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Trained


Felicity decided to come home early. It was
the Wednesday before her third class at obedience school. She had
taken a careful look at her workload, estimated that she could get
things done with an extra few hours during the following week, and
made the decision to skip out.

She had homework from her dominant
instructress. That was making it hard to concentrate.

She stepped out of her office. “I’ll be
leaving early today, Kelly. I’ve got some things to do.”

Her administrative assistant looked up from
her desk. “Okay. Anything fun, or just stuff to do?”

Felicity smiled mysteriously. “Maybe a little
fun.”

“Good. You deserve it. Although just leaving
a couple of hours early doesn’t sound like you’re getting a lot of
recreation.”

“Well, we’ll see. Just hold the place
together ‘til five. Then you can get out of here too. And we should
talk about you taking some hours off soon. You put in a lot of
extra time during the department shutdown. Think about it,
okay?”

“That would be great, Felicity. Thanks. I
could sure use a couple of three-day weekends.”

Top management had decided to close a small
department at one of their three factories in the state. The
product line they were producing was becoming obsolete, and the
department was barely breaking even. Once the decision was made, it
was up to Felicity’s unit and the small HR office at the plant to
deal with the personnel issues.

Once the VP of production had given Felicity
the news it was up to her to do the staff reduction. Fortunately
the VP had dealt with the plant manager, and he would inform the
unit supervisor. Then it was up to the local HR and her office to
wield the axe.

It was a tough process all the way around.
The local HR was only three people, the officer and two clericals.
They needed help with everything, and Felicity’s group was the
help. The plant was two hundred miles away, too. Most of the work
could be done remotely, but there had to be a number of in-person
meetings to make sure both HR units were on the same page, the
senior plant managers were briefed, the plan was understood, and
the reduction properly handled.

The result was long hours reviewing personnel
records and company regs to make sure nothing stupid happened. Her
people did research to see how many openings in other parts of the
plant there were, and whether some of the closing department’s
staff could be kept on in other places. Felicity had to take the
separation plan for laid off employees up the line to make sure top
management was comfortable with the severance package.

Then there were three trips out to the plant
to meet with plant management and the local HR. The trips were
overnights; there was no way to make the trip by air, and six hours
round trip made no sense whatever to do in one day.

Felicity could have left the actual
separation meetings to the local staff, but the team out there was
so small that it was a real gamble. Felicity took her admin Kelly
along to help with the records management, she gave her senior
analyst the job of keeping things running on the home front, and
they both went out to help.

There were twelve people in the department;
fortunately, only six separations were needed. A lot of the hours
in the local HR, and some in Felicity’s office, were spent
negotiating with the managers at the plant who would be getting the
six people who would transfer. The other good fortune was that the
plant itself was doing well. Even though it was a bit of a stretch,
the plant manager had a few vacancies and could find places that
didn’t hurt his bottom line much.

The separation meetings were painful. The
local HR guy was older and had been through a few things, making
Felicity’s role more support than anything. She’d done a number of
role plays at school that involved reductions in staff, but
Felicity wasn’t stupid. She didn’t think in-class theory and
reality were going to be the same thing. They weren’t.

Even as corporate backup it wasn’t much fun
watching people lose their livelihoods. No one in the group made
much money, so it was a problem for all of the terminations. The
looks of fear, uncertainty, and some anger on the faces of the
people who lost their jobs- it was painful, even in her role of
observer and support. At the end, she felt a bit like an assassin.
She hadn’t given the order, but she and the local HR guy had to
pull the trigger. Six times.

After it was done, there was the job of
cleaning up the mess in her office, made by overtime and not really
keeping up with the usual workload. It had been a rough period,
especially since Felicity and her staff normally put in long hours
just to keep up. But it was over now.

The young executive stepped back into her
office and sat down. She set an out-of-office notice on her email
account, logged off her office machine, picked up her thin
briefcase and headed out. Notices weren’t the greatest; someone
would still decide she could be interrupted for a question he/she
should already know the answer to. She had to do it, though. Not a
good idea to simply disappear. Human Resources often got dragged
into things when there was a problem.

The trip home was short, as usual. Living in
town had some liabilities, but she didn’t have to drive far. Her
mind wandered a bit, thinking about the shutdown and all of the
pain it had a caused a few people. In hindsight, she wondered if
her decision to enroll in Mistress Lysette’s class had an element
of guilt to it- that somehow she deserved punishment for the things
she did at work.

