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Dedication




Shame is a powerful teacher. This story is dedicated to the women who know how to make the proudest men kneel. And one flyboy who is happiest when he’s on his knees.

About the Links

This story draws on characters and situations from previous novels. The first time they are mentioned, they're linked to their stories at Amazon. Free chapters and stories are available at Amityworld.com and AHMedia.net.


Prologue

WHEN THE LIMO parked after the two-hour drive, the men in the back seat were even more worried than they were when they got in. They'd been anxious ever since they each received a hand-delivered package in their offices that morning. Each small box had a video that showed every sordid detail. They’d been found out – every lewd act, every lecherous event, every vulgar scenario – played on their screens when they plugged in the USB drive.

Not one of them wanted to put that stick into their laptops but the letter had an exhaustive list of their transgressions. They had no choice but to see for themselves how much dirt the blackmailer had on them. One by one, they cringed through ten-minute recaps of their offenses. When it thankfully ended, a narrator said the same thing with the times ten minutes apart.

The first said, “The limo arrives at 10:15. Get in.”

They stared at their watches and counted the minutes. They checked their bank accounts to see how much cash they had if they were forced to pay whoever sent the incriminating video. They figured that’s what the blackmailer wanted. Money. Cash. Crypto. When their times came, four men in four downtown office buildings were waiting outside the front doors, assuring the doormen they didn’t need a taxi or a rideshare.

Inside the car, they were anything but their usual egotistical selves. Their stomachs gurgled. Their nerves were on edge. But the videos convinced them to follow the instructions and by 11:00, there were four business executives trembling in the back seat of the stretch limo. They looked at each other trying to imagine what crimes the others committed. Just like the other men were doing to them.

One thing was for sure. The blackmailer was well off. The limo that picked them up didn’t come cheap. Especially one like this with windows tinted so dark they couldn’t see where they were going.

An hour into the drive, one said what was on all their minds.

“Did you get a video?” Ryder asked.

The others stared at him, reluctant to confirm they’d done the same things he was likely accused of doing. Finally, Chase nodded. So did Prentice and Griffen.

“How did he get that footage?” Chase asked.

If they’d been able to see the driver’s face, the four would have seen the grin spreading across her face. It wasn’t the first time she’d chauffeured businessmen to a similar destination. They’d always assumed the person who arranged the pickup and delivery was a man. Like most men, they were wrong.

“Where are we going?” Griffen asked, rubbing the window with his shirt cuff trying to see outside. He could rub all day long. The darkened glass wasn’t budging.

When the limo finally stopped, the driver announced on the back seat microphone that they had arrived. She exited the car and closed the door. Chase pulled the door handle but nothing happened. Neither did the one on Prentice’s side.

They’d sit there for as long as she wanted them to. This wasn’t the first group she’d identified and filmed. And it wouldn’t be the last.


Amity’s Note

DON’T DO THE crime if you can’t do the time. I’ve heard that warning many times, especially when dealing with first-time men for sale at our auctions. When their worlds are turned upside down – like when Control extracts men from their lives and has them walk down the 20 steps to Reckoning – they are faced with doing the time they earned. At Reckoning, it’s for the rest of their lives.

Not at the Academy. Its purpose is entirely different.

Sybil deals with men whose lives are better spent in the outside world in their businesses. They often bring in hefty incomes and that's helpful to your bottom line. It costs a lot to keep up the physical and human property you own. Grounds need maintenance and men have to be fed. So do house girls.

When you find a wealthy one who has a Pandora's Box of secrets, all you need is video and they’re itching to open their checkbooks.

I suppose some would call it blackmail. I prefer to think of it as their duty to keep their worlds undisturbed. Sybil knows the problem with men like the four in transit to her Academy is simple. They will keep misbehaving even when you’re depositing their checks, crypto or cash. That’s why men have to do more than simply pay for secrecy.

There are few men who can’t do better with the right training. Even the ones I buy spend two weeks in Intake before I integrate them into my stable. Most of my purchases are used to being owned but when I buy them, they have to learn my rules. A few are sent to me as gifts. But when I want a particular one or a friend contacts me looking for one with specific talents, I send my Cop’s research team to hunt them down and bring them here. To Amityworld.

Sometimes you don’t want them shipped to where you live. Their skills are put to better use only when you need them so why pay to house and feed them if they’re not generating rental income? We call them remotes; men who drop what they’re doing when you give them a job with a time limit. Like the five I found and trained for my friends. Now they can use them when they want and they don’t clutter up their slave dorms.

But there are times you find men who can provide more than a certain service you need. Not every Domme has the advantages I do, an estate like Amityworld with the exclusives I keep in the attic whose days and especially their nights are spent serving my sensual pleasure. And, of course, there’s the stable and house girls. They can be expensive to maintain.

Sometimes the best thing men can do for a Domme is write that check. But Sybil wants more than that. She has to be sure those men don’t fall back into disgraceful habits. Money isn’t everything. And that requires schooling. That’s what happens at the Academy.

Sybil specializes in finding and videotaping men who become suddenly eager to pay for her silence. By the time she’s done with them, they’re drilled in proper behavior. She’s not greedy. She is incredibly circumspect. She takes only what she needs. And sometimes what she wants.

The best part is that when she’s done, Academy graduates are so eager to fund her lifestyle, they plead to be allowed to return for a day or two to feel her special touch again. They never come empty-handed.

And I hear that if they want to come that other way, the price is nonnegotiable.


First Introduction

Chapter 1 

First Assessment

EVEN A LUXURY LIMO gets uncomfortable when you’re locked inside in the dark for 15 minutes. The passengers were antsy and even though their secrets were at risk of being exposed, they couldn’t control their natures. They were businessmen. Successful ones. And they were being treated like cattle.

Prentice was the first to complain. As the Vice President of a national logistics company, he oversaw moving everything across the country from supplies to people that had to be at their destinations at specific times. Things had to be in the right place at the right time. Millions of dollars of profit or loss depended on where materials and the people who had to use them were. He’d just been practically kidnapped from his office and was twiddling his thumbs in the back seat of a parked car going nowhere.

“What the hell is going on?” he demanded.

No one answered his pointless question. They sat in silence for another ten minutes until Chase complained, “I have work to do. The lab won’t run itself. How long is this going to take?”

It was a hopeless request. No one in the car knew any more than he did. Chase wasn’t used to waiting for anyone. He expected everyone from scientists to lab technicians to wait for him.

Five minutes later, it was Ryder’s turn. “I don’t know about you, but I’m getting the hell out of here and calling an Uber to take me back to the office.”

The others shrugged off his hollow ultimatum. Where did he think he was going? Not only did they not know where they were, they couldn’t get out of the limo. What was he planning to do? Kick out the windows?

That left Griffen. What the others didn’t know was men like Griffen were used to taking orders and waiting. That’s what military life does to men, whether they sat in cockpits of fighter jets or behind a desk in the Pentagon. Griffen had done both. Waiting without complaining was normal for him.

Once they were quiet, a voice filled the speakers in the back seat.

“Line up at the door.”

There was no greeting or pleasantries but when the door locks clicked, the men didn’t hesitate. Griffen was first to emerge from the back seat. He scanned the surroundings for the door that the voice told him was there. Whatever direction he searched, he saw the same thing. Four concrete walls.

We’re under a tall building, he surmised from the high walls. With no alternative, Griffen was the first in line at the only door on any wall, the emergency exit. He watched the man who threatened pathetically to break out of the limo and call a ride share walk around the car and stare at the concrete floor.

Stupid idiot. He’s not even looking for a way out, Griffen thought.

While Ryder sauntered uselessly around the car, Prentice took note of the walls, the ceiling and the lack of windows before eyeballing Griffen who was standing silently at the only visible door.

This is a hellhole for delivering building supplies, he thought as he took his place behind the man waiting at the door. Just like he was told. What a wuss this guy is. He’s never going to be in charge of anything, Ryder thought.

It wasn’t the first time Ryder was wrong that day and it wouldn’t be the last.

Chase emerged from the limo’s back seat and stared at the four walls in disbelief. The air was stale, a smell he recalled from the basement lab he ran that he demanded be moved up ten floors, ostensibly for improved air quality. Given the two patents he’d developed for the company and his research that promised more, they begrudgingly agreed. To Chase, stale air was a sign of disrespect of his work and of him. The money his research earned once the drugs got FDA approval was all it took to sway the management to change his lab’s location.

Chase glanced at Ryder who was still walking around the car; then at Griffen and Prentice standing at the door. It was the last place he wanted to go but his options were so limited, he had no choice. Chase ambled toward the door and stood several feet behind Prentice who was, in Chase’s opinion, too close to the man in front of him.

The three men in line turned toward Ryder when he said, “Damned if I’m going to do what some piped-in voice told me to do.”

Until then, Griffen hadn’t said a word. His comment was short and to the point. “You want that video online?” It wasn’t a question that expected an answer. Ryder shuffled toward the door.

He was last in line.

-=o=-

Sybil watched the four new students obey her order even if it took longer than trained men should need. She’d fix that soon but for now, they had to learn two  important facts.

The first was that she controlled them. Second, they would do what she told them to do when she told them to do it. Men who’d done the kind of evil deeds they'd committed always did. Eventually.

With only three hours before the limo would return them to their offices where they could tell co-workers they had been at an unexpectedly long meeting, Sybil was sure every minute of their first visit, their introductory trip, would leave a lasting impression on their bodies as well as their minds.

Her message played on the speakers. It was brief. “Enter.”

Griffen pushed the door handle which was, much to his surprise, unlocked. Ryder snarled, “We could have gone in at any time but you were too scared. What a wuss!”

His sneer was wasted on a man like Griffen, Sybil thought, but for country club types like Ryder, sneering was their default voice. She checked the ‘tone’ box on her tablet so the women on the other side of the door would add it to Ryder’s lesson plan.

The men walked down a long hallway in a sloppy line before they reached the next door. Griffen stood silently and waited but Prentice was having none of that. If the first door wasn’t locked, it was safe to assume this one wasn’t either.

Men who assume what women like Sybil will do are usually wrong. Just like them, Prentice was wrong, too.

His yelp proved it. Although the shock was mild, he complained bitterly and shook his right hand. Griffen tried to hide his grin while Chase rolled his eyes. Seconds later, Sybil unlocked the door.

Griffen placed himself in front of the open space, preventing any of the men from walking inside. If the blackmailer rigged the door handle, there was no telling what other dangers lurked inside. He’d been through SERE training – Survival, Evasion, Resistance, and Escape – and there was no way he’d walk into the unknown without a healthy dose of suspicion. And his eyes searching for traps.

Prentice pouted over his hand while Chase and Ryder took a step toward Griffen who was blocking the entrance. They grumbled until Griffen said, “Are you stupid? They electrified one handle. What do you think they’ll do next?”

Three chastened men stood awkwardly awaiting the voice’s next order. Griffen stared straight ahead.

Sybil kept an eye on her monitors and smiled. So did the three women watching them on the array of screens. Paige said, “It’s time to educate them.”

“It’s always time to teach men how to behave,” Sybil said. But her thoughts were with the four waiting for her order to walk into their life-changing experience.

One of them is not like the others, she thought.

That’s the moment Sybil decided to have her staff renovate three of them but the fourth? She knew her friend’s preference for Marines and her exclusive slave’s penchant for former Army Rangers for her security. Maybe this Airman would give her what she had been looking for so long.

Sybil wanted that pilot for herself. She’d have Tess do the initial work but when that was done and if the pilot was still interesting, she’d keep him a little longer. Maybe he’d be what she wanted. What she demanded.

If he was the right one, he’d find out that Sybil always took what she wanted.


Chapter 2 

First, The Who

THE ORDER OVER the speakers was brief. Sybil knew that giving men too many instructions at once confused them so she listed what they were to do in simple steps.

“Walk inside. Go in the room with your name. Close the door.”

Griffen stepped carefully into the dark hallway, his eyes scanning the windowless walls and the floor for booby traps or other dangers. Ten steps in, he saw crudely written names taped on a series of doors. The last one had his first name so he turned the handle and walked inside. When he shut the door, he heard an electronic beep and knew no matter how hard he tried, it wouldn’t open again. Not for him.

It took a minute for his eyes to adjust to the dim light but he confirmed there was no inside handle, no return vents or even a ceiling grate. Each time he heard a door shut, he knew the other men were in the same predicament. He wanted to kick himself for following those orders mindlessly but logic told him he had no other choice.

Logic kept him alive when he flew over enemy territory in two wars and even more when he sat behind a desk in Central Command. Sending other pilots to fly into the same dangers he’d faced needed a cool, logical head.

Chase’s name was on the first door and now he was staring at four empty walls. The second door was for Prentice, the third said Ryder. Four men were imprisoned in small dark spaces with no means of escape.

Deeper inside the building, Sabrina said, “Four done.” Along with Paige, Winslet and Tess, they waited for Sybil to make the announcement they’d heard numerous times before. In other cities. With other men.

Sybil studied the monitors, lingered a moment on Griffen's cell and finally said, “Let’s get started.”

Four women sat in front of a row of monitors and donned headsets. Each had a job to do. The students were doled out one apiece, men who would reluctantly give them what they wanted. At first, they'd obey to protect themselves. But as Sybil told them over and over, that was only the first step. Once you empty a man of his bravado, you see what he really is. That’s when you can turn him into what you want. What he should have been all along.

The few men who failed to graduate would write checks or transfer crypto regularly. Sybil warned her staff not to waste time with the useless ones. But at least some in each new crop of men they’d snatched from their lives had the potential to be serviceable. If they found one special enough, he might be taken by the Academy trainers as their own property.

Women like Sybil's trainers needed at least one personal servant. Two is better. Those are the men Sybil’s staff used to satisfy their sensual urges or do the work the women didn’t care to do. Or both.

Four women with four distinct tastes for what Personals should do for them were ready to issue their orders. The Academy didn’t start slowly. Sybil didn't waste time.

“Strip to the waist,” the voice said on the speakers. Although her team prepared individualized lessons for each student, Sybil programmed the first instructions to go to every cell.

The four captives were shocked when they heard the demand. Despite their predicaments, being told to remove their jackets, shirts and ties rendered them speechless. Chase shuddered when he thought of a movie he’d seen where an evil blackmailer hooked his prey to electric batteries and jolted him until his wife paid the ransom. Chase didn’t have a wife anymore.

Ryder was alarmed when he remembered that his wife had no access to his secret accounts, the offshore ones she didn’t even know about. No ransom was coming from her.

Heck, she probably wouldn’t even pay it if she could, he thought and shook his head.

In the next cell, Prentice stewed about the divorce decree where he had to set up auto-pay for his ex-wife’s monthly allowance and childcare and had his lawyer tell her not one cent more. No ransom was coming from her, not with the automated payments in place.

Unless the government thought Griffen was worth the price of the ransom, there was no one – no kids – to contact. His wife died three years ago and since then, Griffen had to learn what being on his own meant. From grocery shopping to doing his own laundry, Griffen felt more alone than just being single. Besides, blackmailers wouldn’t dare contact his employer. That was an invitation to an FBI investigation.

One by one, the four prisoners came to terms with their situations and one by one, they unbuttoned their shirts, opened their ties and in two cases, stripped off undershirts.

“In the slot,” the voice said.

Three men wadded their clothes up and stuffed them in the doors' round openings Sybil’s team unlocked remotely. Only Griffen folded his first, a detail that caught Sybil’s attention.

The women zoomed the cameras on their bare chests. Three were in reasonable shape given the shoulder and arm muscles that tapered down to average-sized waists. The fourth’s upper body was more developed, a sign he visited the gym regularly.

Sybil’s grin turned into a smile when she studied Griffen’s upper body on her big monitor. If his penis matched the rest of him, that would check one more box on her rating scale for a Personal.

“Shoes and socks,” the voice said.

The only thing standing between four men and total nakedness was their slacks and whatever they had on underneath. The women always found this step amusing when they discovered what men like them put on first in the morning. They’d been entertained several times with the choices.

“Pants,” the voice said.

On the edge of tears, Ryder fumbled with his belt buckle before dropping his gray wool slacks to his ankles and stepping out of them. Prentice unhooked the waistband and with nowhere to sit, lifted each leg and held his black cashmere slacks almost lovingly before stuffing them into the slot. Chase wore the same pants every day because he had to change into lab coveralls. The tan chinos had been part of him for years. He hugged them before he pushed them through the opening.

Griffen was used to being naked. It was an old habit from when he flew fighters. Flight suits replaced wardrobe choices. His neatly folded slacks wound up in the slot with his socks folded inside his shoes.

Four men stood in the austere cells in only their underwear.

Sybil focused the cameras on their hips, legs and feet. Two runners, she thought.

The usual next step was to do a deeper, more thorough inspection. Sybil always left captives in their boxers or white underpants while the women ran a flexibility assessment. Before they started the education the Academy had in store, she wanted to know their physical abilities and limitations. Her goal wasn’t to injure them. That would require a doctor’s visit with its confidential discussions. That wouldn’t do.

Their instructions were to bend, squat, raise their arms, bounce and finally, run in place. Ryder moaned each time the voice told him what to do. His trainer, Sabrina, was eager to get to the phase where she could gag him. Prentice was a performer, Winslet noted on his record. He was one of those men who thought his body was so enticing that women hungered to see him flex. Sabrina laughed at the science geek’s spindly legs. It was going to take some concentrated work to get Chase’s bottom half into shape.

Tess watched her monitor, then turned to Sybil who was looking over her shoulder. Sybil’s attention wasn’t on Griffen’s bends, thrusts or leg lifts. She was staring at his posture. His chest wasn’t the only part of him that was erect. Even covered by skin-tight boxer briefs, there was no mistaking what was going on under the microfiber.

Sybil never met Tess’s eyes. She was gawking at the monitor too intently to be distracted by Tess’s surprised face.

I knew one would show up some day, Tess thought and crossed her fingers.


Chapter 3 

The Why

ONCE SYBIL WAS confident the four in the cells were physically fit and got a close look at their bodies, she moved to the next stage of the system she’d honed. When you want men to fund your lifestyle willingly, there has to be give and take. Sybil was used to taking from men who were almost fanatical to give her what she wanted – monthly payments – to keep their secrets. There were some who from time to time, she brought back back to the Academy to entertain her staff.

But there were more former students who were ripe to be sent to other women to be used. Once men were rented after they graduated from her Academy, they learned how much they enjoyed being passed around. Not to mention the rental fees those women paid for the chance to use well-trained men.

Those were the ones Sybil targeted. A few simple tests would identify if there were any potential rentables in the current class.

When the men heard the motor whir, they saw a horizontal slot open in the far wall. Seconds later, two shoulder-height curved metal bars inched out. The speaker issued the next instruction.

“Back against the bar. Arms up high.”

Ryder snorted at the order but given his situation, stood where he was told with his arms flat against his sides. Sabrina chuckled at his failure to obey a simple instruction. He’d pay for that soon. Chase and Prentice were in place with their arms out to their sides. Sybil’s eyes were on Griffen who wasn’t merely flat against the bar but his arms were straight up like he was reaching for the sky.

The motor whirred again and the two bars closed around their chests. Ryder’s arms were locked against his sides and no amount of twisting freed them. Sabrina knew he wouldn’t fail to follow orders next time. Chase saw the bars closing and shot his hands high in the nick of time. Prentice was half lucky with one arm free. They didn’t have to look to know that Griffen’s arms were still straight up but Sybil checked to see if his penis was still stiff. It was.

Tess smirked when Sybil said, “It’s time.”

The women walked down the long hallway, turned right and stood in front of their student’s cell. When Sybil nodded, they pressed their palms on the pads and the doors whooshed open. The men’s lower jaws dropped. The women took it in stride. They’d seen almost-naked men locked in chest bars before. Several times.

Winslet studied Prentice up and down. She worked hard at suppressing her laughter at his one arm predicament and the loose boxer shorts drooping from his hips. He tried to stare back but when her eyes aimed at his boxers, he dropped his chin to his chest. Sybil knew that move. It was one of the first signs of submission.

He’s going to be easy, she thought.

In the next cell, Paige noted Chase’s arms in the air and fixed on his white cotton underpants. She smirked when she thought about what would replace them before he left in a few hours. When he stripped to don protective gear, he’d be the talk of the lab.

Serves him right, Paige thought.

In the third cell, Sabrina chuckled when she saw Ryder’s arms pinned to his sides. He was hopelessly confined by the metal bars wrapped around his chest. But what caught her eye was the almost sheer panties he was wearing. Teal panties. Hip huggers. That was a signal that he’d been raiding his wife’s lingerie drawer and the tears dripping down his cheeks proved it.

I’m going to have fun with him, Sabrina gloated.

Tess stepped into Griffen’s cell, scrutinized him from his still vertical fingertips to his toes, stopping briefly at the tight boxer briefs stretched around the organ inside trying to erect. He met her eyes with a steely look that told her he was going to take work. A lot of work. Men whose reputations she held literally in her hand who still had the temerity to meet her eyes when they were almost naked and held by an unforgiving metal bar were special cases.

There’s no time like right now, Tess thought.

-=o=-

The same introduction was repeated by the women in the cells.

“You want to know why you’re here,” each trainer said. “You abuse people, especially women. You’ve seen the video. We have hours more. We know how much you’ve paid to keep them quiet and the threats you’ve made if they talk. That stops now.”

Four men hung their heads but not from shame. They were more embarrassed that they got caught. Fake remorse is the bogus way men react when they've been found out. They think they look sincere, can pay the blackmail and go on with their lives. It doesn’t happen that way in Sybil’s Academy. Figuratively and literally.

Paige outlined Chase’s sordid history. “Five women – two who were underage – were mistreated, to say the least. You couldn’t get a woman to give you the time of day so you drugged them, molested and raped them, then sent them home. Remember them?”

Chase was dumbfounded with the level of detail she recited. She knew names, dates and even the lab records with the drug formulas he thought were secure in his server’s vault.

In the next cell, Winslet laid out Prentice’s evil deeds. “Six women this year and it’s only May. Every city you visit on business you put up false dating site profiles and insist on dinner when they try to persuade you to have lunch. You never take them to your own hotel, it’s always   some cheap hourly place. Then you head to the airport and leave them after taking their IDs, cash and clothes.”

Prentice sucked a gulp of air. He was past wondering how this woman got the information. He’d been so careful. No cameras, all cash. His ex-wife didn’t know how to plug in a USB stick into her own computer so it didn't come from her. As much as he was amazed with what Winslet knew, he was bewildered how she got the evidence. All Prentice could manage was a sigh that sounded to Winslet like pure defeat.

Sabrina saw through Ryder’s bravado when she summarized his offenses.

“For a married man, you had no difficulty procuring young men to satisfy you. The problem isn’t that you enjoy men. You took young men and women off the street and made promises that you had no intention of keeping. You shattered their hopes after you discarded them, many into homelessness. It’s even more despicable given that you have children.”

Sabrina’s disdain was almost as intense as Ryder’s humiliation. And she hadn’t even mentioned his lace panties yet.

In the fourth cell, Tess paused before she detailed Griffen’s transgressions. Watching him shudder when he realized what she was going to say out loud was telling. What was even more revealing was the fading bulge under his tight shorts. In situations like this, a captive man hearing his misdeeds read out loud, a soft cock was the telltale sign that its bearer was ashamed.

Sybil’s attention was on the feed from Griffen’s cell. She knew the significance of that deflating penis well.

Tess had her bludgeon, existential as it was. Weaponizing shame was Tess’s forte.

“Woman after woman, fuck after fuck, you used them and threw them away after suggesting – no, assuring – each one that she was the one. Two sold their homes. One quit her job. There’s more, but because you all but signed on the dotted line that she would be permanent, I don’t have to remind you, do I?”

Griffen’s arms sagged and his chin dropped to his chest. For the first time since he got out of the limo, Griffen couldn’t meet Tess’s eyes.

Sybil sent silent suggestions to Tess, hoping she was savvy enough to use them. Tess’s next sentence proved she did.

“Your word is shit,” Tess said.

Sybil smiled at the monitor. When a man like Griffen has nothing left, destroy his sense of honor. It’s much more painful than a studded whip.


Chapter 4 

The What

AFTER THE FOUR captives were thoroughly degraded by having their misdeeds read aloud while they were mostly naked, the next step in their schooling was how to behave at the Academy. First and foremost, they had to perform willingly even if they complied mostly from the terror of being derided globally when their misdeeds were made public. With video.

Most men would choose to pay ransoms to keep their secrets safe rather than mend their ways. When Sybil was done with the current class, they’d do both. Moreover, they’d be thrilled they got off so easily. Money was the easy part. Overhauling men’s behavior took time and hard work. That’s where homework came in.

