
        
            
                
            
        

    

Chapter One



Jenny looked out from between the rails of the cell she was currently detained in with a mixture of amusement and anger. Her amusement came from watching the officer at the desk nearby getting an earful from her parents lawyer, who had been called in to sweep her latest ‘incident’ under the carpet.



As funny as it was to watch the poor guy on the receiving end of a lecture from one of the highest-paid lawyers in the state however she was also starting to get bored. Sadly for the others in the temporary holding cell she had been placed in when Jenny got bored, she got angry.



“What’s taking so fucking long!” Jenny shouted towards the other officer who was checking over some documents on his computer.



“You mind being quiet? I’ve got a fucking hangover” A
 voice
 from nearby begged.



Jenny turned to the lump laying on a nearby bench with a roll of her eyes.



“Well that’s
 your problem
 . I’m dealing with
 my problem
 . So if I want to be loud, I WILL B
 E LOUD!” Jenny shouted, even more loudly than before.



A few others made various noises of annoyance
 but Jenny had already lost interest in them as the officer being berated seemed to have finished on the call and was grumbling as he looked for the cell keys.



“Miss
 Denhew
 ? Your free to go. Apparently the store owner dropped the charges” He sighed as he ushered Jenny out of the cell.



“I
 told
 you he wouldn’t charge me! Why the hell did you waste my time sticking me in there!?” Jenny asked angrily as she shoved past him and grabbed the bag she had been carrying when she had been ‘detained’.



“You smashed a clubs window to pieces because you were refused service. What the hell did you think would happen?” The other office asked her.



Jenny didn’t answer. She had already lost precious time on a Friday night and the buzz from her earlier drinking was wearing off. So she checked herself over in a nearby mirror before heading out the door without another word.



If she was being honest with herself it hadn’t been the smartest idea to pick a fight with the guy who sold her most of her beer. He had only refused her because she was
 already
 drunk by the time she got there, a round of pre-drinks at home had seen to that. It wasn’t like she could blend in either and sneak back given
 she was a regular there.



Her hair had been a natural curly blonde when she was younger but the moment her teenage years hit and her rebellious side emerged she had died it
 dark
 black
 and cut it short
 . Her old ‘conservative’ style of clothing had changed too. No more knee length dresses or plain shirts and
 skirts
 . Now she wore
 half-torn jeans, T-shirts representing various metal bands, heavy dark make-up and basically anything her parents wouldn’t want her seen in.



I’m surprised they still even acknowledge I’m their daughter at this point.
 Probably couldn’t handle the shame of officially disowning me, so they just pretend I don’t exist
 Jenny thought as she decided where to go next.



Friday nights usually meant heading to one of her usual clubs, spending way too much on her parents credit cards and then staggering home drunk at 3am. Often after turning down one of the many guys who seem to forget how many times she has shot them down once they’ve had a few shots.



It wasn’t that Jenny was celibate or anything. In fact she had gotten sent to an all-girls school at one point as her behaviour was so out of control when it came to the guys at her high school. She just tended to see herself as above all the guys that came over to flirt with her.



Too tall, too short, too fat, works out too much, too nerdy, too jockish…
 No matter what kind of guy approached her lately she found a reason to turn them down, preferring to spend the night drinking alone or hanging out with her friends.



If you can call them friends. Didn’t see any of them backing me up when they called the cops on me at the club
 Jenny grumbled to herself.



She had already ignored the few messages she had gotten after being taken to the station. She had even left a few of her usual group with their messages read but not replied to. As she realised she had little other options for her weekend
 she sighed and decided to forgive them, at least enough so she had some people to drink with tonight.



Before she could reply to her friend Mindy’s drunken and misspelt apology message though another message came in from someone listed on her phone as ‘That Woman’. Her mother.



You’ve pushed it too far now. We’ve had to settle another claim of criminal damage! We are going to have a serious talk. Our house, 9AM tomorrow
 or your cut off
 ! If you’re not too hungover to show up that is…
 She had messaged.



“Fuck!” Jenny shouted angrily into the quiet night air.



Her plans for the night now ruined she turned around and headed back to her apartment, something else her parents were paying for, and eventually managed to get some sleep. All the while subconsciously seething with frustration at her parents latest attempt to ‘get her under control’.
 Knowing she couldn’t go back out clubbing when her parents expected her ‘ridiculously early!’ in the morning.