Maybe there was something to it, but she knew
that her odd sexual preferences had started way before the
department closure. Things had been perking in her head even as a
teenager. The most that could be said about the department closure
was that perhaps it had given her a push. In a way, it was a push
she needed. Spending her life dealing with grievances and
reductions in staff couldn’t be everything for her. Even the choice
she had made was better than having nothing but work.

She took the longer route past The Castle.
The sight of the place warmed her pussy. She was already in the
mood with thoughts of her mistress and the homework assignment she
had been given. Her head had left work and was more than ready for
some strange recreation even before she walked out the door.

The Castle was a place where she didn’t have
to think or make decisions. Mistress Lysette did that for her. She
smiled to herself. The Mistress was very good at what she did.

Felicity wondered about what would be
different on Saturday now that her teacher had named her Kitten.
She had the feeling that Teacher would bring Kitten out to play and
there would be another kind of cumming before class was over. She
loved the thought. Being staid old HR Felicity was never much fun.
She was sure that Mistress would have Kitten doing sexy, wicked,
things and would do sexy, wicked things to her in her next class at
The Castle. Kitten would be a hot little thing by the time Mistress
finished with her.

Before Mistress Lysette and The Castle things
had been stale and well, pretty unpleasant. She was a hard working,
up and coming young executive at work, dedicated to her job. There
were a lot of critical things that happened in her office, things
that affected people’s lives. Things that she had to make decisions
about.

Although she was good at her job she was
still quite young- just past twenty-four. At her age, it took hard,
stressful work to fill her knowledge gaps and make good decisions
for the company and its employees. Vacations had been few and far
between; even regular rest was hard to get. She had worked long
hours when she started her job and department shutdown had added to
her workload. It was only recently that she had been able to work
reasonably decent hours.

Outside of work, the only good things in her
life had been her fantasies. Since joining Mistress Lysette at The
Castle, she wasn’t having to live with just her fantasies. Lfe was
taking a wild turn for the better.

The Castle was the place where her fantasies
became realities, and intensely sensual ones at that. After only
two weeks the Mistress had torn apart her inhibitions, forcing her
to do delicious, nasty things she had only dreamt of. By the time
Felicity’s course was over, Kitten would be a woman of intense,
animal needs with the will and the way to satisfy them. Felicity
could continue to be a rising professional at work; Kitten would
take care of the good things in life.

She went straight to her bedroom after her
arrival, leaving her shoes at the door, stripping off her jacket
and blouse as she went. Some things went in to her laundry basket
as she got completely naked. A small thrill went through her as she
passed her full-length mirror. She stopped for a moment to
look.

Felicity was about average height, and
perhaps a bit slender. Dark hair, dark, intelligent eyes. She was
not entirely happy with her figure- while she was in excellent
physical condition, she thought her boobs were too small. She gave
her small breasts a squeeze and her nipples a slight rub.

She had a bit of fuzz on her pussy by now;
she had to remember to shave by the end of the week. That still
gave her a thrill; her bare pussy was a reminder of the wild things
she had already done with her teacher and mistress.

She turned to see her ass. She was happy with
that- round, firm cheeks below a narrow waist. Felicity thought
that her teacher had appreciated her firm butt. Her spanking the
previous week had taken a while, and teacher had her hands on
reddened skin a lot more than was necessary to deliver a solid
punishment. That thought brought a little extra heat to her
sensitive spots. After all, pleasing her instructor was what class
was all about.

As she looked at her behind, her hands slid
down her front, almost touching the hot button at the top of her
pussy. She stopped that quickly; she had a few things to do before
she could turn to her homework.

The first classes of obedience school had
already made a difference in the way she thought of herself. She
was no longer just an executive in a conservative suit. For a few
hours on each of the last two Saturdays, she was able to become a
sexy animal who allowed her inner desires to be drawn out by her
beautiful, dominant teacher. Tonight some of her new sexiness would
be explored again, and she was looking forward to a lustful
homework session.

She was giving serious consideration to
becoming Kitten as soon as she left work. Her homework was helping
that along. Leave old Felicity at the office and live Kitten’s life
from then on. It might be risky, but she just didn’t want to live
in the box that her parents, and to some extent Felicity herself,
had made for her any longer.

Looking through her closet for something to
wear just reinforced her belief that Felicity’s wardrobe was not
right for Kitten. She
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