After belittling the men with explicit summaries of their crimes, the women left them in their cells trapped in the metal bars. The trainers met in the conference room with their charges displayed on wall monitors. Each woman sat on the side of the table facing the screen with the student she was tasked to educate.

Sybil had Paige and Winslet start the lesson planning session. After a brief discussion, they decided how they’d be schooled. The steps were close to brutal. That’s what it takes with men like the ones they just assessed.

Chase and Prentice did the most business travel. They needed constant monitoring to make sure they were where and with whom they were supposed to be.

Sabrina went next. She outlined her plan and Sybil agreed. Ryder stayed local and could be tracked easily. With the right undergarments, he’d be too humiliated to strip and fuck anyone.

That left Griffen with his widower’s inability to commit to any woman.

Sybil nodded at Tess to explain her rationale for the former pilot’s instruction. Tess explained that Griffen needed to be closely supervised at home and at work to revamp his attitude. He also need a ladder to climb to regain his honor. Supervision would give him a future. The steps on the ladder to renewing his sense of honor would reorient his psyche.

In less than a half hour, four men’s futures were entered into individual educational plans. Whether it would be easy or painfully difficult was up to them.

-=o=-

Sybil sent the women to the equipment room to gather what they needed for the first lesson. She addressed the men in the cells on the speakers.

“You know – and we know – what you’ve done. You know what we can do with that information. I’m sure you will be happy to fund the Academy’s work to educate you and men like yourselves. The details of how you will finance our work will be in your office when we’re done with you today. Then we will tell you what happens tomorrow.”

Ryder stopped sobbing when he heard he could pay his way out of his predicament. Prentice mentally calculated the balance in his crypto account. He was relieved he could buy his way out of his terror of being criminally charged over the underage issue. Griffen never lifted his chin off his chest. His dignity had suffered a nearly lethal blow. Paying for the blackmailer’s silence was one thing. But having his honor so utterly damaged was worse.

Sybil watched their body language when they heard the payment requirement. Three were only a step away from regaining their swagger now that they assumed they could pay their way out of their dilemmas. Men who assumed they knew what Sybil would do were always wrong.

Those three were wrong this time, too. Payment was the first step on the staircase they were going to climb.

“The first payment will be made today.”

Sybil watched four men’s attitudes change drastically when she issued her deadline. But the word ‘first’ had a dramatic impact. It usually did.

When they saw the details sent to their offices later that day, they’d learn that the payments wouldn’t be outrageous but would be regular. Sybil provided the how-to for their banks. When he read the instructions, Prentice would be shocked they knew the specific details of how to set up ongoing payments from his crypto account. But right now, the Academy instructors were standing outside the doors, ready to teach them how to accept Academy discipline.

First Lesson was always the same. The students had already been derided and degraded. It was time for them to feel the kind of debasement they inflicted on those they abused. For men, it starts with their penises.

Winslet walked into Prentice’s cell, took two steps across the floor and without a word, grabbed his boxer shorts between his legs and squeezed. Hard.

Prentice’s squeals were almost as loud as Chase’s screeching when Paige clutched his cock and balls. Sabrina’s aim was easy; Ryder’s lacy panties showed her exactly where his organs were. His howl joined the chorus.

Tess was more interested in how hard Griffen’s cock was than in his squawking. He got louder each time she grabbed him through his tight boxers.

The trainers squashed their organs, squeezed and twisted them until Sybil was satisfied. When the ceiling light glowed green, they’d move to the next step. Until then, each woman pulled, turned, bent and twirled her fist harder. None let go, not even for a second.

First Lessons are intense. That’s how Sybil produced long-term results.

Minutes later, the men were still bellowing. When the green light lit, the women released their grips. One by one, the men’s noises turned into whimpers. That put them in the perfect mindset for the next lesson.

Of all the trainers, Sabrina enjoyed hooding the most. She pulled the black fabric over Ryder’s head and tied it around his neck. The tight-fitting hood let him breathe but that’s the only sense it allowed through.

Paige chose a rubber hood for Chase. She liked how snugly it fit and it gave her control over his eyes, nose, mouth and ears. When she locked it shut, she owned four of Chase’s senses.

When she selected her tools, Winslet picked a hood with a removable gag that held a dildo. Prentice moaned each time she closed a buckle. That stopped when she covered his mouth. All he could get out were muffled groans.

Tess had to decide between the open-mouth leather hood with an optional cover or the puppy-play version with an extended snout. She hefted each, considered Griffen’s offenses and put one back on the shelf. The all-leather snout fit Griffen’s lesson plan perfectly. If he thought his honor had been wounded, he’d see exactly how tarnished he could feel.

Griffen struggled not to flinch when Tess wrapped his head in the leather mask. He caught a glimpse of the hood before she put it on. It told him what she thought of him. To her, he was no more than a dog.

Griffen worried about the money he had to pay to keep his secrets from being published worldwide. He wasn’t rich; a military life doesn’t offer that benefit. He needn’t have been concerned. If Sybil elected to keep him, his payments would take a radically different form.

He'd pay the fee she charged. Ownership.


Chapter 5 

First Lesson

AFTER THE STUDENTS in the newest Academy class were hooded, the women leashed the men’s ankles to their own wrists. They unlocked the metal bars and led the current class to the Academy’s classroom. Sightless men stumbled and when one fell, he was directed to get up and keep walking. It was their first painful lesson in following orders.

The room was set up for a class of four, one per wall. A waist bar mounted to the wall held them in place, although they could move their arms and legs. Except for two wearing boxer shorts, Ryder’s teal lace panties and Griffen’s tight microfiber, they were naked. Sybil stood in the center of the room with the trainers alongside their assigned students.

The men felt the presence of others. Almost naked others, just like themselves.

Sybil broke the silence.

“You cannot pay your way out of your crimes only with money,” she said. “There are additional forms of compensation for what you’ve done.”

Four men trembled. The trainers grinned.

“Your recompense starts now,” Sybil said ominously and walked in front of Chase. She ran her hands down his chest, felt his belly and reached inside his boxers.

“This thing is mine,” she said, holding his penis. “It will never abuse any woman – certainly never a girl – again.” Chase trembled each time she called his cock a thing. An ‘it’.

She moved to Prentice, slipped her hand under his boxer’s waistband and yanked his penis straight up. While he squeaked in pain, she said, “This thing is mine. Its anonymous fucks are over. There is a price you will pay if you ever want to use it again.”

Prentice yelped when she gave it a final tug before striding to the wall where Ryder was trembling. “Teal panties? Why not a bra? In fact, why shouldn’t I just cut the damned thing off so you don’t have to hide it?” Ryder’s full-body tremors didn’t stop even when she let go.

When Sybil turned toward Griffen’s wall, everyone in the room heard it. Ryder peed himself. Hot pee ran down his legs and settled between his toes. The trainers had seen it before; it was easy to ignore.

Griffen’s tight boxer shorts were no match for Sybil’s fingers. She reached inside, gripped his testicles and flattened them in her fist. Nothing in Griffen’s flying career matched the agony she was inflicting. Shrieks rose from his gut and spilled out of his mouth.

Sybil listened to his authentic sounds of torment and squeezed harder before warning them all, “I own all of them. Especially yours.” Griffen’s chest was wracked with spasms from her threat. Sybil didn’t consider it a threat at all. It was a promise.

To the trainers, First Lesson was as simple as learning the ABCs. Locking up their cocks and balls would be their homework, lessons they’d practice every day and night until they were delivered back to the Academy to start the next unit in their new textbooks.

“You will be returned to your offices after you complete the First Lesson. You will read and follow the instructions on your tablets during the ride. Remember, I always have eyes on you.”

Sybil pointed and Winslet went first. She yanked Prentice’s boxes down to his ankles and wrapped the custom chastity cage around his cock and balls. Each time she tugged a ball through a ring, Prentice gritted his teeth. Sabrina worked Ryder’s lace panties to his knees and secured his organs in their new home. Paige had no trouble with Chase’s boxers or with his screeches when she squashed his penis into the cage.

When it was Tess’s turn, all eyes were on the penis hiding under tight shorts after she pulled them to Griffen’s ankles. It was one of the better ones they’d seen in a while. Long and thick, lined with purple veins, it was worth a second look. Sybil glanced at the chastity cage in Tess’s hand and then at the pulsing penis. She shook her head. Tess exchanged the cage, a size small like the others, for a slightly larger one.

The penis, along with the man it hung from, was looking tastier to Sybil. It wasn’t the penis size. It was what was drooling from the tip. Sybil hadn’t seen one that dripped like that in a First Lesson in a long time. It was the surest indicator of genuine craving any man could display. It was becoming more apparent that Sybil had the penis in her fist of a man with the appetite she relished.

Tess handed her the larger cage and Sybil yanked his organs through the rings herself. On her cue, the others snapped the cages closed.

That distinctive clink was the trigger. It wasn’t just the sound of locking up penises. That click spoke the power over them it handed to those organs’ new owners.

With their eyes still covered, the men couldn’t see what had just been attached to their groins but they knew it was something insidious that would govern what they could do. What they didn’t know was that there were only two keys. A typical one dangled from Sybil’s wristband. An electronic one that could be activated from the trainers' tablets was locked in her office safe.

The education they were about to receive would show them what they would have to do before she would deign to unlock their cock cages. It had nothing to do with money.

-=o=-

Sybil looked at her watch to make sure they were on schedule. Before she sent them back to the city, she had to be sure they understood the rules that now regulated their lives. She’d learned from previous Academy classes that men perform best when they’re given simple instructions. Those who fail to carry them out should be corrected immediately. It’s better when it’s done in front of others. Correcting one in front of an audience is a time saver. She told her staff to discipline one while the others watch. They fall into line when they see and hear what happens to the ones who disobey.

Once students see an example of Sybil’s punishment, they make sure it doesn’t happen to them.

Prentice was the logical one to go first. The castration Winslet threatened earlier was still swirling in his brain. Fear is an excellent teaching tool, so Sybil gave him an easy order. Either he’d do it or he wouldn’t. Sybil didn’t care which. The result would be the same.

“Bend,” she said.

That was it. A single word that should produce a minimal physical response like rats running madly for cheese hidden in the unreachable center of a maze.

Prentice didn’t move. Sybil counted down from three and when she reached one with Prentice still standing in the locked waist bar, she pressed a button on the control box on her belt.

Prentice started moaning when the ring behind his right testicle tightened. The harder it squeezed, the louder he groaned.

Ryder trembled; Chase shuddered. Griffen’s cock triggered a low buzz on Sybil’s controller. She knew that sound. It was an erection alert. She tried to hide her smile.

Sybil loathed repeating orders. She said, “It will rot in 90 seconds and turn black in six hours.”

Shrieking in terror, Prentice bent over. Five seconds later, Sybil pressed the button to end his lesson.

The other three didn’t have to see what happened. They knew in their guts that whatever she did to him, they didn’t want it to happen to them.

“Stand up,” she said.

Prentice was upright in seconds.

Disciplining one in front of the others is the best teacher, Sybil mused and smiled. So did the other women.

Now that the men knew obeying a simple command was their best choice, it was time to teach them how they would conduct themselves going forward. Men like the ones attached to the walls need constant supervision with instant correction for unacceptable behavior or worse, impudent tendencies. Sybil knew that unless men are monitored and corrected immediately, they regress. They always do.

Obedience was the goal of the Academy’s First Lesson.

Sybil pointed at the women to issue simple orders to each student. What they had them do served one overriding purpose. It made sure the men obeyed instructions instantly. For 20 minutes, they raised and lowered their arms, held one in front, squatted, stood and bent over, all within the waist bar’s confines. As the clock ticked, it was apparent they were starting to resent the useless movements.

That was the lesson. It doesn’t matter if a student understands or likes what he is told to do. There are consequences if he fails to do what he’s told. From now on, those consequences would be delivered rapidly and very personally.

The women looked at each other and pointed to the one they predicted would be the first to learn that lesson. Sybil thought she knew which it would be but was vacillating between Chase and Ryder. After all, the crybabies are usually the first to resist.

Four fingers were pointing at Ryder when Sybil told the trainers to move to the next step.

They gave all the men the same instruction.

“Pull your asscheeks apart.”

Every time Sybil captured a new class and put them through the same introduction to their new lives, this was the command that separated the trainable ones from those that needed more schooling. More intense schooling.

There’s something about men and their asses, the women chuckled each time a new group was delivered.

Sybil knew that Prentice’s cheeks would be spread first; after all, he felt what she did to his testicles. Chase was used to following protocols in his lab; he would likely follow the order. Even Ryder, the crybaby, would comply rather than risk whatever he heard happen to one of the others.

It was Griffen, Sybil believed, who’d resist. How he handled what she was going to do to him when he defied her would define more about his future than he ever could have imagined.


First Week

Chapter 6 

First Defiance

THREE MEN BENT, gripped their asscheeks and pulled them apart. Not Griffen. He stood rock-solid with his shoulders back and chest out in military-grade defiance. The trainers were surprised by which Academy student refused. Sybil wasn’t. It was the one she expected. His insolence was what she saw and felt that tantalized her about taking him as her Personal.

It wasn’t following the order that Griffen was resisting. It was the kind of order. Not that the order didn’t produce a logical outcome. He’d followed hundreds of orders like that throughout his military career. It was this particular order, one that was intended to demean him personally. It was an affront to the last shred of his honor he could still hold onto.

It was that sense of self-esteem that Sybil wanted to possess. She could have all men she wanted – and she’d had several before – but none gave her what she sought. Especially satisfying her sensual needs with the respect, regard and devotion she was searching for. They did what they were told because they were afraid of what she could do to them. Her hunt was for a man who felt he was honored to be granted that opportunity.

Griffen’s refusal to pull his ass apart told Sybil he could be the one who would consider her decision to take him as a rare privilege. One who felt in his gut that taking her on trips to the stars was the tribute she deserved and by selecting him to do it, he would work endlessly to do it better and better each time she summoned him.

She’d had her limit of posers and fakers. If this man disappointed Sybil like the others did, she’d out his past on every social media site she could find. Sybil got what she wanted or she left a path of broken offenders in her wake.

Even though Griffen had no idea of the gravity of his decision, he was the only player in the game. Sybil was the judge and jury.

She walked to his wall, fingered the control box on her belt and said, “Now!”

Griffen pushed his chest out, pulled his shoulders back and stood even straighter.

Sybil’s index finger glanced on the buttons. She counted each one she touched. The first one was mild. The fifth was excruciating. Her finger landed on the fourth. She pressed it.

Griffen bellowed and fought to stay on his feet. His body emitted an almost palpable aura of pure defiance, the kind of strength Sybil coveted. She fingered the fifth button, the one she told her trainers should be used only as a last resort. Save it to break the one who could not be corrected any other way. No one had used it before on any of the men they abducted. They had been easy to break.

The fifth button risked permanent damage to the penis it was used on. One tap, she told the women. That’s all it should take.

The women stared at Sybil’s hand when her finger landed on that button. No one had to be told when she pressed it.

Griffen didn’t scream. The noise that flew out of his gut was impossible to describe in words. It didn’t last long before he flailed and thrashed as much as the waist bar allowed. Sybil opened the bar to keep him from injuring himself for as long as his near-hysteria lasted. 

Even after he collapsed on the floor, it didn’t stop.

The women looked at each other with appreciative nods. It was a treat to witness the first use of the fifth button.

When Griffen’s shuddering finally stopped, Sybil whispered in his ear. Just two words. “Spread them.”

Griffen’s mind was empty; his logic was gone. No resistance, no defiance, no comprehension of anything except what the voice told him to do filled his brain. He reached behind and pulled his cheeks as far apart as he could from his mangled position on the floor.

Sybil watched him submit to her direction and smiled. If he’d done it the first time, she’d have lost interest in him. She needed the fight, the battle he just gave her. 

And she wanted more.

-=o=-

With only an hour left before the limo took the men back to the city, the trainers began what they called the men’s rapid-fire education. They were on their knees in a circle facing each other with their eye covers open. They could see each other’s nakedness, the cages imprisoning their organs and could only wonder which man had been the unlucky recipient of the brutal treatment they heard minutes before.

Three men were secretly relieved it wasn’t them. They didn’t have a drop of empathy for the one that was punished. What they learned was if they did what they were told, the cruel punishment wouldn’t happen to them.

When Griffen finally collected his senses, he surveyed the men in the circle while keeping his head high. Even on his knees, his back was straight.

The trainers stood behind their students. Sybil took her place in the center of the human ring.

“We own you. We give instructions. You follow them. There are no exceptions,” she said. “You eat and sleep according to the schedule we set for you. We know where you are at all times. When we bring you back to the Academy for further training, you will drop what you’re doing. Failure to obey comes with consequences.”

The men had dozens of questions but none they dared ask. Not after hearing what had been done to one of them. They’d obey any order not to be next.

“The first monthly payment is due now.”

The trainers handed the kneeling men tablets connected to their banks and one to a crypto account. The transfer was entered so all they had to do was tap the screen to complete it. Ryder was relieved when he saw the amount; it would be easy to conceal from his wife. Prentice’s crypto would easily cover it, he thought, even monthly. Chase was amazed they got his bank login even with the 2-factor he had on the account but when he saw the total, he relaxed.

Griffen was dumbfounded that they knew about his other account, the one he’d nurtured for a decade where he kept his inheritance from his parents, the sale of their property and his wife’s life insurance. It was for his future, he thought. When he could travel and buy things he had no use for while he was still in uniform or working with the military. But the total wasn’t burdensome, not for what he’d grown with that seed money.

Four men tapped the screens. Sybil watched the deposits register in the Academy’s account.

“Every month, on the dot,” she said.

The next step in the rapid-fire first lesson was to make sure the men’s comings and goings were monitored. The chastity cages’ telemetry sent Sybil’s team their locations but she wanted more information than their coordinates. The new watches that the trainers locked around the men’s wrists sent more information, including heart and breathing rates as well as blood pressure. The phones the driver took when she delivered them were set to transmit their texts, email and voice calls.

“We know everywhere you go and everything you do. Follow the rules and you’ll be fine. Memorize two rules now.”

Paige stepped into the circle and faced Chase. She lifted his chin with her boot so he had to look at her eyes. “Repeat after me,” she said. “I will obey every rule.”

Chase mumbled the phrase then started screeching from the jolt the cage sent to his trapped cock.

“Clearly,” Paige said.

“I WILL OBEY EVERY RULE!” Chase shouted between deep gasps.

Paige said, “There are no other rules.”

The pain still fresh in his mind and his penis, Chase repeated the second rule. Clearly this time.

Each trainer put her student through the two-sentence rule repetition and they replied clearly the first time. When the circle was finished, Sybil said, “Repeat the rules.”

“I will obey every rule. There are no other rules,” they sang in a chorus over and over until the words were imprinted in their minds.

“On your feet,” Sybil said. “There is one more lesson for you to learn before you leave.”

She smiled when she added, “This time. You will be back.”


Chapter 7 

First Assessment

WHAT THE MEN were required to do every day was uploaded to their tablets. From wake up to bedtime, every hour was accounted for with spaces for them to enter their upcoming meetings and travel to places the Academy would monitor. They read the week’s timetable with the full list of tasks they were to complete.

Their watch alarms were set to 30 minutes before dawn for their first hour of physical fitness. Then they were allowed to use the bathroom and shower before eating the specific breakfasts on the menus. What caught their eye was the instruction to do all of those tasks before getting dressed.

They learned they no longer chose their wardrobes. When they were told to dress, the day’s clothing was selected for them based on the travel and meetings they tapped into the calendar. If they neglected to enter one, they would go there dressed in what they were told.

Chase saw it first. Each instruction ended with two all-caps words. “NO EXCEPTIONS.”

Their lunch menus would appear when they updated their calendars but the most frightening block was what they had to do after work. Each student was assigned a nonprofit that benefitted women and children to serve every Monday; a Tuesday trip to the grocery store with a provided list; electronic books to read for two hours on Wednesday; Thursday was the week’s food preparation.

Friday, Saturday and Sunday bore the ominous three-letter abbreviation TBD.

“Tap the tablet when you begin each task,” Sybil said. “We can see where you are and hear what you say. Lying is self-destructive. And painful.”

While the men scanned their schedules with growing concern, Sybil kept her eye on Griffen. His eyes moved down each day then across the week’s column. He tapped one empty hour and typed in an upcoming meeting. When he pressed the plus sign to add it, two new instructions appeared. One told him what he could eat at the lunch meeting’s restaurant. The other told him what to wear. He stopped tapping to reread one item on the list.

Red panties.

Then he saw what was below it. The instructions for when and where to buy it. In a store. By himself.

Each schedule worked the same way. When they typed in a meeting or a travel, they had to purchase lingerie by themselves in retail shops. They were warned that credit cards they tried to use online would be denied. Not one doubted that for a second.

Their introduction to First Homework before they were sent back to work included a task they’d have to use creativity to do. The consequences for not completing it were severe. So was the task.

Each evening when their task list was done and every box was checked for that day’s schedule, they would strip, get on their knees and face their smart TV screens where their trainers would evaluate their day’s work. Those who passed would survive one more day with their sordid deeds encrypted on Sybil’s server.

Those who failed faced penalties. None needed a more detailed explanation of what a penalty was; they had a good idea what would happen. In a few minutes, they’d undergo their First Evaluation and learn what the price for failure was.

-=o=-

In the Academy’s assessment room, each man faced his trainer’s appraisal as well as Sybil’s evaluation. Naked except for the cage locking his genitals, Chase was on his knees. Paige manipulated his arms and legs as Sybil directed, then had him bend and squat. Paige pointed below his belly flab and said, “The penis is very small.”

“No need to upgrade that cage,” Sybil commented. “Small penises never grow.”

Tears filled Chase’s eyes when Paige flicked his caged penis aside like a useless piece of fluff.

Then Paige ran him through a series of commands to turn this way then that, raise and lower his arms, before finishing with a sequence of moving his arms one way and his feet another, over and over until the only thing Chase took in was what she was going to say next in her rapid fire orders. When he didn’t respond precisely to her instruction, she jolted his cage. Each time she did, Chase squealed. Chase learned to listen without anticipating what he’d be told to do next because each time he did, he had been wrong. The cage was the right tool to make him attend to instructions.

Winslet led Prentice into the testing room after the weeping chemist leashed to Paige’s ankle crawled out. Prentice’s eyes were wide with fear that grew with each screech he heard while waiting in line for his turn. The first order he was given was to spread his legs.

Easy, he thought and stepped his feet apart.

The zap his cage delivered caught Prentice by surprise. I did what she said. What the hell was that for? he wondered and stared at her.

Sybil’s lips were drawn in a tight line. No help was coming from her. Winslet was waiting for Prentice to figure it out but when he took too much time, she gave him another reminder. He yelped again. Three jolts later, Prentice was close to tears when he finally spread his legs as far apart as he could.

All he received for doing what he was told was another order.

“Grab your ankles,” Winslet said.

If only to avoid another shock to his groin, Prentice reached down. He could feel their eyes on his ass seconds before he felt Winslet’s fingers pull his cheeks apart. He heard the unmistakable sound of a glove snapping on a hand and could only shiver when he realized where that hand was going.

Sybil’s fingers explored the space between his cheeks, then she pressed a finger into him. Then another.

“Too tight,” she said.

Winslet added an anal expander to Prentice’s homework.

Sybil left the glove dangling from his ass after wriggling her fingers out. Prentice crawled out of the testing room leashed to Winslet’s ankle. He sobbed the entire way.

The way Ryder strode into the room for his inspection was almost cocky. When men like Ryder are faced with difficult tasks, they mask their fear with bluster. In Ryder’s case, it would be short lived.

Sabrina cuffed and chained his wrists to an overhead bar so Sybil could examine every part of him. Sybil ran her hands down his meager chest and pinched his nipples. Hard.

Ryder squeaked like a mouse when her fingers neared his caged penis. It was a sound Sybil had heard before and she didn’t have to guess what it meant. One slap to his balls made him squeal; another made him yap like a puppy swatted with a rolled-up newspaper. He never screamed. His lips turned into a tight smirk.

A pain slut, Sybil thought. She set out to prove her suspicion.

Each whack to his genitals brought another grunt until they merged into a single shriek. When she was done, the proof was in her hand. Ryder was trying to get hard. Sabrina tapped instructions into Ryder’s daily schedule. Nipple clips during his morning routine and random jolts to his cage throughout the day. And, of course, expanding his ass.

Sybil knew which women would pay to use him. Pain sluts generate significant income and Sybil knew her clients’ preferences.