Why the hell do they even bother? Either accept me as I am or just cut me off already. I can find a way to make money somehow…
 She thought in the moments before sleep hit her.



Little did she know that her parents may have finally found the solution to their problem,
 S
 he would soon be heading to a place that claimed it could ‘get her under control’. Once and for all...




Chapter Two



“
 I’m going where!” Jenny had demanded to know as she stared in disbelief at her parents.



“
 It’s a finish school of sorts… I don’t know too much about them to be frank. What I
 do
 know is that they turned the McCarthy’s daughter into a very respectable young lady! She’s even getting married to an investment banker this summer!” Her mother had told her, as though the idea of being some bankers wife was meant to show Jenny this was a
 good
 plan.



“Why in god’s name would you send
 me
 there? I’ll have pissed off everyone in five minutes and have burned down half of the place in ten!” Jenny scoffed.



It hadn’t been the first time they had resorted to a new school to change her behaviour. She had been to 4 schools in 6 years during her time at school. Boarding schools, girls schools, schools for ‘troubled and challenging’ teens, none of them had done anything. Jenny had always known she could just ride it out until the end of term and then go back to doing whatever she wanted.



“
 They are used to dealing with troublesome daughters” Her dad had said simply while glaring right back at her.



She had tried to argue with them. Tried to explain how demeaning she found the whole thing. It wasn’t any good though. Truth was she had no intention of ever finding a ‘real job’ or earning money fair and square. So as long as they threatened to cut her off she’d put up with it. Besides the ‘Academy’ only wanted her for the w
 eek
 . Believing somehow they could change a lifetime of self-destruction around in a week was laughable to her.



“Fine. One week. Then once I’m done with it I want a
 nicer
 apartment by the time I’m back” She had smirked before walking back out the door before they could reply.



A train ride and a bus trip later she was there. Out in the middle of god-knows-where standing in front of a building that looked a cross between a school and a mental institution.



Guess I won’t be sneaking out at nights after all
 Jenny thought as she observed the high walls around the place and the guard at the gate.



Still, it was nothing she wasn’t used to. One of her old schools had even tried to get an electric fence set up around the area until parents kicked up a fuss about it. So the ‘prison-like’ atmosphere she felt upon her approach was something she had expected.



“You must be Jenny” A rather bored looking guy at the gate noted dryly as he looked her over briefly and pressed a button to open the gate.



“As far as you know” Jenny shrugged.



I had agreed to come here. I didn’t agree to be nice about it
 She thought with a chuckle.



“Through the main doors. Reception will tell you where to put your stuff” The guard sighed as he waved her through.



“See you soon!” Jenny laughed as she walked past him, her ragged suitcase trailing behind her.



“I doubt it…” The guard muttered before turning back to checking something on his monitor, looking like he was being forced to watch paint dry.



He was cheerful… Doesn’t seem very on the ball though. Can probably find a way to sneak out at night after all
 Jenny thought, her mood already improving slightly.



Following the given directions she went through the main doors and was met by a rather attractive older woman.



“Miss Denhew I presume?” The woman asked Jenny, looking visibly disgusted by Jenny’s choice of clothing.



She had the kind of curly blonde hair Jenny had once had, before cutting and dying it that is. She was wearing a
 blue shirt buttoned to the top
 with matching blue earrings and a choker necklace with a
 big
 blue
 sapphire
 dangling from it sitting atop her ample chest.



Three guesses what her favourite colour is
 Jenny thought as she caught sight of her reflection in the
 sapphire
 and found it hard to look away...



“
 I prefer Jenny
 ” Jenny
 said simply
 in reply
 as she snapped back to reality
 .



Once you were past the high walls and security gate the actual place itself seemed a weird mixture of school and hospital. The place was clean, more clean than Jenny would have expected given the supposedly difficult people they worked with. It was also big. Every hall seemed to stretch on forever.



“The caretaker will take your
 clothes
 to your room for you. Though I doubt you will be wearing such things much longer” The woman informed her confidently.



“Good luck with that
 lady
 ” Jenny laughed in response.



“
 We will see. Now follow me for your induction session. The name is Mrs Harlow by the way not
 lady
 ” The woman said with a scowl.



“
 We will see” Jenny mimicked, mocking the older woman she was slowly walking behind.



