckled, stroking a loving finger along Amy’s chin. “Let’s get you a little less comfortable, shall we?” She reached down and slowly pressed her hands against the insides of Amy’s thighs, forcing them wider. She smiled as Amy sort of wriggled her feet along the floor compliantly until they bumped against the ornately decorated steel plates. 




Amy felt cold metal on the outside of her feet. She remembered the oiled plates that Delta had her place carefully on the floor out to the sides. Then she felt a single finger pressing upward against the underside of her thigh, just by her knee. The message was clear enough. She lifted her leg, and immediately felt Delta’s other hand gently grasp her ankle and guide her foot further out and down onto the slick, wobbly plate. She felt her body weight shift briefly to her neck and wrists until she could once again press her foot downward to relieve the strain of holding herself up in this awkward position.




Delta traced her fingertips along the back of Amy’s calf feeling how she was already straining her leg muscles to keep her foot planted on the slippery, wobbly metal plate. She enjoyed the sensation of sliding her fingertips up along the underside of Amy’s thigh, making her gasp quietly as her teasing fingers began to stroke her slick and swollen labia through her panties for a few delicious moments before moving on to her other thigh.  “Epsilon is already slick with arousal, and we have not even begun to play.”




Amy’s breathing steadily increased to a mild panting as Delta more firmly grabbed her other ankle, yanked it up and forcefully drove her foot down onto the other metal plate, leaving her legs spread very wide with seemingly every one of her leg muscles engaged in an effort to keep the metal foot plates from touching the floor. 




Amy felt herself plunging deeply into a deliciously intense subspace experience. Every time Delta’s gentle fingers caressed her bare skin, she felt a little more controlled. She could not move her wrists at all in their tight restraints, and the way Delta’s fingers lightly traced along her own fingers magnified the fact that Delta had reduced them to useless decorations. The sense of helplessness and vulnerability was arousing her immensely. She could tell that Delta sensed this too and was becoming aroused by her reaction to being sensually dominated. 




Before she could talk herself out of it, Amy blurted out in a hoarse whisper, “Epsilon obeys!” She watched Delta turn to her and smile, then watched her turn to the others seated on the sofas. 




“Gamma, Epsilon is ready for inspection! You will find this pleasing,” Delta announced with a tone of amusement in her voice, inducing chuckles from everyone in the seating area. 




Gamma sighed dramatically, inducing more chuckles. “Thank you, Delta, very well done. Epsilon looks so beautiful displayed in this manner. However, I am currently enjoying conversation with the rest of your superiors over here. So, will you please inspect Epsilon for me, and be extremely... thorough. Do not distract us until you have completed your task. And Delta, please ensure that neither of you will become sexually aroused during your inspection. Do you understand?” Her words were spoken softly and with an air of authority.




Delta  nodded vigorously. “Yes of course, Gamma! I fully understand my instructions and I am very grateful to be entrusted with such a meaningful task. How may I express my gratitude to you, Gamma?” Delta’s demeanor changed entirely from dominant seductress to obedient servant.




Gamma smiled and took a sip of her champagne, her own cheeks now flushing with arousal. “Hmmm... how indeed... I have so many ideas for this... but for now, you will please me by preparing the playroom before you begin Epsilon’s inspection. Be quick about it.” 




Delta’s eyes lit up with excitement. “Yes! Of course, Gamma! Delta, of course, obeys!” 




Amy’s eyes widened at the sudden and complete reversal in Delta’s demeanor. She watched with fascination as Delta immediately undressed in front of them all, until she wore only a wispy pink thong and high heels. She gulped when Delta dropped to her hands and knees and crawled to Gamma’s feet, placing a single reverent kiss on each of them. 




Amy’s heart was pounding by the time Gamma finished putting a wide leather collar and cuffs on Delta’s wrists and ankles, locking them all in place with little padlocks. Gamma finished by pulling Delta’s hair up into an identical ponytail cuff, complete with locking combs just like her own. Gamma then signaled her to stand, and everyone watched Delta rise with feline grace. 




Amy could not help but note that Delta was truly a very beautiful woman as she watched her stroll toward her slowly and confidently. The shiny little locks on her cuffs swung back and forth, glinting in the light like jewelry. She watched Delta come close and kneel down, knees together as she sat back on her heels right in front of her. 




“Delta! Wha- What is an inspection?!” Is it gonna hurt?” Amy’s voice was a tiny whisper, but immediately Delta brought a silencing finger to her lips, keeping it there as she leaned into her ear. 




“Shhh, Epsilon... are you already aroused?” Delta gently whispered in her ear, kissing it softly over and over. 




Amy nodded yes as best she could, feeling the collar dig in underneath her chin. 




“Yes... mmm. So am I... so am I... Do you know what this means, Epsilon? Hmm? This means we are both going to be punished... I love being punished by Gamma... she is sooooo wickedly creative with her punishments... let’s really get her upset with you...” Delta purred softly in Amy’s ear, flicking her tongue along its edge for emphasis.




“What?! No! Bad idea! What are you doing?! No no no!” Amy whispered desperately, feeling Delta’s fingertips beginning to stroke and play with her swollen labia. A moment later she was kissing Delta deeply and sensually. She felt experienced fingers begin to slide into her dripping wet pussy, immediately finding just the right spots somehow. 




Amy fought the pleasurable sensations. She tried to, anyway. But Delta was winning this little game, and they both knew it. Delta herself was becoming wildly turned on by it all and was beginning to pleasure herself while she continued to pleasure Amy. That is when the moaning started, causing Gamma to slowly rise from her seat and approach them. 




“Delta, I am certain that I instructed you not to distract us. Yet here you are, carrying on with Epsilon as if we are not even here. 




“Please forgive me, Gamma! It’s just that Epsilon will not stop kissing me, and her lips just taste so delicious,” Delta explained innocently, never stopping her stimulation of Amy’s sex. 




Alpha moved herself to Yanni’s lap and kissed him deeply before taking out her phone. She took a photo of Amy, naked and bound to the shelf restraints, making out with Delta while Gamma watched. She showed it to Yanni, and then texted the photo to Persephone. 




A moment later, a text response from Persephone pinged. 




“Very nice. You may all proceed to the playroom now. Do be sure that my new Epsilon is teased and edged without mercy. I want her begging to cum.”




Yanni read Persephone’s response and chuckled. “Well ladies, I am in the mood for some serious stargazing right now.” He stood and approached Amy’s bound form while the other three women laughed and cheered enthusiastically. 




Amy felt Yanni take her bound hand gently and could not help but smile up at him. She watched him unlatch the front segment of her shelf pillory and remove it. 




“Do you have any reason to leave us this evening, Epsilon? We all want you to stay very... very... much, but if you are not into being controlled, then, well this would be your last opportunity to escape our little party. But if you decide to stay, you must know that each one of us has very wicked intentions for you.” Yanni smiled and winked at Amy while he removed the wrist cuffs and collar bondage. He left the ponytail cuff chained to the upper shelf. 




Amy rubbed her wrists, smiling as Yanni took a few steps toward her. She was suddenly a lot closer to Yanni’s bulging crotch than she intended to be. But what the hell. She looked up at him and said sweetly, “Epsilon wants to please Master Yanni... so badly. Epsilon would never... ever... think of leaving here without Master Yanni’s permission,” She traced a few fingernails along the clear outline of Yanni’s hardening cock through his slacks. 




“Oh, she’s good.” Alpha chuckled, watching Yanni unchain Amy’s ponytail cuff and grasp her ponytail. 




“Playroom. Now.” Yanni growled lustfully, holding Amy’s head at waist height as he strode powerfully out of the room. He pulled Amy to a standing position in the corridor outside a closed door. He let the other three giggling women go in first, and smiled when Alpha returned with a wide, black silk blindfold.




“May I, Master?” Alpha cooed.




“Absolutely.” Yanni hissed. 




Amy let Alpha gently turn her by the shoulders. She had worn blindfolds before, and kind of loved the idea right now. But she wasn’t ready for this blindfold. It was very wide. It covered most of her forehead and had a nose piece sewn into it in a way that left a thin strap of silk running across her upper lip, below her nose. The bottom edge of the blindfold covered half of her cheeks and was sewn to be contoured to the face. When Alpha tightened and knotted it in place, Amy could see absolutely nothing. 




Amy felt warm lips pressing against her ear. 




“Sometimes... wearing a blindfold can bring about feelings of intense vulnerability. Would you say this is true, Epsilon?” Alpha purred seductively. 




Amy just nodded yes.




“Mmm. And for a true submissive, such feelings can intensify other feelings... arousal... fear... anticipation...” 




Amy felt fingertips tracing light circles around her nipples as other hands coaxed her arms out from her sides and held them there. Other hands were pressing wide leather cuffs around her wrists and buckling them very tightly. Her breathing quickened as hands yanked her ankles apart. She felt more cuffs going around her ankles, recalling how beautiful Delta looked wearing only her cuffs and collar. As if on cue, she felt a wide leather collar being fitted around her neck and buckled snugly. A female voice whispered in her ear. 




“It is tradition for a new Epsilon to lock her cuffs and collar as a tribute to us... this is how you acknowledge your status.” 




Amy felt a cold metal lock being pressed into her hand. 




“Collar. There is no escape for you.”




Amy obeyed, her fingers grappling for the locking tab. On her collar. Another lock was pressed into her hand as soon as she was done. 




“Left wrist. Epsilon will be taught to obey.” 




“Right wrist. Surrender to us.” 




“Mmm. Left ankle. Bend slowly at the waist, like a good... obedient... playtoy...”




Amy locked her right wrist cuff and began to slowly bend over but felt an upward tug on her ponytail. Gentle fingers touched her chin, turning her head. She felt soft, full lips kissing her own lips, and sighed softly. This felt heavenly. At least until the lips moved away and she felt a firm tug of her ponytail downward. She folded her supple body in half compliantly, giggling nervously as hands roamed freely over her upturned ass, hips, lower back, and thighs. She locked the little padlock in place and waited. And waited. The many hands and fingertips on her body took more and more liberties. She gasped quietly as a few fingers gently stroked her swollen wet pussy lips. Other fingertips traced along the inside edges of her ass cheeks, sensitizing the nerve endings there.




“Naughty... naughty... play toy... so distracted she cannot follow our simple instructions.”




“Epsilon needs to be punished.”




“Why did you lock the left ankle cuff when we toldyou to lock the right one?”




Amy’s eyes widened underneath the blindfold. She had not thought this through all the way after all. “Wait, what?! You all just told me to lock the left ankle cuff, so I did that! Mmmph.” Amy moaned quietly as a thumb entered her wet sex and began exploring, pressing gently and rhythmically all around her g spot with expert precision. She definitely wanted more of that. Somewhere in the back of her mind she realized that despite his best intentions, Michael had never stimulated her this way. She could not help but moan loudly when other fingers began to play with her clit while the thumb continued its magic on the inside. This was already close to overwhelming.




“Epsilon will confess to us now.”




Breathing harder now, Amy blinked. “Wh-What? Confess? I don’t... oh wowww!” The fingers on her clit began to vigorously vibrate back and forth in wickedly short little blasts of intense stimulation. 




“We know Epsilon purposely locked the wrong cuff... Epsilon purposely disobeyed all of us...”




“Is it because Epsilon wants to be punished.”




“Mmm, yes Epsilon must confess now...”




Amy was panting now. Still folded in half with her head down, she felt a delicious orgasm building slowly. The relentless stimulation continued while many other hands stroked her thighs and back and ass.




“Epsilon has been disobedient and begs for punishment. Say it,”




Despite her skyrocketing arousal, Amy hesitated. Or tried to, anyway. This was all just intense role play. Wasn’t it? The lustful resolve in her own voice surprised her when she blurted out, “Epsilon has been disobedient and begs you all for punishment!”




Immediately all hands were removed from her naked trembling body. Amy recognized Alpha’s calm authoritative voice. 




“Epsilon will obey and complete her assigned task. Lock your right ankle cuff now. No more games. You are in serious trouble.”




Amy giggled nervously. “Oh, right. I must be. So sorry for not knowing my left from my right - Woah! Okay then!” Amy gasped slightly as the slick thumb returned and pressed slowly against her butthole. She clenched reflexively in response to the very new and intense sensations, but quickly realized that the inward pressure wasn’t stopping. 




Amy gasped out loud as the slick thumb slid all the way inside her rectum. She had never been penetrated like this before and was not at all expecting the psychological impact. Somehow, confessing an act of disobedience that had not occurred, along with the humiliation of her decision to remain in this vulnerable position while allowing a thumb to slide possessively into her virgin ass and remain there, triggered a very powerful drop into subspace. 




Sensing Amy’s drop into a deeper submissive mindset, Alpha spoke in a more commanding tone to further her psychological descent. “Epsilon is nothing but a play toy. Repeat.”




“Epsilon is nothing but a play toy,” Amy whispered immediately, feeling the words as she obediently spoke them. She heard Yanni’s voice.




“I acknowledge Epsilon’s confession of disobedience and confirm that punishment is in order. Such a shame really, that Epsilon chose to act out so brashly. If I do not miss my guess, she was just a minute or two away from a very enjoyable orgasm. Oh well. Her punishment will be very enjoyable too, I suppose. For us, anyway.” 




Amy felt the invasive thumb slowly and carefully retract, only to feel a cold metal nozzle touch her twitching anus. A second later she felt a gush of cool lubricant flowing into her rectum, and she froze. Delta’s sexy voice was near her now. 




“This is a special gift for Epsilon, from Mistress Persephone Herself. I have been given the honor of... um... presenting it... to you.” Delta cooed sweetly.




Amy tensed considerably, not knowing what would come next. She felt a cone-shape metal object pressing against her butthole now, stretching it open. It was way, way bigger than a thumb. She gasped and breathed out deeply, trying desperately to follow Delta’s whispered encouragement to relax and just let it happen. The metal buttplug stretched her wider and wider, almost to the point where she could not take the discomfort anymore. But as she was about to protest, the menacing thing popped all the way inside her. The instant sensation of fullness and pressure was startling, as was the way her butthole seemed to grip the thin neck so possessively as it slid all the way inside her. The metal intruder shifted and squished around inside her as Delta’s fingers handled the circular base outside of her butt. 




Amy heard a series of quick ratcheting sounds, and felt the sides of the buttplug expanding outward, anchoring it inside her. A wave of panic swept through her as she felt a key turning before being removed. “Delta! What...”




Delta giggled and snickered. “Yes! It feels wonderful inside you, does it not? Mistress Persephone is sooooo very thoughtful... I am certain you wish to thank her yourself. In fact, you will thank her for the gift, and you will thank her for allowing you to play with all of us. And you will ask her to issue a safe-word for our playtime, because you want us to play as hard as we want with you. Go ahead.” 




“What? Is she here?” Amy inquired nervously. 




“No silly girl! I am going to make a video.” Delta giggled some more. 




Amy felt many arms lift her to her feet and propel her into the playroom. Someone lifted her chin and applied fresh lipstick to her lips with great care. She heard the playroom door close and lock, as hands and fingertips were all over her once again. Her heart was pounding as she was led onto a large bed of some sort and coaxed to kneel and sit back on her feet, thighs spread wide and naked except for the blindfold, cuffs, and collar. The soft memory-foam mattress on the bed was covered with a squishy, rubbery sheet that created a weird sinking feeling as her knees and feet pressed into it. Someone positioned her hand on her thighs, palms up. Someone else pulled her shoulders back and played with her nipples until they were hard. 




Amy heard the rustling of clothing all around her, and then became aware of naked female bodies climbing onto the bed with her. Their soft sultry voices were now more lustful when they spoke to her. 




“Mmm such a beautiful new toy for us to play with...”




“We are going to play... and play... and play...”




“We love to play hard, Epsilon...”




“Mmm, we always play very hard with new toys...”




“We like to play with them until we break them...”




“Mmm Yes... we love to break our new toys... sooo much fun...”




“Do you see how important your safe-word will be, Epsilon?”




“We are going to torture you with pleasure, Epsilon...” 




“Mmm yes we are... until we hear you say your safe-word of course...”




“But... we also fantasize about Epsilon forgetting her safe-word... and we just go on torturing her with her own pleasure...”




“Until she is nothing but a quivering mess...”




Amy felt two very skilled sets of fingers slide along both of her thighs and begin playing with her dripping pussy. 




“Ohhhhh, look... perhaps Epsilon shares our fantasy...”




“Look how excited she is getting!”




Alpha’s voice across the room cut in. “It is time for your recording, Delta. Proceed.”




Amy felt the buttplug shift around inside her with every movement. She sensed the other women crawling off the bed, and felt a leash being clipped to the front of her collar. Then she heard the distinct beep of the phone camera as it began to record. She felt a gentle tug on her collar as Delta instructed her to speak. 




Amy had to refocus her lust-crazed mind for a moment. She delivered her thank-you to Persephone, along with the other points as Delta had instructed. She almost forgot to ask for a safe-word, which elicited some chuckles from the women in the room with her. 




Delta was smiling broadly as she quickly composed a text to Persephone and attached Amy’s video. She hit send and wrote, “That was just wonderful, Epsilon. The camera loves you!”




Amy felt a strange feeling of pride in receiving the compliment. She sensed others joining her again on the bed and felt two warm naked female bodies pressed snugly up against her sides. She really really wanted to take this mask off. The women began caressing her skin and cooing in her ear, kissing her earlobes softly as they whispered. 




“Safe-words come with rules...” 




“Strict rules, yes...”




“You are told the safe-word only once...”




“You must remember it...”




“And you may only use it once.”




“If you use your safe-word at all, playtime is over...” 




“No more playtime...”




“Do you understand, Epsilon?”




Amy nodded yes as she felt wet tongues sliding into her ears as the soft kisses became much more sensual. Between the kisses, she heard Delta’s phone ping, causing Delta to giggle. 




“Oh Epsilon, I have your safe-word! Ready?” Delta inquired playfully.




The other two women weren’t stopping their sensual assault on Amy’s ears, in between whispers.  They were literally making out with her ears now, sighing and moaning softly as they did. 




“Answer Delta’s question, Epsilon... don’t be rude...” 




“Would you like to hear the safe-word rules again?” 




“Mmm yesss. We can repeat them for you... mmm as many times as you like...” 




“Such a good obedient girl.”




Amy could not hear anything but heard her own voice saying yes. She felt fingers gently caressing her forearms and hands, playing with the wrist cuffs as they touched and gently squeezed her arms for emphasis as they spoke to her. The two women began to repeat their rules, making out with Amy’s ears the entire time. 




Delta was laughing when the two women finished and finally sat back on the bed smiling. “Okay, did you hear that?” 




Amy’s eyes widened. “Hear what? Delta wait...” You said my safe-word already?! No! I couldn’t hear a thing with these two in my ears! Wait! You have to say it again!” 




“Sorry, we cannot do that Epsilon... rules are rules...”




“We explained this to you twice already, silly girl...”




“But do not worry... we all know your safe-word now...”




“Mmm, yes we do... but let us hope that we are not distracted by any disobedience, so we do not forget it...”




“Disobedient girls can be soooo very distracting...” 




Amy was getting more than a little scared. She felt fingertips gently brushing along her thigh. Everyone in the playroom was chuckling. She knew it was time to call this little party off before it got out of hand. She brought her hands up to her face to pull off the blindfold. At least she tried to. She heard the sound of metal chain links clinking together as her hands just stopped before reaching her face. They must have attached chains to her wrist cuffs! Before she could react, hands grasped her ankles and tugged hard on her legs, spreading them wide apart as they pulled her across the bed. She slid quickly on the rubber sheet until her arms were stretched out over her head and out to the sides. She heard more chains being snapped onto her ankle cuffs even as she fought to free them. The hands released her, and she immediately pulled against her restraints with all of her might. But she was not going anywhere now, even though they had left some slack in the ankle chains. Her arms and legs remained wide apart, in the shape of an X. She could squirm and twist around from one hip to the other, but that was about all. 




“Such a beautiful playtoy we have...”




“No, no! Hold on! Wait a minute please! Yanni?! This is... please can we just... you know... slow down here? I’m kinda freaked out right now!” Amy tugged and strained in her restraints. 




“Why would you be even the least bit upset with us for giving you what you need, Epsilon?” Yanni gazed down at Amy’s writhing, naked body with a smile. He felt his cock surging to hardness in his slacks as a rush of arousal coursed through his body. 




“This isn’t fair! You didn’t give me any warning about... ohhhh!” Amy lost her train of thought as soft, sucking lips and flickering tongues descended upon her clit and both nipples at the same time for a deliciously long few seconds before disappearing. Everyone noticed how she had immediately stopped writhing to fully enjoy the experience. So much for staging a plausible argument.




Amy’s nipples and pussy suddenly ached for more attention.  But instead, her beautiful captors began to kiss and caress her skin everywhere except those three ultra-sensitive spots. Collectively, their gentle ministrations were insanely pleasurable. She felt her arousal building and building, aware that her captors were reading her body language like an open book. The sound of her own breathy sigh startled her, but apparently motivated the women around her. Quiet, gentle kisses became long, wet kisses all over her body, complete with very warm, wet tongues and lots of sighs and giggles from the women now swarming her helplessly restrained body. She could sense their arousal increasing as well. 




Yanni watched with satisfaction as Delta moved her head between Amy’s thighs and began to lick her swollen labia with maddeningly slow strokes. He watched Delta’s skilled mouth and fingers propel Amy’s arousal into the stratosphere. In mere minutes Amy was mewling and arching her back, her ragged panting breaths telling everyone exactly what they wanted to know.  The scene thrilled him deeply.




“Epsilon. We are waiting.” Yanni growled lustfully. 




“Waiting for what!” Amy gasped, feeling herself moving closer to an orgasm. 




“Confirmation. Affirmation. Conclusion. You need this, Amy. You need this so badly that you will surrender your own name for me. You will become Epsilon for me, and I will make Epsilon into whatever I want her to be. So, tell Master Yanni what you need more than anything.” Yanni intoned with authority. 




Amy’s head spun with growing lust. The four women were quickly overwhelming her senses now. It was suddenly hard to think straight. She felt fingers removing her blindfold, and she blinked repeatedly as her eyes adjusted to the dimly lit playroom. All four of her female playmates were naked now and wore collars as well, but only Delta had the same ankle and wrist cuffs. Delta was between her legs. Beta and Gamma knelt on either side of her, knees pressing gently against her ribs. Alpha sat comfortably behind her head on the huge round bed. She noted the soft black rubber sheet stretched taut across the mattress. She gulped as her eyes took in this sight and gazed around the playroom. It was a fully furnished BDSM dungeon! 




Amy involuntarily tugged on her chains, as if needing to confirm they were still restraining her. The four shiny chains ran out to the edges of the bed, then down and out of sight. 




Alpha stroked Amy’s hair gently. “Never keep any of us waiting for a response, Epsilon, especially Master Yanni.” 




“What?! Oh... Um... Yes, Master Yanni, I need this very badly... I will surrender my name and - whoa!” Amy’s thoughts were interrupted as Beta and Gamma at her sides gently lifted her shoulders and upper back off the rubbery mattress. She felt both bodies scoot their thighs in underneath her as they sat back on their heels. They kept scooting closer to each other, their knees parting slightly to pass by each other as they lifted Amy a little higher with every inward movement. A moment later, Amy was trapped in a vice made of soft, warm female flesh, with her back arched and elevated off the mattress. Her upward movement had taken any slack out of her chains, so now she felt constant tension pulling on her wrists.




Amy felt warm oil drizzling onto her chest. Beta was calmly pouring from a large bottle, as if she were pouring maple syrup on waffles. 




Gamma smiled and began to work the oil all over Amy’s breasts, chest, and tummy. She leaned over and spread the oil down along her sides. Then she worked her slippery hands underneath Amy and coated her back while Beta provided more oil. 




Amy watched the two women then coat their own bodies in oil much the same way. Their fingers explored their own slick breasts and hers at the same time. This felt wildly different and very erotic. Alpha’s amused voice brought her back.




“Epsilon will finish speaking her confession now, or Epsilon will be punished.”




“Oh wow... okay... um Epsilon wants Master Yanni to let her surrender her name... and everything else... so that she can please him by becoming the very best version of Epsilon that she can - Ohh!!!” Amy moaned with pure lust. As soon as she began speaking, Delta dove in between her legs again and began a relentlessly effective assault on her pussy with her tongue. And Beta and Gamma focused all their attention on her breasts and nipples. 




Alpha stood up and strolled around the bed to Yanni, smiling at him as she leaned in for a kiss while unbuckling his belt. She unzipped his fly and tugged his slacks off with animalistic grunts.  Squatting down in front of him, she turned to Amy and purred, “Pay attention, Epsilon. You are next.” 




Amy watched Alpha pull out Yanni’s rock-hard member and begin to lick and suck it with abandon. Amy’s eyes widened in disbelief as Alpha proceeded to take Yanni’s cock all the way into her throat, until her wide-open mouth was at the base of his cock. She slowly moved her head back and his cock slapped angrily upward against his stomach. 




Amy gulped as Alpha took Yanni’s hand and walked him around to Amy’s head. 




“Epsilon is yours, Master Yanni.




Yanni grinned wickedly down at Amy. “We have a rule here. If you can take all of me, you get to cum. If not, well then...” 




Amy fought back panic as she tilted her head back and opened her mouth. How would she even fit the thick head in her mouth?! Somehow, she did manage that much, grateful that Yanni was patiently reading her signals and going slow. She tried to fight through her gag reflex. She almost did, but eventually lost the battle. She recoiled, and Yanni backed himself out. 




“Not a bad effort Epsilon. But not enough to earn you an orgasm. I guess you will just have to watch.” Yanni chuckled, taking Alpha’s hand and pulling her onto her knees on the bed, legs straddling Amy’s head. He gently pushed Alpha forward until her torso was flat on top of Amy.




Amy looked straight up at Alpha’s dripping pussy a few inches from her face. A moment later, the head of Yanni’s massive cock pressed against it, spreading her labia wide as he just slowly buried himself inside her to the hilt, eliciting groans of pure sexual pleasure. The bizarrely intimate sounds and smells of sex filled her senses, even as Beta, Gamma and Delta continued to slowly pleasure her own body. It was electrifying. 




Beta reached down and prompted Amy’s mouth closer to Alpha’s clit as Yanni began a rhythm of slow, deep penetrating thrusts. “Well, what are you waiting for, Epsilon?”


Chapter III










Michael took in the view of the beautiful island off the coast of Greece as Persephone’s yacht approached the dock on the north side. He gazed up at Persephone, standing next to him with a relaxed smile on her beautiful face as she gazed out over the turquoise water. He would do anything to keep Persephone happy. If it pleased her to keep him collared, and on his hands and knees forever, he would gladly do so. It seemed to please her now, he could tell. 




A delicious warm breeze gently bathed Michael’s naked skin. He noted how the breeze caressed Persephone’s long wavy hair, making it dance and shimmer in the bright sunlight. She was truly the most beautiful Woman he had ever seen in his life. He had to admit that he was very deeply, very powerfully attracted to Mistress Persephone in ways that he simply could not comprehend. He wanted to keep her happy. Yes, of course, he did. But his feelings went so much deeper for some reason. He wanted to learn how to serve her needs more completely. He was beginning to feel guilty for having any thought that did not focus him on serving and pleasing Mistress Persephone. But why was that, exactly? Should he be worried about how intense these feelings of devotion to Mistress Persephone were growing? How very rapidly he was wanting nothing more than to worship and serve Mistress Persephone like a Queen? He would ponder these questions, or at least try to understand. But he instinctively just forced them out of his mind faster and faster. Mistress Persephone understood his needs so deeply and so completely. There was no reason to resist his own feelings now. 




Michael drew in a deep contented breath and let it out slowly, savoring the delicious scent of flowers from shore as the warm air mixed them in with the scent of Mistress Persephone’s salty-sweet skin and her delicious perfume. He couldn’t help himself from smiling. He couldn’t stop himself from lowering his lips to Mistress Persephone’s toes so nicely displayed by the strappy wedge sandals she now wore. He kissed each toe on her right foot gently and reverently, as if his entire life had brought him to this pivotal opportunity to express his gratitude. He sniffed the delicious scent of her unwashed feet and swooned.  What on earth was happening?




Persephone gazed down at Michael and smiled. It had only been a day since his naive little wife had delivered him into her hands, and already he was worshipping at her feet like his life depended on it. The pheromone treatment was working quite well, she noted to herself. A powerful surge of sexual arousal flowed through her as she realized how easy it would be to totally dominate this one, and there was nobody to get in her way. Not even Sophie could break the spell she was casting on Michael’s body and mind. Soon, he would believe with every fiber of his being that his drone personality had always belonged to his Queen... Queen Persephone. She gently tugged his leash, turning him to face her as she squatted down on her heels with her thighs spread wide. She let him gasp and moan as he eagerly moved his face to her damp crotch, firmly holding  his leash back so his nose could not nuzzle her. She knew this would drive him insane with lust, and it surely did. 




“Stay... Good... Boy...” Persephone cooed gently as she unclipped the chain leash from Michael’s collar. The way his entire body trembled as he fought to keep his face out of her fragrant sex made her wet with desire. She stroked his hair gently as she spoke. 




“You are about to enter My home now, my little pet. As you do, you must accept and acknowledge your lowly place here at all times. You will wear no clothing, my pet. You are beneath everyone else on this island. You do not need or deserve clothing. We may dress you from time to time, but this will be done for our purposes or amusement. I need you to pledge your devotion to me, little pet. Dedicate your entire being to worship and serve me as your queen... your only true queen... Shhhhh, no, no... not with words, my pet. We have a tradition here. You will crawl down the gangway behind me on your hands and knees, collared but unleashed. A voluntary and unconditional surrender. You will kiss the ground that I walk on, my pet, as silent evidence to everyone here that you understand and embrace your lowly status. This will be your first opportunity to confirm for every female here that you accept that obedience is not an option for you, rather it is your only purpose. You will not look anywhere but at my feet, until you hear me say otherwise.”




Michael absorbed Persephone’s gently spoken commands, savoring the sound of her sensual voice. He continued to stare only at Persephone’s feet as she rose and once again turned her gaze to the beautiful views of the water, and her private island adorned with lush vegetation beyond.




A short while later, the yacht had rounded the point, and had come to rest alongside the large dock. A half-dozen deckhands raced about securing lines and deploying the gangway.




Captain Arianna approached Persephone at the rail and snapped to attention. “Mistress Persephone, the Cassiopeia is secured and ready in all respects for debarkation. And I have a text message for you, received from the ship-to-shore radio. Should I respond to her for you, Mistress Persephone?”




“Thank you so much, Arianna, for yet another enjoyable voyage. It is nice to be home.” Persephone opened the note and read it silently, then chuckled as she took a few steps toward the top of the gangway before pausing to watch Michael. 




Michael’s eyes were locked on Mistress Persephone’s feet. When she strolled slowly away, he knew exactly what he had to do. He immediately pressed his lips to the warm teak decking, while keeping his eyes on every spot where Persephone’s high heeled sandals stepped. He was back at her feet and thrilled that he knew what to do. 




“Good boy. Every kiss lowers your status. Every kiss increases your eagerness to serve me. You may look up at me, pet.” Persephone was casually waving the paper copy of the text. 




Michael gazed upward. Mistress Persephone was so right! He felt smaller already... less significant in Mistress Persephone’s universe. He suddenly understood that he would have to work even harder to earn her approval now.




Persephone’s eyes sparkled with sexual energy now. With a soft sexy sigh she purred, “Looks like somebody has already changed her mind... Mmmm, it seems that she wants you back, Michael... Captain Arianna, take this note and destroy it. And destroy any further communication you receive from her. That is an order.” 




Persephone calmly handed the note back to Arianna, gave Michael a long smoldering stare, and then just turned and strolled down the gangway. 




Michael was crawling after Persephone even as his lust filled mind tried to process what just happened. He kissed each spot where Persephone stepped. The aluminum gangway decking was already quite hot from the Mediterranean sun and scalded his lips with every kiss. 




Michael was relieved to reach the paved stone landing on shore, finding the stones somewhat cooler than the gangway. He heard female voices all around him, excitedly welcoming Persephone back home. Amid lots of hugging and kissing above him, Michael kept his eyes locked on Persephone’s feet. He moved quickly to kiss the ground whenever she moved, eliciting amused chuckles from the women standing around him.




“He is so cute, Mistress Persephone...”




“May we play with him some time?”




“Such a small cock!”




“How is his tongue, Mistress?”




Persephone laughed. “Ah, it is so good to be home again. I have missed you all so very much! Yes, this one is going to require a great deal of training and reconditioning. I will surely look for your assistance as time goes on.” 




Michael found the enthusiastic, gleeful cheers somewhat unsettling. He noticed a pair of black leather stiletto boots approaching close to Persephone. A deep, sexy voice spoke. It sounded so familiar...




“Mistress Persephone, the slave-way is opened and ready for you now.”




“Ah, thank you Margo - always the efficient one! I will definitely be looking for your assistance in this one’s training.” Persephone laughed and gave Margo a long hug. 




Persephone strolled over to the side of the paved pathway leading up to her sprawling mansion. She smiled, noting how Michael was right at her heels. “My pet, there is a great deal of history on this island. This slave-way dates back to a time when slaves were regularly bought and sold here. I thought you might benefit from experiencing it firsthand. Margo?”




Michael watched Margo approach him and felt a gentle tap on his spine. He crawled forward, remembering his training. He let Margo gently tap him in the direction of a narrow stone ramp that ran parallel to the paved walk. The ramp was pitched steeply down and led to a rectangular iron gate structure. He noted that the guillotine-like entrance gate was raised. The gate protected a stone channel cut into the ground that followed the pathway all the way up to the house. The channel was just wide enough for two slaves to fit side by side, and just deep enough to allow a large man to crawl but not deep enough to allow him to kneel straight upward. The top of the channel was covered by heavy steel grates. He gulped as his eyes followed the steel grates and the paved path on a meandering route all the way up to the mansion. Surely Mistress Persephone didn’t expect him to crawl through this horrible thing, did she? His heart sank as he noticed Mistress Persephone begin to walk up the path to the mansion, arm in arm with some of the women who came to greet her. 




“In you go, worm.” Margo hissed with sadistic amusement. 




Michael gulped. He had seen Chef Margo bullwhip that guy in the valley of the yacht so skillfully and decided not to argue. He crawled down the steep stone ramp, and into the cool, damp dirt floor of the slave-way. The echoing sound of the iron gate slamming down onto the stone ramp momentarily drowned out Margo’s cruel laughter. Then he heard the tinkling of a small bell. 




“The next time you hear this bell, you had better be past the first turn, or you will sleep here tonight, worm. Go!” Margo barked. 




Michael shuddered as he began crawling as fast as he could. He was out of breath by the time he saw a 45-degree bend in the stone channel, banking to the left. He wasn’t sure if this was ‘the turn’, so he kept going. He heard another loud clanging echoing through the channel, then another soft tinkling of Margo’s bell. Why was she laughing so heartily?




“Oh, I enjoyed seeing you scurry along under my feet, little worm. Now I can share a little secret with you: That first entrance gate has not been locked in over fifty years! You could have just turned around and lifted it up. But this second gate here? Oh, this one most definitely locks. Just... like... this...” 




Michael watched as Margo picked up a massive padlock and locked the steel gate in the down position. Too late, his instincts to escape kicked in. He lunged for the gate and tugged upward as hard as he could, but it would not budge. “No! Wait! Please! Let me out of here! I need to go with Mistress Persephone!”




“Silence, worm. You need only to obey. Let me see your eagerness to surrender and obey. You will acknowledge your desire to obey by crawling for me. Begin your journey into obedient service to your Mistress Persephone. You may begin begging me to degrade you now.” Margo hissed.




Michael gulped. He felt so powerfully attracted to Mistress Persephone it almost hurt to be separated from her like this. He never felt anything like this before. Except maybe with the spouse... why couldn’t he remember her name? So strange how it was on the tip of his tongue all the time, but he just could not get to it. He looked up through the metal grates. Margo was strolling slowly along the top of the stone wall above him, silently directing him to follow. He could see her toned, athletic body rippling with well-defined muscles. Her blonde hair blew freely in the warm morning breeze. Margo was not to be trifled with, and he would clearly have to please her in order to get back to Mistress Persephone. He cleared his throat and spoke in a loud, emphatic voice.




“Mistress Margo! Please degrade me however you see fit!” Michael looked up expectantly, hoping for a positive reaction. Instead, Margo stopped, turned, and stepped onto the grates directly above him. She squatted down on her heels, spreading her thighs wide.




“I said silence, worm. Who gave you permission to form words and speak? Hmm? I will tell you if you have anything meaningful to say, and if so, I will tell you exactly what you want to say. Until such time, your silent obedience is all I want to see. Crawl to my whip and stop.” Margo stood, unclasping the coiled whip hanging from her hip belt as she resumed her slow stroll along the top of the slave-way wall.




Michael watched her stroll forward and began to crawl after her along the dirt floor of the slave-way. Up ahead, he saw the split leather tip of Margo’s whip lowering through the metal grate. By the time he crawled to it, the last foot of it was coiled on the dirt floor. 




“Kiss the tails of my whip, to show me how much you yearn to feel them kiss your skin.” Margo commanded. She made little flicking motions with the handle, causing the tail to spin and move around in the dirt. 




Michael found it nearly impossible to land his lips on the end strands of the whip tails. They jumped and danced out of his reach every time. He soon had dirt all over his lips and was spitting dirt out of his mouth.




“Do not play games with me like this,worm. Obey and kiss the whip or suffer the consequences.” Margo’s tone became more severe. But she made it no easier for Michael to find the end of her whip with his mouth. She felt a strong surge of sexual arousal as she envisioned Michael shackled to her whipping post, powerless to stop her whipping. 




Michael redoubled his efforts to kiss the whip as it twitched and flipped across the dirt floor. He finally made contact long enough to kiss it and was surprised when Margo let the whip stay still under his lips. 




“Just look at how dusty the insignificant worm has made my beautiful whip... the worm will clean it now, with its tongue.” Margot stated calmly.




Repulsed by the idea of eating more dirt, Michael realized that he had no choice but to comply. He began to lick the whip as best he could but accomplished little more than just pushing it around on the floor, wetting it just enough so that dirt stuck all over it. He was startled when Margo pulled the dirt-laden whip back up through the grate. He had not gotten close to cleaning it off yet. 




“You dare to mock me with this casual effort, insolent worm?! Perhaps the worm just wants to be whipped. Very well. You will receive five lashes as punishment for your lack of enthusiasm. Mock me again and I will double it. Crawl to acknowledge your gratitude for my training.” Margo snapped as she flipped the whip up in the air behind her and then sent the tip flying down toward the heavy metal grate directly above Michael’s head. She pulled the handle up at just the right moment to make the braided tips whistle and crack loudly against the grate, making it hum like a tuning fork for a few seconds. 




Michael jumped from the sound of the whip as it echoed menacingly around inside the slave-way walls. He could not help but think about receiving five of those himself. Suddenly all he wanted to do was keep Margo very, very happy. He sprung forward on his hands and knees with renewed vigor, practically trotting to catch up with Margo as she continued to calmly stroll along the top of the wall looking like a warrior goddess. He took in her terrifyingly beautiful image and suddenly felt very small. She was dressed in an exquisitely detailed  black leather dominatrix outfit. Thigh-high black leather stiletto boots, black corset and thong, elbow-length black leather gloves, and thin black leather collar. Her large breasts looked as though they would explode out the top of the corset. Her bare shoulders and arms were more muscular and toned than most men he knew. What Michael found terrifying was how comfortable Margo seemed to be dressed like this. She seemed to thoroughly enjoy controlling and degrading him.




Margo led Michael along the slave-way as it raced gently to the right, following the curve of the walking path nearby that went past the side of Persephone’s sprawling mansion set up on a slight hill. She turned her gaze toward the broad lawn behind the mansion, and the small circular amphitheater structure at the end of the slave-way. She could see Persephone and several others gathered on the lawn nearby, hugging and laughing. She looked down through the metal grate at Michael crawling breathlessly over the dirt and rocks trying desperately to keep up with her. “Faster, worm. Never delay the Superior Female.”




Michael obeyed, crawling faster and faster as Margo clearly picked up her pace. His hands and knees were reddened from the numerous times he unsuccessfully tried to avoid the many rocks embedded in the ancient dirt floor. He raced through the slave-way, noting the long curve to the right. He saw in front of him how the slave-way walls widened into four lanes, each having a steel grate door in front of it. He stopped, heart pounding as Margo strolled above him to the right-most lane. He watched her squat down and lift uplift the heavy metal gate like it was nothing, eliciting only a quiet grunt of effort. 




“Into the chute, worm.” Margo hissed. 




Michael crawled to the right-hand chute and entered it, noting how narrow it was. He heard the heavy gate slam back down as Margo dropped it back into place. He felt like a head of cattle being herded into a pen. 




“Obey and crawl, worm.”




Michael crawled toward another closed gate near the end of the chute. He could see another gate just beyond that one, realizing that they formed a small cage. He watched Margo lift the next gate, and without waiting, he crawled under it. He moved himself in far enough so that the gate would not land on him when Margo released it. He had to tuck himself up into a little ball just to fit in the small space remaining. The gate clanged down noisily right behind him, sending a chill of adrenaline throughout his body. 




Michael peered out through the metal grate, stunned and horrified by what he saw. He was looking down into a wide, stone-walled circular pit. In the center of the pit was a massive wooden pole. A wide beam was attached at its midpoint to the wooden pole, a few feet off the dirt floor, forming a large windlass. He could see an arrangement of gears both on the pole and on a steel catwalk that spanned the entire width of the pit. His eyes followed a loop of chain to the side of the pit, where more gears translated the turning windlass motion into a simple flagpole at the end of the catwalk. 




Michael’s lustful mind pieced this menacing contraption together rapidly. It was all wickedly simple: The windlass had to be turned enough times to raise the flag to the top of the flagpole. His heart skipped a beat as he saw Mistress Persephone making her way over to the reviewing stand, with her gaggle of female acolytes close beside her. They settled into cushioned seats in the reviewing stand, as a parade of naked men trotted out from behind the ancient-looking amphitheater structure. They each held a leaf-shaped sunshade attached to a long pole. 




Michael waited for the men to begin waving them up and down like some cheesy Cleopatra movie. But instead, Persephone paused her conversation long enough to clap her hands twice. Instantly every man froze in position, holding his sunshade up over the women. Persephone had effectively transformed the men into outdoor furniture. None of the women so much as noted the males, andmales and went right back to their conversations.




The sound of spraying water brought Michael’s attention back down to the pit. Nozzles positioned all around the pit were now showering the dirt floor with water. Puddles quickly formed, particularly in one defined circular ring all around the pole where slave’sslaves were forced to push the beam around. He gulped as Margo lifted the gate in front of him.




“You will get in now, worm. Push the beam and turn the pole until the flag is raised and you are instructed to stop. If the beam stops for any reason before the flag is raised, I will punish you severely.” Margo had a wicked smile on her face as she savored the terrified look in Michael’s eyes.




Michael gulped, looking back through the gate behind him to the chute. Odd how that area suddenly felt a lot safer to him now. He looked back into the pit. Most of the surface was now a lake, but the nozzles kept spraying. He took a deep breath to calm his nerves, looked over briefly at Persephone, and then jumped down into the pit. 




Michael’s feet sank into thick mud up to his calves. He was not expecting this, andthis and had braced to land on a solid surface. The net result of his landing pitched his body forward. He fell flat onto his stomach, both arms sinking deep into the mud in front of him. For a few panicked moments, he could not figure out how to move at all. The mud was incredibly slippery, but sticky at the same time. He struggled to pull his arms out of the mud. He succeeded, only to find how difficult it was now to pull his legs free. He had pressed his knees deeper, and the soft mud had silently oozed over the back of his lower legs, encasing them completely. 




With considerable effort Michael managed to crawl to the heavy wooden beam. Each movement he made created a bizarre “thuck” sound as the mud seemed determined to suck his legs in deeper whenever it could. He pushed on the beam with both hands, relieved to feel it moving forward even as his legs slid backward deeper into the sticky muck. He fell into a slow rhythm of pushing and crawling on his knees, and eventually succeeded in completing one full rotation. The sound of the rotating gears gave him encouragement as he labored to move the beam around the pit. He looked up at the flag, discouraged to see that it  did not seem to have moved up the flagpole at all. Margo’s wicked laughter above him on the catwalk captured his attention. 




“This machine has only one purpose, and that is to break your will. So by all means, little worm, keep looking at that flag. After another twenty or thirty full rotations of the beam, you may be able to see some upward movement. Maybe not... depending on how good your eyesight is.” Margo unclipped the long bullwhip from her waist and let it uncoil and drop to the catwalk next to her. With practiced ease, she unlatched a wide hinged section of guardrail on the catwalk, swinging it wide open. She now had an unobstructed view of her latest victim passing directly below her in the slippery mud as he struggled and strained to keep the heavy beam rotating around and around. She pulled a stopwatch from her pocket and smiled, listening to Michael breathing harder after just one lap around. 




“Much too slow, worm. This is no way to impress Mistress Persephone. Prove your worth to her.” Margo cooed gently, silently starting the stopwatch.




Michael’s thoughts returned to Mistress Persephone. He remembered how much he wanted to please her. He would do anything to please her.  He pressed harder against the massive wooden beam with a grunt, and soon had it rotating faster. He was out of breath by the time he made it all the way around the mud pit again. He looked up at Margo expectantly, puzzled to see her holding a stopwatch. Why was she smiling like that? Had he pleased her with his efforts? He continued to push the beam, again moving under the catwalk. Margo wasn’t saying anything, so he just kept pushing and crawling. Pushing and crawling. Pushing and crawling. 




As he slowly approached the catwalk again, he noticed Margo was not smiling any more. In fact, she looked really angry now. 




“You dare to insult your Mistress like this? You were twenty-two seconds slower on this last rotation. You were told to prove your worth for your Mistress, not take a holiday, lazy worm. You will be punished for your insolent behavior.”




Michael heard the woosh of the whip above him a split second before hearing a loud cracking sound. His right shoulder blade exploded in searing pain. He cried out, instinctively moving his left hand over his shoulder to cover the spot. His fingers already sensed heat as a welt quickly formed. He turned his gaze up toward the reviewing stand. The males remained at rigid attention holding the sunshades, but all the women seated there were now gazing back at him. A glimmer of hope entered his mind. Mistress Persephone surely would not want to see Margo whipping him like an animal. He held his breath, waiting to hear Persephone’s voice call out to Margo to stop her wickedness. But instead, Persephone and all the women simply returned to their conversation, once again ignoring his plight completely. What was going on here? He heard another whooshing sound above him, and then his left ass cheek burned with pain as another, louder whip crack echoed around the stone pit. 




Margo’s message seemed quite clear. Obey or be punished. Michael once again pushed the beam, his legs pushing up awkwardly in the thick, slippery mud until it began to move again. He heard the sound of another gate creaking. He looked up over his shoulder briefly, just long enough to realize that Margo has now opened a similarly wide gate directly across from the first gate, giving her a completely unobstructed platform from which she could wind up and strike him with her whip however and whenever she pleased. Like, right then. He watched her flip the whip back behind her in a wide arc before sending it whistling down at his back. He turned back to pushing the beam as hard as he could just as the whip landed against the right side of his ribs, sending the tails around to his chest where they snapped up against his nipple with expert precision. He had never felt pain like this before. He yelped and winced. 




“Silence little worm. Just receive what I choose to give you and show your gratitude for each kiss from my whip by increasing your efforts to obey.” Margo kept her voice gentle but authoritative and tried not to convey her growing sexual arousal. Something about watching a slave slipping and sliding around in this muck, becoming more desperate to obey her with every passing minute and with each stroke of her whip, just drove her crazy with lust. She landed another backhanded stroke with a loud snap, this time leaving a long red stripe on the left side of Michael’s rib cage as the tails flicked upward to savage his left nipple. She watched his body silently recoil in pain. She smiled at his seemingly renewed vigor to comply with her instructions. She was getting into his head after just a few strokes of the whip. If he only knew what she had planned for him, he would be doing anything and everything to escape while he still could. This was becoming very enjoyable. 




Michael could mentally feel his willpower draining out of him as he labored to keep pushing the heavy beam. It was exhausting work and was designed to feel endless. As simple as it was, this machine was devastatingly effective. Already he had learned that stopping the beam or even slowing it down was suitable cause for punishment, delivered enthusiastically by Margo’s whip. In this place, he existed only to obey, never to think or object. His purpose in life had been swiftly reduced to being the thing that made the beam rotate. Nothing more, and nothing less. He lost count of the number of rotations he had accomplished, and for that matter how many strokes of the whip he had received. It mattered much less to him now than it did when he started. He was now realizing that he deserved the whippings. But he was thirsty. Very, very thirsty.




Michael looked deliriously up to the catwalk and blinked. Was he hallucinating? How had Margo transformed into the stunningly beautiful vision of Mistress Persephone? He realized with a thrill that it actually was Mistress Persephone, the moment he heard her sexy voice. He lived for that voice. He was bound to it now. He lived to obey that voice now.




“Continue, Michael. Obedience is necessary and correct behavior. Obedience to me is your only true pleasure, despite all the unhealthy thoughts and ideas others have selfishly placed in your mind. You must constantly remind yourself of this fact and surrender to the process. It is the only way that you will survive my training here, my pet. I want you to let go of the resistance and unhealthy sense of entitlement and equality that the other one demanded of you. Poor little pet... It must have been sooo exhausting for you... every day... every night... forced to pretend you are someone you are not. Just let go of it all for me. None of that matters any more. You are safe here with me. Are you thirsty, my pet?”




Michael nodded his head vigorously as his adoring mind soaked in Persephone’s gentle soothing words. He watched Margo stroll to Persephone’s side holding a long tubular metal device. It had ornate carvings and looked very old. The top of the tube flared out like the bell of a trumpet. The bottom of the tube thickened into a ball that was slightly larger than a golf ball. He just opened his mouth like a baby bird as Margo lowered the tube to him. She held the flared top of the tube in place for Persephone, about as high as her thighs. Both women calmly observed the curved, flared top of the tube slowly lowering as Michael’s knees sank deeper into the soft muck.




Persephone smiled down at Michael, her fingers stroking the ornate carvings as she took the tube from Margo. “This is actually a very old historical artifact. I imagine the spouse might find it of interest, perhaps from the perspective of art history more than the fact that I intend to use it to hydrate her husband...” 




Michael gulped as Persephone swept her flowing dress to the side and spread her legs just enough to straddle the curved head of the tube. A few moments later, he felt warm liquid pouring into the back of his throat, causing him to sputter and cough. 




“I have been working on this precious gift for several hours, my pet. Do not cause one drop to spill, either from your end or mine.” Persephone cooed gently, allowing her bladder to release. She knew very clearly the effect of drinking her urine would have on Michael, given the high dose of pheromone drugs she had given him. 




Michael found it immediately necessary to gulp and swallow constantly until Persephone finished peeing. He felt a weirdly powerful surge of both satisfaction and arousal for managing to contain and swallow every drop of Persephone’s gift. The fact that he literally just drank someone’s fresh urine only dawned on him afterward, as Margo carefully extracted the ball-shaped end from his mouth. It was one of the most humiliating things he had ever done. So why was his cock suddenly hardening?




“From this point forward, you will drink nothing else, Michael. I want you to really feel connected with me... intimately aware of - and hungering for - my total control. Let your desire to serve me become an unquenchable, achingly obsessive need within you. Margo, thank you. Please resume.” 




Michael just blinked as Persephone strolled away elegantly. He could still taste her pee in his mouth. It tasted weird, but it was already having a strangely powerful effect on him. He wanted more. 




“Back to work, worm.” Margo commanded, snapping the whip in the air for emphasis. 




Michael obeyed, now refueled by this strangely powerful, lust-driven feeling of devotion to Mistress Persephone. He really was just a little drone - a worker bee serving his beloved Queen Persephone. As he had the thought of being Persephone’s drone, something clicked deep in the center of his mind. 




Drone obeys its Queen




Drone obeys its Queen




Arouse




Feel pleasure




Michael literally cried out from the intensely pleasurable sensations that immediately flooded his entire being. He felt deep joy as he redoubled his efforts to complete his assigned task for his Queen. He suddenly understood how necessary it was to receive punishment for incorrect behavior. He must improve. He must always improve.




Hours passed as he toiled mindlessly to rotate the beam. It was now late afternoon some time, he figured. Michael’s exhausted, mud-caked body was covered in pink stripes and bright red welts, evidence of Margo’s whip lashings. Margo’s voice drew him back from delirium.




“Stop, worm. Drink.” Margo lowered the humiliating tube again to Michael’s mouth. She smiled as he eagerly took in the ball-like end. She was carrying a crystal decanter half filled with golden colored liquid.




“This is another gift from your Mistress Persephone. Do not spill a drop, worthless worm.” Margo began steadily pouring Persephone’s pee down the tube, chuckling as Michael desperately worked to swallow it all while managing to breathe somehow. 




“Mistress wants you to rest now.” Margo strolled off the catwalk and walked along the perimeter of the round pit to another gated portal. She lifted the heavy metal gate with ease, her muscles flexing in the afternoon light. 




Michael found it almost impossible to stand and walk, he was so tired. He staggered slowly through the thick mud until he stood by the portal that he had been passing all afternoon. With considerable effort, he climbed inside the portal and collapsed on soft hay. It was more of a prison cell than a portal to anywhere. It was not quite as deep as his body length, and the floor was covered in straw hay like a stable. There was another steel grate on the top of the cell, presumably at ground level. He barely reacted when the metal gate came slamming down, trapping him inside like an animal. He was fast asleep in minutes. 




The sound of metal clanging against metal woke Michael from a deep sleep. He spit a few pieces of hay from his lips and sat up stiffly, realizing every muscle in his body ached. He heard the steel hatch above him creak open, and then heard Persephone’s soft sexy voice. 




“Come, Michael. I have something to show you.” Persephone gently commanded. 




Michael managed to pull himself up out of the holding cell and onto the well-manicured lawn surrounding the dreaded mud pit. His entire body was gray from the dried mud, which was still caked onto his limbs in some areas. His instinct to remain on his hands and knees appeared to be well-received by Persephone, who seemed to be viewing his gray-toned skin with great interest.




“Did you sleep well, my pet?” Persephone cooed, purposely standing upwind of Michael. 




“Y-Yes, Mistress Persephone, very well. Thank you.” Michael sniffed the air like a dog. His senses came alive as he smelled the delicious scent of Persephone’s skin, and her perfume. 




“Let us get you cleaned up.” Persephone leaned down and clipped a leash to Michael’s collar and began to stroll across the lawn and along a path leading behind the small searing area around the mud pit. The expansive lawn sloped down slightly to a low wall that offered a stunning view of the Mediterranean.




Despite the grass still being wet from the morning dew, Michael’s hands and knees were quite green by the time they reached a pair of tall, ornately carved wood columns that looked like they had been there for a hundred years. Each of them had a large wooden pulley attached to rusted iron straps, high up on the poles. They would look less odd on a ship, he mused to himself. There were thick ropes running through the pulleys and back down to the ground, all arranged in neat coils. He noted what looked like a ships’ wheel attached near the base of each column and saw how the ropes wound around each wheel. 




