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Dedication

This story is dedicated to my newest acquisition who fills my days with marvels and my nights with mindboggling joy. My Cop enjoys watching me use him because My Cop is my dessert.







About the Links

This story references characters and events from previous novels. The first time they appear, they are linked to the books in which their stories were first told. Find all of Amity's Femdom novels at Amazon. 




To understand the history of Reckoning, read the first book in this series, Reckoning – Turning Men into Merchandise (2024).


Prologue

CONTROL SAT AT the head of the big conference table that was filled with Reckoning’s investors, women who were her financial backers, the ones who created the underground facility in a nameless mountain. Their money built it but more important to Control was that their financing showed their belief in her. They gambled on her success that would earn a substantial return on their outlay. A year and half later, the same women were meeting to learn the results and determine if the venture achieved the level of success these women expected.

They weren’t the kind of women who tolerated failure. Or disappointment. None would vote to keep funding, let alone expand, an unprofitable project.

If the numbers didn’t satisfy the women at the table, Reckoning would implode back into the mountain. No one would know it was ever there. Where would that leave Control? She thought about returning to the medical school whose tests she headed up, the ones where men who had perfectly usable penises didn’t erect when their wives or partners wanted to use them. Then there was the staff, the trainers she brought with her to Reckoning, who joined because they believed in Control’s work.

More than that, they shared a common belief. Men’s penises and other genitals belonged to women. Men were most useful when those organs were tightly controlled. They proved it in the first long-term study. Penises can and should erect on demand. All it took was the right training and the correct mindset. Control achieved both.

That research sent men home who got hard when their spouses wanted. All they needed was an app that rang a bell. After two months of strict training, when the men heard it ring, their cocks got stiff. Once they were hard, Control didn’t care what women did with them but follow-up surveys and video showed an unexpected result.

Women didn’t always force-erect penises to use them for traditional sex. They had other ideas.

Written reports and interviews opened a new field of study for Control and her team and she took the results to their logical conclusion. The women at the meeting initially wanted erectable men to rent to their exclusive clients, wealthy businessmen, elected officials, industry leaders and the like, all of whom harbored uncommon fetishes they were desperate to live out in real life. The investors offered Control the opportunity to turn certain men into the merchandise they wanted to buy.

Those women were looking at her right now for the answer to one question. Was Reckoning profitable?

Control took one last look at the spreadsheet she was about to project on the monitors and run through the report she’d practiced in her office, on the plane and again on the helicopter that brought her to the mountaintop lodge they rented for the weekend meeting. She could report on tools and equipment, commissions for her trainers, the recent addition to the extraction team, all the way down to the number of pre-orders, sales and follow-up surveys.

And then she’d introduce her plans to expand Reckoning.

Every cell in the spreadsheet was black, except for the last one. It was bright green.


A Note from Amity







MY INVESTMENT IN Reckoning came after my backing of the original and very successful erection-on-demand study Control conducted. Every two months, Control turned out scores of men we termed erection reluctant and she had a waiting list for upcoming sessions. The experiments included men with working penises but the men’s spouses complained overwhelmingly about two things. First, they wanted penises to get hard when they felt like using them. Second, they didn’t want their men erecting on their own.

My stable’s penises aren’t allowed to erect unless I have use for hard cocks, usually for particular client rentals. That’s why I keep them caged 24/7. Penises are distracting enough to most men but they interfere with the work my property is required to do. The men I own know my rule. They are to do their work accurately and on time the first time. That’s why I remove their penises physically by keeping them caged as well as psychologically. An hour in my punishment building teaches my boys the penalty for even thinking about touching themselves.

The best lessons are severe and memorable. The ones I teach last a lifetime.

I’m not heartless. My stable manager, Jack, machine-milks them three times every week and more often if they get antsy. The machine empties six at a time, so she can run all of them through in less than an hour. From time to time, I visit the milking room off the stable dorm to run the sessions myself. Six men, plus the rest watching, often look at me with hopeful eyes, thinking that maybe this time I’ll let them ejaculate. It never happens, but they always hope.

Once my rental business took off and became a model for the women in my network to increase their income, I wanted to buy more men that matched my clients’ wish lists. Some of their dreams, the ones they confess to me through intimate application questions and required videos before they’re allowed to rent my boys, are very specific. Men like my clients harbor fetishes that are so detailed, I have to buy men with talents that fulfill their dreams. They’re hard to find at auctions or even in private sales. They can also be expensive.

That’s why I was interested in Control’s erection studies. It seemed to me that if she could turn out men whose penises erected on cue, then there was no reason she couldn’t turn certain men into the kinds that satisfied my clients’ wide-ranging longings, no matter how convoluted their fantasies were.

Control and I had several conversations about the talents I wanted to buy and if she could produce them at a reasonable cost and in a timely manner. My clients aren’t used to waiting. Neither am I.

We decided to investigate what it would take to fabricate the men my friends and I wanted to purchase. There were several meetings that added plenty of interested funders and two locations where we could build the complex. I put Gage, my ex-military exclusive, on the task of recommending the better location. He’s moved battalions across continents and oceans, so he was the clear choice. Topography, transportation and tryout are his three considerations.

Then there was the big question of which men we wanted to turn into saleable merchandise. Control developed a checklist for each of the talent categories we suggested. Her list covered their habits, histories and whether they’d be missed – and how Control would deal with that. She suggested childless unmarried men, ones whose lives could be erased more easily. Her head of the Extraction Team, the women who would actually remove those candidates from their environments, had helpful  input into the decision.

“Focus on the ones who deride women,” she said. “They won’t be missed.”

We had a solid profile. Men were removed from their lives and transported to Reckoning where Control and her teams turned them into what our purchase orders specified. It took two months and the finished products were pricey but they fit easily into what we already owned and could be rented out with minimal training.

More than that, the ones we bought generated significant rental fees. No matter how unusual the fantasy a client admitted to, there was one for sale on Control’s inventory list. And if she didn’t have one in stock, the Research Team found a likely candidate for the Extraction Team to take out of his useless life so Control could turn him into exactly what we ordered.

We were happy to pay Reckoning’s prices. But we wanted more and we didn’t want to wait two months to have them delivered. My purple gel injected into the captured men’s asses cut Reckoning’s Breakpoint time in half so Physical could start sooner and the Psych Team finished in days instead of weeks. That meant more time in Skills so they passed Control’s trials at a much higher rate. Failures had to be retrained and that took time. Time we didn’t want to waste.

Once we saw the results – a nice net profit – we bought out a lodge in the mountains to have Control tell us the numbers and if the results were positive enough, exactly how she could expand Reckoning to give us and new women we invited into our network more of what we wanted to acquire. And what it would cost.

That’s when the second phase of Reckoning started. Where it wound up is nothing short of amazing.

When I arrived at the lodge and sat at the opposite end of the long conference table from Control, I nodded at her.

That was her cue to start the meeting. The rest isn’t history. It’s the beginning.


Chapter 1

The Meeting

Profit and Plans

CONTROL LOOKED AT the women seated at the conference table and pointed to the monitors on the walls.

“Let’s see the numbers,” she said.

Ten women read screens filled with numbers. I studied the printouts. When it comes to profit and loss, I prefer having paper in my hands.

“Scroll all the way to the right,” Nell said. It was what everyone was looking for. The final column and the number at the bottom.

It was green. Reckoning was turning a profit. Ten heads, including mine, nodded. It wasn’t a marginal profit. It was a considerable one.

“You can see the breakdown overall, what Nell just pointed out. But look at the numbers at the bottom of each column. You can see how I allocate investments. Extraction, for example, has certain fixed costs like air transportation and shipping. Once their captures are delivered, their costs drop dramatically. Feeding is a minor expense. Where it picks up again is in Skills.”

That made sense. We knew extracting men from their everyday lives meant sending the teams all over the country where Research found the right candidates. Besides, Constance’s trio of teams never failed to separate a target from his life and not one ever triggered more than a half-hearted investigation. Once they were delivered to Reckoning, they were fed what they needed so that wasn’t a major expense. Neither was Psych, not with the effects of my purple gel. That left Skills as the second most costly training area.

“Control, are you seeing Skills as needing ongoing increased financing or have you reached the point where you have most of the tools you need?” Danica’s question showed her growing experience in building her estate from scratch in the middle of rural Montana.

Danica was the fortunate owner of a tech executive who was absolutely dedicated to her and whose recent fortune let him build her dream, the place she calls Destiny. She attended my Parlor to learn how to inspect bodies at an auction and how to buy the ones she needed, rather than a penis or other organ she simply wanted.

She showed a lot of promise. I had her tech boy in my stable for a month so he’d learn firsthand what Destiny required. Danica learned how to write a solid slave contract in that Parlor so she controls most of his wealth now.

“We certainly have a lot of scenarios covered,” Control said. “But each time one of you brings us an uncommon order, it can require additional equipment.”

That made us laugh. Our clients are anything but common. Neither are their imaginations.

The last purchase order I sent to Reckoning specified a cross-dresser who could assume the duties of a personal boy for a client who dreamt of being bathed and pampered by a variety of personalities that ranged from a leather-clad biker to a schoolteacher with a fairy princess thrown into the mix. I wasn’t going to find one of those at an auction. It was a custom order that Control had in my stable in just six weeks.

The client pleaded for five full minutes on video for a recurring appointment, specifying it didn’t matter how much it cost. He rattled off a dozen personalities he wanted and I tasked my eunuch to fill the costume room with his fancies. His second rental session covered my costs. The rest was – and is – pure profit.

Control and I shared a knowing nod.

“Our Research Team is very cost efficient. Ms. Amity recommended them and they have been remarkably effective.”

That’s for damned sure. Ever since what I now call the ‘awful night’ that happened after the inspection I did of a fake Domme’s fictitious stable in Kentucky, My Cop fired the background research group I was using, one he recommended a few years ago, and put together a new one. A much better one. He adjusted the VPN so my requests went directly to them. I don’t know what happened to the former group but I heard they are all looking for work.

I asked if he knew the new team’s abilities well.

“No unknowns,” he said. My Cop never uses three words when two will do.

“What’s the maximum now? Annalise asked. She’s the Pet Shoppe’s co-owner and main dog trainer. Her focus was on how many empty cages they had to fill at the Shoppe up in the northwest.

Control smiled and said, “We’ve increased capacity for new merchandise to an even dozen. I have some ideas to cut the training period by almost a week to increase turnover.”

The women at the table nodded again. Five weeks from extraction to delivery was reasonable. We could dangle a client’s fantasy in front of his eyes and watch him salivate for five weeks instead of six.

I knew Control had more to share. It was time for her to reveal it to the rest of the investors.

“Tell us about Reckoning’s Graduate School,” I said. I’m not the type who asks a question when I know the answer.

Control changed the document on the monitor and explained what they were seeing. I’d had that spreadsheet for a week.