It seemed like Mrs Harlow wasn’t an outlier in terms of the women at the Academy. The women leading the classes she could see as they walked down the corridor all seemed similarly ‘built’. As though they had all come out of a factory producing busty blonde’s with a thing for jewellery and big sapphires.



I
 f my parents think I would ever, EVER, become like them they know me even less than I thought they did
 Jenny thought to herself.



The students didn’t look quite as rebellious as she had expected from the few glances she managed to get. Most of them were also blonde though with a bit more variety in body type. A few even had shorter hair like Jenny’s and there were a couple of badly hidden tattoos on show from two women being led down the corridor in the opposite direction that Jenny was heading. She tried to greet
 them but they were staring straight ahead and didn’t seem to acknowledge her at all.
 It was like they couldn’t even
 see
 her.



“
 In here and we will begin” Mrs Harlow stated simply as she opened a door to a small room with a large monitor and a single chair in it.



Jenny sighed and readied herself for another boring ‘welcome’ video. Not knowing that
 the video was going to prove far more interesting than she could have ever expected...




Chapter Three



“Just focus on the screen and all will be explained” The haughty looking woman told her as she gestured to the only chair in the room.



Resisting the urge to roll her eyes Jenny relented. Sitting down with a loud sigh
 she
 propp
 ed
 her chin up on her hand with her elbow braced against her leg. Already anticipating the mindless generic kind of crap they were going to be showing her. She had seen the same propaganda almost a dozen times. She knew it was just stuff they sent to parents to try and convince them how ‘revolutionary’ their approach happened to be.



You’d think if these places did people any good they wouldn’t need the marketing crap
 She thought as the screen flickered on.



“Erm, not sure this is working?” Jenny called out only to find she was alone in the room, her reluctant escort apparently not deeming it necessary to stick around.



She lost interest in where the blonde with the nice jewellery had gone though
 as the screen had continued to flicker and blur rather than coming to life as normal.



“Piece of crap” Jenny grumbled in annoyance.



With the blonde gone though she couldn’t see a door handle on her side of the room. It appeared she was trapped with the faulty TV until someone bothered to come and check on her.
  
 As she was about to try and settle down for a nap though she noticed a faint noise emerging from below the screen.



Just as she looked closer at the TV to try and figure out what it was
 supposed
 to be showing her based on the noises it finally provided a picture.



“What the… What… What is… uhhhhhh…” Jenny managed to get out before the bombardment of colours and images rendered her oddly silent.



She couldn’t quite tell what she was looking at. Some mixture of spinning colours crossed with images of various women who were
 possibly
 current or former students of the school. She found it impossible to look away though despite being able to make no sense of it. Her eyes helplessly following each colour, each image, each flash of light that seemed to make her more dizzy and uncertain than the last.



She slumped back into the chair with her eyes still locked onto the screen. Her hands falling limply by her sides. Any last remaining thoughts of finding Mrs Harlow or looking for another way out rapidly fading to nothing. Her frustration, her stubbornness, her anger all changing into a complete blankness. Her mouth dropping softly open as her body relaxed deeply down. Then the audio changed up and she began to hear something.



“Welcome to the Academy. You will greatly enjoy your time here. You were brought here because you are disobedient and disloyal.
 A
 Bad Girl
 . We will change that. We will help you understand what you need to do to be a better member of society. A better version of
 you
 . A
 Good Girl
 ” The disembodied voice informed her.



Jenny would have laughed or sworn at such a suggestion less than a minute ago. Now though she couldn’t even muster so much as a grunt of disapproval.
 Something about the images and sounds making it impossible
 for her to stop
 watching.



“
 You
 want
 to be a
 Good Girl.
 You want to make other people happy. You want to be happy yourself. Being a
 Good Girl
 makes other people happy. Being a
 Good Girl
 makes you happy!” The voice explained in a happy, almost giddy, tone of voice.



Even when she didn’t acknowledge the words Jenny’s mind was still receiving them. Completely free of any interference from her own thoughts or feelings the ‘induction’
 was burrowing away into her subconscious. Planting the seeds ready for what was to come with technology so advanced Jenny wouldn’t have understood it even if a team of psychologists and programmers tried to explain it to her.



“The Academy will teach you to be a
 Good Girl
 .
 Good Girls
 are obedient, loyal and give pleasure to others. You will be trained to obey, profess loyalty to the Academy and others and give pleasure…” The voice added.