When Sabrina leashed him to her ankle and led him out, Ryder growled like a bear with every step.

When Tess saw that her trainee was last, she realized what she had on the end of the leash. Given the other men’s offenses, Griffen’s weren’t as bad in comparison. But Sybil included him in this batch anyway. Tess just figured out why.

Even leashed and naked, Griffen marched into the assessment room like the proud airman he was. Sybil explored his shoulders and chest with her hands, lingered at places that intrigued her before sliding down to his groin. The entire time she studied his body, Griffen looked in her eyes. Unwavering. Unashamed. Sybil moved closer, held his cage in her hands and drilled her eyes into his.

He didn’t have to say it. Sybil’s inner voice told her what he would never say aloud.

He was proud to have her attention. He was honored that she knew what he’d done but touched him anyway. The way she was exploring his body showed how much he interested her. At least his chest did.

Sybil’s hands squeezed his cock and balls to see how he reacted. She wanted to hear the noise he’d make when she crushed it harder. Nothing he could do would make her as happy as hearing him sing his song, the one he’d sing only to her.

Griffen grunted. He groaned. That wasn’t enough for Sybil. She wanted – she had to hear – his song. Holding his cage as tightly as she could, she pressed the fourth button.

Griffen screamed like a bear caught in a trap. His agony came partly from excruciating pain and the rest from struggling to stay on his feet. If he fell, she still wouldn’t let go and he’d risk ripping off his own balls.

So he shrieked louder and louder using the force of his voice to steady himself. Griffen was a mass of stress; every muscle was strained to the edge.

Tess stepped back. This was between Sybil and the pilot.

Griffen sang his song of anguish but never left his feet. The extra strength he needed came from the power of the hands gripping his penis that seeped into his gut. He’d never felt dominance like that before. Not in all his years of combat.

The cock in Sybil’s hands was hard as a rock.


Chapter 8 

First Ride Home

THE BACK SEAT of the stretch limo was silent. Four men stared at their tablets and read the way their lives were being changed by the women from the Academy, a mere two-hour drive from their offices. Every minute of their time was accounted for from when their watches woke them up until they were ordered to go to bed.

Ryder gazed at his phone for miles then called his administrative assistant to book a hotel room for him for the week. With a wife and kids at home, Ryder couldn’t make drastic changes to his routine without creating suspicion. A few minutes later, she texted the bad news. His credit card had been denied.

Prentice kept opening and closing his legs, checking if the cage imprisoning his organs made a bulge in his slacks. He could still feel the fingers that intruded his ass an hour ago. Then there was the memory of the woman whacking his caged cock and balls. He still felt that pain between his legs, a memory he’d carry for a long time.

Under his khaki pants, Chase relived the sting the cage delivered each time he failed to do what he was told. He didn’t remember what the woman said; only the pain she delivered each time he failed. Chase berated himself for not bringing his sunglasses earlier so he could hide his swollen eyes. Riding ten floors in an elevator with others who could see his red eyes made him rethink his demand to move his lab.

The students lived through their experiences at the Academy again and again in the back seat. They were still shocked at what they’d been put through. But Griffen felt only one emotion that he couldn’t explain. He knew what it felt like to take off against gravity, soar into the sky and shoot down enemies or drop ordinance on exact coordinates. It was as exhilarating as it was gruesome. It was the command he felt that was exciting and draining at the same time. What he felt now was different. It wasn’t just more intense. It was a baffling sense of control that oozed under his skin when that woman threatened to rip off his balls if he dared crumple to the floor. He’d never felt that much or that kind of pain before. It scared him to his core. Yet for some mysterious reason, it made him want to feel it again. Griffen closed his eyes and gripped the cage with his hand under the jacket he spread across his knees.

No matter how hard he squeezed, he couldn’t duplicate the feeling. Griffen was hungry for that power – her power – to surge through him again but had no way to reclaim it. If and when it would be given to him again was completely up to her.

She held all the power. He had none.

One by one, the driver dropped her passengers at their office buildings’ front doors. Each man exited silently, none greeted the doormen; not one stopped to chat before riding the elevator to their floors. Once inside their offices, they switched their office phones to DND as the tablets told them to do.

Three men cradled their heads in their arms and wept.

Griffen tapped a week’s worth of appointments into his tablet and pressed enter. Notice after notice appeared in minutes, telling him what he had to do, from what he was to wear to what he was allowed to eat. Then a single item appeared for the upcoming Friday through the weekend in a bright red box. It was only a week away.

“Personal time. Limo arrives at 6:00 a.m.”

-=o=-

By 5:30 that evening, Chase collected himself enough to head to the parking garage. This time, he wasn’t stopping at his regular bar before driving home. He had to do his homework. He was instructed to stop at a delivery locker and retrieve a box in his name. It was conveniently on his way home.

The tablet’s message told him to open it after he was in his home office with the door closed. The schedule gave him two hours to deal with whatever was in the box before he had to start the night’s 9:00 task on his schedule.

In his home office, he read the note taped to the box.

“Strip. Insert the USB in the TV. Connect the earbuds. Follow the directions.”

Chase fought the tears forming in his eyes as he removed his shirt, pants, shoes and socks. He broke into sobs when he stepped out of the teal panties. The mirror on the back of his office door showed him what he had been turned into.

Naked and caged. Hardly a man.

The first words he heard in his earbuds were the same as what he’d heard from his captor. What he saw on the screen was a replay of his incompetent efforts to follow the directions he was given hours ago. Then she gave him his task.

He had two hours to perfect his gyrations according to the step-by-step video he’d watch. It was on a loop and replayed for 120 minutes. It ended with a warning.

“We’re watching you.”

-=o=-

At 5:29 that evening, Prentice grabbed his tablet so the alarm wouldn’t beep at 5:30. He’d read and reread the task he’d been assigned. He could still feel the fingers that violated his ass hours ago and the humiliation of crawling out of the room with her glove hanging out of him.

When the valet delivered his car to the front of the building, Prentice noticed a box on the passenger seat with a note taped on the top. His tablet told him to drive directly home, read the note and follow the instructions. There was no quick stop at the gourmet deli for his usual dinner pickup. Not tonight.

His housekeeper was due tomorrow. The bed was unmade, the bathroom needed her attention badly and the kitchen sink was a mass of plates, pots and coffee cups. He put the box on the kitchen counter and ripped the note open.

“Strip. Play the video. Follow the instructions.”

When Prentice bent down to remove his shoes and socks, his ass nudged him with the memory of the woman’s fingers. His shirt and slacks wound up on the floor. That left only his boxers between normalcy and sheer nakedness. Prentice inserted the USB into the kitchen TV and clicked the remote. The cage jolted his penis and he shrieked as much from pain as from surprise. A voice emanating from the TV’s speakers said, “We are watching you.”

Prentice ripped off his boxers and faced the screen so whoever was on the other side could see he was obediently naked. Just like they told him to be.

He didn’t get the approval he expected. Instead, the voice said, “Clean out the sink. Make the bed. You have 30 minutes.”

For the next half hour, Prentice scoured and scrubbed, dried and put the dishes and pans in the cabinets. When he walked into his bedroom, he heard the voice from every smart TV in the house.

“We’re watching you.”

He knew what he had to do. He just didn’t know how many times he had to do it until the voice approved his bed-making skills. It turned out to be four.

Damn, they’ve got the place completely wired, he thought.

Once he finished that task, the video started. He was told to go to the kitchen, retrieve the box and go into the bathroom. Once there, he heard the directive.

“Push the injector deep into your ass. Then press the black button.”

Her threat from earlier that day echoed in his head. Anal expander. His ass was tight, she said disparagingly. Of all the women he’d used across the country, not one ever invaded his ass. He’d used theirs in several states but no woman was allowed to touch his. That lasted until the woman at the Academy criticized his ass as unsatisfactory. Now she was telling him to stick something into it. By himself.

Prentice’s head was swimming. Who the hell did she think she was to tell him to put anything into his ass? Then it hit him. She knew exactly who she was. The woman who held all the cards.

He rummaged through the box, pulled out the injector and looked at the picture showing how deep it had to go. He tried doing it standing up, then squatting but couldn’t control the aim. There was only one solution.

Prentice got on his knees, bent forward with his legs spread and wriggled the tube as deep as it would go. Then he pressed the button. Lube shot into him from all directions. The voice issued his next instruction.

“Pull it out slowly.”

That’s when Prentice knew she could see and was probably recording his utter humiliation. He dropped his face on the bathroom floor and fought the gut-wrenching sobs forming in his chest.

For the next hour, Prentice practiced inserting the anal expander, pulling it out and pushing it in again. Each time he showed his ass to the camera, the voice assessed his precision before making him do it again. He lost count of how many times she forced him to repeat the degrading act until she finally approved.

When he thought he was done and could crawl into bed for the night, he felt it.

Somehow she ratcheted it wider remotely. She was stretching his ass and there wasn’t a damned thing he could do about it.

-=o=-

Griffen sat in his office chair, his chin in his hands, staring at the laptop. Scene after scene of his misdeeds, the ones that earned him that morning’s trip to his personal hell, flashed across the screen. He muted the sound and concentrated on the women’s faces. Each tear he caused, each diatribe he earned, each ruined life he caused ate at his soul.

For the first time in his life, Griffen knew what it felt like to be dishonorable. It was a place, a nadir he couldn’t have imagined he’d wind up in. Yet here he was.

When the ten-minute video ended, Griffen felt a driving force to regain his dignity. He wasn’t sure how but the fear of being discredited globally was worse than being on the losing end of a SAM, a surface-to-air missile he was so adept at evading. He wracked his brain trying to figure out the first step of the journey he was desperate to undertake.

Griffen’s plans were interrupted by his watch’s loud beep. He grabbed the tablet and saw the flashing reminder. He jammed his laptop into his go bag and headed for the parking lot. As soon as he clicked the seatbelt, his watch beeped again.

It gave him a simple direction. Head to the lingerie store in the strip mall he passed every evening on his ride home. Griffen dropped his head on the steering wheel and tried to control his breathing. If he wasn’t disgraced enough after the day’s inconceivable events, this guaranteed he’d sink even lower into his personal abyss of shame.

Griffen wasn’t surprised at what he had to do. The only surprise was its clarity.

“Buy bikini panties in four colors. Make sure the saleswoman knows they’re for you. Try one on for size and have her inspect the fit.”

A low-level jolt to his cock cage told him to get moving. When he walked into the store, he was greeted by a worker but his eyes were glued to the shoppers milling about the lingerie. He counted six, a half-a-dozen women who were about to witness his humiliation. That woman at the Academy who held his cock the way it had never been touched before, had to have planned it. If he didn’t feel degraded enough by now, this was like pouring gasoline on a wildfire.

The saleswoman asked if she could help, the question he feared the most. The answer he had to give would open the floodgates of his shame. Worse, he had to use the exact words his in the instructions.

The voice that sent men into battle turned into a soft whisper. “I need four pair of bikini panties in different colors.” The words stuck in his throat. The saleswoman said, “Follow me,” turned and led him to a table filled with lingerie of every color of the rainbow.

Griffen’s hands were stuck to his sides. He thought that if he touched even one, then everyone in the store would see his disgrace. The saleswoman picked up one item, held it in front of his hips and shook her head.

“Too small,” she said, then did it again with a different pair. “These might do,” she said and pointed to a fitting room. “Try them on over your own undies.”

She chuckled at the word ‘undies’ but Griffen tried to keep his face from revealing his shame. He succeeded until he closed the curtain in the fitting room. He stepped out of his slacks and wriggled the bright pink garment up his legs before discovering it would never come close to his waist. It took all his willpower to look in the full-length mirror.

“How’s the fit?” the saleswoman asked. “There’s a bigger mirror out here. Let’s take a look.”

When Griffen paid for his purchases and headed for his car, the memory was seared in his brain. He could still feel the saleswoman’s hands when she patted his ass and groin to smooth out the panties. The pink panties.

The garage door closed, enveloping Griffen in darkness. He sat in his car with his head on the steering wheel and tried to breathe. The loud beep told him he had another instruction.

If he thought he had been cast into the deepest whirlpool of disgrace possible, he was about to learn he was wrong.


Chapter 9 

First Homework Test

WHEN GRIFFEN WALKED into the kitchen from the garage, the house was quiet as it usually was since his wife passed away. He put his go bag on the counter like he always did but this time he stared at the bright pink bag in his hand. For the first time he could recall, he wasn’t sure what to do with something he bought by himself. Until his watch beeped telling him to check his tablet for his next instruction.

The two-hour slot on his schedule was blinking red, a sign of a new message.

“Strip. Spread the panties on the counter.

The message confirmed Griffen’s fears. They were watching him. They could see where he was and what he was doing. They intended to demean him even in his own home. He struggled to erase the video’s incriminating scenes from his mind while he laid out his purchases on the granite countertop. However absurd the notion, Griffen hoped his choices would get their approval.

He was a soldier. He obeyed orders.

The voice offered neither the approval he longed for nor the criticism he expected. What she told him to do wasn’t surprising, not after the hours he suffered at the Academy that day. Piece by piece, he stripped off his clothing, shoes and socks and put them in a neatly folded pile on a chair. When he looked down, all he saw was the cage imprisoning his genitals. Griffen was used to confined spaces in SERE and in the cockpit but this was the first time his penis was singled out for captivity.

The voice said only one word. “Purple.”

Griffen reached for the purple bikini panties and like a good soldier, he held them up figuring they’d wired the room and could see from any angle.

“Put it on,” the voice said.

Wriggling his feet through the openings, Griffen pulled the panties up his legs then smoothed the elastic band inches below his belly the same way the saleswoman did during his humiliating visit to the lingerie store. They were tight, especially around his cage.

His watch beeped. He checked his tablet again.

“Wear one every day. Hand wash at night. The schedule will dictate the day’s color.”

Griffen groaned when he heard what he was being told to do but more from why they were making him do it. There was only one conclusion he could draw. It wasn’t about the panties. It was to make him feel ashamed no matter where he was, who he was with or what he was doing. The titillating panties were to be a constant reminder of his dishonorable behavior.

Serves me right, he thought.

Griffen worked through his tasks. He cleaned each room in the house, prepared exactly what was on the menu they sent and did the fitness work the specified. By ten o’clock, he was exhausted but hadn’t received the order to get into bed.

Sybil watched him stand straight and tall with his chest out in the middle of the kitchen, waiting to be told what to do. She let him stand there for ten minutes before issuing one last task before she’d let him sleep.

Griffen heard the click and felt the cage around his penis unlock. The sides opened and it dangled from the ring behind his penis. He longed to fondle it after the hell it had been through that day but he didn’t even try. Surely, he thought, there was another directive coming. This time, he was right.

“Make it hard. For me.”

Griffen stiffened at the word ‘it’. She didn’t say ‘you’ or ‘yourself’. The order was aimed at his cock, like he didn’t exist at all. That was exactly Sybil’s intention. It didn’t take much effort; his penis stood out from his groin like a flagpole after two swipes. Sybil studied it on camera and smiled. Then she gave him his final instruction for the night.

“Lock it up and go to bed.”

He did. The click he heard when it closed made him tremble but when the cage closed, it seemed to calm his labored breathing.

When Griffen was under the covers, she zapped his cage and he growled like a junkyard dog sniffing a bitch in heat.

He’ll do, Sybil thought and turned out the lights in her bedroom. She slept like a baby.

Griffen tossed and turned all night.


Chapter 10 

First Morning

FOUR GROGGY MEN were awakened by their watches’ alarms. They reached for their tablets to read the day’s instructions. What they saw was identical to what they’d memorized on the ride back to their offices the day before. Exercise, bathroom, shower, breakfast, dress. All laid out with checkboxes for them to tap when they completed each one.

Chase printed the five exercises he was assigned in a big font so he could see it across the room. He started with sit-ups and when he barely completed the first one, he shrieked from the cage’s jolt. That’s when he reviewed the list and saw the step he omitted: Count out loud.

He laid flat on his back, sat up and shouted, ONE!” Relieved that she didn’t punish him again, he did the next nine before switching to pushups. Chase was careful to count loudly so she could hear the number. The last thing he wanted was to give her a reason to jolt him again.

When the fifth set was done, Chase felt the pressure in his bladder and without thinking, headed for the bathroom. The urge to pee overtook sticking to the schedule but when he lifted the lid, it hit him. His screech rebounded off the walls and overrode his bladder's need for the moment. He couldn’t have peed no matter how badly he wanted to. Chase was close to his edge, teetering on the precipice where reason flies out the door.

“I HAVE TO PEE!” he shouted to no one and to everyone. He needed to shout, to assert his autonomy. For a moment, he felt vindicated. All it got him was a second jolt that put Chase on his knees, groaning in pain.

A two-hour drive away from the bathroom where Chase was writhing, Paige said into her mic, “You pee when you’re told. Do you understand?”

Chase squirmed on the floor and mumbled, “Yes.”

“Do you understand?” Paige repeated louder.

“Yes! I UNDERSTAND!” Chase said.

Paige laughed at his moaning and kept him on his knees next to the toilet for five minutes before letting him use it. It was too late for Chase. Unstoppable pee drizzled down his legs and ran between his toes. He laid his head on the toilet seat and wept.

Paige tapped a checkbox on her tablet. I knew he’d be easy, she thought.

-=o=-

Prentice slept in fits and starts. Each time he drifted off, he was roused awake when the expander ratcheted a millimeter wider. When his watch sounded the morning alarm, he rolled out of bed and landed on his hands and knees. Sitting was out of the question, not with that thing in his ass.

He laid his head on the bed trying to remember how that thing wound up inside him. Yesterday’s events unfolded minute-by-minute as Prentice remembered the video of his misdeeds, the limo ride and every ignominy he endured at the hands of those women. The finale stuck in his brain, especially what that woman said about his ass. It was too tight.

As much as he’d been through, even his ass was unacceptable.

Prentice crawled to the night table and reached for the tablet that held his fate. He tapped the blinking box and read the instructions.

“Do your exercises.”

Winslet watched Prentice do ten mediocre pushups then groan through ten squat thrusts. Each time he threw his legs behind him, the expander felt like a huge wedge between his cheeks. While he went through what would become his daily routine, she waited for the last one on his list. The that would teach him what obedience felt like physically. The mental part would be taken care of when he returned to the Academy for the next lesson.

Running in place. When Prentice took his first few steps, his groans turned into grating growls. The more he ran, the more extreme his noises became. They didn’t come from pain; after all, the expanders were tested thoroughly on virgin asses. Prentice’s noises stemmed from what he felt was an intrusion into his ass. His formerly virgin ass.

Winslet ate deflowering virgin asses for breakfast.

She sipped coffee in bed until he finished running and moaning, then issued what Prentice hoped would be permission to use the toilet. First morning always stress new captives’ lessons in not assuming what they’d be told to do because they were usually wrong.

“Remove the expander.”

Given his inept attempts to install it last night, Prentice knew the only way he could take it out was to get on all fours, tilt his ass down and reach back between his legs. While that woman watched. His need to pull out the offending gizmo overtook any pride he had left. Prentice lowered his ass, reached for the intruder and tugged.

Nothing. He couldn’t get his fingers around the tiny bar and it was so slippery from all the lubrication she made him inject, his fingers kept slipping. He tried over and over and failed each time. His grunts turned into whimpers, then loud sobs.

Winslet watched him deteriorate into a weeping mass of flesh, albeit one with his ass pointed at her camera. This new coffee is delicious, she thought while she waited for him to figure it out. A few minutes later, she turned a dial and the expander contracted. It fell on the floor with a clunk.

Prentice didn’t know what made that device drop out of his ass but his relief lasted only a moment.

“Lubricate with the red injector,” Winslet said.

Feeling utterly defeated, Prentice reached for an injector with a red button as instructed, jammed it deep inside and pressed the button. While lube filled his rectum, Prentice learned two important facts. His ass wasn’t his anymore. And he would do what he was told. No matter how ludicrous he thought it was.

Winslet grinned and sipped coffee. The first time a boy uses a red injector was always a treat for her.

What Prentice learned was the power of mint oil when it mixed with lubrication. When she told him to pee, he screeched through the entire process.

-=o=-

Ryder’s night was exhausting but eye-opening for him in two ways. Sabrina took him through a series of tasks designed to push him deeper into obedience. It wasn’t enough that Ryder obeyed. Sabrina insisted he comply willingly. His zealousness to do what he was told would come later, after his next command appearance at the Academy.

For women like Sabrina, like all the trainers Sybil hired and developed, men who deferred to them meekly weren’t enough. They weren't even close. What Sybil wanted and what the trainers turned students into were ones who learned that submission fulfilled them. It was what they were meant to do. And be.

Last night was Ryder’s turn to come to terms with it.

Once Sabrina turned Ryder into a marketable pain slut, women who didn’t care to keep their own full time could rent him for a night or lease him for weekends. It was an excellent source of income for the Academy as well as a service to their network.

His wife and children were visiting friends that holiday weekend, so Sabrina kept Ryder busy from the minute he got home from work until she put him to bed. His tablet told him to strip and he needed only two jolts to understand she could see him from everywhere. Hiding was out of the question. If he found a space with limited camera feed, one jolt was all it took to move him where she wanted him.

A pain slut’s appeal isn’t in how much he can take. What makes them attractive is how they howl and gyrate.

When his watch woke him in the morning, Ryder curled up in bed trying to hug his tender penis. It had been through a lot the night before but that didn’t give him the right to touch it. The cage saw to that. Sabrina zapped a ‘good morning’ and Ryder got to his feet immediately.

Pain is an excellent teacher indeed, Sabrina thought.

His tablet instructed him to go downstairs to his home gym. The new piece of equipment caught his eye but the voice on the speaker interrupted his curiosity.

“Kneel on the pads, waist over the bar.”

Ryder wriggled onto the kneepad and leaned over the waist-high bar as she instructed. He was relieved he wasn’t being forced to slap his cock like they made him do last night. He’d been so excited when they unlocked the cage he tried to stroke himself but when he felt the rings behind his testicles tighten, he thought better of it. Fast. In his morning haze, Ryder figured the new machine was for some kind of pushups. Or arm strengthening.

What he’d learn on his first day at home was whenever he assumed what he was to do, he’d likely be wrong. Just like he was this time.

The first time the machine’s arm landed on his ass, Ryder squealed. The second slap made him yelp. Each time it settled on his asscheeks, he grunted and shouted, “FUCK!”

The voice had a message for him.

“Swearing is prohibited.”

Two extra-hard whomps on his ass underscored her directive. Ryder didn’t curse again all day. Or the next.

Sabrina watched his ass redden for almost an hour before she saw it happen. It was 30 minutes earlier than her schedule had in the projected timeline so that gave her back a half hour to show Ryder something she already knew.

Ryder’s noises morphed from cries of pain into shrieks, the kind of agony mixed with joy only pain lovers can make. When he raised his ass higher and tilted it closer to the swinging arm, that was all the proof Sabrina needed. She had a true pain slut.

She sent him to pee and shower, then eat his ration of fiber bars before having him dress for the day. When he saw the red panties waiting for him, Ryder tried to mask his delight.

Until he stepped into them.

They were tighter than he was used to when he raided his wife’s lingerie drawer. The thong split his backside. The panties were as red as his asscheeks.

With some reluctance, Sybil turned over Griffen’s morning to Tess when her attention was needed for the new class’s upcoming trip back to the Academy. She outlined where she wanted Tess to take him, pointing out two benchmarks he had to meet. When Tess read them, she was convinced about what she was dealing with.

Sybil had her eye on him.

The staff knew Sybil was on the prowl for a Personal, a man who would serve only her however she wanted. He had to be special enough to satisfy her limitless demands. Most men she tried out failed less than 12 hours into their time alone with her.

Sybil’s friend called what she was looking for a “true slave’s heart” and stressed they were hard to find. For the past two years, Sybil had been on a mission to find one to take as her own. She was selective, rejecting one after another during her search. She’d use them for a short time but never kept any. Tess was gratified that Sybil trusted her to find out if this one might meet her needs.

Tess sat up in bed that morning watching the big wall monitor in her suite when Griffen’s watch alarm woke him. He sat upright, looked left and right, then got out of bed.

He landed onto his knees.

Griffen reached for the tablet and tapped the flashing red box. Tess’s directions were clear.

“Fitness. Now.”

Griffen ran through the sit-ups, pushups, weight lifting and squat thrusts, counting the cadence aloud. When he was running on the treadmill, Tess couldn’t help but chuckle at how the cock cage bounced with each step. She swore she saw it hit his belly. He was so physically fit, he was hardly panting when he was done.