“The idea for Graduate School came from an order Ms. Amity sent a few months ago.”

Of course it did. I just didn’t say it out loud.

“She wanted a transitioned girl with certain skills and talents. Foremost among them was a challenge for my Psych Team. The girl had to have a pronounced sex drive and a reactive vagina.”

Everyone’s eyes turned toward me. They knew I’m an expert creating eunuchs and selling them when I want to create another. It’s lucrative. But ordering a girl with working sex parts surprised them. A girl like that probably gave them a host of ideas of what they could do with one of their own.

“Medical took care of the physical changes. It was up to Psych to turn that former male into a female who didn’t just look like one. She had to think and act like one, down to her new pussy. Really, that’s what Psych accomplished.”

“How does that tie into what you’re calling Graduate School?” the Farm Mistress asked. She’s famous for turning men into animals and when they leave after each season, they not only look and act like the beasts she converts them into but they also think of themselves as horses, pigs, cows, chickens and of course, her famous bulls. They will fight to the death to win the closing competition for her. She keeps the winner. The rest are sent back to their owners.

I’ve heard that the animals she ships back have to be reminded to walk on their two hind legs. Most will eat only from bowls on the floor and in some cases, from troughs.

“When we created Ms. Amity’s girl, we brought back two we’d sold months earlier. We used them as living mannequins for the extracted men to experiment on for skills training. You know, body shapes, dressing, makeup and hair. All of that. Psych actually reversed their self-images 180-degrees. By the third week, they were calling themselves ‘pretty pussy’. That gave me the idea to bring back more of what we sold for more intense work and new skill training.”

“The two I sent to your school are worth every Krona we paid,” Valda said. Annika added, “There are no other rental boys in all of Sweden like ours now.”

The women wanted to see if for themselves so Control played a short video. Given what they saw, it was worth more than a thousand words.

We watched what was obviously a recently extracted male right after Breakpoint, the first 24 hours after men are removed, hooded and trucked to Reckoning’s mountain entrance. Control makes them plod down a dark stone staircase naked so they understand up front they’re all alone. No one is coming for them. All hope of rescue vanishes during Breakpoint.

He looked despondent on his knees but his eyes were focused on the woman issuing instructions. He flattened himself on the floor and did three of the worst pushups we’d ever seen. The video jumped ahead two weeks and we saw developing muscles in his upper body and thighs. He managed a dozen crisp pushups.

The next cut was his Trial, the performance Control judges to see if he was good enough to be delivered or had to be sent for retraining. We’d seen what that entailed. Forty-eight nonstop hours of Skills work. No sleep, no food. Constant work. He was much more muscular now but his upper body and legs weren’t what Control turned him into. His rentable talent was apparent when we heard the bell ring. Not only did he erect when prompted but he also reamed a lineup of real asses. If his penis sagged, all it took was another chime to get him hard again.

The video cut ahead and Control narrated what we were seeing.

“The hard cock we built is a frequent rental and his owner sent video of two events she staged for groups of clients. Two-hour rentals. He satisfied one room and then a second. But that’s not the best part.”

The video moved ahead and the hard cock was in Reckoning’s new space that we outfitted for the big cocks’ advanced training. The coursework was demanded by their owners. They wanted the penises they paid for under tighter control.

The women enrolled their hard cocks in a chastity course. What better way to regulate a penis than to prevent it from doing what it was conditioned to do?

We watched ten hard cocks attached to sheaths on a masturbator that was daring them to stiffen. When one did, the sheath jolted a penis until it softened to its proper limp state. A bell rang and ten shafts shot straight out of their groins until the sheath zapped them again.

It went on for more than an hour. They got hard on cue, softened then jutted out again when the bell sounded. They screamed from the electrical jolts. They screamed when the bell rang. After an hour, they just screamed.

I had four clients who’d rent them for an afternoon to harden and soften them but mostly to hear them scream. My planner boy, #42, upgraded the soundproofing in the cabins so my clients could make all the noise they wanted.

Lina and Mila, the German Dommes, were the first to react to the video.

They said, “We’ll buy a half dozen of those.”

Control smiled and said, “I’ll send an invoice.”

Graduate School was a go. Women tapped their tablets and transferred funds into our Reckoning account.


Chapter 2

Graduate Pre-orders

CONTROL WATCHED THE funds transfer into the accounts she managed, albeit with a co-signature from one of the members of the inner circle. She enjoys visiting Amityworld where she said she picks up valuable techniques to incorporate into Reckoning’s work. I think she liked what I had Juke, first, then Zayn do for her. When one of my Tantric exclusives sends you on a trip even higher than your personal stratosphere, the stars over my world glow with a unique brilliance. That’s why the co-signer is usually me.

The women at the meeting worked through the afternoon discussing which tracks would make the best Graduate School courses. First, we simply threw out ideas that the former CFO who was extracted and turned into Control’s administrative assistant had to record. He had excellent typing skills gained after weeks of Skills practice on a variety of keyboards. Control gave him to Delilah, one of her more fearsome trainers, to learn how to type and then – after constant error alerts delivered by the electric sound in his penis – pick up speed. Accuracy was required so the sound did double duty. So did the nipple clamps. Control said he was extracted in part for his ultra-sensitive nipples so Medical inserted implants to highlight his new breasts.

Control had him crawl around the conference table so we could feel how realistic they were. He actually cooed when we fondled his nipples. That stopped when the German girls each tapped their prods on one breast. The breast boy screeched his song and serenaded us.

The ideas came fast and furiously. Nell represented the Houston gals who share a facility that houses their stables and gave me ideas for the building I had constructed for the Amityworld auction. I love opening the domes and touching the stars that shine over Amityworld.

Nell rattled off three concentrations. “How about an expanded ass and mouth boy? I have a few but I’d love to get my hands on one with better talents. I could use a couple of sensitive penises for CBT rental requests and if they could do it in an SD room, clients would line up. One more thing. I want a role-player sucker. You know, a piglet. Or a calf. I’ve got two baby lambs already.”

The boy typed frantically to get every word Nell said. Control reviewed it on her screen that mirrored his and pinched his left nipple. He screeched and corrected the typo she pointed out.

Skye went next. She’s one of the New Orleans Dommes. Neve was busy at home with three new purchases that needed constant attention. Skye mentioned they were lawyers and a judge so we all knew how difficult it is to integrate them into your rules and eventually into your stable. Lawyers are some of the best pain sluts. Judges need to be put into chastity immediately and often wind up as noisy ass boys at the tip of a client’s penis.

“Can you turn a big cock into an esthetician? I’ve got a list of renters who want the really big ones to bathe and wax them. Give them enemas. Massages are easy but can they do it with parts other than their hands?

Control’s typist screeched when she clamped his nipples. I think she was getting tired of squeezing them when the boy mistyped.

“I think we could sell singers and dancers with expanded asses but only if they had something unique we can advertise. Not just their mouths, that’s easy to buy. What about adding forced bi?” Danica said.

We all looked at Danica and smiled. She was one of our network’s new Dommes and just proved we had made the right choice admitting her. I had several clients who fantasized being forced to use another man or watch when he ordered two to do each other and it didn’t matter if they were ones I already owned. It wasn’t about sex. It was all about being forced. Or acting like it.

Control said, “That’s right up Psych’s alley. If anyone can do it, Morgan can.”

We were familiar with Morgan. Her physical presence intimidates every extracted man sent down the stairs to Reckoning. Her power equals her presence. The men we select take their first steps into their new lives when they walk down that rocky staircase and when they’re handed over to Morgan after Breakpoint, the ones who sobbed down the steps are blubbering from fear. But none has ever challenged her.

The typist boy added Danica’s suggestion to the list. He knew better than to look up at Control and kept his eyes on his keyboard.

The ideas so far were doable but we hadn’t yet heard from all the investors. I was particularly interested in hearing what the German gals wanted. They’re known throughout our network for their ferocious and very effective training techniques. Oh, they can get out of hand at times but no one ever returns anything they’ve sold for misbehavior or not fitting in. My lessons are quick and memorable. Theirs can be vicious. And they last a lifetime.

“Mila, after the auction in Sweden, you had four or five shipped to your castle. How’d they work out? Anything missing that you could use if they were enrolled in Graduate School?” I knew the Germans were always on the lookout for, well, exotic skills.

Mila looked at Lina, the co-owner of their stable, and said, “We weren’t sure even Reckoning could produce what we’ve had requests to rent.”

Control said, “Try me.”

There’s nothing that compares to powerful women like my friends when you throw down a challenge.

Mila explained what they wanted. “There are two categories. One probably takes longer than the other to create but we’re willing to wait if you can meet our conditions.”

Control kicked the typist as a warning to transcribe every word the German girls were about to say. At least he didn’t grunt this time.

“The first one is what we call a combo. He has to be, what’s the word? A chameleon. Not just a role-play boy. He has to bend into shapes. More than that. You know Germans, they want to hang him from any direction, dunk him in our SD pool, all the time he’s using his mouth or screaming his song. A pain lover plus flexible. Can you make one of those?” Mila sat back in her chair and stared at Control while the rest of us were quiet. That was quite a sales order, even for Reckoning.

Control checked her screen to make sure what she said was transcribed accurately. Then she looked at Mila and said, “That’s a job for Research, Psych and Physical before he’d be handed over to Skills. It would take some time, depending on which man we decide to extract, perhaps we’d take a few and see which can handle that intense training without lapsing into what Ms. Amity calls slave hysteria. When we dispose of the rejects, we’ll be able to build a better profile. The bottom line is yes, we can meet those requirements with a slightly longer timeline. It will be a little more costly.”

“One of those will be rented a lot. So would two.” Mila said.

I was having trouble figuring out what kind of clients wanted all of that physical activity in a rental session, but there’s no accounting for taste. Especially with Germans.

“What’s your second order?” Control asked.

I couldn’t wait to hear what the Germans came up with. If it was something my clients might want, I might buy one. Heck, even if they didn’t beg for that particular set of talents, I could have my girl dangle a video on the rental application form. Men like my renters will pay for what they don’t know they want when it’s new and   expensive.

Mila deferred to Lina to explain what they wanted.

“Can you build one with two genders?”

The only sound we heard was the typist’s fingers on his keyboard, otherwise the room was absolutely silent. This was new, beyond new. The Germans were asking for something we’d heard of but had never seen.

Control looked at her screen, then at me and finally at Lina and Mila.

“We’ve been experimenting with one of those,” Control said. “We discarded two or three and sold them at a loss as eunuchs with typical skills, like wardrobing and personal care. We are close, closer than we were, and my staff is eager to dive deeper into that product.”

That was a new one for me and from the looks around the table, it was novel to the rest of the investors as well. It wasn’t simply interesting. It was fascinating. One body with two genders that can switch between them whenever it was told. That’s a marketable commodity, especially for my clients. There would be a line of naked men on their knees pleading to be allowed to pay top dollar for something like that.