Michael’s eyes nervously took in as much as they could. There were two beautiful, dark-haired women standing next to each other at rigid attention, staring straight out to sea. Barefoot, they wore matching white thong bikinis, and matching sheer white cover ups. As they saw Persephone approaching with him crawling next to her on a leash, they smiled and slipped out of their coverups. Michael glanced furtively at their perfect, tanned bodies, finding it hard not to stare as the two women casually shook out their long, flowing hair, and gathering it into high ponytails on top of their heads as they smiled at him. What was this all about?




Persephone unclipped Michael’s leash and moved to stand by the two women. “Michael, here.” She pointed to the grass in front of the two women. 




Michael gulped and crawled in front of the two gorgeous women. The next few minutes of Persephone’s conversation with the women was deeply unsettling to him. 




“Ladies, have you prepared everything for your assignment today?” Persephone inquired, strolling behind them to inspect the area around the two columns. 




Michael could see that the grass stopped right beyond where the two women stood. The entire area between and around the columns was finished with a thick rubbery mat. There was a large, galvanized tin of soapy water to one side of the columns, with long handled brushes laid next to it. He noticed a golf cart type vehicle parked off to the side, with a flatbed trailer. On the trailer were several round containers and some utility boxes. He also noticed two other wooden columns rising from the back corners of the stone-covered area. These looked newer and were slightly shorter than the other two massive columns, but had similar sets of ropes, pulleys, and wheels. He was getting a bad feeling about this. 




In perfect unison the two women replied, “Mistress Persephone, we are grateful for this opportunity. We are prepared to serve as you wish.” 




“Very well. You may begin, my dears. If Michael happens to give you any trouble, feel free to return him to the mud pit. Margo is quite disappointed not to have him back there today.” Persephone’s voice was calm and cheerful.




The two women both smiled briefly at this and conveyed their understanding. 




Persephone strolled over to Michael. “Today will test your limits of endurance, Michael, in rather unexpected ways. Do prepare yourself. Such a beautiful day for your first formal effort to please me. Just look at the sunlight shimmering across the water out there. So very beautiful. And beyond the sea, Europe is waking up to another day in such rich variety. In fact, somewhere over there, if you could see far enough, you might see the spouse waking up from a deep slumber after what seems like a spectacularly erotic experience last evening with Yanni and several others. This is worth mentioning to you, because I know that some part of you still misses her. Still feels attachment, perhaps guilt. This will pass. I assure you. In fact, she is not even thinking about you at all. See for yourself...” 




Michael watched Persephone pull out her phone, call up a video clip and hit play. He could not believe what he was seeing or hearing for that matter. It was a video of his wife Amy. Amy! Yes! That was her name! But she was completely naked except for a blindfold, and a matching set of black leather wrist and ankle cuffs, and a wide collar. She was kneeling on a huge round bed covered with a black rubber sheet. He could see that the mattress was soft, and the rubbery surface was stretchy, by the way Amy’s knees and feet sank deeply into it, to the point that he could not see them. He formed the darkly erotic thought that the mattress was beginning to suck her body down deeper and envelope her. He could see Amy’s shiny chrome leash go tight for a moment, as some other female voice gave someone called Epsilon permission to speak. That didn’t make sense. But Amy started to speak. 




“Hello Persephone... I mean, Mistress Persephone... um, I just wanted to thank you for my beautiful gift... it’s um... it might be a little too large, but Delta says it fits me perfectly...”




Michael was stunned, seeing his wife like this. He could hear several other female voices and one familiar male voice chuckling in the background. He wasn’t getting the joke, but he was riveted.




“... so anyway, um would it be too much to ask for you to let everyone play as hard as they want with me? I mean, you have one hell of a playroom here and I am kinda scared of whatever is in here but... ya know... Master Yanni wants what he wants, and so does Alpha, Beta, Gamma and Delta, so... yeah, I just wanna give everyone what they want if that’s okay. Oh! I almost forgot! May I please ask you for a safe-word? Thank you! Hope to see you soon!” 




Michael was too stunned for words. He just silently watched Persephone put her phone away. He noticed the other two women were smiling broadly now. 




Persephone was smiling too. “ Michael did you hear your wife ask about your well being?”




Michael looked down at the ground and shook his head no. 




Persephone sighed innocently. “Neither did I. Perhaps she is finally ready to let go of you. Anyway, on with our day. Ladies, you may begin. I will return shortly.”




Persephone gave each of the women a loving embrace before returning her attention to Michael. The sight of him on his hands and knees, his body covered in red welts and dried mud, gave her a frisson of excitement as she took a moment to realize just how much control she had over him already. And she was just getting started. Michael’s natural eagerness to be dominated was exceptional. Sophie had of course made this clear when she proposed the arrangement that brought him here. But in Sophie’s typically impulsive fashion, she failed to see his true potential for servitude. 




Persephone was a highly skilled negotiator, and expertly used her wits, beauty, and calm demeanor to great advantage. As soon as Sophie proposed her plan and provided her with basic data on Michael and Amy, Persephone took significant interest in the couple, and calmly grilled Sophie for details of her business plan, particularly the drone hypnosis component. That is when Persephone understood that Sophie’s plan had a vulnerability which could be exploited. 




Persephone was no stranger to hypnosis and mind control. In fact, she relished the prospect of subjecting Michael to her own versions. So, Persephone had turned the tables on Sophie without her realizing it. She informed Sophie that she would only agree to take Michael if he could be delivered to her within a very short timeframe. In doing so, she effectively forced Sophie to rush Michael’s drone hypnosis conditioning specifically to meet her schedule for his delivery. 




As a result, Sophie had rushed Michael through her drone hypnosis conditioning, lessening the overall impact to his body and mind. The accelerated timeline prevented his mind from fully ‘unspooling’ the content he had received, much like over-watering a potted plant. At some point the additional content - or water - simply runs off without being absorbed. 




Persephone would take her time with Michael. She knew that he was already feeling an irresistible and extremely powerful attraction to her, thanks to the pheromone potion she kept feeding him. He was quickly becoming addicted to her control. She had clearly become his Alpha Female, the Queen to his drone. The Ruler of his existence. She would eventually make more direct use of his drone mind control conditioning, but not until she had more thoroughly broken his will to resist her - or any of her minions and apprentices - in any way. 




Persephone gazed down at Michael, noting his erection. “Ladies, let us ensure there are no accidents today, shall we?”




The two women nodded eagerly, suppressing laughter. One of them spoke. “Mistress Persephone, I brought a full oral syringe with us. May I be permitted to give him a few cc’s of-“




Persephone waved her hand gently, silencing the woman. “You may administer the entire syringe, my dear.”




The woman’s eyes nearly popped out of her head, and she gasped, as if she had just received a surprise birthday present. She composed herself and practically ran to the trailer of the golf cart, leaving the other woman giggling gleefully.




Persephone smiled down at Michael. “Michael, you are about to become very interested in sex. I will leave you here in the care of Ella and Rae, who will gladly help you with this experience. You will obey them as if their instructions came from me. I will return shortly.” Persephone handed his leash to the woman standing with her, then turned to leave. 




Michael watched Persephone wink at the two bikini-clad women, smile and then stroll away. His pulse quickened as the woman - either Ella or Rae - clipped the leash back on his collar and gently led him over to the tub of soapy water. 




“In you go, pet! You may just soak for a few minutes while Ella gives you your medicine.” 




Michael obediently climbed into the surprisingly hot sudsy water, his nose inhaling the scent from the perfumed suds. Okay, so leash girl was Rae. Now they were getting somewhere. He felt a hard tug on his hair, causing him to yelp in surprised pain. His mouth opened just enough for Ella to force the oral syringe in, back behind his molars. He immediately felt a jet of liquid shooting into his throat, making him swallow repeatedly.




“Good boy! You took it all!” Ella cooed, releasing his hair as she stood up to join Rae next to the tub. 




Michael watched them both pull on white latex gloves that came up over their elbows. They were bizarrely sexy with the white bikinis. He could feel his face flushing already. What was that potion?




Rae gently placed a hand on Michael’s back and pressed downward, prompting him to fold up very small and submerge himself in the water. She traced her fingers up to the back of his head and shoved down hard, holding his forehead against the bottom of the tub for a few long seconds before letting him up. 




Ella and Rae made no effort to converse with Michael as they picked up their long-handled brushes and began to scrub Michael’s body clean. When they were done, Michael’s skin glowed a light pink. Then they took soft washcloths and began slowly to gently bathe his skin, one on either side of the tub, keeping him on his hands and knees in the water. 




Michael felt their gentle hands roaming along his back, arms, and legs. They stroked his hair, washing and rinsing it with great care. His cock responded to their light, teasing touches, by throbbing and twitching to rock-hard arousal. His face was now flushed and felt hot. His caregivers did not seem to notice his condition. 




“Our assignment today is to practice our rope working skills on you, Michael. Doesn’t that sound like fun?” Emma cooed, gently coaxing him to a standing position in the tub.




“Apparently he very much likes this idea, Ella,” Rae commented, her eyes lowering to Michael’s throbbing cock.




“I’m sorry... I cannot help it,” Michael confessed sheepishly. He let Ella and Rae lead him by the wrists onto the rubber mat, and over to one of the taller columns. There was a neat coil of rope on the mat next to them. 




“Michael, be a good pet and kiss my feet. Then, you may pick up the end of the rope for me, with your teeth.“ Ella gently instructed. 




Michael obeyed, feeling his arousal spiraling as he inhaled the scent of Ella’s bare feet. He stood back up, with the end of the thick rope in his teeth. 




Ella said nothing. She took the rope from Michael’s mouth, pulled about six feet through her hands and then wrapped the rope around Michael’s left wrist six times rather loosely, holding them there with her hand. She turned and stepped closer to Michael, her fingertips touching his chest. “That’s not too tight, is it?” 




“Um, no... It’s actually pretty loose,” Michael replied. No wonder these two were told to practice their rope work. He felt Ella lift his chin and move in to kiss his lips. 




Ella placed a soft kiss on Michael’s lips. “You are just adorable. But for this part, I cannot let you see. Do not move...”




Michael was surprised to watch Ella turn around and back up into him, pulling his pseudo-bound wrist under her left arm and clamping it against her breast. His hard cock nestled between Ella’s perfect ass cheeks. “I am so sorry, Ella!” 




Michael heard Rae chuckling as Ella silently worked with the rope. He felt her passing the end of the rope underneath as she lashed it around him six times. Then he watched and felt her body flex and shift as she tied knots and tightened them with a series of soft grunts. Oddly, the bindings still felt loose on his wrist, despite the significant amount of rope and knots. He turned his wrist in a few different directions, noting that the wraps were just snug enough not to be shaken off. 




Ella giggled softly, stroking Michael’s forearm. “Rope looks very sexy on you, Michael. Let’s work on this wrist now. Follow me, and try to lose that erection... I do not remember giving you permission for such pleasure, do you?”




Michael gulped as Ella strolled slowly toward the other tall column, His eyes devoured her swaying hips and her perfectly round ass. She was stunningly beautiful. And he was becoming incredibly horny all of a sudden. “I... no, no you didn’t. I know that I just-“




Michael was two thirds of the way across the padded area when his bound wrist ran out of slack. He looked back, seeing the rope arcing upward to the pulley at the top of the column. “Um, wait! Ella? I um... I cannot go any further!” 




Ella turned, strolling back to Michael with a sultry smirk on her lips. “You are being such a naughty little tease, Michael. Look at you, showing off your bound wrist like that. You already know I find that very sexy. But all you have to do is pull a little harder, silly.”




Michael pulled harder. He felt the rope give as he heard the wheel creaking as it rotated. It must be spring-loaded or something, because it was a lot harder to pull the rope along this way. Okay. He pulled and strained his way to the far column where Ella was waiting for him, smiling.




“I like seeing you strain against the rope. Very much. Kiss and fetch, pet...” Ella pointed to her feet.




Michael crawled to Ella’s feet, surprised when she pushed her toes into his mouth. He licked and sucked on them hungrily until she pushed his head away with her foot. He picked up the end of the rope in his teeth, but stayed on his knees, leaning forward so the rope would not pull him back. Ella approached him with amusement, taking the rope out of his mouth again. 




“That felt very nice, Michael... your tongue licking my toes. Do you enjoy licking me, Michael?” Ella whispered, wrapping the rope around and around his right wrist just as before. 




“Yes!” Michael gasped breathlessly. He watched Ella calmly swing her right leg over his arm, clamping it between her thighs.  He found himself staring right into her gorgeous ass just a few inches away. Alarm bells were going off somewhere in his head, but he barely noticed them. He felt the same tugging and shifting as Ella expertly tied her knots tightly. 




“How does this feel, my pet?” Ella inquired innocently, shifting herself back along Michael’s arm until she felt his face pressing against her ass. 




“It’s perfect...” Michael moaned. He knew he should control his lustful thoughts. But he could not. Without thinking, he turned his head to the right and buried his face in Ella’s ass. His tongue was licking her butt crack before he even realized it. 




Michael heard a metallic click, followed by a whirring sound. His left arm was pulled forcefully back toward the first column, knocking him onto his back as he was dragged across the rubbery mat. He looked with panic at the two wheels slowly turning at the base of each column, retracting the ropes. He saw Rae gazing at him impassively from the far column. He saw Ella strolling casually toward him in the center, where the ropes now held him. He was on his knees, arms pulled up toward the tops of the columns, when Ella stepped in very close.




Michael’s nose brushed lightly against Ella’s bikini-clad sex. He felt her fingers gently raking through his hair, keeping his nose right there. He could smell her sex, and it was driving him insane with lust. He urgently had to taste her. He lunged forward but she just moved back with him. 




Michael’s mind was now on some weird sexual overdrive. He was about to stand up and move closer to Ella when he felt a rope being quickly tied around his right ankle. He turned around just in time to see Rae literally roping his left ankle the same way. His eyes followed the ropes all the way back to the rear two columns. Not good. Not good at all. He watched Rae smirk at him as she turned and walked to one of the rear columns and turned the wheel. His left ankle moved outward and back as the slack vanished. “Wait! Please... is this really necessary? I mean...” 




Rae, ignoring his pleas, calmly strolled to the other column and began to turn the wheel. 




Michael felt his right foot also being tugged back and outward behind him. With his knees pulled back like this, weight shifted to his bound wrists. It was suddenly impossible to keep himself from falling forward. In fact, Ella’s body was now the only thing holding him up. His forehead pressed against her lower abdomen. His nose nestled in between her labia, separated only by the stretchy - and increasingly damp - bathing suit material. Ella’s musky scent was very quickly driving him insane with lust. His lips were kissing her pussy through the fabric before he realized it. A moment later he felt Ella’s hand sliding down inside her bikini bottom, until his forehead rested on the back of her hand. He felt her fingers slide up and down on each side of his nose as she began to pleasure herself. 




“Mmm, I need something inside me, Michael... something nice and thick... and long... and very hard... doesn’t that sound nice to you too?” Ella moaned softly.




“Oh yes... absolutely that sounds nice!” Michael whispered, his thoughts very quickly focusing on the prospect of sex with Ella. He felt Rae’s lubricated fingers gently exploring his butthole, then felt a finger slowly slide inside.




“Does this feel nice, Michael? It’s okay... you can be honest with us... admit how nice this feels.” Rae cooed gently, sliding her finger slowly in and out of his rectum.




“It... yes... it really feels nice,” Michael confessed.




“Have you ever done this to yourself, Michael?” Rae inquired gently. 




Michael hesitated, but then just whispered, “Yes.” 




“Mmm. I thought so. And how about toys? Plugs? Dildoes?” Rae asked innocently.




Michael did not want to answer that question but heard his own voice betraying him. “Plugs. Um... butt plugs. But never... you know... anything else.” 




“Do not worry, Michael... We have all kinds of fun toys to play with. You will learn to love them.” Rae cooed softly.




“Ohhhh... I get very aroused when I think about penetration play, Michael... look what you are doing to me... such a tease you are...” Ella moaned softly.




Michael felt Ella’s hand move upward, but then felt and watched her slowly shimmy out of her bikini bottom. He moaned lustfully as his face pressed against her slick, smoothly shaven sex. Ella’s musky scent filled his nostrils, and he felt a powerful surge of sexual arousal.  His brain could barely process the sensation of a rope being carefully wrapped around and around the upper part of his left thigh, even as he felt Rae tying a knot to secure the wrappings there. 




Michael’s lips were instinctively kissing Ella’s wet pussy. His tongue was desperately trying to bring Her pleasure. He felt Ella’s own slick fingers against his face, competing with his own efforts to pleasure Ella’s sex. As Ella’s sighs of pleasure became more evident, his lips and tongue were doing little more than kissing and licking the backs of her busy fingers. A very clear and primal message was being sent to him: he was not in control of anything. 




“He thinks he understands how to pleasure the Superior Female. That is adorable,” Rae observed with a chuckle. 




Ella laughed light-heartedly. “Yes, he does. And it is adorable the way he tries to express himself this way. Michael, do you wish to bring us pleasure?” 




Michael felt Ella’s other hand stroke his hair gently. “Yes! Yesss! More than anything I do!”




Mistress Persephone teaches us the pleasure of understanding, Michael. You will learn to savor such pleasure as well, instead of the false pleasures of self-indulgence. We are here to help you. We already have learned  so much about you, just by observing your responses and reactions. We both see your confused efforts to tease me sexually, and we understand exactly what this means. You see? We derive immense pleasure from this understanding.” Ella slowly inched backward, giggling as Michael struggled in vain to hold his body back from falling forward. She stroked his hair for a moment as his face slid down to her thighs. Then she took a few quick steps backward, making Michael’s body fall forward until his belly hit the mat. His chest and shoulders were held just a few inches off the mats, with his arms suspended by the ropes out to his sides and well in front of his body. His head was now between her feet, which she positioned to make sure they were just out of reach from his eager lips. She smiled as he struggled in vain to regain a more dignified position, doing little more than squirming no matter how hard he strained his muscles to get back up. 




“I... I wasn’t... I mean I am not... trying to tease you, Ella! Really!” Michael gasped. 




“Every word we speak becomes your absolute truth, Michael. I would find it pleasing to hear you acknowledge this fact. Tell me what you understand about the words we speak...” Ella gently commanded. She squatted, and then sat down right in front of Michael’s face. She extended her long legs out underneath Michael’s arms, slowly inching her body closer and her legs wider until his nose was once again just an inch from her wet sex, and his arms rested on her thighs. 




Michael was drooling with lust as his mind raced to form the correct response. He almost shouted into Ella’s pussy. “Every word you speak becomes my absolute truth, Ella!” He watched helplessly as Ella’s fingers returned to her pussy and resumed their slow stroking. 




“Do you believe such absolute truths with every fiber of your being, Michael?” Ella prompted, feeling her own arousal spiraling upward. 




“Yes! Yes Ella! Of course, I do!”  Michael replied eagerly, having really no clue what he was saying or agreeing to. He felt a well-lubricated hand slide underneath his belly and gently grasp his hard cock, stroking and squeezing it very slowly. He moaned, straining to lift his hips up to accommodate more of the intensely pleasurable sensations. 




“Good... boy...” Rae purred, kneeling behind Michael. 




“We want to know the reason why you choose to tease me, Michael. We know it is not because you have some strong sexual desire to tease a woman with her own sexual need, but in fact... it is just the opposite. You tease me because you need to be teased yourself. You need Superior Females to assume control of your orgasm. You crave the experience of being sexually teased and denied so completely that anyone else would view it as an act of cruelty. But we understand that it is not cruel to give you what you need, and this understanding gives us great pleasure.” Ella’s voice was nurturing and calm as her fingers slowly stroked her pussy right in front of Michael’s face. 




Michael was suddenly overwhelmed with raw lust. He tried to lunge forward to taste Ella’s musky perfection but could not move himself forward enough. He could hear the ropes quietly creaking as he struggled “Please Ella! I don’t think I can take much more of this teasing...” He was startled when both women just started laughing. He heard Rae stand up and stroll toward the rear columns. A moment later the low sound of motors and creaking winch drums filled the air. 




Michael was equally surprised when he realized that Rae had taken all the slack out of the ropes tied to his thighs. Now he definitely could not move any closer to Ella’s sex. 




But Ella could move closer to him, and she did. “I like your nose, Michael. No kissing... no licking... I am just going to use your nose to pleasure myself. That is all I want from you right now, my little pleasure tool. Just a nice, gentle movement... Mmmm, yessss... you will do this for as long as I want... exactly as I command... and at a pace that I find most pleasing. And if you perform well, I may allow that mouth of yours to pleasure my ass.”




Michael absorbed the reality of being reduced to nothing more than an implement to be used. He obediently moved his nose in the exact pattern that Ella had prescribed with her hands guiding his head - forming an upside-down ‘U’ up one side of her swollen clit and down the other, then back. Over and over. For some reason, the humiliation combined with the prospect of these two beautiful women teasing him to the point of madness excited him deeply and completely. He moaned loudly into Emma’s sex as he serviced her. It required willpower to keep his tongue from tasting her while the two women discussed the next component of their assignment as if he was not even there. 




“We should start his anal training now, I suppose. He is clearly ready.”




“I agree. Maya brought us the eight-stage anal training plugs from the yacht. She is so sweet.”




“Oh! Is that the glass set with the little hearts inside them? They are so pretty!”




“Yes. I think they are from Egypt. Should we start with Size 1 then?”




“I am sure Cleopatra stretched more than a few slave asses in her day. No, I was thinking we start with Size 3 and progress from there. He took my finger easily, and he has received some brief training previously, with Sophie I believe.”




Michael saw Rae appear to his left, opening a wooden box for him to see. Panic gripped him as his eyes took in the sight of eight clear glass anal plugs. Each cone-shaped plug had a round glass ring formed into the base, making the set look like a box of giant pacifiers or something. The smallest one was on the left, and the plugs grew longer and thicker to the right. What really caught his attention was how the “neck” portion of each plug became thicker and thicker with each larger plug. The neck of the largest plug on the right had only a modest reduction in girth compared to the plug itself. He could not even imagine what that would feel like. He gulped, realizing that he was soon to find out. He felt Ella’s gentle fingers stroking his hair. 




“Good boy... I am pleased that you did not interrupt your service while viewing the training plugs. Rae is now going to insert Size 3. When it is in place, you will thank Rae and politely beg her for Size 4. And you will not pause or interrupt your service to me for any reason.”




Michael began to tremble all over when he felt Rae fill his rectum with cool lubricant gel. A moment later he felt a rounded object begin to slowly slide into his anus. He felt his sphincter begin to stretch wider and wider. He forced himself to relax, and it slid in further and further until his sphincter closed around the tapered neck, driving the plug deeper inside him. He immediately felt Rae tapping and rotating the glass ring, causing the plug to shift around inside him.




“I am waiting, little boy,” Rae cooed tauntingly. 




“Oh... um... thank you so much Rae... May I please have Size 4?”




Rae’s fingers lazily spun the plug around by the glass ring, smiling at Michael’s attempts to stay focused on pleasuring Ella with his nose. “I must not have heard you correctly, Michael. Did you just beg for a larger anal plug, the second this one slipped inside you?” Her fingers tightened their grip as she slowly and carefully pulled the plug back out, almost all the way. 




“Y...yes please,” Michael whispered. He felt Rae lightly tracing a finger along the underside of his rock-hard cock, making it twitch and jump. 




Rae slowly slid the plug all the way back in but held it for a few long seconds at its thickest part before letting Michael’s sphincter suck it in hungrily. With her other hand she felt his cock twitch and throb as the plug went back in. “I believe you enjoy being stretched and penetrated like this. Admit it to us, Michael... confess your true desires... just relax...” Rae slowly pulled the plug back out, but only until the thickest part stretched his anus wide. Then she began to slowly rotate the plug, first one way, then the other. 




Michael gasped at the new sensations as his asshole was stretched wide again. To his great relief, it did not hurt. Every nerve ending was suddenly supercharged with stimulation as Rae slowly rotated the well-lubricated plug. It felt amazing.




“Wow...” Michael gasped quietly, inducing a lighthearted chuckle from both women. 




“This is arousing you, Michael... very much. Confess your true desires... deepen our understanding... increase our pleasure...” Rae spoke softly, slowly working the butt plug with one hand while continuing to trace a single finger slowly along the length of his twitching cock. 




“Ohh... yes... yes! This is turning me on so much... yes I like being penetrated like this!” Michael blurted out his confession in a whispered gasp as he felt Ella’s hands on his head, reminding him of the task that he had momentarily paused. 




“And you like being stretched... wider and wider,” Rae prompted gently. 




“Yes, that too... I cannot believe I am saying this but I like it!” Michael gasped. 




“You quite obviously do enjoy this... more than we expected... and much more than a real man ever would. We understand now... this increases our pleasure immensely,” Rae observed, forming a circle around Michael’s cock with two fingers and lightly stroking him.




“Wait, what? Hold on... I didn’t say that I wasn’t a real man or anything! I just... woahh!” Michael lost his train of thought as Rae began to slowly draw the plug almost all the way out, and then push it back in the thickest part. Over and over. He felt her talented fingers gently stroking his cock, moving him closer to orgasm. 




“Are you hard right now, little boy?” Ella cooed, scooting forward until Michael’s face was buried in her wet pussy. She bucked her hips slowly, grinding herself against his face.




“Yephhh,” Michael replied, or tried to, anyway. 




Ella grasped Michael’s hair firmly and bucked harder against his face, while her voice remained  calm. “Michael, I must agree with Rae. A real man would have gone soft with all this humiliation and bondage, and penetration. But you just confessed that it turns you on. A real man would never be satisfied by being reduced to a mere instrument for my pleasure... he would certainly want to have his way with me... do you want to have your way with me? Do you want to bury yourself in my wet pussy? I am soooo ready for that... take me, Michael...” Ella began to slowly slide her body down under Michael’s body, keeping her firm grasp on his hair as she moved his face to her left breast. 




Michael swooned from the sensation of Ella’s hot body pressing up against his own. He could physically feel the heat from her pussy in the tip of his straining cock. Her sex was so maddeningly close that some primal instinct kicked in. He thrust his hips forward, only able to just slide the underside of his cock along Ella’s clit and pubic mound. The thigh ropes held him fast. He felt Rae’s fingers positioning his cock downward as Ella shifted underneath him. He thrust again, this time managing to slide just the head of his cock between Ella’s slick labia before the ropes prevented his thighs from any deeper penetration. The heat from her sex was overwhelming. He desperately wanted to feel more, but only managed to squirm around uselessly.




“Take me, Michael! A real man would not let a few ropes hold him back from what I am offering you... finish what you started,” Ella mewled impatiently, bucking her hips ever so slightly as she pulled his mouth down to her nipple.




Michael licked and sucked hungrily on Ella’s nipple, taking encouragement from her sighs of pleasure. A wave of total frustration swept over him as Ella roughly dragged his head by the hair to her right nipple. He could not break free. He could not give Ella what she wanted. He could not stop Rae from doing anything she wanted to his ass. 




“What are you waiting for, Michael? I need a man inside me... just like this...” Ella planted her feet, lifted her hips slightly and slowly impaled herself on Michael’s twitching hard cock. Enough stimulation to drive him absolutely insane, but not nearly enough to trigger an orgasm. Then she very, very slowly pulled herself off, stopping when just the head was captured by her pussy lips. 




Michael moaned loudly into Ella’s ample breast. The sensation of Ella’s steaming hot sex enveloping his cock was mind-blowing. When she slowly pulled herself off, it deepened his sense of helplessness immensely. He tried desperately to push himself forward, but the ropes held his thighs fast. It felt like she was literally extracting his willpower as she slid off his cock. He would say or do anything to replay the exquisite sensation of sliding into Ella’s pussy. Without thinking he blurted out, “Please... please tell me what you want me to do!” 




“Oh, but I have done that already, little pet... but it seems you are not man enough to have your way with me... in fact you are not a real man at all. It would please us both to hear you acknowledge this obvious fact, so that we may continue building a more appropriate relationship together.” Ella’s voice was soft and nurturing, perhaps a little amused. But her grip on his hair tightened to the point of being painful as she moved his lips of her nipple, holding them a fraction of an inch away. 




Michael winced as Ella’s grip tightened on his hair. He could see the string of his own drool still connecting his lip to her nipple as Rae slowly removed the buttplug. He heard Ella softly laughing at his failed attempts to move close enough to take her nipple back into his mouth. His lust-filled mind tried to imagine what Ella meant by ‘building a more appropriate relationship together’, but the exquisite sensations he felt as Ella slowly bucked and rotated her hips underneath him over-ruled everything else. All he could think about was simply giving these two women whatever they wanted. The sound of his own voice surprised him. 




“You are right, Ella... I am not a real man... I am not a real man...  I could never please a woman like you! Oh wow!” Michael sucked in his breath as Rae pressed the tip of another plug against his puckered hole. He could tell right away that this plug was slightly larger as Rae slowly pressed it further inside him. He relaxed and let it happen. As the widest part of the plug slid past his sphincter, it once again shoved the smooth glass intruder deeper. He immediately noticed a difference: The neck of this plug was considerably thicker, and kept his anus stretched wider than before. He gulped, remembering how the necks of each plug in the wooden case got thicker and thicker.




“Mmmm, be a strong man for me, Michael... take me the way I need to be taken... I am waiting... break these ropes, Michael... a strong man would not be held back by a few lengths of rope... A strong man would be deep inside me right now...” Ella punctuated her passionate whispers with little bucking motions and breathy sighs. 




Michael pulled and strained against his rope restraints as hard as he possibly could. He could hear the ropes creaking but was no closer to freeing himself.




“Yanni is a strong male. He pulled himself free from these ropes for me... I can still hear the rope fibers breaking, one by one... I can still see his muscles straining... and I can still feel him thrusting deeply inside me... taking me vigorously... stretching me soooo wide... making me orgasm over and over... Strong men like Yanni earn the right to do this... but weak males...” Ella did not bother to finish her sentence. She knew her words were having the desired effect, and it thrilled her deeply. She watched Michael re-double his futile efforts to pull himself free and smiled. She felt the head of Michael’s cock pressing between her labia, twitching shifting around slightly as he labored to thrust deeper. Without warning, she lifted her hips off the mat slightly, and thrust forward in one fast motion, burying Michael’s cock to its base inside her wet pussy for a moment before quickly pulling herself back. She laughed out loud at Michael’s loud whimpering as his hard cock slipped out of her pussy and slapped wetly against his stomach. 




“Weak males do not enjoy the same rights as strong males do, Michael. Weak males earn different privileges, such as the right to beg for chastity... and orgasm denial...” Ella paused long enough to slide two fingers deep into her slick pussy, and then slowly paint Michael’s nose and lips with her fragrant juices. 




Michael moaned loudly in lust-driven frustration. His arms were tiring quickly but he continued to pull and strain regardless. How could anyone pull hard enough to break these ropes? His thoughts turned to Yanni snapping the ropes and plunging his huge cock into Ella, making her scream with pleasure. He wanted to do the same thing so badly.




Rae stroked her fingertips slowly along Michael’s slick shaft. “You do not seem to be a strong male, Michael. You cannot break free of your ropes... and one mention of chastity and orgasm denial makes you hard as a rock. You... are... weak...  Let me hear you beg for the chastity and orgasm denial that you deserve.”




“No! No! I can do this! I am a strong male! At least some of the time - Please!” Michael grunted and tugged wildly on his restraints. He felt Rae rotating the buttplug around for a few moments before slowly pulling it out.




“Really? In Persephone’s world there are only two types of males, Michael. There is no in-between. You are strong, or you are weak. Perhaps you just need proper motivation to learn your truth...” Rae picked up the wooden box of anal plugs and showed it to Michael. Her fingers lightly traced over the next larger size before moving to an even larger one to the right of it. Then with a wicked chuckle, she moved to the largest one and picked it up.




Michael’s eyes widened with fear. The anal plug was huge. The neck of it was as thick as a golf ball. “Wait! That will not fit inside me! Please!”




“Then you had better break free and take it out of my hands, if you are such a strong male. Otherwise, it is most definitely going all the way in, you weak little bitch.” Rae hissed wickedly.




Michael felt a lot more lubricant being squirted into his rectum. Then he felt Rae push the first few inches of the cone shaped plug inside. It already felt as wide as the widest part of the last plug. He felt Rae continue to slowly press it in further and further. It took all  his concentration to make himself relax and open up to accommodate the big plug. He was absolutely at the limits of his endurance when the plug finally slipped inside him. He gasped loudly as his anus gripped the very wide neck.




“I notice you stopped trying to free yourself, Michael. This can only mean one thing. Be a good little pet and tell us what it means,” Ella cooed softly, painting Michael’s upper lip again with a wet finger.




Between the intense sexual arousal, the psychological mind games these two women were playing and now the enormous butt plug stretching his asshole wide, Michael’s brain was on total overload. But he knew what Ella was asking. He confessed in whispered defeat, “I... am a... weak... male.” 




“Correct. You are a weak male, and you are growing weaker every moment. You may beg for your chastity cage, weak one, after you clean my fingers,” Ella softly cooed, stroking Michael’s hair with one hand while forcing her wet fingers into his mouth. 




Michael sucked hungrily on Ella’s fingers, the smell and taste of her sex everywhere driving him crazy with lust as he began to mindlessly beg, “Please...I am a weak male... please lock me in chastity... please.”




“Very well then. Enjoy these last few sensations, Michael. Enjoy this full erection, too. Form a lasting memory of how that hard little worm feels right now. Rae, would you do the necessary?” Ella spoke calmly, a hint of excitement and arousal in her soft voice. 




Michael saw Rae stand and stroll over to the supply canisters, returning with a small box in her hand. A few minutes later he felt her fingers encircling the base of his cock and his balls, pulling downward like she was readying to milk a cow. Then he felt cold steel pressing against the skin behind his testicles, and a moment later felt the steel base ring being closed in very tightly over the base of his cock with a quiet click. The slightly painful compression made his cock even harder. “Wow! That is really, really tight!”




Rae strolled to the side of Michael’s head and squatted down. She held a small, curved steel tube in her hand, holding it up for Michael to see as she calmly spoke to him. It was essentially one curved steel tube with no perforations in it except for a few holes drilled in the end of it for urination. “This chastity device is one of Mistress Persephone’s favorites. It comes with a variety of interchangeable tubes, each of which is designed for a specific purpose. This one is designed to let you start becoming erect but prevents you from feeling any external stimulation...” Rae picked up the ice pack she had carried over and wrapped it around Michael’s hard cock, making him wince in pain. 




Michael knew he was not able to stop this. The ice pack quickly became painful, and his cock softened rapidly until it was nothing more than an embarrassingly small nub. He watched Rae calmly lubricate the entire inside of the tube, and then move it to the head of his softened cock. He felt his cock slip easily into the small tube, immediately aware of how small it actually was. He felt Rae line up the tube with the base ring, pressing them together with a decisive click. He felt his cock naturally slide deeper into the tube until it pressed against the rounded end. There was virtually no room for his cock to fully expand. He felt his arousal growing again and felt the new sensation of pressure as his cock tried to harden inside the tube. The relentless grip of the steel tube only served to arouse him more, which increased the weirdly erotic sensations of tight compression. 




Even after just several minutes in this chastity device, it was clear to Michael that the strangely arousing sensations of relentless containment were not going away. He did not know how much of this he could take. His voice was a trembling whisper when he inquired, “Is... is it... locked?” 




“Ohhhh, very much so, weak one... very much so!” Rae laughed, patting the undersides of Michael’s balls gently as she stood. She gave his butt plug a quarter-turn, making him suck in his breath. 




“I... I wasn’t expecting this tube to be so small... it’s like impossible for me not to feel the inside of it... Could you maybe...”  Michael stopped talking as he watched Ella and Rae both quickly move away from him and get into a kneeling position, facing him with their heads lowered and their hands held up in front of them, palms turned upward. What the hell?




A minute later, he understood. He heard the soft sound of footsteps rustling grass and heard the unmistakable sultry voice of Persephone.




“Hello ladies, how is your morning?” Persephone purred. 




In reverent and practiced unison, Ella and Rae replied, “Mistress Persephone, we serve you with great joy! We thank you for this morning’s opportunity to serve you!”




Persephone wore nothing but high-heeled strappy wedges and a flowing black robe. She strolled in front of Michael, stroked his hair gently. She then turned to face the two kneeling women, taking care to lift her robe up and drape it over Michael’s back as she turned. She stood just far enough away from Michael so that he could not reach her exquisite ass with his lips or tongue, but close enough so that he could inhale her natural scent. His immediate whimpers of sexual desperation told her everything she needed to know. Her minions had once again done a wonderful job and deserved to be rewarded. 




Persephone gazed down at the open wooden case, noticing the largest plug missing. She smiled. “I am impressed. You two work so well together. I am very pleased. Ella, did my property give you any trouble?” 




“Mistress Persephone, thank you for this opportunity to serve you! No Mistress, he was no trouble at all. In fact, he seems to enjoy his new lowly position in chastity, unlike a real man.” Ella replied reverently, eyes down.




“Excellent. Rae, would you mind lifting him a bit for me? I decided to wear these heels. Aren’t they pretty?” Persephone asked gently, taking a step back as she modeled her front foot for the women. She felt Michael’s lips and tongue immediately begin to kiss and lick her ass cheek and smiled. Every moment he spent inhaling her pheromones increased her power over him. If he only knew what she had planned for him. 




Michael was totally lost in Persephone’s musky scent. He moaned loudly as his cock suddenly tried to expand in its painfully tight confinement. He whimpered with pure joy when Persephone took a step backward, bringing her stunningly perfect ass within reach of his drooling mouth. He kissed and licked her ass with abandon, somehow feeling that it was the only appropriate gesture of his intense attraction and devotion to her. 




He cried out softly when he felt the ropes at the tops of his thighs pulling him back and upward, dragging him back and away from Persephone. Rae was lifting him practically off his feet. Only his toes were touching the mat when she stopped. His arms were now stretched uncomfortably forward and up, and he was held in position essentially bent over at the waist. He felt Persephone’s soft black robe slip off his head and settle around her thighs again. She was truly the most beautiful woman he had ever seen. He would do anything to please her.




Persephone turned around and gazed approvingly at Michael essentially hanging there in rope bondage. She strolled all the way around him, taking her time to fully enjoy his helpless state. She walked behind Michael and gave his butt plug a few casual spins, savoring his quiet grunts and moans. She gently touched the rope bindings at his wrists, tracing her fingernails gently - almost lovingly - along his arm. Then she leaned over slightly and reached underneath Michael, her hand finding the steel chastity cage. She gave it a few sturdy tugs to ensure a properly snug fit. Nothing upset her more than a chastity device that offered the chance of escape. She chuckled softly to herself, and even briefly considered sending a photograph of Michael to Delta for her to share with Amy. Perhaps later, after she had finished with him. “Very nice work, ladies. Prepare me now. It is time.” 




Michael watched nervously as the two women jumped up and literally sprinted to the storage containers, giggling and clapping their hands. They walked back with several wrapped parcels and a small folding table. His pulse quickened when Rae strolled over to him carrying a black velour sack with a drawstring and slipped it over his head. He felt the drawstrings tighten until the sack was tight around his collar. Instantly the air inside the sack heated up considerably. He heard very little conversation between the women except the occasional check to make sure Persephone was pleased with their work. 




Michael was on the verge of passing out by the time Rae removed the sack from his head. A refreshing breeze began to cool the sweat dripping down his face. Persephone was standing a few steps in front of him, her back turned to him as she gazed out over the water, hands comfortably on her hips. He gulped as she slowly undid the belt of her black robe and let it billow gently in the breeze, her back still to him. 




“Michael, it is time for you to truly begin your journey with me. It is time for you to learn the joy of total and complete surrender.” Persephone spoke just loud enough for Michael to hear, as she spoke outward toward the sea in front of her. 




Michael felt Rae begin to work the large butt plug out of his ass. He was quite surprised that it hurt much less coming out than it did going in. He felt a brief moment of pride in realizing that he had successfully accommodated the beastly plug. His celebration was short-lived, however. Ella and Rae moved to Persephone’s sides and carefully removed her robe for her. Persephone now wore nothing except what looked like a wide black leather garter belt without the hanging garter straps. He noticed a leather thong strap disappearing between the ass cheeks he had just been so reverently worshipping. He was getting a very bad feeling about this. When Persephone spoke again, her voice was deeper and more authoritative. And lustful. It gave him chills. 




“Michael, you will please me with your enthusiasm and gratitude for this gift...” Persephone turned slowly, letting Michael fully absorb what she was about to do to him. 




Michael’s eyes widened in shock and fear. Persephone was wearing an elaborate dildo harness, attached to which was an enormously thick, long dildo. His heart raced as she strolled toward his face, lifting the massive phallus and pressing it firmly against his mouth. The moment he parted his lips, she began to shove the dildo into his mouth with a sultry smile. 




“Michael, is there anything you would like to say to me before we begin?” Persephone asked in a soothing tone. 




Michael nodded yes. He really wanted to ask for something smaller. This thing was enormous. But he found he could not form words in his current situation. “Mmmph gllleegghh... guggh...” 




Persephone bucked her hips slightly, forcing the phallus deeply into the back of Michael’s throat and holding it there, hands comfortably on her hips. In a soft nurturing tone she said, “I believe that you just told me how utterly grateful you are to be here with me for this wonderful experience, and you were about to tell me how fully compliant you are going to be for me. Am I correct, Michael?” 




Michael felt tears streaming down his face. His entire body began to tremble uncontrollably. He nodded his head yes, realizing that was the only acceptable response. With relief he felt Persephone extract the dildo from his mouth. He watched her stroll around behind him, putting a confident hand on the restraining ropes and swinging under them like some kind of super-sexy swashbuckler. It was arousing and terrifying at the same time. He felt a cool blast of lubricant flowing into his rectum, filling it completely until it squirted out of him onto the mat. He gulped, too scared to say a word. He felt a reassuring hand patting and squeezing his ass cheek.




“Just relax, Michael. You will be fine. This is your first time - I am going to make it very... very... memorable for both of us.” Persephone smiled as she lubed up her dildo and placed the head of it gently against Michael’s twitching asshole.




Michael nodded his head yes and tried to relax. He took a few deep breaths in and out and tried to relax his sphincter. He suddenly needed to please Persephone with his willingness to surrender to this. He had to. He relaxed himself more and more, and felt Persephone increase her forward pressure just slightly. He relaxed more. Persephone eased in very carefully. It became an intimate sort of dance between them. Before he knew it, he was stretched wide, and she had the entire head of her dildo inside him.




“You are doing very well, Michael... very... very... well...” Persephone said softly, moving her hands to the front of Michael’s hips. She loved this moment. Michael helplessly restrained but totally compliant. And she was about to sink her dildo all the way into his ass, claiming him. Making him hers and hers alone. She was about to show him what that really meant. 




“Whatever you were before... whatever values and priorities you maintained... all of that is meaningless Michael. I own you now... you exist only to serve me... you exist to please me... you... are... mine...” Persephone’s fingers dug into the flesh of Michael’s thighs as she slowly pulled her hips forward in one long thrust, watching his reaction carefully until she had her entire dildo inside him. She savored Michael’s high-pitched gasp as her girl-cock filled him completely. Satisfied that she had chosen the perfect size, she kept her dildo buried in him for a long minute, letting him get used to the new sensation of being fucked like this. The dildo was long enough to completely fill his rectum without injuring him and was more than thick enough to leave him feeling stretched impossibly wide and totally violated. These new sensations for Michael were the essence of her domination, and she would thoroughly enjoy breaking him this way. Her hands smoothed possessively over his lower back and ass, underscoring his complete and total helplessness. He had taken her cock well - much better than she had expected. This was a very encouraging sign of his willingness to surrender to any depth she wanted. She had very good instincts when it came to reading a submissive. This one needed to be pushed down forcefully into deep subspace and held there. If he were not ready for this treatment, it would be clear at this point. He needed to be taken and dominated as much as she needed to dominate him. And absolutely nothing stood in her way now. Not the spouse, not Sophie, nobody. Her arousal swelled and blossomed like a tornado in her loins, and she sighed hotly as very darkly erotic thoughts flowed into her mind. She let her hips do what they wanted, starting a series of tiny back and forth thrusting motions to stimulate her swollen clit against Michael’s ass. 




Michael found it difficult to breathe as Persephone slowly eased her huge phallus all the way inside him. The sensations were suddenly overwhelming. He had never been stretched and filled like this - it was terrifying and intensely arousing at the same time. He fought the urge to cry out, as deep down he was feeling an incredible rush of sexual energy and pleasure just by being able to endure this for Persephone. He rocked helplessly back and forth in his rope restraints as Persephone began to make little thrusting motions. His cock was responding long before his brain had a chance to regain its bearings. His chastity tube held his cock in a vice-like grip as it swung back and forth. He heard Persephone’s breathing get heavier and heavier. He felt her strokes become longer, and her thrusts deeper and somewhat more forceful. All the while, he had no choice but to just hang there and take it.




“Hold still, Michael... clear your mind... accept this fully and completely... I want to feel your surrender,” Persephone hissed lustfully. She slowly pulled out almost all the way, and then plunged all the way back in, watching Michael carefully. Good. No significant pain response. She pulled out and thrust in more forcefully, all the way to the hilt, holding herself like that with a wicked smile. Then she did it again. And again, each time a bit faster and harder, slapping her pelvis against his ass hard each time. She felt a delicious orgasm building and got lost in the spiraling pleasure as she continued to thrust and pound Michael’s ass with renewed vigor. 




Michael focused every ounce of energy on quietly enduring Persephone’s sexual onslaught. He was already feeling a very deep psychological impact from being taken like this. He was certainly no stranger to plunging into subspace, but this experience was off the charts. His entire body rocked back and forth like a marionette as Persephone had her way with him for what seemed like hours. Her heavy breathing evolved into shorter, breathless pants before evolving further into sexy, feminine grunts of passionate thrusting. After a short while, he realized that it did not even hurt any more. It actually began to feel good. He lost count of how many orgasms she had. Eventually, she slowed her thrusts to one final deep thrust all the way inside him and kept herself there while she leaned down and rested her hot, sweaty body down on his own sweaty back. He swooned as her arms wrapped around him tightly, her hot breath in his ear. He could feel her heart pounding, and suddenly felt so much more connected to her. Even as she rested her full weight on him and placed further strain on his bound limbs, he smiled as the ropes creaked. He had pleased Persephone. What had initially seemed like a savage violation felt strangely intimate now. He felt Persephone’s fingers  stroking through his hair. 




“I want you to hunger for this... learn your place in my world.” Persephone kissed the side of Michael’s head as she stood up and carefully pulled her dildo out of him. Asserting her total dominance over Michael was of the utmost importance before even considering any direct activation and change of his current drone programming. He first had to be conditioned to never question her authority or resist her commands, for any reason. This would take time. And she had all the time in the world to do this right. Her friend Sophie had rushed Michael through her version of drone hypnosis conditioning in pursuit of her grand plans to build an empire for herself, but Sophie knew very little about the human mind. 




Michael said nothing but nodded yes. He listened to Ella and Rae attending to Persephone behind them, then saw Rae sprint to the supply trailer and return with a wide stool, the seat of which was the size of a footstool. It had soft padding and stretchy rubber upholstery. He watched her set it up right in front of his face so close that his chin rested on it, sinking into the softness. Out of the corner of his eye he saw Ella reach under his neck and clip his collar to the front of the stool. Oh no, what was next?




Persephone stood patiently while Ella and Rae removed her dildo harness for her. Then she strolled - naked except for her high heels - toward Michael’s head, tracing her fingertips along Michael’s sweat- covered back and shoulders. She sat down on the stool, bringing her right leg up and over his head as she leaned back on her hands. Her pussy was directly in front of Michael’s face, tantalizingly out of reach. She smiled warmly as she watched him desperately trying to reach her wet sex with his tongue, doing little more than making a quiet metallic clinking noise over and over, as the collar clip held him in position. She slid her right foot down his back luxuriously, his body now nothing more than a footstool.




Michael felt the heat from Persephone’s wet sex on his face and inhaled her delicious orgasmic scent. He strained to pleasure her with his tongue. He wanted nothing else in the world. He felt her creamy smooth thigh press softly against his left cheek. The warmth and smell of her sweaty skin was heavenly. He moaned in frustration as his cock twitched and throbbed helplessly in its steel prison. He stared lustfully at Persephone’s glistening, swollen labia, inhaling deeply over and over and over. 




“I found that quite invigorating, ladies. I am very  pleased with your preparations. I will have some water now, please. It is quite a warm day,” Persephone purred. 




Ella raced to the cart, returning quickly with a tall glass of water and ice.  She presented it to Persephone, watching her take a sip. 




“Ah, thank you Ella. So very refreshing... I enjoy the infused lemons in the water. This really quenches the thirst on such a hot day,” Persephone observed, watching Michael lick his dry lips between her legs. She knew he must be incredibly thirsty by this point of the day. She swirled her glass, making the ice cubes tinkle for greater effect.  Some might view her training methods as cruel, but she knew the importance of taking away everything Michael would otherwise have control over, until he was totally and completely dependent on her for everything. Michael’s existence would have to become an endless experience of her growing power and control over him, one devastating realization after another...




Michael heard the tinkling of the ice cubes and suddenly realized how incredibly thirsty he was. The sun was very hot, and he had been sweating profusely for hours. His mouth was as dry as dust. Listening to Persephone’s soft moans of pleasure as she sipped the cold water only made him focus on his own thirst more. He watched a little rivulet of water flow down  over Persephone’s belly and along the crease where her thigh met her pelvis, disappearing underneath her. 




“Mmm, that felt nice too. Very nice, actually...” Persephone calmly mused, pouring more water from the glass onto her breasts and letting it trickle down her naked body in front of Michael. 




Michael was quickly finding this form of taunting very un-nerving. His voice was a barely audible whisper. “Mistress Persephone... May I please have some water? Please?” 




“Oh. Michael... Have I given you permission to speak? No... I have not. You must learn your place. Close your mouth and keep it closed, Michael...” Persephone spoke in a soft admonishing tone. She waited for Michael to seal his lips, then dribbled some of her ice water onto his forehead, smiling as he let it just flow down over his lips and form a small puddle under his chin. 




“Such disobedience must be punished, Michael. Such a shame, really. I was just about to give you something to drink.” Persephone sighed gently, I clipped Michael’s collar from the stool and stood. She waited for Rae to hurry over and remove the stool, then took her time finishing her ice water with a satisfied sigh. She brought the empty glass down to her pussy, and without a word, began to pee into it until it was full. Then she took her time pouring it over Michael’s head a little at a time, letting it flow down into his face and off his chin. When the glass was empty, Michael’s hair and face were soaked in her urine, and there was a puddle of it on the rubber mat below his bound body. 




“Leave him like this for several hours after you re-insert the largest training plug, ladies. I have lunch being served on the veranda. Do join me. Whatever has not evaporated when you return, have him lick it off the mat.” Persephone handed the glass to a kneeling Ella and strolled off. She purposely ignored Michael entirely, even though she was very pleased with his submissive responses so far. 


Chapter IV










Emma relaxed comfortably in the lounge chair, on the balcony of her hotel overlooking Sao Paulo. The dedication ceremony for the new girls school here had been very well received. She knew that her Foundation’s commitment to build the school and provide a generous annual scholarship program would ensure that many more young women would be able to obtain a top-level education and become the leaders of tomorrow. It was immensely satisfying. 




Emma gazed down at the handsome young man massaging her feet, silently thanking her friend - and now beneficiary - Brielle, for delivering such a thoughtful ‘gift’ to her for the duration of her stay. She chuckled light-heartedly. “Pace yourself, my dear. There is no need to rush. You have a very long evening ahead of you” 




The young man reverently kissed Emma’s big toe as she raised her foot to his lips. The sound of Emma’s phone chirp distracted them both. 




Emma opened the new text and read it twice. It was a coded message from her Security team. Kristina’s mission has failed. Her whereabouts were unknown. 




Emma put her phone down and calmed her nerves as a rush of adrenaline coursed through her veins. She took a deep breath and exhaled, withdrawing her foot from the young man’s hands. “I have a new chore for you, my dear. Come with me.” 




Emma led her male charge into the bedroom and opened the walk-in closet. “I will need you to pack my things, dear boy. Seems like your formative experience with me will just have to wait. Do you think you can do this for me in fifteen minutes?”




“Yes, yes of course Lady Emma! It will be my great pleasure to do this for you!” The young man was already carrying Emma’s suitcase to the bed and opening it up. 




Emma smiled warmly and then texted Derek. ‘Slight change of plans, my dear. Pack your things and meet me downstairs for a drink in 30 minutes.’




Derek rose from the table as Emma strolled into the hotel bar. He chuckled, noting the young man trailing behind with her luggage, falling all over himself in his efforts to serve Emma properly. He watched her gently direct her infatuated servant to wait out in the lobby for her. Then he observed dryly, “That boy looks very disappointed.” 




Emma smiled and hugged Derek. “Believe me, Derek: There is nobody in this city more disappointed in our hasty departure than Brielle. She has been talking about you for months now.” 




“I will have to make it up to her.” Derek pulled out a chair for Emma and signaled the waiter. 




“Yes, you will.” Emma smiled.




“So, dare I ask?” Derek probed.




“Not here. Fuel up the jet. We are going to Amsterdam.” 




“Scheiss.” Derek whispered. 




“You have no idea.” Emma forced a pleasant smile as Derek opened his phone to call the pilot. 




“Wheels up in one hour.” Derek returned Emma’s smile as the waiter delivered a glass of chilled white wine.




Ninety minutes later, they were airborne in Emma’s private jet, course set for Amsterdam. Derek knew better than to interrupt Emma’s thoughts at a time of crisis like this. She had a natural gift for situational assessment and strategy. Best to support that critical process rather than disrupt it. 




Derek carefully slipped off one of Emma’s shoes, watching her closely for feedback. Seeing her smile, he began to gently rub her feet. Almost an hour later, he heard Emma take a deep breath and let it out slowly. He knew what that meant, but he waited for her to speak. 




“Thank you very much, Derek. Have a seat. Here is the situation: Kristina’s mission was unsuccessful, and her whereabouts are unknown. Jenny’s, Amy’s, and Michael’s whereabouts are unknown. But all four of them were at a nightclub together in Amsterdam. This is where you start.”




Derek noted the lack of a ‘we’ in Emma’s statement. He quickly processed the sheer weight of tracking down four people simultaneously. “Wow. Any intel from Kristina?”




“Aside from geolocation data positioning her at the nightclub, she sent one image from a security camera, presumably from the nightclub. It shows a white van, and two women walking away from it. You will receive a text of the image and tracking data shortly. Derek, one of the women is clearly Amy.”




Derek processed Emma’s update carefully. Someone was going to pay dearly for this. He would make sure of it. “Any other intel at this point?”




“Not much, but Security is digging into it. The owner of the nightclub is a woman named Elena. She is well known in the BDSM scene there in Amsterdam. Try to get some rest, Derek. You are going to need it.” Emma opened her laptop and began typing. She had a few people to visit now. 




Hours later, Emma’s jet landed in Amsterdam and taxied to a stop inside a hangar. It was around 11pm local time. There was a black SUV waiting there. 




Derek noticed the SUV. “Your ride is here, Emma.”




“Actually, that is your ride. I have... other plans,” Emma smiled at Derek and squeezed his hand. 




Derek nodded. He knew better than to pry for details. Emma had mastered the art of secrecy even within her own ranks, as one way to protect those who were closest to her. 