Tess sent Griffen to the bathroom and watched the stream arc into the toilet. This man wasn’t at all shy about peeing in public.

It must be a pilot thing, she figured.

When Griffen emerged from the shower, cleaned the bathroom and made the bed, Tess understood why Sybil specified those two benchmarks. He wasn’t just in good shape and a decent housekeeper. This one was driven to perform menial tasks perfectly. It wasn’t that he was told to do them. He was driven to do a lot more than what he set out for himself.

No wonder Sybil was interested in owning him. All he needed was a push in the right direction. Tess was determined to be that impetus.

Sybil’s first goal on Tess’s list was as straightforward as it was telling. She dictated her instructions that played through Griffen’s speakers.

“Model the purple panties.”

For Griffen, the thought of stepping into the purple panties was challenging enough but modeling them to prying eyes was almost beyond his comprehension. He was used to keeping fit and never flinched when he stripped to don his flight suit or for those pesky medical qualifying exams. But showing off his ass in purple women’s lingerie to a faceless voice was meant to demean him.

When he snuggled into the panties, he felt the cage rub against the fabric. No matter how he adjusted them, there was a big bulge in front. He’d never had to deal with that before – a stiff penis that defied his reality. He was hesitant to display that bulge to the camera and the woman behind it but he had no choice.

Griffen took a deep breath and posed. Legs apart, arms high, hands on hips and hips thrust forward.

Tess grinned. He was a lovely piece of eye candy. She tapped the first checkbox for ‘proud but dutiful’. That would please Sybil. She’d be content with a man who wasn’t shy about showing off his body even when it was wearing purple panties. Tess knew there was no telling what Sybil would make him wear or who might be watching. The boy had to perform to her standards no matter what, where or who. His stiff cock was one of the hard-to-find talents Sybil was looking for.

Sybil’s standards are so high she hasn’t had a Personal for two years, Tess thought. She almost felt sorry for her.

Tess hoped the next instruction would let her check the second box. If posing wasn’t enough, Griffen’s second instruction would be even more difficult for him. Tess’s voice filled the speakers.

“Do not move.”

At first, Griffen relaxed. Standing at parade rest was natural to him. He pulled his shoulders back, pushed his chest out and straightened his back. Then he heard the order.

“Recite your rules.”

Griffen was ready to recite the rules he memorized yesterday, ones his tablet said were specifically for him. What he didn’t anticipate was having to regurgitate them when the cage sent jolt after jolt into his genitals.

“I will obey… oh god… every rule,” he said through full-body spasmed. “I will do what…” A screech fell out of his mouth before he finished with, “whatever I’m told to do.”

Before he could recite the third rule, two quick zaps made him double over but he managed to get a few words out.

“This is my…” His shrieks echoed off the walls – the ones in Griffen’s bedroom and the ones in Tess’s suite.

It wasn’t enough. He had to finish the rule or he’d be just another of Sybil’s throwaways. Tess stared at the screen, waiting for Griffen to finish the sentence.

To her amazement, he fought to stand at attention and when he did, he growled, “This is my choice. This is my purpose.”

Tess added two quick jolts, watched him endure the agony but with a mighty effort, he stood on his feet. Ramrod straight.

She checked the last box on her tablet.


First Academy

Chapter 11 

First Light

THE FIRST WEEK the students spent at home after the fateful trip to the Academy was grueling for the current class. Their time was no longer theirs. They had to ask permission to make changes to their routines. What they wore was decided for them. So was every minute of their out-of-office time.

The women who had them under surveillance watched the changes they'd seen before with other classes. Men thrive when they are tightly controlled, given tasks and time limits. By the end of the week, returning to their bad habits wasn’t a possibility anymore. They were too exhausted and too afraid to deviate from what they were told to do.

Late Thursday, they received texts that redefined the weekend. The limo would pick them up and they would cancel their plans for those three days. From early Friday until late Sunday, their time belonged to Sybil.

She called their return visit ‘First Academy’.

Each of the targeted men had a different nascent talent Sybil intended to explore. With earlier classes, her goal was to alter their behavior permanently. Other than that, students held little interest for Sybil or her team. Over time, she upgraded the criteria for men she selected so more had aptitudes that, when properly developed, could be used – and paid for – by other women.

At first, she saw renting graduates as a lucrative side business. Once they were proficient enough to be offered to women as rentals, the return on investment was significant. Sybil created the First Academy to grow that income.

Her training methods were tested and revised in several ways. She saw that women didn’t want men who were so submissive they were as soft as jellyfish. Squishy wouldn’t do. The requests she received when she mentioned the idea on a network call were for men who still had a few shreds of rebellion because women enjoyed breaking them so much, they’d pay top dollar. Or Euros.

First Academy was the solution. Initially, all students learned the same skills but by the second day, they received individualized training that met Sybil’s standards as well as the renters’ wishes. That’s what made First Day so challenging for the students and so much fun for the trainers.

When they were put to bed the first night, the men had a complete understanding of how they would act but a deeper one of what they were. It never failed. By lights out, First Academy students realized they were, possibly for the first time, content. Even though they were bruised and exhausted, they slept peacefully through the night.

First Academy’s magic happened in the first few hours. It started when the last one was sitting in the limo’s back seat.

At 8:00 on the dot, the driver left the city with her four occupants facing each other in the passenger area. They held their tablets like religious relics and each received the same message at the same time. It was a single sentence.

“Strip to your panties.”

The driver set a timer. It took less than three minutes for them to finish. The men stared at each other’s crotches. Ryder’s lime green thong split his ass and barely covered his cage. Chase’s resembled a jock strap with baby blue sparkles. Prentice’s was crotchless so the expander in his ass stuck out. Griffen’s hot pink bikinis bulged from his semi-erect penis.

Three men hung their heads in shame. The fourth stared straight ahead. None said a word for the two-hour ride.

When the limo parked, they got their next instruction. They would be dismissed one at a time and told where to go when they exited the car. Chase’s watch beeped. He was first. The others breathed a short-lived sigh of relief.

The first thing Chase noticed was he wasn’t in the same place as the last time. It was so dark, he had no idea which way to walk until he remembered he hadn’t been given an order to walk anywhere so he just stood a few feet from the limo’s back door.

At least no one can see me, he thought.

His relief was temporary. A bright spotlight lit him up and when he looked down, the underwear they had him wear glittered in the beam. A voice on a speaker told him what to do.

“Follow the light.”

The beam wound around the dark space as Chase struggled to keep up. He had to jog at times and stand still when the light didn’t move. When he was puffing from exertion, the light stopped. So did Chase. That’s when his hands were pulled behind him and his wrists zip-tied. A fist grabbed his cage, dragged him into the darkness, opened a door and flung him inside.

The door shut with a heavy clank.

Ryder was the next to follow the beam’s random movements. When the beam stopped, his wrists were secured behind his back while a hand slapped his ass repeatedly. It didn’t take long before he understood its message. When it hit his left cheek, he was to turn that way. The same for his right.

Ryder’s already sore ass was now the primary means of telling him what to do. Words were unnecessary; he was responding to orders delivered to his aching cheeks. After he was tossed through a different doorway, Prentice’s tablet told him to exit the limo.

He was glad to stand up after the long ride. The expander widened a few millimeters when he first entered the limo and sitting was uncomfortable. After his turn following the spotlight, his hands were tied behind him and something was shoved up his ass between the expander’s jaws.

It felt huge. But its size wasn’t the worst part.

Prentice couldn’t tell whose hand was holding the end of the plug, but he knew what it was doing. When it twisted left, he was to walk that way. Then right. Then forward. Until he was pushed through a door and landed on his hands and knees. The last thing he heard was the door clang shut.

Griffen stared silently at his tablet, waiting for the pulsing alert. While he stewed impatiently for the flashing red message, Griffen tried to imagine what his weekend would involve. The directions he received were broad – that he’d be busy all weekend – without a hint of what he would be doing on those days.

Sybil watched him on her monitor. She could feel his tension through the camera. The other men were in their Academy cells gripping their tablets in fear of what they’d be told to do next. Griffen’s posture was different.

He had no fear. Determination oozed off his skin.

Sybil nodded at Tess. It was time to send him into First Academy.

Her message to Griffen was different than the ones the other women sent. Those men were taught the light walk, how to follow a beam of light without knowing where they were going or what would happen when they got there. It’s a skill women who lease men want. Perfect obedience to silent commands.

That wasn’t what Sybil was hunting for in a man for her own use. Rentable men don’t think; they respond. Sybil’s perfect Personal had to think. He had to consider himself as her property who didn’t merely perform routine tasks. He had to be creative in ways that satisfied her needs. Her sensual needs. She had plenty of men to do her grunt work.

“Hands and knees.”

Sybil watched the camera and held her breath. A useless man would walk out of the car and drop to all fours. A creative one would do it differently. Tess saw Sybil’s concentration and found herself rooting for Griffen. Sybil deserved what she was pursuing.

Griffen took a deep breath and settled on his hands and knees in the back seat and waited. There was no mistaking the pulsing bulge in his pink bikini panties.

Tess grinned when she opened the car door and he crawled out.

Sybil smiled from ear-to-ear.


Chapter 12 

First School Day

THE ACADEMY CELLS were all the same. Dark, windowless and closed by a heavy metal door with no handle. The only light that filtered into the cells came around the edges of the round slots in the doors. The captives, or students as Sybil called them, could make out only a few features in the shadows.

A slab with a mattress and blanket. A straight-back chair. A hip-high bar bolted to walls two feet out from a corner. A metal bucket.

Griffen’s hands felt the walls for hidden slots or doorways. He didn’t find any but his fingers touched O-rings sticking out of the walls. The cameras he expected weren’t concealed at all. Neither were the speakers.

Three men sat on the slabs and dropped their heads into their hands. Chase and Prentice were on the verge of tears. Ryder’s welted ass drew little comfort from the hard excuse for a bed. Griffen completed his escape inspection and came up empty. He stood in the center of the cell at attention. So did his cock.

Sybil knew all about those ‘Femdom Training Academies’ rife in the literature. To her, they were imaginative wish lists with goings-on that defied gravity and physics, not to mention common sense. Hers was a school that erased men’s terrible habits – in a single weekend – and at the same time, generated products like-minded women would pay to use.

The Academy wasn’t competing with Reckoning. At Reckoning, Control kidnapped men, erased them from their lives and turned them into pre-ordered commodities women bought. Control, Reckoning’s overseer, needed six-to-eight weeks of 24/7 work to turn them out. Sybil’s results were more focused. She wasn’t selling men into slavery like Control did in her mountain facility. Sybil was ridding society of deceptive, devious men who abused women and girls. She turned them into useful, income-generating merchandise.

It all came together in the First Academy.

Small classes kept costs down. The trainers had an unblemished record with long-term success. It was relatively easy to move the Academy to another city; she’d done it twice when they identified small groups of men who needed her kind of training. On the one occasion an Academy graduate backslid, it was easy to ship him to the new location for remedial work. All it took was a watch beep. And a jolt to his ring.

It was late morning when the men learned how their weekend would unfold. Each trainer opened the cell door’s round slot. If any men thought that was where their lunch was going to appear, they weren’t simply disappointed. They learned an important lesson.

Food isn’t free. Men have to earn what they are given to eat.

“Cages,” the speaker announced.

Cages holding captive penises were pushed through the slots. Only the imprisoned penises and testicles were visible on the trainers’ side. The women manipulated each cage up and down, side-to-side, then stepped back. Four loud clicks later, the women removed the open cages, leaving the penis and testicle rings locked in place. The Academy would use their penises as instructional aids for the next three days. The cages would reappear before they were shipped home.

Each trainer measured the penis’s length, width, circumference and bulk, calling out her findings. Loudly. Testicles were bounced and squeezed, reactions were recorded. Out loud.

Men bit their lips to keep from arguing about the numbers they heard. The trainers knew the old saying was true. All men measure. All men lie.

Not at the Academy.

Once their data was entered, the speaker announced the next command.

“Asses.”

Penises were withdrawn and four backsides were presented to the trainers through the round slots. What the women couldn’t see and didn’t care about were the faces on the other end. Two were near tears. The trainers weren’t interested in how men felt. What mattered was teaching them the value of lubrication.

One ass was bright red with raised welts. Two were ordinary. The bulb of an anal expander stuck out of the fourth.

Three men felt tubes work their way into their asses, wiggle and finally spew lubrication deep inside.

Winslet grabbed the bulb end and worked the expander out, then injected Prentice. She pressed a stopper into his slighter more pliable hole with an experienced hand. This wasn’t her first day working with an expanded ass and she didn’t want a mishaps, especially from a sphincter spasm.

By now, there were two sobbers and one gritting his teeth on Sybil’s monitor. The fourth was bent over but with his head raised.

One day that face will show pride if I choose him, she thought.

The speaker issued one more order. “Kneel at the door.”

When Sybil opened their cell doors, the trainers attached leashes to their rings and led their students to the Academy’s training room. With only three days to turn this class into graduates, women strode down the long hall with the men struggling to keep up and not let the corks wriggle out of their asses. Even though they could see each other’s backsides, the men kept their eyes glued to the floor.

Degradation is a very powerful teacher.

The trainers lined them up for the first group lesson. One after another, Sybil lifted each chin with her finger so they had to look at her. Then she addressed the class.

“Before you saw video of your abhorrent behavior, you were worse than worthless. We will give you value. You will repay your debt to those you have abused with regular payments, of course, but you will also earn fees that will be used in part as recompense to those you have treated so distastefully.”

Four men’s faces looked up at her trying to decipher how much that was going to cost.

“No,” Sybil said, “you will not write a check. That’s too easy. You will atone through service.”

Oh god, not community service picking up trash, Ryder thought.

Sybil dispelled that notion with her next sentence. “You will serve women who know how to handle men like you. Not one of you is qualified to serve women like them now. But you will be at the end of your time here.”

The trainers grinned when Sybil warned them, “One way or another.”

Sybil pointed to the four stations set up in the training room one at a time. The men’s eyes followed her finger.

“You will perfect your skills. You will either pass or fail. Failures will repeat the training until you pass it whether that takes an hour or all night.”

The trainers knew what all night meant. That’s why they were brutal when their student learned each skill. If they failed, the trainer would be up at all hours forcing them to repeat their work until it met Sybil’s standards. That was their hidden motive for each trainee to get it right the first time. Or the second. Or however long it took.

Paige pulled Chase’s leash to the first station. Sabrina yanked Ryder’s, Winslet tugged Prentice’s ring and Tess jerked Griffen’s. In minutes, four men were introduced to skills that women would pay to use.

The only question was if those men could do them well enough to meet First Academy’s standards.

They must surpass the ordinary, Sybil always said.


Chapter 13 

Ryder’s First Station

THE ACADEMY’S GOAL wasn’t to produce full-time, live-in or for-sale slaves. It was to develop men with skills Sybil’s network could rent or lease for women who had use for them. Women had particular criteria for a rental, like a trained tongue or superior fingers to satisfy physical urges. Or hands strong enough to deliver full-body massage because supervising an estate is tiring.

Some requests were more specific. They wanted a part-timer to organize their tools and update the sanitizing stations. Another request was for a nutritional expert who could oversee planting a garden and recommending diets for their owned property. Still others put in feelers for an expert who would review their financials to see where they were making a profit and what they could do to lower costs.

Sybil could fill at least three of those applications with what she had graduated from the Academy in other cities. The current class didn’t see themselves as commodities to be used, returned and sent on another gig to use their business or scientific skills. But they would by the end of the weekend.

The challenge was to turn them into combinations that could do the jobs renters had and at the same time satisfy the women’s personal desires.

Then there was the caveat.

A financial expert who could organize and interpret data but wasn’t up to snuff with his tongue wasn’t rentable. That’s why Ryder’s First Station would determine if he had the mouth skills the renter demanded.

Sybil added a tricky condition before she’d rent Ryder even if he showed solid mouth talent. It went beyond absolute submission. After he finished the spreadsheets, he had to get the renter’s for-sale slaves hard for her new marketing videos. When buying online, women look for reactive penises and they expect on-screen demonstrations. If Ryder was going to fit that rental request, he’d have to please the renter as well as get her men-for-sale hard on cue. Probably more than once.

It was a two-day rental that Sybil was going to fill one way or another. There was a big fee at stake.

Quenching a woman’s sensual needs is actually more difficult than training a man how to suck a cock so that’s where Ryder’s lessons started. He’d practice on the Academy’s new replicas before being allowed to advance to a real woman.

Sabrina put Ryder on his knees with his face inches from the practice vagina after making sure the telemetry was sending data and the camera was recording. Each time Ryder succeeded in getting the replica to a decent level, he’d be schooled in ways to do it better. It wasn’t a question of how long it took. What mattered was getting him to lick and suck it to its edge, walk it down a notch, then do it again.

It's a good thing he’s a pain slut, Sabrina thought.

Before he started, Sabrina weaved a sound into Ryder’s penis and locked it to his ring. Ryder was secretly relieved his welted ass was spared this time. Sabrina grinned. He had a lot to learn about how much pain he could take.

Her technique was well-tested. Start at the end and work your way back to the beginning.

“Tongue it to orgasm,” she said.

It took a minute for Ryder to start but when Sabrina pushed his face into the device, he launched into the model and licked as hard as he could.

Two minutes later, the monitor beeped when the device was at level 4, one notch below clitoral orgasm. Ryder worked his tongue harder, sucked and licked faster until the bell rang. Satisfied with his effort, he knelt on his haunches expecting an approving nod.

Instead, he was greeted with a jolt from the sound. He yelped like a spanked little boy.

Sabrina grabbed a fist full of his hair and pressed his face back into the vagina. “Lick!” she demanded.

Ryder licked even faster and harder. Sabrina pulled his head back and sent a second jolt to the sound. Ryder squealed in pain but she pressed his face forward again. The lesson went on – push, lick, pull back; push, lick, pull back – until his penis was screaming. So was his mouth.

When Ryder was nearly exhausted, she pulled his head back and made him look in her eyes.

“Slowly,” she said. “Keep her on the edge.”

That was news to Ryder. When his wife cradled his head between her legs, he did it so fast that she barely had time to enjoy it. After all, wasn’t that what she wanted? To come so he’d be done and could get some sleep?

She pressed his face into the replica but this time paddled his red ass each time he tried to lick faster or harder. Sabrina had him working in the correct tempo. Her tempo.

Push forward. “Lick!” Pull back. SWAT!

The lesson went on for 30 minutes until Ryder understood what he was supposed to do. It wasn’t about a speedy orgasm for a woman so he could roll over and go to sleep. In fact, sleep wasn’t on his schedule that night. Artificial vaginas don’t get tired.

For the next two hours, Ryder was shown new techniques that women prefer plus some they rarely even imagine. Repeated requests for Academy graduates hinged on providing extras for renters. Sybil called it the ‘wow’ factor.

Licking is one skill. Men have lips, teeth, faces and chests that should be involved. Especially friction from day-old beards. Especially when they are used at creative angles.

Ryder had a lot to learn, including geometry.

Once Sabrina was sure he had the basic tongue skills, she moved to the next lesson. It’s one thing to crawl between a woman’s legs and use your mouth to entertain her for as long as she wants. But at some point, she wants to finish. And if Ryder did his job right, she’d be passionate about reaching the stars.

Ryder massaged his wrists after Sabrina cut the zip ties. A hand on his welted ass sent him to all fours. One tug on his leash and he crawled a proper two steps behind her. She stopped at the next task in Ryder’s First Station.

Time to use those arms, she thought.

Hours of practice and her paddle on his ass taught Ryder how to service a woman with his tongue correctly but that was only part of what made an Academy graduate rentable. His upper body muscles were decent when they first took him and after a week of exercise they were starting to tone. She dragged a fist full of his hair so he could see what his next session entailed.

The women chuckled when Sybil ordered a pair of anatomically correct dolls but when she demonstrated how the students would use them, the giggling stopped. Sybil’s plan was close to brilliant.

Men’s fingers don’t belong between women’s legs, not the quality of women who rented their grads. Any man can do that. Only Sybil’s students knew how to enrich the renters’ experiences in her special way. It even had a name.

The Sybil Lift.

Sabrina put Ryder on his knees and covered his hands with paw mitts. It was much easier than reminding him constantly not to use his hands. She dragged his head in front of the small screen and started the short video. When it was over, she pointed at the full-size doll with the easy-to-remember name. She was Sexy. Students like Ryder had to use her name as the constant reinforcement they were required to say when they served a paying customer. Ryder would memorize other terms he had to use all night until he had command of the whole list.

Women enjoy men who murmur compliments when their faces are burrowed between their legs. They love the words, but the vibrations are more entertaining. Academy graduates had to be experts with that skill.

Ryder’s ass had been through enough paddling that day but Sabrina needed a way to spur him to start. Renters would have their own methods of telling rentals when they wanted to finish so Sabrina varied her tools. That’s an advantage to training pain sluts. There are so many parts to use.

She tapped one testicle with a short electric prod and after Ryder finished shrieking, he got the point. He nudged his paw mitts under Sexy’s legs and lifted her shoulder height before drawing her legs apart. Sabrina held the prod between Ryder’s legs and when he fumbled and dropped one leg – exactly what she predicted – she tapped his other ball. Two screeches later, Ryder tried again.

It took three tries along with two quick bites from Sabrina’s prod, but Ryder finally got Sexy’s hips high, legs raised and apart. His next task was to use the skills he learned previously, using his tongue to take the imitation vagina to level 3, then back down before raising it again. Ryder’s problem was apparent to Sabrina but not to him.

Sabrina sighed when she saw the conundrum. He lifted Sexy by her calves and his face was too far away to reach with his tongue.

What is it with men like him? Doesn’t he see what he’s doing wrong? she wondered.

Sabrina switched tools to teach Ryder how to overcome his dilemma. She jammed a plug in his lubricated ass and used it as a handle to push him deeper between Sexy’s thighs.

Ryder groaned but the force made him slide his arms forward until they were under Sexy’s upper legs. Then she squashed his face between her electronic lips.

There’s a moment when a trainer sees that her student learns the lesson. The combination of the plug, the fear of her prod and his well-beaten ass propelled Ryder to pass First Station.

He lapped like a parched husky after a sled drive. He growled her name with his face crushed between her legs. Once he had the rest of the words memorized, he’d be much closer to being rentable.

Sabrina watched the monitor for 20 minutes.

If Sexy were real, she’d be screaming right now, Sabrina thought and laughed out loud.


Chapter 14 

Prentice’s First Station

SYBIL TAGGED PRENTICE as an ass boy after his introductory trip to the Academy. Men with that skill were easy to rent to male clients but that wasn’t Sybil’s target market. She advertised to the kind of women who revel in using strap-on dildos and want tight, eager asses. Unless there was another talent she could teach Prentice during his First Academy weekend, he might not bring in decent rental fees.

If that were the case, she’d have to market him as a general-use boy. They were cheap and easy to find. Academy graduates had to be better than that. A lot better.

Winslet studied him before, during and after his initial trip, searching for a skill she could nurture that elevated him to a higher-fee tier. Even with her experience, she was flummoxed that this man appeared to have no inherent talents. No wonder he had to drug women to get what he wanted.

Damned rapist, she thought, frowning.

That’s when it came to her. Winslet replayed the video of his utter humiliation when she taught him how to use the anal expander while he was on his hands and knees in his bathroom. It wasn’t about his ass; no, it was his profound mortification that she could use to create a rentable that commanded a higher rate.

He had an engineering degree. Usually they make the best cross-dressers. But Winslet had a loftier goal for him, one that women often checked on rental requests.

Prentice was going to be a sissy. The most alluring aspect for women who want forced sissies is their intense, sincere shame. Few women want men who adore being dressed and made up. They want ones that wallow in embarrassment every time you put them in a new piece of lingerie or add outlandish makeup. They have to endure it – bristle at it – but with the proper encouragement, they submit to the client’s wishes. Eventually.

Women will pay high prices for men whose internal conflicts play out on their faces. And other body parts. It’s the power surge women hunger for that men like Prentice can be taught to satisfy.

The trick is to threaten to lop off a ball or two or even complete castration. Their penises are the only thing they value. Winslet had the tools she needed. Two tight bands. One per testicle.

The Academy had graduated a few sissies that were generating some income but those men enjoyed being made up and dressed then ordered to use other men while the renters watched. They could be used as housemaids or for personal care. Not this one. Winslet had grander goals for him. It all depended on if she could get him to that level in only a weekend.

Prentice’s First Station was filled with edgy lingerie, slutty outfits and a selection of stilettos. Hair and makeup would be his second stop. Winslet’s plan meant that Prentice would dress himself as she ordered and he’d watch his transformation on a video loop when he was sent home. He’d cringe every time she played it.