“I’ll buy one,” I said. So did everyone else at the table.

Control’s typist yelped when she jolted his nipples to get his attention.

“Dual sexed boy. Breasts, vagina, penis.”

Those were the six words that carved out Reckoning’s new path.


Chapter 3

Dinner Plans

THE INVESTORS’ MEETING lasted another hour after the German gals’ proposal for Control to produce bi-genders moved the conversation into an unexplored realm. Until then, we’d been thinking along traditional lines, but only a few were edgy ones. After we heard Lina’s request for a dual-gendered product, we started thinking out of the box.

Actually, out of the confines of reality.

Valda wanted a man turned into a girl who could portray a mature woman. Skye said she could rent one if he could strip for an audience who could use his ass and mouth and the boy thought of that as his tips and worked extremely hard for for big tips. That involved a heavy dose of Psych's time and work. Annalise wanted some rare dog breeds that called for very unusual physical shapes, a big job for the Research and Physical teams.

But it was the Training Farm Mistress whose idea provided the ultimate ending for our meeting.

“The perfect bull,” she said. “A perfect physical specimen that can defeat any contender. Absolute devotion to his owner. Maximum personal care talent. Not a big cock. A huge one.”

What Control heard was a sales order for everything Reckoning could do packaged into a single male body. And mind.

It sounded to me like the Training Farm Mistress was looking for an occasional giant fuck performed by a bull out of his sense of duty. The last thing she wanted was a relationship with the huge cock.

“An exclusive,” the Mistress said looking at me. “No, not like your exclusives. One of a kind, no knockoffs.”

Well, damn. She wanted a custom model that no one else could ever buy. That opened a new conversation. Reckoning could make a fortune selling limited-edition men. The cost would be enormous. So would our profits.

Control looked at me and we both nodded.




-=o=-




During dinner, we chatted about the new idea of extracting very particular men and immersing them in strenuous and at times, backbreaking training with grueling Psych sessions. Maeve was concerned about Reckoning’s Meeting, the first training time that the captives learned they weren’t alone inside the mountain. If Control was generating one-of-a-kind products, how would it impact them to be trained alongside the other not-so-unique merchandise?

Only Control could answer that question. With her typist boy under the table wearing earbuds telling him what to transcribe, she attempted to reply to Maeve’s concerns.

“You turn men into dogs,” she said. “Different breeds, most are sold one per new owner. Annalise puts them on the mechanical walker with similar sizes so she can set the pace. Even though they're trained and live together, they're different from each other, so they wind up with their own personalities, like companions for their owners, protectors, herders and the like.”

That was close but it wasn’t enough.

“They don’t need five senses, do they?” I asked even though I knew the answer. I wanted Control to take it from there. She did.

“Of course not, Ms. Amity. That’s actually a great way for the Meeting staff to break them into functioning properly when others are present. They certainly don’t need to see the others. Except maybe the animal line. Their sense of smell is paramount.”

Control’s visits to Amityworld showed her how I use my new sensory deprivation tank and SD rooms that I call coffins. Blindfolded boys wearing earbuds that play static always feel like they are utterly alone for the hours I put them there. It’s very helpful when I break the new ones I buy. They learn to obey without taking cues from my current stable. Once in a while, I put Gage into an SD room to clear all the details that clutter his thoughts from the tasks I assign him. He knows the consequences of making mistakes and time without being bombarded by the sights and sounds of Amityworld tidies up his thinking.

There was no reason Reckoning couldn’t convert the rooms already carved into the mountain for SD. Minta was the head of Meeting; in fact, she was the only Meeting staff Control needed. It would be up to Control to change the way Minta conducted group training. Currently, the detained men were introduced to each other after Breakpoint when Physical, Psych and Skills had them well along into their new lives. It was better, the team leaders thought, to keep them isolated until they were physically and mentally indoctrinated into their present and future. Men are much more compliant when they believe they are alone.

Meeting was when they began the process of interacting with the others who faced similar fates. The last thing Minta wanted were men who hadn’t already accepted their new lives.

But the Training Mistress’s request changed all that. She didn’t want her new bull mingling with riffraff and stand the chance of fouling the aggressive, merciless work he’d have to do to meet her conditions. Even keeping him in a one-person rock-walled cell posed possibilities she eschewed. The underground chambers extracted men were held in let them hear others’ shrieks.

The Farm Mistress demanded that her bull was to be insulated from the rest in every way.

Our dinner meeting didn’t resolve the problem so we handed it off to Control. That’s what we paid her to do. And we paid her very well.


Chapter 4

Testing the Merchandise

CONTROL SCHEDULED THE funders’ evening to show us  firsthand the talents her first Graduate School class acquired. We chose from a long list of options to serve us when we retired for the night. The choices ranged from personal boys with extraordinary capabilities to singing and dancing mouth boys all the way to big cocks who faced castration if they failed to erect on cue. I suppose some women enjoy a good fuck by a huge penis but that’s not my idea of a fabulous evening. 

I checked the box for the pain sluts and the sub-categories of reactive penises and electrical responders. I rarely travel without my single-tail, the one with the custom red handle that fits perfectly in my left hand. It was waiting for me in my suite. It works better than warm milk or sleeping pills.

Control had two candidates for me to use and assess when we said good night. I told her to send them one at a time and if I liked what I saw, I’d keep both until I was done with them. Even though each investor had her own selections to test, Control knew that an approval from me mattered more than the others. After all, I hired her and arranged for Reckoning’s funding. Not to mention her visits to Amityworld and that time I loaned Juke to her to show her what she could have that I enjoy whenever I want. Zayn had grown into the status of Tantric Master and was guiding Juke as far as Juke was capable of serving me the erotic bliss I demand. Juke was getting closer so I doubled his training time with Zayn.

That’s what I look for and have to find before I’ll consider turning anything I buy into an exclusive. It’s all about my erotic bliss. Very little else matters when it comes to exclusives.

If Control could come close to turning the right man into one I'd consider ever to be an exclusive, I saw a huge market for her merchandise. Some of my friends realized what Zayn and Juke do for me when I gave them my exclusives’ talents for an hour apiece. They’d asked where they could buy one of their own. They’re rare, of course, and what matters is if they have true slave hearts. Not to mention that one thing that can’t be taught. He must pledge his subete no, his totality, to you.

It was that very high standard I looked for in Control’s two graduate students that night.

The first one crept into my suite. He kept his head down and eyes to the floor, occasionally bumping into furniture, before he wound up at my boots. It was a good thing that he didn’t start licking them or he’d find out what my single-tail felt like when I was angry. Even pain sluts like him wind up bellowing like bears in heat when my whip is in my fist.

I had him stand and spread his legs so I could see how reactive his cock was. Bells that stimulate erections are one thing. Control already proved she could force any man to get hard when one rang. That’s not what I buy. Penises have to respond to me, not to my hand or my tools. It must react to my presence. The more sexually responsive a man is to me, the easier he is to break into my rules and eventually into the stable. All it takes is one of the cock cages my west-coast developers designed, ones with permanent sounds I thread into them. Sounds I control.

Once he was on his feet, I could appraise his physical assets. He was tall, about 6’3” with nicely developed upper body muscles that drew into a fairly narrow waist. His belly was flat, a tribute to Reckoning’s Physical team’s work, and his thighs were solid. I focused on his groin last.

A good-sized penis hung from his crotch. His pubes were hairless, a nice touch that I would have taken care of if he’d been hairy. When I twirled my finger and he turned around, I saw two round asscheeks with only a few leftover bruises from his latest training session. Cerese runs a tight ship with the Reckoning Physical team, the kind that gives results like the tight ass I was looking at.

The outside is one thing. I bent him over a waist bar so he wouldn’t lose his balance when I explored inside.

He moaned when I inserted one of my programmable anal expanders that my boys wear overnight to keep them pliable. I set it to medium so the gooseneck camera threaded in easily after I shot a lubrication injector deep into his rectum. The wall monitor showed me what I was looking for. I won’t tolerate a damaged ass. It was a rule I insisted they abide by at Reckoning: No ass damage. This one was clear all the way the camera could reach.

When I stepped back, I saw a sizable cock jutting out between his spread legs. It wasn’t just stiff. It was hard.

One of my checkboxes was filled, the one for a reactive cock. Now I could find out if he met the other two, electrical responder and pain slut. Many women think they go together but I know the nuances between them. Besides, I had another test for that cock, one that required it to be soft.

Control stocked my suite with an array of rechargeable electrical tools. My usual choice is a standard prod that I keep on high. Low and medium settings are fine for other women. Not for me, not with a Reckoning-quality pain slut.

I chose the spanker, a two pronged version that fits nicely around a shaft and zaps testicles. It was a tight fit but it had the effect I wanted.

The boy grunted when his body spasmed with the first tap. Grunting was suitable for most clients but not for mine. I estimated I’d give him no more than five more shocks before he’d be shrieking his song to me. I was close. It only took four.

That’s when I saw the Skills team’s handiwork. The boy spread his legs farther apart. He wanted more.

I grabbed his cock and threaded the sound into him, then locked the cage closed. One of the best features of my new cages is they’re controlled remotely. I can sit in a comfortable chair and manipulate the type, intensity and frequency of what the sound delivers all while sipping a decaf mocha latte.

The pain slut punctuated my coffee with screeches and a few yelps. The coffee was tasty. The boy hadn’t percolated yet. Not to my standards.

I set the sound to expand in two directions, length and width. Although the boy didn’t scream, he knew what was coming. I figured he was conserving his energy anticipating a big finale. Heck, I’d had him only 30 minutes. The finale was hours away.

I knew the light purple button spewed mint oil into his shaft when he bounced up and down. He wasn’t screaming loudly enough yet so I raised the temperature and watched him recoil off the bar, then fall flat on it again. Several times. I just wasn’t hearing the kind of noise I expect from one of Zoe’s trained products. I turned the dial on the remote control to compress the flesh inside the cage. Men are predictable when you squash their penises. They go a little crazy.

This boy went a lot crazy. Not quite into slave hysteria, but that would come soon enough. A renter or even an owner who enjoyed a pain slut dancing and singing like this one wouldn’t argue over price.

It was getting late so I indulged myself with the last test. He’d already passed reactive penis and electrical responsiveness so there was only one remaining. I was holding it in my left hand.

When My Cop is hanging over a waist bar in my suite, I’ll crack my whip once over his head before I start on his ass. It’s the split second I give him to tell me his heart.

“MS. AMITY OWNS ME!” he shrieks right before my single-tail meets his lovely white ass.

My single-tail feeds My Cop what he needs to survive. It kept him alive when a convert mission went bad and he was captured and tortured until his team rescued him. That whip wrenched him over his edge the night I branded him with a big A on the bottom of his scrotum. The red-handled whip in my fist is his present and his future after I freed him from the guilt he harbored when his team was murdered one by one and they made him watch. That whip defines his life when I’m holding it.