“Derek, please be careful. It seems that Sophie had much more of a plan in place than any of us imagined.” Emma warned softly as she stood. 




Derek hugged her for a long time. “We are going to figure this out. I promise you, Emma.” 




Emma nodded, holding back her emotions. “Yes, we will. We must. Stay in touch, and good luck. Your driver’s name is Sam.” 




Derek grabbed a backpack full of supplies and bounded down the stairs. He strode purposefully toward the SUV as a very attractive woman in a black suit stepped around the front of the vehicle. He watched her open the rear door for him without a word. 




Derek said hello, thanked her and got in. “Do you have the coordinates?”




The woman ignored him, shut the door and walked back around to the driver’s door. She got in and maneuvered the SUV out of the hangar. She eyed Derek in the rear-view mirror. “How much sleep did you get on the plane? You look exhausted.” 




“Not much. A few hours at best. But I’ll be fine.” Derek replied with assurance. 




“That’s what they all say. Usually right before they make a mistake that compromises the mission entirely.” Sam sighed discontentedly. 




Derek blinked in surprise. This one was just a ray of sunshine. But she spoke from a level of experience that he shared and understood. “Tell me about Elena.” 




“Very shrewd, and every bit as kinky as she is beautiful. She runs one of the best-known underground clubs in Amsterdam, and her private parties are the stuff of legend in the local BDSM community. There is also rumor that she runs a very selective slave auction business, but we don’t know if it is a couples fantasy thing or the real deal. But we are going to find out.”




“Glad I showered and shaved this morning,” Derek quipped, noting the first hint of a smile on Sam’s full lips. 




✽✽✽







Sam parked the SUV a block away from the club shortly after 1am. The run-down industrial area was deserted. Sam was all business. “Okay here is the plan. Most importantly, you must always follow my lead. We are going to pretend to be a couple who want to do a fantasy slave auction scene. I have been here a number of times, so people know me already. Once we are inside and accepted for this, we will be able to look for clues.”




“That is your plan?” There are a thousand ways this could go sideways. Do you know this woman, Elena?”




“Never met her but I have seen her in the club a few times. Just try to act like a submissive. In fact, change your shirt. I brought a few black T shirts in different sizes - find one that fits nice and tight. We want you to get noticed. Oh, and your name is Franz. There is a driver license there for you.” Sam fixed her makeup in the visor mirror. 




“Aye Captain. Might I suggest that we follow Emma’s basic slave training protocols?” Derek offered, peeling his shirt off. 




Sam caught her breath as she checked Derek out in the rear-view mirror. Wow. She refocused her thoughts. “You mean hand signals and such. Good idea. Yes, that will give us credibility.”




“Which we sorely need, since we’ve known each other for an hour.” Derek observed. 




Sam paused for just a moment, then replied, “I picked you up in a Berlin BDSM club a few months ago, and we see each other regularly now for casual sex. Nothing serious.”




“I thought that I meant more to you. Which club?” Derek pulled a T shirt over his head. 




“Doesn’t matter. The Abyss. Have you been there?” Sam watched Derek in the rear-view mirror. What a gorgeous man.




“More times than I can remember.” Derek replied. 




“Good. Let’s go.” Sam got out of the vehicle and slammed the door. 




Derek walked with Sam as she led him between two dilapidated warehouse structures. He had to admit, Sam looked very sexy. She wore a tiny black minidress with heels and somehow managed to fix her hair and makeup like she had worked on it for an hour. 




They turned the corner and walked along the back of the warehouse. Derek saw and immediately sized up the two huge bouncers covering the door, noting how they were doing the same thing to him. Both bouncers were very large and very fit, most likely well trained in some form of martial arts. His instincts were telling him that Elena knew how to protect her interests. 




There was a line of people waiting to get into the club. Derek smiled as Sam walked right up to one of the bouncers and playfully grabbed him by the crotch. 




“Hello boys! Would one of you mind beating the shit out of my date here? He still has not complimented the way that I look tonight. That really... really... irritates me...” Sam squeezed the man’s nuts harder for emphasis before letting go with a smile. 




The large man winced briefly in pain, then returned the smile. “You look beautiful, Sam. You want crippled or dead?”




“Hmm... You are so sweet. I’ll think about it.” Sam patted his massive chest and pulled Derek by the hand inside and down the stairs. 




“Very smooth.” Derek complimented.




“Focus, you little slut. And don’t react if I squeeze your balls like that.” Sam smiled, pulling Derek onto the dance floor. She immediately noticed the amount of attention Derek was attracting from the women - and even some of the men - dancing all around them. Maybe too much attention, she mused, wrapping her arms around Derek’s neck, and grinding her lithe body against him. 




Elena stood by the railing on the mezzanine, sipping her ice water. She watched the very handsome couple on the dance floor with interest. She recalled seeing the dark-haired woman here before, but that gorgeous male in the black shirt was new. She definitely would have remembered him. She summoned one of her runners - the one with the single pink braid on the right side of her head - with a slight hand gesture. The woman was by her side in an instant. 




“I want to meet that couple. Black dress, black shirt. He has... potential,” Elena took another sip of ice water. 




The runner smiled, knowing exactly what Elena was instructing her to do. 




On the dance floor, Derek returned Sam’s intimacy and wrapped his own arms around her as they danced. He felt another female body press on behind him, and felt hands wrapping around to his stomach, and up to his chest muscles, casually stroking up and down across Sam’s breasts as she did. 




Derek felt Sam pull away a bit in surprise just as he saw another woman with a single pink braid come up next to them and stare icily at whoever was behind him. He felt the hands disappear immediately as the woman behind him moved away. Interesting. 




Pink braid smiled at Sam, moving her mouth to her ear to be heard over the pulsing dance music. “The owner of the club would like to have a drink with you two. Come with me.”




Sam nodded and smiled, then looked at Derek. They followed the runner up to the mezzanine, to a booth where Elena now sat comfortably. 




“Welcome to my club. I am Elena. Please, join me.” Elena invited graciously. 




Sam smiled and slid into the round booth as Derek sat down right across from Elena. “Thank you so much. I am Sam, and this is Derek.” She smiled, realizing too late she had slipped and used Derek’s real name. Shit! 




“It is a pleasure meeting both of you. Although I believe I have seen you here before, Sam.” Elena smiled up at Pink braid, who had returned with three glasses of champagne.




Sam watched Pink braid place the champagne glasses. “Yes, I absolutely love this club, Elena. I am excited to finally meet the woman behind it all.” 




“To new friends, then.” Elena raised her glass, casually watching Derek take a long approving sip. 




“You two make a very handsome couple, I must say.” Elena raised her glass again, prompting them to sip again. 




“Very kind of you Elena. We... Ah... Derek and I have very compatible views on male female relationships.” Sam replied. 




“Yes, we do. Sam makes the rules. I obey them. All of them.” Derek offered casually.




“I see. We have that in common Sam.” Elena replied, a note of intrigue in her voice now. 




“Oh? Then maybe if it’s not too forward, you could offer me some advice. We want to get more into role play. You know good hard D/s stuff. Maybe with other couples, maybe try our hand at... I don’t know... a fantasy auction or something. But I don’t know where to start. But I heard that you sometimes throw fantastic parties... if you know what I mean.” Sam paused to sip her champagne, worried that she had gone a little too far in one breath. 




Elena smiled at both of her guests as they sipped some more champagne with her. “Perhaps. But parties like that are only for those who... belong... as they can be truly transformative experiences. One moment you are a party guest... the next moment you are a slave.” Elena gazed over her glass at Derek as she spoke.




“Sounds perfect!” Sam blurted out, much too enthusiastically. 




“Indeed. Perhaps Sam you would like to see one of my... party spaces. I should be happy to arrange a tour for you if you like.” Elena offered, still smiling.




Oh. Well, that sounds amazing, but I would not want you to go through-“ Sam started to respond.




“Think nothing of it. Bella will take you around.” Elena waved Pink braid back to the table, silently observing the back and forth glances between Sam and Derek.




“Bella dear, Sam here is interested in seeing upstairs. She may wish to play with us this evening. Show her around.” Elena calmly ordered. 




“Oh, wow, like right now. Okay that... that is very gracious of you, Elena. We will not take up too much of Bella’s time.” Sam said reassuringly. 




“Take your time, Sam. Finish your champagne first. There is much to see. Oh, by the way. Derek will stay here with me. No males are allowed where Bella is taking you. I am sure you understand.” Elena said easily.




Sam froze for a split second but recovered smoothly. “Of course. Derek, you will be on your best behavior for Elena, I am sure of it.” 




Before Derek could reply Elena answered for him. “Of course, he will. I will make certain of that.” She once again raised her glass, prompting her new ‘friends’ to finish off their champagne with her. 




“I am curious, if I may. How did you two meet? You really make a beautiful couple.” Elena inquired. 




“Oh, thank you. Well, I  picked him up in a Berlin nightclub. The Abyss. Do you know it?” Sam replied easily. 




“Ah, the Abyss. Yes of course. But sadly, I have not been there in years. This place keeps me quite busy I am afraid.” Elena sighed. It was time for a little test. 




“Do they still have that stone dungeon downstairs?” Elena inquired. 




Sam nodded. “Yes, with those rusted old wrought-iron gates at the entrance.”




“Right. Ohhh. Remind me Derek: There was a wonderful old timber bondage rack there in the dungeon. Hopefully it is still there. There were words carved into the wood planks, across the top of the table. For the life of me I cannot remember what they said,” Elena lied. 




Derek felt his face flushing hotly for some reason. As he answered Elena, he felt his cock beginning to swell as if it had a mind of its own. He replied, “It says, ‘Abandon all hope all ye subs brought here’.”




Elena nodded as if a huge weight had been lifted. She silently noted the flush in Derek’s cheeks. Best to move things along now. “Such a lovely sentiment to convey to a sub, as he is being strapped down to the table to the point of helplessness, don’t you think Sam?” 




“Absolutely,” Sam laughed nervously. 




“Bella will take you now, Sam.  Do enjoy the tour, Elena purred, before standing up and moving to stand next to Derek. 




“Oh. Right. I’ll just...” Sam slid all the way around and stood up, not liking the way Elena stood possessively over Derek like that. She returned Bella’s smile, looked at Derek’s reassuring nod, and then followed her down the stairs of the mezzanine. Why was Derek’s face so red? Even in the dim light she could see it. The conversation about bondage racks must have done it for him, she mused. 




“Come with me, Derek. I have something stronger in my office.” Elena gently commanded, glancing briefly at his empty champagne glass. She smiled at the large bulge growing sideways across his slacks now. 




Derek followed the tall blonde  beauty down the mezzanine stairs and then toward the back of the nightclub. He was fairly certain Pink braid had slipped something like Viagra into his drink. He kept growing harder and harder even as they walked through the crowd. Very odd.




Derek followed Elena down a narrow hallway, stepping past a number of couples making out. Some of them gave him hungry looks as he went by. He took in as much as he possibly could. Camera positions. Number and location of security guards, including the two by her office door. Then he followed Elena into her office and watched her close the door. 




“It is a bit quieter in here. Pour me a drink, Derek.” Elena gently commanded, watching Derek closely as she sat down on a sofa. 




Derek obeyed, pouring Elena a whiskey, and handing it to her. His mind raced through possible outcomes here. He was not happy that Elena had so quickly separated him from Sam, but he did not allow himself to read into it too much. More important to stay in character. For now, anyway. “Is there anything else I can do for you, Elena?” 




“Ohhh, a great many things come to mind, Derek. Tell me, have you and Sam played with others before?” Elena inquired, leaving Derek to stand in front of her while her eyes devoured his hardening cock. 




“We tried it once. But it was a little awkward for everyone,” Derek was winging it now. He understood the risks here. Elena could easily ask Sam the same question and get a completely different answer. Not good. 




“How so?” Elena dug deeper.




Derek shifted uneasily, then forced himself to relax. Keep it together, Derek. “Well, I suppose we did not firmly establish hard limits.” 




“Interesting. What are your hard limits, Derek?” Elena inquired gently, sipping her whiskey while Derek squirmed under her pleasant scrutiny. 




“Children. And nuns of course.” Derek replied flatly. 




Elena burst out laughing. “Very interesting, Derek. I will remember your answer. Now, about Sam. Do you share her interest in exploring a fantasy slave auction?” 




“Yes of course,” Derek replied calmly. 




“Very good. Then I shall tell you in complete confidence that it is normal for me to properly screen any potential slave candidate. My buyers - whether they are here for a weekend lease or a longer-term arrangement - have certain expectations for the slaves I put up for auction. I am sure you would like to make this as easy for Sam as you possibly could... would you not?” Elena put her glass down and stood, stepping very close to Derek. 




“Of... course. Yes of course,” Derek kicked himself for hesitating before he replied. Shit. 




“Yes of course, Mistress Elena.” Elena gently corrected, placing her hand on Derek’s chest.  




“Yes of course, Mistress Elena.” Derek repeated obediently. 




“Come with me to the screening room, Derek. This will not take too long.” Elena purred, leading. Derek to a door in the wall of her office. 




Derek watched Elena open the door, revealing a small lift inside. She pulled back the folding steel gate and ushered him inside, closing the gate behind her with a slight smile. He watched her touch a biometric reader, then a floor button. Not good. Not good at all.  The lift slowly rose one storey and then stopped. He waited for Elena to open the gate and step out of the lift before following her. But instead, she turned to face him and held up a hand. 




“Remove your clothes in the lift, Derek. I need to know what I have to work with, should Sam decide to put you up for auction.” Elena’s voice was soft but commanding. 




Derek gulped. He was very quickly losing control of this situation, but saw no option other than to comply with Elena’s instructions. He cleared his throat and spoke quietly. “Mistress Elena, there is something I think you should know.” 




“You may tell me, Derek. After you remove your clothing.” Elena replied softly, smiling. 




Derek nodded, as he pulled the T-shirt over his head, dropping it on the floor of the lift. Think, Derek. Think. He kicked off his shoes and socks, and then unzipped and removed his slacks. The head of his rock-hard cock popped above the waistband of his underwear for a few moments until he pulled the underwear down and stepped out of them.  He stood up again, feeling Elena’s hungry gaze much more than before. 




“Very nice, Derek. Come here and stand on the circle for me.” Elena calmly instructed, smiling as Derek strolled out of the lift obediently. She pointed to a small black circle in the carpet before strolling slowly over to the lift gate. She slowly and deliberately closed the gate until it clicked, and then hit the down button again with a wicked smile. 




Derek silently watched his clothes, his wallet, and his phone descend back down. He used his training to fight off a wave of panic. He forced himself to remain calm enough to re-evaluate the situation, but he knew he had been outmaneuvered by Elena. And despite his trepidation, his cock seemed only to keep getting harder and harder. What the hell was going on here?! He took Elena’s extended hand and let her lead him to what looked like a sturdy weight bench with thick padded leather upholstery. He let her turn him around to stand at the foot of the bench. His mind raced, trying to assess a plan of action.




“So... Derek... what is it you wanted so... desperately... to tell me?” Elena inquired seductively, her fingers tracing around his nipples. Her eyes wandered freely down to his endlessly twitching and throbbing cock, smiling broadly at the dark purple coloring of his bulging veins.




Derek quickly re-thought his plan to confront Elena with the fact that he knew that he had been drugged. He clearly had been, but he assessed that his mental capacity was not being compromised. So why was the point in compromising the mission? Perhaps he could use his condition to his advantage. He put on his most contrite face and looked down at the floor in shame. “Mistress Elena... I just wanted to apologize for my obvious display of arousal, and I accept any form of punishment you deem appropriate.” 




“Sit down, naughty boy.” Elena calmly instructed. She moved to the side of the bench and swung up an arm from behind the backrest until it locked in a horizontal position with a loud click. It was made of sturdy steel tubing and had a wide leather cuff attached to it by a single chain link. She watched him hesitate, and then sit down on the bench. She took in the sight of his beautiful, well-muscled body as she moved around the bench and swung up the other steel arm and cuff, also locking it in position. 




Elena strolled in front of the bench and calmly stepped on a small release lever near the floor. Two short spring-loaded steel arms - each with similar leather cuffs attached - swung out and locked in place, smacking the backs of Derek’s ankles painfully. “Cuff your ankles for me, naughty boy... nice and tight,” Elena cooed.




Derek was quickly running out of options as his situation moved from bad to worse. With a sigh, he leaned down and buckled the cuffs around his ankles. He could not leave them loose. Elena was standing over him watching very carefully. He decided to give her what she wanted. Fuck it. He pulled the strap tightly with a grunt, immediately feeling the compression around his ankle. Elena said nothing as he moved to the other ankle and did the same thing without being told.




“Make this easy for me, naughty... you naughty... boy,” Elena purred softly, jiggling the left wrist cuff with her fingers. She smiled wickedly as Derek twisted his torso and lifted his left wrist to the cuff, readily taking her cue.




Elena calmly watched Derek restraining his own wrist, delighting in the way he tugged so hard on each dual strap of the wide wrist cuff before buckling them. 




Derek quickly examined the anchor points of the cuff, and the chain link connection, looking for weaknesses even as he pulled them tight. Industrial grade welds. Heavy chain link. He left the cuff just loose enough so that he could pull his wrist out. 




Elena slowly traced her fingertips along the length of Derek’s left arm, across his massive shoulders, and the ever so gently down along his right arm, silently coaxing it upward. She smiled as Derek slowly complied. She waited until he had managed to work his wrist inside the curved cuff before continuing to trace her fingers out along his right arm. She leaned down and whispered in his ear, “Now it is my turn,”




Derek felt a soft kiss on his cheek, and watched Elena carefully wrap the cuff around his wrist with almost loving attention. She took her time running the dual straps through their buckles, and carefully tightened the right cuff around Derek’s wrist. 




Derek could feel it. Elena had only tightened the right cuff to the same point on the straps that Derek did. He was confident that he could work his wrists out of them. He focused his mind on an escape plan as Elena strolled behind his chair and stroked his shoulders. He felt her head leaning in against his as her hands wandered down to his thick chest muscles.




“Mmmm... such... a naughty... naughty... boy... look at you,” Elena whispered in his ear. 




Derek played his part, hoping to figure out a way to buy time until Sam returned. He did not want to blow their cover. “Please forgive me, Mistress Elena! I am being so rude... being so hard like this without your permission!”




Elena chuckled, moving over to Derek’s left wrist. Without a word, she carefully unbuckled the dual straps and pulled them as hard as she could with a savage grunt, rebuckling them several notches tighter before buckling them again. She watched Derek’s eyes turn to his right wrist and begin trying to pull his wrist free, but she had purposely not finished securing the straps in their buckles. With another savage grunt, she tugged the straps hard, and then finished securing them in the buckles. 




Derek could not even turn his wrists in the cuffs now, they were so tight. “Mistress Elena... if it pleases you, perhaps we should wait for Sam to join us before you do my screening?”




“If I wanted her here with us... she would be here with us. It is my policy to sample the merchandise before auction... and I am going to take my time with you. Why else would I have slipped you a drug to keep you hard like this?”




“I knew it. You slipped me a Viagra!” Derek hissed under his breath. He watched Elena sit down in a chair and remove her high heels. Then she stood and shimmied out of her shiny latex pants, strolling back to Derek wearing just her panties and the bustier. 




Elena turned around and straddled Derek’s lap, shoving her ass into his face. “Take off my panties, bitch,” She hissed, leaning back even harder. 




Derek was suddenly struggling for air as Elena kept pushing back harder and harder. His mouth groped at the thin fabric of her panties but could do nothing to pull them down until she finally moved away a few inches. He did his best to pull down the panties using his mouth, managing to get them down below her ass cheeks. 




“That was pathetic. Let’s see if you can redeem yourself with your tongue.” Elena hissed, pulling them off herself before shoving her ass back into Derek’s face, shifting a little higher this time as she leaned over. 




Derek’s mouth pressed into Elena’s wet sex. His skilled tongue went to work on her, and in minutes, Elena was moaning loudly as she orgasmed. He felt her fist grab a handful of hair. 




“Again, bitch!” 




Derek kept at it. Elena was wailing in no time. Her second orgasm left her breathless and laughing as she turned herself around and sat on his lap, facing him. Between them was his rock-hard cock. It was a dark purple and every vein bulged. Her fingertips teased it mercilessly, making it jump and twitch. 




Elena smiled wickedly at Derek, kissing him on the lips. “You love the way I taste, don’t you, bitch boy?” 




Derek nodded his head. “Yes, Mistress Elena, very much. I hope I pleased you with my efforts.” 




Elena just chuckled and spit a mouthful of saliva down onto Derek’s cock, slowly working it in all over. She whispered, “It pleases me to torture sluts like you until they break. Do you want to please me, slut?”




Derek hesitated, which just made Elena laugh at him. They both knew that he would say anything and do anything that Elena said now. Eventually he replied, “Yes, Mistress Elena, more than anything,” 




“Good. Because the drug I gave you may feel like Viagra, but it is not. It is going to keep you this hard for as long as I want. And it will not matter if you cum or not. You will not get soft until I give you another drug to counteract the effects of the first. Believe me, eventually you will do absolutely anything to get that second drug. Anything...” Elena smiled again, lightly stroking Derek’s cock for a while before slapping him hard on the cheek. 




“Thank me for using you, bitch!” Elena hissed lustfully, rising up high enough to maneuver the head of Derek’s massive cock against her wet pussy lips, lowering herself slowly with one long sigh of pleasure. 




Derek obediently thanked Elena, watching and feeling her literally use his body for her own pleasure as she rode up and down on his hard cock. 




He and Sam had underestimated Elena. He was certain that Elena’s people here were thoroughly checking them both out now. Sam’s gaffe of using his real name could prove costly if not deadly once Elena learned that she was being played. He hoped Sam was somehow gathering good intel on her tour, because time was running out for the both of them.  




“Mmm... you have a very nice cock, Derek. I am certain that the other bidders this evening will enjoy it as much as I am,” Elena chuckled wickedly at Derek’s surprised reaction. 




“Hold on, Elena. Sam has not agreed to-“ Derek’s sentence was interrupted by a hard slap across his cheek, followed by three more. He felt Elena increasing the pace and depth of her thrusts, and heard her breathing grow heavier. She was getting turned on by his apprehension, like she could somehow channel his helplessness into pure sexual energy.




“Mention her name again, and I will introduce you to the true meaning of punishment, bitch. Now get to work. Show me what this body can do for me!” Elena breathed hotly in Derek’s ear.




Derek began to buck his hips upward, immediately eliciting sighs of pleasure from Elena. He increased the power of his short, staccato hip thrusts, and then slowly increased the tempo until Elena had to hold onto his shoulders as she flew up and down repeatedly. He paid close attention to her breathing, sensing her nearing another orgasm. Then, at just the right moment, he bucked harder and harder, literally sending Elena’s pussy higher and higher up his shaft each time. 




Elena screamed mightily as she came hard, digging her fingernails deeply into Derek’s shoulder muscles. Her eyes flew open as she fully realized Derek’s  skill and ingenuity as a sexual partner. Her orgasmic release seemed to go on endlessly as he broke down her barriers, slowly and expertly bringing the pace and vigor back down to a gentle rocking back and forth. She shivered and trembled in the afterglow of the best orgasm she had ever experienced, her heaving chest resting against his. She smiled broadly and kissed Derek’s nipple before biting it hard. She was definitely going to keep this male for herself. She had dozens of wealthy female clients who would pay very handsomely for a weekend lease with this one. Now all she had to do was get rid of the little girlfriend. 




✽✽✽







Sam followed Pink braided Bella into the buyers viewing room in the slave auction hall, amazed by it all. They stood in a room filled with plush upholstery chairs, arranged in front of a floor-to-ceiling one way  mirror, which allowed buyers an unobstructed view into a slave display room. It was all rather unnerving. She forced herself to focus and stay in character. 




“So, Bella, if we wanted to play here, when would be the next auction?” Sam inquired as casually as she could. 




“Oh, in about an hour. You are right on time... if everything checks out of course.” Bella smiled. 




“Wow. Okay cool. Um... so when was the last auction? I mean, I am trying to understand more about the process if you don’t mind. Do the same women show up all the time? Is this an annual event or what?” Sam explained. 




Bella eyed Sam carefully. “Perhaps you should focus on the nature of the event and leave the details to us. Not everyone can handle seeing their lover fall into the hands of an unknown buyer. Even at the level of fantasy play, you are still letting this happen without recourse until the agreed time period ends.  But... I am sure you are ready for that, or else you would not be wasting everyone’s time.” 




Sam rose to her veiled challenge, perhaps too quickly. “Of course, we are ready! Which is why I am already focusing on the details.” 




Bella smiled at her. “Very well then. Come with me please.” 




Feeling nervous now, Sam followed Bella through the slave display room, and into a small parlor. Her training kicked in as she watched the woman press her thumb against a biometric reader to unlock the door. 




“Please sign the application at the bottom. It’s a simple non-disclosure agreement and a statement of intent. You may check the box ‘short term fantasy play’ or ‘permanent sale’. Either is fine.” Bella explained, still smiling.




Sam took the document, hands trembling slightly. This was moving much too fast. But she could not show hesitation without raising suspicion. Taking a deep breath, she checked the ‘fantasy play’ box and signed the form. Her trained mind scanned the room, noting card readers and cameras everywhere. “So, what happens now? Hopefully it involves more champagne. 




Bella said nothing but was already on her phone. She spoke a few words to someone in a foreign language, shared a laugh and then hung up. “Champagne is on the way. We will make all the arrangements for Derek’s showing. I will take you to the owners lounge now, and we will advise you of any buyer offers, when the auction has concluded.”




“Thank you. Concluded? Meaning, I just wait there until the bidding is over?” Sam repeated numbly. What had she just done? And why the fuck was this girl smiling so much?




“Yes, with the other owners, exactly. You will be able to watch the inspections via closed circuit television there. Please follow me,” Bella replied politely, letting a waiter in with a glass of champagne on a tray. 




✽✽✽







Elena was still on a sexual high when her phone rang. With a sigh, she slowly rose from Derek’s rock-hard cock, chuckling as it slapped violently against his stomach. Everyone knew not to disturb her while she was ‘screening’, so she knew this must be important. She answered Bella’s call, her smile broadening into a wicked grin as she looked down at Derek’s helplessly bound, naked body. The universe was aligning to deliver Derek to her this evening. She directed Bella to issue word to all the bidders that this late entry to the slave auction would be a ‘house special’, meaning each of the bidders - all close business partners with Elena - would be given the option to fuck Derek before the auction. Then during the auction, the winning bidder would ‘buy’ Derek for fantasy slave play, but would then turn around and sell him back to Elena on a permanent basis, receiving ongoing rights of access to him, as well as waived entrance fees to future slave auctions. The only one not aware of this racket was the little girlfriend Sam, but Elena knew from years of experience that the burned girlfriends always moved on. The married ones sometimes put up more of a fight.




Elena put her phone down and straddled Derek’s lap again, her wet labia pressed in against the base of his cock as her fingers teased the length of it. “Your little friend is a decision-maker. I admire that. She has committed you to the auction block this evening... such a pleasant surprise. I have a feeling you will be very... very... profitable for me.” 




“For you?” Derek asked, processing this turn of events. 




Elena ignored Derek’s question. She reached underneath the backrest and grasped the steel pin holding the backrest support in position along a track. Yanking the pin out, she laughed as Derek’s torso suddenly fell backward almost all the way flat before he instinctively engaged his stomach muscles and tried to sit back up.




Elena pushed down hard on his chest, forcing the bench flat until they both heard a loud metallic click. 




Derek watched helplessly as Elena calmly rose and strolled across the room to a cabinet. He watched her smile grow as she picked up a heavy steel collar from the shelf and strolled slowly back toward him. Enough was enough. This was going to end right now. He tried to move the backrest back up. He tried to free his wrists and ankles. He tried to twist his torso left and right to try breaking the hinges of the backrest. “Elena, wait. Please... let’s think this through a little.” 




Elena strolled up to his head. She leaned down and stroked his hair. “I already have. Oh, and you might notice that this collar might feel rather... snug... around your neck. This is because I want you thinking of me... every second... of every day...”




Derek tried to prevent Elena from sliding the wide steel collar under his neck, but in seconds he felt the cold, curved steel tightly gripping the sides and back of his  neck. She was not kidding about the snug fit. “Please Elena, please! Please don’t do this.”




Elena was drunk with raw lust now as she closed the front half of the heavy steel collar around Derek’s neck, pressing down slowly until it clicked. She smiled wickedly as Derek’s confident, booming voice was immediately reduced by her collar to a raspy, desperate whisper. 




“Several of my guests are going to enjoy you now, before the slave auction bidding starts. But not before I put a nice, snug blinder hood on you, to ensure their privacy. Sadly, I just gave away my favorite punishment hood to a dear friend last week as part of another transaction. She bought someone’s husband.”




Derek’s ears perked up. An idea came to him. “So, couples actually sell their spouses? Who would do such a thing?”




Elena laughed, absently rummaging through a chest of leather gear. “You are adorable. An American couple, actually. Seemed like the husband was pushing the idea of being sold. Ahh, here we are...”




Derek was powerless to stop Elena from zipping the leather hood onto his head after carefully working the integral rubber ball gag into his mouth. He then felt her tightening and buckling the straps all over it until his whole head throbbed. His mind meanwhile processed what Elena had shared. She must be referring to Amy and Michael. Which meant that for whatever reason, they went through this slave auction hall last week. His mind recalled the photo as best he could: Amy walking comfortably with another woman, arm in arm. Possibly two new business partners off to celebrate their deal. The white van: possibly a transport to bring Michael to his new owner. 




An indeterminate amount of time passed after Derek heard Elena leave. Then he heard the lift doors open, and the sound of high heels. He smelled a different perfume and heard a soft feminine chuckling even through his hood. 




Delicate fingers began exploring his body. He felt cold lubricant being applied to his still rock-hard shaft. He felt the warmth of smooth thighs straddling him, and then felt the unmistakable sensations of a very slick vagina sliding slowly down his shaft. The woman made little coiling motions all the way down, and then proceeded to lift herself almost all the way up, and back down, over and over, each time consuming his cock as deeply as she could slide onto it. He heard sighing turn to moans as the woman increased her pace. Eventually she stopped and got off him. A minute later, he heard the lift doors open and close.




A few minutes later, Derek heard and felt the same sequence of events as another female rode him for a long while before leaving. 




Derek experienced this humiliation two more times. And then he just waited. And waited. He had never felt so utterly defeated. 




✽✽✽







Sam’s mind raced forward as Bella opened the parlor door to escort her to the owner’s lounge. She had to figure out a way to learn what happened to Amy, Michael, Jenny and Kristina. And, she had to make sure Derek did not get sold to anyone. Take a deep breath. Focus. She smiled at the waiter and took her champagne. 




“Hey, this is our first time doing all of this. Could you maybe just walk me through the whole thing here? Like where do I negotiate a deal for Derek if someone wants to... you know... rent him? Do I need to bring him clothes or anything?” 




Bella glared at Sam even as she continued to smile. “Of course, I will be happy to show you around. And no, clothing is not normally a priority in these dealings.”




“Okay. Sorry, maybe that was a stupid question. Oh, I want to check my phone. I think Derek may have texted me... um, do you mind?” Sam held out her champagne glass while busting herself with the small purse hanging around her neck. She watched where Bella’s thumb landed on the glass as she pulled out her phone.




“Nope, nothing. He must be enjoying himself!” Sam laughed easily. She took her champagne glass back, being careful to avoid Bella’s thumb print.




Sam followed Bella through the preparation room, which struck her as a combination of an exam room and a BDSM dungeon. Then they headed to the owner’s lounge. 




Outside the door, Bella handed Sam a black plastic card. “This is your access card for the owners lounge, and for the restroom just there down the hall.  Please make yourself comfortable and enjoy your evening.” 




Sam swiped her card and entered the nicely furnished lounge. Several other women were seated there and looked up at her as she entered. They all looked a bit older than she was. “Hello, I am Sam.”




“Another young one. First auction, dear?” A portly middle-aged woman smiled at her.




“Is it that obvious?” Sam laughed nervously, taking a seat. 




“Do this long enough, and one develops a sense. I wager that your slave is the house special then, hmm?” The woman chuckled. 




“Dora, behave. How many whiskeys is that now”,another woman chided?




“What is a house special?” Sam asked, sipping her champagne.




“A sampling of the wares, my dear! Let’s just hope there is something left for you to sell afterwards!” Overweight Dora laughed heartily at her own joke, taking another swig of whiskey. 




Sam gently pressed her new drunk friend. “But Bella just gave me a tour through the whole complex here. I did not see him.” Sam replied innocently, heart pounding. 




“Of course, you did not! He would be in Elena’s private screening room at the end of the hallway, dear. I imagine that it is a rather busy place this evening,” Dora chuckled again, taking another sip. 




Sam kept her going. “I imagine it is. I am sure he can handle himself. He is a big boy, if you know what I mean. But what happens later? Like, after I hopefully make a deal with someone. Does everyone just parade their new slaves out through the dance club downstairs?” She sipped her champagne innocently, eyes on Dora. 




“Ah, that is quite simple. No. Buyers just go out the door at the end of the hallway, and have a car brought around. And for an additional fee, Elena will provide bondage and restraint, and delivery anywhere in the city. Why just last week, there was a lovely American girl here who did a permanent sale to Persephone for her husband. I heard that poor man left here so tightly bound by Elena he could barely breathe!” Dora had leaned over to whisper the last part, nearly toppling out of her lounge chair. 




“Good heavens Dora! Are you trying to get yourself thrown out of here, woman?” One of the other women scolded.




Sam processed what Dora had just shared. Everything began to click into place in her mind. Amy has sold Michael to Persephone for some reason. She recalled the security camera image. Two women strolling away, arm in arm. Probably Amy and this Persephone. And no Michael with them. White van. Probably Elena’s slave delivery service. She needed to find Derek, and then find the driver of that white van.




Sam forced herself to sit calmly with the other women for a while. Then she stood, quietly announcing the need to pee before the auction started. Still carrying her champagne glass, she left the owners lounge and found the restroom. She quickly entered a stall and locked the door. 




Working quickly, Sam set the champagne flute down and retrieved the small fingerprint kit from the hidden pocket inside her bra. With practiced efficiency, she sprinkled the polymer dust onto Bella’s thumbprint on the glass. Then, very carefully, she pressed the clear adhesive sheet down over the print. She lifted the sheet and inspected it. Looked good enough. She picked up the finger-sized latex condom and peeled off the protective paper from its surface, exposing the film of chemical activator. Carefully aligning the finger condom and the fingerprint sheet, she pressed them firmly between her palms and silently counted to sixty while the heat of her hands activated the polymer dust. Peeling them apart, she smiled and rolled the condom onto her thumb. “Thank you, Bella. Now let’s just hope you have access to where I want to go.”




Sam left the restroom and sauntered casually down the hallway, away from the owner’s lounge. She got to the last door and deduced it was the screening room, given the biometric reader there. She knew there was a slight risk that somebody might notice her entering the room. But if Dora was right, there would have been a number of women doing the same thing. For all she knew, she would find one of them with Derek. Here we go... She pressed her fake fingerprint to the reader and watched the light turn green. She was in.




Sam quickly closed the door, relieved to find Derek alone in the screening room. Her jaw dropped as she took in the sight of his well-muscled body restrained to the bench. In this world, there were men, and then there were men. Derek was definitely the latter. Her eyes gravitated to his enormous, rock-hard cock, purple and twitching as it levitated above his flat stomach. Focus, Sam. Focus. She quickly moved to Derek’s side and began to unbuckle his wrist cuffs. “Have you had enough fun in here yet?” 




Derek noticed Sam’s voice with relief as he felt his left wrist come free. “I might have set some endurance records this evening. But I got some leads. And we need to find the antidote for my... situation...” He did his best to nod toward his cock. 




“Why would I ever want to do that? You look quite lovely this way. Work on the hood.” Sam freed Derek’s right wrist and moved quickly to the ankle restraints. Her eyes scanned the room looking for something that Derek could wear. She suppressed a laugh as her eyes found the solution. 




“Elena took my clothes, and my wallet and phone. Need to find something to put on.” Derek advised while he worked the many buckles and straps loose. 




“Oh, I found something for you. But you’re not gonna like it.” Sam chuckled, opening the desk drawer. She found several vials of liquid right in front. Most likely the antidote, she mused, as there was nothing else that she could find anywhere. She could not find any keys to unlock the collar. That would have to wait. And so would any retrieval of Derek’s wallet and phone.




Derek sat up and rubbed his wrists. “Elena talked about an American couple being here last weekend for a transaction. She donated her favorite bondage hood. You see keys anywhere for this collar?” 




“I know. I figured it all out. No keys. Come on. Put this on. Quickly.” Sam could not help but smile as she tossed Derek a huge, fluffy adult diaper.




“You cannot be serious.” 




“We do not have time! Move it.” Sam hissed, putting an ear to the door. 




Derek sighed, reluctantly working the diaper onto his midsection. Could this evening get any more humiliating? But he read Sam’s body language and knew she was laser focused on the operation. He had to trust her judgement for the next few steps.




“I am going on a hunch that the white van and the driver will be waiting out back for the auction to end. We need to leverage the driver to tell us about last weekend. With luck it will be the same guy. Ready?” Sam found a chrome chain link leash and clipped it onto Derek’s collar. Then she picked up a pair of handcuffs, thankful that the key was placed in one of the locks. She handed Derek the key before handcuffing his wrists behind his back.




“Can I keep this diaper afterward? It’s very comfortable.” 




“Idiot. Let’s go. Follow my lead!” Sam opened the door and checked the hallway before tugging Derek’s leash, pulling him into the hallway. She opened the exit door at the end of the hallway, relieved that no alarm sounded. 




Derek spotted the white van. Sure enough, there was a grimy looking man leaning against the driver door smoking. Looking down he whispered, “White van, five spots to the right. One ugly.” 




“Got it.” Sam turned and slapped Derek hard in the face, wagging a finger at him.




“And you are NOT going to pee anymore until I say so, or you will be severely punished!” Sam laughed tauntingly, waving at the grimy driver, who looked bewildered for a moment before he started chuckling.




Sam tugged Derek behind her as she approached the driver. “They told me you could give me a ride to my flat. And maybe you could help me out once we get there. See... it gets me soooo wet to see a guy dressed like this... but I... do not... fuck... babies. Maybe you could think of a way to help me out?” 




The man looked Sam up and down approvingly, then looked at Derek. He nodded his head yes but then furrowed his brow. “No. I must wait here.” 




Sam knew this game. She calmly took a few bills out of her purse and held them up. “My place is only four kilometers from here. I don’t care what you’re waiting for here, but if you cannot drive there and back, and leave time to do me before anyone misses you, then I just do not know what to think of your manly potential anymore. And we were doing so well.” 




The man thought for a moment, then took the money. “Baby goes in back.” 




Derek followed the man around the back of the van and pretended to cry as he let himself be shoved hard onto the dirty steel floor of the van. He shut his eyes tight and fake-blubbered until he heard the rear doors slam closed. He was already out of the handcuffs before the driver pulled away. 




Sam’s heart pounded as the van drove through the desolate streets lined with warehouses. It was game time. She leaned over to the driver and said, “Mmmm, let’s get you ready for me, big boy...” She snaked a hand into the man’s lap, her eyes watching his face as he smiled. In her peripheral vision she saw Derek moving up behind the driver’s seat in the dark. 




“Mind if I have a little snack now?” Sam purred, unzipping the man’s fly. 




“Yes! Yes! You do this! But where do we go?” The man stammered.




“Mmm, baby, you’re going to heaven right now...” Sam reached into his pants and gently squeezed the hardening cock over and over, eliciting a quiet moan from him. 




Derek made his move. One hard karate chop to the side of the man’s neck rendered him unconscious. He held the man’s body upright as Sam quickly took the wheel and got a foot on the brake pedal. He let her put the van in park before he hauled the driver into the back of the van and cuffed his hands behind his back. He then took the man’s belt and secured his ankles for good measure before hopping into the driver’s seat. 




Derek put the van in gear and wheeled around, wheels screeching. He retraced their route until they got to the block where Sam’s SUV was parked. He waited for Sam to jump out and start the SUV, then pulled away with Sam following her. He drove a few blocks away and found a very quiet alleyway between two warehouses. He pulled the van in a short distance, satisfied that it was reasonably out of site. 




Derek watched Sam back the SUV into the alley, leaving it running as she got out and jogged to the van and got in the passenger seat. Smart woman. Definitely not her first operation. He slapped the man’s face, making him snort and grunt to wakefulness. 




The groggy man looked up at Derek, his face snarling with anger. “You shit! What do you think you are doing?!”




“You are going to tell us about last weekend. You are going to tell us who and what you saw, and what you did. Where you drove. Everything.” Derek calmly explained. 




“Fuck you. I don’t know anything.” The man muttered. 




“I see. Well, perhaps you should rethink your-“ Derek’s reply was cut short as Sam let out a sigh of exasperation. He watched her calmly make her way into the back of the van with him and kick her high heel into the man’s mouth before rolling him over on his stomach and landing a knee on his back. 




Derek watched the man spitting a few bloody teeth into the floor of the minivan, surprised and duly impressed by his new partner. He sighed. “I have to tell you, my friend, I do not know her that well, but it looks to me like she really has not gotten laid in like six months at least. You probably do not want to make her angry.”




The man thought for a few moments. “Shit on you both. I drive slaves to the airport. This is all I do.”




“For who?” Derek inquired calmly. 




“I cannot tell. She will kill me.” The man whispered. 




Sam reached down to the man’s hands, grabbed his pinky finger, and bent it back forcefully until all three of them heard a loud popping sound, making the man scream in pain. “That was just cartilage being destroyed. Next time, you hear the bone snap. And then I move onto the next joint. And then the next finger. Do not fuck with me.” Sam hissed.




Derek looked at Sam with genuine surprise. Shit girl, well done!




“Okay! She is Persephone. She is a Greek rich lady. Very rich. I took a slave to her jet at the airport! She then took him to her private island! In Greece, I think. I do not know!” The man sobbed quietly. 




“Who was the slave? Describe him.” Derek prompted.




“He was in a bondage suit. And inside Elena’s cage. Tall like me but not fat.” 




“Did you take Persephone to the jet?” Sam demanded. 




“No. She took a limo. With the wife of this slave. They... had sex maybe.” The man spat more blood and moaned softly. 




“Where do you think they went?” Derek’s mind was racing to process all these details. 




“I do not know! Maybe her rich lady apartment downtown! I’ve taken slaves there before. I do not know. She will kill me,” The man sobbed. 




A few minutes later, Derek and Sam were heading downtown to the address their driver friend had provided. Sam had checked the address and indeed there was a penthouse apartment belonging to Persephone. Derek had finally taken the cock-hardener antidote and changed into clothing that Sam had brought with her in the SUV. They had also wiped down the white van to remove their fingerprints as best they could. 




Tomorrow morning, some warehouse worker would be surprised to find a naked man with broken teeth and wearing nothing but a diaper, handcuffed inside a white utility van. 




✽✽✽







Sam pulled the SUV to a stop across the street from Persephone’s apartment building. Even in the pre-dawn darkness, they had a clear view of the entrance, and would be able to keep an eye on anyone leaving. 




“I’ll take first watch. You need sleep more than I do.” Sam announced. 




“Thank you. Wake me in an hour. Better make that ninety minutes. I did get laid five times tonight,” Derek replied. 




Sam just shook her head, smiling. The next segment of their plan could take some time. They did not even know if Amy was here. But Sam had studied Amy’s photographs provided by Security and was confident she could pick her out of a crowd. 




✽✽✽







Hours later, Derek was on watch as Sam slept in the SUV next to him. He re-read the note they had written, in hopes of seeing Amy and finding a way to covertly reach her. Just as he refolded the note, a group of five women emerged, laughing and chatting with each other. He immediately recognized Amy and sat bolt upright. “There she is!”




Derek’s body tensed as he watched the women stop outside the entrance to the luxury apartment complex. A moment later, a handsome man emerged through the door and put his arm around Amy, pulling her in for a long kiss before the group made their way to a long stretch limousine. What was going on here?




Derek shoved Sam hard. “Get up Sam! Let me drive! Hurry!” 


Chapter V










Amy took a deep breath of late morning air and sighed happily. Last night - and most of this morning - had been the most incredible, satisfying sexual adventure of her life. Yanni was a sexual genius in bed and had eventually brought her to a series of sexual releases that she had never imagined possible. Yet despite the deep dark kinky play that they shared, he seemed incredibly caring and protective. And the women around her were becoming fast friends. Despite the D/s pecking order that they established during sex play time, they were all quite smart, articulate, and funny. 




All of this sexual exploration along with her new global role as Emma’s Art Director, had Amy on cloud nine. 




Yanni’s limo crossed Amsterdam and stopped in front of a swank restaurant. They all strolled in, turning heads as they did. After coffee and a mimosa, Amy stood and followed some of the other women to the ladies room. 




A dark-haired woman bumped into her as she passed the kitchen door, offering a polite apology. She felt the woman force a piece of paper into her hand before walking away. 




Amy instinctively just closed her fist and went into a stall. She opened the note and stifled a gasp as she read it. 




Derek needs to talk. Meet him at the Stedelijk, Matisse exhibit. 3pm. Destroy this note.




Amy pondered Derek’s cryptic note. Why all the secrecy? She checked her phone and saw seven texts from Emma asking how she was, asking her to contact her when she could. Aha. Must be something business related. 




Amy composed a quick text reply to Emma, apologizing for missing her notes, explaining that she is having a great time in Amsterdam, and how she and Michael are trying some new things in the ‘open marriage’ category. All good. And as soon as Jenny surfaces, will be making plans to go to Geneva to visit potential gallery spaces. She also asked Emma if she knew why Derek was getting all super-sleuthy all of a sudden. 




Amy sent the text and returned to the table,where she received another kiss from Yanni. She wondered how Michael was doing with Persephone. Hopefully he was as happy with their decision as she was. Persephone had really gone out of her way to make his slave auction feel very real. Maybe too real. She made a mental note to text Persephone later, to ask how Michael was doing. 




Amy looked around the table and raised her glass. “I have to confess, you all rocked my world last night!” 




“Do you think so, Epsilon? Because I think we went too easy on you. In fact, we haven’t even started with you yet, but we will,” Alpha purred provocatively, clinking her glass to Amy’s. 




“This reminds me! We got you a little... gift. Go try it on right now. ” Delta placed a small gift-wrapped box on the table next to Amy.




“You guys are so sweet!” Amy gushed happily, starting to open the box. 




“Best to do that in the privacy of the rest room, my dear,” Alpha smiled, winking at Amy. 




“Ohhhh. Right. Okay, well I guess I’ll be right back then!” Amy caught on finally. 




Heart pounding, she walked back to the ladies room and went into a stall, locking it. Tearing open the wrapping, she opened the box and confirmed her suspicions. It was a vibrator. Not a little one either. It was bulbous and contoured and had a thin tail that was designed to stay outside the vagina. Not buttons or anything. She found the small tube of lubricant, made it slick and then slowly slipped it inside her pussy. All she could say was “Wowww...” 




Amy rejoined the conversation, which had moved on. She glanced at the menu, quickly deciding what she wanted as the waiter arrived to take their order. When it was her turn, she smiled at the waiter. “I’d like the salad to start, and then the egg white... Huhhhohhwow!” 




Amy convulsed as the vibrator came to life and began to  pulsate with powerful waves of pleasure before stopping a few seconds later. The waiter was giving her a puzzled look. “Sorry. Foot cramp. I’ll have the egg white... OMELETTE!” Again, the vibe began pulsing furiously inside her pussy for a few seconds. 




“Would Madame care for cheese?” The waiter politely inquired. 




“What? Oh yesss... ohhhh... yes please... that would be... um... ohhh man.... mmmnnnhh... great!” Amy gasped, shocked by the intensity of the thing vibrating inside her, and the way it just magically hit all the right spots. She looked around the table and noticed suppressed smiles.




“Ok very funny. So, listen... I always wanted to go to the Stedelijk Museum here in Amsterdam. Preferably without this instrument of torture inside me. Anyone want to come with me this afternoon?” Amy asked, her voice a little shaky.




“I will!” Delta chirped. 




“I must pass, but I will see you later at the apartment before dinner, yes?” Yanni replied.




“Oh, sure that sounds great.” Any smiled. 




“But the gift must stay in place all afternoon, or dinner is cancelled.” Yanni warned.




“Hmmm. Well, we cannot have that now, can we?” Amy replied nervously. She wasn’t sure she could take this all afternoon.




The other women also passed on the invitation. After lunch, Amy and Delta made their way to the Stedelijk Museum. They marveled at the distinct, tub-shaped addition to the building as they entered. 




Amy’s plan was to talk Delta’s ear off to the point that she wanted to leave. For several hours she droned on and on, excitedly pulling Delta from one gallery to another, sharing her near-encyclopedic knowledge of many of the pieces on display there. 




Delta eventually hugged Amy and laughed. “Do you ever shut up? I think I have seen enough.”




Oh, sorry. This is kind of my jam, ya know? So, I want to keep going. Maybe I’ll see you again? Tonight?” 




“Oh, you can count on it, Epsilon. I will meet you back at the apartment. I may need to punish you for talking so much.” Delta smiled slyly, squeezing her hand. 




“I hope so!” Amy laughed. She watched Delta walk down the atrium stairs and then checked her watch. She was almost getting used to the random vibration patterns and durations. Almost. The thing was increasingly making her very horny, and she liked that. She had just enough time to make it to the Matisse exhibit by 3pm. She was excited to see Derek.




Amy settled down on a bench in the Matisse gallery with a contented sigh. Her eyes took in the beautiful colors and balance of The Goldfish, one of her favorite paintings by Matisse. A familiar male voice spoke quietly behind her. 




“I have always wondered what the goldfish were thinking while Matisse painted this.” Derek moved around the bench and sat down next to Amy.




Amy’s smile brightened and she leaned against Derek, resting her head on his shoulder for a moment. “Maybe, ‘Are you ever gonna feed us?’” 




“Or, ‘Don’t you have a real job?’” Derek offered, making them both laugh.




“I have missed you so much Derek,” Amy confided. 




“Me too. How are you doing? We were getting worried about you.” Derek put a hand on Amy’s knee.




“I am fine. Great, actually! I’ve met some new friends... some new very kinky friends it turns out, and I am enjoying myself. Call it a very pleasurable learning curve.” Amy smiled again, sucking in her breath slightly as the vibrator kicked in again. 




“You okay?” Derek noted Amy’s body tensing as she sucked in her breath. 




“Oh, better than okay. My friends gave me a little present today at brunch. It’s a rather large, powerful, and remotely operated present. I promised to wear it all day for them.” Amy explained.




“Interesting. So let me guess. It is set to random patterns and durations, and already you are learning that the waiting and anticipation between the vibrations is making you much more sensitive to the sensations when they do occur.” Derek commented. 




“Exactly! How did you know? Oh, never mind. So anyway, I just got back to Emma this morning. I feel bad - it’s been an interesting few days here in Amsterdam.” Amy looked down at her feet, smiling. 




“I cannot wait to hear about it.” Derek was studying Amy carefully now. 




“Well, let’s see. My best friend Jenny popped up out of nowhere to surprise me and Michael in Tuscany, at Lina’s villa. Lovely woman by the way. Then Jenny tells me she’s also a member of Emma’s Society, which blew me away. Then Jenny whisks us off to that private resort on the Amalfi Coast. That’s where we met this stunning woman named Persephone.”




“Stunning?” Derek probed. 




“Absolutely drop-dead gorgeous. Elegant, sophisticated, and she teaches a killer yoga class. Apparently, she is unbelievably wealthy too. Michael was drooling over her the first moment he saw her.” Amy paused thoughtfully. 




“Go on,” Derek replied. 




“Okay. Here’s where it starts to get a bit wild. So, Michael opened up to me, and tells me that he’s got this deep-dark erotic fantasy about being sold as a slave at auction, to a cruel Dominatrix. He calls it something like a rejection fetish or something. Anyway, I mention this to Persephone while we are on the yacht, and-“ 




“Did you say yacht?” Derek asked, surprised. 




“Dude. This woman is rich. Like high society, rule the world rich. Her yacht is huge. And she owns an island off the coast of Greece.” Amy chuckled. 




“I own several islands. I just don’t like to brag.” Derek replied. 




“Good for you. Anyway, we are talking about Michael’s fetish, and Persephone offers to help with it. So, before we know it, we are in Amsterdam in a night club in the basement of a warehouse in some shitty industrial area, and I am sitting there with Michael, negotiating terms of his sale to her.” Amy laughed, shaking her head. 




“Wow. So... like a fantasy fulfillment kind of sale, then?” Derek asked calmly, his mind racing. 




“Of course, silly! Persephone’s going to keep him for a while. Maybe a few months. She knew all about this kind of rejection fantasy, and says it takes time for Michael to really feel it. She really set it up so that it felt real.” Amy explained. 




“What do you mean? Did Persephone, you know, tie him up or put him in chains or something?” Derek asked quietly, his pulse quickening.




Amy chuckled. “Think bigger, pal. The owner of the club - Elena is her name  I think - had a whole room dedicated to bondage for these slaves. She put Michael into this neck-to-feet leather sack, with a dozen straps and buckles all the way up the thing. She had Michael strapped in so tightly that he could barely move. It was kind of a big turn on for me to see him so totally helpless. Is that bad?” Amy looked at Derek for a reaction. 




“No, not at all, if you are both into it.” Derek assured her. 




“Oh, and Persephone and I made him wear a penis gag and a leather hood too! It was awesome.  He suddenly stopped looking like Michael. I mean I knew he was in there, but he suddenly was like... something else entirely. The whole thing was just such a sexual rush. And maybe it was just an in-the-moment thing, but Persephone and I... got a little intimate afterward. And I liked it a lot.”




“You are becoming quite the sexual adventurer.” Derek smiled. 




“You don’t know the half of it! I forgot to tell you about Yanni. Don’t get all jealous and weird on me, but he and I... are really getting to know each other.” Amy blushed slightly. 




“So, I guess I know where your... gift... came from. Totally cool with me, as long as he treats you well. If he does not, he will regret it.” Derek advised calmly, squeezing Amy’s knee gently. He suddenly needed to know a lot more about this Yanni fellow. Something just was not adding up here. 




“Thank you for that reassuring display of chest-beating bravado.” Amy giggled, wrapping her arm inside Derek’s. 




 “How did you meet this Yanni, if I may ask?” Derek inquired.




“Oh sure. Sorry. He is a friend of Persephone’s. Works for her. I met him on her yacht. He looks good in a uniform. And, he looks even better out of his uniform!” Amy laughed playfully. 




“Keep going, you horrible tease.” 




“Well let’s just say that he is helping me transition from vanilla wife to a sexually liberated cuckoldress in record time,” Amy replied shyly. 




“I helped too, you know.” Derek reminded. 




“Oh, I know. And I pray you continue to do so, my dear. It’s adorable that you’re jealous of Yanni.” Amy giggled. 




“I’m not jealous.” 




“Whatever. Yanni has like this sixth sense. He knows what I need sexually, long before I do. Feels that way, anyway. I am just so lucky to have a husband like Michael who is ready and willing to let me explore my own sexuality like this, while he explores his own. I could not possibly have imagined we would be doing these things. It’s awesome. And I never realized to what degree I have been avoiding my own sexuality. This trip has been a total eye opener. I mean, fuck what society thinks I should do. Right?” Amy looked at Derek.