There’s value in forcing men to see their own degradation over and over. It makes a man like Prentice relive his shame every day. And night. The odd thing is that they never get used to it. Their disgrace grows exponentially each time they see themselves dressed and made up. Wigs are the kicker.

She put Prentice on his knees so he could see – close up – the rainbow of panties and bras on the table. He stared at the assortment in a sort of horror mixed with pure lust. If he thought for a moment that Winslet was going to wear them, he was about to learn how wrong he was. Men usually are wrong when they try to predict what women like Winslet have in mind.

She pointed at the deep pink bikinis and then swatted his ass. Prentice grunted but didn’t move. Winslet had a solution that she delivered with a studded paddle. She whacked his ass and pointed again. And again.

Each time Prentice squealed, she struck his ass harder. Five swats later, he got the point and picked up the panties. It took a few more reminders before he put them on.

They were so tight Winslet had to reach inside and squash his penis almost into his ass. When he looked down and saw himself penis-less, Prentice trembled.

Two birds with one pair of panties, Winslet thought and grinned.

He was one step into his lesson and the fear of castration was implanted in his brain.

The padded bra she chose finished that part of his wardrobe. Before she introduced him to the rest, she had him stand in front of a mirror with a one-word order.

“Pose,” she said.

He knew what he had to do but his years of mistreating women by using them as one-off objects was so ingrained, Prentice didn’t move. He stood still, closed his eyes so he couldn’t see his indignity and refused to obey her simple command.

No one disobeys an order in the Academy. First Station or not.

Winslet sighed and tapped the control box on her belt. One finger rested on the first button, then she counted to the fourth. She pressed it once.

The shriek Prentice let out filled the classroom. The other students’ heads snapped in his direction; the women ignored it. They’d heard it before and knew what was going to happen.

Prentice hit the floor, screeching at the top of his lungs. He twisted in every direction his body could manage trying desperately to dislodge the ring that was torturing his organs. While he thrashed and bellowed, Winslet pointed at the mirror. Men should obey unspoken commands as quickly as ones given aloud. That was one of First Academy’s primary lessons. Prentice was learning it the hard way.

Really, it would have been easier if he’d just done as he was told, the trainers thought. So did the other students.

When Prentice regained control of his legs, he rose to all fours and struggled to his feet. He showed his trainer several poses, albeit clumsily. That awkwardness would be smoothed out over the next several hours. He still had to finish dressing, then head to the makeup and hair station.

This time, Prentice didn’t hesitate when Winslet indicated what he was to wear. Through gritted teeth, he wrapped a lace garter belt around his hips and after the third try, had the seams straight on the stockings he rolled up his legs. With her finger pointing at one item after another, he stepped into a tiny pink skirt and pulled a low-cut sparkly top over his chest.

That left shoes, always a challenge for men.

Black glittery stilettos were buckled around his ankles to finish his wardrobe. Winslet sent him to the 3-sided mirror to see if he could meet her expectations. She recalled two men whose smiles revealed the fetishes they’d kept secret for so long but she hoped this one would be different. His file and her monitoring reinforced the probability that indignity and degradation would ooze out of him.

Women love the ones who are mortified by exactly what Prentice was about to see.

It took three tries before he could walk to the mirror on the tall heels without stumbling but he knew better than to not try again. The ring’s torture was fresh in his mind. And his crotch.

The look on his face was priceless. It just about guaranteed rentals and the income men like him command.

The more they show their embarrassment, the more women want to rent them again.

Once he was fully made up and a long blonde wig sat on his head, Sybil would have still pictures ready to market. That night when Prentice was returned to his cell, he would practice using his mouth, teeth and tongue on an electronic vagina while the mechanical rod stretched his moderately-expanded anus.

It had widened only a few millimeters. It had a long way to go.


Chapter 15 

Chase’s First Station

WHEN A RENTABLE has a miniature penis, it’s difficult to find women who will pay to use it – or him. There are some women who put up with one for traditional sex but those aren’t the women in Sybil’s network. They have little use for men’s penises except as a convenient item for discipline. Of course, some women have fun torturing penises but you can get ones like that anywhere. Men with no talents other than being used for CBT are cheap. You weren't getting Academy graduates at bargain prices.

Paige watched Chase for a week at home and at work  and replayed a few episodes to finalize her lesson plan. Saddled with a student with an almost microscopic penis, she built her strategy around his most pronounced vulnerability.

Chase was a crybaby. An inelegant one at that. He had no rhythm, could hardly gyrate enough to entertain a renter and worse, had a penchant for underage girls. Molding all of that into a rentable with the Academy’s seal was a daunting task.

If she took him as a Personal, Paige would have him turned into a gelding who handwashed and ironed her lingerie, did her makeup and hair and was handed off to male clients who would pay for an ass – any ass – to ream. Somehow she had to convert him into something women would pay for. Even for a only few hours.

The second time she saw him pee himself before he was allowed toilet time, Paige had an idea. She reviewed the week’s videos to see if it was a plausible educational plan for the nerdy chemist. The more she saw, the more the idea morphed into a strategy.

He was going to become an undeveloped lapdog. The Academy had produced only one of those so far and he was rented consistently, especially by women who were traveling and wanted a useful body to manage their wardrobes, baths and tend to their skin. Even better, lapdogs were a good alternative to sleeping pills. They could massage women to sleep, use vibrators if they wanted that kind of stimulation and take care of bathroom needs for women who disdained toilet tissue.

Paige stopped the video and opened her lesson plan software. The schedule almost wrote itself.

Chase was on his knees at his First Station with his eyes closed. Fear was creeping from his toes to his forehead. He’d heard Prentice scream and didn’t want that to happen to him. Whatever the woman told him to do, he vowed he’d do it. No matter what.

Keeping that promise would be tested every minute he was at First Academy. And every time he was rented. And every hour between.

Some trainers start with easy steps. That wasn’t Paige’s style. She believed that once a man was forced to do what he thought was unthinkable, everything after that flowed. That’s why Chase’s First Station included a queen-sized commode and the newest model Sybil purchased for the Academy.

Other students labored on artificial vaginas. Lapdogs worked on the other end.

She tugged Chase’s leash and used his cock to lower him to his knees between the model’s legs. She came with removable pubic hair that Paige left in place for his lesson. She tapped a button to initiate peeing, then pulled Chase’s hair so his nose and mouth were flush against the model’s lips. Her hairy, dripping lips.

For a man with numerous advanced degrees, Chase had no clue what he was supposed to do. Paige dragged his face deeper into the model the trainers nicknamed Queenie. She lifted his head up and down, a clear instruction to lick in those directions. Paige wasn’t sure that even a jolt to his ring would communicate what he was supposed to do.

Some men are that stupid, she thought.

The Academy trainers had a list of ways to compel men to obey a verbal order that didn’t involve severe pain. Paige would try one technique after another until she discovered the one that worked with Chase. It was merely a question of which to start with.

Sybil zoomed her monitor on Chase’s station. She saw her trainer give an order that a student didn’t obey and was curious which method Paige would choose. The bigger picture was the future; Paige had to select a strategy that would guarantee compliance going forward. Sybil had one in mind but it was Paige’s student so it was her choice. When Paige reached for a jaw spreader, Sybil grinned. It was the one she would have picked.

Paige yanked Chase’s head back and pulled his chin down. She shoved the spreader between his jaws and snapped the strap behind his head. Two quick ratchets forced his mouth open so she could use both hands to clamp his tongue. After jamming his face back into Queenie’s lips, she used the clamp to pull his tongue up and down the full length.

Queenie’s artificial pee was scented so it smelled like the real thing. Chase gagged but Paige didn’t pause the lesson. The Academy didn’t wait for men to overcome their aversions. The overriding premise was that students achieved the Academy’s goals in spite of their repugnance to any task. They’d overcome them. With enough practice.

Chase’s head was almost invisible between Queenie’s ample thighs so Paige used a handful of his hair as her barometer. When she felt him lap up and down on his own, she let go. It took two hours, but Chase was starting to learn what would make him a rentable lapdog.

Developing his other skills – vibrating, massaging and bathing – were on his lesson plan. They’d start when Queenie’s bladder was empty and he’d cleaned her to Paige’s satisfaction. He had a long weekend ahead.

Sybil nodded at Paige to get Chase’s next lesson ready. Queenie was equipped with lifelike rectal parts. She was a work of art. And worth every penny Sybil paid for her.


Chapter 16 

Griffen’s First Station

“THIS ONE IS different,” Sybil told Tess before the four men arrived for First Academy even though Tess was aware of Sybil’s uncommon interest in him. Like the other trainers, Tess knew that Sybil was on the hunt for a Personal, a man she could own full time. Occasional men take care of some needs but having your own is what certain women search for until they find the right one.

Sybil was absolutely that woman. The trainers saw potential in past Academy students but she rejected one after another. They failed to provoke that surge inside her. They were adequate but being adequate wasn’t enough. Not for Sybil. After five semesters of running men through the Academy, Sybil was no closer to finding what she was pursuing than she was two years ago.

Until Griffen landed in her crosshairs. Tess thought he might be the one who could be what she was hunting for. Women like Sybil don’t want men who submit easily. Breaking them repeatedly stokes their hunger.

Tess knew it would be challenging to educate Griffen enough for Sybil in only a weekend. Even if she forced him to obey with jolts or other tools, he’d resist the next time. Owning him meant breaking him every day.

Tess smiled. He was precisely the kind of Personal that Sybil wanted.

She had the list of skills Sybil sent to her tablet and raised an eyebrow when she read them again before starting his lesson. Some goals were predictable. Others were so out there, Tess wasn’t sure why she included them. But she knew Sybil could break any man so she grabbed Griffen’s cage and hauled him to his First Station.

The first item on the list seemed so simple, Tess figured it would take only a few minutes. She pointed to the floor until Griffen knelt. She had him stand, then kneel again. After ten repetitions, he finally balked. His eyes were filled with defiance as he stood at attention, refusing to perform a meaningless exercise without understanding its goal.

Tess read the phrase Sybil sent to her tablet. “Women outrank you.”

Griffen bit his lip and dropped to his knees.

Tess took a deep breath and checked her tablet again. Now she knew what Sybil’s goal was for him. This was going to take the entire weekend, not the few minutes she suspected. She had her work cut out for her.

Now the next lesson made sense. He’d dress in the costume Sybil supplied with the caveat that he had to put it on by himself. The gold thong was first, the glittery bra second. Griffen grit his teeth while he fumbled with the hook-and-eye closure and stiffened from his head to his toes when he wrapped the gold garter belt around his hips. Gold stockings completed his lingerie layer.

Griffen balled his hands into fists when Tess inspected him. She tugged the thong that split his ass, pulled the bra’s band, smoothed a stocking and patted his gold-covered cock ring. The best part was hanging on a hook.

Tess pointed to the iridescent gold gown. Griffen stared at it with revulsion until Tess jolted his ring. He grunted but reached for the dress, fully aware of what she was going to make him do but refusing to add more indignity to his shame without a direct order.

Tess saw his eyes staring past her as if she wasn’t there. The dress he held in his fingertips was his focus and his angst. He didn’t scowl; in fact, his face showed no emotion at all.

His cock did. She smirked at the wet spot on his panties.

For men like Griffen, that drop wasn’t an indicator of a secret desire to dress in women’s clothing. It was totally about obeying orders no matter what the order was as long as it was issued by a superior. There was dignity in obedience, a shred of which Griffen kept locked in his gut no matter what this woman would make him do. It was the final, tiny piece of pride he held onto and no one could rip that out of him.

That was the challenge Sybil thirsted for. That last bit of honor he clung to. She wanted to seize it every time she used him. She’d never erase it but he would have to cede it to her every day. And night.

“Put it on,” Tess said.

That was the order that Griffen had to hear. He obeyed while staring beyond the mirror where she had him pose. Men like Griffen could detach their brains from any situation and do what they had to without thoughts or worries interfering.

The goal is everything, he reminded himself.

Griffen was about to learn in his First Station was that the goal he cherished was no longer his. It belonged to Sybil and she never took her eye off the prize.

Tess had him buckle tall heels around his ankles and he stumbled behind her when she led him into a side room. She closed the door behind her when she left. Sybil’s voice filled the speakers.

“Get on the stage,” she said.

It took a few tries for Griffen to navigate the three steps to the stage floor. But once he got there, he stood at attention until he was given his next order.

“Dance for me,” she said.

Griffen swallowed the bile that rose in his throat when the music started. He’d obeyed every order he’d ever been given and regarded himself as an obedient airman. But this was beyond his comprehension. Dance? For a voice?

His first step was awkward and his mind raced with thoughts of escape, however futile he knew they were. The goal, he thought. The goal is everything.

He swayed, reached his arms out and finally took a few steps. On her side of the camera, Sybil concentrated on his face, not his movements. He was resolute. He was determined and purposeful. It was time for the ultimate test to see if Griffen could pass his First Station skills test.

“Strip like a cheap slut,” she said.

Griffen closed his eyes almost unconsciously when he heard her order. It wasn’t stripping that gnawed at him; it was the ‘cheap slut’ comment that chewed at his soul. He was out of options and refusing meant he’d be reduced to a screaming pile of flesh on the stage floor from what she would send into the rings locked behind his penis and testicles. He was facing the choice between compliance or torture and the SERE instructor’s voice echoed in his head.

The goal is everything.

He’d obey today. There was always tomorrow to seize the goal. Griffen performed the sexiest strip tease he could but the dance wasn’t Sybil’s focus. When he was wearing only the gold thong and worked it down his legs then stood for her to review, she saw it.

His cock wasn’t just dripping. It was hard as a rock.


First Qualification

Chapter 17 

First Test

BY MIDDAY SATURDAY, four Academy students took their first exam. They’d been schooled in the standard skills all graduates had to learn as well as in personal proficiencies that would make them more attractive to renters. They were taught obedience, compliance and conformity. There would be no divas among the graduates Sybil certified.

They still had a day-and-a-half of work in their particular areas of rentable talents but Sybil’s schedule had set a time to evaluate how well they were progressing. Every student had to perform and react immediately to commands. The women Sybil rented to demanded nothing less.

For the first test, the students were naked and caged, the same way customers would keep them while they were leased. No matter what a man’s talents were, there were crucial behaviors they had to have down pat before they were listed as available. As usual, Sybil was the judge and jury.

She reviewed Chase’s summary, noted his initial inability to bend and move fluidly and the 12 hours of what Paige termed ‘video dancing’ lessons.

Women rented dancers primarily for entertainment but some repeat clients wanted to do more than watch a man gyrate. They were in the market for obedient men who could bend and twist when the women fancied sensual fulfillment. No matter where they were or who was watching. Sometimes, women were at their desks with a rental working between their legs. It helped alleviate the stress of running their households. One or two looked for men who could do accomplished anal massage, a somewhat new ask that two women listed on their applications. It wasn’t only about cleanliness but Sybil never questioned what they really wanted her graduates to do in that particular spot.

If Chase had the makings of an entertaining dancer and had exceptional anal skills, he’d be a worthwhile rental. That’s what his test was evaluating. It was one reason Sybil spent so much money on Queenie.

Chase had to pass two scenarios. The first was easy. All he had to do was press his face where he was told no matter where Queenie was or what she was doing. The electronics told Sybil if he succeeded.

For the first qualifying exam, Queenie was seated at a table pretending to eat lunch. Paige read the background so Chase knew what his job was when he was cued. Rented men do not anticipate or predict. They respond immediately to every order a woman issues. Otherwise, they wait silently until she has use for them again.

The other three students’ rings were chained to wall rings. They could see and hear Chase’s challenges, how he met them and what happened if he didn’t. They’d all had time with Queenie so they could vouch for how lifelike she was. All the way down to the toes inside her thigh-high boots.

Paige read the instructions. “When summoned, do as you are told.”

It couldn’t be easier than that, Paige thought.

Chase trembled when Paige removed his cage, leaving the three rings behind his balls and penis in place. He knew the rings’ power. His main concern was what ‘do as you are told’ meant but he swore he would do at least that and more, whatever it was, if only to avoid her tightening the rings and making his balls rot.

Queenie’s AI-driven voice said, “Boots.”

Chase crawled under the table and after taking two deep breaths as he had been taught, pressed his tongue on the leather. He lapped up one leather-clad leg and down the other before settling his lips on the toes.

Decent licker, Sybil noted on her tablet.

When every inch of her boots shimmered from Chase’s saliva, he knew he’d done his task but it wasn’t enough to deter the rings. He crept closer, spread his knees and straddled her left foot. Then he humped. Everyone saw his hips bounce through the glass-topped table, especially Sybil. While the trainers’ watched the monitor, Sybil kept her eye on Chase’s penis. By the time he started on Queenie’s right foot, it was dripping onto her boot.

Sybil had a shoe fetishist to rent! She pointed at Paige who reached under the table and grabbed Chase’s stiff cock, then dragged him to the bolt on the wall. Chase groaned when she locked the cage around his cock, nearly choleric because he couldn’t reach his penis that was screaming to be stroked.

Academy graduates come to terms with enforced chastity. One way or another.

-=o=-

After a week of nightly stretching, Prentice’s anus wasn’t as pliable as Sybil wanted but it was looser than it was weeks ago. The expander was set to seven and in a few more weeks, it would register at least nine. Very few men can handle ten. If Prentice could get there, the fees he’d generate would be very profitable.

Many women who rent ass boys use them as rewards for their stables, ones who’ve been kept in chastity for months or longer. Some want to rent asses they can ream with strap-on belts. They specify men who twist and turn while broadcasting her skills out loud. Those women had taken plenty of asses in the past. What they were happy to pay for was the show the body attached to that ass performed.

Still others rented them to be demos to show other women how to stretch their own stables’ asses safely and what they could do with one that was elastic enough to take any of their own clients’ penises or whatever objects their fantasies called for.

No matter what a renter did with an ass, Academy graduates had to do it without tearing. An anal injury puts a man out of commission and he can’t generate income. Even worse, some never heal properly and that reduces them to commonplace roles like house maids. Sybil heard of one owner who castrated men with ruined asses and sold them as eunuchs at auctions.

The rule was proper lubrication. Prentice’s test was more than how he danced or how loudly he praised the machine impaling him. Sybil wanted to see if he had improved his lubricating skills from his awkward self-injection the first night he was home. She was looking at how often, how well and how deep he did his three-times-a-day self-lubing.

When the Academy certified an ass boy, he had to keep himself lubricated at all times. He never knew when his watch would beep to send him to a renter.

Winslet pulled Prentice’s uncaged penis to the center of the room. While the other students watched, Prentice gaped at the line of injectors on the table. The one resembling what he’d used at home was on the left. As his eyes scanned to the right he saw how they changed. Each was thicker than the one before it. The last one in line looked like an enormous cock, one that put his own to shame.

The trainers and especially Sybil smirked at Prentice’s horrified face. He knew what was coming just like he knew he would obey the order to ram an enormous injector deep into his ass. If his sloppy homework was an indicator, he’d have to show them how much he enjoyed it.

Sybil issued his test into her microphone. “Insert, inject, remove. All of them. In order.”

Prentice shuddered when he counted the injectors. His eyes lingered on the chunkiest one on the end. Almost reflexively, he bent, held onto the table with his left hand to balance and drove the first injector deep inside with his right. Then he pressed the button.

He’d done it so many times, it felt eerily natural when the lube exploded inside. The other students flinched; the trainers expected that reaction. Not every student is cut out to be an ass boy.

Prentice worked the second into his ass, pressed the button and crept to the right. One after another, he lubricated himself while the other students stared open-mouthed at his grunts when he worked a wider one inside. Until he reached the last one.

He needed two hands.

Prentice’s ass was so full of lube, the biggest one wouldn’t go in. What was worse was what happened each time he pushed harder. All the lube he’d injected was drizzling down his legs and pooling at his feet. His fear of what the rings were going to do overrode his humiliation and with a final push, drove the last one inside.

Sybil said, “Hold it there.”

Prentice held onto the table with both hands with his ass pointed at the camera and fetid lube dribbling around the injector’s edges. When Sybil told him to press the button, he wailed like a wounded bear and succumbed to the inevitable.

“Pull it out,” she said flatly.

Prentice knew what was going to happen. Gobs of lube mixed with his own feces seeped out of his ass. Then he felt his insides tighten.

“Oh god no…” he cried when the spasm hit.

It shot out of him like a tidal wave. The contraction spewed putrid goo in an arc at least two feet in the air before covering his legs and feet.

Winslet led him back to the wall and chained his ring to the ring. This time, she wore gloves. The odor filled the students’ nostrils. They fought not to gag.

Anal geysers are highly rentable, Sybil thought with a smirk.

“Next!” she ordered. It was Ryder’s turn.


Chapter 18 

First Torture

WHILE PRENTICE WAS attached to the wall bolt sobbing in disgrace, Sabrina uncaged Ryder and dragged him to center stage. Sybil was looking forward to his test because pain sluts earn reasonable rental fees but there are surcharges for extraordinary ones. So far, Ryder’s self-inflicted slaps to his uncaged penis and his home gym’s new automated spanker produced the kind of results that predicted he might be one of the higher-priced rentables.

His test would confirm it or Sybil would have to tag him as a typical pain whore who’d generate only modest fees. Sabrina’s notes from the days he’d been at home leaned toward giving him a more severe test to see which type he was. That’s how it worked with pain lovers; they had to be challenged with continuing increases that would push other men over the edge into slave hysteria.

Men who fall off that ledge are useless. They have to be reduced to their animal essence and brought back up step-by-step. Sybil didn’t have either time or interest for that. Quick results meant faster rentals. And income.

Sybil saw no reason to start Ryder at the bottom and walk him through more rigorous steps. That was tedious and it was already close to sundown. After they were fed, the students had fitness work and a night of individualized training. Ryder’s assessment had to be accurate and fast.

Men who yearn for pain are the often the kind who react to the simplest tools. That’s one reason they’re profitable. Sybil had Sabrina lay out several devices to see which would produce the responses women like. When you rent to male clients, they start with their hands. Women rarely do. They prefer using instruments rather than chance breaking a nail.

There were five tools laid out near where Sabrina attached Ryder’s wrists to an overhead bar. Every client Sybil knew had one of those so the test would reflect a common way her graduates were used.

Sabrina started with a short cane. Until now, Ryder’s homework was to use his hands and slap his caged penis. That was hardly a real test. Besides, he had other body parts she could use.

A bar spreading his legs gave Sabrina full access to one of the most sensitive areas men have other than penises and testicles. Between their thighs.

Sabrina swung the cane and hit one inner thigh then aimed at the other. Sybil wasn’t sure if the screeches she heard were from pain or merely surprise. It was a good starting point but it didn’t tell Sybil what she wanted to know.

Sabrina switched tools and when she chose the programmable nipple clamps, Sybil nodded. The pain they wreak is the kind women enjoy because they can be locked on and you don’t have to supervise them. Set the program and you’re done.

Ryder took a deep breath when he saw the clamps and grunted when the first bit his left chest. When the second gripped his right nipple, he growled. Sybil nodded again; after all, he was making the kind of noises you have to teach men who don’t fit into this category naturally. Authentic growls are part of what the surcharges are for.

She set the program to random and chose her next tool. It was time for the naked penis dangling from his groin, short as it was, to meet an electronic sound.

An experienced trainer can thread one into any penis in seconds. Sabrina chose the telescoping version so it went in quickly, even though Ryder was trembling. The three students bolted to the wall shuddered not in sympathy but from relief that it wasn’t going into them. Men are like that; they have almost no sympathy if it’s not happening to them.

Ryder was in what Sybil called automatic mode. The clamps and sound were fully automated so a renter could sit back and watch or tend to other tasks while the rental entertained her. Sabrina stepped away, turned the dial and pressed the power button.

Ryder stopped growling and launched into a full-throated wail that echoed off the walls before settling into the other students’ ears. Prentice and Chase closed their eyes. Griffen stared at the dangling man struggling to deal with the clamps and that thing she put in his penis. Griffen thought he was wasting too much energy when he should have absorbed the pain so he’d have the strength to cope with what she did next. One thing Griffen knew was in this place, there was always going to be something next. And it would be worse.

When Ryder stopped screeching after Sabrina turned off the programmed devices, Sybil zoomed her camera on his face.

There it was! A tiny smile.

The Academy had another high-potential rental. The only thing standing between Ryder and his first rental would be revealed by the next step in his test.