As it said ‘pleasure’ a brief image flashed across the screen. Slightly longer lasting than the others so Jenny’s still blank mind was able to register it. A woman was down on her knees in front of a man who had one hand holding her blonde ponytail and the other guiding his cock into her mouth. Even in her mentally weakened state she still felt a twinge of arousal at the image. The display of sex and submission turning her on just slightly.



After the first image she saw more of them as the giggly voice continued to tell her what behaviour was expected of
 Good Girls.
 A woman bent over her desk with a man sliding his cock into her, another woman bouncing up and down on a thick cock as her tits bounced, a third woman sliding her tits up and down over a big black cock. All of them looking like they were in the midst of a pleasure so intense Jenny could barely imagine it. Not that her brain was capable of imagining anything beyond what she was hearing and seeing during her ‘induction’.



She didn’t even notice as her own hand slipped down under her clothes to touch her soaking wet pussy while her big ‘welcome’ to the Academy continued.




Chapter Four



“All Finished? Good. Come along then” Mrs Harlow’s stern voice suddenly announced.



Jenny blinked herself awake and was surprised to find herself practically kneeling in front of the screen. She had no memories beyond the TV not working properly and
 now she had
 been caught sleeping by the blonde staff member. Not that Mrs Harlow seemed surprised.



“That was a good nap. Definitely took the edge off the long trip” Jenny said with a theatrical yawn.



Mrs Harlow just smirked in response. Apparently unconcerned that Jenny
 had fallen asleep during the induction. In fact she seemed rather pleased by this.



“Well I’m glad your well rested. Let’s get going, your first lesson is due to start shortly” Mrs Harlow informed her.



Sighing in annoyance Jenny reluctantly rose from the floor, it had felt oddly comfortable down there, and followed along behind Mrs Harlow once again.



Is this going to be my day? Just following along after this random blonde lady?
 I mean I don’t mind the view but still…
 Jenny found herself thinking as her eyes lingered on Mrs Harlow’s swaying ass for a little longer than normal.



Jenny had never given much thought to her sexuality really. If she had thought of herself as bisexual or anything other than 100% straight she would have probably thrown a big ‘coming out’ party as a further way of annoying her parents. Shattering their image of her future
 where she one day settles down with some ‘respectable’ guy and has a bunch of kids would be great fun to her.



Maybe I can make use of my time here after all. I mean a little girl-on-girl experimentation would at least be a fun story to tell next time I’m out at the clubs
 Jenny realised.



As she was led into a different hallway she got a brief glimpse into a
 nearby classroom. It was almost completely
 dark
 other than
 a screen flickering at
 the front and a row of bored-looking women staring mindlessly ahead
 at it.
 All with identical pairs of headphones on that made it
 impossible to hear what they were hearing.
 The flashes from the screen reflecting in their eyes as they watched. Jenny tried to get a better look at what they were seeing but
 Mrs Harlow was walking along so quickly she didn’t get a chance.



“No dawdling. We run on a strict schedule here” Mrs Harlow told her firmly as she noticed Jenny trying to see into each classroom as they walked down the corridor.



“
 You might but I don’t” Jenny laughed a little to herself but she did stop her attempts to look in on the other rooms.



E
 very hall looks identical. The same walls, same room sizes… I’m amazed anyone knows how to get anywhere here
 Jenny thought.



Yet Mrs Harlow appeared to know precisely where to lead her and eventually they arrived at a classroom that still had students filing in.



“New student?” The more friendly looking woman outside asked Mrs Harlow with a gesture to Jenny.



“Indeed, just finished induction so will be ready for your class Mrs Morell” Mrs Harlow said with a nod.



Jenny was vaguely paying attention to
 what they were saying but her eyes were almost popping out of her head as she looked at Mrs Morell’s breasts!



They stuck out straight from her chest to such an extent that Jenny doubted the woman could even see her own feet. Her body was very slim and that just made it even more oddly proportioned, as though half her weight was in her boobs.
 Also she was sporting the same sapphire pendant as Mrs Harlow and the other teachers seemed to have
 along with similar blue clothing
 .
 The buttons around her chest appearing as though they were about to burst.
 H
 er
 pendant
 was resting on top of her breasts in order to save it from sinking between them and never being seen again.



“Welcome to my class Jenny, if you have any questions please let me know” A voice suddenly said to her.