“Right on, sister.”




“No, I am serious. The more time I spend with men and women like you and Yanni and Persephone... and Yanni’s female friends - cannot forget them - the more I realize that I know close to nothing about what makes me tick. Kind of shocking.” Amy realized her fingers were stroking Derek’s forearm. It felt so natural. 




“Well, I am always here to help further your personal learnings. If you can fit me into your busy schedule of course.” Derek offered. 




“You really are jealous. That is so cute. Can you come to Geneva with Jenny and me?” Amy giggled again. 




Derek paused. Instinct told him that telling Amy that Jenny had disappeared, along with one of Emma’s top operatives, would be a very bad idea right now. Amy would be safest if Yanni and Persephone believed she knew nothing about it. He had to dig deeper to find out who was responsible first. “I would love to. But Emma has me on a tight schedule as well. What are you doing after Geneva?” 




“Don’t know yet. Maybe go back to Berlin and see Emma, maybe talk Yanni into borrowing Persephone’s yacht for a few weeks. He is helping me understand the pleasures of sexual teasing and denial, and he is very, very good at it. Like, scary-good. And maybe I’ll be able to visit with Michael somehow, if Persephone allows it. We’ll see.” Amy mused, shifting slightly forward with a sigh as the vibrator kicked on again, filling her with intensely pleasurable sensations yet again.




Derek nodded pensively. Alarm bells were going off in his mind now. “Why wouldn’t Persephone allow you to see Michael?” 




“It’s complicated. But Michael signed a fake slave contract with Persephone, so she ‘owns’ him for now, until she decides otherwise. I agreed not to make any effort to contact her ‘property’ directly, for the duration of the game.” Amy explained.




“Sounds entirely one-sided to me. Let me guess. You agreed to let Persephone determine the duration of Michael’s enslavement fantasy.” Derek observed. 




“Yep. Handsome and smart, you are! Relax, okay? Persephone knows what she is doing.” Amy nodded, rolling her eyes at Derek. 




“That’s what I am afraid of. Some women in those circles take advantage of-“ Derek’s advice was shut down by Amy’s hand. 




“Derek. I got this, okay?” Amy replied, a bit tersely. 




“Okay, okay. But just remember one phrase: ‘Mocha Vanilla’. Please do this for me, Amy. If you ever decide that you need help with this situation, or you are feeling like you or Michael are in trouble, just text me any sentence and include that phrase mocha vanilla. I will come to you, no questions asked.” Derek said solemnly. 




“Fine. And, thank you Derek.” Amy squeezed his arm tightly for a moment, mostly out of sincere appreciation for his concern. And partly because Yanni’s vibrator had just finished a thirty-second-long crescendo that went from barely noticeable to deliciously unbearable. She suddenly was not sure how much of this stimulation she could ultimately handle, but she was determined to find out. 




“I have to go now, Derek. Thank you for looking after me. It’s sweet of you.” Amy smiled warmly at Derek. She would never want to hurt this wonderful man by trying to explain the strong sexual attraction she felt toward Yanni, or how she ached for the total surrender that he demanded when they played. Maybe some day she could share this with Derek, but not today. 




Derek gave Amy a long, soulful hug. He sensed that she was withholding something. But he also realized that she was determined to work through whatever she was getting into by herself. He would have to respect that, even if it meant adjusting his own plans. He forced a smile as Amy stood, squeezed his hand, and walked away. 




Amy decided to walk back to Persephone’s penthouse apartment, to give herself some time to experience the streets of Amsterdam. She giggled to herself, noting how she felt the vibrator with every step. The wicked little thing was giving her more and more longer crescendos as she strolled along the crowded sidewalks, cheeks flushed and smiling. The anticipation between pulses was driving her crazy with lust. She was thrilled to find herself all alone with Yanni when she finally entered the penthouse apartment. She threw her arms around Yanni’s neck and kissed him deeply. “Hey you! Where is everybody?” 




Yanni held Amy close, smiling mischievously. “I sent them away. How do you like my present?”




“It’s driving me nuts!  I have never felt so horny in public before. Maybe you should do something about that,” Amy confessed, pressing her lips against Yanni’s again.




“It was either that, or flowers. Yanni smiled.




“Oh, you made the right choice... Master,” Amy looked up at Yanni expectantly. 




“I see that. You should know, I enjoy seeing you horny. It brings me great pleasure. That is your first and only warning,” Yanni replied calmly, his hands moving down to Amy’s ass cheeks.




Amy felt Yanni’s strong hands gripping her ass cheeks, lifting her up off the ground. Some faraway part of her brain advised her that he had just removed her ability to run away. Her pulse quickened as she felt Yanni position her pussy against his hardening cock, just as the vibrator came to life again. She breathed hotly in his face, squirming and bucking her hips. “Ohhh... you have no idea what you are doing to me, Yanni,”




“I know exactly what I am doing to you, Amy. And I am not going to stop.” Yanni hissed lustfully, smiling at Amy’s slightly surprised reaction. He turned and carried her back to the playroom door. 




“You are going to follow me into the playroom now, Amy. Then I will close and lock the door behind you, and you will have no way to escape this room. But first you will strip naked for me.” Yanni instructed, setting Amy down. 




“Like, right here?” Amy blinked. She saw Yanni’s head nod and gulped. Self-consciously she began to undress as Yanni calmly watched. In moments, she was peeling down her soaked panties, revealing the little pink tail of the vibrator still inside her. She stroked the tail with her finger, her heart pounding in her chest. 




“What about this, Master Yanni?” Amy whispered, not sure what she wanted the answer to be. She watched Yanni open the playroom door and walk in, ignoring her question. She gulped again and followed him inside. Memories of the prior evening flooded her mind as the vibrator buzzed. She felt herself nearing orgasm as she remembered all of the darkly erotic things she had confessed to Yanni while on board Persephone’s yacht. She watched him close the door and come close to her naked body. She felt the vibrator buzz in powerful pulses. But without her panties on, it started to slide out of her. She reached down to hold it in. 




“Did you just touch yourself without my permission?” Yanni demanded sternly.




“What? Oh. Well yeah. I mean no, I was just trying to-“ Amy lost track of her sentence as Yanni spun her around, quickly pinning both of her arms behind her back. With one arm, as the other wrapped tightly around her waist. She felt the vibrator slip out and drop to the floor. Her hands fell neatly along each side of his hard cock, and her fingers began playing with it. She giggled as he held her in that crushing grip, slowly walking backwards across the playroom. She saw the glint of polished metal to both sides of them. Before she could react, Yanni had lifted her right arm up to a massive steel handcuff hanging from a chain. She gasped in surprise as he ratcheted it closed on her wrist. 




“Yanni, wait. Slow down! We didn’t talk about- Hey!” Amy half shouted as Yanni tugged her other wrist hard, pulling her off-balance as his strong arms lifted her left wrist to its own steel cuff. Panic shot through her as the ratcheting sound filled the room. She cried out softly as Yanni grabbed her by the hair and slowly pulled her head back until she was staring straight up at him, upside down. Then she felt his other hand slide down her belly and grip her crotch possessively.




“Tell me you do not miss your husband, Amy.” Yanni whispered in her ear, tugging her hair for emphasis before he began to kiss her neck softly, over and over. 




“Oh man, don’t do this... you are really messing with my head right now, Yanni,” Amy whispered, pulling and twisting in the handcuffs. Her eyes took in the sight of her delicate wrists trapped in the massive steel cuffs. She followed the thick chains up to even thicker steel eye bolts anchored to the ceiling. All of her tugging and squirming only underscored the fact that Yanni had chained her to the ceiling, and she was not getting herself free. She felt two of his fingers press very slowly between her labia.




“Say it, Amy.” Yanni insisted, skillfully working his fingers in and out of Amy’s dripping sex, listening carefully to her breathing as it grew heavier and heavier.




“I... I do not miss my husband!” Amy finally gasped. 




“Tell me you want this more than anything,” Yanni pressed Amy further into submission.




“Yes, I want this more than anything but-“ Amy felt Yanni’s hand clamp powerfully over her mouth. 




“This... is... mine... now... Say it, Amy.” Yanni hissed, removing his hand from her mouth as the fingers of his his other hand reached in and found Amy’s g-spot.




“Ohhhh! Mmmmmnnhhh! Yes! This is yours now Yanni! Yes!” Amy whispered, feeling intensely pleasurable sensations ripping all over her body now as arousal overcame reason.




“Feet on the blocks for me. Now.” Yanni withdrew his fingers and gently spanked Amy’s labia, making her jump.




“What? Wait seriously? No, come on Yanni - Oww!” Amy whined as Yanni slapped her clit hard, three times in a row. She looked down at the two wooden blocks to each side of her, spread far apart. To stand on them would mean spreading her legs very wide apart. The tops of the blocks were about a foot off the floor. What scared her was the sight of the matching steel cuffs and short chains attached to the inside surface of each raised block. But she realized that she had no real choice but to comply.




Yanni felt a surge of sexual arousal as he watched Amy silently comply with his instructions. He smiled as she reached her left foot out to the block there, and then used her arm strength to lift herself up in order to move her right foot out far enough to stand on the block there. He did nothing to help her, preferring to let her place herself in this new, awkward position of total vulnerability all by herself. He knew her leg muscles would start quivering from the strain of holding this position, before long. Without a word, he reached down and ratcheted the steel cuff around Amy’s left ankle. He took his time moving to the right cuff, closing that one snugly around her ankle as well. 




Amy felt Yanni’s hands and teasing fingers begin to explore her body everywhere. She could not help but feel more and more aroused, despite a feeling of panic that would simply not go away now. Derek’s concerns flashed through her mind as Yanni’s fingers gently squeezed and rolled both of her nipples, making her eyelids flutter with sheer sexual pleasure as her arousal soared higher and higher.  She pulled and squirmed in her restraints, suddenly very aware that her bondage was triggering her arousal quite powerfully. She whispered,“Mmmmhhh... What are you doing to me, Yanni? Just make me cum now, okay? You’re driving me crazy...”




Yanni slowly traced fingers down Amy’s belly, almost touching her sex but avoiding it completely, slowly stroking the insides of both thighs, right up to her labia and then back down. He smiled as Amy bucked and squirmed in protest. He asked calmly, “Do you enjoy history, Amy?” 




“Y-Yes. Why is that relevant right now?!” Amy shot back with sexual frustration clearly evident in her voice. 




“Ah, good. Then I will share one of my favorite subjects from medieval times. Specifically, the sheer ingenuity of kings and noblemen in developing effective ways to ensure their women - their property - were not... touched... while they were away fighting wars.” Yanni chuckled, letting his fingertips brush against Amy’s clit. 




Amy jumped from the jolts of pleasure as Yanni briefly touched her sensitive clit. She whispered, “Please tell me you do not have some fetish for locking women up in rusty old chastity belts from medieval times, Yanni,” 




“Nothing like that, I assure you. I rather enjoy the evolution of the chastity belt over quite a long span of time. Truth is, most of the medieval designs were easily compromised, which led to empires and fortunes changing hands quite unexpectedly. Today’s designs are much more... shall we say... escape proof?” 




Amy’s eyes widened as she watched Yanni stroll to a cabinet and unlock it. She watched him return to her side holding the gleaming steel waist- belt portion  of a chastity belt. “Okay wait. Yanni, hold on. We never talked about anything like this. I... really don’t want to play like this right now. Okay? Hey, are you listening to me?!”




Yanni ignored Amy’s objections, slipping the curved steel device around her waist and locking it closed in front. “We have actually discussed this topic in sufficient detail already, Amy. This fits you quite well, don’t you think?” Yanni chuckled again.




Amy felt the cold steel belt press in snugly around her waist, well above her hips. She knew without a doubt it could not be pulled downward over her hips. She glared at Yanni. “We never talked about a chastity belt, Yanni! I am married to someone, remember?!” 




“Correct Amy, we never spoke about a chastity belt, which means we never agreed to rule it out. What we did discuss at great length however is your fetish for consensual non-consent play. And here we are!” Yanni chuckled again, moving to the cabinet. 




Amy’s eyes widened further as she began to thrash about in her restraints. She watched helplessly as Yanni returned with a menacing-looking curved segment of the same gleaming metal. Mounted to the inside of it, however, was one very thick, bulbous dildo. The base of it seemed to curve along the inside of the steel plate, as if designed to flank and grip the clitoris. And directly behind that, a thinner dildo about as thick as her thumb. She stared in disbelief as Yanni calmly applied a generous amount of lubricant to both dildoes before returning to her side again, smiling wickedly. “Yanni. You can’t be serious here. Come on. Just wait... wait! wait! wait!” 




Amy was powerless to prevent Yanni from slowly and carefully working the two phallic objects into both her pussy and ass. She gasped as the things filled her insides. The dildo in her pussy was designed to press directly against her g-spot, and essentially filled her vagina completely. The rear one stretched her open a little but filled her with sensations she had never felt before. As Yanni worked the curved steel device up between her legs, she felt soft pads pressing in against both sides of her clitoris. She heard two clicks - one in front and one in back - as Yanni pressed the curved piece into the waist belt to lock it in place. “Yanni! What have you done!”




“What I have been wanting to do since we first met. Claim you. You are mine now, Amy. Feel the pleasure of being owned...” Yanni said calmly, touching a button on a remote in his hand. 




Amy yelped in shocked surprise as both dildoes began to vibrate and pulse inside her for several long seconds before stopping. As soon as they did, she felt weirdly pleasurable pulses of tiny electrical shocks stimulating alternating sides of her clitoris for a few seconds. It felt like a thousand tiny tongues were gently licking her clitoris. Then nothing. She looked at Yanni in disbelief, her heart pounding in her chest. “You... you cannot be seriously considering keeping me in- Ohhhh wow!!” 




Yanni watched Amy’s knees buckle momentarily as the preprogrammed vibrators and e-stim pads began the next cycle of pleasure torture. This was going to be very enjoyable. He tossed the remote on the rubber-encased bed in front of Amy and smiled. “I have some work to do, but Alpha and the others will be back shortly. I will leave this on the lowest program setting. But I do recommend you figure out a way to keep that remote out of Delta’s hands. There are ninety-nine more program settings of increasing intensity. Oh, and I will be watching you on camera from my study. If either of your feet come off those blocks for any reason, you will be severely punished.” 




Amy just blinked in stunned silence as Yanni strolled out of the playroom and closed the door. Moments later the vibrators kicked back on, continuing their intermittent pleasurable assault on her senses. She lost all track of time as the wicked belt kept her intensely aroused but never long enough to achieve an orgasm. She was breathing hard when the playroom door finally opened, and Alpha strolled in. Beta and Gamma followed her, smirking. They were all dressed up for dinner, it seemed. 




Alpha strolled to Amy, gazing calmly at her restraints. She silently noticed how her legs were quivering, working to keep her feet on the blocks. Tracing fingertips along Amy’s left breast before giving the nipple a hard squeeze as she calmly spoke to the other women. “Ladies, I believe it is time to - how do the Americans say this- let Delta off her leash this evening.” 




“Ohhh, I very much agree,” 




“Delta is going to have soooo much fun with this one... She has the hunger in her eyes.”




Alpha smirked in approval. “Oh, she will indeed. Allow her in girls. No restrictions, and no limits. I want Epsilon desperate to obey any of our commands by morning.”




Amy gulped, involuntarily tugging on her restraints. “Whoahh hold on now. What’s going on, Alpha? What do you mean by no restrictions or limits?!” 




Alpha calmly watched Amy’s ample breasts sway back and forth as she flailed helplessly in her restraints. Her fingers traced gently along Amy’s swaying breasts as she purred, “Mmm. Very nice, Epsilon... Delta will explain everything to you, in her own, very unique way.”




“What does that even mean?!” Amy whispered, as the three beautiful women left the room. Shit! The remote. She forgot to ask Alpha to take it and turn it off. Shit. 




The playroom door opened, and Delta stepped in, looking stunningly, dangerously beautiful in a black leather minidress. Her eyes took in the way Amy was helplessly restrained and wearing the steel chastity belt. Her face lit up like a child walking into a room stacked with birthday presents. She clapped her hands together excitedly as she came close to Amy, throwing her arms around her neck as she pulled closer for a deep wet kiss. 




“Hi Delta, that was very nice. But we need to talk. I didn’t tell Yanni this was okay - he just went ahead and did it. So please just undo me and we can figure out a fun way to play together, okay?” Amy smiled warmly. Inside she was in full panic mode. 




“So sweet, Epsilon. But I like having you this way. You look so... helpless and scared.” Delta said gently. 




“That is because I am Delta. I don’t want to play like this. Take me for gelato first.” Amy shot back, anger in her eyes.




“Gelato. Seriously?” Delta giggled. 




“Yes. Let’s get some gelato, and you can cover me with it. Then you can lick it off my body,” Amy tried to calm herself long enough to steer the conversation in a favorable direction. She watched Delta considering her idea while her brain raced to figure out the next steps. She pressed onward. 




“I have this friend. He was here like last year or something for business. I remember he was raving about a gelato place here, and how it is the only place in the world that makes Mocha Vanilla gelato. Doesn’t that sound yummy? I could text him to find out the name of the place - we could have it delivered.” Amy blinked innocently, heart still pounding. 




Delta smiled. “Maybe later, Epsilon.”




Amy stifled a sigh of relief. She was a step closer to signaling that she needed help. She had misjudged Yanni and his girlfriends and she wanted out. Fast.  




Amy realized that all she needed to do is get that phrase to Derek, and he and Emma would figure it out from there. As calmly as she could, she added, “Or maybe we could have Yanni pick it up on his way back from dinner.”




Delta laughed softly. She moved behind Amy and wrapped her arms around her naked waist for a squeeze before letting her fingers explore downward to Amy’s new chastity belt. “Epsilon has not figured it out yet... But Yanni is not coming back... Alpha is not coming back... Beta is not coming back... and Gamma is not coming back. It is just me, and the new Epsilon now, for as long as I want her.”




Amy felt Delta’s soft lips on her neck as her words sunk in. This entire erotic adventure with Yanni and these women was an elaborate trap. And she had walked right into it. She gulped, involuntarily pulling on the chains holding her in place while Delta’s fingers traced lightly along her smooth skin. “Wait. What?! What do you mean? Why are you calling me the new Epsilon?”




“Mmm, because before you came along... before Persephone mandated the changes... I was Epsilon, and Gamma was Delta, and so on.” 




Amy’s head spun. Persephone was controlling all of this. “So... what happened to the old Alpha then?” 




“I suppose if you find her, you could ask her, but it really does not matter any more... Ohhhh! Is that a gift for me, Epsilon?! Soooo very thoughtful of you! I just love presents! Delta laughed wickedly, smoothing her hands up Amy’s belly to cup her breasts.




Amy’s eyes widened as she followed Delta’s gaze to the remote on the bed. Suddenly Delta’s laughter sounded more sinister. She felt Delta’s hands gently squeezing her breasts for a few long moments, then watched Delta stroll casually over to the bed and lay down on her side. She watched Delta’s fingers slowly spin the remote around on the soft rubber sheet. “Delta, no. Okay wait a minute... let’s just slow this down and talk about it. Delta! No, no... no... no!” 




“I know exactly what Epsilon is thinking right now. She is realizing that her personal definition of helplessness is beginning to change... and Epsilon likes it...” Delta touched her finger to a button on the remote for a few seconds and then released it. 




Amy sucked in her breath as the e-stim cushions pressing against her clit sent more powerful shocks of electrical energy to her hyper-sensitive nerve endings, rapidly alternating from left to right.  The bizarrely pleasurable sensation felt like an electrically charged tongue battering her clitoris. The sensations stopped before her brain could really process what had happened, leaving her wanting more.




Delta smiled at Amy as her fingers changed the settings on the remote. There were literally hundreds of settings and programs to choose from, when one considered anal, vaginal and clitoral zones coupled with vibration patterns, frequency and intensity. Even more variety was provided by the numerous e-stim patterns, frequency, and intensity. And that of course did not even take into account the nipple stimulation. Yet. Satisfied with her choice, she pressed a different button on the remote and gently placed it down on the bed. She knew all too well that a woman could be completely overwhelmed by such intensive and relentlessly unpredictable stimulation. She was looking forward to this result with Amy. 




Amy jumped in her restraints as everything came to life inside her chastity belt in short, staccato pulses of electrical stimulation and vibration. She let out a high-pitched gasp. “Ohhh! Wowww!! Delta... please dial it down a little! This is too intense for me!”




Delta smiled wickedly at Amy, gazing at her writhing body with growing lust. Eventually she stood and strolled over to Amy, still smiling. Her fingertips gently explored Amy’s hard nipples as she cooed, “Mmm... Epsilon still believes that she is in control... listen to you trying to give me instructions... it is adorable...” Delta brought her hands to Amy’s cheeks and then kissed her tenderly before returning to the rubber bed. 




“Those lips are mine, Epsilon... all mine. Who owns your lips now?” Delta purred, calmly picking up the remote before strolling back to Amy.




“You own them now, Delta. You own my lips now... I am sorry... please forgive me,” Amy replied sincerely, her eyes trying to will the remote out of Delta’s hand. She had to think of some way to convince Delta to let her go. Best not to irritate her for any reason.




“So... if we both agree that I own your lips, then why is it that they form words that I do not permit? Should they not form words that I find pleasing? Hmm?” Delta moved behind Amy and gave her a hug.




“Of course, Delta! How... I mean... what words would you find pleasing to hear?” Amy whispered. She did not like where this conversation was going at all but could not think of anything else to say or do. She felt Delta’s fingertips gently tracing along the fronts of her thighs, left to right across the vibrating chastity belt. The simple gesture powerfully underscored the fact that Delta could do anything she wanted to her, and she was powerless to stop her. She felt Delta’s hands move between her legs and gently pull up on the chastity belt, causing the massive dildoes to shift around inside her. She sucked in her breath as the clitoral pads pressed more firmly against her, making Delta chuckle. 




“You will think of something eventually Epsilon, I am sure, but I will give you some hints: I truly cannot wait to hear you begging me for things... and I believe it is time for you to stop trying to hide all your darkly erotic... dirty... masochistic... submissive fantasies... from me,” Delta whispered in Amy’s ear.




Amy felt like she had just mentally gotten the wind knocked out of her. She had not expected Delta to be so adept at playing mind games like this. She could barely concentrate on any thought with all the stimulation she was feeling at the moment and felt herself sinking into a deliciously pleasurable subspace. Delta was slowly overwhelming her body and mind, and they both knew it. Focus, Amy, focus. Or you’re never gonna get out of here, she told herself. 




“I have been fantasizing about you punishing me, Delta... for being a very disobedient girl... but the thing is... in my fantasies... you know... the really dark ones... you make it absolutely impossible for me to keep myself out of trouble!” Amy blurted out in one rapid exhale. What had she just done? She felt Delta press her body in against her back. She felt Delta’s hands wrap around and smooth their way up her belly to cup her large breasts. She felt Delta’s fingers begin to gently roll her nipples back and forth.




“Mmm... and how do I do that, my sweet pet? Tell me how I make it impossible for you to satisfy my commands. I want all the details, Epsilon,” Delta was getting very turned on now.




Amy’s eyelids fluttered from the sheer pleasure of having her nipples played with like this. It was her Achilles Heel. Without thinking she whispered, “I love what you are doing to my nipples, Delta... that drives me wild,”




“Good to know, Epsilon. Now answer my question. And don’t you dare hesitate or leave out any details. Whenever I ask you a question you will respond immediately and completely. Do you understand?” Delta squeezed Amy’s nipples hard for emphasis, silently noting how much it was turning her on.




Amy gasped loudly, unable to conceal her growing arousal from having her nipples stimulated. Did she really need to escape from such intensely pleasurable sensations? Focus Amy! Focus! “Yes Delta! Epsilon understands! I just... I cannot stop thinking about it. I fantasize about you buying me my favorite Vanilla Mocha gelato as a treat for being a good girl. But it’s really a trap, and I walk right into it. You and I are both naked but only you have a spoon. I am tied up with my hands behind my back. You start to feed me, but purposely drip gelato onto your breast. You make me lick it off you, but while I do, you begin to cover your skin with little blobs of gelato, and they all start melting and dripping. And you warn me not to let anything drip off your body or else I will be punished severely,” Amy paused and held her breath. 




“Mmmm... this is getting more interesting. Perhaps we should ask your friend for the name of that Gelato place,” Delta purred, licking Amy’s earlobe. 




“Only if it pleases you, Delta. But if you get my phone, I could text him...” Amy replied as calmly as she could. 




“You will open your phone for me, Epsilon, and I will text him,” Delta corrected.




“Of course, Delta,” Amy replied, her voice trembling now.  Had she just found a way to get a help message to Derek? She watched Delta pick up the remote and touch a button. The frequency of everything in her chastity belt changed to long, pulsing crescendos that grew in intensity to the point that she gasped.




“Mmm, I knew you would like this mode. I am going to keep your belt in this mode until the gelato arrives. You had better hope your friend responds. Don’t go anywhere. Oh, and absolutely no orgasms without my permission, Epsilon.” Delta warned with a wicked smile.




Amy could not stop herself from responding sexually to this much stimulation. She tried to think of anything to distract herself while Delta went for her phone. She was breathing harder by the time Delta returned with her phone. She did not protest as Delta immediately grasped her thumb and pressed it against the phone lock, making it light up. This could go very wrong if she saw anything in her phone that might tip her off. Too late now. 




“His name is Derek. May I help you?” Amy spoke quietly, noting how Delta was ignoring her as she went through her phone. 




“Ah, here he is... my... my... he was your lover?” Delta smiled approvingly. 




“He still is, actually. He is amazing in bed, but not so good at communicating.” Amy added, hoping to distract Delta from delving further into her phone. It worked. 




“All men are terrible communicators. You may help me write him a text that sounds like you wrote it.” Delta instructed. 




“Okay. Um, start with ‘hey you’ and then say ‘I want you to stop whatever you are doing and order me two Vanilla Mocha gelatos from that great place here in Amsterdam. Have them deliver it to this address.’ And then just add our address here, and we’re good!” Amy laughed nervously while Delta eyed her warily. 




Delta finally shrugged and typed the message, adding the address and telling Derek to leave it with the doorman. Then she hit send. 




Amy held her breath until Derek responded a few long moments later. “What did he say? Is he gonna do it?”




Delta chuckled. “Oh yes, and he says he cannot wait to come back here with you some day. Apparently, you made an impression on him.”




“I fucked him so hard I nearly killed him!” Amy replied, watching Delta relaxing. The two women shared a laugh, and then a deep wet kiss. 




“Now where were we?” Delta whispered, squeezing and twisting Amy’s nipples again. 




✽✽✽







Derek’s pulse was pounding as he sat in the SUV and composed his text response to Amy. She had called for an extraction. Turning to Sam, he said, “Find all the gelato places within 10 kilometers. Hurry!”




Sam looked at him in puzzlement. “There is a cafe right down the-“ 




“Just do it! Amy needs an extraction. She is in trouble!” Derek cut her off and kept going. His mind was immediately focusing on the details of a rescue plan. 




“Sam, Amy just texted me a message using the code words ‘Vanilla Mocha’, which means she is in trouble and needs help. You are going to pose as the delivery girl for a gelato order. I will create a diversion in the lobby so you can get into the lift and get up to the penthouse. 




“Then neutralize the unfriendly captors and extract Amy.” Sam finished the thought. 




“Exactly.”




“This is your plan?” Sam took a deep breath and let it out slowly, also focusing her mind on the new mission while she searched for gelato places on her phone. 




“Okay I found three. Let’s go with the Ice Palace. Three kilometers away, which would imply a faster delivery time.” Sam suggested. She put her hair up in a high ponytail, to give herself a more youthful appearance. Her trained mind quickly ran through the items she would want to have on her person for the extraction. 




“Good. And we can get there quicker. Let’s go.” Derek replied.




Derek strolled into the Ice Palace, ordered a small tub of mocha gelato, and returned to the SUV. While Sam whizzed through the narrow streets of Amsterdam, he reached into the back seat and found a small length of rope in Sams’s supply bag. They parked one block away and finalized their plan. 




“You are going to be on your own up there, Sam. I will get the lobby guard’s swipe card for you, but I will not be able to follow you up.” Derek warned. 




“Way ahead of you, pal. Do not worry about me, Derek. Just don’t fuck up.” Sam forced a smile as they got out. 




Derek waited until someone opened the front door of the apartment complex and strolled down the sidewalk. “Okay, let’s do this.” 




Derek walked briskly to the front door of the apartment complex and rushed inside breathlessly, moving right up to the guard seated behind a small reception desk. He looked around the lobby. “Where did she go? Did you see her?” 




The sleepy guard just stared at him blankly, trying to understand who this large man in front of him was asking him about.




“Oh, my girlfriend is going to kill me. I have to find her!” Derek pleaded. 




“Find your girlfriend?” The guard inquired, gaining interest. 




“No! No, her ferret! The little shit slipped off her leash and just ran in here. I couldn’t catch the thing. They are very fast. Did you see her?” Derek asked hopefully, moving around to look under the reception desk. He noted the access card hanging from a thin retractable cable on the man’s belt. He held up the piece of rope, in which he had tied a small loop in one end. 




“I am such an idiot. I thought this would work. Can you help? Do you have a box or something? Here, Princess!” Derek was already opening a door at the back of the lobby and looking around at the floor. Perfect. It was a little security office. He noted the surveillance monitors as the guard shoved the door open. 




“Hey, you can’t go in here! Is private!” The guard watched as the strange man got down on his hands and knees, looking under the security console. 




“Got her! See? She is right back there in the corner. They can get into the smallest spaces. See?” Derek pointed under the desk innocently. 




The guard was not amused but bent down to look where Derek was pointing. He had never seen a ferret up close before. 




From his knees, Derek swung his fist up and punched the man in the face, then grabbed the back of his head and slammed it down on the edge of the security console, rendering him unconscious. He grabbed the access card from his belt as he fell, then quickly left the small room, and closed the door. 




Sam stood at the reception counter with the bag of gelato, looking bored and pissed off. She assumed that she was on camera. She made no effort to acknowledge Derek emerging from the door in the back, except for giving him a dirty look. 




Derek just walked by Sam and dropped the access card into her waiting hand, then left the lobby. His heart was pounding, and he felt immense frustration for being unable to go with Sam to save Amy. 




Sam moved into the lift and swiped the access card, suppressing a smile as she pushed the penthouse floor button. Her adrenaline kicked in, and she took a few controlled breaths to dial in her focus. It was game time.




Sam stepped out of the lift into a small, elegantly decorated vestibule. She rang the doorbell and waited, her heart pounding. 




A few moments later, a very beautiful blonde woman opened the door. She did not look happy. Sam instantly assessed her new opponent. Taller than she was, meaning longer arm reach. The woman had very good muscle tone. She definitely worked out, possibly trained in martial arts or some form of self defense. Physical confrontation could easily go the wrong way. 




“What are you doing here? Where is the guard?” Delta glared at the pretty young woman shrugging her shoulders. 




“He told me to bring it up myself before it melts. Vanilla Mocha, right? It’s twenty-two... before you add in a very... breathtaking. gratuity. Are you going to pay me or not?” She cocked her head to the side impishly, noticing the appraising smile forming on the blonde woman’s lips. Perhaps there was another angle to play here.




“Wait here.” Delta instructed, still smiling at the pretty young morsel in the vestibule. 




“Not very breathtaking... yet. Mind if I pee? You can even watch me, if you are worried about letting a stranger into your home,” Sam inquired innocently, smiling back at the beautiful blonde. 




Delta studied the girl flirting with her, judging her as harmless and just looking for a little excitement. “Of course. Do come in. Let us put this in the freezer first. Then... I will decide what comes next for you.”




Sam gulped, not liking the sound of that. Probably just an aggressively flirtatious response, but she picked up on the dominant tone immediately. She forced a smile onto her face as she entered the luxurious apartment and watched the beautiful blonde close the door behind her. 




“Follow me,” Delta purred, grasping Sam’s free wrist like a child. 




Sam let the blonde woman lead her into the large kitchen. She noticed the dual refrigerator-freezer unit. She made a split decision to play her advantage a bit further, in hopes of determining where Amy was being kept before any altercation began. She locked eyes with the blonde and then slowly sank down to her knees, looking up at her with a mischievous twinkle in her eyes as she did. 




“I am very clearly in need of... direction... don’t you agree?” Sam whispered, surprised by a slight burst of arousal from the act of submission. This woman had an aura of command about her that felt like a force of gravity.




Delta stood over the young woman imperiously, allowing her mind to envision this young thing enduring all sorts of sensual perversions for her entertainment. “Be careful, my playful little friend. Such a pretty young girl should think twice before asking a woman like me to provide her with direction... you may quickly find yourself... hopelessly lost...” Delta couldn’t help herself. She lifted her foot, placed it on top of the paper bag the girl was holding, and very slowly pushed down. She smiled as the girl went along with it, until she had the girl’s hands gently pinned to the floor underneath the bag with the gelato container in it. Her pulse quickened as she felt the girl gently rub her hair against the inside of her knee like a kitten.




Sam forced herself to stay focused. Play the game here, do not get sucked into it. Easier said than done. “It is melting.” 




“Take the container out of the bag and find room in the freezer. The powder room is just there, in the hallway. I want to see you exactly like this when you return... then we will see about your... gratuity.” Delta delivered her instructions with an authoritative purr, suddenly regretting that she had Amy to deal with. This new one would be so much fun to play with. Perhaps another time. 




Sam said nothing as she carefully unpacked the gelato and opened up each freezer, buying time until her blonde hostess strolled away. Then, she quickly tossed the gelato container inside the freezer and tiptoed out of the kitchen into the hallway. She passed the powder room door, her eyes immediately falling to the only door with a card reader device next to the door handle. Not good. Most likely place to find Amy would be inside that room, she deduced, unless she heard any other voices. Stay focused. She would need the access card for that room. It was not likely that the guard’s access card would work on the system within the apartment. Thinking quickly, she moved back to the kitchen, opened drawers looking for a knife. Her fingers found only a pair of pliers, just as she heard the blonde’s high heels strolling down the corridor. Shoving the pliers in her pocket, she crumpled up the paper bag and was searching for the trash pail when the blonde entered the kitchen.




“And why are you not in proper position as I instructed?” Delta inquired, suddenly wary of the pretty delivery girl.




“Oh, I forgot to throw away the bag. I came back to tidy up my mess, that’s all.” Sam replied evenly, watching the blonde woman move to a drawer and remove something. 




“Actually, my dear, so did I...” Delta raised the taser gun and took aim at Sam’s midsection. 




Sam’s training kicked in and she dove to her left, behind the kitchen island. The tiny electrical darts and their thin wires missed her by inches. She scrambled to her knees as the infuriated blonde raced around the other end of the island. Acting on instinct, Sam rolled onto her back as she grabbed the legs of a stool next to the island. She then threw it over her head like a tomahawk as hard as she could. The blonde woman’s grunt and backward stagger gave her the crucial seconds to spring to her feet. But the blonde woman charged her immediately. Their arms still grappled for a hold as Sam quickly dropped onto her back, pulling the woman over onto her foot to a point where she launched her upside down across the kitchen. She sprung up again, shocked when the stunned blonde arched her back, brought her hands over her head to the floor, and deftly flipped herself back onto her feet with a growl. Okay! Definitely a level of serious training here. Time to end this. Sam ran slowly into the living room as if she were injured and trying to escape, but when the blonde got close enough, she made her move, timing it perfectly. 




Sam heard the woman running at her. Turning quickly, she jumped up on the arm of the sofa and spun around in the air so that her thighs locked around the unsuspecting woman’s neck. Then she let her body weight and momentum carry them both downward toward the coffee table, twisting her body powerfully as she drove the woman’s head right through the glass top with a sickening crash.




Sam quickly checked the unconscious woman for an access card but found none. She sprinted to the door with the card reader. Without pause, she gave the device a hard karate kick as she got to the door, leaving the reader device hanging by its wires. She pulled the pliers out of her pocket and cut the wires, quickly touching them together. With a sigh of relief, she heard a mechanical click at the door handle, and opened the door cautiously. 




✽✽✽







Amy heard muffled voices and then a crash like glass breaking, then silence. A minute later the door opened, and a young woman entered. It took a moment to recognize her as the one who bumped into her in the restaurant. She gasped,“Oh! Thank god it’s you! Where is Delta?” 




“Taking a nap. Let’s get you out of here, Amy.” Sam took in the bewildering sight of a naked, collared Amy, restrained in chains in the shape of an X. So much for a lightning-fast exit. Shit! She glanced around the room and revised her extraction plan. 




Amy’s eyes widened as Sam rushed back out of the room. “Hey! Don’t leave me here! Where are you going?!” 




Sam returned a few minutes later, grunting and breathing hard as she dragged Delta into the playroom. With considerable effort, she got her up onto the rubber bed, and quickly ratcheted the steel cuffs on her wrists and ankles just as she started to regain consciousness. Time to refocus everyone in the room. She noted the large lump forming on Delta’s forehead as she slapped her cheeks repeatedly. Finally, she moved her head side to side with a groan. 




Delta opened her eyes and saw the young intruder staring calmly back at her. She lunged for her throat, immediately realizing her situation. “I will kill you! Who are you?!”




“Just calm down. I need the keys to all the toys you have my friend wearing. Right now.” Sam replied. 




“Fuck you! She is mine!” Delta hissed.




Sam shrugged, got up and found a soft latex sheet. She calmly unfolded it on Delta’s chest, and without a word, stretched the material over Delta's face, bearing down hard. “Unless you have mastered the art of breathing out of your ass, I suggest you tell me what I would like to know.” 




Delta squirmed and struggled for a few long moments but finally realized it was pointless. This bitch had the advantage now.  




Sam saw Delta murmuring and waving her hands wildly as she ran out of oxygen. She removed the latex and spoke calmly. “First, keys to the ankle and wrist cuffs please.” 




“In the second drawer. Over there. All the keys are in there,” Delta replied, defeated. 




“So helpful, really. Would you like some gelato while you wait?” Sam retrieved the keys, and in moments had Amy’s cuffs and collar off. 




Amy threw her arms around Sam, not caring that she was butt naked. “Thank you so much. We need the key to this thing now, but first I gotta...” Amy tapped the chastity belt as she moved to the rubber bed and picked up the remote. She shut it off with a relieved sigh and looked down at Delta. An idea formed. 




Amy let Sam figure out how to unlock the wicked steel chastity belt, and then eased the massive dildoes out of her slowly. Turning to Sam she said, “I need your help for a second.”




“Oh shit! I think you are going to sleep well tonight!” Sam stared bewildered at the sheer size of the phalluses that had been humming away inside Amy for who knows how long. 




“Help me out here...” Amy was already tugging Delta’s underwear down, and Delta was already thrashing and protesting. 




“Are you serious? Hah! You are my kinda girl! Let’s do this.” Sam jumped in to help, and in moments, had securely inserted and locked the chastity belt around Delta’s waist, and had worked a ball gag into her mouth. 




Amy picked up the remote and sat down on the bed next to Delta, propping her head up on a pillow and fixing a few strands of hair back on her head. “You taught me so much about myself Delta, I really just want to thank you for that. I never really knew how strong I am. You know, mentally and emotionally strong. You could have kept me like that for a thousand years and you would never have broken me. I never would have been yours. Ever. But I learned a few things about you, too, Delta. You do not have my strength of character, and you never will. But you can still do the right thing here. I am going to go get you an ice pack for your head, and when I come back, you are going to tell me exactly where my husband is.” 




Sam watched Amy stand and walk out of the playroom without so much as a glance in her direction. Not a bad play at all, really. She looked at Delta and calmly said, “Do not be fooled by her kind demeanor. I suggest you ready yourself to be extremely informative when Amy returns. You do not want to see her angry, trust me.” 




Amy came back into the playroom and carefully applied an ice pack to Delta’s forehead while Sam removed her gag. They did not have to say a word. 




“He... he is with Persephone. On her private island in Greece. It is very heavily guarded, and she...” Delta stopped speaking as tears welled up in her eyes. 




“Go on. And she?” Amy prompted calmly. 




“She tricked you. She plans to keep and train your husband as a slave. She has... extreme tastes... for slave training. He... will not be the same man when she is finished with him.”




Amy just stared at Delta, trying to process what she was saying without becoming upset. “Where is this island, Delta? How do I get there?” 




“Persephone will kill me!” Delta began to sob.




With surprising calm, Amy put a reassuring hand on Delta’s shoulder as she spoke. “Delta, this is my husband we are talking  about here. The man I love more than anything in the world. I can assure you, your most terrifying nightmare is sitting right here with you, if I do not get what I want. So, tell me everything. How often have you been there? How big is it? What is the most common travel plan to get to or from her island? What do you mean by heavily guarded? How often does Yanni go there? Does Persephone stay there, or does she move around a lot? You get the idea, Delta. Please do not test my patience. I will do anything to get Michael back safely. Anything.” 




Delta gulped and nodded. For the next forty-five minutes, she told Amy and Sam every detail about life and operations on the island, the layout of the buildings, how to get there and so on. 




Sam just looked on with genuine admiration as Amy calmly interrogated Delta like an absolute pro. Satisfied that they had learned what they needed to learn, she cut in. “Amy, time to go.” 




Amy nodded as she reinserted the ballgag into Delta’s mouth and picked up the remote. She patted Delta’s cheek as she switched on all the vibrators, despite Delta’s muffled screams of protest. “Delta, until someone finds you and sets you free, I want you to remind yourself that you knew absolutely everything you just told us about Persephone’s plans for my husband, and you chose to do nothing about it. Have a really great day.” 




Amy led Sam down to Persephone’s bedroom, where she quickly picked out some clothes and put them on. Then they took the lift back down to the lobby, finding Derek and the SUV right out front as Sam had requested. 




Amy hopped into the front seat and gave Derek a long sideways hug. “So good to see you, Derek! Oh look... oops! Guess I just forgot to leave these upstairs...” 




Sam watched Amy casually toss a little remote and a tiny pair of keys into the cup holder of the console and burst out laughing. “Derek, your friend here is a stone cold operative. You should have seen her in action. Just amazing.” 




“I actually have seen Amy in action.  And she is amazing.” Derek winked at Amy as he pulled into Amsterdam traffic. 




Amy smiled and took Derek’s hand. “Thank you. And I am sorry that I sort of pushed you away in the museum. I did not see this coming. Persephone played me like a fiddle from the very first moment.”




Derek squeezed her hand. “We are going to get him back. I promise you.” 




Amy fought back tears of frustration thinking about what she had inadvertently done to Michael. “Yes, we are.”




“I am checking in with Emma. She is waiting for an update. She is going to be thrilled to learn that you are safe and with us Amy.” Sam announced, not looking up from her phone as she typed. 




Amy looked back and smiled. “Sam put my captor’s head through a glass coffee table. Very thoughtful... thank you for that. Just wish I could have seen you do it.”




“Wow. Remind me Sam, to never argue with you before morning coffee.” Derek replied dryly, drawing a much-needed laugh from both women. 


Chapter VI










Emma waited for the driver to pull away, then headed up the steps to the entrance of the massive, ivy-covered Scottish castle. She took in a few deep breaths of fresh clean air, marveling in the restorative, calming power of such a simple gesture. 




The massive oak door swung open, and a large, middle-aged man emerged. He was bald, bearded, and had a big grin on his ruddy face. His arms were already outstretched for a welcoming hug long before Emma was anywhere near him. His happy voice boomed. “Emma! It is so good to see you again! Shannon is just coming down.”




“Hello Colin, how are you?” Emma hugged him tight, smiling as his big arms enfolded around her. 




“No worse for wear, I suppose. Come in! I have tea ready for you two in the sitting room,” Colin showed Emma into the high ceilinged stone and wood foyer, flanked by two suits of armor on each side of the doorway.




“Ah, here comes trouble!” A light-hearted female voice with a Scottish accent announced from the top of the staircase. The voice belonged to a statuesque woman making her way down the stairs with an unmistakable air of confidence and poise. 




“There’s much truth to that statement these days, my sister. How are you, Shannon? You look gorgeous as always.” 




The two old friends embraced each other for a long time, conveying to each other what no words ever could. 




“You do have troubles now, don’t you? Let’s have some tea and talk.” Shannon looked hard into Emma’s face, reading right through the smile. 




Colin waited patiently for the two women to seat themselves in the parlor near the crackling fire he had prepared for them. Then he served them both tea. He made his exit when Shannon thanked him with a loving smile and asked him to see to dinner for them all.




Emma took a sip of tea, followed by a deep breath. “Sophie has gone rogue on us, Shannon. I do not know exactly what she is up to yet, but I know enough to be very concerned. But before I go any further, I need to tell you that I am eternally grateful to you and to your daughter Siobhan for orchestrating the rescue of my friend Amy from that insane sadist Greta. Sophie was behind that. I shudder to think where Amy would be right now if Siobhan had not-“ 




Shannon put a hand on Emma’s hand. “Enough, sister. If there is one thing a MacLean understands, it is family. And you, my love, are family. Say no more about it. Tell me what you need, Emma.”




Emma nodded her gratitude, taking a moment to gather her thoughts. “Sophie is up to something. Something big. But I do not know what that is just yet. She has taken an obscenely dark interest in destroying my two new American friends for some reason. Right now, Derek and Sam are in Amsterdam trying to find both of them. And do you remember Stella, Sophie’s Aunt in England?”




“I do. Lovely woman. I remember she had much to do with Sophie’s care growing up.” Shannon nodded. 




“Exactly. Well, I received a package from her at my office in Berlin. She sent me a set of purchase orders for supplies and equipment referencing a container ship owned by the father-in-law of Sophie’s best friend William - her best friend there in England growing up. Sophie apparently left them at Stella’s during a recent visit, and Stella thought I might have requisitioned the work. She was just trying to be helpful. But I do not yet understand why Sophie would be involved with renovations on a cargo ship. It makes no sense to me.”




Shannon shut her eyes tight for a moment and shook her head. “Wow, Love. You’ve made my head spin with all this. But don’t you worry, sister. We will talk it all out and see what we can make of it together. Colin is making a roast for us this evening. I always find the smell of roasting lamb quite divinely inspiring.”




“Let us hope so. I could use some inspiration right now.” Emma confided, sipping her tea. She heard her phone buzz with a text. Reading it, she let out a long sigh of relief. 




“Sounds like good news?” Shannon observed with curiosity.




“Very good news, actually. Derek and my field agent Sam have safely found and recovered Amy. And it seems like they have some direction now in tracking Michael down as well.” Emma explained. 




Colin burst into the parlor, his face ashen. “Forgive me, ladies. But you’re gonna want to see this...” He picked up the remote and turned on the television. 




All three of them fell silent as they watched a news anchorwoman describing breaking news about how Hans Geller, a prominent financier, had just completed a stunning press conference in which he accused the head of the Society for the Advancement of Women of blackmail and embezzlement. 




Emma nearly spit her tea out. “What is he doing! Why is he saying these things about me? It is completely false!” 




Shannon and Colin just looked on in stunned silence as Emma almost immediately was on her phone, delivering rapid-fire instructions in German to some poor soul on the other end who was tasked with getting all of her instructions down correctly. 




“I am calling an emergency meeting for the Inner Circle. Tonight. Shannon, may I impose on you to help confirm everyone’s attendance for 8pm?” Emma took Shannon’s hand and squeezed it. 




“You don’t have to ask, love. Tell me who you want me to contact And Colin, double-check the perimeter security, and call Siobhan. Tell her to be ready for trouble. We’ll not be taking any chances tonight.” Shannon was all business now, reading the intensity in her dear friend’s face. 




The friends ate hastily when Colin served the dinner, discussing various theories and possible motivations for Hans Geller’s inexplicable announcement. 




Emma mentally prepared herself for perhaps the most difficult session with the Inner Circle ever. She had to unequivocally state her innocence, and at the same time assess which members of the Inner Circle believed her and which did not.


Chapter VII










Sunglasses on and blending in with the up-scale crowd in the outdoor cafe, Sophie sipped her cappuccino and watched Alexa go to work several tables away from her. She watched Alexa with a smile of approval as she laughed and touched the arm of the gentleman with her. Sophie realized that hiring Alexa away from Dr. Mia Jonassen had been one of the best strategic moves of this entire new business enterprise, and it had been easy to accomplish as well. 




Sophie was impressed by the quality and precision of the hypnosis conditioning file that Alexa had prepared and sold to her for Dr. Jonassen. The effect on Michael had been spectacular, leaving him truly believing that he was an obedient drone. Sophie immediately realized Alexa had done all of the inductions and recording work, and that - aside from the powerful trance inducing drugs and medical facility that she provided - Dr. Jonassen was not needed at all. Sophie had already sourced the drugs and had obtained the right equipment and workspace. Sophie quickly learned everything there was to know about Alexa, and found an angle to lure her in: Alexa had amassed a large debt borrowing money to pay for both her undergraduate and master’s degree in human behavioral psychology with a double major in therapeutic hypnosis.




Within a week of producing Michael’s recording, Alexa had accepted Sophie’s offer to come work for her. Sophie offered to pay Alexa’s entire college loan debt as a signing bonus, in exchange for her complete silence about Sophie’s business plans.




Alexa had then proven herself quite worthy as a field agent of sorts for Sophie as well. Within days of being hired, and using a temporary workspace set up for the hypnosis sessions Sophie wanted her to conduct, Alexa had already picked up, drugged and then hypnotized three unsuspecting young male backpackers making their way through the networks of youth hostels here in Italy. 




Sophie had met with and tested each of these three young men and was duly impressed by how easily Alexa made the seduction/hypnosis process seem. This business idea of hers was going to work quite well! Sophie had already arranged a buyer for these first three hapless males, all of whom she had triggered into drone slave mode awaiting the buyer to pick them up. They would not be brought out of their drone state again, at least not until the buyer had her new slaves safely chained up or caged somewhere. 




Encouraged by Alexa’s capabilities, Sophie immediately began to target the Board members of William’s shipping company. She already had extracted from William the necessary details of the monthly Board meetings where the men met to socialize and relax. None of that worked to her advantage, so Sophie cleverly coaxed William into scheduling an impromptu, overnight “off-site retreat” for the entire Board, the goal being to give useless William a platform to lay out his plans for the company to the Board. To Sophie’s delight, they all went along with it. Little did William or any of the Board members realize that it was entirely staged. Sophie and Alexa had pre-booked a suite of rooms in a fancy hotel in Venice and within 48 hours had staged multiple sets of mobile hypnosis equipment in each of the booked rooms. 




It was Sophie’s sadistic nature that compelled her to exclude William from the drone hypnosis brainwashing. She wanted William to see her destroy his wife’s company right before his eyes, and then take the blame for it. 




The rest of the plan to reprogram the Board members was quite simple. An unwitting William ensured that all Board members got to the Venice hotel and had a wonderful time there, wining and dining them like royalty upon their arrival. Alexa, unknown to anyone, simply entered each of the Board members’ hotel rooms while they caroused downstairs and applied a strong dose of trance-inducing drug to each of their toothbrushes. 




Alexa just waited until the Board members finally arrived back to their rooms to retire. A short while later, while they lay helplessly unaware, she silently re-entered the rooms and placed headphones over the drugged Board member’s ears. Then she went back to her own room and monitored the inductions remotely. 




Before dawn, Alexa then re-entered each of the rooms and retrieved her headsets, leaving the sleeping men to wake up as they normally would, except for the presence of a major erection. She smiled as she envisioned some of the older men feeling gloriously aroused like never before, having not the slightest clue that they had been deeply hypnotized and programmed to be Sophie’s devoted and obedient drone slaves whenever Sophie chose to activate them. 




But today, Sophie had given the beautiful Alexa with a very different assignment. She was tasked by Sophie to seduce, drug, and hypnotize a prominent German banker named Hans Geller. Hans had worked on many complex financing deals for Emma, in support of her many real estate projects for the Society for the Advancement of Women. But once Alexa finished with his deep hypnosis sessions tonight, by this time tomorrow Hans Geller would believe in his heart that Emma had swindled him out of millions of dollars worth of fees for years and would feel an overwhelming compulsion to finally tell the world about it. Sophie had written out the key phrases and themes of the induction for Alexa herself, with instruction to destroy the notes once the induction was completed. 




Sophie would then use Geller’s public statements to lobby hard against Emma within the ranks of the Inner Circle in order to discredit her and weaken her position there as leader. It would not take much more to turn several the Inner Circle members to favor her over Emma for leadership and a new direction for Emma’s secretive institution. 




Sophie smiled as she watched Geller falling right into Alexa’s seductive trap, just several tables away. Men were always so weak in the presence of beautiful women. She allowed her thoughts to drift momentarily toward finding the next crop of unsuspecting males to feed her rapidly growing black market slave trade enterprise. Then she refocused on today’s set of goals. Geller was due to be the very first subject to receive Alexa’s hypnotic mind control conditioning while inside a specially prepared shipping container. She had to know that the remote-conditioning aspect of her drone programming worked without any glitches, before relying on it at sea on a container ship. 




In a few more weeks, she would have the first of William’s container ships -the Caspia - prepared and ready to covertly receive volumes of drugged males, locked in shipping containers. Once on board and out of port, each captive male would be deeply hypnotized and programmed while the cargo ship made its voyage to another port. All the hypnosis programming would be conducted and monitored remotely via the electronics and satellite uplinks Sophie had installed aboard the Caspia as part of the upgrades. Once in a foreign port, the shipping containers would then be loaded onto trucks and driven to the destinations set up by Sophie’s team of operatives, where they would be unloaded and delivered to their new owners as perfectly obedient drone slaves. Such beautiful genius, Sophie mused happily. 




Sophie noticed Geller paying the bill and felt her pulse quickening with excitement. The next few minutes had to go very smoothly, or she would be forced to abort this mission. She let Geller guide a sexy, smiling Alexa out of the cafe before leaving herself, trailing them at a safe distance. Alexa had instructions to lead Geller back to her car for a steamy make-out session, where she would drug him. Geller would have no reason to suspect that the truck parked near Alexa’s car in the alleyway - the one with the shipping container on the back of it - was due to be his prison for the next eight hours or so. 




“Good girl, Alexa, good girl.” Sophie said to herself as Alexa calmly got out of her car fifteen minutes later, left the door open and strolled toward the cargo truck. Two men got out of the truck, unlatched the back of the cargo container, and then passed by her without a word. Moments later, after checking to see nobody was watching, they hauled Geller’s unconscious body out of Alexa’s car and put him into the cargo container. 




A few minutes later, Alexa and the two men emerged from the container. Alexa got in her car and drove away. The two men got back in the truck and drove away. 




Sophie was waiting for Alexa in her hotel room when she finally arrived. “Is the mobile conditioning unit online now?” 




Alexa nodded yes, opening a laptop and tapping the keys. He had very bad breath, Sophie. I deserve hazard pay.”




Sophie chuckled. “My sweet girl, you will be very well compensated once you carry out this plan for me. I can be assuring to this. Stay to your focus now. I want Geller reprogrammed by morning, no excuses.” 




Alexa bristled at Sophie’s demeaning tone, but kept her mouth closed. She was suddenly very glad that she had decided to keep and hide Sophie’s written instructions. After all, she had just drugged and kidnapped one of the most powerful men in Europe. The thought sent a cold chill up and down her spine. Too late to turn back now. She pulled up the hypnosis induction program, then double- checked the contacts on all of Geller’s physical restraints and headset. Then she checked his vitals. The two apes that dragged Geller into the cargo container had followed instructions. This was a relief. Everything was ready. In a calm tone she announced, “I am starting the induction right... now. Program run time is eight hours, forty minutes.”