Men have a variety of parts that experienced women know how to target. Pain sluts have one that isn’t well known except to the kind of women who were Sybil’s clients. Most women were surprised when they watched the marketing videos and saw the reactions. Then they checked that box on the application.

The soles of their feet. It’s not just painful. For an elite pain lover, it’s exquisite torture.

Sabrina buckled spiked shoes on Ryder’s feet, then lowered the bar so he had to put some of his weight on the spikes. For this test, some of the spikes were dull. Sybil didn’t have to draw blood. Not today. When Ryder felt the pressure, he kicked hard to lift his feet but a man can do that only for so long before his legs wear out. Then he pulled one knee up to his chest and switched so he was basically doing leg lifts while hanging in midair.

Each time a foot touched the floor, he howled. That went on until Sabrina set him on automatic.

The nipple clamps and sound did their work while Ryder lifted each leg, stepped down hard to rest his arms, then raised the other one while Sabrina watched. He was on the cusp of slave hysteria when she asked the question Sybil put on her list.

“More?” she asked.

Ryder shrieked out his answer. “MORE! I WANT MORE!”

She turned the dial to the right and pressed the fourth button. Sybil kept him on the safe side of hysteria for another ten minutes before she tapped her tablet and sent the video to marketing.

Sabrina still had one more day to hone Ryder’s skills. The timing was perfect.


Chapter 19 

First Sortie

GRIFFEN KNEW HE was next when the woman unbuckled Ryder's shoes. removed the clamps and locked a leash to the ring. The woman Griffen was assigned to approached him with an unnerving smile. He had no inkling what she’d make him do or even that he was on trial. He couldn’t have conceived of her plan that if he passed, he might be taken as a woman’s Personal.

The staff agreed that only the best of the best deserved Sybil’s second look. If a man was granted that honor, he didn’t just have to meet her strict standards but had to excel in ways that were far beyond merely outstanding.

That meant one thing. He had to want it. Badly.

Breaking ordinary men was something Sybil could do in her sleep. The broken ones generated income from other women. Not for Sybil. She had no use for the men she defeated. Her hunger was for a man who had the kind of self-respect she had to shatter every day. It was the daily struggle with a man who believed he could resist her power that fed her. A man who was driven to come back for more. A warrior who lived for this battle. And the next one.

Griffen’s test was between him and Sybil. She didn’t need an audience so the women took their assignees to the shower room, hosed and scrubbed them, then locked them in their cells for an hour to practice what they’d learned.

Being alone didn’t frighten Griffen. Not knowing what she was going to do to him didn’t scare him. What did alarm him was what would happen to him if he performed to her satisfaction but even more about what she’d do if he didn’t.

Tess removed his cock cage and to Griffen’s surprise, unlocked the rings from behind his testicles and penis. For the first time in weeks, he was cageless and ringless and it shocked him that he felt so absolutely naked. The rings and the evil power they threatened had become a part of him, almost like his uniform when he soared in the sky.

Given what he’d seen done to the other men, Griffen steeled himself for what he assumed would be a severe trial. He was minutes away from finding out that he was wrong. Griffen anticipated physical pain. That wasn’t what Sybil had in store.

To Sybil, his body was acceptable as it was and would look better with daily fitness work. Her pursuit was deeper than muscles or appearance. She had to have what was underneath; she had to own his dignity, his pride, his self-respect. Once she took them, she’d take the last thing he had left. His goal.

Griffen dropped to his knees when Tess pointed to the floor in front of the row of breast replicas they used to prepare the mouthers. Women came in all sizes so men had to be skilled using their tongues, lips and teeth. The best ones learned to use their faces and even their chests. Instead of sleeping, they trained for hours at the Academy until the results were satisfactory. Then the real work began on authentic bosoms.

Failing to please the women hired as test models didn’t result in a mere ring zap or a well-placed swat. Men who didn’t perform up to Academy expectations were subjected to a different kind of correction, one that targeted their dignity. They had to learn that gratification belonged to women, not to them. Students learned that their personal honor and self-respect were inextricably intertwined with every woman’s satisfaction. Women came first. Men came last, if at all.

If an Academy graduate failed to please a renter, he was degraded, demeaned and debased. He wasn’t a real man because real men knew their place when they are summoned to serve. Failing cut to their core. But if a man was the right type, the battle was between the man and himself, all under the control of the woman who owned him for the time she paid to use him.

Wrestling with his pride was Griffen’s first test. He was flying the Academy’s first solo sortie.

Tess pointed to the first artificial breast, leaving him to question what she was telling him to do. He was completely unrestrained and could use any body part to obey her instruction. Men who started with their mouths were dropped from Sybil’s consideration. The role demanded creativity. Griffen knew he had to think outside the box.

Griffen knew he wasn’t on his knees in front of a lineup of imitation breasts to lick or suck them. That was too simple, far beneath his dignity. He was being dared to come up with another way, one that would do the job and exceed the women’s expectations at the same time. What he did had to be effective and unusual, something only he could concoct if he was going to pass the test. What he was being tested for didn’t matter. Griffen was determined to win. His honor was at stake.

Flying into enemy territory never scared him.

I’ve walked away from worse than this, he thought.

Griffen crawled to the last two replicas, a pair that were close together, the only ones that looked like real women’s breasts. He stood in front of them and then laid his naked penis in the cleavage.

Griffen humped his hips and tweaked the nipples with his fingers. He never looked down; he kept his eyes focused straight ahead. With each thrust, it became clearer to him. They weren’t testing his success. It was all about the way he tarnished his self-respect bowing down to their demands. How he elected to violate his honor. How he gave in to desecrating his pride.

SERE drilled into him that the goal was everything. Sacrificing his pride was the price he had to pay. He’d live to fly another mission another day.

Tess had never seen a student do that before. Most lapped and sucked the first breast, then the second and went down the line. They were dismissed from Sybil’s consideration before they reached the third model.

Sybil watched Griffen hump and tease the breasts until her monitor showed what she hoped for. His cock was stiffening. Not rock hard; not in danger of exploding. Yet.

That rubbing is purely physical. He’s not excited at all. Perfect, she thought.

“Lock him down,” she said into her mic.

Tess reached between Griffen’s legs and grabbed his penis. She pulled him off the row of breasts and dragged him into the same room he’d been forced to dance before. Humiliation washed over Griffen when he recalled the strip tease the voice insisted he do to entertain her. Determined to win another round against the voice, he boxed the memory in a corner of his mind so he could focus on what she’d mandate this time. Whatever it was, Griffen understood she knew he’d do it.

Griffen knew he would, too. Whatever the voice stipulated. He’d obey the order physically. She’d never own what he thought. She couldn't take the goal. That was his.

Sybil watched him set his face into stone. She could feel his willpower oozing through him, his gritty determination to win the contest between them. Griffen’s resolve flowed through him. Sybil’s power surged up from her toes.

Tess pulled back the curtain where Sexy and Queenie were waiting in recliner chairs for the final exam Sybil arranged. Griffen eyed the third chair. It was empty.

Servicing imitation women didn’t bother him. The vacant chair did. Facing the unknown is always more terrifying than dealing with what you can see. It was true when he flew into combat and it was true today.

Even though he’d just proven his creativity by stimulating synthetic breasts, Sybil had to see more before she’d take the next step. She’d been disappointed too many times. She didn’t want to suffer a man like the ones who failed to quench her thirst her again. This one had to prove he was worthy of her ownership.

Queenie’s telemetry would tell Sybil if Griffen had sufficient vaginal and anal aptitudes. Sexy would verify that he knew what to do with the rest of a woman’s body. What she’d put in the third chair depended on how well – or badly – he did with the first two.

Tess stepped out of the way so the cameras had an unimpeded view of the two occupied chairs and the empty test chair she hadn’t seen used in at least a year. That student failed so miserably, their staff meetings were tense for weeks. Sybil hated to be disappointed.

This boy had better be a lot better than that last one, Tess thought.

Griffen waited for an order. Sybil studied his posture – straight as usual – and his lips that were drawn into a straight line. He exuded a mix of defiance and capitulation, the same stance he’d take when she put him naked and on its knees in her suite. She took a breath and issued her first order.

“Please Queenie,” she said.

At first, Griffen didn’t move. Sybil felt her shoulders tense and knew she should shake her arms to relieve the tightness but she was completely absorbed awaiting Griffen’s next move. He was considering the device’s two possibilities – it was only a partial woman’s body – before choosing what to do. Experience was his teacher.

At the Academy, he'd seen men with their hands tied behind their backs. Men on their knees. Men hanging by their wrists. Men forced to suck, lick and chew with their mouths, teeth and tongues. Men’s asses invaded and stretched. Griffen surely would not pass this test by stimulating a fictional woman with his fingers and he’d already humped a pair of breasts with his crotch.

There has to be a different way, he thought.

He repeated the order in his mind. Please Queenie, the voice said. Not make her come.

Griffen fell to his knees, leaned forward, spread his arms out and dropped his forehead to the floor. At the last moment, he spread his knees and raised his ass. He wouldn’t move until the voice told him to. It was risky, but Griffen was used to taking risks. And he usually won.

Sybil gripped her chair’s arms and leaned closer to the monitor. The surge of power that started in her toes was flowing through her. She hadn’t let herself hope this man would understand what he was and now he showed her that he did. Sybil was excited with an unsettled feeling lurking underneath.

Tess was confident this was the right man for Sybil. When he was told to please an inanimate replica, he understood who and what he was. He submitted to a hunk of plastic. Complete, utter surrender.

Sybil knew what she would put in the third chair. The doll in the second chair was merely a placeholder.

She dismissed Tess, turned off the cameras and walked into the assessment room.

It was time for Griffen’s final exam. She administer it herself.


First and Final Exams

Chapter 20 

First Exams

BY SUNDAY AFTERNOON, the four students were not quite finished with their nonstop weekend of Academy coursework. They practiced skills well into Friday night and suffered through more Saturday morning, noon and night. They worked until Sybil gave them passing grades. By Sunday morning, she had three ready for First Rentals to women who requested certain skills for short-term use. Sybil had a different set of plans for the fourth Academy graduate.

Sunday schooling was devoted to teaching them how to act when they were rented. The Academy had rules the renters agreed to as well as strict guidelines the rentables had to learn. Penises were off limits. All Academy rentals were to remain caged while they were leased. Women who requested a pain slut for CBT could use the cage’s electronics or Sybil would deliver a penis with a sound in place. Every other body part was fair game for the interim owners.

Sybil’s policy was if they broke it, they paid for it.

After First Academy, Sybil sent graduates home for three days before they were to report to their renters on Thursday. Sybil stopped counting how many times women asked if they could keep them another day or two for an additional fee. That’s why First Rentals started on Thursdays. If renters wanted to keep them, long weekends worked best for last-minute extensions.

Early Sunday morning, the students were in the assessment room for an interactive roleplay session. They were given summaries of the personas they were to portray and tested with cases that mimicked typical rental sessions. Mistakes were corrected immediately; appropriate behavior was never rewarded. It was expected. The takeaway for the students was that fulfilling demands was its own reward. They deserved and would receive nothing more than that.

It was Sybil’s policy to rent first-time men only overnight. Their time was paid for from sundown until after breakfast so they could get to work on Friday. Only experienced graduates were available for multi-day rentals that worked with their calendars. Overnight business trips were easier to explain if men had families. Excuses were up to them; after all, they committed the crimes so they could come up with any stories that worked. What they told family or coworkers wasn’t Sybil’s concern. Rented men knew what they had done and what she would do it they botched the assignment.

The students read their rental timetables. A limo would pick them up at a certain time; they’d change in the back seat and would be dropped off at the renter’s door. After that, the renter owned every minute of their time. And their bodies.

The last line was clear. “Obey every order.” Sybil didn’t have to include the warning or else. The men knew she could see them wherever they were. They were intimately familiar with what she could do to them from anywhere.

In the assessment room, Chase read his summary, the character he was to become for 16 hours. He read it twice.

You are a housemaid being tested to see if you have the talent to be promoted to a personal servant. If you displease your owner, she will band your testicles until they rot and fall off. You are desperate to prove you are worth keeping.

Chase’s hand dropped to his crotch in an ill-advised yet unconscious reaction to protect his balls. A quick jolt to his cage reminded him that his groin was off limits. His gasp taught the other men there was zero tolerance for touching themselves.

Paige used Chase’s cage as a handle and pulled him into a side room. Rented men are on their own so the Academy replicated that for roleplay. The other three watched on the monitor.

The first thing Chase saw was the maid’s outfit hanging on a hook. Fearful of another jolt, he stepped into the short skirt and pulled the blouse over his head. Then he saw the garter belt and wrapped it around his hips under the skirt. Stockings were next and it took a few tries before he got the seams straight. The stilettos were last and when he finished buckling them around his ankles, he waited for his next instruction.

When Blair opened the door and walked into the room, Chase dropped to his knees. Whoever this woman was, he’d been told she owned him and that meant she could activate his cage if he didn’t please her. Chase’s foremost concern was his testicles. He’d soon find out that he had bigger things to worry about than a pair of balls.

Blair was Sybil’s favorite contractor for Academy roleplays. She was the kind of woman Sybil never had to worry about. No matter what scenario she was given, Blair assumed the role inside and out. Chase would be no problem for her. She’d tested several men like him over the semesters.

Blair pointed at her boots and presented Chase his first dilemma. Did she want them taken off? Cleaned with his tongue? Jumping from one option to the other, Chase did what he had been taught. Do more than what a woman expects.

He got on all fours and crawled to her feet.

Chase licked one boot from her thigh to her toes, then worked the boot off and sucked her foot into his mouth. After receiving a decent tongue massage, Blair kicked Chase’s cage with the remaining boot. He repeated the lick-remove-suck on that foot. Blair stood up and said, “Undress me.”

A good personal slave knows how to remove his owner’s clothing. Piece by piece. Folded or hung on a hangar. All while worshipping every inch of her skin that was revealed.

The students watched Chase unbutton her vest, unzip her leather skirt and roll her stockings down to her ankles. Piece by piece, he attended to her clothing, separating the leather to oil and the stockings to wash by hand. All that was left were her red panties.

Chase had practiced for hours to remove them with his teeth, revering her skin as he exposed it. Personals never touched their owners with their hands.

Until Chase did.

It was the last thing he was aware of for a while. The combination of her foot driving into his cage and the shock Sybil delivered sent him to the precipice of slave hysteria. Blair kicked him into a corner and turned her back while he thrashed through the correction he earned.

When that episode was over, Blair lifted him by his aching caged penis and pointed to her panties. This time, he did it correctly. With his teeth.

The students watching the monitor learned an important lesson. Sybil was even more assured that Blair was the perfect evaluator for students’ final exams. The students learned they were not allowed to make mistakes. ‘Or else’ never had to be said aloud again. They knew the consequences.

-=o=-

Sabrina handed Ryder the tablet with his role.

Your owner is trying new devices she designed. Her friends are watching remotely. You are the body she will use to demonstrate.

Sabrina had Ryder crawl behind her into a small room where she locked his wrists and ankles to O-rings on the wall. While Ryder waited, he stared at the equipment laid out around the room. A polished wood bench. A cock stock. A table with a dozen paddles, whips and electronic tools he’d never seen before.

In the adjoining room, the students cringed when they saw the evil-looking devices. Sybil kept her eye on Ryder, specifically his groin. It took only three minutes before she saw what she anticipated. Ryder’s cage twitched. A typical reaction for genuine pain sluts.

Blair was dressed in leather, from her vest and pants down to spiked boots. She walked across the room like she was floating, immensely comfortable with the ominous devices in easy reach. She didn’t need to practice. Blair wasn’t just experienced with them. She was an expert.

Blair waved a short carbonite cane in the air. The swishes were loud enough to make the other students close their eyes and wait for the shrieks they were sure were coming. Each step took her closer to Ryder who trembled more and more each time her heels clicked on the floor. She didn’t say a word when the cane met the sensitive space between his thighs.

Ryder squealed. Blair nodded. That was the sound she needed to hear to conduct a proper final exam. Most men would have cried out when she whacked that sweet spot. Ryder’s little yelp meant she could use the new devices Sybil had supplied. The double-pronged zapper felt perfect in her hand.

Penises are the finale, she thought and aimed for his right nipple.

A loud grunt followed and when she alternated between his nipples, Ryder’s growls filled the speakers in the students’ room and Sybil’s office. Blair exchanged the prod for a KTB, a custom-made one with adjustable spikes. It was too soon to draw blood. Blair turned the dial to half strength.

Ryder didn’t move when she locked it around his penis. The KTB was her canary in Ryder’s coal mine that would tell her if – and how much – he could take. Depending on the results, she’d know which tool to use next. And the one after that.

Blair unlocked him from the wall and pointed to the bench. When Ryder was secured on his hands and knees, she ran a bar around his waist to keep him in place. Blair knew all men flinched. The last thing she needed was an injured rentable. They’re useless.

Ryder’s raised ass was pointed at one camera; his face at another. Half of a pain lover’s worth is how red you can make his ass but faces have their own value. How they react. How their mouths twist when they scream.

Blair didn’t need to warm up, not with this ass. The studded whip met his backside time after time. Each swat was greeted by a screech until it was an unbroken wail. Blair swayed in tempo with the song Ryder sang.

Sybil checked several boxes on Ryder’s rental profile. So far, he was an above average pain slut but that wouldn’t do for her elite renters. They demanded more than that.

Blair’s preparation for the final test made the students cringe. She injected Ryder with lube, then pushed an evil-looking plug into him, one that had been sitting in a charger. Every onlooker knew it had to do something malevolent but by this point, they couldn’t even guess how bad it would be. They were sure of one thing. It would be awful.

They were right that time.

Blair moved Ryder to a cock stock and locked his ankles to the base. She lowered the metal top to clamp his testicles and penis in place. Finally, she pointed to the rings above Ryder’s head. He reached up and grabbed them. He thought he knew what was coming but like most men, he was wrong. Again.

Not one of them could have predicted what the plug in his ass plus the tool in Blair’s hand could do in combination. Not even Blair. The new sound went into Ryder’s penis easily and when she dialed the plug’s power to medium and pressed two buttons, it started.

Inside his penis, Ryder felt the rod telescope deeper into him. So did the plug in his ass. Then it happened. Both devices released their contents and Ryder felt the heat first, then the burn. The howling started in seconds and was followed by gut-level shrieks. The finale was a single, unending scream that even Sybil hadn’t heard before. Not that loud. Not that relentless.

Blair sat on the room’s only chair and watched Ryder dance and sing. Then she looked at the camera and smiled.

Sybil had a true pain slut to rent that would come with a surcharge if the renter wanted to use the new tools she offered.

She smiled. The renters who wanted a natural pain slut always checked that box.


Chapter 21 

Griffen’s Exam

PRENTICE DIDN’T NEED a final exam. Sybil had video of his anal geyser that would market itself. It was getting late, nearly time for the limo to take the men back to the city. She already decided that she’d conduct Griffen’s final exam by herself so she dismissed the students and the trainers to prepare for their First Rentals on Thursday. The trainers updated the men’s tablets and calendars to make sure the dates were clear and the students practiced their new homework assignments that would prepare them for their first overnight rentals. Paying rentals.

Griffen was alone, naked and on his knees in the assessment room. His back was straight and he stared straight ahead. He knew what to do when captors left him by himself. Isolating him was a typical attempt to instill fear. He cleared his mind, brought up idyllic thoughts of a lake near his boyhood home and mentally escaped the four walls imprisoning him. He almost felt the warmth of the sun in the clear blue sky.

Griffen heard footsteps before the door opened. Sybil walked in and he forced himself not to look at her. She walked around him like a lioness stalking her prey and stopped behind him, so close that her tall boots pressed against his ramrod-straight back.

“I am your biggest fear,” she said.

Griffen snapped out of his daydream and closed his eyes. If she’d gotten her hands on his file – his confidential records – he had a bigger fight on his hands than he imagined. Sybil didn’t need that file to discover what frightened a man like him the most. She was an expert at unpeeling any protective layers ones who intrigued her wrapped around themselves, although this was her first with a former military specimen.

The game was on.

“Get up,” she said. Griffen rose and stood at attention.

“Face me.”

Sybil inspected him with her eyes and her hands. She didn’t miss a single part of his body, from the hair on his head to the soles of his feet and every piece between. She thought of him like a side of beef she would slice into steaks to feed her hunger. Her fingers felt his broad chest and flat belly. His thighs were appetizing and his asscheeks felt juicy. Sybil was ravenous and a five-course meal was standing in front of her. At attention.

“Entertain me,” she said.

Griffen saw raw power flashing in her eyes. He felt the force of her drive and was enveloped in the total control she had over him. Entertaining her was his challenge and no matter where he was or what the circumstances, the goal always came first. His dilemma was to untangle what was enough to entertain a woman like her.

He gripped his wrists behind his back and approached her. His lips parted and he nestled his face in the cleavage her leather vest revealed. Using only his teeth and tongue, he sucked her breast hard.

Gentle is wasted on a woman like her, he thought.

When he bit down harder than he’d ever done with any woman, he heard what he hoped to hear. A sigh. After he finished her other breast, he gripped both nipples in his teeth.

Sybil moaned.

Griffen stepped back and stood at attention, his eyes on the blank wall behind her.

She was hungry for the next course on the menu. He’d give it to her. Right here. Right now.

She pointed to her boots. Griffen knelt, removed each boot and with his hands behind his back, attended to her toes. Licking and sucking noisily, he focused on his task. If he looked up, he’d have seen her shut her eyes.

The test went on until Sybil reached the edge of orgasm so many times she lost track of time.

Griffen knew what she wanted but wouldn’t give it to her unless she ordered him to. It had to be an order.

I can manipulate her, he concluded silently.

He’s mine. I own him, Sybil thought.

They were both right.


Chapter 22 

First Rentals

ON FRIDAY AFTERNOON, Sybil held a staff meeting to review the three students after their First Exams while they were on their way to their offices. The staff watched several highlight reels before Sybil opened the discussion. She was terse.

“In a word, satisfactory,” she said.

To the trainers, that word was a double-edge sword. They knew how Sybil’s evaluation of rented men’s performance worked. Calling them satisfactory meant she was mostly pleased with their performances but was less than pleased with some particulars. Each trainer hoped her student netted more of the former than the latter.

Paige had seen a lot of progress with Chase’s homework that week leading up to his First Rental. He bent and twisted more rhythmically and followed ‘do this, do that’ directions well. He’d licked and sucked so many shoes she couldn’t imagine he’d have failed at that.

Winslet’s tablet recorded the steady progress of Prentice’s anal expansion. She monitored what he could accommodate and refined his singing and dancing to give the renter a loud and energetic experience.

Sabrina upgraded the intensity and the diversity of the tools Ryder was subjected to and his reactions were top notch. He was boisterous, almost earsplitting, when she combined mechanical spanking with nipple clips along with the activated sound.

Tess sat quietly while the other trainers stewed over their students’ successes and possible failures. She had nothing to report so she had nothing to worry about. She didn’t monitor Griffen’s schooling. Sybil spent hours testing her potential Personal. Sybil's smile gave away her relief that she may have finally found what she’d been searching for.

That broad grin caught the staff’s attention. It wasn’t something they'd seen very often, certainly not in a staff meeting.

Sybil summed it up. “Actually, they were pretty darned good. Two five-star ratings and one four-and-a-half. You did well. You did very well.”

Three trainers beamed. Tess’s face was almost radiant.

Sybil went over the summaries. Chase’s renter, a small stable owner, gave him five stars.

“The boot licker you sent was first-class. So much saliva! But more than that, he was never still especially when that talented mouth was on my toes. I didn’t just keep his ass busy. All of him was a ball of motion all night!”

Prentice’s evaluation was next. “Prentice was rented by a woman who needed a demo for a small remote group she was showing how to do safe anal expansion. There’d been an anal tear in one of the women’s stables so she wanted to illustrate how to do that properly. Here’s what she wrote,” Sybil said.

“That was quite a stretched ass! Good work on his anus by your team. I filled it over and over and the audience was highly amused when I made him empty. And yes, I did overfill it at the end so they could see what you called ‘Old Faithful’. That was quite a geyser!”

Winslet’s face glowed with pride. As the anal specialist that Sybil counted on, she was thrilled with the rating the most recent ass she worked on received.

Turning to Sabrina, Sybil said, “As for the pain boy, he was used by a pair of women who share their merchandise. They were playing their regular game to see which of them could make the boy cry.”

The trainers knew who those women were. They were famous for renting pain lovers and notorious for being very picky.

“We used everything we had. He screamed a lot, especially when we made him beg for more. My partner made him stomp his feet onto spikes and you wouldn’t believe the volume! But I won with a bullwhip and no, I didn’t draw blood. Maybe next time you’ll send one with a bigger cock. His fit in one fist.”