Bringing her eyes back up she saw Mrs Morell smiling sweetly at her and Mrs Harlow was no longer there, presumably disappearing down another identical hallway somewhere.
 There was just one question on Jenny’s mind now that she was focused again.



“Are those
 real
 ?” She asked bluntly with a gesture to the two large orbs in front of her.



“Anniversary gift from my husband, glad you like them” Mrs Morell said with a casual smile, as though Jenny had merely complimented her hair.



I
 mpressed by the honest response Jenny
 allowed Mrs Morell to steer her to a seat
 at the front
 behind a wooden desk
 with a pair of headphones on it
 . She still didn’t intend
 to actually
 try
 hard during this class on… Whatever the hell it was on. Presumably some ‘civics class on steroids’ designed to tell her to obey the law, be polite and do whatever else this school expected women to do.



This whole place is sexist. I don’t see a male equivalent teaching men to behave. Such bullshit
 Jenny thought, already beginning to work herself up into a state of righteous anger that she could use to maintain her stubborn refusal to change her behaviour.



“I’d like to start off, before we begin, by welcoming our two new students here Jenny and
 Kimberly!” Mrs Morell said, beaming happily at the new additions.



J
 enny turned to see an Asian woman sitting to her left looking incredibly bored. Physically she was pretty much the opposite of the tall and incredibly busty Mrs Morell with a flat chest, short stature and a look that suggested she was contemplating jumping out the nearby window to escape this madness...



“Hi
 Jenny and Kimberly
 ” The uniform reply came from the other girls, some at the back
 sounded as cheerful and friendly as Mrs Morell whereas those nearer the front sounded more monotone and almost sleepy.



Before Jenny could
 interject with some sarcastic comment about what well-trained robots they all were though Mrs Morell grabbed a remote from her desk and hit the
 play
 button. Causing the screen behind her to flicker into life.



Jenny briefly noticed Mrs Morell watching her and Kimberly intently before the flickering screen caught her attention just like it had last time. Drawing her gaze and making her slump back slightly in her chair as the images began to flash across the screen. Her mind melting away
 even faster than before, so fast she couldn’t even process the intense feeling of calm and relaxation that hit her like a wave, disabling her rising anger before it could interfere with their work.



“Excellent, headphones on ladies. You know what to do” Mrs Morell said with a smile as her new students
 started
 looking as equally mindless as the others.



She then moved between Jenny and Kimberly
 and helped them slip on their headphones as they couldn’t take their eyes off the screen.



“Good girls and welcome to your first
 obedience training
 class” She giggled softly as a familiar voice began to speak in Jenny’s ear.




Chapter Five



“
 Do not think. Do not resist. Do not disobey” The soothing voice from before told Jenny.



A
 ll around her the women had put on their headphones and Mrs Morell was doing a quick tour, occasionally
 examining one of the students before nodding approvingly and
 resuming her walk around.



“Do not think. Do not resist. Do not disobey” The voice repeated.



So far that was all it had said. Three simple commands in a loop. The words burning into Jenny’s mind. She had been prepared by the induction for this and the Academy was already at work in re-writing her behaviour. Her rebellious streak may take time to moderate and then remove but the work was starting early.
 After all if they couldn’t make Jenny obedient to the Academy the rest of their ‘training’ would be for nothing.



Beside her the other new girl, Kimberly, seemed to be struggling somewhat with this. Even though she made no attempt to get up or remove the headphones Jenny could just about pick up small noises coming from the short Asian woman next her. As though she was trying desperately to verbalise something only to discover she was incapable of speaking.



“Poor dear. Don’t worry, I know just how to help you” Mrs Morell said, her voice oozing with concern for her new student.



As they were so close to her Jenny could still see what was happening even as her eyes stayed glued to the screen. A screen that was now showing various images of obedience and submission. Good girls on their knees, down on all fours,
 some
 wearing pretty blue sapphire pendants…



“Ohhhhhh!” Kimberly’s voice suddenly cried out beside her.



Jenny could see from the corner of her eye that Mrs Morell had slipped a hand down Kimberly’s shorts and appeared to be softly stroking the new girl’s clit. Kimberly had begun grinding herself
 back and forth slowly against Mrs Morell’s fingers leading to another giggle from the large-breasted blonde.