A five-course meal is an ordinary night with him. I wanted to see just how hungry this pain slut was.

I hung him from a ceiling bolt. Spinning my target means I can decorate every inch of a boy's skin. Which is exactly what I did.

It was time to bring in the second boy so I finished with a flourish. I attached a short whip to his hard cock with black vet wrap so only five or six inches stuck out. I made him watch.

Each swing cut off an inch until there was none. Only his hard, dripping cock. He didn’t stop screaming for five minutes.

When I let the second boy in, he saw the bloodied penis on the boy hanging from the ceiling bolt and started shrieking before I even touched him.


Chapter 5

Extraction

The Quarry

CONTROL WAS DEEP in her third meeting with Research to finalize the eight men she set for abduction from their pathetic lives and delivered to Reckoning. After the funders’ weekend at the lodge, Control had a detailed list of what her teams needed to fill our orders. When the specifications are that exhaustive, it takes several sessions to make sure what Research sends to Extraction will fill the orders.

Control said for what felt like the tenth time, “Are you sure about these men? Remember who they are for. You like your commissions, right? These are the women who pay them.”

Research didn’t need the reminder but Control said it anyway. The team knew this group was as complicated as it was special. They’d been through dozens of profiles, rejected many and were finally pleased with their list. Failure wasn’t in their vocabulary.

They divided them into two groups. The first group contained the resales, men they’d develop with brand-new skillsets they could turn into merchandise that women would be eager to buy. Then there was the second group, two destined for expert transformations, one of which the buyer insisted would never be duplicated. Not exactly. If they satisfied the women who pre-ordered them, the potential was enormous. Reckoning teams could alter other men enough so they weren’t carbon copies of these two, then advertise them for sale. For very high prices.

Research worked for weeks to locate which men Extraction would capture. In another conference room in the underground facility, Cerese, the head of Physical, Morgan from Psych and Zoe who handled Skills were finishing their all-day strategy session. Minta was working alone like she usually did, planning a new approach to Meeting for the two unusual purchases. Minta was well aware of the potential fallout if she failed to meet the German Dommes’ demands. Their reputation spanned the globe. No one wanted to defy them.

But it was the Training Farm Mistress’s wrath that Reckoning’s staff was most apprehensive about. They’d seen videos of her training methods and knew she’d never failed to turn a man into whatever animal she saw in him. In fact, Control made them study how the Farm’s products acted when they were shipped to their owners at the end of each season. They weren’t men anymore. They were 100% animals. Through and through.

That became Reckoning’s barometer. The men they transformed had to have superior skills but more than that, they had to absorb the fact they were now nothing more than slaves to their owners. They had to stop seeing themselves as men or even as human beings.

That insight was key and it all fell on Psych.

Control stressed she would never turn out a product that wasn’t exactly what the owner ordered. In these two cases, it meant five weeks of unceasing, grueling work with very little sleep for the men they apprehended. There weren’t any backups, no extras if these two failed. The kind of men Research chose were hard to find. They were limited editions.

The Extraction teams met virtually from six cities across North America to begin surveilling their objectives. Constance was the Team 1 leader and chaired the meeting.

“Team 2, you’re bringing in three. You’ve got one week. Team 3, you have three, same time frame. Romy and I have two. Yes, those two.”

Constance knew Teams 2 and 3 wanted at least one of the special captures. They were all highly-skilled operatives who ate challenges for breakfast. But if there were snags, Constance was authorized to call in whatever and whomever she needed to separate men from their lives without drawing attention to themselves. There would be no casual observers taking pictures and posting them on social media. No CCTV cameras either, at least no working ones. No traces, no breadcrumbs, nothing that would link the six women to the men’s disappearances.

It was more than a hard-and-fast rule. It was what they trained to do and they did it very well. Nothing was going to change their unbroken record, certainly not two pathetic men no matter how much they fit the criteria. Once they were delivered to Reckoning, Control and her teams would show them what their futures held. Neither Constance nor her teams had ever stepped inside the huge rock door that separated the blue sky at the top of the mountain from whatever had been dug below to create the facility. Commissions were transferred into their accounts when their quarry was sent inside and the huge door slammed shut behind the last one.

Nothing on the other side of that door concerned the Extraction teams nor did what happened to the men there. They were content that the world was rid of men like the ones they handed over to Control.

The teams had eight cities to scout and eight men’s habits to become intimately familiar with. It was easy enough to hack into their calendars and review their behavior through bank accounts and credit cards. Research provided video and written reports so Extraction knew exactly what they looked like and could pick their voices out of a crowd. Where they worked, shopped, ate and played was laid out in detail.

Most of the men they were sent to collect were creatures of habit, a trait that made it especially easy to remove them from their worlds. Research posted to their social media accounts minutes after extraction. Hours after they were secured their belongings would be gone; houses and apartments emptied and bank accounts drained. Whatever stories Research spread were believable to the few who read them. Besides, no one cared much about men like them. Co-workers were thrilled they were gone. Especially the women.
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Team 2’s route took them from Oregon to South Dakota and ended in Nebraska for the last pickup. Arden and Petra flew on different airlines and arrived a day apart. They secured vehicles and walked the same routes their targets did; most followed the same path every weekday. They watched them eat in restaurants, shop in grocery stores and stayed well behind them to and from work. Their cellphones were cloned so Team 2 heard everything they said and texted. All that was left was to choose and time and place to take them.

Team 3’s itinerary started in Tennessee, took a short hop to Indiana and ended on Alabama’s Gulf Coast. Kona and Sophia’s targets made it almost too easy to map out their strategy and choose extraction points. They each followed same schedules from Monday to Friday. They weren’t particularly high-level in their jobs, a point Research said made it easier to cover their disappearances.

Constance looked at her list again. Her team had only two men to extract and if they were ordinary captives, she wouldn’t think twice before meeting Romy at Logan Airport. She’d secure the vehicles and get started, extract the publicist Research found and head to Texas for the shop foreman. But not these two.

This pair was different. Team 1’s methods were unparalleled. They’d never even come close to failing to abduct their objectives. Their techniques had been tested and were successful in every other seizure they’d done. The publicist’s schedule and habits were fairly ordinary and he’d pose no threats to her team. It was the foreman she was concerned about. He was set to be converted into the Training Farm Mistress’s prize bull.

And he lived – at least for the next 24 hours – in Texas where things are bigger. In his case, much bigger.


Chapter 6

Team 3's Extractions

KONA CHOSE A table for breakfast in the same restaurant her first capture always ate in at exactly 7:15 a.m. She watched him order the same food he did every day and when Sophia casually asked if she could sit at the only empty chair in the small diner, Kona nodded and worked on her tablet, ignoring her partner while she waited for their meals to arrive. Their tablets’ screens were mirrors of each other.

Their first acquisition was planned for 7:45, giving them 30 minutes to enjoy their meals. They had plenty of time to eat a real Southern-style breakfast with crispy home fries, a rare treat.

He sat at the same table he always did and opened his laptop. Sophia followed what he was reading, the usual business sites, to see if any of the products he represented were in the news. He represented up-and-coming entrepreneurs so no publicity was bad for them. His job was to get their inventions out of the local headlines and into the national press.

Something caught his eye. Sophia saw him pause on the screen with the blurb Research planted. He read it twice. A smile filled his face. It was his big break. All he had to do was get the results of the survey Research planted to be picked up by national outlets and his client’s new product would be a hit. That translated into sales but more than that, it put them on the path to venture capital and after that, an IPO.

It would be his first and after that, new business would roll in. Chad was feeling full of himself and dove into the home fries. They were crispy, the way he liked them.

Kona’s napkin landed near his feet. Chad glanced at her and she gave him her best smile. He returned it. So far, so good.

Eat those potatoes, Kona thought.

Two more bites would do it. Chad started blinking, trying to focus his eyes on the screen. He’d put off that eye doctor appointment long enough, he chastised himself and promised to schedule it this afternoon. He’d never make that call.

Kona sipped coffee until Sophia nodded. Chad’s screen hadn’t moved in three minutes. He was ready.

Team 3 moved to Chad’s table, closed his laptop and put it back in his bag. They each took an elbow and led him from the restaurant to the panel truck idling on the street with a driver dressed in nondescript work clothes behind the wheel. Kona led Chad to the rear doors and helped him climb in. Sophia handed Chad’s bag to the driver’s escort and when she heard the doors shut and lock, Team 3 could head to Indiana for their next pickup.

Inside the panel van, the escort covered Chad’s head with a black hood and zip-tied his hands behind his back. They rode for hours until they reached the small airfield where it would idle until the rest appeared with their cargo.

On the flight to Evansville, Kona tapped a note to Control.

“One down,” it said. “Thank Ms. Amity for the gel.”

Control read the note and turned on the cameras in Chad’s office to see his small staff’s initial reactions when he didn’t show up at the same time he did every other day.

“Oh, thank god we don’t have to deal with him passing gas this early,” his admin assistant said, obviously relieved.

Her two co-workers laughed. “Or his constipation jokes,” another said. “Or having to run to the store for stool softeners,” the third added.

Control smiled and looked at her watch. Fourteen minutes from potatoes to transport. Not Team 3’s fastest extraction but darned good timing.

It was the first white van to arrive at the airport. Five more would be on their way soon.
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Sophia looked out the plane’s window to get her bearings. Evansville was a small city on the banks of the Ohio River and sported Native American names for its dozen earthen mounds. She found the trails near the museum and took a mental picture of which one her target would jog today. He was predictable and it was Tuesday, so she traced that trail to locate the extraction spot she and Kona mapped out. It was isolated and flat, their two requirements. It would be only a short hop to the white panel van through a small copse of trees. A short drag, actually.

The only issue Brian posed for Research was finding a replacement for him at the hospital. If he’d been merely a nurse, it would have been easier but as the day shift nursing supervisor, Research needed a plausible temp to fill his role. Research hacked the HR records weeks ago and promoted the woman who should have been elevated to Brian’s role if he hadn’t slept with the hospital’s CFO who bypassed her. It wasn’t his first foray into prostituting himself for a job but it would be his last.

Kona changed into running clothes and waited for Brian to jog toward the extraction spot. Just off the path, she started rubbing a fictitious hamstring pull when he neared the curve. Research predicted Brian would stop at nothing to get his hands on her leg. There was a 94% chance he wouldn’t stop there. His fingers would work their way up her running shorts while he droned fake reasons to investigate her pelvic muscles. He’d done it before, leaving women joggers in tears.

“Hey, are you hurt?” Brian called out when he saw her.

“Darned hamstring,” Kona said.

“Let me look at it. I’m an orthopedist.”

It was the same lie he’d told at least three other women in the past two weeks. Kona nodded and made a note to tell Research that 94% was too low an estimate for men like Brian.