Sophie checked her watch. It was a few minutes past 4pm. Right on schedule. Herr Geller would eventually wake up in the back room of a sleazy late-hour nightclub here in the city without a clue as to how or why he got there, but not before she staged a very damning naked photo shoot there with some hired sluts all over him. A simple yet effective insurance policy, should something go wrong with the plan later on. 




Sophie stood with a sigh. “The room is yours for the evening, Alexa. You have done well up to now. Do not give me the reason for changing my mind. Notify me when you are ready to bring him out of trance.” 




Alexa waited for Sophie to leave. When the door closed, she muttered, “Thank you for the encouragement, bitch.”


Chapter VIII










Sophie strolled elegantly into the boardroom, smiling warmly at the seven frowning men seated around the table with William. Each and everyone of them were devouring her stunning beauty as she calmly took a seat among them. She had chosen the perfect power suit for today: A smartly tailored grey wool skirt and jacket, cut to accentuate every one of her sensual curves. A conservative white silk blouse did little to diminish the presence of her large, round breasts contained within the buttoned jacket. She held an armload of thin leather folders and placed them on the table in front of her with a sexy sigh as she settled into her chair. Her eyes moved to William, silently commanding him to begin speaking. Her slight smile remained as William nervously cleared his throat. 




“Gentlemen, I should like to begin this board meeting - my second as Chief Executive Officer and Chairman of this Board of Directors - with a word of gratitude. I speak also for my wife Lauren, who as you know is now the sole heiress to this company since her father’s untimely passing. May he Rest in Peace. I - we - are most appreciative in your faith and trust in my leadership. I shall remain committed to moving this company forward into the future.“




Sophie silently noted the reverent head nods all around the table as she nodded to William, prompting him to continue. She had little patience for coddling these doddering old men. She could tell most of them truly believed she was only there as William’s sizzling hot new secretary. Just wait, boys...




William cleared his throat again and continued. “... which is why I have decided to create a new senior-level position in this company for a Quality Control Officer. The position will report directly to me and will be exempt from any Board approvals unless and until I deem that necessary. I will of course require a simple Board majority to approve a resolution for the new position. She will be responsible for a top-down re-engineering of all our systems and processes and will have exclusive control of a new annualized funding stream to be created for this purpose. Gentlemen, with due respect, we have ignored the future long enough. Changes need to be made, immediately.




Sophie silently eyed the looks of shock on every face around the table. Well done, little William. Now it is time to finish your assignment. Her smile broadened as she calmly gazed at William.




A portly old man huffed and puffed before exclaiming, “My good man, what is this rubbish about needing change?! Have you even bothered to review our fourth quarter earnings report? Our profit margins are the envy of the industry!”




William steeled his nerves. “Yes, Wallace, of course. But they will not be for long if we do not keep up with the times. I fully understand your looks of concern, but I am thoroughly convinced this is the right move at this juncture. I have invited my new appointee Sophie here today to share her vision before we vote to approve.”




“Now hold on a moment. This beauty is your new Quality Control Officer? I thought she was a secretary! I shall never allow this!” Wallace huffed.




Sophie rose with feline grace, absorbing the glaring looks of hatred from everyone in the room except William. William, she noted, had a smug look of confidence on his face as if he knew the Board members would outright reject Sophie’s preposterous proposal. Oh, William. This was going to be such fun. She spoke in a calm, sultry voice. “Thank you, William. I will take it from here. Have you prepared my presentation?” 




William gulped. Sophie still scared the hell out of him. She had taken such complete control of his life that all he could hope for was these old bastards would not allow her plans to move forward. “Oh yes, of course Sophie... sorry... here is the remote for the screen.”




Sophie made eye contact with every board member as she strolled around the entire room. Excellent. They were all responding to her voice already after just a few words. Some were dropping straight into a light trance while others were still fighting it. Alexa had done well with the drone hypnosis conditioning. “The problems of this company are the problems of this Board. Those at the top here give direction... but receive no direction themselves. My vision provides this missing direction for you. The goal is pure, unbreakable efficiency: The removal of selfish squabble and the creation of shared purpose. We need looking no further than nature for guidance...”




Sophie touched a button on the remote. The room lighting dimmed and a tiny image emerged on the otherwise black screen. The audio track began and the room was filled with the soft, almost soothing sound of bees buzzing in their hive. She watched shoulders relaxing as all the men - except William of course - heard the trigger sound and began plunging quickly into trance. A few tried to stand and escape but slumped immediately back in their chairs with a deep exhale of resignation as the tiny image on the screen grew larger and larger as if they were all hurtling headlong into it. 




Sophie smiled wickedly as the men around the table stared blankly at the image of a honeycomb crawling with drone worker bees all toiling around a larger Queen at the very center of the image. She knew that Alexa had conditioned their minds to trigger a very deep hypnotic response to this exact sound of the drone bees buzzing around their Queen. She watched with delight as their heads nodded forward and eyes closed, one by one.  “Drones... serve the Queen. Every act of the service to the Queen deepens their devotion and submission to the Queen... this allows the Queen to rule the hive efficiently and grow stronger... this is natural and correct behavior. I am your Control Officer... your Queen... and you at My Board... you are my drones... you serve me and grow more devoted and submissive... I command you and grow stronger and more powerful.”




William blinked in genuine surprise as he watched the board members fall fast asleep in their chairs. “Sophie! What have you done to them?!” 




Sophie ignored William and strolled over to Wallace. She leaned over and touched the back of his neck lightly while bringing her lips close to his ear. Her voice was soft yet authoritative. “Drone... Activate!” 




William stood in stunned silence as Sophie repeated the command into every Board member’s ear. He was trembling as Sophie strolled over to him at the head of the large table. 




“You should know something, William. Every one of them will vote to throw you out if I tell them to, without a second of hesitation. Would you like to see this?” Sophie turned as if to address the sleeping Board members. 




“No! Sophie please don’t do that! I - I want to work with you!” William quickly pleaded, backing up as Sophie moved closer to him. 




“You are wanting to work for me... not with me... William. Say it.” Sophie purred, bringing her fingertips up to lightly stroke his cheek.




“Yes... of course Sophie that is what I meant... I want nothing more than to work for you. Please.” William whispered nervously, feeling Sophie’s fingers tracing down his chest and stomach before gently patting the growing bulge in his slacks. 




“Mmmm... are you sure this is the thing you want, William? I am a very... very... demanding... boss... I am making sure you are a very busy boy... working so hard for me that you never have time for sex with the wife... you want this, William?” Sophie’s lips were practically touching William’s lips as she breathed hotly into his face.




“Y-Yes! Oh god Sophie yes!” William whispered, barely believing that he had just responded that way. Suddenly all he wanted was to kiss those luscious full soft lips in front of his mouth. 




Sophie smiled at William and advanced the presentation to a static slide with the words Thank You on the right, and a photograph of a flower with a bee on it, on the left. 




He let her push him back down into the soft leather chair at the head of the table as she calmly strolled back to her own seat and sat down. 




Sophie looked around the Board room table smiling. Then in a calm voice she purred, “Drones will awaken on the count of five. Drones will remain activated. Shell personalities will re-emerge whenever necessary or required. One... Two...Three...Four...Five.” 




William caught is breath as all the Board members woke up instantly, viewing the big Thank You on the screen with looks of puzzlement. 




Sophie stood, smiling warmly. “Thank you, gentlemen, for your attention today. I am understanding the necessary protocols of a Board vote on this resolution, so with William’s permission I will step outside for the vote. William perhaps you would assist me in distributing the resolution?” 




Everyone in the room watched William stand up awkwardly and walk over to Sophie hunched over to hide his rock-hard erection. With obvious embarrassment he picked up the stack of leather folders and distributed them to each Board member. Nobody even seemed curious why Sophie was not lifting a finger to help him. 




Sophie waited for William to finish his distribution and sit back down. Then she addressed the entire Board. “I wish to make it clear to each member of this Board that I would be very... very pleased... to provide direction here. I would of course have to insist that all the terms and conditions set forth in the resolution be approved... exactly as they are written... with absolutely no objections. I am leaving you for the discussion and the voting now.”




Every man watched Sophie turn and stroll out of the room as William held the door for her. 




“I rather like her.”




“Indeed. She has the vision that we need.”




“Quite right... ah, Article Four outlines the new funding source... let’s see here... all Board members are to liquidate 50% of their personal assets and assign them to the new funding company, over which only she presides. Perfectly reasonable.”




“Agreed. And read on, chaps. Sophie will take only half of each current Board member’s pension allotment as a signing bonus. Brilliant!”




“Wish I had thought of that!”




“Quite right!” 




William looked on in stunned silence as each of the Board members quickly signed the resolution without a moment of hesitation, immediately increasing Sophie’s net worth by more than five hundred million Pounds, and effectively giving her free reign over his wife’s shipping company... and over him as well. How did this even happen? His head was spinning as he rose on shaky legs to retrieve Sophie from the waiting room. 




Sophie breezed past William and back into the Board room before he had a chance to say anything at all. “I am very pleased with your decision, gentlemen!” 




William watched with fascination as every Board member clambered out of his chair to congratulate and welcome Sophie to the Board. All agreed that this would be a wonderful new adventure for all of them. 




Sophie took control immediately, producing copies of an agenda that she had prepared in advance before sitting down at the table. “Here is the agenda we spoke about, William. Perhaps you will distribute it for me.”


Chapter IX










Emma sat at Shannon’s dining table and opened the videoconference bridge promptly at 8pm. She kept all participants in the virtual waiting room until everyone had joined, as was their protocol. Shannon sat at the dining room table next to her, on a separate laptop. 




Emma scanned the names of the attendees, her pulse quickening. Princess Miko. Dr. Mia Jonassen. Shannon of course. Aaliya Kumar from Bangalore. Mina from Tuscany. She felt a cold chill as she saw Sophie’s name pop into the virtual waiting area. 




Taking a deep breath and exhaling slowly, Emma opened the videoconference and began the meeting. “My sisters, thank you for accommodating this impromptu meeting today - I realize the time is quite unfavorable for some of you. But as you may have heard, our financier, Hans Geller, today made a public statement in which he accused me personally of extorting him and stealing money from him. Sisters, hear me now: These claims are absurd, unfounded, and entirely fabricated. The purpose of this meeting-“




Sophie cut in. “Emma, with much respect, this situation is your own making. I have petitioned this Council many times to involve more of us in the financing of the global projects, but you refuse to relinquish the control. How can any of us defend you now?” Sophie’s voice was gentle and nurturing. 




“Watch your tone, Sophie. You’ll do well to remember that Emma has earned all of our respect many times over.” Shannon snapped. 




“A new situation requires a new perspective. What has been in the past may no longer be. Sophie raises an important point. Emma has kept all of us out of the financing conversations. How are we to know what did or did not occur?” Aaliya had commented in a cool, calm voice. Almost like she was reading a prepared remark. 




Emma kept her composure. She had to keep Sophie talking while her Security team - covertly and remotely plugged into the videoconference - had time to analyze Sophie’s surroundings and hopefully locate her. If there was one thing Emma understood about Sophie, it was her lust for a captive audience. Sophie’s vanity was her greatest weakness.  She gazed at Sophie’s beautiful face, noting the slightly smug smile on her full lips. “Sophie, as much as I disagree with your opinion, I value it as much as my own. This is the principle upon which we have built the finest organization to help women all over the world. Please elaborate on your concerns, Sophie. The floor is yours.” 




Sophie wasted no time. This was her moment to convey virtue, sincerity, and strong leadership potential to her fellow members of the Inner Circle. Over the course of the next five minutes, Sophie did her best to lay the groundwork for Emma’s immediate suspension as Chair of the Inner Circle by formally declaring a vote of no confidence. She went right on to describe her own glorious attributes, as reason for the Council to consider her the most suitable replacement for Emma as Chair. Sophie artfully spun her monologue into a compelling campaign speech. 




In Emma’s Security control room in Berlin, a team of women focused intensely on the live-stream audio and video feeds coming from Emma’s videoconference. They filtered and played back segments of the recorded livestream, cleaning up the audio and video as best they could. Their target was  Sophie. Their goal was to pinpoint her location.




The Audio specialist pressed her headphones tightly against her head, straining to hear every detail of the background noises she could hear beyond Sophie’s soft, breathy voice. A ship’s horn could definitely be heard in the distance. Trucks were moving slowly in low gear. Large equipment - possibly cranes - nearly constant in the background. Male voices, garbled at first. Running filters and playing the recordings back over and over, she determined the language with certainty. She could hear the echo of Sophie’s voice: Small room, mostly unfurnished, thin walls accounting for so much background noise. She quickly finished her analysis and composed an encrypted note to Emma. Looking to her colleague analyzing the video, her gaze was returned by a dejected shrug. Sophie had used a superimposed video screen image of a tropical beach behind her. 




Emma saw a new text come in on her phone as the conversation continued after hearing Sophie’s long-winded speech. The Council members were mixed in their current opinions of the situation, and about what to do next. Best to let them discuss freely without her intervention. Besides, she needed time to read the analysis from her Security team regarding Sophie’s whereabouts. 




“Target is in Italy. Coastal shipping port. Broadcast likely from temporary structure. 90% probability. No visual analysis to confirm. Geopositioning scrambler active.”




Emma felt her face flushing but remained outwardly calm. Without taking her eyes off her camera, she picked up a pen and scribbled a few words on the pad next to her without looking, tapping the note with her finger for emphasis when done. 




Colin watched the gesture, quietly moving to the pad to read Emma’s note. He was careful to remain off camera as he nodded and quietly left the dining room. He raced down the hallway and into the study, dialing Siobhan as he ran. 




“Yes Pa, how is it going there?” Siobhan answered on the first ring.




“Not good, love. I fear to tell ya more right now, but we have a wee bit of work to do. Grab yer laptop!” Colin instructed. 




Five minutes later, Colin re-entered the dining room quietly. The videoconference was still going on. He quietly slid the pad away from Emma’s laptop, wrote a note and held it up just above her laptop camera so that she could read it without diverting her eyes too much. 




Emma calmly read Colin’s note without reacting at all. She had her answer. Colin had tracked down the Italian shipping port that William’s shipping company used. Sophie was most likely taking this call from the field office there. Time to close the net around her now. Sophie’s use of sophisticated location-scrambling technology was troubling. Somebody on this Council was helping Sophie. And she had a fair guess just who that person was. 




✽✽✽




Princess Miko sat perfectly still while Sophie blathered on and on. Just once, it would be lovely to schedule an emergency meeting during waking hours here in Japan. She sighed softly as her gaze remained fixed on the videoconference attendees, and on Sophie’s face as she spoke. 




Miko was very adept at playing many different angles with many different players. She kept her options open. She had learned the value of doing so, both in the social politics of Japanese royal circles, and here in the Inner Circle also. 




Sophie had in recent months been one of her best and most prolific customers for her advanced technology solutions and equipment. Sophie always paid whatever Miko asked, and in turn, Miko never asked for details as to what Sophie intended to use her products for. Of course, unless Sophie wanted her to know. One clear example had been the remotely operated massage chair that Sophie had purchased from Miko. Sophie had enlisted Miko’s  help to remotely operate the system with a team of her acolyte students. She recalled the fun of torturing that poor young man Michael, a slight smile moving her lips momentarily. 




But as Miko listened to Sophie, it became clear that Sophie had been planning something that was not at all in her own interest. Sophie had become more demanding and insistent in recent months. Miko now understood why Sophie wanted the location-scrambling technology: She had gone into hiding, for reasons unknown. 




Miko’s brilliant mind was quickly filling in the details of Sophie’s motivations. Her thoughts turned to a running inventory of everything that Sophie had purchased from her over the course of the past year, how all those items could be used, and how they might relate to each other. Sophie was clearly up to no good. With another gentle sigh, she silently deduced that her very lucrative business relationship with Sophie would have to come to an end. 




Princess Miko picked up her phone and sent a brief encrypted text to Emma, using a number she had not used in years. 




✽✽✽




Emma listened calmly as the debate continued. Shannon and Mina remained by her side. Clearly Aaliya was fervently aligned with Sophie. Dr. Mia Jonassen oddly was not expressing any opinion at all. And Princess Miko, as always, was playing on both sides of the fence, not yet ready to pick a side. Which made the incoming text from Miko - on a secure line - a total surprise. 




‘Emma dear, I do so miss you. I am in need of a juror for my senior class in advanced technology. Perhaps you have time for a visit?’




Emma gulped in surprise. Why would Miko send such a randomly worded message in the midst of this crisis? There was always a reason with Miko. 




“... Emma? Would that be suiting to you?” Sophie’s voice was innocently inquiring. 




Shannon noted Emma’s distracted look and pounced with anger, “Absolutely not, Sophie. How dare you insult this Council with your unfounded accusations and shoddy attempt at a power grab. Shame on you. You’ll get not one step closer to the Chair here while I’m still breathin’! I move to immediately adjourn this meeting until more facts... and aye, I said facts, Sophie... are gathered and understood.” 




“I duly second the motion,” Mina spoke up. 




Refocusing, Emma took over again. “Motion and second noted for adjournment. All favoring?” 




Everyone except Sophie and Aaliya raised their hands. Emma nodded. “Okay thank you all for your insights today. We will reconvene in short order to review this situation and discuss next steps.” 




Shannon waited for the video conference to end, then exclaimed loudly, “That slimy, self-possessed excuse of a woman! I’ll wring her neck myself before this is done!”




Emma rose from the dining room table with a sigh. “I would very much like to see that, even if only in my mind, Shannon. Thank you both for your hospitality and more importantly your friendship. Words cannot express my gratitude for your support right now.”




Shannon hugged Emma. “Come, let's have a Scotch by the fire. It’s been a long day.” 




Emma closed her laptop. “Sounds perfect, but I now have a plane to catch.”




“But ye just got here, Emma! Where ya going off to in the middle of the night then?!” Colin blurted out.




Emma hugged Colin. “It’s best you two don’t know. I’ll be in touch very soon. I promise you.” 


Chapter X










Miko smiled as she read Emma’s encrypted text in response to hers. She was using the old code words just as she had hoped. 




‘I would love to visit some time soon, but time is not my friend these days. Perhaps when the lotus blossoms are in full bloom?’ 




Princess Miko knew that meant ‘message received, on my way’. Good girl, Emma. Let’s sort all this out now.




✽✽✽




Princess Miko strolled into the technology lab, appraising the three young women standing by their respective tables. Each of them had some version of a pair of tentacles almost reaching the ceiling, mounted to a square black box which sat on one end of each lab table. On the other end, each student had arranged a tray consisting of an ornately decorated pot of tea and one matching and delicate china teacup. The students bowed deeply to their beloved professor and mentor, Princess Miko.




Miko smiled at her students. “My young minds, you are the finalists in our technology competition this year. I have invited a very special guest juror to observe your presentations. Please honor her with your greetings. Lady Emma, I humbly welcome you to our technology learning center. Please allow me to present the top finalists,”




Emma followed Miko into the lab, smiling warmly and returning the students respectful bows as best she could. 




Miko clapped her hands together. “We will begin now without delay. Ladies, you know your order of presentation. We begin with Miyuki.”




The young woman at the middle lab table bowed again nervously. In very respectable English she explained, “Our technology thesis project this semester is to design and build a remotely electro-synthetic articulating armature and successfully operate the system to perform a normal humanoid function.”




Miko sighed, smiling. “Emma, what Miyuki is trying to say is that they built remote-controlled tentacles, and I want them to perform part of a traditional Japanese tea ceremony with them.”




Emma laughed. “This is very exciting! Thank you, Miyuki. I am eager to see this!” 




Miyuki waited for Miko to signal her before beginning. She bowed again and picked up her remote and began pressing buttons. Nothing happened. 




Miko gently suggested, “Perhaps a reboot would help, Miyuki.” 




Emma and Miko watched the young woman deftly reboot her laptop and then pick up the remote again. This time both arms curled downward from their vertical position in graceful arcs and extended themselves horizontally across the lab table. But then they both froze, the thin ends just centimeters from the handle of the teapot and the side of the cup. 




After several frustrating minutes of trying to re-start her robotic arms, Miyuki bowed her head, face reddening with shame. 




Emma offered encouragement. “Miyuki, that was amazing! How long does it take for you to build such an elegant robotic system?”




“Thank you, Lady Emma. Approximately two months of build time is required, including electronics.”




Miko clapped her hands. “Good effort Miyuki. Yumi, you are next please.” 




The young woman at the rear lab table gave Miyuki a sneering look and then bowed. With supreme confidence and a grand flourish, she held her remote high above her head and pushed a button, her sparkling eyes never leaving Miyuki’s. 




Everyone in the room was startled when both tentacles began to curl downward, but then slammed straight down across the table, smashing both the tea pot and the cup into a thousand pieces. Hot tea poured off the lab table and drizzled onto the floor as Yumi stared in stunned disbelief. 




Miko smiled thinly. “Ah, Yumi. Had we been designing tomahawks, you would no doubt be in first place. Most likely a programming malfunction. Okay,  Aiko. It is your turn now.”




The chubby girl at the front lab table pushed her glasses back up her nose for the eleventh time since arriving in the lab. She bowed, nervously picked up her remote and pushed a button, cringing slightly in anticipation. 




Emma watched the tentacles begin to move, with total fascination. In perfect synchronization, the two tentacles curled themselves downward into perfect spirals, and then unfurled themselves horizontally over the surface of the table. The tentacle nearest to the teapot slowly passed its thin tip between the handle and the pot, slowly and carefully wrapping itself around and around the handle of the teapot with smooth precision. 




The other tentacle moved in toward the top of the teapot. The thin tip of this one curved itself elegantly down to rest lightly on the China cover of the teapot. Then both arms slowly raised are the same time and rotated slowly in unison until tea poured out of the spout and landed perfectly in the teacup. The tentacle arms rotated back before the cup overflowed and reset the pot down on the tray gently. 




The two tentacle arms then retracted back across the table, curled up to a vertical position and stopped. The room burst into applause and cheering. Tears of joy and relief flowed down the young woman’s cheeks as everyone congratulated her. 




Miko spoke, a warm smile on her face now. “Very well done, Aiko. Congratulations!” 




“That was the coolest thing I have ever seen, Aiko! You are amazing!” Emma exclaimed, hugging the young woman. 




✽✽✽




Emma strolled with Miko through her beautiful garden. “That was very impressive, Miko. You are changing the lives of these young women. I am so proud of you.” 




Miko sighed. “I am honored to have you here Emma. There is purpose in your visit, however. We both know this. I wish to help you.” 




Emma blinked at Miko’s directness. “Yes. And I appreciate your assistance Miko. 




“I can hear things that others cannot, Emma. I believe that what I am about to show you will have value for you in the near future.” Miko calmly produced what looked like a metal cigarette case from her beautiful floral print kimono. 




Emma was puzzled by Miko’s comment. She watched her open up the small case, which was completely empty. Odd. But as she gazed at the case, she saw a small insect fly over it and land in one of the small, dimpled depressions inside the case. This flying insect was followed by another. And another. And a steady stream of flying mechanical insects followed, until the case was filled with fifty tiny little winged devices, all now perched in neat little rows. 




Miko gently closed the cover and pressed a button on the outside of the case. 




Emma’s jaw dropped as she listened to the last few moments of their own conversation. 




‘That was very impressive, Miko. You are changing the lives of these young women. I am so proud of you.’




Miko chuckled at Emma’s shocked face. “Nanotechnology is developing rapidly, Emma. There are so many practical applications. My little flying ears here are designed to work together. Each picks up a certain frequency, and they collaborate to work their respective recordings into a fully formed pattern of speech. They are solar powered, so while it is daytime, they can handle the wind conditions, and they have an unlimited range. They are also GPS enabled, and can be deployed within a banquet hall as easily as they can be sent miles away to settle into trees or gardens. It  is my gift to you. The first of many, if you will honor me with the opportunity.”




Emma took the small metal case, her fingertips tracing over the ornate Japanese etchings. “Thank you Miko. This is truly amazing.”




“Now we must talk about Sophie. Normally I do not discuss my business relationships with others, but this situation is different, and action is required. Sophie has been purchasing volumes of technology from me over the past year. You know of course about the massage chair that she convinced you to buy, but that was just the beginning. All purchases since have been funded directly by Sophie. Including but not limited to high-power ship-to-shore internet portals, location scrambling technology and even multiple sets of hospital-grade hypnosis therapy systems. “




Emma processed Miko’s revelation. How did these pieces all fit together? 





Chapter XI










Jenny’s eyes opened very slowly as the drugs began to wear off. Everything was blurry for a while. A blindingly bright light seemed to be right in front of her face. Her groggy mind slowly began to process information. Her head was upside down. She was staring at a rusty, corrugated steel wall. There was a powerful battery-powered lantern hanging on the wall, shining directly on her face. Everything smelled like rotting fish. She tried to right herself but felt cold steel bars all over her body holding her in this position: on her back, bent in the shape of a bow, legs spread very wide, feet near the floor but not touching, arms pointing straight down at the floor. She tried lifting her head only to find a steel bar underneath her chin. Her head was trapped inside a box made of a series of iron pipes and connectors. The small of her back rested on a pipe, with another pipe pressing firmly down on her belly. Her upper back rested on another pipe, and two more pipes pressed down on her chest - one above and one below her breasts, which were squeezed very tightly between them. 




As Jenny returned to wakefulness, a flood of panic swept through her as she fought and strained to free any part of her body. But everything was very tightly secured between sets of iron bars forming very tight boxes around her body. She had seen photos of these torture benches in hard-core BDSM materials. She counted six restraint points along each leg, and four along each arm. The restraining pipes were so tight that she could feel her pulse in every single one of them all over her body. Whoever set this up knew what they were doing. The longer she stayed in this position, the more uncomfortable and painful it would become. These were designed specifically to mentally break slaves. Her panicked mind remembered watching a porn movie a long time ago where a girl was left like this for days, but when her captor finally let her off the bench, he forced her into some other more uncomfortable position and restrained her again. Not good. 




Jenny heard a soft whimper to her left. She couldn’t really turn her head but moved it enough to see that it was Kristina, naked and identically restrained to her own torture bench. Her well-muscled body was bent into the same upside-down U-shape. Oh shit... Now what?




✽✽✽







Sophie ended the videoconference with a smug smile on her face. She had successfully sowed the seeds of doubt in Emma’s credibility and gained ground in displaying her own capabilities as a strong leader. Now, to see what her two captives knew about her plans. She packed up her things and left the small field office trailer in the shipping port. She hated the smell of this place… Strolling between the high towers of stacked cargo containers, she finally found the one that she was looking for. 




Sophie removed the padlock and opened the door, smiling wickedly as she stepped inside and closed it. Before her she saw two naked females bent over backwards and unmercifully restrained, their helpless squirming bodies drenched in sweat as they both tried desperately to escape. She strolled slowly to Jenny, placing her fingertips on her straining thigh muscles. “I am planning so many wonderful surprises for you, My pretty new pets... this is such fun for me. And none of your friends know you are here with me... they do not even know where to start looking for you. You have the permission to think about this as often as you like. Actually... I want you to think about that... nobody is coming to your rescue...”




Jenny felt Sophie’s fingers tracing along the inside of her thighs before they began gently playing with her clitoris. She had never felt so completely vulnerable in her life. She watched nervously as Sophie strolled to a tall cabinet fixed to the side of the shipping container. Opening it with a chuckle, she returned with a large bottle of light purple oil and a pair of elbow-length exam gloves. 




Sophie pulled the gloves on with a deliberate snap. “My friend... she is the wicked genius I think. She created this aphrodisiac oil... it is very... very... powerful... she says to use just a drop... maybe two. This is more than enough, she says. But she never understood how I like to play really. You will like this right away... then you will love it... and then... soon... you will be begging me to wipe it off your skin because it is too intense...” 




Jenny stiffened with fear as she felt oil drizzling down onto her thighs. It tingled almost immediately, even before Sophie’s fingers gently worked it into every inch of skin on her thighs, right up to her sex. The tingling sensations intensified, and then evolved into a deliciously warm, pleasurable sensation as Sophie’s fingers slowed down. She felt a pool of tingling warmth forming on her naked belly as Sophie poured a generous amount of oil there. She could feel it running down her sides and then along her inverted spine, all the way down to the back of her neck and hair. She felt it drooling down between her breasts, to her neck. She felt that same yummy warmth soaking into her skin as Sophie took her time massaging the oil in deeply. Sophie’s hands felt fantastic on her skin now as she slowly rubbed the oil into her hips and ass cheeks. 




“Isn’t this so nice, Jenny? The way your skin comes to life under my touch now? The way you see that even with the oil all over you, there is still no way to escape this bench. Go ahead to try. This is so very pleasing to me.” 




It had not quite occurred to Jenny that being so slippery might actually help her get out of her steel prison. She wondered why she did not think of that herself. But she smiled as Sophie’s hands resumed their oily massage all along her back. It really felt amazing. She squirmed her well-oiled torso against the restraining bars, setting off a shock wave of intense sexual pleasure. She sucked in her breath and held still for a moment, pulse pounding. The waves of pleasure in her body felt like an echo chamber, pulsing and throbbing over and over long after she stopped moving. She gasped quietly, “What the...”




Sophie smiled down at Jenny. “You see? I told you this was pleasing. Just wait, little pet... just wait...” 




Jenny felt more oil pouring down onto her lower legs and feet, followed by Sophie’s massaging fingers. She was breathing hard by the time Sophie finished oiling her shoulders, arms, and hands, taking care to make sure that all of the skin under the steel pipe restraints was very well oiled. When Sophie was done, Jenny found it impossible to keep her slick body completely still in her restraints. She was noticing how the reverberating pleasure response was growing stronger and lasting longer with even the slightest movement. 




Sophie kept her hands off Jenny for a few long minutes, then ran a hand along the inside of her thigh from her knee to just short of her sex, which was dripping wet and swollen with need now. She smiled broadly when Jenny cried out from the pleasure of that one stroke.




Jenny realized that Sophie had purposely avoided the most sexually sensitive areas of her body. Even so, she felt her arousal skyrocketing. She could not help it. Her nipples ached to be touched, and her clitoris literally throbbed with urgency for attention. The pleasurable sensations all over her body were beginning to overwhelm her. She could not even begin to fathom what strange potion was in this oil. 




Kristina listened to Jenny’s reaction to Sophie’s pleasure oil and felt a cold chill move up her spine. She quickly deduced that Sophie was preparing for an interrogation. Perhaps a devastatingly long interrogation. She forced her mind to concentrate. Her restraints were impossibly tight. These torture racks were often constructed with conventional pipe connectors, secured by hex bolts or something similar. She noted no locks anywhere that her eyes could see, which was not very much. She replayed the sounds that they had been listening to since regaining consciousness. Distant heavy machinery. Ships horns. Best guess right now would be a staging yard, dockside in a shipping port somewhere. Her heart sank as she played through the likely scenario of their container being lifted onto a container ship and hidden among hundreds of others stacked on deck. Sophie was correct. Nobody would ever find them. They were on their own. 




Kristina watched Sophie stroll into her upside-down field of vision, and squat down near her head. “You know this is not going to work, Sophie. We are not going to tell you anything.”




Sophie smiled down warmly at Kristina. “Oh... you will, obedient little Kristina... so loyal to Emma... so determined to keep her confidences. But very soon you will see the benefits to telling me the information I want... anything I want to know. Because you see this is the only way that you can stop your friend from losing her mind... permanently.”




Kristina fought back the seething rage of frustration as Sophie stood up and took a silicone basting brush out of the cabinet, holding it up for her to see. 




“Watch this next part very carefully, Kristina. Your silence will be driving your friend here to the madness...” Sophie strolled back over to Jenny’s glistening, writhing body. She gazed down at her lithe form so totally helpless, and felt a frisson of sexual pleasure course through her own loins. She touched the soft silicone fingers of the basting brush against Jenny’s labia gently, making her cry out.




“Sophie! You will not get away with this!” Kristina hissed, straining hard in her restraints. 




“I already have, my little secret agent girl... I already have...” Sophie smiled as she poured a generous amount of the drugged oil onto Jenny’s pussy, pressing the basting brush against her labia as an impromptu dam before slowly, teasingly using the soft bristles to work the oil in everywhere. 




Jenny’s eyes flew open and she screamed with pleasure as the intense tingling became unbelievably delicious warmth yet again. Her hips tried to buck against the soft brush for more stimulation, but she could hardly even squirm. She felt the oil running down into her ass crack, and it just felt so fucking good that she moaned loudly. She groaned even louder when Sophie flicked her clit a few times before dragging the soft brush all the way up her belly to her breasts. She felt the tingly warm oil pouring onto each nipple, first the left and then the right. And then she felt the same delicious thrill of intense sexual pleasure as Sophie oil-brushed her nipples slowly. It was too much to take. Her entire body was now throbbing with intense sexual need. Every nerve ending was screaming intense pleasure to her brain. She mewled and growled and whimpered as the sexual sensations grew stronger.




After a few more minutes of brush-teasing Jenny, Sophie placed the brush back in the cabinet and carefully pulled off the oily gloves, leaving Jenny screaming and panting hard with raw sexual need. She placed them in the cabinet and closed it before moving back to Kristina’s side. “This is such a fun for me. I leave you to listen to what you have done to your friend Jenny. The next time I see you, I am thinking you will be more of an eagerness to tell me interesting things about Emma’s private security team... her networks... how much she knows about my plans. Let us see how strong you are, Hmm? If you decide not to tell me things, I am oiling you next. I have the erotic fantasies about this, Kristina. Mmmm... I already see the two of you... naked and shiny in this pleasure oil... arms and legs wrapped around each other inside a cage at the foot of my bed... a cage so small your bodies are pressed very tight together... your desperate moans are like a nice bedtime song to me... so very pleasing. Oh, and I am turning the lights off in here so you both can really concentrate on my fantasy without the distractions.”




Kristina fought back a wave of panic as Sophie turned off the lights and left them in the shipping container. She heard her laughing as she closed and padlocked the door. Jenny’s moans grew louder and louder as the drugged oil seeped into her desperate, writhing body. It was quite suddenly very difficult to focus on any thoughts other than helping Jenny.




Hours later, Jenny and Kristina heard the sounds of heavy machinery nearby, followed by the loud clanking of chains on the roof of the steel container. Moments later the container was airborne, swaying slightly side to side. 




Jenny felt her slick body shifting in her steel pipe restraints, which only magnified the intensely pleasurable echo-chamber sensations coursing throughout her entire body. She moaned even louder as she felt the very beginnings of an orgasm building.  Her eyes rolled and she could barely keep from passing out.




Kristina noticed Jenny’s moans becoming higher in pitch, and how her breathing was growing more ragged. Not good. She shouted at Jenny, “Hey! Jenny! You have to distract yourself! You cannot let yourself cum! If you do, it gets much more intense, and it will stay that way!”




“Kristina ! What... what is in this oil?! I can’t... I cannot control myself... I think I am gonna cum... I need to cum so badly... you don’t understand!” Jenny gasped, between panting breaths.




“Jenny, listen to me! I understand exactly what that oil feels like and what it does. Think about bad things! Anything! A school bus accident... just think of something... anything... that turns you off completely!” Kristina had to think of a way to keep Jenny from going over the edge into orgasm. She knew if that happened, the orgasms just would not stop, and would become more and more intense until she just passed out. 




The container suddenly landed with a loud metallic boom. Jenny gasped in pure ecstasy as every restraint stimulated her skin simultaneously. 




Kristina focused hard and listened, trying to hear everything happening outside the container over Jenny’s nearly constant moans of pleasure. She heard another similar metallic boom above them a few minutes later, that resonated loudly through their container. Another container had been stacked on top of theirs. Soon another, and then another. These sounds continued all night long. Kristina tried to count the booms, using the information to gauge how big the ship was. Her mind continued to calculate where the sounds were coming from, all night long. Eventually, she formed a mental picture of their container being on the bottom of a stack of containers, either at the very forward end of the cargo container area or at the very rear of it. This would make sense, as the shipping containers were likely stacked tight against each other end to end for space efficiency on the deck. She realized that they were simply human cargo. That meant they would have to be kept alive at least until Sophie got what she wanted out of them. So, this meant regular visits by someone to provide food and drink, which meant that their cargo container doors must be on the end of the stack somewhere. 




Kristina forced her head painfully sideways trying to see Jenny, but there was absolutely no light inside the container. She listened to Jenny’s moans of pleasure growing louder and more animated as she moved closer to orgasm. Thinking quickly, she gasped and shouted, “Ouch! Dammit! Something just bit me, Jenny!”




Jenny froze. What would bite someone inside a shipping container? “Like... a rat?”




“No... maybe.  I don’t know. It might have been a bat. Do you hear that? They are almost silent when they fly...” Kristina lied, noting how Jenny’s moaning had stopped for the moment. 




“Oh shit... I hate bats! They are so creepy!” Jenny whined. 




“Okay we will deal with the bats later. But right now, tell me what you can about your restraints. Did you see any locks or are the pipes bolted together?” Kristina urged. 




“Um... no locks. So yes, they all have those pipe connector things holding them in place. And I remember seeing a bolt.”




“Okay so all we have to do is find a wrench and we are out of here.” Kristina observed. 




“Love your optimism, girl. I really do. But in case you had not noticed, we are royally fucked here. I cannot even move.” Jenny replied in short gasps. 




“Think Jenny. Stay focused. Sophie needs us alive. That means somebody has to keep us alive, right? Food and water, get it? We need to turn whoever comes to feed us. All they need to do is put the right wrench in my hand. I can do the rest.” Kristina explained.




“Great plan. We’re fucked. I can’t even think straight any more... mmmnnnhhhh...” Jenny whined, slipping back down into the overwhelming sensations of pleasure with a long, lustful sigh. 




“Hey! Stay focused Jenny! We need to ask for tomato juice. Like, demand it. I will make up a reason.” Kristina shot back, a scolding tone in her voice. 




“Tomato juice? You’ve been upside down too long, Kristina.” Jenny gasped, between moans.




“No. The acid in tomato juice is the only thing that will counteract the pleasure oils. And we are gonna need a lot of it.” Kristina explained. 




“Ohhhhh... woww... this is... mmmnnnnhh... yeahhh...” Jenny moaned, unable to concentrate on anything except for the intense sexual pleasure she was now feeling all over her body. 











Chapter XII










Lorenzo the cook reviewed the provisioning list as he checked off pallet after pallet of food supplies being brought on board of the Caspia. He realized that either they were going to have more crew members on board, or they would be at sea longer. Or perhaps both. For the first time in his long career as ship’s cook, he had been stripped of the responsibility to provision the ship for its next voyage. The new and very beautiful Quality Control Officer of Burlington International had assured him it would be much better this way. 




Lorenzo had no choice but to go along with the change. He set his mind to solving the very real problem of where to put all of these provisions, doing his best to direct the laborers on how to move the food supplies throughout the ship to different storage rooms and utility rooms, and even spare bunk rooms. This was a harder task today, given all the new electronic systems, the large generator and fuel tank that had been installed over the past few weeks. It was exhausting work, but eventually he checked off the last palette of supplies with a well-earned sigh of relief. 




Back in the kitchen, Lorenzo began to make dozens of sandwiches for the lunch-time meal. He heard the sound of a helicopter growing louder as it neared the Caspia. He liked being the cook. The silent observer of everything that went on aboard his ship. He heard the rotors of the helicopter slowing down. This probably meant that it had become the first helicopter to land on the new helipad, Lorenzo mused, filling several jugs with powdered iced tea mix and cold water. He gazed fondly at the brand-new coffee and espresso maker - his personal gift from the new Quality Control Officer Lady Sophie. He had already achieved a form of celebrity status among the crew for being able to make excellent, high-quality coffee any time of the day or night. 




His pleasant thoughts were shattered as the dining room door flew open. A huge man in a black t-shirt burst in, a frown of displeasure forming on his face as he gazed across the empty dining tables. He had a tattoo of two crossed axes on his right cheek, and a few others decorating his huge arms. This man had never been on the Caspia before. He definitely seemed to be someone not to be trifled with, Lorenzo noted silently. 




Lorenzo forced a smile. “Hello! Welcome to the Caspia! You are first to lunch, so you get first-“




“Shut up, idiot! Why do you not have food out on the tables yet for my crew? You are behind schedule. Fix this, you incompetent sloth!” The man growled, before storming out again. 




The hateful words stung in Lorenzo’s ears, but he knew better than to react with his true feelings. He just nodded apologetically and began to move the large platters of sandwiches and iced tea pitchers to the tables. It occurred to him that this beast of a man was preparing a meeting with his crew. With this in mind, Lorenzo disappeared into the storage room behind the kitchen area, keeping the door ajar so that he could still hear conversation in the dining room. 




Sure enough, the now-familiar voices of the crew that had swarmed all over the Caspia in recent weeks soon filled the dining room, along with the sound of sliding chairs. But the normal joking and laughter was gone. 




He listened to the voice of the new tattooed man booming out demands for status reports from each crew leader. 




“Helipad was completed three days late. I better be impressed with the rest of the workstreams. Cable plant installation?” 




“Complete and fully operational sir. All new lines toned and tested.”




“Satellite network?”




“Main system online and operational. Backup system testing will be complete by this evening.”




“Make sure it is. Back up power generation?”




“New generator is installed and wired into networking systems. Fully operational. Diesel tanks installed, tested and filled as of yesterday.” 




“Data uplinks and software downloads?” 




“Ongoing sir. Target completion in eight hours.”




“We set sail in one hour. Ready the ship in all respects. Network ops team leader, you stay behind. Everyone else is dismissed.”




Lorenzo strained to hear the next few minutes of private conversation. 




“Where are our special guests?”




First row, sir. All the way forward on the port side. Container S-736. Right by the helipad stairs as instructed.”




“Good. Make sure they get two meals a day and keep them hydrated. Sophie wants them ready to talk when she gets here tomorrow. If they die in that container, I will come after you. Understood?”




“Yes sir. I am the only one with the key to that container, sir.” 




A few moments later, the storage room door flew open with a powerful kick from tattoo man. He snarled, “What the fuck are you doing in here?!” 




Lorenzo gulped but kept his composure. He acted surprised and terrified, keeping his eyes lowered. “I don’t know where to put everything. So much more supplies came aboard... they did not put what I wanted in here. I have to change everything around now! But first I plan tonight’s dinner. I think veal, yes?”




“Idiot. You will make two more meals per day and deliver them where you are told. Just plain oatmeal with water to drink. Ready this order immediately. You do not ask questions. You do not see anything. You do not hear anything. Do you understand, you fat shit?” The large man hissed. 




“Of course, sir. Silence. I understand.” Lorenzo whispered, genuine fear in his voice now. His mind raced. He knew the voice of the network ops leader was a tall, thin man named Eric. Eric always complimented his coffee.




A few minutes later Lorenzo had prepared two bowls of oatmeal and several bottles of water, placing them in a plastic storage tub to conceal them. 




Eric the network ops man looked at the plastic tub and gave Lorenzo a nod of approval. “Good thinking, Lorenzo. Let’s go.”




Lorenzo followed Eric up on deck and they made their way through a canyon of stacked steel containers to the forward end of the container storage area. The large, tattooed man was waiting at the forward end, glaring at both of them. 




Head lowered, Lorenzo listened to Eric receive a tongue lashing from tattooed man. He watched carefully as Eric produced a single key attached to a green keychain and unlocked the padlock on container S-736. Lorenzo silently noted that the padlock was one of the standard padlocks used by Burlington International. He had a drawer full of them in one of his storage rooms. As Eric pulled open the container door, Lorenzo was surprised to hear a female voice moaning and panting as if she were having sex. He could not mask his surprise as he looked at tattooed man. 




He then took the plastic tub out of Lorenzo’s hands and pushed him backward roughly after handing the tub to Eric. “Walk away, fat idiot!” 




During the first full day at sea Lorenzo accompanied Eric to container S-736 twice more. Tattooed man was there each time, making sure that he handed the tub to Eric and walked away before they opened the container. It was very disturbing. 




Lorenzo thought about the padlock, and an idea came to him. Dangerous but possible. The next day he saw his opportunity. Eric was in the dining hall with another member of his team reviewing something technical. Lorenzo spotted the green keychain clipped to Eric’s belt. 




Lorenzo brought a tray of coffee to the table with a smile, purposely dropping a napkin next to Eric. With a murmured apology he knelt down, retrieved the napkin and quickly lifted the keychain off Eric’s belt. Relieved that he did not notice, he moved to the kitchen. With lightning speed, he removed the padlock key and replaced it with another identical key. Then he calmly returned to the table with a plate of cookies, casually dropping the green key chain onto a napkin on the floor before moving away. 




Without a word, Lorenzo made his way quickly up on deck and raced to container S-736. He quickly unlocked the padlock using Eric’s key, removed it and replaced it with an identical padlock, relocking it. He moved to the side of the ship and quickly tossed the other padlock and its key over the side. Then he made his way back to the kitchen. He now had a duplicate key to the container in which the poor woman was suffering. That suffering did not seem right. 




Lorenzo walked through the dining room just as Eric was picking up the green keychain and napkin with a puzzled look. He innocently announced that he would have the order ready for Eric in a few minutes. He sighed with relief as Eric nodded and went back to his conversation. 




A short while later Lorenzo was back on deck with Eric at container S-736. This time the tattooed man was not with him. He held his breath as Eric took his key and unlocked the padlock. Whew, Eric suspected nothing. 




Lorenzo cleared his throat. “I will take the dirty dishes today for you?” 




Eric paused to think. “Yes, but you wait out here. Give me the food.” 




Lorenzo handed the plastic tub to Eric and watched him move inside the dark container, leaving the door open for light. He could hear the same desperate female moans. It gave him chills. He could not help himself from peeking into the container. He stifled a gasp as his eyes fell on a naked female body, bent into an upside-down U shape, and restrained in that position with common pipes and connectors. He went pale as he stepped away from the container door before Eric emerged with several plastic tubs a few minutes later. He said nothing as Eric re-locked the container and escorted him back to the kitchen. 




Lorenzo’s mind tried to process the bizarre thing he had just seen. That poor woman was a prisoner. She sounded like she was in agony. It occurred to him that the pipes and connectors looked quite like the scaffolding rigs these construction crew members had been using to secure cabling along the ceilings and beams of the ship. The sound of them ratcheting the bolts tight one by one came to mind. On his next break, he went to the storage room where the crew had stockpiled the scaffolding pipes. He found a wrench used to tighten the connector bolts and slipped it into his pocket. 




Lorenzo fought back tears. He realized that helping the woman in that container would cost him his career of fifteen years at Burlington, and quite possibly his life. But he could not - he would not - let a woman suffer like that. He had to help her. He just needed to wait for nightfall to visit her.




Lorenzo accompanied Eric to container S-736 as usual that evening, and then returned to his kitchen duties to prepare the next day’s meals. Later, when the ship’s crew had largely gone to their quarters for the evening, Lorenzo went back to S-736. 




Very carefully, Lorenzo unlocked the padlock and pulled open the door just enough so that he could slip inside. Once inside, he pulled the door closed behind him. He pulled out a small penlight from his pocket and whispered, “It is okay! I am Lorenzo! I am the friend! I come to help... oh my!” 




Lorenzo clicked on his penlight and found himself staring at two naked women, each bound in the same awful way. The one closest to him was quiet and turned her head as best she could to look up at him. The one furthest from him was writhing and moaning like an animal in heat, and her shiny skin glistened in the light of his flashlight. The woman’s voice near him startled him back to reality. 




“We need your help, Lorenzo. But you must understand you are putting yourself in danger by helping us.” Kristina warned.




Lorenzo simply nodded, holding up a wrench in front of the flashlight. “I know the risk. I will help you...” 




Kristina heaved a sigh of relief. Her mind began to recalculate a plan of escape as Lorenzo quickly loosened the pipes securing her right wrist. “You are an Angel, Lorenzo. Just free my right arm and then get out of here before you get caught. Leave me the wrench. Do you have tomato juice on board?”




Lorenzo raised his thick eyebrows at such a seemingly odd question. “Why yes, I just finished unpacking an entire pallet of-“ 




“We need at least twenty liters of tomato juice, some fresh water, and some clothing. Where are we on the ship? Forward or aft? And where are the lifeboats? Do you have any firearms?” Kristina’s thoughts were coming fast and furious now. 




“I-I yes okay twenty liters of tomato juice... water... and I get some uhh... the work coveralls, yes? Okay? Oh.  We are far forward, just by the helipad. Um lifeboats. Are on both sides of ship fore and aft.” Lorenzo replied nervously. The moaning naked woman was freaking him out. 




“Focus, Lorenzo. Firearms.” Kristina urged impatiently as Lorenzo freed her right arm. 




Oh, sorry. No. But I have the flare guns!” Lorenzo remembered. 




“Better than nothing. Can you get all those supplies into the aft lifeboat, on this side of the ship, for us? And include a good sharp kitchen knife please. Oh, and a few towels too.” Kristina paused to think and waited for Lorenzo’s reply. 




“Yes, I can do these things. When do you want these things ready?” Lorenzo whispered, his eyes following his flashlight to the writhing woman next to them. 




Come back down here one hour after you leave from here. Come back than and leave the container unlocked, and do not come back here again. Just get everything in the lifeboat in one hour. Okay?” Kristina whispered emphatically. It alarmed her to be putting her total trust in a complete stranger, but she knew that he was taking an enormous risk by helping them. 




Kristina heard Lorenzo acknowledge her request. Then she said, “tell me what is going on here. Does anyone else know we are in this container?”




Lorenzo drew a deep breath and let it out. “Yes, two other men know you are here. You have seen both of them I think, yes? They are new to the ship. I know the skinny man is Eric. He is the team leader for electronics upgrades, I think. I do not know the large man with the tattoos. He just got here. I think he oversees the renovations for the Quality Control Officer. She is the beautiful woman named Sophie. She directs for all of the renovations on the Caspia.”




“Sophie. What renovations? And when was she here last?” Kristina pushed. 




“Oh. The helipad. It is new. And the electronic gear and wires all over the ship. And the generator with fuel tank. And my espresso machine. Lady Sophie is nice to me. She was here about a week ago. I think she is coming back soon. I’ve heard the men talk.” Lorenzo added helpfully. 




“Yes, I am sure Lady Sophie is nice to you. Until she has a reason to rip your head off. Sorry. I have not had much sleep. You should come with us, Lorenzo. It is not safe here for you now. Sophie is responsible for putting us in this container and  in these restraints. She will destroy you if she finds out you helped us escape.” Kristina calmed herself. 




Lorenzo straightened himself. “I will stay. You go. It is your best chance. Nobody knows I was here. I will be fine. I wish you luck.”




“Lorenzo, you are saving our lives. We will not forget this. We have very powerful friends who will be very happy to see us again. Thank you so much.” Kristina had never wanted to hug a man so much in her life, but she was still mostly restrained in the pipes.




“It is the right thing to do. This is all. I wish you luck.” Lorenzo left as quietly as he came, closing the container door behind him. He thought to wipe the handle and the padlock with his shirt, as if removing his fingerprints would do anything to help him if someone found him here.




Over the course of the next hour, and with his heart pounding in his chest, Lorenzo covertly moved all the requested items into the lifeboat, making sure nobody saw his movements. He even included a small package of food and water for the two women. 




✽✽✽




Kristina worked herself free in the pitch-blackness, and then very carefully worked Jenny free. She did her best to keep Jenny quiet, but it was not easy. She let Jenny just slide onto the container floor with a grunt, not wanting to get any oil on her own skin. One of them had to remain sane. 




Kristina guessed that an hour had gone by, but she waited for what felt like another fifteen minutes before opening the container door. She told Jenny to stay inside while she had a quick look around.  She figured they had about six or seven hours before anyone came back to the container to check on them. 




Kristina felt the chill night air give her naked body goosebumps as she moved to the port side of the ship. Good. There was a narrow walkspace all the way along the sides of the end containers, running the full length of the ship. She went back to get Jenny, padlocked the container, and they made their way down the port side of the ship undetected. 




Kristina got Jenny up and into the lifeboat, and down into the small, enclosed cabin. Looking around quickly in the dim light, she identified all of the items she had requested. “Oh, I love you, Lorenzo! I really do!” 




Kristina carefully made her way back to the cockpit of the lifeboat, checked for the ignition keys and tapped the fuel gauge. Excellent. All ready. As quietly as she could, she detached the remote from the steel davits holding the lifeboat above the water. Holding her breath she pressed the down button, relieved to learn the electric motors were nearly silent. In less than a minute, she had lowered the lifeboat into the calm sea below and detached the cables. She let the Caspia lumber past them, growing momentarily concerned as the lifeboat got tossed around in the propellor wash behind the massive ship as it moved away. 




Kristina had temporarily shut off the automatic tracking beacon as soon as they reached the lifeboat. She waited a full thirty minutes before starting up the lifeboat engine. She wanted to make sure that they had not been missed. She used the time to pour tomato juice on Jenny and wipe off all of the drugged oil from her naked skin. It would still take time for the drugs to wear off, but at least she could now predict when Jenny would be back to normal. Or at least normal enough. 




With Jenny resting in the cabin below, Kristina fired up the engine and headed toward the coastline. 




✽✽✽




Nobody noticed the tiny lifeboat motoring into the harbor at Gioia Tauro in the very early hours of the morning. Kristina squinted hard in the dim light to find a quiet dock to get them ashore. 




A short while later, only a few shore birds perched on old wooden pilings would have noticed two attractive women in baggy workmen’s jumpsuits walking briskly off a service dock a short distance from the busy loading piers of the port. Kristina and Jenny were successfully back on dry land. 




Kristina knew that the crew on the Caspia would probably notice the missing lifeboat before anyone came back to the container to feed them. In fact, their escape might be known right now. She suffered to think what Sophie and her henchmen would do to sweet old Lorenzo. She forced herself to focus on the mission. They had to keep moving. She helped Jenny along until they found a parking lot. Finding an old van unlocked, Kristina and Jenny hotwired it and drove off in the dim pre-dawn light. Kristina drove into town, and finally found a pay phone. Taking a breath to gather her thoughts, she dialed Emma’s Security team, using her designated personal ‘hotline’. A calm female voice answered.




“Hello, Larsen’s Bakery - how may I help you?” 




Kristina smiled. “Ah yes good morning. I was just checking on my delivery order? Last name Carson? Going to the Atlas car rental in the airport near Gioia Tauro?”




“Yes of course, Ms. Carson. And when would you like delivery?”




“Oh, one hour should be fine, thank you.” Kristina hung up, her pulse racing now. If anyone traced that call, they would not make it to the airport. 




Kristina steered the van back through town and onto the highway leading to the airport. She mentally reviewed everything out loud with Jenny, so they both had all the information. Just in case only one of them made it to the extraction point by the airport. 




Kristina pulled the van into the car rental lot at the airport. It was too early even for an attendant to be there. She tensed as a sedan pulled up behind them. Her fingers closed around the flare gun as a female figure stepped out and approached the driver side with a slight smile. She relaxed when she noticed it was her commanding officer from Emma’s Security room in Berlin. The one who had nearly throttled her for not acting instantaneously when Jenny’s disappearance had become known. She held up the flare gun and laughed. “So glad to avoid the embarrassment of shooting anyone with a toy like this!” 