Sabrina grinned at the compliments and nodded about the cock comment. That was out of her hands. The only remedy for cock size was a different cock.

That left Tess’s student’s review. He hadn’t been rented to a client. He spent his First Rental in Sybil’s suite and although the trainers were eager to hear her assessment, none thought she’d offer specifics. They were wrong.

Sybil said, “It’s no secret that the fourth boy was mine. It’s been a while since one interested me so I used his First Rental to take him through everything I could think of to make sure I wasn’t wasting my time.”

Tess was on the edge of her seat, hoping the boy met her high standards. Not too many did. They wound up in a low-cost pool of rentables for women with simple needs and moderate means.

“I don’t want an obedient slave who says ‘Yes, Ma’am’ to every order. You know them, the crawlers. Happy on their knees. Thrilled to be used. The ones who need to be told every step. Mine has to serve me proudly. One who knows it’s a gift to be mine. A man that throws himself into doing it not just right but has to go beyond that.”

Not one trainer could have summarized Sybil any better than that.

“Every minute was a battle. I threw challenge after challenge at him and he faced each one with the perfect level of defiance. Then his honor took over. He was proud to perform. Honored to obey.”

The staff stared at Sybil. They’d never heard her speak that way, certainly not about a man whose deplorable behavior they were correcting. After Tess reread Griffen’s history, she realized he hurt women but not intentionally. It was his inability to commit that needed to be replaced with devotion, not simple allegiance. If Griffen was the right one for Sybil, he had to pledge his honor to her. That was a huge task for a man like him.

Sybil had more to say. “I exhausted his body but never his mind. I pushed him beyond what he could do physically and mentally. I felt his struggle the instant he gave in. I made him say the words. Just that once. But that’s all it took.” She paused and told them the moment it happened.

“He was on the combo, the ass and mouth machine, when I jolted the sound. He couldn’t get words out, he was grunting so much between hip thrusts. But when I was taking him from every direction, I got him on the precipice of hysteria. You know, shaking and trembling but suffering whatever I inflicted because I inflicted it. For no other reason. That’s when I asked the question.”

Don’t stop now, Tess urged her silently. Say it!

“I turned off the machines. You know the question I asked. ‘Who owns you?’ That’s all I had to say. He shouted, ‘YOU OWN ME!’”

The trainers gave her a standing ovation. Forcing a man like Griffen whose entire existence was about duty and honor to finally give in, to admit her dominance, to yield his very being to her was a rare accomplishment. If anyone could do it, Sybil could.

And she did.

“What’s next for him?” Tess asked.

Sybil grinned and said, “Transforming him into my Personal.”

-=o=-

During the two-hour ride back to the city, three first-timers chatted with each other reluctantly at first about their time as First Rentals. After they compared the basics, they held very little back. They shared what happened, how they performed and how weirdly satisfying it was to get high ratings. Silently, they were horrified about their past dreadful behavior, the appalling way they treated women that got them sent to the Academy in the first place. To a man, they swore they’d never do anything like that again.

Sybil listened to their conversation while checking boxes on her tablet to upgrade their homework so they could be rented for longer periods and to a wider audience. Adding these three to the others in cities across the country, the Academy’s recurring income was growing. That meant the next city they set up shop in would generate even more profit.

While the men relived their First Rentals, Sybil reviewed five background reports to see if the ones they’d targeted in the next location were suitable for an Academy class. Five was her limit per semester. It took time to research, plan and train men plus all the hours her staff needed to monitor them at home and at work. Until recently, Sybil had one focus – to administer the Academy – but the second time she looked at her watch, she knew her concentration was on something else.

It was on the fourth man in the car. The taciturn one. The one who sat up perfectly straight and looked straight ahead. The one struggling not to let on what was roiling in his gut.

The unease filling Griffen stemmed from what he learned in SERE. It was always about the goal. The goal is everything, they drilled into him. Never, ever let go of the goal. Do what you have to do to survive but keep the goal in sight. His mind was reeling as much as his stomach was churning. Griffen’s lifelong goal, the one he believed was his, had just been ripped to shreds. The seeds of a new one were taking root.

Griffen didn’t know what to do, much less what to think.

His instinct was to destroy the seedlings and tend the garden he knew, the one that got him through the brutal weeks in SERE and every mission he flew. But when that woman immersed him in a new battle, he lost sight of the goal he treasured. Escape. He’d never felt it before. He had no words to describe what was replacing it.

Griffen didn’t know how to stop it from taking over. Worse than that, he wasn’t sure he wanted to.

In her office, Sybil watched Griffen’s jaw clench and his hand grip the armrest. She reveled in the power she had over him and at the same time demanded he beg for more. That was her goal, a proud man on his knees pleading to a camera he hoped she was watching, to let him return. Not rented to others. To be owned. By her. Again.

The limo stopped at the long-term lot and one by one, four rented men headed for their silent trips back to work. Their tablets gave them an hour before the flashing red icon would appear with their homework. They knew it would be arduous. But they had to admit it was strangely enticing.

Men are competitive, Sybil told her staff. They aspire to be the best at whatever you turn them into. That held true for the three rentables. This week, they’d prove it.


Chapter 23 

Beyond First Rentals

A WEEK BEFORE SYBIL started planning the Academy’s relocation, she sent Tess to secure the space and set up cameras in five targeted men’s homes and offices. Sybil was facing a decision that impacted those plans. She trusted her trainers and let them oversee the three new rentables’ homework. Her focus was on the fourth, a man who for the first time in years, captured her attention.

Taking a man out of his environment and meshing him into hers was a huge decision. It would take up her time, perhaps disrupting the way the Academy worked, a process she’d worked hard to make problem free. On the other hand, her trainers handled their own Personals and they didn’t impact how well her staff worked. Those Personals knew their place and stayed there. Out of sight.

But moving the Academy was the perfect time to extract a man and cut his ties to the life he knew. The one on her monitor had almost no friends or extended family who’d miss him. Reckoning’s team was expert at planting suggestions about where their quarry disappeared to and why. They did it each time they kidnapped useless men and turned them into what buyers preordered. If they could to that, so could she.

There was no practical reason for Sybil not to take him now. But there was a potential enigma with Griffen. The fight. Sybil knew that if he gave up the fight, if he turned into one of those ‘Yes, Ma’am’ types who didn’t bristle when they were demeaned or weren’t humiliated when she debased them, she’d tire of him. What would she do with him then?

Sybil watched the monitor as Griffen dropped his go-bag on the kitchen counter. She followed his trek to the den where he settled into a recliner and closed his eyes. He wasn’t sleeping; she saw him grip the arms. He was reliving the past weeks in his thoughts and recalled every detail about what the woman called his Final Exam and the words he said – words he shouted – when she asked him that question. Who owns you?

He heard the words he said. The words he shouted.

YOU OWN ME.

He replayed those three words over and over until he could feel the gut-wrenching way she dragged that sentence out of him. Griffen didn’t have to say it. He could have chosen silence and she’d have sent him away. He shuddered when a sense of loss flowed through him. It wasn’t about failure to please her because he knew he did that. It was all about his goal.

The goal is everything, they taught him. They told him the goal was to survive so he could escape and for the first time in his structured life, Griffen exchanged that goal for a new one. No, he thought, he didn’t change it.

She did.

He felt it at the same time Sybil saw it. His penis twitched inside the cage she locked on him before she sent him home. Griffen stood up and faced what he knew was her 360-degree view of him and said, “You own me.”

Those three words sealed Griffen’s fate. And Sybil’s.

-=o=-

Weeks later, when Paige, Sabrina and Winslet’s rental reports were uploaded to her tablet, Sybil scanned the results.

Prentice had been rented two weekends in a row to the same woman. The first time was for the winner in her stable’s competition to have his first ejaculation in weeks that wasn’t a regular machine milking. Her application detailed how the contest worked. Her owned men vied to earn the highest fees and the most callbacks from paying clients. Apparently, her clients were very satisfied and the winner turned out to be the thickest penis in her stable.

Winslet linked to video clips of Prentice’s weekend along with a graph of the expander’s progress that was approaching a nine. Now that Prentice could sing and dance, the renter commented that her long-denied contest winner was so grateful, he pleaded to be put into chastity again just so he could win and use Prentice’s ass again.

The second weekend she paid to use Prentice wasn’t as the prize for one of her bulls. This time, she wanted to see exactly how much his ass could take so she could start expanding her own stable. If the Academy boy’s ass could take a cock as big as he did the prior weekend, then she’d use it as a benchmark for the ones she owned. That meant close inspection of Prentice’s reactions to what she put in it. Her new machine came with a wide range of plug sizes and she paid extra for the self-lubricating ones. Prentice spent two days hooked up to the machine with only enough rest to make sure his singing and dancing were energetic enough.

Winslet circled the invoice total and included a copy of the payment. It more than covered the Academy’s recent relocation, including transportation.

Paige’s summary of the boot licker’s rentals was next on Sybil’s tablet. She wasn’t sure the one assigned to Paige had that much rental potential even with the hard work Paige did with him. Chase was physically awkward and had the smallest penis in the Academy class. Not many women would be interested in paying for something that tiny.

His first full weekend rental was with a woman who was entertaining guests. She used him as kitchen staff as well as to serve her guests. The video clips Paige linked made Sybil laugh.

Chase was all frills. From the bows in his wig to the peekaboo blouse to the tiny poufy skirt and the tall heels, he was uproariously amusing. Each time he stumbled, they put him on all fours, had him lick one shoe or another while the renter passed a short whip to her guests who were delighted to discipline Chase’s clumsy ass.

The second weekend was more intense. The renter had a list of what she wanted in a superior mouth boy to use for herself. Every part of herself. She was exhausted after training a trio she bought at an auction and wanted a mouth that could relax her tired muscles. A few orgasms included. Her caveat was that she’d heard about the benefits of anal massage and wanted to try that, too.

Chase had less than a week to prepare so Paige had Queenie delivered to his home for practice sessions she monitored. He was competent vaginally but a complete failure on Queenie’s very realistic anus. Paige’s jolts to his cage resolved his reluctance. She made sure he perfected his technique. It was a grueling week for Paige but based on the renter’s survey, she delivered an excellent mouther. The client gave him five stars and made a reservation to use him again in a few weeks. She was happy to pay the extra charge for anal massage.

It’s always interesting when pain sluts are rented for entire weekends. Even though Sybil rented only to experienced women, there was always one who didn’t adhere to the directions she sent with the boy. Pain sluts must have wounds treated between sessions and no renter is allowed to mark one permanently. If they damage the merchandise, they’ve bought it.

Ryder’s first rental stayed within the boundaries but it was the second that concerned Sybil. Sabrina sent photos of his back and legs with only one or two bleeders that were healing already. It was the photo of his ass that disturbed Sybil. Four butterfly clips were needed to repair the damage the renter’s whip made. Sybil read Sabrina’s summary twice.

The wounds were treated properly. The boy seems pleased with them. He wears them like a mark of pride. Each time she drew blood, he begged for more. Loudly.

Sybil had no idea what Ryder told his wife until she looked at his calendar where convenient business travel had been entered. But the bigger problem was with an ass as damaged as his, he wasn’t rentable until it healed. Sabrina added a note about that near the end of her report.

There are two orders for him. I can send him locked in an open-front diaper.

Sybil chuckled at the image of Ryder in a diaper that the renter would certainly have fun changing when he soiled it. Especially if she fed him the colon cleansers included in his travel kit.

-=o=-

While the movers hauled the Academy’s equipment to the van, Tess texted Sybil details and photos of the new location, then updated her on the surveillance equipment that was installed in five residences and offices. Sabrina, Winslet and Paige were overseeing their Personals who were unpacking in their new suites. Tess sent a floor plan for Sybil’s rooms and asked if it met her needs.

Sybil studied the photos. The bedroom had a lovely view of the mountains, adequate closets and most of all, an exquisite bathroom with a jetted tub. There was a small alcove off the suite with a red arrow pointing to it on the sketch. Tess made sure there was a space for Sybil’s new Personal.

The question was if Sybil was taking her new boy with her. She swiped her tablet to see Griffen’s monitors. He was standing at attention, repeating the same three words. She didn't need the speakers on to know what he was saying. She read his lips.

You own me. You own me.

Sybil unmuted her microphone and said, “For as long as you please me.”

Griffen trembled when his watch alerted him to a new message. He grabbed his tablet, saw the extended personal leave on his calendar and knelt on the floor, waiting for her next order.


First Ownership

Chapter 24 

First Live Trial

THE PLANE LANDED with only one bounce that Griffen attributed to the pilot’s angle being a few degrees off. He retrieved her travel bag from the overhead compartment, slung it over his shoulder and followed her into the terminal. She walked straight to the waiting limo where the driver opened the door for her, holding out her arm for Griffen to hand over her bag. He stood next to the car until Sybil pointed at the seat facing her. Griffen climbed in.

What happened in the past 24 hours played in his brain like a replay in slow motion. He rushed around his house, turned off water to the laundry, set the lights on automatic and when his watch beeped, set the alarm and waited outside like he was told.

Once he was buckled in, the driver whisked him to the airport, handed him a ticket and drove off. He always kept his passport, ID and TSA cards with him so he passed through the checkpoint without having to be screened. He was worried that the cage imprisoning his penis would set off alarms and they’d take him to a small room and make him drop his pants.

She was waiting for him in the priority lounge, tapping her foot as he approached. He wanted to drop to his knees but the club was filled with passengers so when she pointed to the chair next to her, he sat. Sybil hadn’t said a word yet. She didn’t have to. Griffen knew better than to offer small talk. Not with this woman. Not in his position.

Sybil dropped her coat across his lap and wriggled her hand underneath. It was all Griffen could do to keep from grunting when she tugged his cage toward her. She studied his face while she pulled. His lips were taut. His eyes on hers. He was struggling inside to integrate the way she was degrading him with his sense of dignity. Each time she yanked the cage, he grit his teeth and took it. Had he cried out loud, she’d have left him where he was and boarded the plane alone.

Sybil didn’t want just the struggle. She needed it. She demanded it. He would give it to her or she would drop him in the middle of nowhere and be done with him. He’d be just another mistake. Another disappointment.

When it was time to board first-class, Sybil strode to the door and never looked behind her. Griffen carried her bag; his instructions were not to bring his own. Everything he needed would be provided like he was an adopted orphaned dog whose only requirements were a feeding dish and maybe a small bed to sleep in. Griffen didn’t realize how close that would be to his new reality. The one she would create for him.

The two-hour flight offered drink service and snacks. She ordered for him, a scotch and soda that didn’t surprise him. She knew everything about him down to what he occasionally drank but he was as blind to her history as he was to his own future. She knew every detail about him and he didn’t even know her name.

Very few men make it this far. Maybe he’s the right one, Sybil thought.

Now they were in the limo that drove for an hour with no conversation in the back seat. Sybil said a few words to the driver who responded with one-word replies. When the car finally stopped, Griffen waited for the driver to escort the woman out of the back seat. He didn’t move until she wagged her finger at him, her silent command for him to get out. To follow her.

She used her palm print to open the door and led Griffen down one long hallway, turned right then left and laid her palm on the pad next to the door. He memorized the turns and counted the steps, recognizing that the goal – survival and escape – was complicated by the handprint entry system.

Escape from what? Griffen asked himself silently. From where I put myself?

“Unpack,” she said, pointing to the bag slung over his shoulder.

Griffen unzipped the bag, retrieved her laptop and file folders and arranged them on the desk. Six, he counted. Six monitors for the men she was about to blackmail and put them through what he’d suffered in a city a two-hour flight away.

His count was off by one. There were five men arriving in the morning. The sixth monitor was for him.

She used her palm to open the office door and returned to the hallway. He followed her into the elevator where she said, “Close your eyes.” When the doors opened, she asked, “How many?”

With his eyes still shut, Griffen replied, “Seven.”

Pilots are always aware of their altitude. Griffen knew exactly how many floors they’d risen but he didn’t open his eyes even when she grabbed his cage through his slacks and tugged him down the hallway one way, turned and tugged him the other way. She did it several times, obviously to confuse his count. When they stopped in front of the elevator, she asked, “Which one?”

“Fifth door on the right,” he said.

Her palm opened the door, the fifth on the right, and she walked inside with his cage still in her fist. His eyes were closed and would stay that way until she told him to open them. He knew he was being tested. It was another challenge that he would win or as he learned in SERE, he would die trying.

“Strip,” she said.

With his eyes still shut, Griffen took off his shoes, unbuttoned his shirt and dropped his slacks. He folded his clothes blindly in a pile on the floor. His instructions were clear. Shirt, pants, shoes. Nothing else. Her orders didn’t demand his caged penis standing out from his groin but no matter how hard he tried to dissuade it, it had a mind of its own. It behaved automatically when he was near or even thought about this woman.

He heard the click when the cage opened and hung between his naked legs from the ring nestled against his groin. He felt her remove the device but not the rings behind his penis and testicles. The rings felt like they were part of him. Griffen learned that she could take the cage off when she wanted but he had no way to remove it himself. He also learned that she could put it back on him whenever she chose. And there was nothing he could do about it.

That realization made his penis harder.

He stood naked and at attention while Sybil examined him with her eyes and her hands. She felt every inch of his skin and maddeningly for Griffen avoided the parts that screamed for her touch the loudest. A small moan escaped his lips.

“Unpack,” she said and added, “with your eyes open.”

Griffen blinked a few times and scanned his surroundings. He was in a hotel suite of sorts. In the foyer to be exact. There was a small kitchen to the left and a sitting room to the right. He saw one door open to the bedroom with another leading to the bathroom. The third door in the bedroom had a keypad on the wall. It was shut.

He marched to the suitcase on the bed, his hard cock bouncing with each step. Item by item, he hung her clothes in the closet and sorted the rainbow of lingerie into dresser drawers making sure the colors matched. Bright red panties with a red bra; the purple thong with the matching lace bra. He filled the drawers hue by hue with silky garments he was desperate to rub against his drooling penis.

When the suitcase was empty, he tackled the bathroom. Boxes of lotions, soaps, sponges and shampoo filled the elegant bathroom’s counter and shelves. After he broke down the boxes and stored them in the closet because she’d need them when they moved to the next city, he returned to the foyer where Sybil sat on an upholstered chair, tapping her boot on the floor.

Griffen saw the sun setting over the mountains through the floor-to-ceiling windows from the center of the room where he remained at attention, waiting for her command. He felt oddly relaxed waiting for her to tell him what to do. He didn’t have to make decisions, weigh alternatives or come up with a plan. It was a new and strangely comforting way for him to exist, somewhat peculiar and very different from everything he was and had done his entire adult life.

Until she grabbed his stiff penis again.

Her touch yanked him out of his daydream, reinforcing where he was and what he had ceded to this woman. She was dressed; he was naked. She was in charge; he was powerless. She told him what to do; he did it. She was exuding raw attraction that touched him inside and out; yet he was prohibited from adoring her skin until she allowed him to. She was magnetic and he was hard as a rock.

“If you please me today, I will use you tonight,” Sybil said.

Griffen’s erect posture was interrupted by an all-body shudder. He set his jaw. Whatever it took to please her, he would do it. He had no idea what using him meant but he wanted it. He’d perform in every way she told him to and fulfill every command she gave him. His new goal was to win the contest. She set the rules.

What he didn’t know was how much it would take to bring the encounter to a draw. Or what using him meant. All he worried about was meeting – no, winning – the battle she would throw at him.

Sybil grinned when drops of precum drooled down to the floor.


Chapter 25 

First Possession

GRIFFEN WORKED FOR hours arranging her suite. He ironed the sheets and made the bed three times until she was satisfied. He rearranged the dresser drawers under her watchful eye, shuffled her bath lotions into the proper sequence she dictated and told him to remember, checked for hidden cameras including inside air vents and finally undressed her as she directed. In order.

His next challenge was her bath. The water had to be a certain temperature that he monitored with a thermometer and memorized the correct number of capfuls of oils to add. Bath towels had to be warmed, another use of the thermometer, and a sponge that could not touch her until it was as warm as her skin.

She schooled him on every step, from how to use the sponge to making sure she was fully lathered. Post-bath instruction focused on which lotion went where, how to massage each into her skin and that she would not tolerate wimpy fingers.

Warning him that bathing was only his first task before dressing her, Sybil had him commit every step to memory so she didn’t have to waste her time telling him what he missed. He was her human sponge, she said, and had to absorb every detail of her morning routine.

Except for the times she changed it.

Sybil didn’t threaten Griffen with punishment. She didn’t have to. He was obsessed with getting every detail right. All of them. In order. He was desperate to have her use him later, whatever using him meant and whenever she decided it was time.

She walked into the bathroom, swirled her fingers in the tub to test the temperature and said, “Bathe me.”

When she laid her hand on Griffen’s elbow to step into the whirlpool, he shuddered from her touch. He knelt, warmed the sponge in the water and filled it with lavender body wash. As instructed, he started with her toes, lingering over each one to make sure they were all lathered. He soaped a leg, drew her ankle under his arm and washed her inner thigh. Then he crept to the other side of the tub to do the same to her other leg and thigh.

Sybil’s eyes were closed as she relaxed in the steaming bath but when Griffen laid her ankles on the tub’s sides, she opened one eye to see if he could meet her challenge to wash every part of her. No exceptions.

He ran it the soapy sponge between her cheeks up to her lips. Griffen lingered there, rubbing the sponge back and forth to make sure her clitoris was clean. Then he did it again.

Sybil moaned. Griffen worked harder.

He stopped when he felt her tense. He could have taken her over the edge into orgasm but two conflicting thoughts made him stop. She didn’t tell him to do that. But taking her to the next level was something he owned. It was his to give.

Griffen added more body wash to the sponge and worked his way toward her chest. When the sponge neared her breasts, Sybil pulled Griffen’s face to within an inch of one nipple. He opened his lips unconsciously, determined to show her how well he could suck and lick.

But Sybil had a different plan for his face.

She pointed to the bottle and then to his cheek. Griffen spread the soap on his day-old beard, one of her packing instructions, and used his face as an exfoliating sponge. When he did the same to her other breast, Sybil didn’t moan. She groaned.

When she’d had enough of Griffen proving his obedience and not venturing beyond what he was allowed, she had him rinse her with the silver hose and used his back to steady herself when she stepped out of the deep tub. This time, it was Griffen who groaned.

He crept to the warmer, retrieved the towel and wrapped it around her. Arm by arm, leg by leg, he massaged lotion into her skin until his fingers were exhausted and his senses were overloaded with her scent. Her naked body was inches from his face. He was desperate to taste her, to show her what he could do but not now, not ever without an order.

The bath forced Griffen to acknowledge the boundaries of what he was. The boundary where he stopped and where she started was shrinking. She was the woman he gave himself to. The woman who owned him.

It took an hour to dress her the way she demanded. Griffen tried to remember every step so next time, he’d get it right and please her. If he pleased her enough, he could hold out hope that she would use him because that meant he neared his goal. Not his goal. The goal had become hers.

After the hours he spent unpacking, rearranging, bathing and dressing her, he was burning to be used. For her to use him. He overcame every obstacle she threw at him. He delivered what she stipulated. He was ready and more than willing to be used. He’d earned it. He deserved it. His penis was pulsing with need for her to touch it, grab it with her fist, squeeze it, relieve him of the overpowering attention it was crying out for or he was going to scream his aching for her to use him.

Had he done that, she’d have thrown him out of her suite and have the limo drop him miles away naked, without his IDs and penniless. Her power over him had no limit. His role, his purpose coalesced in his brain. He wanted to obey. Now he had to.

She didn’t have to say or else. Griffen knew his goal had changed but the goal now was even more than everything. Because it was hers.

Sybil pressed her palm on the unopened door’s keypad and pointed at him to get inside. Griffen looked at the tiny space. There was a single bed, a pile of sheets and a blanket and a metal bucket on the floor. He turned to face her and Sybil issued his orders.

“When I want to use you, I will let you out.”

Before she shut the door with Griffen’s perplexed face still staring at her, she locked the cage around his penis and testicles. Right after the door closed, she sent two shocks into it.

Sybil could still hear his screams when she reached the elevator. Five men were due in two hours and she had work to do.

Behind the locked door that felt more like a prison cell than a bedroom, Griffen put the sheets on the bed with tears welling in his eyes and precum dripping from his caged penis. He laid on top of the covers, held the tablet to his chest and hoped the red light would flash.

He laid there, yearning to see the signal that he delighted her enough that she would use him. Whatever that meant.