He knelt while his hands traveled under her shorts. A quick jab he would never remember dropped him to the grass. Team 3 dragged him to the waiting van and locked the back doors. When Brian’s senses returned, all he saw was blackness from under a hood covering his head. His hands were tied behind his back and he rode in silence for hours.

When the van parked at the airfield, there was another one idling. As soon as the rest arrived, the drivers would load their cargo on the plane and commissions would be deposited in their accounts before they hit the highway.




-=o=-




Kona and Sophia met at the hotel that Research determined was the poshest in Mobile. The restaurant had a beautiful view of the Gulf with Battleship Memorial Park in the distance. The ship was anchored there, an obvious tourist attraction. That wasn’t what Team 3 was focused on; rather, they'd do their work at the Mardi Gras Carnival Museum during the celebration planned on its grounds.

The more elaborate the costumes, the easier it is to extricate a single target. Research estimated a 96% chance that no one would pay attention to yet another reveler disappearing. There was too much wine and weed passed around for anyone to notice or care.

George liked wine but he loved weed. Once he took a few tokes, he let loose. George spent his days haranguing saleswomen for not meeting their quotas and his nights searching for someone who’d buy him wine or share their joints. Team 3 saw which costume he bought and followed him into the celebration.

Kona and Sophia approached George from different directions and each pulled a baggie out of their leather costumes. George couldn’t miss it, they waved them aloft and offered joints to the crowd. George snagged two, lit one and took his first puff of the night.

When he awoke in blackness, he felt his hands zip-tied behind his back. His ankles were bound and he rode that way for hours until the van finally stopped.

It was the third white panel van at the small airport. The driver checked the schedule and nodded at his aide. The rest were due within the hour.

Team 2 better be on time, Kona thought while kicking the moaning body at her feet to quiet him.


Chapter 7

Team 2's Extractions

ARDEN’S PLANE LANDED in Oregon after an unremarkable flight. She didn’t pay attention when the pilot welcomed them to Mahlon Sweet Field because the Extraction teams never interacted with locals. Or pilots. She was meeting Petra in an hour for their first pickup and checked her tablet to make sure the van was ready and Petra was in place.

As usual, they were.

The driver of a Honda Civic held the door open for her in the pickup area. She scooted in and the car drove to back roads where she transferred into a black limo while the Honda headed away with a brand new license plate and a different driver. Arden changed her outfit in the roomy back seat and when they arrived at the hotel, she walked straight to the elevator. The room key was already in her pocket.

Petra was in their room, going over a tabletop filled with brochures for that hotel plus other venues in the area. Everything was ready, including the hallway camera glitch, when they heard a cheery voice outside the door say, “Banquet Manager!”

Pretending came easily to Team 2. Today they were the sisters of a bride-to-be who were paying for her wedding. They shared a short sob story with Alonzo about how their parents were killed in a car accident and made them promise to take care of their younger sister. Alonzo sympathized in his best sales voice. He was good at roleplaying as well.

Petra handed him a bottle of water and two sips later, Arden said, “Before you tell us how great your facility is, we’d like to walk through it.”

The women stood up and grabbed Alonzo before he collapsed on the floor. They emptied the table and took the brochures with them. They left the room exactly as it looked when housekeeping cleaned it that morning. The service elevator was eight steps away. It reached the banquet floor in 30 seconds and Alonzo was hauled through the almost-empty kitchen, out the employee door and tossed into the van.

The kitchen staff would learn that Alonzo got an offer he couldn’t resist to become the event manager at a European hotel, one that needed him to start immediately. The women who made up more than half of the workers were delighted that the overbearing banquet manager took the job. Hopefully, the new hire wouldn’t hover over them like Alonzo did and criticize every plating or bitch about a napkin folded wrong. They were looking forward to one who knew how to keep his hands to himself and off their nametags that he simply had to move an inch. Right on top of their nipples. They despised Alonzo’s routine where he reached inside their bras to position it perfectly. At least that’s what he said.

Control watched her monitor and noted the time. Twelve minutes, possibly Team 2’s best time yet.

The van drove down the highway at eight miles under the speed limit for hours. When they reached the small airport, they counted three other vans parked around the perimeter. The driver checked to make sure the other two were on their way so her commission could be deposited in her account. That’s all that mattered.
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Research concentrated on the tone and volume of the voices they were looking for to fill the order for a singer with a history of bias. It didn’t matter which group he disdained. It was the contempt he expressed that they were looking for. Psych said that men who disparage entire groups are easy to manage. If they deride any group, Psych could transfer that scorn to another social cluster. If their victim ridiculed the gay community, all the better. In a few weeks, he’d fit the sales order perfectly.

Research concentrated on the flyover states. Statistics showed a higher percentage of the mindset they wanted in those areas. There weren’t many corporate headquarters in those states, so they narrowed their search to factories. They picked two, installed microphones and listened. The voice they chose belonged to the plant manager whose birth name was John William. Rural families had a habit of calling their children by their middle names. Everyone called this one Bill. The volume he used to harass the women on the assembly line was the deciding factor.

Research played several minutes of his irritating orders for Skills. Zoe’s team rolled their eyes. This one wouldn’t be hard to teach to sing and they were looking forward to the days he would spend being forced to do everything he hated. With everyone he despised.

Every weekday, Bill drove his truck from his double-wide on an unnamed, unpaved road and turned onto the two-lane highway to head to the factory. Arden and Petra mapped out four extraction points before choosing the safest one. It was an easy choice. They’d take him right before he turned off the dirt road.

Men like Bill can’t help themselves when they see a truck that’s bigger than their own. They slow down to look and don’t speed up until their jealousy fades. The white van parked a quarter mile closer to the main road and Petra stopped her pickup 500 feet closer to Bill’s trailer and parked it horizontally across the dirt road. Right on time, Bill emerged from the double-wide, chomping the last bite of a sausage biscuit, and slid into the front seat of his bright blue Ford 150.

He drove 100 yards and stopped. Petra’s Rapid Red Metallic 150 blocked the road. It was the newest model; outpacing Bill’s by three years. He opened his window and barked, “Get that damned truck outta my way!”

Petra stuck her head out the window and gave him a smile intended to infuriate him. It succeeded. Bill flung his door open, climbed down and stomped toward her truck. In his fury, he never saw Arden walk silently behind him. A small needle in his shoulder was all it took to drop him onto the dirt road. Just for fun, they tossed him into the truck bed and drove the 500 feet to the waiting van.

When Bill opened his eyes hours later, all he saw was darkness and felt his hands, one in front and one behind, attached with a zip-tie between his legs. He rode that way for hours until the van stopped at the airport.

They were the fifth one in line.
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The third extraction on Team 2’s list took more planning than the previous two Petra and Arden snatched that week. The city was bigger and his office was trickier to conceal their movements. The Germans ordered what Control called a ‘combo’ so the extraction plans they devised for Bill, the country boy, and Alonzo, a prissy sort, weren’t sufficient.

Seizing Nicholas meant spending a full day surveilling him, following his routes, noting where he ate on which day to ascertain where and when he would most likely be alone. After Nicholas, who his staff called Nick, finished dinner and worked out in his condo building’s gym, he rode the elevator to his floor and stayed in for the night. Research had his schedule. Team 2 reviewed it again.

Thursday night was his next stop at the gym. That’s where they would take him.

There wasn’t much to do in Lincoln, Nebraska, so Team 2 spent the day listening to his support staff’s comments and the other product engineers’ discussions. Everything supported Research’s conclusion that Nick was universally loathed by the lower-level staff and the VPs he reported to. The only positive comments were how glad they were when he left exactly at 5:15 p.m. every afternoon. It would have been enough for Nick to simply be a misogynist. He was worse than that.

Nick’s mission was to convert the way others thought to his mindset. Neither politics nor religion nor morals were off-limits. Nick spewed his narrow-minded opinions with everyone. It didn’t surprise Research or Team 2 that most of his abhorrent positions were about the proper role for women – unsurprisingly they should stay at home – along with the expected religious and moral indignation one might expect from a small-minded male like Nick.

Turning one like him into the combo the German Dommes ordered made Morgan’s Psych team almost salivate.

Arden watched the gym monitors and when Nick started his last set on the rowing machine, they moved into place. Petra, wearing neon green spandex with a towel draped around her neck, was stationed at the elevator doors. Arden was down the hall, two bottles of sports drinks in her hands. Her spandex was blue.

Nick grabbed his towel and headed toward the elevator bank. Arden stayed two long steps behind him and called out, “Hold the elevator,” when the doors opened. Petra pressed the button, Nick ushered Arden to go in ahead of him and she smiled at his polite gesture.

“That was so kind,” she said. “Here, I have an extra.”

Nick reached for the bottle, took a swig and woke up under a black hood in the back of a white panel van with his wrists zip-tied to his ankles behind him. Hog tied. He rode that way for hours without saying a word. There was no one listening to him anyway.

That made the sixth van idling outside the airport’s tarmac.
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Six vans were unloaded in the dark and their cargo hauled up a few stairs to the plane where they were unceremoniously laid on the floor. The aircraft had only four seats, Kona and Sophia sat next to each other; Arden and Petra in the others. The six captives moaned from time to time but that was predictable, a typical result of their gel-induced stupors.

The Extraction teams checked their tablets to make sure they were on time for their final stop. Once they carted the six captives to the helicopter and dropped them off at the top of the mountain where the entrance to Reckoning was secreted, their commissions would show up in their accounts.

Control looked at her watch and recorded the time. Another perfect extraction. She authorized the van drivers’ commissions and switched monitors.

Team 1 was on the move.


Chapter 8

The Unusuals

Team 1's Extractions

CONSTANCE AND ROMY landed at Logan Airport two hours apart. They arrived at the Hilton Garden Inn an hour after each other and checked into two rooms on the same floor. They told the registration clerk they didn’t mind being down the hall from a section undergoing renovation and the noise didn’t bother them. The disruption fit Team 1’s plans perfectly. It was easier to disable cameras with so much worker traffic in the hallway. They spent the evening practicing their scripts.

Their target was Stephen. No one called him Steve.

When Research looked for the right candidate for this atypical piece of merchandise, they consulted with Medical to make sure the chosen male body was suitable to be turned into something Medical had done only once before. They had experience altering rare, dual-gendered babies at their parents’ and pediatricians’ requests but this sales order was the opposite of that.

Lina ordered a bi-gender that could satisfy a client no matter which one his fantasy dictated. If he rented a female, he’d get one with a working vagina and when he wanted a male, it would have a penis that erected. It was perhaps the most unusual order Reckoning had ever received but when Control saw the funders’ faces at the meeting at the lodge, she knew it could be a saleable commodity. The price would be the highest they’d ever charged and she was surrounded by women who could afford to buy one. Or more.

Medical read all the literature, talked to the articles’ authors to learn their techniques and heard their tips, tricks and warnings. They all agreed that starting with a male body was the right choice if a working penis was required. The endocrinologists shared key information about hormone therapy. OB-GYNs had plenty of advice, down to vaginal lubrication. But building a vagina wasn’t their biggest concern. The clitoris was.