The older woman embraced Kristina when she got out of the van. “Very well done, Kristina. Very well done. Hello Jenny, so good to see you. Welcome back. You two have had quite an ordeal. Emma is immensely relieved that you are both safe. Let’s go. You can begin debriefing me on the way to the safe house.”




The three women wiped down the van, got into the sedan and drove off. 











Chapter XIII










Persephone strolled into her bedroom and smiled at the sight before her. Ella, Rae and Michael were kneeling at the foot of her large four poster bed. Michael was in the middle, naked except for his collar and chastity device. Ella and Rae were both wearing wispy, sheer baby-doll nighties with pink panties, white stockings, and heels. All three had showered together and were smooth-shaven with perfumed lotion worked into their soft skin. 




Persephone had chosen an equally sheer white wrap and high heels, purposely allowing the wrap to fall open by her sides to maximize Michael’s sexual frustration and humiliation. She moved close to Michael, gently kicking his knees far apart so that she could move her body in against him until his face was pressed against her flat belly. Her fingers traced lovingly through his hair as she spoke. “Michael, it is time for you to begin living my fantasy.” 




Michael gulped. What had he been doing up until now, he silently wondered? He could not stop himself from reverently kissing Persephone’s soft skin as he whispered, “I want nothing more, Mistress Persephone.” 




“Wonderful, My obedient pet. I see that you are naturally attracted to me. This is good, and as a submissive, it is perfectly normal for you to feel the pull of sexual ‘gravity’ from a Dominant Female like me. But you hesitate to embrace your natural feelings. I want you to let your feelings for me... your natural attraction to me... grow stronger into mindless worship. And I very much want to help you achieve this goal. Let’s try an experiment, Michael.  Learn my scent... perhaps you will find that my scent helps strengthen and develop your attraction to me... let me know if this helps you, Michael...” 




Persephone pushed Michael back to sit on his heels, then turned slowly until her ass was in front of his face. She knew very well that the pheromone potion she had given Michael would continue to drive him insane with lust for her. Continued exposure to her pheromones would become highly addictive. She smiled as she felt Michael’s nose press gently between her ass cheeks and sniff. She stepped away from his face immediately, moving to one of the posts at the end of her bed. Once there, she gave him a smoldering look and pulled her sheer wrap away from her ass. 




“I am sure you can do better than that, my dear Michael. Do not be shy... it is just us girls here...” Persephone spoke softly, smiling as Michael crawled behind her and pushed his face more fully between her ass cheeks. 




“Mmm, slightly better Michael... but there is much room for improvement...” Persephone observed, moving her legs apart and pushing her ass back against Michael’s face. 




Michael inhaled like a man possessed, filling his lungs with Persephone’s deliciously earthy scent. He felt like his mind was coming apart. He could not get enough of her scent. He moved his hands to her hips, and felt her hands gently rest on his own, confirming that they belonged there as he worshipped. 

He felt his cock hardening inside its prison, which just made everything seem more intense.  He moaned loudly and pulled his face back. He had not even realized that he was barely able to breathe, his nose was so deeply lodged in Persephone’s soft ass cheeks. 




“How are you finding my scent, Michael? Is it deepening your attraction to me, or not?” Persephone inquired innocently. 




“It’s... oh yes it’s perfect. I cannot get enough of your scent Persephone. I am sorry... I did not mean to upset you...” Michael felt ashamed for pushing his entire face into Persephone’s perfect ass. 




“Don’t be silly, Michael. All I want to know... Is why you moved away from me so soon... do you need more encouragement from me?” Persephone turned her ass to Michael, again holding her wrap out of the way. 




“Ohhh... yes please... thank you so much Persephone...” Michael planted his face deeply into Persephone’s ass again. But this time he felt a sensation at the front of his collar and a soft click. He inhaled, and then felt Persephone push back harder against his face. But she had anchored his collar to the bedpost. 




“Mmm, put your hands back on my hips, Michael... I enjoy that. It is very sensual.” Persephone purred, slowly grinding her ass against Michael’s helpless face. 




Michael felt his nose slipping across Persephone’s butthole every time she shifted left and right. He was again inhaling as deeply as he possibly could, but now Persephone was sealing his nose and mouth against her ass for longer periods of time. The more he breathed in her scent, the deeper he inhaled. It did not matter any more that he could barely breathe. He had to get more of Persephone’s scent. He felt a very powerful sexual attraction to her, and realized it was growing stronger and stronger with each breath he took. What was she doing to him?




“I would like to feel your tongue, Michael. You have my permission to worship me this way,” Persephone gently observed, smiling as she could feel Michael’s tongue bathing her ass immediately after she spoke. She listened to his breathing, and his soft moans of desperation. She patted the back of his head for encouragement, while she slowly pushed herself back firmly against his tongue. She relaxed her sphincter, moaning herself as she felt Michael’s eager tongue slip inside her. 




“Girls, perhaps you can help Michael with his technique?” Persephone asked softly. 




Michael became aware of Ella and Rae moving in against his sides. He could see and hear them reverently kissing and licking Persephone’s ass cheeks. Then he felt their hands on either side of his head, and on either side of his jaw. They began slowly moving his head, first in deeper, then slowly an inch out, and then back in. He kept his tongue as long and straight as he could. Persephone’s soft moans of pleasure were electrifying him to do better and better. He felt Persephone’s backward thrusting fall into the opposite rhythm as the girls were forcing his head. The net result was that his tongue was thrusting further and further into Persephone’s nether hole each time. And she was loving it. They had silently reduced him to nothing but a mere tool for a Persephone’s pleasure, and all of them took note of how he was not objecting to this humiliating treatment at all. He loved how he was being allowed to bring Persephone pleasure this way. 




Michael felt the tip of Ella’s tongue making little swirls on his earlobe. Then he felt Rae’s soft tongue on his other ear, making a rapid up-and down movement. 




“When the tongue is out... we swirl...” Ella whispered.




“And when the tongue is in... we flick...” Rae added.




Michael nodded his understanding. He made tiny little circles on Persephone’s deliciously fragrant butthole. And when all three women worked in unison to force his tongue deep into Persephone’s ass, he did his very best to flick his tongue rapidly up and down. 




Michael listened to Ella and Rae gently coaching him on his technique. He had never felt so sexually aroused in his entire life.  His cock strained against the impossible grip of the chastity cage, giving him a constant feedback loop of sensation and pressure that translated directly into more arousal. 




“Learn your lessons here, Michael. Learn them well. I sense your eagerness to be trained, and I find it very... very... pleasing...” Persephone emphasized her words by thrusting against Michael’s face even harder while her fingers played gently with his hair. The pheromone addiction drugs she had been feeding him were obviously working quite well. She knew without a doubt that he had already ‘mapped’ to her as his Alpha Female. He may still struggle and resist, but deep down in the core of his being he was rapidly developing an overwhelming urge to please her in any way that he could. This urge would soon overpower any other urge he might try to act upon, leaving him truly powerless to resist her. She felt a delightful frisson of excitement as she thought of more ways to nurture and leverage his rapidly growing obsession with her. 




“Let your natural state of arousal connect deeply with my scent, and with my voice, and with every sensation that I allow you to experience, Michael. Savor  them and feel your attraction to me grow stronger as a result. This is the natural and correct state for you, and you have my permission to enjoy this experience. You have waited your entire life to find this, and I understand how important it is to your well-being.” Persephone spoke to Michael in a gentle, nurturing, and authoritative voice. She knew very well that he would find this irresistible. 




Persephone took a deep, cleansing breath as she stood by the bedpost, grinding her ass against Michael’s face. She had many years of experience in ‘reading’ submissives and had developed very keen instincts when it came to adjusting her training methods to exact the best results. Michael was by far one of the most truly submissive males she had ever met, and as such, was a prize to be kept. And meeting his entirely naive and submissive wife Amy had been like a gift from the gods. It had been a simple task to separate him from her, without disclosing her full intentions to either one of them. 




Persephone knew that Michael would respond well to coaxing and nurturing and seduction, as opposed to more aggressive, pain-based disciplinary training. She would slowly and relentlessly lead him away from any form of independent thinking, and he would follow her into total submission like an infatuated puppy. In Michael, she finally had a perfect subject to explore her own darkly erotic fantasies of mind control and programming. Sophie’s quaint little drone hypnosis experiment was a nice start for Michael, and certainly helped get him here. But not even Sophie had any idea what Michael was in store for on this island. 




Persephone knew that many people misjudged her. They saw her stunning beauty, and they always took note of her calm, confidently elegant poise. People tended to draw their own conclusions about her accordingly, as she preferred. So very few people knew of her personal kinks and sadistic sexual preferences. She made sure of this. But Michael was about to find out. It made her wet just thinking about how easily she was pulling Michael down into her dark, kinky little world. And there was nobody to stop her from doing it. Unlike Sophie, she would take her time with Michael’s training. She sighed contentedly, enjoying the pleasurable sensations of Michael’s tongue as she silently mused about his undoing. 




“It can feel somewhat overwhelming Michael... these first moments of realization that you have been quite literally starving for the experience of true submission... every prior relationship... every previous sexual experience... all representing a complete failure to  provide you with what you naturally need. In fact, it is perfectly natural for you to feel a powerful sexual attraction to me. You are simply responding to my naturally dominant sexual nature just as I am responding to your naturally submissive nature, in the way that nature itself intends. Do you feel a certain... increase... in your libido, Michael?” Persephone inquired innocently, disconnecting his collar from the bed post. She slowly pushed back on his face, forcing him to fall back onto his hands between Ella and Rae as she calmly strolled to her dresser across the bedroom. 




Michael’s head spun with raw lust. His body trembled with sexual need. He watched, drooling, as Persephone strolled away from him. Her body was stunningly perfect. He lusted for it. He would do anything to please her. Anything. She had said something about relationships. It was true. It had to be true if Persephone believed it. He could barely form words he was so desperately horny. He gushed stupidly, “Yesss... I... I cannot... anything... absolutely anything... please... sorry... I cannot think straight I am so  overtaken by your Female aura and attraction!” He immediately moved to crawl across the room, his eyes fixated on Persephone’s ass cheeks now visible through her sheer robe as she busied herself at the dresser, back turned to him. He felt Ella and Rae’s hands gently restraining him where he was. He felt a weirdly powerful sense of panic from being disconnected from Persephone’s ass, and her perfect scent. What was going on here?!




“That is perfectly okay, Michael. I understand completely. It is overwhelming and exciting for me too. Our libidos respond to our needs. We drive them, Michael. If this were not an appropriate setting for you, then you would not be feeling such an increase in your libido. So, I invite you to just relax and accept, and allow those natural responses to bring you closer to me. You are finally where you belong.” Persephone’s words were gentle and encouraging. She smiled at the immediate effect they were having on Michael, noting how he nodded his head in agreement.




“It is exhilarating to think that we can explore a power exchange together that represents what we both truly want and need, is it not, Michael?” Persephone mused innocently, silently noting how Michael’s tightly imprisoned cock was trying desperately to harden inside its steel confinement. 




“Y... yes Mistress Persephone,” Michael replied nervously. 




“A true power exchange is an experience that has a beginning... but it never has an ending, Michael. There is always... always... more that you can offer me... and more that I may take from you. Every action... every thought shared within the context of a power exchange amplifies its significance and meaning. I find this to be a very beautiful dynamic, and very pleasing to consider. I want very much to take you into a true power exchange, Michael. But you must want this as much as I do. You must be ready to commit yourself to the experience, wherever it leads you.” Persephone explained, leaning back on her dresser. She let her sheer robe fall to the sides of her naked body, her fingers absently shifting the garment to the outsides of her full breasts. Her fingertips brushed along her engorged nipples, as if to test their firmness.  




Michael felt like he would burst from raw sexual energy. He lunged toward Persephone, suddenly wanting nothing more than to join her fingertips at her nipples to increase her pleasure. He felt Ella and Rae holding him in place as he struggled to break free of their holds. They were remarkably strong, he thought, as he blurted out, “I want this, Mistress Persephone! Yes! Please, please take me in a power exchange with you! Please take my submission... Please dominate me... Own me.  It’s all I ever wanted! I know that now! Please!” 




“I have reservations about you, Michael. I have no doubt about your submissive needs. Indeed, I understand them better than anyone else you have ever met. But your focus is... lacking.”




“I... I don’t understand. All I can think about is pleasing you Mistress Persephone!” Michael confessed.




“That is your current perception of need which I fully understand, given the nature of your past relationships. I encourage you to think of bringing me pleasure, Michael. I enjoy the thought of you bringing me pleasure, in fact. But all the women before me have conditioned you, Michael. They have all left you with a sense of entitlement - perhaps equality in Amy’s case - which is entirely contrary to your true submissive nature. As a result, your idea of proper focus toward my needs is entirely unacceptable.” Persephone spoke softly, in a nurturing tone. She knew that her word would crush Michael. She waited patiently. She loved playing with a sub’s emotions like this. 




Michael absorbed Persephone’s words. He wasn’t good enough for her. His past relationships had ruined his chances of pleasing her. Amy has ruined his chances of being a proper submissive. He was failing Persephone completely. Tears of frustration formed in his eyes. His voice broke. “I am sorry, Mistress Persephone. What can I do to improve myself for you?” 




“There is a very large part of you that is fighting against your natural instincts to completely surrender to me. Amy is still influencing your thoughts and behaviors. I can feel it, Michael. And so can you.” Persephone observed gently. It was time to throw Amy under the bus.




“I... I... yes I think I feel it too... but Amy loves me, and I love her!” Michael gushed earnestly.




“Of course you do. One can love any number of people for any number of reasons, Michael. But we all must learn to love ourselves first, for who we truly are. Only then can any other meaningful relationships really form...” Persephone strolled seductively across the room, still gently playing with her nipples as Michael drooled at her. 




Michael watched Persephone stroll over to him like a Goddess. He felt her high-heeled foot shoving him backwards forcefully, and then felt it return to his chest as soon as his back hit the carpeted floor. She was gazing down at him imperiously. Not angry, not amused. Just so unbelievably beautiful. 




“I am going to teach you to love your true self, Michael. You may thank me now.” Persephone purred seductively, pressing her foot down harder on Michael’s chest for emphasis. 




“Thank you, Mistress Persephone!” Michael gasped, barely able to breathe. If Ella and Rae did not have his arms pinned to the floor, he would be stroking Persephone’s foot and ankle with his fingertips. But instead, he felt the pointy heel of her shoe digging painfully into his sternum. 




“Such a vivid example of why you require my training, Michael.  See how easily you lose your focus by expressing your thoughts in words? From now on, you will express your gratitude through actions and movements, not words. Let’s begin with a very simple example for you to practice, whenever you need to, Michael. I want you to become very... very... small for me.” Persephone removed her foot from Michael’s chest and made a gesture with her hand. 




Michael watched Ella and Rae release his arms and help him to sit up. One on either side of him, they gently coaxed him down into a kneeling position, and then pushed him down and back until he was sitting on his heels. He offered no resistance as the two women gently pushed his shoulders and head downward until his forehead was on the carpet. He let them position his arms alongside his body, and paid attention to how they carefully interlaced his fingers underneath his ankles. Then, for another full minute, Ella and Rae made little adjustments, tucking his arms in tighter, pressing his torso down a little more, and pushing his knees closer together.  When they were done, he was in a tight little ball on the floor.




“There. Much better. You will stay in this position for me, Michael, while I explain its significance and meaning. We will call this position one. You may assume this position whenever you sense the need, but you may never... ever... remove yourself from it without the permission of a Superior Female. Position one signifies your gratitude for my authority and control, and it also serves as your acknowledgement that you are in need of punishment and/or behavioral correction.” Persephone paused to let her words sink into Michael’s mind. She sat down on the foot of her bed and crossed her legs comfortably. Now for the fun part.




“You will find this position one of deep reflection and repose, Michael. For this reason, I want you to assume position one whenever you have a thought about a lesser female from your past. For you, Michael, this means any female who is not present on my island. This command applies equally whether you generated the thought yourself, or one of us prompted you to have the thought. From now on Michael, thoughts of your wife Amy... thoughts of Sophie... thoughts of any other woman... will be grounds for punishment and corrective action.” Persephone smiled broadly at Ella and Rae, who were smiling back at her as they knelt on either side of Michael. She watched Michael carefully, feeling a solid rush of sexual energy flowing through her as he remained silent and perfectly still. He was accepting her control without question, even as she announced punishment for even thinking about his own wife. How delicious. 




“Girls, prepare the cage for my property, please.” Persephone purred, touching Michael’s cheek with her high heel.




Michael heard Ella and Rae giggling as they jumped up and moved quickly to the side of Persephone’s huge bed. He felt Persephone’s foot pressing down firmly on the back of his head. The psychological impact of holding himself in this position was becoming quite clear. A part of him really wanted to protest this. How could Persephone decide that even thinking about Amy was grounds for punishment? He did not dare move or speak, though, unless Persephone permitted it. 




Persephone gazed down at Michael’ humbled form, as small and insignificant as he could possibly render himself. She spoke gently, her soft voice no longer masking her growing arousal. “Michael, when any of us snap our fingers, it is the command to release from position one. You will immediately come up onto your hands and knees, with your head lowered. You will hold this position - which we will call position two - without movement until we command you otherwise, or until you sense the need to resume position one. For example: If you do let a forbidden thought of Amy slip into your mind... let’s say while you are worshipping a part of my body with your tongue... you will instantly revert to position one and await punishment. This is how you will communicate with us from now on. No... more... speech... I forbid it. You are far below that privilege now.




Michael gulped, his mouth dry as fear and arousal coursed through his mind and body now unchecked. He heard Persephone snap her fingers. He remembered what that meant. Instantly he rose up and repositioned himself on his hands and knees, head down and eyes on the floor. Even as his mind wrestled with the concept of being required to ask for punishment every time he thought about Amy... oh shit. This was going to be hard. He gulped nervously and sank back down to the floor. He did his very best to resume position one again, forehead on the carpet at Persephone’s feet. He tucked his arms and legs in as tightly as possible. Then he waited. 




A wicked smile formed on Persephone’s perfect, full lips as she watched Michael obediently sink back down to the floor. She knew that his mind was struggling with her command to avoid all thoughts of Amy and would continue to do so. Such a delight to slowly destroy his mind like this, she silently mused, snapping her fingers. 




Michael again rose instantly to his hands and knees. He felt an intensely powerful desire to please Persephone in any way she wished. He could feel this desire growing stronger and more urgent, rapidly pushing any other thoughts from his mind, every time Persephone snapped her fingers. 




“Come closer, Michael. Inhale my scent and observe what this power exchange does for me. Participate in my sexual arousal this way, Michael...” Persephone spread her thighs wide, bringing her fingers in to stroke her labia. She gently pulled them apart for Michael.




Michael was literally drooling as he crawled between Persephone’s legs. He inhaled deeply, over and over again until he was breathless. Every fiber of his being wanted his tongue to begin pleasuring her sex. He just had to taste her juices... He moaned in real sexual frustration, aware that he had not been given permission to lick her dripping wet pussy. He felt the warmth of Ella’s and Rae’s body’s pressing in against his sides. He felt their lips against his ears as they giggled and whispered. 




“No licking...” 




“No kissing...”




“Just get closer...” 




“Ohhh, Get much... much... closer...” 




“Inhale the scent of Feminine perfection...” 




“Exhale your free will...”




Michael let Ella and Rae position his face so that his nose was practically touching Persephone’s divine sex. He began to doubt his ability to control his desire to plunge his face forward. He felt Rae’s teeth bite down painfully on his ear.




“Don’t even think about it, useless male.” Rae hissed through her clenched teeth as she bit down even harder. 




“Owwwwch!” Michael whined quietly. 




“Silence!” Rae hissed, not letting go.  




“You may pleasure me now, girls. Pay close attention, Michael,” Persephone calmly replied, shifting her thighs even wider to better accommodate the three faces in her crotch. 




“First rule Michael, is to never rush. Become attuned to my body and its responses to your ministrations. Always be ready to adjust and adapt your efforts to better serve my needs. It is never about what you think is right.. ohhh just like that Ella... very nice... it is always... always... about what I desire from you. 




Relieved that Rae had released his ear, Michael stared with lust as Ella’s lips and tongue  gently and carefully worked up and down Persephone’s glistening labia. He could clearly see them swelling up, as was Persephone’s clitoris. Apparently, Ella knew to avoid the clit until the right moment. He would have been all over it by now. He really did have a lot to learn. 




“Very nice, Ella. Your turn, Rae,” Persephone gently announced.




Rae shoved Michael’s head to the side as she plunged deeper between Persephone’s thighs. “Thank you so much, Mistress Persephone!”




Michael silently noted how Rae’s technique was different - more assertive perhaps - than Ella’s. He heard and saw Persephone responding rapidly to Rae’s sexual attentions. It was the most beautiful thing to behold. He let Ella nudge his head out of the way as she moved back in alongside Rae. He could no longer see what they were doing to Persephone, but she was clearly loving it. 




In just minutes, Persephone was moaning and bucking against the faces of her two female slaves as they skillfully brought her to a powerful orgasm.




After gently and lovingly kissing Persephone’s pussy and inner thighs as Persephone came back down from an orgasmic high, Ella turned to Michael and cooed innocently, “Would you like to join us, Michael? Do you want to pleasure your Mistress this way too?” 




Michael vigorously nodded ‘yes’, and moved in closer, licking his lips eagerly. But he felt both Ella and Rae place hands on his shoulders. 




“Well then, you should really stop thinking about your wife Amy so much... she is ruining your focus and your chances to please your Mistress... poor Michael, look what she has done to you... she has you believing that you are worthy enough to worship Mistress Persephone’s pussy!” Ella cooed, laughing as Michael began to sink back down to the floor into position one. 




Michael felt his face flushed red-hot with lust, humiliation, and frustration. He couldn’t take much more of this treatment. He forced himself to tuck into a tight little ball again as Persephone gently instructed Ella to get to work between her legs again. He heard Ella giggling, then felt her straddle his back and sit down on it, further reducing him to a piece of impromptu furniture. For the next hour or so, Michael endured the humiliation of being completely ignored and used as a saddle, alternately by Ella and by Rae, as they took turns going down on Persephone. His limbs began to ache from holding this tightly scrunched position on the floor. At last Persephone’s gentle and satisfied voice broke his wandering thoughts. 




“Michael, how many orgasms did my girls give me?” Persephone inquired calmly. 




Michael froze with fear. Had they asked him to count? He cleared his throat and whispered, “I... I am not sure, Mistress Persephone... five maybe?” 




Rae snapped her fingers and then hissed with contempt, “Cage. Now!” 




Michael gulped, got to his hands and kneesknees, and then crawled around the bed and into the small steel cage sitting on the floor. All three women just watched him silently. On his way into the cage he silently noted its unique design and construction. It was rectangular and built entirely of flat metal bars, running horizontally and vertically and ‘woven’ in front and behind the adjacent bars like a steel basket weave pattern. Every bar had a continuous row of closely spaced circular holes perforating it. The surfaces of the flat bars were covered with beautifully ornate etchings. The spacing between the flat bars was minimal, leaving the cage interior quite dark. Michael peered out through these narrow slits as he crawled inside, suddenly unnerved by the medieval-looking cage interior. What were all the circular holes for, he wondered?




Rae followed Michael to the cage. As soon as he had crawled inside, she slammed the steel door closed and locked the latch with a padlock. 




Persephone watched from the bed, smiling warmly at Michael. “This is what happens when you do not follow instructions, Michael. Did I not just tell you that speech is forbidden?




Michael jumped as the cage door slammed closed behind him. He almost cried out for help but caught himself. It was too late anyway. His hands and knees were telling him that the floor of the cage was constructed the exact same way as the walls and top: interwoven steel bars with holes in them. Not the least bit comfortable. He peered out through the slits and the little circular holes in the steel. He could see Rae and Ella open the doors to a large cabinet. He could hear the jangle of steel rods being gathered. He jumped again as the women dropped them on to of the cage. 




Michael heard the sound of steel sliding slowly against steel. He looked up to see two thin steel rods with very sharp pointy ends being lowered down through two of the holes above his head, about a fist-width apart. He heard Ella’s sing-song voice above him.




“Michael, be a good pet and position these on either side of your neck, and then guide these into the floor of your cage for me?” Ella cooed.




Michael said nothing but tentatively grabbed the ends of the rods. He offered no resistance as Ella moved them apart from each other. Then he realized that she was waiting for him to put his neck between them. As soon as he leaned forward, he felt the rods slam in painfully against his neck as Ella pushed them down with expert precision into the holes at the floor of the cage, taking his neck with them like a giant pair of chopsticks. Immediately he knew the rods were too close against his neck to allow him to pull his head out. He tugged on them, trying to move them apart or lift them up, but could not. He heard more metal-to-metal sliding, and then felt cold steel rods sliding from opposite directions across the back of his shoulders. He tried to push upward on them, but the women had much more leverage and simply lifted their ends, forcing Michael’s torso down to the floor of the cage as they continued to slide across him to the holes on the opposite side. 




Michael’s panicked mind realized what the women were doing to him. They were going to immobilize him inside the cage with these rods! He felt another rod slide across his lower back, forcing him down into position one again. 




“Mmmm... I just wish your pretty wife... Amy... could see you like this.  Can you imagine Amy just laying on the bed with Persephone while we do this to you? Ohhhhhh... did that make you think of her again? Mmmm... too bad. Looks like you are back in position one for this punishment...” Ella sighed innocently, making Rae and Persephone chuckle. 




Defeated, Michael sank down into position one, immediately feeling discomfort from the steel bars underneath his forehead, knees, and shins. He felt many more rods being quickly slid into place all around him, pinning him down tightly in this position. When the two women were done, he quite literally could not move anything more than a fraction of an inch.




“This cage was a gift from a dear friend who shares my passion for the art of Forniphilia. I have found it exceptionally useful in training my slaves to become my human furniture. I suppose it is fair to consider my interest in owning human furniture a fetish. There is just nothing like the experience of being reduced to nothing more than a piece of furniture, Michael. During every moment you spend serving me this way, you will remember my punishment cage. Misbehave, and you will experience this punishment cage for much longer than you would ever care to. It does not take much imagination to envision dozens more sharpened steel rods placed vertically through the top of the cage, points resting on your naked skin, reminding you that my human furniture must never move without permission. So, for this initial corrective lesson, you will remember to be silent from now on. Rae, just three rods please.” Persephone purred. 




Michael gulped, listening to Rae slowly slide a rod down through the top of the cage. He felt the sharp point dig into the naked skin of his left shoulder blade, causing a kind of pain he had never felt before. He felt another rod dig into the small of his back, on the right side. Then he felt the sharp tip of a third rod come to rest on his left ass cheek. The rods really hurt. And they hurt even more if he shifted in any direction. He could not tell if the heavy rods had punctured his skin, but it sure felt like it. He would never ever disobey Mistress Persephone ever again. Ever. He felt so ashamed for disappointing her by speaking. Such a stupid move on his part. He would not make that mistake ever again. He wanted to shout out his apology but knew he could not. He shifted uncomfortably, feeling searing pain shooting into his skin where the rod tips dug in. This punishment was going from bad to unbearable very quickly. Tears formed in his eyes. His thoughts turned to Amy. He couldn’t help it. He wanted to think about Amy. And he was in position one, wasn’t he? He pictured being with her and hugging her and hearing her laugh. He missed her so much. He lost all sense of time.




The cage door was being unlocked behind Michael. He must have started dozing off, unbelievably. He felt the rods being removed. First the vertical ones resting on his skin, and then the ones restraining his body. He wanted to crawl out of the cage and run away, but he remembered that he needed permission to leave position one. He waited, his entire body aching. 




At last, he heard a finger snap. It was very painful to move his aching limbs into a crawling position, but he managed. 




“I trust you have learned your lesson, Michael. Crawl behind me,” Persephone instructed calmly, watching him closely as he backed out of the cage. His back and buttocks showed three bright red dots where the rods had dug into his flesh. He marked beautifully.




Michael crawled behind Persephone, humbled and feeling very obedient now. He felt much more focused now. He was beginning to understand what Mistress Persephone meant. Better focus meant more obedience. It made perfect sense. No wonder he felt such an incredibly powerful attraction to Mistress Persephone - she understood him completely. 




Michael followed behind Persephone as she strolled along the upstairs corridor and then down the elegant staircase to the front foyer of her mansion. He quietly took pride in knowing that Persephone no longer felt the need to keep him on a leash. He also felt pride in being selected to wearing her collar. He crawled into a sumptuously furnished seating area, surprised to see four beautiful women dressed in maid’s uniforms standing in a row at rigid attention in front of the fireplace. On front of each maid was a naked man, on hands and knees. Each man wore a collar just like his, but none of them were wearing chastity belts like he was. Somewhere in his mind an observation registered: There were upholstered chairs and a large sofa here, but there were no end tables and there was no coffee table. Michael watched Persephone greet each of the beautiful maids with a warm hug and a kiss. She whispered something to one of the maids, making her smile and nod as they both glanced down at him. 




Michael watched nervously as the maid stepped out of formation and moved to a cabinet, returning with a black leather hood with several straps and buckles hanging from it. The maid motioned for him to rise up on his knees as she strolled close to him and stroked his hair. She spoke in heavily accented English.




“Mistress says you speak too much. This helps you...” 




Michael held still as the maid worked the thick leather hood over his face and head. He felt little rubber breathing tubes sliding into his nostrils. He obediently opened his mouth as the maid shoved a large, squishy mouth guard into it, effectively gagging him. There was no mouth hole at all, and there were just a series of tiny pinholes in front of each eye and each ear. He fought back panic as the woman pulled each strap and buckle unmercifully tight. When she was finished, his entire head was in compression. He could not possibly move his jaw. His teeth sunk deeply into the squishy mouthpiece, and he realized that he could not possibly communicate anything now. He saw the woman lean down close to his head and felt her warm breath in his right ear as she whispered to him. 




“There is punishment for touching the hood.” 




Michael’s head spun. He could see out of the hood, but it was like looking through a very dense fabric. He remained on his knees at Persephone’s side. He watched the four naked males - all quite well-endowed and muscular - spring into motion when Persephone made a slight gesture with her hand. Two of the men dropped to their hands and knees and crawled to face the sofa. The other two moved quickly to the wall adjacent to the fireplace, where a heavy glass plate rested vertically against a frame. The two men picked up the thick glass, grunting and breathing hard as they carried it to the sofa and set it down on the backs of the two crouched males. They obviously were being watched closely by the maids, who were in turn being watched closely by Persephone. The two men took time to ensure that the glass coffee table was aligned perfectly in the seating area, before they each moved to opposite sides of the sofa. 




Michael stared in fascination as each of the men reached under the sofa and retrieved a thick glass plate. They carefully maneuvered the plates up and against their backs before assuming a position on their hands and knees, becoming end tables for the sofa. 




The maids - each of them holding a long riding crop - then inspected their slaves for proper position, table height and leveling. They gently tapped the male slaves with the crops to silently convey instructions until they were satisfied. Then they returned to their lineup by the fireplace, again at rigid attention, eyes staring straight ahead. 




Persephone took her time inspecting the new slave-furniture with an approving nod. “Well done, ladies. I think this sitting area is in need of some... classic... lighting. Would you see to it please? And of course, you may make use of my latest acquisition here...” Persephone touched Michael’s shoulder with tenderness before smiling at the maids and releasing them from their rigid positions.




Michael gulped nervously as all the maids broke into wide smiles and immediately got to work. Over the course of the next two minutes, he watched with growing unease as the maids moved a pole on a wide base next to one of the upholstered chairs. The pole was about five feet high and had ornately etched metal ankle cuffs near the base. He watched several of the maids grunt and strain to carry over what looked like a bizarrely artistic top half of a woman’s suit of armor. They lifted it up and aligned a metal sleeve in the back with the pole. Then they slid it down the pole, carefully lowering it all the way to the ankle cuffs. The all turned to face Persephone expectantly. 




“Crawl over to them Michael. Gesture-kiss all of their feet, and then stand with your head lowered.” Persephone purred her instructions.




Michael crawled. He pressed his tightly bound mouth to eight shoe-clad feet, and then stood in front of them with his head lowered. He was surprised how gently they maneuvered him closer to the pole and up onto the flat base, turning him around so his back was to it. He heard them sliding the metal suit up the pole and securing it in place. He offered no resistance as pairs of hands gently wrapped around his arms and coaxed him away from the suit and off the base. They turned him around, and he saw Persephone standing next to the suit, smiling at him before turning her attention to the ornately beautiful etchings all over the surface of the bizarre assembly.




Michael gaped at the curved metal suit, taking in its details. It was more like a metal corset, with a wide flare at the hips that tapered into an impossibly narrow waist before bulging outward to form two large, round breast cups. Did they actually expect him to get into this thing?! He did not have to wait long for an answer. Two maids gently propelled him closer as the other two unbolted  the front of the menacing suit with a smile. They made sure that he saw the long-threaded bolts and wing-nuts used to attach the front to the back. He felt warm lips against his ear.




“You breathe out... hold no air... and suck your tummy in.” 




Michael was beginning to panic as the maids turned him around and gently pushed him backward into the curved steel body-prison. He felt the smooth, cold steel gripping the tops of his ass cheeks, lower back, and sides. More gentle fingers pushed his upper torso back further as they lined up the bolts and pushed the front plate inward to rest against his chest and belly. There was no way this was going to close.




The sexy maids were all smiles as two of them slowly and happily began to turn the wingnuts on the back of the suit, taking up all the slack on the bolts until they finally began to pull the front of the suit in tighter against Michael. They seemed to be savoring the fear in Michael’s eyes as they gently coaxed him to exhale deeply and suck in hard. Each time, they tightened up the bolts a little more. 




Michael was finding it harder and harder to breathe. His unintelligible moans turned more urgent. He was relieved when the maids finally listened to his muffled moans. Their fingertips played with his bare skin still visible in the inch and a half gap between the two halves. One of the maids pressed in close and kissed his hooded cheek reassuringly. He felt other hands gently maneuvering his ankles into the steel ankle cuffs at the base. He was surprised by how snugly they fit as they were closed and locked. Almost like they had been made for him...




Things were happening more quickly now. The maids worked in highly efficient pairs as they attached matching steel cuffs to his wrist and connected an ornately etched bar between his wrist cuff and a connection point on the hip section of his steel body prison. The net effect left him with his wrists attached to steel bars that were connected to his hips on each side. The bars swiveled freely around their attachment points. 




The maids were really getting into this kinky little dress-up ritual. Their breathing was becoming more pronounced, both from the effort required and from their own arousal. They next attached ornately fabricated steel wings to Michael’s wrist cuffs, and to his arms using metal cuffs all along each wing. When they finished, Michael’s arms were helplessly held straight out to his sides, and any arm movements he made moved the wings. 




The maids clapped their hands and laughed happily. They produced several boxes of thick pillar candles along with attachments that secured them to the wings directly above Michael’s arms. In minutes, Michael had twelve candles mounted to each wing. 




The final humiliating piece of Michael’s wardrobe was a large headpiece fashioned as a crystal chandelier. The maids lowered it onto Michael’s hood and fastened it under his chin, leaving him with several rows of hanging crystal chains encircling his entire head. 




Michael was already having trouble keeping the heavy steel wings in one steady position. The rods took the weight off his wrists but did absolutely nothing to stabilize the wings. He watched helplessly as the smiling maids lit all the candles, blowing the matches out in his face. He thought they were done, but then he felt the wingnuts beginning to slowly tighten more.




“Shhhh... the furniture is silent always... breathe out for us... suck in more... more... gooood. Again...”




This slow torture continued until the wicked maids had Michael fully encased in their steel body prison. Their hands now roamed excitedly all over his newly feminized steel figure and they complimented each other on how good he looked this way. 




The long strands of crystals hanging in front of his face prevented Michael from seeing anything clearly now, as the multifaceted surfaces refracted every image into hundreds of little pieces of color and movement. It was immediately unsettling. Persephone’s soft sultry voice next to him was just as immediately soothing. 




“This is very pleasing, ladies. The candlelight adds such warmth to the room.” Persephone traced her fingers along Michael’s arm, underscoring the fact that he could not possibly escape from this wicked device no matter how hard he tried. And in a short time, Michael would realize how any movement of his arms would cause hot wax to pour down painfully onto his shoulders and arms. She was glad that she had decided on a deep red candle for this evening - it was going to look so nice on Michael’s light skin.




Persephone let her fingers trace along the steel corset, down to Michael’s hips. She watched him struggling to draw each and every breath, just as she wanted him to. She could literally feel him struggling to obey and comply and surrender to her, despite his body and mind screaming at him to end this somehow. This was exquisitely satisfying. She let her fingers trace down to his buttocks, slowly digging her nails into his soft flesh as she purred, “Mmmm, such a wonderful chandelier you make, Michael. Transforming you into something useful gives me so much pleasure. And seeing you in a feminized form gives me so many deliciously lovely ideas. But for now, you should know that the crystals on my chandeliers never... ever... move... I should never hear them clinking against each other, as this would be an unwelcome distraction for my guests. And my furnishings never cause distractions... never bring attention to themselves... they simply exist for my pleasure. Just look at these beautiful, feminine curves you have now... nothing masculine about you at all, really.  I find this quite pleasing. You have my permission to think feminine thoughts this evening.”




Michael gulped nervously. He could not speak or move. Persephone was accelerating this power exchange so rapidly that he could not keep up with her or resist her in any meaningful way. She was breaking him, and they both knew it. He felt a gentle dab of wetness on his right collarbone, and then his left. Persephone had put perfume on him! 




“There, that is better. Such a pretty scent for you. Ella and Rae will be very excited to learn of your interest in being feminized. They have been begging me to let them dress you up like a girl and play with you, but since I know how roughly they like to play, I have been reluctant to say yes. Perhaps I will change my mind... you seem to like the idea.” Persephone purred softly, her fingers making their way down to Michael’s captive cock straining to become erect inside its steel prison, her fingernails tapping it ominously. 




Michael was trembling all over as Persephone simply strolled away from him, leaving him to process everything she had just said and done. Or at least try to. He accidentally shifted his right arm, and immediately felt searing pain along his shoulder and arm as hot wax dribbled down from the candles. He wasn’t ready for that sensation and twitched enough to make the same thing happen on his left arm. And again, on his right. This was pure torture, but he found his mind constantly refocusing on Persephone as he struggled to remain perfectly still for her. 




Some time later, Michael heard Persephone greeting several women. He heard them all enter the parlor where he and the other males had been literally transformed into furniture. His arms were now partially encased in red wax, despite his best efforts to hold still. 




“Oh! What have we here, Persephone?! Monique, look at this!” A female voice exclaimed.




“Mother, what are you going on about - ohh hello boys! This is so cool! Are they allowed to move?” Another, younger female voice filled the parlor. 




“No, they are not, my dear, nor are they allowed to make a sound. You may inspect them. Gently.” Persephone offered. 




Michael watched the kaleidoscope-like movement of a female form approach the coffee table and squat down. He wasn’t sure but it looked like she was reaching under the table. 




“Wow, this one has a really nice cock... look how hard he is getting! And these nice... big... balls... mmmmmm.”




Michael heard a muffled grunt from the coffee table. The young woman must be squeezing the guy’s nuts. 




“Easy, Monique. Remember, be gentle. Persephone, I can already see where my daughter is heading. Are these males for sale? If so, I am certain Monique would love your coffee table.” The older female guest inquired, chuckling. 




“Can I have the chandelier too please? I love to play with boys who dress like girls! They are soooooo fun to kick around and humiliate. I love to make them cry.” Monique chimed in. 




Michael watched the young female approach him and stand very close. He felt her fingers gently poke his shoulders, just enough to make more molten wax pour down onto his arms. Her gleeful giggling was immediately unsettling. 




Persephone chuckled light-heartedly. “Monique, you are as direct as your mother. I love that. How are your studies going at University?”




“Very well thank you, Lady Persephone. And I have continued my martial arts training as well,” 




“Monique is being modest, Persephone. She is on the Deans List and now has a fourth-degree black belt in Karate. She led her University team to a regional championship this year. I am her mother, so I am allowed to brag.” 




“Very impressive, Monique. But I am afraid the chandelier is not for sale just yet. I would however consider an offer for the coffee table slaves, as a pair of course.”




Michael sighed with relief as Persephone steered the conversation away from him. The very thought of being at the mercy of a sadistic black belt was terrifying. 




The women sat and chatted and laughed together. It wasn’t clear to Michael if Persephone was going to accept the woman’s offer for the two male slaves serving as her coffee table, even as they all rose and moved to the dining room for dinner. He and the other males were just left there without so much as a glance from Persephone.




Michael’s mind was melting down. The urge to serve and worship Persephone was growing stronger and stronger, even as a part of his mind fought hard to remain focused on Amy. 




But Michael knew that Persephone expected his focus to be entirely on her at all times. He needed to do that for her. And besides, he did not have the ability right now to assume position one whenever his thoughts strayed in an unhealthy direction, so he had to stay focused on Persephone. Michael let his mind flow back to the experience of pressing his nose deeply between Persephone’s soft ass cheeks. He could still smell her perfect scent. He craved more of it. He would do anything for just another sniff.




Michael’s pulse quickened some indeterminate time later, as the four maids marched back into the sitting area. He could not see much detail through his chandelier crystals and hood but realized that the two males forming the coffee table apparently had been sold. A cold chill shot down his spine as the maids silently and efficiently removed the glass top from their backs and made each male crawl into his own wooden crate. The sound of power tools filled the room as the women sealed the men inside the crates with a secure number of screws. Nobody uttered a sound throughout the entire proceeding. 




A few minutes later, the maids simply wheeled the crates out of the sitting area, leaving Michael and the two end table males to consider what just happened. 




It was at that moment that Michael truly realized that he had become Persephone’s slave. Her personal property, to do with as she pleased. This was not in any way simply a kinky sex game to her - this was real. She could sell him off to someone over cocktails.




His heart pounded in his chest as he heard Persephone’s gentle voice in another room saying good night to the two women, laughing light-heartedly as the younger woman promised repeatedly to continue training her two new slaves in the art of obedience. He heard the front door close, then the click of high heels slowly entering the sitting room. 




Persephone smiled as she approached Michael. She knew very well that he would suffer in her absence and would feel an enormous rush of emotions whenever she returned. The pheromone drugs would all but guarantee this, and the effect would grow stronger as time went on. She strolled behind Michael, her fingers lightly tracing over the many hardened drips of bright red wax as they explored his arms and shoulders. She could feel him trembling as she began to speak softly. 




“True devotion takes time, Michael. You are clearly a novice, but not a disappointment.  Devotion is nothing more than an urgency to serve, and it is so easy to think about your devotion to me in this way. The urgency grows stronger and stronger as you give up resistance. Just imagine that I have you attached to a rubber band, and every time you try to move away from me... or entertain thoughts that I do not permit... my rubber band grows a little thicker and stronger... and pulls you back to me with a little more force... each and every time. You will always come back to me, Michael. Feel this now, as you struggle with the reality of our power exchange. Feel your devotion growing stronger and stronger, even as you feel your ability to resist me grow weaker. A small part of you will try to resist, and I do not mind. I know you are too weak to want anything other than what We demand of you. And yes, I said We. Ella and Rae have not had a little doll to dress up and play with in a long time. Rest assured, they are beyond eager to remove your masculinity. Teasing and humiliating one like you is a powerful aphrodisiac for them. Isn’t that right, girls?” 




Michael heard Ella and Rae behind him responding in unison, “Yes, Mistress Persephone. We are grateful for this treat!”




“My pleasure, girls. You have shown remarkable restraint with my new property here, while completing all of your assigned tasks. I will leave Michael in your hands for the next several days, until I return. As you know, I will be taking the yacht to Italy tomorrow for business. And Michael, always remember: A command from their lips is a command from mine.” Persephone received a warm hug from both Ella and Rae, and then strolled to stand very close to Michael. So close that her breasts pressed against the steel breasts on Michael’s chest. 




Persephone gave Ella and Rae a signal and watched them carefully remove Michael’s chandelier headpiece. She watched Michael sniffing the air like a dog, desperate for her scent. His soft whimpers from inside the tight leather hood aroused her deeply, because she knew what they meant: Beyond all doubt, the pheromone drugs had solidified her status as the Alpha Female for Michael. He was now addicted to her scent, and to her voice, and to her very presence. And he was becoming addicted to her control. It was now safe to leave him alone with Ella and Rae for longer periods of time. He would naturally form a similar addiction to them, but she would remain the only Alpha Female in his world. 




Persephone sat down on the sofa next to her human end table and calmly sighed. She would have liked to postpone her trip to Italy, just to see Ella and Rae enjoying themselves with Michael. But business was business. To remain relevant in the black-market slave trade, one had to remain present and visible. She had earned a stellar reputation for producing the most well-trained and docile slaves and could command whatever price she set for her merchandise. The sale of two slaves this evening underscored the need to replenish her inventory as soon as possible. She composed a text to Captain Arianna, to confirm her readiness to set sail tomorrow as scheduled. Then she composed a text to her private network of slave traders, using coded language to convey that she was in the market to purchase fresh new slaves to train. Then she stood to address Ella and Rae. 




“Girls, take good care of my property while I am away. I want him sexually desperate and drooling with need when I return. Good night,” Persephone smiled, shared a laugh with Ella and Rae, and then strolled out of the room. 




Michael gulped nervously as Ella and Rae circled him with predatory grins on their soft, full lips. He wanted to scream for help, but realized that would do nothing except earn him a punishment. He did not dare turn his head, but he could see that they were carefully removing all of the candles without blowing them out. They carefully placed them on the glass tops of Persephone’s human end tables. 




A few minutes later, Michael’s arms were freed from the wings, and they were removed. Ella and Rae took a few moments to lovingly rub the red spots where the cuffs and straps had dug into his skin, surprising Michael with their tenderness as they gently peeled the cooled wax from his skin. They kept promoting him to hold his arms straight out to his sides, and he did his best to comply even as his arms began to ache. 




Michael was enormously relieved when Rae began to loosen the wingnuts holding his steel bodice-prison in place. Ella pressed her body against his at the moment Rae removed the steel breast plate. He drew in his first deep breath in hours as Ella exhaled a sexy sigh hotly into his face. He felt his cock immediately trying to harden in the steel chastity cage as his arousal skyrocketed. What was happening to him?   And why was Ella smiling slyly at him like that?




“Mmmm... did you miss us, Michael? Let’s get this hood out of the way... it must be soooo uncomfortable, hmm?” Ella purred seductively, her fingers already working the straps loose. 




Michael kept inhaling Ella’s sweet warm breath as she kept her luscious mouth right against his nose. It was turning him on so powerfully for some reason. He felt the warmth of Rae’s mouth against his ear as she whispered to him.




“Mmmm, yes... but this hood has been keeping you from getting yourself in trouble...” Rae warned softly.




Michael felt Rae slowly unzip the tight leather hood from the nape of his neck up over the top of his head. He felt Ella’s fingers gently stroke his hair from front to back as they pulled the hood from his face. The room air felt suddenly cool against his sweaty face and head as Ella worked the gag out of his mouth. He simply was not prepared for the intense rush of arousal that he was feeling as Ella pressed her body against him again, this time wrapping her arms around his neck as her lips moved in close to his own. He suddenly needed to kiss them. He had to taste them. He watched Ella’s tongue slowly moisten her lips. His own lips parted slightly in anticipation, which caused Ella to gasp with mock surprise.




“Ohh! Did I see those lips move, Michael? No... no... no... I am sure they did not move without my permission...” Ella pressed her soft lips against Michael’s and kissed him slowly and sensually, breathing hotly in his face as her wet tongue licked along his lips. 




Michael found himself struggling not to kiss Ella’s delicious lips. The more he focused on not moving his lips, the more he wanted to. In just seconds, he was going crazy with lust from this teasing. He felt Rae’s hands from behind him smoothing along his thighs and around to his chastity device, her fingers playing gently with his balls. 




“How long has it been since your last orgasm? Seven weeks? Eight weeks? You must be ready to burst. Mistress Persephone left us the key to this, and gave us permission to let you out if we wanted to... all you have to do is ask... Ohhhhhh but you cannot do that, poor little thing... you do not have permission to speak... or even move your lips... too bad really... the keys are right here, I could just unlock you... let your cock get nice and hard... and you could just plunge yourself in and out of Ella’s slick pussy until you exploded inside her. Wouldn’t that be soooo nice?” Rae cooed tauntingly. 




Ella moaned softly, bucking her hips against Michael as her fingers began to pleasure her dripping pussy. Teasing Michael this way was even hotter than she had expected. She whispered breathlessly, “Don’t you want to kiss these lips, Michael?” 




Michael’s brain was short circuiting. Should he kiss Ella or not? Instinct took over, and he leaned forward to kiss her. He blinked in confusion when she stepped back, wagging a scolding finger at  him. 




“Naughty boy! You should not have done that. I just finished telling you not to move your lips. I think you want us to punish you. And here I was just about to grant you permission to kiss me. You do have very nice lips, Michael... very kissable lips. Just think about that for a moment, Michael... kissing my lips instead of your wife’s lips... mmm who would be the better kisser, Michael? More importantly, why are you not in Position One right now? You are clearly now thinking about... her... that lesser female who gave you up because she does not have a clue what you really need... sink down to my feet where you belong and acknowledge this fact for us...” Ella gripped Michael’s hair firmly and slowly lowered his head to the floor.




Michael immediately folded himself into position one. As soon as he did, he heard fingers snap above him. He immediately moved to his hands and knees. Then he felt a light tap from a riding crop between his shoulder blades. Suddenly he remembered being aboard Persephone’s yacht, and how First Officer Maya had trained him. He crawled forward,   behind Ella and in front of Rae. 




Rae tapped Michael’s left and right shoulders to turn him as she walked him through the first floor of Persephone’s mansion and to the base of the grand stairs adjoining the foyer. She brought her arm back and gave him one hard stroke on his ass, smiling as he stopped instantly. “Such a good little bitch... you remember your training. Now you are going to pull down Ella’s pretty panties, and then you are going to kiss her beautiful ass just like she was kissing your mouth, bitch. This is how you beg us to force you deeper into submission.”




Ella turned to look over her shoulder innocently. Her sheer baby doll lingerie did very little to cover her perfect round ass cheeks. And she felt it riding up more as she bent over slightly and arched her back. “Ohhh... Rae... Are you sure this is a good idea? You know how I respond to this sort of worship. I am not sure Michael is ready for that.”




“I am sure he is not! Go ahead Michael. We are waiting.” Rae cooed, laughing as she touched between Michael’s shoulder blades again. 




Michael crawled across the foyer to Ella, watching her delicate fingers lifting her lingerie up out of his way. Ella truly had a beautiful ass. He carefully reached up to her hips and gently tugged down on her panties. Without warning, Ella pushed her ass back hard into his face, momentarily smothering him before propelling him backward, sending him sprawling onto his back on the marble floor. 




“That is not how we do things here, bitch. Bring your hands up to her hips, and this time you wait for her permission before you take her panties down.” Rae admonished. 




Michael obeyed, noting how Ella had begun to sway her hips slowly back and forth in front of his face. He felt her hands come down to rest gently on his own, holding them against her hips. 




“Ohhhh Michael... Michael... Michael... What Rae is not telling you is that I get really... really... turned on by having my ass licked... it just does something to me, Michael... are you sure you want to do this to yourself?” Ella’s voice was soft and innocent as she quickly pushed Michael’s fingers in against her panties and yanked them down to her mid-thighs, still holding onto his hands as she bent over. 




Michael had no time to react as Ella’s ass pushed into his face. He inhaled deeply and felt himself immediately responding sexually. He inhaled again, and again, as Ella kept swaying her hips back and forth slowly. He could not help himself as he pushed his face in deeper and deeper against the wispy fabric of her lingerie. He felt Ella shift her weight from one side to the other as she let her panties fall to the ground. He let her slide his hands back up to her hips before she tugged her wispy baby doll up. He felt her bring the sheer garment back behind his head and pull it in firmly, pushing his face deeper between her ass cheeks. 




“Okay, Michael. It seems you have made your choice. Kiss me like you mean it...” Ella sighed seductively, pulling her ass cheeks wider apart. 




Michael could not have stopped himself if he wanted to. He was instantly making out with Ella’s asshole like it was his purpose for living on this earth. He heard Ella’s soft moans of pleasure turn to high pitched sighs of sexual ecstasy as his tongue spiraled around and around her puckered hole. Soon, Ella’s high-pitched sighs evolved into a deeper more lustful tone. He felt her hand grabbing the hair on his head and pulling his face in harder against her as she rocked back against him. 




“Inside! I want that tongue all the way in, you worthless bitch! Now!” Ella hissed, twisting off Michael’s face long enough to kick him brutally hard in the chest, propelling him backwards again. She glared at him for a second, then turned and slowly began climbing the stairs, perfect ass swaying. Without looking back, she hissed, “If that tongue is not where it belongs by the time I count to three, there will be consequences.”




Michael’s eyes widened with alarm. He almost stood up but remembered his instructions. He crawled quickly to the base of the stairs.




“One...”




Panic set in as he realized Ella was ascending faster than he was.




“Two...”




Michael raced on all fours up to Ella, only to find it impossible to bury his face into her ass while she slowly climbed the stairs.




“Three.”




 Michael slumped down on the stairs, defeated. He would have to face the consequences now.




“Who told you to stop trying, worthless bitch?” Ella inquired calmly as she reached the top of the stairs. 




Michael crawled up the rest of the stairs and followed Ella down a long hallway and into a bedroom. Only it wasn’t a bedroom, he realized, as Rae closed and locked the door behind her. He gulped, not knowing what to do as Ella strolled to a pair of ornate cabinet doors and opened them. Inside was a terrifying collection of whips, crops, scary metal devices and enough restraints to secure a large group of slaves at an auction. He nervously crawled behind Ella and pressed his face into her soft ass. She ignored his efforts completely, so he stopped,  not wanting to anger her. He heard her sigh with resignation as she grabbed him roughly by the hair, pulling him over to a large wooden rack. 




Michael tried his best to accommodate Ella as she maneuvered him roughly around on the floor until he was sitting back on his heels with the back of his neck leaning against the end of the rack. He did not protest when she pulled his hair painfully back, forcing him up off his knees as she shoved his head back onto the rack. He probably should have protested her clipping the two chains onto the sides of his collar, but she gave him the most disarmingly beautiful smile. Right before she touched a button on a switch console hanging down next to the rack. 




Michael heard the rumble of chains and felt his collar pulling his neck and body up onto the wooden boards of the rack. He felt Ella and Rae each take one of his hands reassuringly as they moved to the sides of the rack and strolled slowly alongside while he was dragged by the neck along its length. He had no choice but to arch his back awkwardly onto the rack on his back as the chains dragged him.




A minute later, Michael’s head and neck had been pulled beyond the far edge of the rack. His head hung down with nothing supporting it. Ella let his hand go and had moved away. He felt the rack lowering toward the floor as she returned to stand over his head, her smooth calves now on either side of his head. 




“Here, let me help you...” Ella cooed tauntingly. She squatted down, lifted Michael’s head, and slid a narrow wooden board into the top of the rack and set his head down on it, stroking his hair as she stood back up and nodded to Rae. 




Michael felt the chains on either side of his wooden headrest retract a little more until his collar was anchored to the board. His heart pounded as Rae prompted his legs up in the air. He did not resist as she continued to fold his knees down to his chest, adjusting his lower legs to an angle just past vertical. It dawned on him that they were turning him into a human chair!