Chapter 26 

First Use

FIVE DAZED MEN spent the morning horrorstruck when they saw that their misdeeds were recorded and their penance was about to be imposed. They spanned occupations, social groups and marital status but they shared a commonality. They abused women. And that time was over.

Sybil watched her trainers, especially the new one she hired for this city, take the five men through the painful steps that showed them – and made them feel – the error of their ways. They’d paid their first monthly installment and she thought at least three would make decent rentals. She gave Beverly, the new trainer, the easiest one to break. He turned out to be the first crybaby of the class.

Late that afternoon when the limo was taking five shattered men back to their offices, the trainers planned dinner at a lovely restaurant but Sybil declined. When Sabrina tried to argue, Tess gave her a look that said, ‘Shut up.” Tess knew what was locked in the tiny room off Sybil’s bedroom suite.

When the women met at the restaurant, Tess said, “She’s got a Personal upstairs.” Her dinner companions grinned. It was about time Sybil found what she’d been hunting for the past two years. They toasted her for finally taking what she deserved.

Griffen didn’t hear Sybil open the door to the suite but felt her presence when she neared the security pad outside his miniature room’s door. His long-ago training was still intact. You have to identify where your captor is at all times. In this case, his owner.

He knelt by the door. It seemed like the right place for him to be. His place. He hoped she wanted to use him, whatever using him meant.

Griffen dropped his chin to his chest. Sybil grabbed a handful of his hair and pulled his head back so she could look into his eyes. She wanted to see his reaction to what she was going to have him do. Griffen didn’t long just for her touch; this time he was ravenous to feel her control. He said the words silently over and over. You own me.

She dragged him by his hair into the bathroom and pushed his face against her leather pants. It was a struggle but Griffen managed to open the hook and bit the zipper, dragging it down with his teeth. It took several minutes for him to wrangle her pants down to her ankles without using his hands. When he knelt upright, he was facing her gold panties, the bikinis he dressed her in hours ago. Or days. Griffen had no sense of time anymore. She owned that, too.

Sybil sat on the elongated oval commode with Griffen’s face between her legs. He was thirsty and drank what she gave him, treating it like the gift it was. When she was done, he drove his mouth deeper into her and lapped up every drop.

When she reached for his cage, she was sure what she’d feel. While Griffen licked greedily, she squeezed hard. Griffen growled but never stopped lapping her gift to him. The vibrations from his guttural grunts combined with his slurping tongue drew her first moan of the evening. He would make sure there were more.

Sybil lifted one foot, telling him to remove that shoe. Then the other. Then her gold panties. Last to go was the leather vest that barely hid her breasts.

He dared not look at her but inhaled the lavender he massaged into her skin so long ago. She pulled his face between her legs and said, “Like that scent? Here’s more!”

She pushed him down until Griffen was flat on his back on the bathroom floor. Sybil straddled him and wedged his mouth between her cheeks. To her, he was toilet tissue. To him, her aroma swirled in his brain. When she’d had enough, she rubbed his face with soap, plunged his head into the toilet and flushed.

Griffen scrubbed his face, mouth and lips until she flushed again. He rinsed off the suds in the swirling toilet water.

That’s when Griffen knew what she meant when she said she might use him. He was a thing for her to use, no more important than toilet paper and just as easily discarded. He pledged silently that she would never tire of using him; that he would satisfy her – no, please her – no matter what she told him to do.

For the first time in years, Griffen finally knew his purpose. He had a new goal – her goal. Her goal was everything. It would burn in his mind forever. Nothing – no one – could take it away from him. He’d fight anyone, anywhere, anytime who tried to take away her ownership.

He didn’t know at the time that was exactly what he was going to have to do.

-=o=-

The sun set over the mountains when Sybil had dinner sent to her suite. Griffen was scouring the whirlpool tub, sink and floor. He saved the toilet for last because it was a symbol of her ownership marked by what she had him do there. No, not had to do. It was what he wanted to do. Cleaning her and washing his face in the toilet wasn’t an affront to his dignity. It was the physical representation of how much he craved her power and possession.

His SERE training taught him never to stop searching for a means of escape even though the enemy subjected him to mind control tricks. It’s what warriors had to overcome.

To Griffen, this wasn’t war. He was where he wanted to be; where he finally found the peace he hadn’t gotten from those other women. Discarding them was his shame. Serving this woman was the path back to his honor.

The waiter knocked on the door and Sybil pointed at Griffen to open it. She looked so tempting in her black robe with gold edging that he forgot he was naked, save for the cage hanging from his groin. When he pulled the door open, a host of realizations exploded in his mind.

It wasn’t a waiter. It was a waitress. A woman was leering at his naked, caged body while she rolled the dinner cart into the foyer. She eyed him up and down and said, “Dinner, Ma’am.”

Sybil called from the bedroom, “Bring it to me.”

She pushed the cart deeper into the suite, leaving it in front of Sybil’s chair and asked, “Shall I serve?”

“The boy will,” Sybil replied.

Griffen ran to the cart, laid out the silverware and lifted the silver dome off her dinner. Sybil issued one order after another.

“Two spoons of salad dressing. Butter my roll. Pour the wine. Two shakes of pepper on the rice pilaf.”

Griffen spooned, buttered and poured then waited for his next order. With the waitress sneering at him, Griffen searched his mind for what he omitted. He came up empty.

“PEPPER,” Sybil said and in seconds, Griffen was writhing on the floor trying desperately not to grab his blazing genitals. While he thrashed, Sybil spoke to the waitress.

“Good help is so hard to find.”

The waitress laughed each time Griffen groaned. Even in his agony, Griffen was even more aware of what he was. Her entertainment. It was one more painful lesson he learned that evening. There would be more.

His pain was her amusement. He fought to integrate that into his pledge that he would please her in every way lest she send him away. It didn’t matter what the job was. Failure was not in Griffen’s vocabulary.

He managed a glimpse at his owner who was enjoying her dinner and chatting with the waitress while he squirmed in agony from the random jolts she was sending into him. He grunted and howled until she pressed a button and the jolts ceased.

Griffen tried to catch his breath. Then it happened.

One continuous shock. He couldn’t help himself, the torture took over and Griffen rolled on the floor shrieking until Sybil finished her meal.


Chapter 27 

First Collar

SYBIL GLANCED AT Griffen. He was struggling to get to his knees after the discipline he knew he earned by not following all of her directions. His chest heaved with each gasp of air. Sybil believed in correcting infractions immediately with lessons that lasted a long time. Griffen just had his first. Sybil had a long list of options to use if he needed a second.

Women who own men keep a storehouse of tools because even the good ones make mistakes.

She placed a bowl on the floor near her feet with what amounted to his dinner. Personals have to be fed to keep up their strength, so she ordered meat, vegetables and water, specifying it be sent up in a bowl. The aroma wafted toward his nostrils and when he inhaled, he realized he was hungry. He hadn’t eaten since the protein bar on his morning menu but hadn’t thought about food since then.

Sybil said, “Eat.”

On his hands and knees, Griffen lowered his face to the bowl and took his first bite. In spite of the humiliation of eating like a dog from a bowl on the floor, he chewed, swallowed and readied for his next mouthful.

“Quickly,” she said.

Griffen opened his jaws as far as they would go then chomped a huge mouthful and chewed. Juice ran down his chin and four big bites later, the bowl was empty.

“Drink,” Sybil said.

Griffen obediently slurped from the water bowl. When it was empty, slobber filled his face and dripped down his chest. When he returned to his knees, the drool flowed to his belly, saturating his cage. In his military career, spic and span meant just that. In his new life of being owned, it meant nothing. His brain rebelled, demanding he wash off the mess, but the memory of pain overruled it and he knelt with his back straight and eyes staring forward. Food bits and drool drizzled down his chest.

Sybil looked him over, then dragged him to the bathroom by his hair and unlocked his cage. He climbed into the tub on all fours with his ass toward the spigot. She turned on the water, poured disinfecting soap onto a long-handled brush and had him scrub his back, neck, arms and legs. Then she took the brush and scoured between his cheeks with the stiff bristles.

What she aimed for next was no longer protected by his cage.

Griffen felt every bristle bite his brutalized cock and balls. It took the remainder of his strength not to shriek but he couldn’t control the gasps that escaped his lips. Every inch of his skin burned from the disinfectant lather and even if he had been allowed to speak, he’d never have pleaded for her to rinse it off. He was hers to use.

Sybil reached between his legs and clutched his aching penis in her fist, lather and all. Griffen was mortified that it was hard.

It. I just called that thing it, Griffen told himself silently.

While cold water spewed from the hose she used to rinse the suds off his skin, Griffen shivered at her threat. She had more plans, worse ones that drove Griffen to the edge of his self-control.

She jammed the hose into his ass and sent a stream of icy water into him. Any remnants of resistance were washed away. He screeched from the rectal spasms that he couldn’t control.

He was kneeling in the worst humiliation he could imagine. She sneered and told him to clean it up and sanitize the tub. Griffen wanted to sob when his last shred of dignity circled down the drain.

It turned out to be less excruciating than what she said next. Sybil smiled and issued a warning that would fill his fitful night’s dreams.

“I’m done with you now. Your biggest challenge is tomorrow. You damned well better win.”

-=o=-

Sleep was something Griffen was ordinarily good at getting as much as he needed. He got enough rest when he needed it and could function at top level with only an hour or two if the day’s events required it. He wasn’t used to tossing and turning all night but that was what he did when she put him to bed in his closet-sized room. Winning whatever she threw at him in the morning filled his thoughts but that was interrupted by the sting in his ass and his sore cock and balls. Even that was disrupted by the appalling episode in the tub when his sphincter exploded and she made him clean it up.

His logic nagged at him. He knew he needed to sleep but logic failed him for the first time he could remember.

Hours later, the door opened. Sybil grabbed Griffen’s cage and dragged him to her bedside. He knelt at attention in what had become his position. His proper place. She laid back in bed and issued his day’s instructions. Griffen repeated them silently. He couldn’t withstand another bout with what she could do to her cage. It echoed in his brain. Her cage. The thing inside it was hers, too.

“Massage my feet. Then my legs,” she said.

Two orders were burned in his brain as he crept to the foot of the bed, folded back just enough of the sheet and duvet to reveal her feet. A surprising spasm in his gut gripped him when he touched her toes. Aside from her bath, this was the first time she let him use his hands. Her skin felt electric. Griffen rubbed each toe until his fingers ached. In spite of the pain, he worked on her insoles, heels and finally, her ankles.

He pressed her foot to his chest so he could work on her calves. When she was satisfied, he was ready to move to her thighs but Sybil inched her feet toward his belly. Griffen climbed onto the bed to make it easier for her. That sealed his fate.

Sybil’s foot reached his cage before he could start on her left thigh. She kicked once. An oomph followed the strike and he bellowed louder with each that followed. She warned him last night that he better well win. He damned well better win. If this was the contest, Griffen vowed he’d triumph. Whatever it took. Whatever she put him through. He’d win it to please her so she wouldn’t send him away.

Bellowing turned into howling as he massaged every muscle in her thighs in spite of what her feet were doing. Each time he switched legs, she used her other foot to punish his tortured cock. She knew exactly how much he could take and added two more kicks before she aimed for his balls.

Griffen roared like a bull being neutered into a steer.

He never saw her smiling at his plight. He was too consumed with following her orders and suffering her agony. It was one of Sybil’s favorite lessons. Men should connect their own pain to her pleasure. One does not exist without the other. They get used to it. With enough practice.

-=o=-

With shaking fingers, he dressed her in the outfit she had him fetch. A leather pencil skirt, leather vest and thigh-high stiletto boots. When he was done, she looked at herself in the mirror and sent him to retrieve a metal band from the dresser.

“Hands and knees,” she said.

Griffen bit the band and scurried back to her and held it in his jaw like a dog fetching a thrown ball to its owner.

“Beg,” she said.

Griffen raised his hands and bounced on his knees like a four-legged retriever. To add to his indignity, Sybil said, “Bark!”

His brain disengaged when he heard the noises that emanated from his throat. He arf’ed. He yelped. He barked. He would be her dog until she told him to be something else.

“Dogs need collars,” she said and locked the metal band around his neck. Then she snapped a leash to the collar’s ring, walked to the elevator and pushed a button while Griffen crawled next to her right leg where a good dog should heel. He forgot he was naked, caged and now collared until the elevator door swooshed open.

Griffen was horrified at what he saw.

Women at workstations in front of monitors with five men under surveillance. Women ordering men to unpack boxes; others to set up equipment. Naked men. Caged men. Short whips whacking their asses to make them work faster. Canes swishing through the air that landed on them, followed by screams. The sound of instructions being issued rapidly and men struggling to obey them in order.

Each man’s cage was leashed and women tugged whenever they wanted them to start a different task. Griffen wasn’t the only one wearing a metal collar.

When Sybil led him into the room, the other women stopped what they were doing and stared at him. Then they broke into smiles that he never saw because he was so humiliated, he kept his eyes on the floor, focusing on her feet. If she took a step, he heeled.

Suddenly, a loud cry filled the room. One collared man was writhing on the floor fighting not to grip the cage that was torturing him. No one paid attention to his shrieks.

Damned fool should have done what he was told, Griffen thought.

Sybil led Griffen to her chair at an array of monitors. She pulled his leash so he crept under her desk, a safe haven from the incredible scene surrounding him. He concentrated on the leash’s tension. If she jerked it, she had a job for him and any delay would put him on the floor like the one who only stopped screeching seconds ago.

His owner was in charge of all of them, he figured, when he heard her demand a status update. Each woman reported what was finished and what still needed to be done. Their summaries ran the gamut from equipment set up, the status of the limo picking up men like what happened to him so many weeks ago, the condition of the cells, all the way to the new class’s categories and rental potential.

His owner stepped on his cage with the heel of her boot. Griffen forced himself not to cry out and hoped that pleased her. While she dug the heel into his balls, she called out orders that were followed by grunting men whose lot was to do what she demanded.

Griffen remembered her threat that he better damned well win the contest but he had no idea how that contest would play out. He imagined other men might be involved or more worrisome, they would be the enemies he had to defeat. Maybe she’d brutalize him in front of the other women to see how much he could take. Or something he couldn’t even guess.

Whatever it takes I will win, he swore. He’d allow no other outcome. He damned well would win.

“They’re on board,” a woman said. “ETA is an hour and a half.”

Sybil sat back in her chair and tugged Griffen’s leash. He crept out from under her desk and knelt in front of her where he belonged. She didn’t even glance at him when she pressed a button, opening a door on the far side of the room.

He didn’t dare look. She’d tell him what he needed to know.

In seconds, the room was filled with a different noise, a growling rumble that spoke anger mixed with agony. A man’s voice, a man who sounded part beast and part tortured animal. It hardly sounded human.

Griffen was frantic to lift his head and look but he knew the consequences and called on his training to keep his eyes on his owner’s feet. Where they belonged.

“Is it ready?” his owner asked.

One woman’s voice replied, “Primed. Primal.”

The others laughed at her apt description of whatever it was making those wretched sounds.

Louder snarls roared as the man crossed the floor, a door swooshed open and seconds later, Griffen heard muffled howls. He wanted to stop shaking now that the creature had been removed from where his owner was keeping him but he knew better.

Somehow, some way, that beast was his contest. That time, Griffen was almost right.

He just couldn’t fathom how maniacal a contest his owner planned. Or how huge the stakes were.


Chapter 28 

First Combat

“ALL SET?” SYBIL asked. A woman said everything was in place and one by one they left the main room and took their seats around the stage in the adjoining room, the one they called the theater. While each woman’s Personal was on all fours serving as ottomans, Sybil dragged Griffen down the theater’s short aisle.

He could feel their eyes on him but resisted the gut-level urge to see where he was. Every sense told him he was nearing the roaring creature whose cries got louder the closer Griffen crept. He ran his survival training through his mind and then with the hand-to-hand combat he learned, often the hard way, during those never-ending drills.

She unhooked the leash and lifted his chin with her fingers. Griffen stared at the man on the stage, his posture unmistakably ready for combat. Griffen sized him up. He had at least four inches on him but only ten or so pounds. The bulk was in his arms and shoulders. His legs were less developed so he was likely a weight lifter.

Griffen’s lower jaw dropped when he saw the ogre wasn’t wearing a cage. A two-inch metal band was locked around his penis. Whatever that contraption was doing to him was causing the tortured noises he was producing.

“It goes on you if you lose,” Sybil said, her face mere inches from Griffen’s. “It stays on him if you win.”

Griffen winced. Whatever that device did, it had to be worse than painful. A lot worse. He saw drops of blood trickle down the man’s shaft and understood what it was. There were metal spikes inside, sharp barbs that this man had been compelled to wear since the last combat he was forced to fight. One he lost.

This man wasn’t fighting to overcome an opponent. He was bursting with raw need to get that punishing device off and would do anything to win. No one had to tell Griffen there were no rules.

The only thing his owner hadn’t told him was what winning looked like. Was it pinning him like wrestling? Did he have to knock him out? Was beating him to a pulp the determining factor?

She gave him no help when she said, “You better win. You damned well better win.” Then she whacked his ass with her hand and sent him to the stage.

Griffen crawled up the three steps, stood and sized up his opponent. He had height and a little weight advantage over Griffen and was in so much agony from the spiked device on his penis that he wouldn’t hold anything back. It was like fighting a wild animal but one who’d been promised the only thing he wanted. To win that thing’s removal.

Only one person could do that. Griffen’s owner.

Griffen knew what he was vying for, the only thing he wanted. To please his owner so she would keep him. If she sent him away, he’d never inhale her lavender scent, lather her intoxicating skin, touch her toes or revel in the powerful joy of her ownership again.

He was fighting for the only thing he ever wanted this badly. More than flying recon, more than training pilots so they could walk away after each landing, more than anything any other woman had ever offered.

Pleasing her. Serving her. Being owned by her.

The man screeched and lunged at Griffen who scampered as fast as he could to the stage’s edge. He stepped backward on one foot and drove his shoulder into his opponent’s gut. Winded but still on his feet, he bent low and charged toward Griffen, aiming for his legs. Griffen stepped out of the way at the last second and the man handed on his belly on the stage floor.

The women in the audience chuckled when they heard the plop.

Griffen put one foot on his lower back and the other between the downed man’s legs. He used that foot to kick the metal band, drawing incomprehensible shrieks from his opponent’s throat. Then he went in for the kill.

He rolled the man’s tormented penis under his bare foot until he let out an endless shriek that echoed off the theater’s walls. The women laughed louder this time.

Griffen’s eyes searched for his owner hoping to be rewarded with a tiny smile of approval. There was none. Sybil stared at the blood dripping from the penis under Griffen’s foot and nodded. Once.

She pointed to the floor next to her feet and Griffen ran to her side and settled into his position. She clipped the leash onto his collar and walked him up the aisle, turned right and deposited him in a tiny room no bigger than a closet. Once the odor filled his nostrils, Griffen knew what he was supposed to do.

Dogs don’t use toilets. He searched for where she wanted him to empty his bladder. His mind raced for one more way he could please her. One thought, one outrageous thought made him crawl to the bowl in the corner.

Griffen got on all fours, lifted his leg and peed into the bowl.

Then he barked to let her know he was done. Just like the good dog he was.

-=o=-

Sybil sat at the main desk in the office watching the limo discharge its passengers. Five confused men lined up at the door and entered their cells just like Griffen had done weeks before. The only difference was the city. The men’s crimes were as evil as his own.

He listened to his owner issue instructions and heard the men’s wails when she disciplined them for disobedience. Sybil shook her head each time she jolted their rings.

Only stupid men disobey, Griffen thought.

Sybil looked at him and one word filled her thoughts.

Mine.


Epilogue

Chapter 29 

First Personal

LATER THAT DAY, Sybil returned to her suite with her pet dog heeling at her right foot. She had a decision to make, a big one, that would define her Personal’s future. And her own.

It was all about obedience and the goal. Griffen’s obedience. Sybil’s goal.

Sybil would tolerate only an obedient personal but not one who submitted passively. She had to have the fight he harbored inside, his internal abhorrence of how she had reduced him from a proud ex-combat pilot to a collared, leashed pet puppy. Her staff said many times she was searching for a combination that didn’t exist.

Sybil rejected that. There had to be a man for her to own – her Personal – who would fight against her demands but give his self-respect to her through gritted teeth. A man who would constantly improve what she made him do and work even harder to be stronger, better and battle exhaustion to make even one muscle bigger. To please her.

The question she was going to answer that afternoon and night – as long as it took – was simple. Was he that man?

Griffen saw the equipment that had been set up in the suite’s foyer. Some was familiar, the weights and weight bench, the stair climber and the tension bar. He’d used all of them in the gym. But there were two he’d never seen before; a waist-high horizontal rod and one with wrist cuffs hanging overhead.

She led him into her bedroom, had him to undress her and after her bath with lavender soaps and lotions, outfit her in the most sensual silver lamé gown Griffen had ever seen much less touched. She issued his orders while he knelt at her feet and inhaled her scent.

“Workout three times a day. Every muscle. Every hole.”

Griffen crept to the weights. About 20 exhausting minutes later, she moved him to the stair climber and set the tension to medium. He puffed and climbed, then ended where he started. The third was the weight bench with stirrups and he lifted with each leg, then both when she put barbells in his hands.

Sybil focused on her tablet, throwing occasional glances at him until what felt like an hour later, told him to stop.

Please, please use me, he pleaded silently.

“On the bar,” she said.

Griffen dragged himself to the bar and draped over it. It hit him smack in his belly.

“Spread,” she said.

Griffen was defenseless in that position. His vulnerability felt as debasing as his stance. She didn’t care how he felt; right now he was merely a wide open ass for her to use. He could hardly remember the goal he once cherished.

His sphincter tightened when she inserted an injector and spewed lubrication into him. It got tighter when she drove the next object inside. No matter how hard he tried, his body was resisting. If he knew it, so did she.

The shot of gel she infused into his rectum burned at first and then turned into fire. It seared him so deep inside, his feet stomped on the floor. No matter how hard he tried to suppress it, screech after screech flew out of his mouth. While he twisted from pain and stomped the floor, Sybil returned to her seat and her tablet.

Griffen’s mind fought his body but his body was winning. Nothing he could do stopped the pain blazing in his ass. His legs were in agony; his feet clomped his pain. His throat was raw from screaming.

I will not cry, he swore. I. Will. Not. Cry.

Try as he might, Griffen couldn’t recall the goal. His captor was winning, just like the SERE instructors said if he ever lost sight of the goal.

Sybil smiled at his plight. Typical men would lapse into hysteria in less than five minutes. He’d been at it at least ten when she added a few drops of gel that ended his torture. Without a word, she slid an electronic plug into his red-hot ass and turned it on.

She’d ordered a custom strap-on that would arrive in two days. By then, his ass better be pliable enough to take it and the developers suggested she widen whatever anus she intended to use it on. That was the purpose of plug in Griffen’s ass. It telescoped in every direction.

The struggle Griffen was enmeshed in wasn’t about deflowering his virgin ass. It was about being reamed automatically by a woman who regarded him, from his ass to the thing in her cage, as a tool for her use. A woman who couldn’t be bothered fucking him herself. A woman who relegated his ass to a machine that did it for her.

The woman who owned him laid claim to his former virgin ass.

If her goal was to turn me into a dog with an ass, she won that round, Griffen admitted to himself.

Griffen was out of control. He humped each time the plug expanded. Harder and faster. Sybil grinned at his dance and smiled at the song he sang to her.

Griffen had no idea how long the plug was inside him. He’d stopped trying to estimate time. His only thought was to feel her touch again, even if it meant filling his ass with the thing she put there to make his ass big enough to fit what she would put there next.

She glanced at the clock, turned off the plug, pulled it out and tossed it on the floor. Then she ratcheted the spreader between his cheeks wider. Griffen could barely think so when she gave her next order to grab the overhead bar, he hesitated.

Griffen’s mind was empty when was thrashing on the floor from the jolts she sent into his cage for not obeying immediately. But he finally understood what being owned meant. His pain didn’t matter. Only one thing did. The goal. Her goal.

With almost superhuman effort, he got to his knees, then to his feet and reached for the bar. She buckled his wrists into cuffs and raised him a few inches. Then Sybil widened the expander in his ass, uncaged his penis and wrapped a metal tube around his cock. His stiff cock.

The more the spikes bit into his flesh, the harder it got.

He hung there shrieking madly, while Sybil focused on her tablet.

Screeching maniacally, Griffen finally knew what the goal was. What it had always been.

Each time he screamed, “YOU OWN ME!” Sybil smiled.
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