When the bi-gender body was reacting as a female, it had to respond with an authentic physical orgasm or it would have to, well, fake one. The first option was in Medical’s hands. The second belonged to Psych.

They practiced on the men they already had purchase orders to transition. They tried hormones that produced larger breasts and ravenous sexual appetites but hadn’t yet achieved clitoral orgasms. Psych worked with the altered men until they could perform fairly authentically but the crucial internal sensations were missing.

Their last hope was moving nerves that used to erect their penises before they were cut off. Control hired an inventive neuroscientist who was fascinated with the possibility of creating exactly what Reckoning wanted. The first one was close. The second was the winner.

The staff watched the two-hour event. Four recently extracted men were being trained to stay hard without ejaculating. Their sessions were long and tedious. Skills had them inserting their organs into artificial vaginas, one after another, until the men were pleading hysterically to be allowed to finish. Instead, Zoe had them return to the first vagina and work their way down the line again. After 90 minutes, the four lapsed into slave hysteria and sobbed with each thrust.

When their session was over, they were returned to their rock-walled cells with their hands tied behind their backs. Three of the four pounded their penises into the rock floor. The fourth beat his into the wall. None of them ejaculated.

Control arranged for those four penises to test the clitoris Medical built in a former eunuch. If it succeeded, if the newly-constructed clitoris pulsed with sensation, Reckoning would be able to meet the demand. Future sales would skyrocket.

The staff watched on monitors when the four penises were lined up at the end of the table the new vagina was secured on. Their faces were grim; after all, there was only one vagina and four of them. The wait time between thrusts would be exhausting no matter how hard or fast they worked. They had to wait for the other three before they got their chance again.

Skills focused on the penises; Psych on how the vagina reacted to them. Medical watched the readouts from the internal probes.

Control had only one objective: to hear the clitoris scream.

The first screech and lower-body spasm happened at nine minutes, forty-five seconds according to Control’s watch. The next was seven minutes later. At the end of the two-hour trial, there were 19 recorded orgasms along with four crazed men beating their crotches into the rock walls.

Control smiled. The staff watching the monitors cheered.
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Everyone in the local theater and music scene knew Stephen. Almost no one liked him but they tried their best to put up with him. He called himself a publicist who could get them noticed. They paid him to promote their songs and acting talent so directors and agents in the big cities would get in touch. In return, Stephen gave them what he called advice. It sounded more like cruel criticism to them but he had one or two successes and there was no one else to turn to in the small city.

Stephen was sipping a latte in the coffee shop when Constance sat at a nearby table. As usual, he read his texts, took a sip, then read more. He had comments for each that he said aloud even though he was the only person at his table. Most were disdainful. “Too old for that role,” he mumbled. “You’re a has-been,” he said to the next.

Constance didn’t let her face react to the display although other patrons couldn’t hide their disgust. Stephen went on for a few more minutes before gathering his briefcase and heading to the door with Constance three steps behind him.

The top was down on the red convertible parked in front of the coffee shop. Romy was in the front seat, her blonde wig reaching down to her shoulders with oversized sunglasses covering most of her face. Constance waved and called out, “I’m here, darling!”

Stephen took two steps down the street but stopped to see who the blonde in the fancy car was picking up.

“Airport tomorrow,” Constance said. “I’ve got a second audition with the big guy!”

Romy applauded. Stephen stopped dead in his tracks.

“You’ll be great,” Romy said. “I can’t wait to see the movie!”

Research provided their dialogue and it worked. Stephen walked toward the car and said, “I can help you with that.”

Team 1 expected that kind of response. Research told them the target wouldn’t be able to keep himself from injecting his expertise into their conversation.

“Oh, I already have an agent,” Constance said on cue.

“She’s darling!” Romy added. “A real California beauty.”

He was hooked like a fish that gobbled the bait. “My clients don’t wait to be called. I make casting directors wait for them.”

It was one of Stephen’s more outrageous lies that worked on hopeful starlets. Just not on Team 1.

“We have an appointment in a little bit. How about we do lunch and you tell me what you can do for me. Then I’ll tell you what I can do for you.” Constance gave him her best smile.

“There’s no time like the present,” Stephen said. “How about I ride with you to your thing and show you what I can make happen to future stars like yourself that I represent?”

Team 1 smiled at each other and invited Stephen to ride in the front seat. Romy revved the engine and took off for the highway, the wind blowing her long blonde hair toward the sky.

When Stephen woke up in the back of a nameless white van with a black hood covering his head, he started to scream. He kept it up for the first hour and then shrieked intermittently for the rest of the long ride. When the van pulled up to the private jet, two pairs of hands hauled him up the stairs and tossed him on the floor.

He'd wait there until Team 1 extracted their next target, the one in Texas. The Training Farm Mistress’s new bull.

Control looked at her watch. Less than 24 hours to extract something it took Research three weeks to pinpoint. She tapped Team 1’s 10% tip icon.


Chapter 9

Team 1's Bull

TEAM 1 ARRANGED for two vehicles and approached Amarillo from different directions two days apart. They registered in separate hotels. Constance’s main concern in this extraction wasn’t their target. Subduing him would be easy.

It was his job, his co-workers and his pesky boss.

His mother named him Benjamin Grady but true to his Texas roots, everyone called him Bubba. When Reckoning was finished with him, the Training Farm Mistress would call him Bull. That is, if Team 1 could remove him quietly and if Research could invent a believable story for his disappearance.

Stephen, the publicist, was easy, almost too easy. Neither Constance nor Romy was willing to take unnecessary chances on this one. Too much depended on this extraction being successful. Cloak-and-dagger wasn’t their style. Constance and Romy were the top covert operatives at Reckoning. They ate stealth for lunch.

Bubba had a lot of advantages for Reckoning’s teams to convert him into what the Mistress specified. Physical would have less work to do, given his well-developed muscles. That gave Psych the extra days they said they’d need to alter his self-perception. Skills had their work cut out for them to make him an expert in hair, makeup and wardrobing. Bubba was, in the vernacular, a man’s man. In less than five weeks, he’d have to perceive himself in an entirely new way. Acting that way wasn’t enough. He had to become what the Mistress wanted.

A prize bull. Absolutely devoted to her. Expert in personal care. Not to mention a huge cock.

Research spent two weeks comparing penises across the country. Length, by itself, was useless. They looked for what Control termed ‘meatiness’ and of course, its ability to erect and stay that way for significant periods of time. Once they found three candidates, they displayed photos and video for the staff to evaluate and help choose the finalist. Bubba won, hands down.

Psych read his history several times before approving their choice. He was the product of a single mother after her encounter with a one-night stand. His only plus was his father's size that Bubba inherited. In spite of the odds, Bubba made it through high school, and was, predictably, a star football player in his small town. He got no offers and never played college ball. The scouts weren’t sure Bubba could spell university.

Right out of high school, he got a factory job, worked there for a few years and was eventually made shop foreman. He supervised the workers like he was their football coach, never letting them rest and forcing them to do physical exercises before and after their work hours. No one could afford to complain. Jobs were scarce in that part of Texas.

Bubba caught Research’s eye when they saw how he conducted those fitness drills. He coached the men. He tormented the women. Nothing they did earned a positive comment. He upped the women’s reps as a group with no consideration for age or infirmity. He barked orders and insisted they were slacking off if one woman dropped from exhaustion.

As far as Research was concerned, Bubba was the epitome of a useless man and extracting him was doing a favor for the women at the factory.

Small town targets pose a host of considerations. Team 1 worked on their plan for days until they had a solid strategy with a potential Plan B if there were any snags. That had never happened before, not to Team 1, but this capture had serious implications. Making sure the Farm Mistress was pleased was the biggest one.

The evening before the extraction, Romy ordered a Modelo Especial at the bar Bubba always visited after work. She didn’t drink a drop of it but a new blonde in that bar drew the regulars’ attention and the expected snide comments about what they’d do with and to her when they got her alone. Bubba was the loudest and the crudest of the bunch.

“I’d ram my dick in every hole she’s got,” he bragged.

Romy put her beer on the table in front of Bubba and said, “Oh, can you get that little twig up? I heard it just hung there.”

Bubba stood up in an effort to intimidate her with his size. It didn’t work. His 6’4” didn’t faze her 5’11” frame or the muscles in her arms. Research chose a sleeveless top specifically for this scenario. It was the right choice.

The bar was silent while the two faced off. Romy had her lines down pat.

“If you’re a good boy, maybe I’ll take a closer look at it and see if it’s worth my time.”

Bubba laughed, shook his head and sat down. It was the first time anyone in the bar recalled Bubba backing away from any kind of challenge. Especially from a woman.

Every man focused on Romy’s long legs as she strode out of the bar.

“Nice piece of ass,” one said.

“It’ll be mine before morning,” Bubba said.
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Before the sun rose over the Route 66–Sixth Street Historic District, Constance had the white van in place at the Palo Duro Canyon State Park while Romy got ready for the capture. Now that Bubba’s ego was bruised in the exchange at the bar, they’d set up the background for his extraction. He wouldn’t show up at work. The blonde from last night was nowhere to be found.

Obviously, they’d run off together. All they had to do was plant the rumor and the women at the factory would take care of the rest.

Bubba drove past the park entrance, his usual morning route, when he saw a pickup blocking the road. When Romy stuck her head out of the window, Bubba saw her long blonde hair and pulled up alongside.

“Trouble, bitch?” he asked. He didn’t smile.

Good, Romy thought, he’s still pissed off.

“Nothing I can’t handle,” she said. “I rebuilt her myself.”

Bubba snickered, opened his door and walked to her truck’s window. “Prove it,” he said.

Romy opened the door and stepped out. That was Constance’s cue. While Bubba bantered with Romy, he never heard Team 1’s lead step behind him, just like he never felt the small dart pierce his thigh. It took both of them to drag him to the white van and toss him inside. Constance let Romy bag his head and hog tie his wrists to his ankles. It was her small gift to her partner for having to put up with his crude behavior and vacuous threats. Bubba’s screeching made fitting background music for the long drive.

When the pickup was returned to the used car lot whose owner never knew it was gone overnight, Bubba’s truck was sent to be demolished. He’d never need it again.

The van drove for hours until it reached a private airfield. The contents were hauled onto a small jet and tossed on the floor.

Team 1 sat in the only seats.

The van driver checked her tablet when the plane took off. Her commission was sizable. This one must have been special, she thought.

Control checked her watch and tapped a button on her console. When this extraction was sent through Reckoning’s mountain door, Team 1 would be pleased with their hazardous duty pay.


Chapter 10

Breakpoint

The Entrance Stairs

EVERY EXTRACTED MAN entered Reckoning the same way. They walked down the twenty rock steps in the dark by themselves. None could fathom what lie ahead; some were sure they would be rescued; several cried in fear; a few were on the verge of hysteria but not one ever failed to be turned into what the buyers pre-ordered.