“You are nice and flexible. Cross your arms underneath your back for me, bitch.” Rae cooed, smiling as Michael just complied without hesitating. She quickly closed steel cuffs around his wrists, and clipped chains to them. Touching another button on the hanging console, these chains also retracted down and under the table until Michael’s arms were snugly pulled toward the opposite sides of the rack. 




Ella fastened steel cuffs to Michael’s upturned ankles. These were welded to each other and were attached to chains that ran to the top corners of the rack on either side of Michael’s head. She smiled wickedly as Rae climbed up onto the rack and stood looking down at Michael, flexing a riding crop in her hands.




“Look at our helpless little bitch now, Ella, chained to our training rack. Let’s hope he is better at being furniture than he is at being a man.” Rae chuckled as she turned around and sat down gracefully on the backs of Michael’s thighs.




Michael felt the warmth of Rae’s thighs on his own as She slowly sat down on him. His legs absorbed her body weight as she compressed his body downward. He felt the tip of her riding crop tracing across his exposed ass cheeks and balls, tapping them gently. He felt Ella close her calves more snugly against the sides of his head. He listened to them both giggling as Ella touched a button on the console and the rack began to slowly rise up again. 




Michael’s face slid very slowly along the insides of Ella’s creamy smooth thighs as the rack rose upward. His gaze was fixed on her dripping wet pussy and her beautiful soft ass cheeks as the rack lifted his face up toward them. Panic and lust filled his mind as he realized the rack was not stopping. It slowly pressed his face upward into the musky softness of Ella’s nether region until it lifted her up on her toes. He felt Ella shift side to side to seal his face more fully against her. He felt his nose slip into her puckered anus until she shifted, sealing his mouth there as she rested her full weight on his face. He knew what was expected of him, even as he struggled to breathe.




Ella sighed happily as she felt Michael’s tongue sliding deeply into her ass. “Mmmm, yes little bitch... learn your true purpose... and I am certain that if we let you speak, you would be begging us for something nice and thick to stretch your ass wide... don’t worry, we will get to that later.”


Chapter XIV










Alexa had not slept in days. The story of Hans Geller’s shocking allegations against Emma, the head of an institution that did so much good in the world, was all over the news. 




And Alexa had enabled that to happen. With a deep breath, she finished writing the note to Dr. Mia Jonassen, and re-read it to herself. This could end her career or her life, she realized, but it was the right thing to do. 




“Dear Dr. Jonassen, I have made a terrible mistake in deciding to work for Sophie. She made me do this to Geller. Please forgive me but I need your help. Sophie is ruthless. I am so scared I do not know what to do.”




Alexa then sealed her note in an envelope along with a copy of Sophie’s written instructions for Hans Geller’s induction and addressed it to Dr. Mia Jonassen in Switzerland. Hands trembling, she dropped it through the slot in the post office and quickly walked away.




✽✽✽




Mia Jonassen’s face turned ashen as she re-read Alexa’s note, and Sophie’s induction instructions. Her shock quickly turned to rage toward Sophie as she grabbed her secure phone and dialed Emma’s number. Sophie was out of control, and it was long past time to do something about it. And now, however upsetting it was that Alexa had left her employment at the clinic so abruptly, she also had to ensure Alexa’s safety. Sophie was indeed proving herself to be ruthless.





Chapter XV










Emma sat quietly on a bench in one of Miko’s beautiful inner courtyard gardens. She heaved a genuine sigh of relief as her Security team in Berlin completed their briefing over the phone. Kristina and Jenny were now with Derek and Amy, and on their way to a safe house in Rome.




As she sat processing all of this new information about Sophie’s nefarious business plans and sorted out how Kristina and Jenny had gotten sucked into the middle of it all, her secure phone chirped. She answered it, surprised to hear Mia Jonassen’s troubled voice. 




“Hello Emma, can you speak freely?” Mia began, urgency in her normally calm voice. 




“Yes Mia, go ahead. What is wrong?” Emma prompted, listening to Mia’s heavy sigh coming through the phone. 




Twenty minutes later, Emma ended the call with Mia after thanking her and giving her reassurances that she would mobilize a Security detail to protect Alexa, given the circumstances. She watched Princess Miko strolling into the garden and sit down next to her on the bench. 




“You appear troubled, my dear friend.”Miko observed.




Emma studied Miko’s expressionless face. “Miko, I need to know that I can trust you fully, and completely.”




“Then say nothing, Emma. Please. Come with me.” Miko stood up and simply strolled away. 




Emma felt her pulse quickening as she followed Miko into her sprawling home, and into what looked like a meditation room with traditional Japanese screens. The exterior wall was floor-to-ceiling glass and provided a few of the lush vegetation in the valley beyond.




Emma watched Miko touch her thumb to a tiny black circle embedded in the frame of one screen. The screen wall slid sideways, revealing a control room many times the size and complexity of her own Security control room in Berlin. Stunned, she silently watched Miko move to a keyboard and began typing rapidly. 




Screens on the walls around them began to come to life. Emma found herself looking at a satellite image of an island as Miko zoomed in closer and closer. She could see a large compound, complete with a mansion, a large dock, sprawling lawns, and even a circular stone feature with what looked like a small amphitheater next to it. 




“Her name is Persephone. She is a wealthy and beautiful Greek heiress, with a taste for transforming slaves into human furniture apparently. It appears that she may have purchased your friend Michael recently for just this purpose.” Miko paused to gauge Emma’s reaction. 




“Incredible. Go on, please.” Emma replied evenly.




“Persephone owns this island off the coast of Greece. She spends a great deal of time on her yacht, the Cassiopeia. She has guests from time to time, but largely prefers to fly under the radar. She also teaches a yoga class once a year at our Society resort on the Amalfi Coast. Very popular event, I understand. It just took place a few days ago. I have come to find her peripheral involvement in our Society rather curious, so I decided to learn more about her.  




Emma’s eyes narrowed, recalling details from her Security team debrief about how Sophie had strong armed Jenny into being an informant for her, and had coerced her to bring Amy and Michael to meet Persephone in Amsterdam. Sophie had orchestrated the whole thing. 




Emma was quickly getting a much clearer picture of what Sophie was doing. She had most likely used her hypnosis treatment on Michael to embed his slave auction fantasy, and in turn used him to con Amy into making a deal with this woman Persephone from Greece. Amy went along with it, and effectively got tricked into selling Michael to Persephone at the nightclub in Amsterdam. She took a deep breath and let it out slowly.




“Thank you for sharing this with me, Miko. Do I even want to know how you gather all of this intel?” Emma smiled briefly. 




“Oh, you most certainly do not, dear friend.” Miko returned Emma’s smile. 




Emma nodded, making the decision to trust Miko. “It is clearer now. Sophie has been using your equipment to do mind-control hypnotic conditioning on unsuspecting males and has been doing so right under our noses. She has created a black-market slavery business that leaves the victims programmed to believe they are nothing more than obedient drones. My American friend Michael was one of her first victims, it seems. Sophie has now managed to take over a global shipping company, and has set up mobile hypnosis laboratories hidden inside shipping containers to program her captured males. She flies them by helicopter out to the cargo ship in international waters.  While there at sea, she subjects the males to deep level hypnosis to install her drone programming, and then flies them to a buyer anywhere along the shipping routes via helicopter. And there is more. Sophie used her hypnosis programming on Hans Geller, to publicly discredit me and our Society. She is trying to take control over the Inner Circle.”




Emma looked at Miko’s stunned reaction. There were very few times she could ever recall Miko being surprised by anything. This was clearly one of them. She brought a hand to Miko’s knee. “We are going to take her down, Miko. But first, we must rescue Michael from Persephone. I will need your help for this.”




“You shall have full access to all of my resources, Emma.” Miko replied. 




The two women sat together in silence, each of their razor-sharp minds beginning to plan next steps even as they both processed everything just shared between them. 




✽✽✽




Miko found Emma again in the courtyard garden the next morning, peacefully examining a lotus blossom. “One of the greatest gifts that nature has to offer. Did you manage to get some rest, Emma?”




“Good morning Miko, yes thank you. I am grateful for your hospitality.” Emma smiled warmly at Miko, squeezing her hand.




“My team informs me that Persephone’s yacht set sail yesterday. She apparently has some business meetings in Venice this week.” Miko offered calmly.




“How do you know... Never mind. This could be quite useful to us. Can you track her movements?” Emma inquired, her mind racing through scenarios. 




“I already am, my dear. We are tracking the Cassiopeia in the Mediterranean Sea and monitoring all communications to and from the yacht. She is meeting with a woman to discuss purchase of some male slaves, it seems. Thermal imaging of her yacht suggest that she is traveling with a male - not Michael, considerably larger I’m afraid - and her mostly female crew. They will be at anchor in Venice by tomorrow morning.” Miko paused.




“I see. Could you possibly provide similar tracking on her island?” Emma inquired.




Miko smiled, pulling a tablet from her robes. Touching the screen, she brought up a satellite image of Persephone’s island. Showing it to Emma, she switched to an extremely detailed thermal imaging view. “We believe we found Michael. See these three red lumps on the second floor here? Only two of them have moved in the past eight hours. One of them is fully restrained, we believe. The other two come and go, but there is always at least one with him. If we are correct, then we will be able to track his movements now, wherever they take him. However, we also have been studying the electrical fields all over the island. She has a very powerful invisible fencing system around the entire island.” Miko observed. 




Emma’s pulse quickened. “So, Michael is likely wearing an electronic shock collar. Which means a direct extraction would require us to shut down the fencing system somehow.” 




“Exactly. But that is the easy part. With thermal imaging cameras, we are tracking regular security patrol teams covering the island 24 hours a day. It is safe to assume they are armed and have a robust security and communications network in place. The place is a fortress, Emma. This Persephone is not playing games.” Miko warned. 




Emma furrowed her brow in thought. Anyone in the business of slave trade would of course want robust security. “Since it is an island. We need to know how they provision that island.” 




Miko beamed. “Very clever girl! Yes, we do. And we have. My team has reviewed satellite footage from the past month and has noted a series of weekly delivery boats coming to the island. If the pattern holds, the next supply boat will head over in... exactly eighteen hours.” 




“Miko, you are truly amazing. Can you figure out a way to take down their security network?” Emma asked. 




“My dear, these are the adventures I live for. Just tell me when you want to send that island back into the Stone Age, and I will see to it.” 




“Excellent. Now if you will excuse me, Miko, I have many plans to make. Thank you so much.” Emma gave Miko a warm hug, then returned to her guest cottage and began firing off a rapid salvo of texts and emails. 

















Chapter XVI










Derek quietly checked on Amy in the bedroom of the safe house apartment in Rome. Sound asleep. Good. He could barely imagine what she had been through in the past week. He sat down at the small kitchen table with Sam, Kristina, and Jenny. He looked at Kristina and Jenny.“You two must be exhausted. Why not get some more rest?” 




“I’m fine. I slept in the car for a while.” Kristina replied.




“Me too. And to be honest, I am still kind of amped up from that oil, if you know what I mean. Holy shit that stuff is strong!” Jenny laughed. 




They all shared a laugh as Derek’s phone buzzed with a text from Emma. He read it, a chill going down his spine. 




“I hope you enjoy your family holiday in Venice, however brief. Eager to know if La Violetta still serves those yummy tarts with room service.”




“We have to leave. Now. Jenny, go wake Amy. Kristina... you and I will wipe down the apartment while Sam pulls the SUV around. We are out of here in ten minutes.” Derek was already standing.




“What? We just got here. Where the hell are we going?!” Jenny demanded. 




“Venice. Emma’s orders. There is trouble.” Derek replied ominously.




Ten minutes later they were moving  through the busy streets of Rome in the SUV. 




“Goodbye, Roman Colosseum! It was nice almost seeing you, dammit!” Jenny snorted. 




✽✽✽




Amy could not help but gasp happily as they arrived at La Violetta Hotel by water taxi. She smiled at the boat captain helping her onto the old stone quay alongside the canal. Venice was spectacularly beautiful. She wished Michael were here to see all of this. Her stomach was in knots constantly worrying about him in Persephone’s clutches. He must be terrified. She took Derek’s offered arm and they checked in as a couple. Kristina, Sam, and Jenny checked into their own suite, adjoining hers and Derek’s on the top floor. 




Derek immediately picked up the phone in their room and ordered room service. In less than five minutes, a waiter knocked on the door. Pulse quickening, Derek pulled open the door, tipped the man and took the cart into the room himself. As he opened the note from Emma, he turned to Amy. “I hope you’re hungry!”




“I can’t eat anything. I am worried sick about Michael. I feel so guilty.” Amy confessed, tears forming in her eyes. 




Derek stopped reading and hugged Amy. “We are going to get him back safely. I promise you that. Now please eat something Amy. You need it.” 




“Okay, Okay. I will. And thank you Derek. When this is all over...” Amy did not know how to finish her sentence. She just reached up and kissed him softly on the cheek. 




“I know. I feel the same way. Let’s get there first, then figure it out together.” Derek smiled at Amy and then went back to Emma’s instructions delivered with the tray. 




“So, what is the plan, Derek? Oh, sorry...”Sam asked, coming through the adjoining door without knocking. She noted Derek and Amy standing very close to each other.




“Looks like Sam, Kristina and I are going to Greece. Amy and Jenny are staying here to meet with Emma. Emma will leave her jet waiting for us at the airport.”




“So... no sightseeing here either then?” Jenny quipped from the other room. 




✽✽✽




Amy and Jenny stepped out of the lift and scanned the lobby of La Violetta hotel. Amy tapped Jenny’s arm, whispering, “there she is!”




Emma stood and gave Amy a long soulful hug. “Amy I do not have words to express my apologies to you. Please know that I will do absolutely anything required to get Michael back to you safely.”




“It is so good to see you, Emma. My head is still spinning but please do not apologize. Let’s just figure out how to get him back.” Amy hugged her tightly. 




“I have a plan.” Emma replied calmly. 




“I figured you might. What can I do?” Amy asked. 




“You can come with me to give Persephone one last chance to just give Michael back to you without question, before we take him ourselves.” Emma looked at Jenny, then back at Amy.




“Persephone is arriving here in Venice by yacht this afternoon. She has a meeting tomorrow morning with a black-market slave trader. We believe she is looking to purchase more slaves. I believe her meeting will be taking a very different direction than what she anticipates. How would you both feel about a gondola ride this afternoon?




Emma, Amy, and Jenny spent the afternoon exploring the vast network of canals in Venice by gondola. Although they appeared to simply be three beautiful women on a sightseeing gondola tour, they were in fact doing detailed reconnaissance for the intervention with Persephone planned for the following morning.




Eventually satisfied with their preparations, Emma took the two women to dinner at the same restaurant where she was due to meet Persephone the following morning for brunch. She instructed Jenny to gain a thorough understanding of the restaurant layout including access points, and discussed with Amy where she could make her entry once Jenny gave her the all-clear. 




✽✽✽




Derek and Sam found a spot hidden from view at the sleepy little Greek fishing port and watched a stream of dock laborers loading boxes and bins of supplies from the dock onto an old fishing trawler. The boat had been converted into a small cargo vessel and matched the description of the supply boat provided by Princess Miko’s satellite surveillance team. A short while ago, Derek - posing as a delivery man - had ‘delivered’ one more sealed plastic bin to the pile on the dock being loaded on board. 




“Okay, it’s on board now.” Sam whispered, peering through binoculars. 




When the old trawler cast its lines off and headed out into the bay, Derek sent a text to Emma informing her that their special package was on its way to Persephone’s Island. Now he and Sam - and Emma - would wait for confirmation from Miko’s satellite surveillance team that the inconspicuous plastic bin was successfully unloaded onto the island.




Sam was already moving toward the dock, with Derek behind her. She successfully distracted the old man sitting in a chair by his fishing boat while Derek jumped into a little speed boat tied up at the end of the dock. When she heard the motor of the speed boat rose to life, she wished the old man a pleasant day and joined Derek in the speed boat. 




 “Move over, Derek. Untie us.” Sam instructed, gently pulling Derek away from the wheel and taking his place with a slight smile.




Derek chuckled and complied. A minute later they were following the cargo trawler out of the harbor at a safe distance and on a course angling away from them to avoid suspicion. 


Chapter XVII










Michael woke to the sensation of his chastity device being removed again. Morning sunlight softly lit the bedsheets that covered him. He pulled against his restraints, realizing they were still there. Ella and Rae had tied him to their bed last night, ankles together and tied to the footboard, wrists tied to the corners of the headboard. They had used pink silk ribbon for his bindings and had finished every knot with a pretty bow, just to deepen his humiliation and helpless submission. They told him that if he could break free, he could have both of them in any sexual way he desired. 




Michael felt Ella’s soft warm thigh sliding over his face again, briefly suffocating him as she forced her other thigh in under his head. Then she began to squeeze her thighs together, very slowly. Just like they had done for hours last night, while they edged him. They had trained him to speak when they did this, using the only words they would permit him to say. He felt oiled fingers slowly stroking his hardening cock. Without hesitating he blurted out, “I am nothing! I do not deserve an orgasm!”




“Well, if that is the way you feel, Michael, we understand. But today is a new day, and we were going to let you beg to cum this morning. But we can wait another day for that... or a week.” Ella cooed tauntingly. 




Two hours later, Michael still lay bound and sandwiched between Ella and Rae on their bed. He was exhausted from lifting his hips and arching his back, trying desperately to gain enough stimulation from his captors’ teasing fingers to achieve an orgasm. But it was impossible.  They had established a slow stroking rhythm comprised almost entirely of five upward strokes followed by a brief pause. It was driving him absolutely insane with lust and frustration. Ella and Rae were experts at teasing and denial... they were never going to send him over the edge this way. All he could do was whimper pathetically, which made the two women laugh. 





Chapter XVIII










Persephone stepped off the motor launch, smiling warmly at the pair of men clamoring to help her onto the quay alongside the canal. She strolled elegantly into the restaurant and was immediately shown to her table. 




Jenny had been there near the restaurant for hours and had already identified the security goon sitting at an outdoor table that Persephone had sent ahead of her. He might as well have had a sign on his head reading “I Do Not Belong Here!” Amateurs. 




Jenny’s pulse quickened as she saw Persephone arrive and glide elegantly to another outdoor table, seating herself to await her business guest. 




Persephone smiled warmly at the waiter pouring her a glass of sparkling water. She noticed a beautiful blonde woman wearing sunglasses strolling through the doors of the restaurant and into the outdoor patio area as if she owned the place. Persephone’s smile faded as the elegantly dressed blonde walked up to her table and sat down.




“Hello Persephone, it is nice to finally meet you. I hear wonderful things about your annual yoga retreat. Perhaps I will attend one year.” Emma smiled at the waiter as he poured her some sparkling water as well. 




“Emma, such a... pleasure to meet you in person. Your reputation precedes you. But I am afraid to tell you that I am unfortunately expecting someone else this morning. Perhaps we could schedule another-“ Persephone’s suggestion ended as Emma cut her off. 




“Yes. Baroness Weiss, if I am not mistaken. I’m afraid the Baroness has decided not to do any further business with you, Persephone.” Emma replied easily, sipping her water.




Persephone caught her breath but maintained her composure. How dare this woman interfere with her private business dealings. She shot a look over to her security thug, just in time to see Jenny stroll by and jab his massive shoulder with a well-concealed hypodermic needle before strolling into the restaurant. 




Persephone watched stunned as two large men dressed as waiters emerged from the restaurant, helped the groggy security operative to his feet, and steered him to a waiting motor yacht that had pulled up at the quay. She took a sip of sparkling water, hand shaking slightly as the motor launch moved quickly down the canal and out of sight. With an even tone, she addressed Emma without pleasantries. “What do you want?”




“A menu. I am famished.” Emma called the waiter over, took a brief look at the menu and then spoke to the waiter in perfect Italian.




“I ordered for both of us. Eggs ... poached for you, of course. Seems fitting, don’t you agree?” Emma offered calmly, watching her adversary intently.




Persephone glared at Emma. “How dare you. Who do you think you are, marching in here and disturbing me like this?!” 




“Ah. Well, you may think of me as your only hope of maintaining any shred of your private little enterprise. Alternatively, you may also consider me your very darkest nightmare should I not get what I came for. This coffee is excellent. Have you tried it yet, Persephone?” Emma calmly dipped her coffee, noting Persephone beginning to squirm in her seat. 




“Such bravado. Then please do tell me why you are here, Emma.” Persephone insisted, clearly irritated.




Emma said nothing. Instead, she followed Persephone’s eyes as she noticed the gondola pulling up alongside the restaurant. A pretty, well dressed woman with dark hair smiled at the gondolier as he helped her up onto the worn stone paving. Emma suppressed a smile as Persephone’s eyes widened with recognition, then narrowed with subsequent understanding.




“That is Amy... how did you...” Persephone gasped quietly as she watched Amy stroll calmly over to their table and sit down next to her.




“Hello, Persephone. You look well, and yes, I have missed you too. I want my husband back, you conniving, twisted little shit.” Amy smiled warmly and patted Persephone’s forearm.




Persephone blinked, uncharacteristically rattled by the last few minutes. “Amy, you know that is not possible. You chose to sell him to me, if you recall.” 




“I thought we agreed that it was role play. Just a game. That was before Yanni and your harem took me prisoner too, against my will I might add.” Amy shot back. 




“Don’t be so naive Amy. It would be very difficult to convince anyone that you were not just living out a sexual fantasy. But if you would care to try, I would be more than willing to make your video footage available to anyone online. There is something very marketable about a restrained woman having multiple orgasms. Your husband is no longer your husband, Amy. He is now my devoted and grateful slave, and grows more eager to worship me with each passing-“




“Enough, Persephone. You will release Michael, or you will face the consequences. I have zero patience for your smugness. We will give you one last chance to deliver Michael unharmed, immediately. Trust me. It is best for you to do so.” Emma warned.




Persephone paused to consider Emma and Amy, noting fierce determination in one, and jealousy mixed with anger and frustration in the other. Just another example of seller’s remorse. She smiled thinly, gazing out toward the endless line of gondolas slowly navigating the canal. “I will do nothing of the sort. Many mistake my gentle demeanor for weakness and vulnerability. But I assure you, your little tantrum here does not move me in the least. In fact, it strengthens my resolve to make sure that Michael receives what he has been craving his entire life... what you, Amy, have been unable to give him.”




Amy felt a surge of emotions flooding her mind and body. Everything from anger and rage to deep insecurity. She fought to keep herself focused. There was still work to be done here. “So let me understand this, Persephone. Maybe I am naive, but part of me just cannot believe anyone would actually do this and defend the deceitful plan. So, Sophie contacts you, and enlists your help to convince me to sell my husband Michael to you. She tells you that she has already pre-programmed Michael’s mind through hypnosis, both to embed this slave auction fantasy that he never really had, and also to make him believe that he is actually an obedient drone. Then we meet at Elena’s club in Amsterdam, where she regularly hosts black-market slave auctions. You convince us to have Michael sign your slave contract, which you do correctly explain is - how did you put it? Just a labor agreement - but you did not bother to explain to either one of us that this labor contract would legally require unanimous and sequential approvals by the Boards of six different shell companies, making it virtually impossible for me or anyone else to petition or challenge your ownership of Michael. Do I have this right, Persephone? Am I missing anything?” Amy pauses to regain control of her emotions. It took all of her willpower not to take a swing at Persephone, hard enough to knock her out of her chair.




Persephone just smiled at Amy. “There are actually seven shell company approvals that you would need to get through, to get anywhere near my slave Michael, but yes you grasp the essence of this arrangement, and most of the details. I find it interesting though how you skipped right over our little tryst in my limo, just after you willingly sold your husband to me. If I am not mistaken, I had you ready to orgasm in mere minutes.” 




Amy shifted uncomfortably in her seat. “And you know full well that at that point in time, I was under the impression that our arrangement was all just elaborate play-acting. Role play. For the benefit of Michael’s slave auction fantasy, which he never really had.”




Emma’s secure phone vibrated with a new text. Miko’s satellite surveillance team confirmed the bin containing the Electromagnetic Pulse device had been carried off the supply boat and onto Persephone’s island and was ready to go. Her face remained impassive as she calmly placed her phone in her lap. She knew the next few minutes would be difficult for Amy, but they had talked about it.  Amy was as prepared as she could be. They had to play to Persephone’s arrogance in order to buy time.




All three women waited in silence as the waiter served their brunch. When he left, Emma spoke. “Persephone, I am here to mediate a deal, if a deal can be reached. As much as Amy’s situation disturbs me, the fact remains that Michael willingly signed Persephone’s contract. I have heard of slave contracts such as the one you executed with Michael, but this is my first experience with learning the terms and conditions. We are probably talking five years of legal fees to navigate through all of your shell companies. Amy would go broke long before she could get anywhere near making a legal claim for Michael. I must say, I am impressed by your attention to details, Persephone. There is no way we are going to beat you, is there.” 




“You are beginning to understand, Emma. But with my current arrangement of shell companies, you should figure on ten to twelve years of legal work. And I can add another dozen companies to his contract with a single phone call.”




“I see. Perhaps you would consider selling him then.” Emma sighed in mock resignation, looking down at her phone briefly as she composed and sent a two-word instruction to her global team ready for Michael’s extraction. She already knew Persephone would never sell Michael back to Amy. She was just killing time until the operation was completed, and Michael was safe. 




“Stone Age”




Emma kept her phone in her lap, calmly waiting for Persephone to respond. 




Persephone sighed. “Such confidence, Emma. I admire that. But you understand how impossible it would be for me to sell a slave before he is properly trained. This would reflect quite poorly on my reputation. But perhaps there is another way to look at our situation. Perhaps Amy is ready to address her submissive side in a more complete manner. Perhaps you will come with me to join your husband, and I will train you both.”




Amy’s eyes narrowed. She was about to unleash a rich torrent of choice words, but caught herself. She had to play along for just a little while longer. This was going to be the most excruciating brunch of her life, but if it helped to get Michael back safely, she would gladly sit here all day with this insane woman. She cleared her throat. 




“Well, Persephone, that would depend on a number of things. I do not dismiss the idea, but I have a business to run and other obligations. If I came to you for a period of time, and... you know... really surrendered completely to training, I would expect you to cover all of my expenses and lost revenue. And I would insist on a date upon which both Michael and I would be set free from your control, because we would do it right this time. Just a deep dive into consensual role play. These two points would not be negotiable.” Amy concluded, feeling her pulse quicken at the thought of surrendering to Persephone as her slave for training. Keep it together, Amy. 




“Consider it done, Amy. I will have papers drawn up. And this time, you may take as much time as you like to review them if you wish. Where are you staying here in Venice? I will have Yanni deliver them to you... personally.” Persephone replied calmly, her voice becoming the seductive purr that she knew Amy responded to so well. This was becoming interesting.




The mention of Yanni’s name brought powerful memories back to Amy, many of them deliciously erotic. She felt her face flushing with arousal. Damn, this woman really knew how to push her buttons. What would it be like to submit to her completely, she wondered? 




“I will have a courier pick them up from you, Persephone. Unless Amy disagrees, of course.” Emma cut in, silently noticing the effect Persephone was having on Amy. 




Persephone noted Amy’s arousal with a slight smile. “Of course. But I would have a few conditions of my own, Amy. I will share them with you, provided you are... willing.” 




“I am willing... I mean yes. Please share your conditions.” Amy stammered nervously. 




“The first condition would be a waiver of argument, Amy. Surrendering your capacity to object to my instructions would be absolutely necessary. And my second condition would be that you submit to my training for exactly six months. At the end of this time, if either of you wished to leave, you may do so. And if you wished to stay, then... we would renegotiate terms. These points would also be non-negotiable.” Persephone smiled, watching her words sinking into Amy’s mind. 




Emma felt her phone buzz again. Glancing down casually, she could not help but heave a quiet sigh of relief as she read the single word text. 




“Sunrise”




Michael was safe and on his way back to Venice. Emma patted Amy’s arm gently. She did not want Persephone to catch on, so she chose to say nothing to Amy just yet. She turned to Amy and said quietly, “Amy, I do not wish to interfere with your personal life any more than I have, but perhaps you should think this through. It would be a rather large step.” 




Amy blinked, looking at Emma’s calm, unreadable expression. Did the extraction mission fail? Was Michael okay? Was Emma actually supporting her decision to surrender to Persephone to get Michael back? What the hell was going on right now? Her head spun in confusion. Taking a deep breath and letting it out slowly, she looked first at Emma then to Persephone as she replied, “You’re right, Emma. But I do not see any other way to get Michael back though. Persephone, let me think about this. Can I call you tomorrow?” 




“Of course, Amy. Think it over. I will give you until tomorrow noon to consider my offer. After that, the terms will change.” Persephone replied smoothly. 




Emma stood, prompting Amy to do the same. “Thank you for brunch. You are a tough negotiator, Persephone. I will give you that.” 




Persephone just smiled as Emma and Amy strolled to a water taxi and climbed down into it. She watched as they pulled away, chuckling at her own negotiating prowess. She let her thoughts turn to training Amy in the most humiliating ways as she finished her brunch.  




Emma instructed the gondolier to pull over just as soon as they had turned into a side canal. She retrieved the ornate metal case that Miko had given her, placing it on the small table in front of her. In a few minutes, a small swarm of tiny gnat-sized nano bugs returned to the case, landing themselves in perfect alignment until all fifty of them were in place. She closed the case and set it back in her purse, smiling at the bewildered gondolier. 




Emma put a hand on Amy’s knee. “Michael is safe. We got him, Amy.” 




Amy gasped happily and threw her arms around Emma. “Thank you Emma! Thank you so much!” 




“My pleasure, Amy. Now you do not have to surrender yourself to Persephone for six months to get him back!” Emma laughed, hugging her for a long time. 




✽✽✽




Miko felt her pulse quickening as she read Emma’s text. Stone Age. She immediately entered a few commands at her keyboard, activating the electro-magnetic pulse device on its highest setting. Emma wanted permanent damage to every electrical device on Persephone’s island. She made a mental note never to anger Emma. Ever.











Chapter XIX










Margo stood tapping her riding crop to her palm as the male slaves hurried to unload the recently arrived cargo boat. She relished this weekly task, as it gave her ample opportunities to find fault with the slave’s performance and administer punishment accordingly. Even when it really was not warranted. She glared at a slave approaching her carrying a white plastic bin that was sealed. It had a label on it saying ‘Confidential - Attention Persephone’. She smacked the slave hard on the side of his face with the crop after reading the label. “Eyes down, worm! Put this one in my cart right there and then get back to work!” 




Margo watched the slave quickly comply, even as she delivered five hard strokes to his back as he hurried along. She shot a glaring stare at the boat captain as if to say, ‘You see nothing, and you hear nothing’. 




The boat was finally unloaded, and the slaves cast off the lines. Margo watched the boat move away until it faded from view. Then she unfurled her bull whip and began to deliver a constant barrage of lashes to every slave still stacking the crates and bins onto carts for transport. She bellowed, “What is taking so long?! Move! Faster!” 




A high-pitched whine could be heard, coming from the direction of Margo’s personal golf cart. Everyone stopped what they were doing, confusion on their faces. It grew louder, and the pitch of the noise became higher and higher. Margo was about to shout another stream of orders when a series of bizarrely loud electrical crackling noises came from the plastic bin marked Confidential, in short staccato blasts. Then there was silence once again. 




“What in hell...” Margo moved tentatively closer to the plastic bin, then thought better of it. She turned and shouted at two slaves to go over and open the bin, taking a few steps away from it herself. Persephone would want to know about this strange package. She pulled out her phone and touched the speed dial button for Persephone. Then she just stared at her phone, which displayed nothing. 




✽✽✽




Sam kept their speed boat in open water at a safe distance from the island, far outside the impact zone for the EMP device if it were activated. Both Derek and Sam’s phone chirped with a new single-word text from Emma: ‘Stonehenge’. This was the agreed signal to begin Michael’s extraction. It confirmed that the EMP device had been activated to disable every electrical device and system within the impact zone. Sam took a deep breath and pushed the throttle forward.  “Okay, we are on. Let’s go!” 




✽✽✽




Ella smiled as Michael’s tongue slid inside her asshole. She gripped the base of his cock and slowly rotated her palm around on the head of his penis, giggling uncontrollably. She and Rae both looked up when the bedroom lights went out at the same time the audio speakers stopped playing her favorite sex/torture playlist. She looked at the nightstand clock and sighed. They had lost power again. It would only be a few seconds until the generators kicked on, she knew. 




Ella and Rae waited. And waited. But nothing happened. Still naked, Rae left the bedroom and tiptoed down the hallway, breasts swaying. She gazed down to the foyer and saw a few servants running about. Something was wrong. 




✽✽✽

Sam picked an area of sandy beach on the far side of the island, away from the dock area. There was a wooded area that provided cover for them as they beached the speed boat. They moved quickly, hoping to make the most of the confusion caused by all electrical systems and devices going down simultaneously. Grabbing their gear bags, Derek jumped off the bow of the boat as Sam drove it gently up onto the sand. 




Derek led them up along the edge of a great lawn that led up to the mansion. He could see an odd-looking array of four thick wooden poles around a large rubber mat, in the center of the lawn as they jogged along the edge of the wooded area. Thankful that they saw no security patrols, and hopeful that the EMP completely trashed the communications system on the island, they made a run for a basement-level door on the side or the mansion. 




Once inside, Sam turned to Derek. In a whisper she said, “My bet is that he is not in the cellar area here. If Persephone was traveling, she would have someone watching over him.”




“Agreed. Probably a playroom or dungeon space on the first floor.” Derek offered. 




“No. It’s still morning. He is most likely in a bedroom upstairs with his handlers.” Sam countered. 




“Very good point. Let’s find the kitchen. Nobody is making a meal with all this going on. Maybe we will find the servants’ staircase.” Derek suggested. Seeing Sam nod her agreement, they moved up the cellar stairs and into the house. Sam insisted on going first, as she could likely blend in better than Derek. 




Her heart pounding, Sam checked the hallway and then entered it, quickly closing the door behind her. She would find the kitchen stairs and come back for Derek and their gear... if all went well. She ran stealthily down a hallway, relieved that it led straight to a deserted kitchen. Thank you, Derek. She moved quickly out the far side of the working kitchen, and far enough down another narrow passage to find a flight of stairs to the second floor. Perfect. She retraced her steps to the kitchen, but found a very large, well- muscled blonde woman in the kitchen glaring at her as she unfurled a bull whip. 




“Do not move!” Margo hissed at the intruder. She quickly drew back her whip to strike. Nothing stunned a victim better than a full whip-strike to the face. With luck, she would blind this one on the first try. 




Sam ducked in time to miss the first whip strike, surprised by how fast the blonde woman delivered the second as the whip wrapped itself tightly several times around her neck. She could not remove it fast enough. The muscular woman pulled the whip hard, crushing Sam’s windpipe as she went hurtling forward onto the tile floor at the woman’s feet. A familiar male voice called out innocently from behind the blonde woman.




 “Excuse me, where should I put this wine? This cheap stuff probably gets served later in the evening, so...” Derek kept a goofy grin on his face, blinking like an idiot. 




Margo turned to assess this male. Not one of theirs. Her eyes narrowed. Instinctively, she reached for the taser on her belt, drew it and fired at the large man’s chest. She waited for the familiar electrical crackling of voltage, but nothing happened. 




“Ouch. That was mean.” Derek replied flatly. In one quick motion, he essentially chest-pressed the full case of wine horizontally, hitting the blonde woman squarely in the face with it and knocking her backwards. He watched as Sam leaped toward the case of wine, half-catching it and lowering it to the floor before any of the bottles smashed. She then grabbed one bottle and swung the base of it down hard on the blonde woman’s face, knocking her out cold. And she still did not break the bottle. Very impressive. 




“I really wish I got that on video.” Derek complimented. 




“Grab our gear. Let’s go!” Sam was already moving out of the kitchen. 




Derek raced back to the cellar stairs and retrieved the gear bag, running at a full sprint to catch up to Sam, who was halfway up the stairs. He hoped they would find Michael in one of the first rooms, because he knew as soon as they started kicking in doors, the game plan could change very quickly. 




Sam was waiting for Derek at the first door they found. She turned the knob and entered quietly, finding the bedroom empty. She tried the next two doors. Both empty. She moved to a door across the hall, finding it locked. She looked at Derek, who nodded. 




Derek took a step back and threw his full weight against the door, splintering the wood frame around the lock loudly as his momentum carried him into the room. And there was Michael, tied to the large bed with pink ribbon. “Hey handsome, good to see you! How about we-“ 




Derek did not get a chance to finish his sentence. Instead, he felt a searing pain at the back of his head, and the room began to spin violently. He sank to the floor, vaguely aware of Sam rushing in after him and struggling with someone before he blacked out. 




Sam grabbed the naked woman and pulled her by the hair out from behind the door. As the woman fell, she punched her hard in the face, breaking her nose and causing it to bleed profusely. Before the woman could react, Sam punched her again, rendering her unconscious. 




Sam moved to the bed as she produced a knife from her belt. She quickly cut the silk ribbon tied to Michael’s left wrist and handed him the knife. “Quick - cut yourself free, Michael. I have clothes for you...” 




Sam knelt down and unzipped the gear bag, rummaging inside for Michael’s clothing. She saw movement out of the corner of her eye and turned to see another naked woman standing at the foot of the bed holding the knife she had just given him. 




Ella smiled wickedly at the female intruder, moving the knife to Michael’s throat. “Sorry, whoever you are. Michael only takes directions from us. We have made him very obedient. Now let’s work on you, shall we? Take your clothes off. Right now, or I will slit his throat. You are not in a hurry, are you?”




Sam stood slowly, furious with herself for letting her guard down. She looked at Derek’s motionless form and swallowed. This was not good. Not good at all. With a slight sigh, she kicked off her trail shoes and pulled off the clingy black tee shirt and dropped it on the floor. “There. Happy now? You see I am a girl?”




“Oh, I do. Keep going, little girl. And no more talking, or I will just have to punish you. And that would be very... unpleasant... for you. Take your bra off next, and then your pants, and then your panties if you are wearing any. And then just crawl into my cage over there.” Ella purred, licking her lips. 




Sam’s mind raced trying to plan the next move. But Derek was out cold, and this insane woman would probably dispatch Michael without a second thought. She unclasped her bra and tossed it toward the woman, deciding to play along. Then she turned slowly around as she unbuckled her pants, palming the small canister of pepper spray before wriggling out of her pants and letting them fall to the floor. In the long list of bad ideas that she’d ever had, Sam knew this next one was at the top of the list. But as she worked her panties off, back still turned, she managed to covertly slip the pepper spray up into her pussy. She prayed it did not accidentally spray inside her as she stood up and turned around. 




“Such a lovely little girl. In you go, now,” Ella cooed, pointing to the steel cage in the corner. 




Sam turned stiffly and started to walk toward the cage. She was running out of options. 




“Ohhh, not like that, little girl. You are going to crawl for me, and meow like a cute little kitten.” Ella cooed.




Sam gulped, sinking to her hands and knees. She began to crawl. Almost immediately she felt the pepper spray canister beginning to slide out of her. Just before it popped out of her pussy she heard a commotion behind her. Turning, she saw Derek leap upward from the floor. He curled one arm up between the naked woman’s legs, while his other arm swatted the knife away from Michael’s neck. She watched Derek lift the woman clear off the ground with one arm, turn her upside down and then literally throw her into the floor with sickening force. She heard bones snapping as the woman groaned in pain. She jumped up to join the fight, suddenly remembering she was totally naked. “Oh shit!” 




“Yeah, this is gonna be one hell of a field report.”Derek politely turned his back and finished cutting Michael loose while Sam quickly re-dressed. 




Sam tossed clothes on the bed for Michael. “These are for you. Put them on. Let’s go. We are out of time here.” 




A minute later Derek was helping a very disoriented Michael toward the bedroom door. He noticed how Michael was almost in tears, looking at the two women lying on the floor. Heaven knows what they had done to him in this place. He grasped Michael’s shoulder and looked him in the eye, pointing to the women on the floor and then to Sam and himself. “Hey? Michael, are you in there? Look... bad guys... and us... good guys. Got it?” 




Michael nodded yes, wiping tears from his eyes. “Yeah, I’m good. I just can’t explain what I am feeling right now.”




“It’s okay man, let’s just get out of here in one piece.” Derek led the way back down to the kitchen. All three of them just ran past a stunned maid, kneeling on the kitchen floor trying to revive Margo.




They raced down to the beach, only to find two huge men in their speed boat. One was on the beach stationed as a lookout, and the other had just climbed on board and was trying to figure out how to take the cowling off the outboard motor, probably to disable it. Taking cover in the woods right by the beach, they caught their breath trying to decide on a plan. 




An idea came to Michael. Pointing to the gear bag, he whispered, “You have handcuffs in there?”




“Yeah. Why?” Sam asked, watching Michael start to quietly pull his clothes off. 




“I still have my slave collar on. Sam, just act like a handler and bring me over there. Tell the guy on the beach that Persephone ordered me off the island and you are commandeering the boat. Then we figure out a way to take them out.” Michael whispered, pulling off the rest of his clothes and stuffing them back in the bag. 




“I like it. Entirely open-ended and high risk. But I got nothing else. Let’s do it.” Derek whispered. 




A few moments later Sam marched a naked, collared, and handcuffed Michael down onto the beach. Immediately she started screaming at the man in the speed boat. “Start this thing up! You are taking us to the mainland! Persephone’s orders!” 




Sam shoved Michael hard, forcing him to his knees in front of the burly guy on the beach. “Watch this slave. He is Persephone’s personal property.  But if he twitches, beat him. Now why have you not started this boat yet, asshole?”




The man in the boat put his hands up. “There is no key! How I do this?” 




Sam rolled her eyes and sighed, hopping up onto the boat. “Men are absolutely useless. Get out of the way, idiot, before you break something!”




Sam grabbed the large man’s shirt and pulled him away from the motor. “Make yourself useful. I dropped my phone on the grass coming down the hill. Pink case. Go find it. And hurry. I want to leave.”




Derek watched Sam with admiration as she dropped right into character, totally believable. He saw her order the large man off the boat and got himself ready for action. Good thinking, Sam. The guy was just calmly walking past him on the lawn a few steps away, looking down at the ground. 




Derek took a taser and a roll of duct tape out of the gear bag and waited for the man to move up toward the house a little further, then quietly moved out of the woods and onto the lawn behind him. He snuck up silently behind him and jabbed him with the high voltage taser. The big man went down immediately and lay on the ground convulsing. Derek quickly taped his mouth and bound his wrists and ankles before rolling him off the lawn and into the underbrush. 




Derek was moving back down to the beach when the other large man came around the corner of the wooded area with his pistol drawn. Derek froze, still a few yards away. He saw Michael - totally naked and handcuffed - sneaking up behind the man. Derek held up his hands. “Okay boss, you win.” 




Michael ran up behind the man, the last few yards at a full sprint, jumping as high as he could as he brought his cuffed wrists over the man’s head and down to his neck. He pulled back hard as he kicked both of the man’s knees out from under his body, causing him to fall backward, straight down on him like a boulder. The man’s gun went off before he dropped it, but the shot went high over Derek’s head. He heard and felt several of his own ribs crack as the man landed on him, but he held on tight, choking the man’s neck with the steel chain between the cuffs. The man started swinging upward at his head, connecting a few times, and missing the rest. 




Derek ran at the man as Michael held him. He saw blood gushing from Michael’s eyes and saw him wincing in pain. Still at a full sprint, he came around to the side of the two men and delivered a hard kick to the side of the large man’s head, right above where Michael was holding him fast. 




Michael heard a sickening crack, and the man went limp. “Did you just...” 




“Probably not. Maybe. Who cares. Let’s go. Can you stand?” Derek bent to help Michael up. He had seen enough field injuries to know that Michael was pretty badly hurt. 




“Yeah, I got it. Aw, Fuck!” Michael hissed, grabbing his ribs as he stood up carefully. 




“That took some balls my friend. Thank you.” Derek patted Michael on the back as they made their way down to the speedboat. 




Sam saw them coming down the beach, waiting to start the engine until they were close. She revved the engine, noting how Derek had to help Michael up onto the boat before pushing them off the beach and climbing on himself. “You okay, Michael?”




“Never better. Thank you both.” Michael forced a smile. 




“This guy just won a wrestling match with an armed refrigerator! You saved my life, man. But I am not hugging you until you put some clothes on.” Derek laughed, tossing Michael the gear bag.




“Let’s go. We have a plane to catch. I know a few people in Venice that cannot wait to see you, Michael. One in particular.” Derek smiled, putting a hand on Michael’s shoulder. 




Michael smiled, taking a moment to enjoy the sea breeze on his face as Sam accelerated the boat to full throttle like a pro. He watched Persephone’s island grow smaller and smaller as they headed back to the mainland, finding it difficult to wrap his head around everything that had happened to him there. He could not wait to see Amy. 


Chapter XX










Amy waited anxiously in front of La Violetta hotel in Venice. She scanned the canal - and the endless parade of gondolas and water taxis - in front of her for a glimpse of Michael. She beamed happily as a water taxi pulled alongside. Michael stepped up onto the old stone quay, followed by Derek and then Sam.




“Michael!” Amy squealed, joyfully wrapping her arms around his neck, and kissing him deeply for a long time. 




Michael pulled Amy in tight and returned her passionate kiss, ignoring the shooting pain in his rib cage. He had dreamed of this very moment for so long. He eventually whispered, “I love you so much, Amy. I... I am so sorry this whole thing got-“




“Shhh, baby, it’s okay. It’s all okay. It’s not your fault at all. Sophie had you hypnotized and planted that slave auction fetish in your head. Thanks to Emma and her amazing team, we figured it all out. None of it was real.”




“What?! Really? It sure felt real to me. And what about you? What happened to you after Amsterdam?” Michael asked, taking a moment to look into Amy’s beautiful eyes.




“A whole lot, baby. A whole lot. I’ll tell you everything but let’s go get you cleaned up. How are your ribs doing? Derek told us you got hurt during the extraction. Sorry! Am I hurting you?!” Amy took half a step back until Michael pulled her body in against him again. She just smiled happily. 




“I’ll survive. Emma had a medical team waiting for us at the airport when we landed here. They wrapped me up like a mummy.” Michael replied, kissing Amy again. 




“You should have seen this guy, Amy. He saved my life!” Derek explained. 




“Really? Baby I am so proud of you!” Amy beamed. 




“I just hope nobody caught that on film. Not exactly spy-movie material.” Michael noted.




“Don’t kid yourself. It was spectacular! There I am, standing frozen on the lawn near the beach where Sam, Michael and our boat were waiting. This huge thug has his gun aimed right at my chest, and I am sure that I am done in a few more seconds. Then I see Michael - handcuffed and naked as the day he was born - sneaking up behind this guy. He runs at the guy, jumps up and gets his cuffs around the guy’s head and down to his neck, and at the same time he kicks the guy’s feet forward. The gun goes off harmlessly as Michael pulls the huge guy down backward on top of himself and holds him on the ground. Man, I could hear your ribs breaking from where I was standing. I do not know how you held onto that ape.”




“That makes two of us!” Michael laughed, immediately wincing in pain.




“Well, I can assure you that I am going to take very good care of my hero here. Very, very good care...” Amy whispered, moving in for another kiss. 




“Okay, get a room, you two!” Jenny laughed, joining them outside. She hugged Derek and Sam, and then hugged Michael more carefully when Amy let go. 




“Jenny, thank you so much. Derek and Sam gave me the highlights of what you’ve been through. I cannot thank you enough. You risked your life for us.” Michael hugged Jenny hard.




“And you need a shower, dude. You smell like someone’s ass.” Jenny giggled, then made eye contact with each of the small group, lowering her voice to nearly a whisper.




“We need to get ready. Emma has called for an emergency meeting of the Inner Circle here at this hotel tomorrow. Mandatory attendance for all the members. Derek and Sam, there is a lot to do.” Jenny advised. 




“What about us?” Amy jumped in. 




“You two have the night off! Emma says hello and sends her love, by the way. She already arranged room service for you. We all agreed that you guys need to get... reacquainted. We will see you in the morning.” Jenny smiled, giving Amy another soulful hug. 




“Thank you, my sister,” Amy whispered. 




---- separator ---




Michael closed and locked the hotel room door, giving Amy a playful smile. “I really missed you, baby. How about I spend the next twelve hours or so showing you what I mean by that?” 




“Baby I would love that. In fact, you may need more medical attention by the time I am through with you...” Amy purred seductively, working Michael’s shirt off carefully as they kissed. Her hand wandered down to the bulge in Michael’s slacks. 




“Hmmm... what are you thinking about right now?” Amy whispered. 




“Kissing every inch of your body, starting with your toes.” Michael replied, slowly unzipping Amy’s dress.




“Not bad. Then what?” Amy prompted playfully. 




“Well, it turns out that I can do a whole lot more with my tongue than I ever imagined. So, I thought you might find that interesting.” Michael smiled, unclipping Amy’s bra as she unzipped his pants. 




“Sounds very nice. But I have to warn you, baby. I too have learned some things. In fact, I really like the idea of teasing and denial...” Amy cooed softly, turning around so her back was against Michael before she worked her panties down over her hips and bent over. She kept her ass pressed against Michael’s hard cock, smiling as he pressed in against her. 




“I can handle that.” Michael said confidently, moving his hands to Amy’s hips. He laughed, feeling Amy’s fingers reach back and tug his own underwear down to his ankles while she was still bent over. His hard cock sprung up, lodging itself nicely between Amy’s thighs. He could feel the slick heat of her pussy on his cock as she gently rocked side to side.




Amy giggled playfully, her fingers guiding the head of Michael’s cock to her wetness. Without a word, she slowly pushed back against him, smiling as he slid deep inside her, moaning with pure lust. She felt him immediately begin to thrust in and out, but she stopped him. “No, no baby... hold still. This is for me to enjoy. Besides, we cannot let you have an accident so soon after you’ve learned the joys of chastity, can we?” 




Michael felt like he would burst, but he loved that Amy had just gently taken over like that. He stopped right away, laughing quietly as Amy just kept rocking slowly side to side, his cock held captive inside her. “This is torture. You know that, right? It’s been like... I lost count. Like six weeks or something for me?” 




“Mmmhmm, I know. But it’s the good kind of torture... the kind you actually want... wouldn’t you agree, baby?” Amy asked playfully.




“I would have to agree, yes. And who are you, by the way?” Michael joked.




“I notice you are just getting harder and harder the more I tease you... and the more we talk about me denying you. I think you love this, baby. Too bad you can’t join me in the shower with all those bandages on... looks like you will just have to watch. I’ve heard somewhere that you like to watch, baby. Isn’t that right?” Amy slowly pulled herself off Michael’s cock, giggling as it slapped wetly against his bare belly. She just strolled naked into the bathroom and waited by the shower door, knowing her husband would follow. And he did.




“Oh, absolutely. I definitely like to watch.” Michael replied, his eyes glued to Amy’s beautiful naked curves. He moved to put his arms around her again, but felt her fingertips on his shoulders gently pushing him back. 




“Not so fast, then, baby. No more touching until I say so. Why don’t you turn the shower on for me instead, baby? Make it nice and steamy. And then, you can sit on the toilet and watch me while holding my towel.” Amy purred seductively. She patted Michael’s naked ass as he stepped past her to open the water faucets, noting his broad smile.




Michael sat contentedly waiting for Amy to finish her shower. When she did, he was right there to wrap her body in the large fluffy towel. “I think you’re gonna need some body lotion rubbed into your skin. Look how dry it is!” Michael playfully observed, pointing out the droplets of water running down Amy’s soaking wet skin.




“Mmm. I’ll think about it while you dry me off. In fact, I’ll think about a lot of things while you dry me off, baby. Like... how much I love you for being so courageous and telling me about your chastity and cuckolding fantasies. I didn’t realize how much it took for you to tell me those things. And I really had no clue what you were really wanting from me. Thank you for trusting me so much, baby. I hope these weeks with Sophie and Persephone have not changed the way you feel about these things.”




Amy watched Michael attentively drying her body off with a second towel. She ran her finger through his hair. “We can take as much time as either one of us needs, but if you’re still into it, I am too.” Amy bit her lip, holding her breath waiting for Michael’s reply. She knew it was possible - and entirely understandable - that after what he had been through, Michael might want nothing to do with such things any more. 




Michael knelt down, lifting Amy’s foot onto his thigh as he dried her leg. “I have to tell you that the last few weeks have been incredibly intense for me. I experienced things that I never ever imagined. And you probably did too. But I have to tell you, despite Sophie’s hypnosis-brainwashing attempt and the implanted slave auction fantasy, and the torture I had to endure on Persephone’s island, I loved living as a true submissive these past few weeks. Somehow, all of that just reinforced what I really want with you. Beyond that, I would rather just put Sophie and Persephone to the side for now, focus on us and keep going on our own path, you know?”




Michael leaned down and kissed each of Amy’s toes one at a time. “Seeing you with Derek and Yanni was the hottest thing I’ve ever experienced. I loved the way you just lit up with excitement So yes, I am totally 100% into being your cuckold. All I want is for you to have amazing sexual experiences. It’s all I have ever wanted. And, I think I should confess how much I loved being locked in a chastity belt, Amy. There is a huge difference between keeping myself chaste by sheer self discipline and being locked in something inescapable that does not even allow me to get hard. 




Michael shifted his attention to Amy’s other leg. “I have to confess that I love the ache of sexual tension that builds over time. It is so much more enjoyable than the few moments of pleasure I feel during an orgasm, followed by a huge drop-off of sexual desire. Chastity keeps me somewhere between a simmer and a rolling boil all the time. I love it. It was an incredible turn-on for me being locked in a chastity belt and watching you from the armoire that night with Derek, knowing that I could not possibly do for you what he was doing for you. I don’t really know how to explain it to you, but for some reason that kind of sexual desperation - urgently wanting to get hard to feel that kind of pleasure and realizing that I cannot - is just the most powerful turn-on for me. The only wrong part of that was you were not holding the key to my chastity belt. 




“We can certainly fix that problem, baby. You love the ache of sexual tension, huh? Somewhere between a simmer and a boil... Sexually desperate yet powerless to do anything about it... I love that, baby. I really want to try being your key holder, Michael. But I really should warn you: I could get used to this kind of pampering all the time. And if chastity and denial make you more eager to pamper me, well... I might just start to enjoy your suffering and desperation too. So be very careful what you wish for, baby,” Amy giggled, watching and feeling Michael kissing his way down her calf to her ankle, then her feet. 




Michael loved hearing these words from Amy. He was thrilled that she wanted to explore his fantasies like this. He kept planting long, reverent kisses on the top of her foot as he spoke. “I have a confession to make. I have always dreamed of being locked in chastity, with you as my key holder. And the first thing you do once you lock me up is make a rule that I am never allowed to use words to ask you to let me out or let me cum. Instead, I am required to do this... and only this... which leaves you completely empowered to ignore my request and simply enjoy having your feet worshipped.” 




“That is such a hot idea, actually. I like that a lot, baby. So glad you shared it with me. I know I don’t have you locked in a chastity thingy yet, but let’s pretend I do. From now on, this is how you ask me for any release. In fact, let’s add something, seeing that you are hard as a rock right now. How about we agree that only I get to decide when you can touch yourself at all? And if you feel the need to touch... to stroke... you can ask me nicely by kissing my feet, just like you are doing right now. How does that sound, baby?” Amy smiled broadly. This was getting fun. She felt her arousal growing.