“That’s better! See, just give in to the pleasure now sweetie…
 Won’t be long… You have such a big lovely clitty
 ”
 Mrs Morell told Kimberly.



Apparently she was telling the truth as Kimberly’s moans became unmistakeable, even with Jenny’s mind mostly shut down as she watched and listened. Her fellow newbie was clearly in the depths of a very powerful orgasm.



“… Repeat” The voice in Jenny’s ears finally ordered.



“Do not think. Do not resist. Do not disobey”
 A chorus of voices responded with various levels of enthusiasm and arousal.



“Do not think... Do not... resist... Do not... disobey” Kimberly said a moment later
 along with a few others nearer the front
 , her noises of protest now soft whimpers of pleasure.



Mrs Morell placed Kimberly’s
 own hand
 down her shorts in replacement of her own and left her new student to masturbate her mind away. She now turned to Jenny who was the only one who hadn’t repeated the mantra as ordered.



Jenny
 had
 felt the urge to comply. A pressure building in her mind as her mouth remained closed. The desire to say the words along with the others was very strong within her and yet she didn’t do it. Something deep within her mind had refused. A source of resistance Jenny wasn’t even aware she had was putting it’s foot down. Even as she continued to watch and listen her lips were sealed.



“That’s OK sweetie. Sometimes you just need a helping hand like Kimberly here”
 Mrs Morell told her, as though she was reassuring Jenny that her resistance wasn’t causing a problem.



Then, just like she had with Kimberly, Mrs Morell slipped her hand between Jenny’s legs and found her way to Jenny’s soaking wet pussy.



“See… You’re doing
 fine
 . You’re nice and wet and your watching the screen so nicely. You just need a little encouragement” Mrs Morell told her.



Jenny didn’t respond. The images on the screen were becoming more and more sexual. Not just women with men either. There were women with other women. Women with another man
 and
 another woman. Women with two men. Women with two women. The only common factor was the clear submission on display.



Just as Jenny watched a collared woman on a lead greedily licking a woman’s pussy she felt Mrs Morell’s fingers begin to rub soft circles against her clit. Even as the sudden surge of pleasure caused her heart to pound faster and her eyes to glaze over for a moment her lips remained shut. That stubborn resistance within her refusing to acknowledge the pleasure.



“Ooh a tough one! I think I know what to do with you though. I caught you admiring them anyway” Mrs Morell giggled.



Carefully positioning herself so Jenny could still watch the screen she moved beside her and quickly
 unbuttoned most of
 her top. Her large tits
 were then
 finally free from their confinement. Looking even more firm and gravity-defying than they had before.



She then slipped her hand back down between Jenny’s legs and just as her fingers slipped easily into the young woman’s wet hole she brought her nipple to Jenny’s lips.



“Do not think. Do not resist. Do not disobey”
 The voice said and just as it did so Jenny found her lips wrapping automatically around Mrs Morell’s nipple and beginning to suck.



“Mmmmm…
 That’s it. I can feel your pussy clenching dear. You can’t hide how good this feels and it’s going to get even better very soon” Mrs Morell said with a smile before the voice spoke again.



“Spread your legs. Masturbate.
 Let your mind leak from your pussy.
 Do not think. Do not resist. Do not disobey” They were all told.



Everyone around her complied. An orgy of moaning and wetness as the class
 obeyed the instruction and began to touch themselves as they fell deeper under the voices control
 . Jenny found her own legs parting. At first just a little but then, as Mrs Morell’s fingers went deeper, they opened wider. Her pleasure building. Her stubborn inner resistance getting weaker and weaker until finally...



“Fucccckkkkk!” Jenny moaned out, her pussy spasming around Mrs Morell’s fingers as she came
 and her resistance seemed to flow out of her along with her juices.



Then, a
 s Jenny continued to suck, she saw a new image on screen. This time someone she recognised was down on her knees with a big black cock down her throat. Pure ecstasy across her face as she obeyed…



“I do love my job.
 I will be sure to mention your quick progress in my notes
 ” Mrs Morell giggled as she admired her own image on the screen for a moment before quietly removing her breast from Jenny’s lips with a soft ‘pop’ and moving on to check the next girl.



Jenny’s mind had already been close to breaking point. Now she would be faced with an hour of intense obedience programming. Ready for her next lesson
 from the Academy… Or
 making an
 attempt
 to
 escape!
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