When the door that was cut into the mountain opened, men met their Reckoning.

The six men Teams 2 and 3 extracted were the first to arrive on the mountaintop. Control had them dropped one at a time from the helicopter so their clothing could be cut off, the door opened and each man sent through. The last thing the Extraction teams did was pull off the men’s hoods from behind. When their eyes focused, they all saw the same thing.

A rock staircase saturated in darkness. If any had the nerve to look down, they’d see Control watching them take the final steps away from what used to be their lives. Twenty steps into their reckoning.

One by one, she kept her eye on how they handled entry. Team 3’s quarry was the first in today’s shipment.

Chad, the account exec for a product that would never matter, looked up, left and right and saw nothing but rock walls and a staircase leading down. He bent and touched the rock floor to confirm what he felt, a slight cool breeze on his skin. He was naked with his hands tied behind his back. He took one step down before the tears started. Control stifled her laugh at his sobbing when he descended nineteen more.

Gemma grabbed his cock when he reached the bottom and dragged him through the rock-lined hallway to his cell. The bars clanged shut and she left Chad still sobbing inside.

One down, Gemma thought. Five to go.

Control unlocked the door with the switch on her belt. A 6’1” skinny body was pushed inside right after the hood was yanked off his head. This one was all hands, Research said, and a liar to boot. Whatever he had to say to get his hands on women’s bodies was his typical ploy. She saw him trembling, especially his thin penis and miniature balls. He didn’t look like a weepy type. He was too arrogant to cry.

Brian tugged his wrists one last time before realizing there was only one direction he could go. Almost straight down. He took one step, left foot first, then plopped his right foot on the same step before doing it again, nineteen more times. Control made a note to congratulate Research. He would be perfect for CBT in sensory deprivation. They don’t come any more fainthearted than this one.

Gemma put him in his cell, locked the door and watched him shiver in the cold air. There were four to go.

Team 3’s last extraction was the weed-loving Alabama boy whose hobby was haranguing saleswomen about quotas yet offered incentives to the men. His body was one you’d never look at twice but that’s not why they took him. It was his mouth; actually, his jaw. Control watched his lips quiver while he assessed his predicament. When he reached the second-to-last step, he demanded to know where he was and who was responsible for this outrage.

Gemma yanked his cock so hard, George stumbled down the last two steps. She dragged him to his feet for the long trek down the stone hallway to his cell, then threw him inside and locked the door.

Three down. Three to go.

Team 2’s first extraction, the banquet manager from Oregon, was lowered from the hovering helicopter so Arden and Petra could cut him loose. He dropped the final two feet, landing a short distance from the rocky ledge. Once they stripped off his clothes, Petra pushed him from behind until he was face-to-face with the huge door. Control pushed the button and the massive entrance opened. The last thing Alonzo felt was Petra’s hand grabbing the hood off his head. The last sound he heard was the metal door clank shut.

Control looked him over. His 6’2” frame held a decently-developed musculature, a bonus for Physical. That should get Skills an extra day or two for his training. In fact, Psych estimated they’d need only a week to turn him into the finished product the New Orleans buyers ordered and that gave Skills even more time with him. They were going to need every hour.

Alonzo tried to cover his naked groin with his hands with no luck. The zip ties weren’t budging. Even in the cool air, Control saw sweat bead on his skin and the only light, a small wall fixture, reflected off his dark skin. Control knew he’d make a beautiful product when he was finished.

Alonzo took the first step to his new life’s purpose with fear coursing through him and sweat trickling down his back. Right into the crack between his asscheeks.

Control smiled when Gemma dragged him to his cell. The sound of the cell’s bars locking shut echoed throughout the rock hallway.

Just two more, Gemma thought.

Arden let the next one tethered from the helicopter fall a couple of feet and rolled him onto his belly so she could slice off his pants. When his short body was naked, she took a good look at his fat belly and thighs. Why anyone would buy something that looked like that was hard for her to fathom, but she wasn’t paid to wonder about things like that. Getting the last one inside the door was the only thing that mattered. That’s when Team 2’s commissions would be deposited.

Arden planted her boot on the short boy’s wide ass and kicked him forward when Control opened the door.

From her vantage at the bottom of the entrance stairs, Control saw mostly layers of fat. His belly drooped almost over his crotch and his thighs jiggled when he took the first step down the stairs. Research named him John William, no matter that the locals called him Bill. There would be no more locals in his life so they could use any term they wanted and the boy would answer to whatever his owner chose. He’d get used to it. Eventually.

A sneer filled his face when he saw Control at the bottom of the rock staircase and stayed there while he climbed down. That expression faded when Gemma grabbed a handful of his cock and balls and pulled the shrieking former plant manager through the rock hallway, then planted her boot on his fat belly and pushed him inside. He landed with a plop on his fat ass.

Gemma was sure that Danica would find good use for him at her Montana estate, the one she aptly named Destiny.

One more to go, Gemma thought.

Team 2’s last extraction was dangling from the helicopter when Control opened the door. They were eager to get him inside not only because that’s when their commissions would appear in their accounts. They wanted him inside the mountain so they could wash their hands of the filth they felt from his vituperative screeds on the transport plane.

He didn’t let up for hours. Women had to do this. Women should never do that. Control hadn’t authorized a gag so that wasn’t a solution. Instead, they pulled a body bag out of the medical closet and stuffed him inside. At least it muffled his diatribes.

Petra let him drop three feet and made sure he landed on what she assumed were deer droppings. Or bear. She didn’t care which.

Once his clothes were slashed off, Arden and Petra grabbed him under his shoulders and dragged him across the rocky terrain to the door. When Control opened it, they threw him inside. Arden snatched the hood off his head and smiled when the huge door slammed shut.

Team 2 boarded the helicopter and checked their tablets. Both smiled broadly.

Inside the entrance, Nicholas struggled to his feet in spite of his hands being locked behind his back. It took a few tries before he managed to get to his knees and three more tries to stand. That’s when Control got her first good look at him.

He was the right shape. Tall and supple. Long legs and arms. If Physical could make those parts twist and bend into a variety of positions, Reckoning would have its first combo. Skills would make him sing. He’d pass or fail the real test when he was sent to one of their new sensory deprivation cells.

If he didn’t lapse into slave hysteria, Reckoning would have a new product to offer. If he slipped too deep into that annoying state, Nicholas would have to be sold as is, one of Reckoning’s rare discounted items.

Nicholas tromped down the rock staircase, complaining loudly the entire way. When he reached the last step, Gemma stuffed a jaw spreader in his mouth and ratcheted it open. He tried to scream but all he managed to do was drool down his chin while Gemma towed him to his cell. When she slammed the cell door shut, he quieted down. It only took two hours.

Control looked at her watch. Team 1 was due in an hour.


Chapter 11

Team 1’s Delivery

TWO MOTIONLESS BODIES filled the small cargo area of the jet. Team 1 sat in the only two seats and kept an eye on their merchandise. Delivering damaged goods wasn't an option. That would result in lower commissions and neither Constance nor Romy would tolerate a fiasco like that to impugn their perfect record.

The publicist moaned from time to time while Bubba grunted. They were easy to ignore while Team 1 filled out their after-extraction reports and uploaded them through Reckoning’s secure VPN. Constance knew Control insisted that only Team 1 pull out these two. She figured they were particularly valuable and any profit Reckoning made when they were sold meant higher commissions in her and Romy’s accounts. She didn’t care what happened to the men her teams delivered to the massive entrance door. Once it slammed shut behind them, her teams were finished.

Romy looked at the bodies squirming under her feet. They were decidedly different shapes and sizes and even their backgrounds couldn’t have been more dissimilar. One lived in the Northeast, the other in Texas. When her boot landed on each extracted man’s organs, even their grunts were easy to tell apart.

“What do you think she’ll turn them into?” Romy asked.

Constance looked out the window at the mountains they were closing in on before answering. “There’s no way to know so I don’t think about it.”

“These two must be special,” Romy said. It wasn’t a question.

Constance nodded. Whatever exited that door cut into the mountain when they were handed off to their new owners wouldn’t look or act like these two did now. None of the finished products ever did. The pilot announced they were ready to land at the airfield at the bottom of the mountain. These two weren’t going to be dropped at the entrance by helicopter. Control insisted they’d be transported in the back of the SUV that was waiting for them to land.

That told Constance these two were indeed special. They were ferrying high-priced merchandise.

The landing was uneventful and the driver and her assistant handled moving the two men into the back of the van. They protested in their own ways. Stephen was upset and confused. Bubba was almost insanely livid, shouting his anger all the way into the van. It stopped when the driver locked the doors.

They drove almost an hour up the mountain until they reached the drop-off point, about a quarter mile from the entrance. Team 1 had little trouble moving their quarry across the field after the two captives learned what electric prods, set on medium, felt like.

Control checked the monitor and when she saw the publicist’s cashmere sweater and wool slacks had been sliced off, she headed to the entrance staircase. She didn’t see the moment his little purple panties were removed but had noticed them in the pictures Research sent of everything he owned for easy disposal. Romy pulled them halfway down his legs before she cut them off.

The big door opened and Romy pushed Stephen through. When it clanged shut, she turned to Constance who was slicing Bubba’s jeans. When he was naked, Team  1 looked him over while waiting for the door to open again.

Inside the entrance, Stephen was shivering at the top of the staircase. Control noticed his decent build, hairy chest and pubes and decided his thick penis was a match for the pictures and video she reviewed. Stephen uttered the first – and last – words he’d speak aloud for the first 24 hours he’d spend in Breakpoint.

“Who the HELL are you and what the HELL do you think you’re doing?”

Control tried not to laugh. She knew who she was and what she was doing. This one only thought he knew who he was and his self-perception would change drastically by the end of the first week.

Stephen stomped down the stairs and managed just one menacing step toward Control when Gemma dropped a leash behind his balls and tugged it hard. He shrieked while he stumbled all the way down the long hallway behind her. When Gemma turned and dragged him into a dark rock cutout on the left, he met his new home for the next few months. It was a small rectangular space dug out of the mountain with a single door that had no inside handle. The tiny space had no furniture except a thin mattress atop a rock slab and a metal bucket in the corner. Most of all, Stephen saw darkness. There was no light, no lamp and certainly no window.

He tried to scream when Gemma tied the leather strap attached to the collar behind his testicles to a bolt on one wall. She walked out, slamming the cell door behind her.

If Stephen managed to shriek, no one heard him. Gemma was relieved to have one of the two unusuals secured. He’d be here a long time compared to the first six who were already in their cells.

There was one more to go.
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Team 1 expected Bubba to act up while they waited for Control to unlock the door so they zip-tied his wrists to his ankles behind him with just enough slack so he could hobble toward the door. He certainly wasn’t going any farther than that. They were careful to make sure he didn’t damage himself. Injuries that leave a mark lower the purchase price.