“Sounds like heaven to me,” Michael replied, placing an extra-long kiss on Amy’s foot.




“And when you are ready, I want to watch you watching me make love to someone else. That is such a turn-on for me. That day with Yanni on Persephone’s yacht, with you tied to the chair watching us... that was the hottest thing I have ever done. Having you right there while he did those things to me... Mmm. I loved it. Even though Yanni and his friends ended up being total assholes, I learned a whole lot about myself too. These last few weeks have  opened my eyes to a lot of new and exciting ideas. I am looking forward to sharing all of that with you... in great detail,” Amy stepped close and gave Michael a long, soulful hug. 




“We are going to be okay, you and me. Even better than we were before this vacation went off the rails, baby. Now, how about that body lotion?” Amy whispered, kissing her husband as if for the very first time.














Chapter XXI










Emma greeted every member of the Inner Circle as they filed into the private meeting room at the hotel. She greeted Sophie with indifference, choosing not to react to her ice-cold demeanor. She remained standing as the women briefly greeted each other before taking their seats. Her calm demeanor and pleasant smile revealed nothing of the plans that she had set in place over the past twenty-four hours. Sophie’s cold greeting in fact confirmed that she had no idea that Miko’s tiny little flying recording devices had been moving along the canal with her ever since she stepped into a water taxi an hour ago, recording everything she said on her phone. 




Emma now had all the proof she needed to end Sophie’s nefarious plans once and for all. Clearing her throat, she sat down and called the meeting to order. “Ladies, I am grateful to each of you for accommodating this emergency meeting, and for your attendance in person. As I am Chair for this Council, and given the accusations leveled at me personally, the first order of business today will be a provisional transfer of the Chair position to the next senior-most member of our Council, Lady Shannon MacLean. This will allow for a proper review of the facts and circumstances surrounding these accusations in the most fair and reasonable manner. Before we vote on my motion does anyone wish to be heard?”




“My dear Emma, you again provide clear examples of your fetish for excess and ceremony by calling us here in person and on extreme short notice. Why are you not just resigning your position so we can focus on the damage control you have causing our credibility to the public?” Sophie offered, feigning an innocently sad frustration with these unfortunate circumstances.




Emma leveled her stare at Sophie, maintaining her absolute calm. “This Council has always operated on the basis of fairness and equality and will continue to do so as long as I am involved with it. An impulsive, emotional response is in my view a sign of weakness, not strength. Does anyone else wish to be heard?”




After a few long moments of silence, Emma nodded. “Then we will now vote on the provisional Chair motion. All in favor?”




Emma calmly noted the unanimous and occasionally reluctant  ‘Yes’ votes going around the table, then slowly stood with dignity. “Very well, then. Shannon, the Chair is yours.”




Sophie smiled with satisfaction as Emma left the head of the meeting room table and moved to a seat to the side of the room. Clearing her throat she announced, “Madame Chairwoman, we welcome a fresh voice for these proceedings. May I make a motion to permanently eject-“ 




“As Provisional Chairwoman, you may not, Sophie. Any new motions will be heard today only after we have completed review of the agenda points established by Emma, our esteemed former Chair.” Shannon rose, glaring at Sophie as she moved to the seat at the head of the table and sat down.




Shannon placed her palms on the table, gathering her thoughts for a moment. “I wish to begin by thanking Emma for her remarkable service to our beloved organization. And I wish to assure her, and all members here, that I will make it my mission to make certain that this Council fully and completely explores and reviews the facts related to these serious accusations.”




Shannon forced herself to look at Emma and pause for dramatic effect. Then she added, “And, as much as it pains me to say this about one of our own here, if there is evidence of wrongdoing, I will move swiftly to have such individual removed from our Council and banished from our organization for life.”




Sophie fought hard to suppress a smile. She was counting the minutes now until Emma was disgraced and removed from the Inner Circle. “You are having our full support, Madame Provisional Chair.”




“Thank you, Sophie. As you all know, our by-laws strictly forbid illegal business dealings and activities. I am now distributing some documents which we believe pertain to the accusations brought against Emma by Hans Geller. Please take a few moments to review them.” Shannon stood and moved to a credenza, picking up a small stack of leather folios. She walked around the table herself to distribute them to each member, making sure she gave a folio to Sophie last. 




Sophie watched the Council members react with puzzlement to the documents. When she opened her folio, the color drained from her face. Her fingers trembled as she flipped quickly through the papers, reading the handwritten note addressed to Emma from her Aunt Stella, advising Emma that her niece Sophie must have left them behind on her recent visit. Her fingers tore through the short stack of purchase orders from William’s shipping company. They clearly identified every bit of the renovation work she had requisitioned for the container ship Cassia. She gulped, her heart racing. 




“What is this charade?! Do you see this? Emma will stop at nothing to-“ Sophie stopped talking as Shannon touched the console on the table. The video screen lit up, and there was Aunt Stella looking very cross indeed.




“Hello? Hello? Emma, are you there, dear? I can see nothing,” Aunt Stella reported.




Shannon turned to a very stunned and speechless Sophie. “Where I come from lass, it’s rude not to greet your own family.”




Sophie was as white as a sheet. She sputtered, “Hello, Aunt Stella, this is Sophie.” 




Aunt Stella’s face registered surprise, then darkened with anger. “Oh, sweet Sophie, what have you done, dear?” 




Shannon spoke up again. “Stella, this is Shannon MacLean. Emma is here as well - she has asked me to speak on her behalf.” 




“Hello Stella, you look well,” Emma greeted. 




“Ah! Emma yes! I recognize your voice! Lovely! How can I be of assistance then?” Aunt Stella asked, still trying to understand why she could not see anyone in the meeting room.




Shannon replied, “Stella we are hoping you might help us settle an argument here. Do you remember writing a note to Emma, and sending her copies of purchase orders from William’s shipping company?”




“Yes of course. Quite right. Although the shipping company actually belonged to William’s wife’s family of course. I understand he is in charge now. Such a good boy, that William. I’ve known him since he was a boy, you know.” Aunt Stella informed.




“Thank you, Stella. And is it your understanding that Sophie accidentally left them behind during a recent visit to see you?” Shannon inquired. 




“Oh, yes. Precisely. Sophie just arrived unannounced one day... most coincidental, actually. You see, she arrived just at the same time as I had planned a visit with William and his lovely wife Lauren. Such a sweet girl she is, that Lauren.  Like the daughter I never really had. How the devil do I turn my camera on, dear?” Aunt Stella seemed to be studying her screen.




“Oh, Stella your camera is fine. Ours is turned off here. So, is it possible that you are mistaken about Sophie leaving the purchase orders behind when she left?” Shannon gently inquired.




“My dear... Shannon, is it? I will have you know that my memory and powers of observation are still most readily at my full disposal. And I can assure you that the only logical conclusion one may draw is that Sophie left them here without knowing. They were just under her bed, right next to where she had placed her overnight bag. They certainly did not blow in through the window!” Stella retorted with a great deal of pride and emphasis.




“Stella, we have absolutely no doubt about your powers of observation, and we greatly appreciate your help in resolving this little dispute here. I thank you and wish you a very pleasant day. Good bye!” Shannon waited until Stella had said her good-byes and then ended the call. She noted the silent stares all focusing on Sophie for answers. She noted Sophie squirming and speechless for once in her life as she struggled to form a response. 




“I... I... this is preposterous. Who would plant documents in my own Aunt’s home like this?!” Sophie exclaimed. 




Shannon glared at Sophie. “We truly do not know, Sophie. But let’s ask someone who might be able to provide a more informed response, shall we?” Shannon touched another button on the console again. This time, William and his wife Lauren appeared on the screen. Sophie suddenly looked like she was going to be sick. 




Shannon calmly sighed. “Hello William and Lauren, sorry to keep you waiting. We just had a lovely chat with Aunt Stella. Lauren, she is your biggest fan.” 




“Hello Shannon and thank you for involving us. It is beyond time to set things right. My husband William and I have suffered dearly because of that woman Sophie.” Lauren replied, her voice laced with anger.




“Sophie is here with us, actually. She is suggesting that someone planted copies of purchase orders in her aunt’s home to frame her for some wrongdoing. We wonder if you might have a view on this.” Shannon stated evenly.




“Ah, quite right! Indeed, we do! Sophie managed to blackmail me into giving her control of Lauren’s family shipping company, and then immediately requisitioned millions of pounds-worth of renovations to one of the cargo ships, the Caspia. She threatened to destroy me if I said a word about it”, William blurted out rapidly, holding up his own set of the purchase orders to the camera while he read off the purchase requisition numbers one by one. 




Emma calmly watched everyone around the table following along, confirming the numbers in their own set. Looks of confusion turned to looks of anger as everyone looked at Sophie.




Shannon turned to Sophie and smiled. “Could this day get any better for ya, I’m sure yer wonderin’. Trust me lass, we’re just getting started.”




Shannon turned back to the screen. “William, I understand that your company’s Security team has had a busy night. Care to share the results of their investigation aboard the Caspia?”




“Of course. Well here, I have some photos... just here... can you see that?” William held his phone up to the camera. 







“So, this first one is a container aboard the Caspia. You can see two grotesquely disturbing steel racks in there. Apparently, Sophie had ordered two of Emma’s employees to be held there, bound and naked, so they could be tortured for information. Thank god they were rescued, by the ship’s cook no less!” William fiddled with his phone before moving it back to the camera, while the meeting room filled with the sound of quiet gasps. 




“Right. And here is another cargo container, also on the deck of the Caspia. You can see that this one has been fitted with several hypnosis stations... one may see the chairs there... and the electronics kit there... even the headphones just there. And here is another photo of the new helicopter pad Sophie requisitioned... and the ship-to-shore equipment... a generator plant...”




The women in the room sat in stunned silence, absorbing the reality of what Sophie had done. 




“This is unacceptable! These are all false accusations against me, made by an impotent man and his jealous wife! I will not tolerate this!” Sophie stood up and slammed her folio closed. 




“I have a copy of the hypnosis induction content you gave to Alexa, including your instructions as to how to abduct Hans Geller in order to hypnotize him. Shall I read them out loud for everyone, Sophie, or just hand them out?” Dr. Mia Jonassen inquired, barely able to contain her anger. 




Sophie’s face was turning more of a ghastly purple color now. She said nothing. 




“I suggest hard copies would suffice, Mia. Thank you.” Shannon responded calmly, nodding as Mia stood and distributed the damning documents. She gave everyone a few minutes to read the hypnosis induction instructions, and then turned to Sophie. 




“One more surprise, love. Then perhaps we should bring you some water. You look pale...” Shannon winked at Emma, then touched the table console again. The screen lit, showing a room full of pudgy men: The board of directors from William’s shipping company. 




“Good morning, gentlemen. This is Shannon MacLean speaking on behalf of the Society for the Advancement of Women. We appreciate your time today and promise to be brief.” Shannon announced in a pleasant tone. 




“Good day, Ms. MacLean. And allow us to offer our sincere gratitude to your Society for helping us sort through this mess. Is that bloody witch there with you?” One of the older men inquired sternly.




Shannon leaned toward Sophie. “I believe he’s asking about you, love. Don’t be shy.” 




Sophie squirmed in her chair. “I... I can explain everything. None of this is my fault-“ 




The old man on screen half-lunged at the camera in his own boardroom, his face reddening. “That is quite enough from you... you brazen... lying... you... hmmmmphh!” 




Shannon looked at Emma, then back to the screen. She watched the other men trying to calm the old man down. “My dear sirs, I assure you that Sophie will be dealt with most completely. But if we may, would you please recount for us what Sophie did to you?”




Another man spoke. “Why yes of course. Well, it is most unpleasant to discuss. But this Sophie person somehow managed to hypnotize us so thoroughly that she simply walked into our boardroom one day and took over. It is only thanks to that angel of a girl... Alexa I believe was her name... that we became aware of what Sophie had done. Sophie had apparently gained some leverage over the poor girl and forced her to do the dirty work of hypnotizing all of us. She risked her life telling us the truth, brave girl.”




“I see. May I ask if William was equally hypnotized?” Shannon inquired.




“Apparently not. Sophie had him well and truly blackmailed, the poor boy. But he had no means to stop us, quite frankly. Most evil, that Sophie... most evil indeed.” The man shook his head and scowled. 




Shannon thanked the elderly men for their time and ended the call. Her eyes locked on Emma’s for a few long seconds for encouragement, then she scanned the room. She read everyone’s faces perfectly. All were furious with Sophie. Even Sophie seemed upset with herself. Turning to Sophie she calmly asked, “Why did you do this to us, Sophie? Why did you hypnotize Hans Geller and make him lie about Emma? Greed? Power? Spite?” 




Sophie’s eyes narrowed as she glared at Emma across the room. “My issue with Emma goes a long way back. I do not expect for any of you to understand the motivations. But I tell you this to your face, my dear... sweet... little Emma. The damage is done for you. I have destroyed your reputation and your career. Hans Geller made good sure of this for me. So, if I go down, I have the satisfaction of knowing that I took you down with me.” 




Shannon feigned surprise. “So, you admit you did all of these things?! I did not think you capable of such an intelligent plot.” 




“Of course, I did, you simple mountain goat! Nobody believes here what I can do! Nobody! Sophie shrieked, clearly coming unglued.




“Mountain goat? I came up with better insults in grammar school, Sophie.” Shannon sighed, moving to the credenza where she poured a glass of water. Returning to Sophie, she placed it down gently on a napkin in front of her. 




“Here ya go, love. I did promise you some water. I do think yer gonna need it for the next bit, I really do.” Shannon suggested kindly, her voice carrying just a twinge of sarcasm.




“I am tolerating no more of this!” Sophie stood up, shoving her chair back. She took a step toward the door as Shannon raised her hand in warning. Then she noticed every other woman stand up, ready to intervene.




“You’re going to sit your lovely ass down right now, love. The show’s not over. And as sure as I’m a MacLean, you’ve got as good a chance of leaving this room as I have of sprouting wings to fly aroundwith. Trust me on this one, love.” Shannon walked straight up to Sophie and stared her down, so close they could have kissed.




Sophie sank back into her chair, glowering with rage. She noticed Emma calmly checking her watch, a slight smile forming on her lips. 




“Madame... provisional... Chairwoman, it is time.” Emma calmly announced, winking at Shannon. 




“Ah. Brilliant. Ladies, is there anyone on the planet who can plan an event so masterfully as Emma? I’m thinking no. Sophie dear, you are gonna love this. Now how on earth does one connect the television? Ah, I think I got it.” Shannon studied the table console for a moment, then pressed a few buttons.




The meeting room screen lit up once again. This time, a ‘Breaking News’ segment was airing live. Hans Geller and his wife stood at a podium hosting a press conference. Everyone in the room unconsciously leaned forward a little to listen as Hans Geller spoke.




“- owe my dear friend Emma, and her wonderful and benevolent Society for the Advancement of Women my most humble and heartfelt apology for the events of the past several days. It has been brought to my attention that the unimaginable has occurred. The public accusations that I made were actually - and I know this will sound insane - were the results of my being abducted, hypnotized, and brainwashed to believe the things that I said. None of it was true. My friend Emma has a gold-star reputation for ethics, and a moral compass that any one of us would envy. Her Society is one of the most noble and vibrant institutions anywhere in the world, and has done more for women’s causes than any other organization -“ 




Shannon turned off the television and turned to Sophie. “Well, he cleans up nice, that one. Doesn’t he, Sophie? Anyway, that should just about be the end of all this, we imagine. You’re done Sophie. Really done now, love. Ladies, time to vote. I motion that Sophie be permanently removed from the Inner Circle, and all ties with Society funding, entitlements, amenities, and privileges be revoked immediately. A simple majority shall carry. All in favor?”




An immediate chorus of “Aye!” Filled the room. Shannon nodded and continued. “...And I further motion to reinstate Emma to her former status of Chair for our Inner Circle. For the life of me, I don’t know how ya find the energy for this. I’ve been at the helm for less than an hour and I’m screamin’ for a Scotch. All in favor?”




Again, this time with plenty laughter and relieved smiles, everyone provided a decisive chorus of “Aye!”




Emma stood and gave Shannon a long hug, then she hugged everyone else except Sophie before taking the seat at the head of the table once again. 




Sophie just sat in her chair and blinked. Tears formed in her eyes. Emma and her cohorts had completely outplayed her. Some motion caught her attention at the far end of the table. She watched Miko, who had sat through the meeting without a word, pull out a small ornately decorated metal case. She opened it and placed it with ceremony on the table, Miko’s eyes never leaving her own.  She knew this was Miko’s way of expressing extreme displeasure and disappointment. In Japan the concept of honor was everything. 




Sophie was puzzled to see several small flies flying in over the table and down to the metal case, landing one after the other. Soon there were many flies all doing the same thing. She watched Miko eventually close the case, rise calmly and stroll with purpose to Emma’s end of the table. She watched Emma stand as Miko bowed deeply, offering Emma the metal case like a sacred gift before returning to her seat without a word. 




Emma turned to Sophie. “Disappointment does not begin to describe what I am feeling for you right now, Sophie. But let me be absolutely clear with you: We have all agreed not to press formal charges against you, provided you agree to simply, completely disappear. And I do not mean sneak away and start over again, because we will make that impossible for you if you even try. We are going to deal with you in a way that is best for the greater good, and in a way that is least impactful to the important work of our Society, Sophie. This means you will be tracked twenty-four hours a day, seven days a week. For the rest of your life. Consider it your prison without the walls, if you like. But make one false move, or seek vengeance on any of us or our friends, and you will deeply regret it. Live a good life, Sophie. Do good for those around you. I know it is in you to do so.”




Shannon cut in. “Sorry Emma, I fell asleep halfway through your lovely soliloquy. So, Sophie, what Emma is just too kind to say is this: There’s nearly an army of folks ready to descend upon you and tear you to pieces, for very little reason. So, you best mind your manners. Oh, and if you’re ever thinkin’ of visiting Scotland, love, don’t. Sorry Emma, that was rude of me. Won’t happen again. Is there any bloody Scotch in here?”




Emma suppressed a laugh. “Sophie once you agree to our terms, you are free to go. Oh, and we have recorded everything you said since you arrived in Venice, including this meeting. It is more than enough of a confession to put you away in prison for life. SoSo, I want your answer now, Sophie. Do you accept our terms, or should I call the authorities?”




Sophie was shaking with rage. “Yes, I am accepting your terms.” 




The members of the Inner Circle sat in silence as Sophie slowly picked herself up and left the meeting room without another word. 




Emma turned to the women around the table and sighed. “Brilliantly done, ladies. I believe we have all earned that Scotch!”




✽✽✽







Emma smiled as she watched Amy and Michael strolling into the restaurant of the hotel, arm in arm. With a deep sigh of contentment, she realized how much she had been waiting for this very moment to arrive. Her new friends were safe and happy, and very much in love. “Good morning, love birds! I hope you managed to get at least some sleep last night.”




Amy squeezed Michael’s hand and then gave Emma a long soulful hug. “Emma, I cannot thank you enough. You are amazing.”




Emma returned Amy’s hug warmly. “Sometimes life moves us in strange directions. One must learn to remain agile. Let’s order some brunch, shall we?”




The threesome enjoyed a delicious brunch together while Amy and Michael recanted their incredible stories from the past few weeks. By the time they left their table, Amy had reconfirmed her continued interest in remaining as Global Art Director for Emma’s Society. Michael, given Amy’s new-found career advancement, had announced a career change of his own. He was ready to quit his job in the States and devote himself full-time to supporting Amy’s new career. 




Emma hugged Amy and Michael, smiling as she informed them that their hotel room and services were completely covered by the Society for the next month. This would give them time to relax and explore Venice together, while providing Amy some time to ease into her new role. 




Emma then turned to Michael with a sly smile. “Michael, would you mind if I had a more private chat with Amy for a while? You know, girl-talk.”




Michael laughed. “Of course. I’ll just go for a walk. You two enjoy yourselves!”




“Oh, we will, I’m sure, baby.” Amy smiled, winking at Emma before giving Michael a kiss.




Several hours later, Amy rejoined Michael by the waterfront in St. Mark’s Square.  She snuck up behind him and slid her arms around his waist, planting a juicy kiss on his cheek. “Gotcha!” 




“Hey you! Isn’t this amazing?” Michael turned around, hugging Amy.




“Unbelievable. All of it. I mean wow. This can be our life now, baby. We are gonna see the world together. Meeting Emma was one of the best things in my life.” Amy let out a long sigh. 




“One of the best things in our life, you mean. Emma is truly an amazing woman. So did you enjoy your brief little three-hour chat with her?”Michael asked, smiling.




“I really did. She is open to all my ideas for establishing women’s art galleries all over the world, and apparently funding is never going to be a problem for us. And... she is very committed to helping me achieve my goals with you.” Amy smiled slyly as she gave Michael a soft teasing kiss.




“So, you have goals for me now. Should I be getting nervous?” Michael chuckled. 




“Mmm... yesss... goals... milestones... rules... Yes, baby you should be getting very... very... nervous right about now,” Amy whispered, glancing down at the growing bulge in Michael’s jeans. 




“And there it is, right on cue. My first goal baby is to make absolutely sure you never embarrass yourself in public by having a naughty little erection like this one. Isn’t that just soooo thoughtful of me?” Amy cooed, taking Michael’s hand. 




“Okay I’m officially nervous now.” Michael replied flatly. He let Amy take his arm and lead him on a romantic stroll along the canals and all the way back to their room at La Violetta hotel.




“Those jeans need to come off, baby. Emma left you a little present. I think you should try it on.” Amy smiled. 




“It would be rude not to,” Michael added playfully.




“Why don’t you go shave down there first.” Amy suggested, opening a box on the bed.




“Oh boy. I guess it’s not a tee shirt then.” Michael joked. A few minutes later he emerged from the bathroom naked, his entire groin area shaved smooth. He saw Amy standing there holding up a set of keys, smiling at him. He was a little surprised when she handed the keys to him. 




“Um, if these go with that, I’m not sure you read the rule book thoroughly enough.” Michael glanced at the  full-belt style chastity device on the bed, his pulse quickening.




“No, I did. I know exactly what the rules are going to be once you are locked in this thing. But for the moment, I want you to be in complete control of your destiny.” Amy picked up the chastity device and squatted down, helping Michael step into it.




“This is just a sizing belt. That is why the straps are so long right now. We are going to use this to get the exact measurements for your permanent belt, to make sure that one is nice and comfy...” Amy paused to squirt some lubricant in her hand, then slowly rubbed it all over Michael’s hard cock. Then without a word, she picked up a weird-looking spray can and shot it at the inside of Michael’s right thigh. 




Michael jumped back as the super-cold gasses hit his skin painfully. “Ow! Shit... Amy! What are you doing? That really hurts!” Michael complained. 




Amy just giggled, watching Michael’s erection quickly subsiding. “Wow Emma was right! This stuff really works! It’s the same gas the dermatologist uses to freeze stuff on your skin. Now stop being such an infant.”




Michael gulped as Amy quickly slid his softening cock all the way into the curved steel tube. He silently held the curved steel baseplate firmly against himself while Amy took her time carefully adjusting the straps around his waist tighter and tighter. He felt the padded waist straps tightening inward above his hips, realizing that the belt already could not be pulled down over his hips. He gulped as Amy turned her attention to the strap that hung between his legs, connecting the steel chastity tube to the back of the waist belt. It had a ring-shaped portion that Amy carefully aligned below his anus with a giggle as she snugged up the strap.




Amy stood up again, beaming. “There! How does it feel, baby?”




“It feels like I should be getting nervous. Good thing I already am nervous.” Michael replied, honestly. But already he felt his cock trying to swell inside the tight tube. 




“Yay! So, these things are the locking tabs here... and here...” Amy touched the little keyholes in the curved steel base plate from which the tube curved out and then down. Then she busied herself trimmingthe excess plastic straps from the belt. Then she peered closely at all the numbers on the black plastic straps, texting the information to Emma.




Michael noticed the flush in Amy’s cheeks as her fingers explored the waist straps of the belt, and how her breathing was a little more pronounced. She seemed really into this chastity play! He suddenly did not know if he should celebrate or dread that obvious fact.




“Could you do me a favor, baby? Would you try to take this off for me? I mean without using the keys and without using this cutting tool. I’m not sure it is on right.” Amy asked innocently, sitting on the bed expectantly. 




Michael tried every way imaginable to work the belt down over his hips, finding it impossible. Then he tried in earnest to squat down in an effort to back his cock out of the tube. Wow. That was just not possible either, although he really thought that would work. A wave of panic and arousal swirled throughout his entire body. “Um, nope. Not happening. I cannot possibly get this off me, Amy.”




“Really? Maybe you just need more incentive, baby. If you can get yourself out of that belt, you can have me any way you want. Just think about sliding all the way inside me... in and out... until you explode... come here, baby,”Amy pulled off her shirt and wriggled out of her yoga pants, then lay back on the bed with her knees up and spread. 




Michael growled with lust as he tugged and pulled as hard as he could. No amount of effort short of cutting the straps  or using the keys was going to free him now.




“Poor baby... must be so frustrating, knowing your wife wants a man thrusting deep inside her right now...” Amy giggled, lifting her legs up long enough to slide her panties up and off her legs. She tossed them at Michael playfully, laughing as he instantly brought them to his nose and inhaled deeply. 




“I think it’s time for you to show me what that tongue of yours has learned, don’t you baby? But that treat is going to cost you those keys, and you know what that means?” Amy taunted playfully. 




“It means that you will be in total control of my orgasms. It means that I will be totally at your mercy, where I belong. How about I place the keys in the hotel safe, and leave it open for now? Then you can set a combination and lock it later on.”




“Mmm nice idea! But, why wait? I want total control of your orgasms starting right now.” Amy giggled, holding out her hand. 




Michael blinked in surprise, dropping the keys into Amy’s palm. He watched her grab the cutting tool out of the box and scamper naked into their closet, playfully laughing like some kind of evil maniac. A few seconds later he heard a metallic thunk as Amy locked the wall safe. He watched her stroll out of the closet with the sexiest smile on her face. 




Amy settled back down on the side of the bed, her thighs on either side of Michael’s head as he knelt there waiting for her. She giggled happily, steering his smiling face into her dripping wet sex. “Now... where were we?”


Chapter XXII













FOUR MONTHS LATER







Amy moved around her new gallery in Geneva like a wedding planner, making sure everything was just right for the grand opening that evening. She loved this gallery space already. It was a converted warehouse. She had been able to renovate it in a way that preserved the high windows on the north side of the gallery, which let naturally diffused light pour into the white walls of the space all day long. So cheerful. She heard the front door chime softly as Derek strolled in.




“Very nice, Amy! You have done wonders with this place in the past few days. I just spoke to Michael. Everything is ready with the caterers, and he has the ice delivery on its way. Do you need my help with anything here?” Derek gave Amy a hug and a kiss on the lips, making her smile.




“Well, that was nice. And you have been such a huge help already in lining up all the local female artists, and in publicizing this grand opening tonight. But I do need tablecloths on those three tables over there. The bartenders are showing up in a little while.” Amy smiled and went back to cross-checking the hanging artwork and sculptures, ensuring for the third time that artists’ names were correctly matched with the pieces. 




“I will take care of that. I just have to say this. You are incredibly beautiful. I love seeing you so happy. And at the risk of sounding repetitive, I am ready whenever you and Michael are ready.” 




Amy smiled and gave Derek a long hug, then pulled him in for a deep, wet kiss. “Surprise... we have been ready for a while, Michael and I. It’s just been too crazy-busy getting this gallery ready to open. But maybe tonight... if you play your cards right, who knows? We could have our own little after-party.” 




“Sounds like music to my ears. But you should really be very well-rested for me. You know this already.” Derek smiled, moving to the tables in the back. 




Amy laughed, moving to the door to let the florist inside. 




A short while later, Michael walked into the gallery, still on his phone. “... yes, yes I told your office this already. They can unload up front but then they have to park on the side of the building. No, on... the... side... right. Good. Thank you.”




Derek greeted Michael from the back, waving his arms grandly to show off the bar area. “Hey Michael! Come and look what I have done!”




“Pretty sure the bartender did all that, dude. But it looks great!” Michael laughed. 




“But I supervised him closely!” Derek retorted. 




Amy came over to Michael and gave him a big hug and a kiss. “I love you baby. I was thinking that... tonight’s the night.” 




“Well, if it’s not, we have a hell of a lot of explaining to to when everyone shows up later,” Michael observed, curious to know why Amy was smiling like that. 




“No, blockhead. I mean tonight’s the night. You in?” Amy glanced over to Derek, who was still busy rearranging the wine glasses.




Michael’s eyes widened with understanding. “Ohhhh! Oh yeah, I’m in. Let me just go and cancel the gallery opening, grab some of the champagne and we can get right to it!” 




Amy laughed and kissed him again. “You are so funny. It’s gonna be amazing. Listen, I am going to go home and get ready now, so I can be back here an hour before the opening. Just give me a head start and then join me?”




“Yep. I’ll see if our bartender needs rescuing from Derek the Perfectionist back there. Oh, and make sure you don’t wear any frumpy underwear or anything. You never get a second chance to make a good first impression, you know.” Michael smiled, pulling Amy in for another kiss.




“Mmm how quickly you forget, my chaste one... I already made a first impression on Derek... and it was rather spectacular. But don’t you worry, I have been saving the sexiest bra and panty set for this occasion. Trust me baby, Derek will not be able to keep his hands off your very beautiful... and very horny wife. Now go make sure he understands that we both want this. See you later,” Amy gave Michael one last kiss and left the gallery smiling from ear to ear.




Michael strolled up to the bartender. “Is this guy bothering you? I can have him removed. You know, with a forklift.” 




Derek laughed, slapping Michael on the back. “So, tonight then?” 




“Absolutely. It’s going to be amazing to see. I am very much looking forward to it. I was just trying to decide if I should view from a standing position, or a seated one. Any thoughts on that?” Michael replied, suppressing a smile as he noticed the bartender listening. 




Derek saw the guy listening too and played along. “Well, they both clearly have their merits. But you may want to at least consider laying down for the viewing. This can provide an entirely different perspective.”




“Very good point, Derek. I may just experiment with all three, provided I don’t get in the way. You know Amy has been waiting for this night for a very long time. I want it to be perfect for her.” Michael could barely contain his laughter as he looked at the bartender next to them, his face somewhere between confusion and real concern.




“Well, whatever you decide, it is clear that your wife is going to be the star of the show tonight.” Derek replied, unable to keep a straight face any longer. He burst out laughing, which caused Michael to do the same. 




✽✽✽







Michael got back to their apartment just in time to see Amy pulling wispy black undergarments out of a drawer. “Hey gorgeous!”




“Hi baby! Perfect timing. Wanna help me get dressed?” Amy held up the sheer nothing that was her thong.




“Oh yeah!” Michael carefully and lovingly pulled Amy’s panties up her legs, noting how smooth and oiled they were. He gulped, thinking about the reality of Derek’s hands pulling these off later, and his hands moving all over these perfect thighs. With trembling fingers, he picked up the very sexy push-up bra, but Amy took it out of his hands and replaced it with a very sexy black mini dress. 




“Sorry baby, this dress is a little too low cut for a bra. I’m sure you understand. And I am sure it does not bother you to think about Derek undressing me with his eyes all evening long. That sort of thing does something to a man like Derek. In fact, he has told me a number of times that one of his fantasies is being at a public event with a beautiful woman, and knowing that she dressed provocatively just to tease him. He says it literally drives him wild with lust. Zip me up?” Amy looked at Michael in the mirror, face red with arousal as he zipped up the back of her tiny dress and realized that it only came up to the small of her back, leaving her entire back and shoulders exposed.




“Could you help here, baby?” Amy innocently brought Michael’s hands around to her bare breasts, taking her time adjusting the dress so that they were perfectly displayed. She made a point of guiding his fingers along the edge of her dress, no longer allowing him to touch her breasts as she asked him to fasten the thin strap around the back of her neck while she held her hair up for him.




Amy gave Michael a very sultry look in the mirror, still holding her hair up. “Derek also confessed that he has a serious weakness for bare female shoulders and backs. Do you think he is going to like this dress, baby?”




Michael took in the sight of his stunning wife, suddenly feeling a burst of weakness and desperation. “You cannot wear this dress... don’t you have like a comfy sweatshirt or something?”




“You are adorable! Go shower and get dressed.” Amy giggled, shooing Michael away. 




An hour later, they were on their way to Amy’s first gallery opening. 




✽✽✽







The gallery was filled with patrons and partygoers. Michael had met most of the important people with Amy already, preferring now to watch her from a distance, standing with Emma and chatting with some other women. He admired Amy’s  poise and confidence, and the way she just lit up the room. She had such a gift for working a party like this. 




Derek and another very attractive couple joined him. “Tanya, Martin, this is Amy’s husband Michael. Tanya is interested in working with Amy to open a similar women’s gallery in Austria. Now if you will excuse me, I must rescue one of our esteemed artists from an unprovoked interrogation by a fan of her work.”




Michael shook hands with the couple, noting how much younger Martin was than Tanya, who looked to be a few years older than himself. He also noted how Tanya took a full step closer to him, taking his hand as they spoke. Tanya’s smile was mesmerizing, like she knew all of his secrets already.“ Very nice meeting you both. I am sure you would enjoy working with Amy. She has a real passion for this.”




Tanya smiled provocatively, gazing around the gallery, moving even closer to Michael until her breasts pressed against him. She casually slid a hand up Michael’s back while smiling. “So I see. So does my Martin here have passion for what he loves. Perhaps he and your wife will find chemistry together then, hmm? Intimacy is so important for such a project. Derek has told us how much he enjoys spending time with your wife. I expect Martin will feel the same way. He would welcome a personal introduction from you, if you are of an... open... mind about such things.”




Michael flushed, picking up on what the woman was suggesting, but the seemingly harmless flirtation was over as quickly as it began. She was clearly telling him that they liked to swing with other couples. Who was he to dismiss the possibility before Amy even met the couple? Perhaps they did know everything about him already. “Well, I am certainly willing... to introduce you to my wife of course.”




The gallery opening was a huge success. Amy had met and dazzled everyone in the European art community and she already had a number of interesting prospects for future projects. She herself was bedazzled by that power couple that Michael introduced her to, Tanya and her lover/bull Martin. She flushed a little recalling Tanya’s directness with her. Basically, she was told that if she does the gallery project in Austria, she would get to play with Martin as much as she wanted. Wow, it was as if they had entered a totally different world with totally different rules. 




Michael approached Amy as she was saying good night to some of the last remaining artists and guests. He smiled at Emma and Derek as they walked over to join them. Derek held a tray of champagne like a waiter, offering everyone a glass.




Emma raised her glass to make a toast. “To Amy, and her very first gallery for female artists, no doubt the first of many! I must say, I would be hard-pressed to recall a more energized opening in the history of our Society. Very well done Amy. And I know you have a truly amazing supporter in Michael. You two are quite blessed to be together.”




Everyone took a sip, then hugged happily. Amy raised her glass next. “To Emma, for everything she does, and for everything she is. I have never met anyone like you, and I am honored to consider you my mentor and my friend.”




Emma and Amy hugged for a long time. Emma finally pulled away. “Well, Amy, I understand that you three may have an after-party in the planning, yes? I do hope you enjoy yourself thoroughly. And let me know if either one of these boys disappoints this evening.” 




“I cannot even imagine that scenario.” Derek offered.




Amy laughed. ”Well I am going to hold you to that, big boy. Let’s wrap this up and head home.”




Amy gave Emma a hug and kiss good night, as did Michael and Derek. Amy laughed, gazing between Derek and Michael. “This is so weird! I really want to hug and kiss both of you at the same time! How do I even do that?”




“There must be books we can read on the subject.”




“Yes. We will just have to practice.”




✽✽✽







Amy smiled at Michael holding the door for her as she breezed past him into their apartment. She was already feeling a delicious flutter of excitement, just seeing Derek and Michael standing there in her apartment together. She watched Michael close the door. This was really happening.




Michael read Amy perfectly. Not scared, but a little nervous. She felt that she must be coming down a little from the adrenaline-rush of her first gallery opening. He gave her a hug. “I’ll open some wine for us.” 




“Oh perfect, Michael! Thank you. But before you go, come here...” Amy planted a long soft kiss on his lips.




“That’s the last kiss you get tonight, baby. Until tomorrow morning, these lips... and everything else for that matter... are for Derek. You okay with that?” Amy took Michael’s hand and squeezed. 




“Oh, I am totally okay with that, Amy. Really.” Michael assured her. 




Amy turned to Derek, suddenly feeling like the referee in a boxing ring. “And you Derek, you understand that if Michael or I are not comfortable about anything, we stop and figure it out. Okay?” 




“I would not want it any other way, Amy. So, are these the lips you were talking about?” Derek stepped in close and pulled Amy gently against her. He leaned down and kissed her softly for a long time. He felt Amy responding, melting into him as they kissed more passionately. 




Amy smiled. “Well, almost. But my lips really want to be more like this...”




Michael felt his cock straining inside his chastity tube as Amy gave Derek a long, deep, wet kiss right there in the front foyer, her hand snaking up behind his head. He listened to her breathing growing more pronounced and heard her sighs of arousal. Suddenly feeling a little awkward he said, “Okay then! I’ll go get that wine now. And by the way, we have a nice, big apartment. You two don’t have to stay here in the foyer... unless you really want to.”




Amy and Derek laughed, pausing only briefly before resuming their make-out session. Amy guided Derek by the hand into the living room, still kissing him hungrily as she walked backwards. She smiled at Michael as he rushed in to join them, clearly not wanting to miss a thing. So adorable. 




Michael opened the wine and poured everyone a glass. He raised his own glass, looked at Amy and said, “Here’s to new experiences.”




They all clinked glasses and took a sip of wine before sitting down. Amy pulled Derek next to her on the sofa, then said to Michael, “Baby, would you mind taking my shoes off? Maybe you could give them a little rub too.” 




Michael got down on his hands and knees and removed Amy’s high heels. He began rubbing her foot as she leaned into Derek and started making out again. Some instinct told him to lean down and kiss her feet. He did, and that elicited a giggle from Amy.




Michael saw that things were starting to heat up quickly. Amy was breathing hard, and Derek had slid a hand along the inside of Amy’s thigh. Derek seemed to know exactly where to kiss Amy’s neck to drive her wild. She loved having her neck kissed, Michael knew. But he had never seen someone else doing it to her. She was so incredibly sexy. Her sighs became more high-pitched as Derek’s fingers found her sex and began to play with her there. This was unbelievable. How was this guy turning her on so quickly?




Amy felt Derek’s talented fingers slip inside her panties, and she moaned her approval loudly. He just knew where and how she wanted to be touched. She began to arch her back and hump his fingers, it felt so good. Very soon she wanted more. Reaching into Derek’s lap, she unbuckled his belt and unzipped his fly. Her hand greedily dug out his thick, hard cock. She had missed this very much. Suddenly no force on earth could have stopped her from taking him into her mouth. She practically stepped on Michael as she got on the floor between Derek’s legs and began to lick and suck his big cock. 




Michael wasn’t quite ready for this, but the shock of seeing his wife going down on another guy quickly turned to arousal when she looked over to him and winked. After Amy put on quite a show, she stood up and gazed down at Michael. 




“Baby, would you mind unzipping my dress for me? I’m feeling really hot.” Amy purred lustfully, turning her attention back to Derek, who was busy pulling his own shirt off. 




Michael’s fingers were shaking as he unzipped Amy’s dress down to her ass crack. He  could only watch in stunned silence as Amy straddled Derek’s lap and sat down. He watched as Derek slowly undid the strap from around her neck, letting the dress fall away from her breasts. 




Amy threw her head back and moaned as Derek’s mouth closed around her left nipple. “Ohhh... yes... ohhh...” She squealed when Derek just ripped her wispy panties right off her body. She felt his hardness against her pussy, and all other thoughts went away. 




“I need this inside me... now... right now!” Amy hissed, raising herself up high enough to let Derek position himself under her. She smiled as his strong hands pulled her hips slowly down, impaling her on his massive member.




Michael was mesmerized as Amy sank down onto Derek’s huge cock. This was totally surreal, watching his wife in sexual ecstasy like this. He could see the muscles in Derek’s arms flexing as he lifted Amy up and lowered her back down. He started slowly, and then built to a tempo that left Amy panting in an endless series of high-pitched gasps as she neared orgasm. But then he slowed for a few moments, only to find just the right tempo for Amy’s ultimate pleasure. After the third cycle of this, Amy exploded into a screaming orgasm, making sounds that he had never heard  her make before. 




Michael watched Amy fall against Derek’s chest, panting. Then he saw Derek move his hands to Amy’s ass cheeks and slowly stand up from the sofa, lifting her up with him effortlessly. 




Derek turned to Michael. “Bring a chair, Michael.”




Michael gulped, not sure he could take much more of this, yet positive that he had to see it. He grabbed a chair from the dining room and followed them into the bedroom. He heard Amy laughing as Derek tossed her onto the bed like a doll. 




“Yeah! Sit right there, baby!” Amy giggled, pointing to the foot of the bed. 




Michael obeyed, sitting down in the chair as Derek kicked off his pants and underwear. Derek had a huge dick, and Amy was loving it. He had a front row seat as Amy   had orgasm after orgasm for the next three hours. He watched Derek move her into a head-spinning number of sexual positions, finding her favorites and returning to them repeatedly.




Amy at last held up her hand and declared the night over. For a moment, looking at Michael sitting in the chair, she didn’t know what to do next. But thankfully, Michael did. 




Michael stood up. “This was totally amazing. And something tells me you two are far from finished, so I’ll sleep on the sofa. Party on, you two!”




The next morning, Michael listened to Amy and Derek going at it again. Since they had not invited him back in, he left them alone. Hours later, Amy padded out wearing her robe and slippers, joining him on the couch with a good morning kiss. 




“That was unbelievable last night. Such a huge turn on to see you having sex like that, Amy. You are a goddess. And goddesses need morning coffee.” Michael got up and headed for the kitchen.




Amy stretched contentedly, smiling. “That was the best sex I have ever had. And I loved that you were right there with me, baby.” 




“Yes, I sure was. Except of course for the two-hour bonus round this morning. Are you gonna be able to walk today?” Michael laughed, handing Amy a hot cup of coffee. 




“Maybe. How was it for you, baby? You know, watching me with another man?” Amy gently asked, placing a hand on Michael’s thigh.




“Well, at first I went through every range of emotions possible, I can tell you that. I even worried that Derek wasn’t going to be able to... you know... perform for you. I guess we can check that box now. But everything I was feeling just sort of morphed into intense arousal. I don’t know how or why really, but any initial feelings of jealousy or inadequacy just got me more turned on watching you respond to Derek. At one point I suddenly realized that your orgasms are enough for both of us. Sounds weird saying that out loud but-“




“I think it’s beautiful, Michael. You are the strongest man I know. I love you so much, baby.” Amy leaned in and gave Michael a long, soft kiss.




Michael kissed Amy back, feeling a wave of relief and contentment washing over him.   His dream of bringing true sexual satisfaction to Amy’s life was finally coming true. He could not prevent the big grin forming on his face. And a delicious little idea came to him.




Amy watched Michael, smiling like the Cheshire Cat, slide off the sofa and onto the floor in front of her. She giggled as he reverently lifted her foot with both hands and began placing dozens of soft, long kisses on it. She smiled broadly, knowing exactly what he was doing. And this morning, she was more than eager to play along.




“Mmmm, that feels very nice, baby. Something on your mind, hmm? Why don’t you just come out and ask me for what you want? Ohhhhh... that’s right... you do not have permission to speak about such things. Well, this is much better anyway, I am sure you agree... I actually thought about you wearing my chastity belt last night, baby... in fact, I am pretty sure the thought of you straining desperately to get hard brought me to orgasm more than once... Mmm, it makes me wet just thinking about it now...” Amy slowly rolled her foot around in slow circles, giggling as Michael’s lips followed it around and around. She felt his kisses becoming longer and wetter. She listened to his breathing get heavier. This was really turning him on.




“Was it frustrating for you baby, giving me so much control over you? Be honest with me... what was it like, watching another man thrusting in and out of your wife all night long... making her orgasm over and over... all the while knowing that I purposely keep you locked in that belt so you cannot even get hard?”




“I loved it. I loved the frustration. I love being so controlled like this.” Michael blurted out his confession without a moment of hesitation. 




Amy smiled, noting how her husband switched to the present tense when describing her control. She also clearly noticed her own glow of sexual arousal growing rapidly. She suddenly felt an urgency to push Michael further into a submissive mindset. Somehow, she knew he was craving that. When she spoke, she surprised herself with the sultry, confident tone in her voice. Almost authoritative, even. She felt a heady thrill as all of this fell into place in her own mind: She could really be the Domme that Michael dreamed of, and also surrender herself completely to Alphas like Derek, or maybe even that guy Martin that she met last night. Her thighs were spreading themselves wide apart before she realized it. Her fingers traced along her thighs until they found her wet, swollen labia. Her voice wavered with newfound waves of pure lust.




“You love being so controlled like this... Mmmm, that is so interesting, Michael. Here I am, ready to unlock you and let you cum right now. I really expected you to barge into the bedroom this morning to tell us both that you’ve had enough... you’ve seen and heard enough, and you can’t take any more. Yet here you are, Michael, on the floor kissing my feet... begging me... fully accepting my control over you... In fact, Derek suggested to me this morning that you might actually beg for more of my control, not your own orgasmic release. Now that... is very intriguing...”




Michael felt another wave of arousal coursing through him, noting Amy’s change of tone. He felt her slowly pulling her foot upward to the sofa cushion. He followed right along, never stopping his worshipful kissing. His voice was barely a whisper. “I think he’s onto something.”




“You think? Mmmm, you need to be more specific, Michael. Either Derek is correct, or he is incorrect...” Amy replied, sliding her foot closer to her pussy as her thigh splayed wide open. She smiled, watching Michael gazing lustfully at her dripping wet sex as her fingers continued to play there. 




Michael hesitated for a moment, processing what it meant for Amy to be receiving helpful suggestions from Derek. Accepting a role as her cuckold meant accepting the potential influence of her lovers on her thinking and decisions. His head was suddenly swimming with confused emotions, all of them seeming to fuel his own arousal. He knew Amy well enough to understand that she was offering him an out, an escape hatch if he needed it, without dismantling the sexy role play. He loved her for that. And she clearly was enjoying this and had no issue with Derek giving her advice, so why would he pull the plug? He gulped, placed an extra-wet kiss on the top of Amy’s right foot and replied, “Derek is correct... he is 200 percent correct... I just hope this doesn’t upset you in any way.”




“Upset me? No, not at all. But you realize that it does give us a few more topics to discuss...” Amy announced impassively, slowly drawing her right heel up under her thigh in a way that presented her perfectly lacquered toes right in front of her sex. She gently stroked Michael’s hair, loving how he just kept kissing her toes even though it must be driving him crazy being just inches from her pussy. His submission emboldened her. 




“You should know that Derek is full of helpful suggestions. In fact, he seriously wants to play this role-play game with us called Possession. In fact, he never shuts up about it. Simple game really. He dominates me... and I dominate you. I have always said no to him about this... but now... given what I know about you now... my resistance is beginning to weaken, Michael. Now that we all know what you are really begging for, it’s gonna get really hard for me to say no to Derek anymore. But it’s only fair to tell you that if we played a game of Possession together, the first thing he told me he’s gonna do is forbid you from going anywhere near me. You would not be allowed to touch me or lick me or even kiss me without  his permission. I would be his... and his alone... ohhhhh!”




Michael’s eyes widened in surprise as Amy began to quickly massage her clit back and forth until her back arched and she took herself into yet another delicious orgasm. 




Amy took a few moments to regain her composure, giggling contentedly as she gazed down at her husband. “Wow, That literally came out of nowhere! But I really want to be fair to you Michael. So, I am going to be very generous here, and allow you to ask me one single question. And I will tell you right now, if you ask me to let you cum, I will unlock you and let you cum. And if you ask me to cool things down with Derek, I will do that too. Okay? But just one question, that’s all you get. So, make it count.”




Michael’s head spun. He struggled to focus his thoughts as the spectacle of Amy giving herself an orgasm right in front of his face permeated every other thought. He wasn’t truly sure if Amy was actually ready to play a game like this, and the thought weighed heavily on him. Maybe she was ready. Or maybe this was her way of asking him to call it off. 




After several long, passionate kisses to each of Amy’s toes, Michael was decided on the question he needed to ask. He knew it would not be what Amy was expecting, but he had to trust his gut. He hoped Amy respected his decision. He planted one last kiss, cleared his throat, and then delivered his question to a very expectant Amy above him:




“Okay, so how does Mr. Cuddles in there take his coffee?”




















THE END




Sorry to see Michael, Amy, Emma and Sophie go?

 

Meet Cristine, the eighteen year old Domme discovering Her power over submissive males and the sensual world of Femdom! 

READ NOW
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Books By This Author

The Adventures of a Young Dominatrix, Volume 1


★ 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.

The Adventures of a Young Dominatrix, Volume 2


★ Cristine is back! A confident, sexy 18-year-old girl hones her natural Femdom skills and continues learning the art of true female dominance. In the second instalment of this plot-driven, Femdom suspense novel you’ll enjoy steamy scenes of erotic female-led relationships as you follow Her adventures. This page-turner will drive your pulse through the roof! ★

The second part of the The Adventures of a Young Dominatrix series brings us back to the Femdom mansion of the renowned London socialite and lifestyle dominatrix, Artemisia Angelis. Cristine is finally free of the restraints imposed by her strict religious foster parents. She finds herself living with her sexy aunt and her cousin, Atalanta. Surrounded with slave servants and lovers, she greatly enhances her ability to rule over men. Learning the ins and outs of Femdom, she studies and practices methods of mind control, male chastity and orgasm denial.

But the joys of the Femdom lifestyle are not the only thing on her mind. After joining Xantippe’s Club, Cristine learns about the challenges the club faces, including the obscure Casanova Club that abducts and tortures young girls. Cristine volunteers to participate in a plan to overthrow the insidious organization. Using her alluring looks and her sharp wit, she again finds herself in a sex filled, full frontal assault on those who are a threat to women and girls.

The past often casts long shadows and Cristine soon faces a mighty, mysterious enemy – who threatens not only to destroy her and the people she cares about the most, but also female supremacy itself, as the only right world order.The Adventures of a Young Dominatrix: Volume II is the second part 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.

The Adventures of a Young Dominatrix, Volume 3


★ Cristine returns in the third volume of the Adventures of a Young Dominatrix! Cristine Angelis, the dominant nineteen year old Goddess, who has a knack for wrapping males around her finger will face her nemesis in the final instalment of the steamy trilogy! ★

As the story continues, the dominant ladies from the Xantippe’s Club, with the gorgeous Artemisia in the forefront, will embark on an epic journey to save Cristine and Atalanta from the clutches of a dangerous sadist and Artemisia’s nemesis, Atleigh.

Employing their Femdom skills, including sensual seduction, orgasm denial, chastity, torture, mindfucking and brainwashing to achieve their goals, they will be joined by Cristine’s loyal slaves Bernard and Christopher, as they make their way forward through Atleigh’s most powerful allies.

In their struggle to vanquish the ominous adversary, Cristine will dive deep into her past to decipher his motivations. Getting hold of her mother’s diaries, she peeks into the wild Femdom escapades of young Artemisia and Persephone and seeks clues to Atleigh’s Achille’s heel.

If she wants to save not only herself and Atalanta, but also the girls who Atleigh has kidnapped, she will need to employ her captivating sex appeal and dominant allure in a ways she never even thought of.

Volume 3, is a story loaded with Femdom action and lifestyle, where no male is sure of his relevance in the company of strong, seductive and glamorous women —Women who are very well aware of the power they hold over males.

The Adventures of a Young Dominatrix: Volume III is the third part of a trilogy.

Be sure to pre-order today at the Amazon store, so you don’t miss any of Cristine’s adventures!

This 50,000 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.


About The Author

PhDomme Emma
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A natural Dominant Lady in whom you can find the unique combination of gorgeous looks and sharp mind. PhDomme Emma is the founder of the University of Slavery and Servitude, an educational and dating platform for Dominant Ladies and submissive men who love them.

The Femdom lifestyle was ever since Emma‘s early youth the only way of life imaginable. Born into comfort and raised as a Princess, she soon learned how to command men. Becoming briefly a professional Dominatrix in her eighteenth year, she gained invaluable experience with BDSM. However she dropped professional Femdom career in favour of truly independent adventures and became a teacher and instructress for those, who still struggle to find the Mistress of their dreams. 

Emma keeps unraveling the endless universe of Femdom by interacting with those, who are willing to fully sacrifice their heart, body and soul to the selfless service and adoration of Dominant Women. She owns her permanently chaste 24/7 slave for 13 years and keeps exporing the fascinating world of Female Dominance and male submission with men, women and couples.

Her wild and adventurous youth followed by serious life challenges moulded her into the confident, strong, yet emphatetic and balanced personality whose raison d'être is to help others achieve the happiness she herself was so lucky to attain. She have met dozens of D/s couples, Dominant Ladies and submissive men, whom she helps to make sense of the often complex world of lifestyle Femdom relationships.

In her educational courses and in her tutorials Emma teaches submissive men the skills to impress the Dominant Lady they always dreamed of and to establish a mutually satisfying D/s relationships. PhDomme Emma’s ambition is to reach especially to those submissives, who know in the bottom of their heart, their place is at the feet of a Dominant Lady, but who lack the opportunity and guidance of a wise teacher to achieve their potential. 

Emma is convinced that every worthy submissive should find his happiness in the service to a Dominant Lady. For this reason her books will always be so cheap that positively anyone can afford them.

In her novels of which the Femdom Syndicate Trilogy is the first instance, she lets her kinky fantasy soar. Her stories are in many cases based on real life situations of her adventurous BDSM life. Peek through the keyhole into the bedroom of a sexy Dominatrix!




Bonuses




I want to say thank you for spending several hours in my Femdom universe. 

I have prepared a number of bonuses for you to enjoy!  If you are reading the paperback version and cannot access the links, simply visit the University of Slavery website and find your  bonuses there.

Do you ever dream of serving a sexy Goddess? Maybe she keeps you naked and makes you serve a party for a group of her girl friends? Just imagine all of them giggling and ridiculing your manhood, locked up in a chastity cage. 

Now, imagine it’s me throwing that party! Listen to the Bedtime Story for a Good sub narrated by me, entirely for free! (Available at the UoSS e-shop). Use this code at the checkout to claim it:

The_Femdom_Syndicate_Bonus_202122

Do you ever wonder if you could become a 24/7 slave to a Femdom Mistress in real life? Try this fun quizz! As a bonus, you will receive for free a cool, three-part Tutorial on Finding a Mistress along with news of all my new books and releases.

Also enjoy some of my other free fun quizzes:

Your Femdom Adventure Journey Game! Would you know how to behave if you met a Domme? EPISODE 1.

FEMDOM TEST: Learn which badass female movie character is the best fit for your Domme!

Follow my Femdom Adventures on Twitter, BDSMlr, Tumblr  and Fetlife.

Last but not least, don’t forget to check my blog!

Your PhDomme Emma,

the founder of the University of slavery and servitude 
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