While they waited, neither Constance nor Romy spoke to each other as was their practice. Captives didn’t need instructions issued in words. Their prods communicated everything men like Bubba needed to know. They respond much more quickly to electrical jolts. The sooner they learned to do what they were told, the sooner they’d accept that their new roles were forever.

Bubba was bewildered by everything that happened to him and since his ability to fight back was stripped away, he felt helpless. It was the first time he could remember that his brute strength was useless and a big part of his ego was beyond bruised. Two women did this to him. Two bitches. He vowed silently to pay them back.

Constance’s tablet vibrated, telling her to get the last extraction ready to enter the facility. She and Romy sliced Bubba’s pants down each leg and pulled them off.

Typical, Romy thought. White underwear. A single slice and they were added to the pile. Once his shirt fell on top of the clothes he’d never need again, she took a good look at him.

Physical won’t have a lot of work to do, she thought. But Psych will.

They heard the motor whir and the door cut into the mountain opened. All that stood between Bubba and the rest of his life was a ten-foot journey inside. Constance pressed the prod into Bubba’s round ass and turned it on.

The future bull bellowed with each fumbling step he took and he screamed manically when she pulled off his hood and pushed him inside.

The door closed with a loud clunk.

Team 1 tapped their tablets. Both smiled when they saw the large tip added to their commissions.
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It took a minute for Bubba’s eyes to adjust to the darkness. He looked around wildly, like a scared animal caught in a trap. Most extracted men needed two-to-three minutes before they dared to descend the staircase. When Control checked her watch, Bubba didn’t take his first step until four minutes in. She made a mental note to have Psych cut his response time at least in half, if not more. This one had a lot to learn, a huge amount to absorb before he’d be ready for delivery to his new owner. Considering who bought him, he had to be extremely responsive. The consequences he'd face for hesitation were enormous.

It took every ounce of his concentration to wriggle down each step on the steep staircase. With his wrists zip-tied to his ankles behind him, Bubba’s balance was iffy and he was desperate not to fall. There was no soft landing at the bottom. Just solid rock.

Control kept her eye on each movement he made. Males as big and strong as this one were prone to injuring themselves, an outcome Control wanted to avoid. Healing set back their progress and she had no time to waste with this piece of merchandise.

Bubba twisted left and stepped down with his right foot. Then the other way. He was two steps from finishing when he saw Control.

“Whaddya looking at, bitch?”

It took all of her strength not to laugh out loud. When men as big and brutish as this one are naked and as scared as they’ve ever been in their lives, they often resort to their most basic instincts.

They demean women. Bubba picked the worst time and the wrong woman to unload his fear. It would be the last derisive comment he ever make. His tune would change soon enough, Control knew. She gave him 24 hours.

Breakpoint lasted one full day. Extracted men spent 24 hours undoing a lifetime of bad habits, rude comments and disobedience. Breakpoint erased men’s insubordination and deleted their defiance.

It was the worst 24 hours any of them could imagine but it worked. That was all that mattered.

Gemma dragged Bubba behind her down the long rock hallway, turned right into a short passageway and pushed him into the only cell on the block. The door slammed shut behind her.

Eight down, she thought. Breakpoint begins right now.

Control looked at her watch and set a 24-hour timer. Then she turned down the speaker volume in her office to deaden the cacophony of screaming she knew she’d hear. They always screamed, at least for a little while before it stopped and Reckoning's cells were quiet again.


Chapter 12

One Hour in Breakpoint

WHEN MEN’S LIVES are utterly upended and they find themselves naked, helpless and locked in cages, the first thing they do is deny their reality. Loudly. Then they expect they’ll be rescued as if someone actually wanted them back. The third usual tier is false acceptance. They pretend to comply with instructions while searching for a way to escape.

It always ends the same way. They eventually submit to their new existence. It just takes some of them too long to succumb. That doesn’t happen at Reckoning.

That’s what Breakpoint is for.

Gemma owned Breakpoint as well as the men in her cells for 24 nonstop hours. There was a single goal for all of them. It was the last step, what she called joyful capitulation.

She’d never failed to break any man that Control entrusted to her. Most could be transformed with techniques she’d honed over the seasons. Only a few required special handling.

The investors called Gemma ‘The Ruthless One’ and smiled when they said it.

She had three focuses for the recently-extracted men in this session. There were six specialized products in the main cell block, one longer-term going to Medical in a few days and her other unusual, the bull. Control didn’t have to stress how important this cluster of extractions was. Everyone at Reckoning knew it.

Gemma’s first stop was the row of main cells. Other than Control who they wouldn’t see again until Trials, the only woman they’d meet during the next 24 hours was Gemma. When they were sent to Physical, they’d be broken in and ready to begin accelerated fitness training.

At the end of their first 24-hour cycle, every man had completed all three levels, from denial, past hope for rescue and learned the consequences of pretending to obey instructions. That’s why they called it Breakpoint.

Gemma walked from the first occupied cell to the last, looking through the bars to see what her captives were up to. They give off telltale signs that she interpreted easily; after all, men like these act the same when they’re in her cells. Their backgrounds, education and former social classes don’t matter anymore, not when Breakpoint reduces them to their animal instincts. All the trappings they used to enjoy disappear and the only thing they have left is fighting to survive.

The one called Alonzo was the prissy one. She kept an eye on him because they break the fastest. Taking that kind to the edge of insanity was simple; keeping them on the right side of the line was her job.

Gemma put the mouth boys in adjacent cells. She checked them off; Chad, the account exec and George, the sales manager. Next were the two who were being readied for attitude adjustments, John William and Nicholas, both of whom would undergo viewpoint alteration, one of Psych and Skills’ specialties. That left Brian, the one whose summary particularly irritated Gemma. Lying about being a doctor just to feel up women runners was more than distasteful. Breaking those men made her day.

Gemma tossed a water bottle into each cell through the bars. Most ran for the bottles and gulped it down. Only one didn’t touch it. The trailer boy from Dakota. It figured.

Gemma’s policy was to use one lesson to train them all. It saved time and the others learned not to make the same mistake. She unlocked John William’s cell, stomped in and hooked his testicle ring to a bolt driven into the rock wall. He didn’t have an inch to move.

Men learn quickly when they feel the penalties for failing to eat or drink when it’s offered. A leather flogger was her tool of choice. She raised her right arm and swung hard.

The screech he let out reverberated throughout the rock-walled hallway. The others heard it clearly the entire time she whipped him. When he was reduced to whimpering, she walked out and the door clanged shut.

The faces she saw when she walked the length of the cells showed Gemma she made her point. When she took a second trip to John William’s cell, the water bottle was empty.

Four minutes. That’s all it usually takes.

Her next step in Breakpoint was intended to teach men obedience, a skill they would need for the rest of their lives. Gemma knew that men thrive best when they’re tightly controlled. They must be given a task and a time limit to complete it as ordered. Their futures did not allow for the concept of ‘pretty good’. Only doing their tasks when they were assigned and finishing them perfectly would be acceptable. Men learn that straightforward fact best when they’ve felt the results of doing anything less than that.

What their future owners would have them do ranged the gamut from tedious to mind-numbing yet they had to treat their owners’ orders as critical no matter what they were told to do. Skills would take care of learning the techniques to satisfy their new owners, but it was up to Gemma to make them understand that only one outcome – perfection – was tolerated. And what would happen if their work didn’t meet that criterion.

That’s why Reckoning developed the new rings. Gemma worked with the developers that one of the funders suggested to design and test the novel devices. The belly belt kept the anal insert in tight while the men practiced sphincter control. It was delightfully simple. Men wore a ring and a plug that were invisible except for the clear belt and best of all, they could be operated by remote control.

Gemma entered Alonzo’s cell, pointed down and he landed on his knees on the rock floor. The prissy boys always behave, she thought. With no discussion, she snapped the ring behind his testicles and shoved the anal plug into his ass. While he sniveled, she circled his waist with the belt and locked it closed. It was almost too easy, but men like him weren’t much of a challenge.

Her next installation was the flexible engineer from Nebraska. Just for fun, she kicked his ankles so he spread his legs to make it easier for her to tighten the ring behind his balls. He yelped a little but that changed when she rammed the plug up his ass. Gemma stretched the belt tightly around his thin waist. Nicholas tried to sneer at her but when she turned to leave his cell, a single boot in his groin wiped that smirk off his face.

One by one, she ringed, plugged and belted the rest and left the Dakota boy for last on purpose. While the others moaned about their genitals locked and their anuses filled, Gemma entered John William’s cell.

He backed away with fear filling his face. Then he made his decision. He would refuse to be her prisoner. No one traps John William behind bars, strips off his clothes and beats his ass with a whip. He reared back to charge at Gemma and escape the hellhole she put him in.

There’s always one, Gemma thought.

He ran toward her, his arms flailing and legs churning. When he took his second step, the additive in the water bottle he drank took effect. That’s why Gemma scheduled him to be last.

The additive did its work. John William’s sphincter spasmed and his bowels emptied down his legs and puddled on the floor. One spasm after another served two purposes. It cleaned him out, of course, but it also humiliated him in front of his captor.

He screamed each time he shit on the rock floor.

Gemma laughed in his face.

The penis ring went on easily. Gemma made him drive the plug up his ass with his own hands.

He stood in his feces while Control aimed the fan so the other five extractions were forced to inhale the stench. From the screaming and the smell, they knew what must have happened. Each of them vowed silently that it would never happen to them.

Gemma stood in front of the row of cells and looked over the ringed, plugged men. Then she turned the devices on.

Control looked at her watch. One hour. There were twenty-three more to go. Gemma was making excellent progress.


Chapter 13

The Final Breakpoint

OVER THE NEXT twenty-three hours, six new abductees were given a taste of their futures while they endured Breakpoint. Gemma knew that when they were done and sent to Physical, they’d obey all of Cerese’s team’s commands. Obedience is always the first hurdle with men like these six but obedience by itself isn’t enough.

Men submit more completely when they fear severe punishment. That fear was implanted in them during the first 24 hours. It was Physical’s job to get them into the kind of shape their future lives dictated, even if it meant finding and developing a second talent. The mouth boys shared a peccadillo that Gemma set out to break right after her half-dozen learned what consequences feel like.

She focused on Nicholas, Chad and George. Two would wind up sucking clients’ penises but George was headed to Houston to be a suckling for renters bidding for an uncommon type of animal play. Gemma targeted their jaws, lips, tongues and most of all, their ability to stretch them. The three mouths needed work.

Gemma was expert in combining obedience training with initial Skills work. The three mouth boys had to learn to stretch their jaws wide enough to satisfy a renter no matter what his cock size. Ordinarily, she put them on their knees but switched to the automated sucking machine three extractions ago. Rather than take time to train them individually, Gemma could now put them on the machine, examine the readouts and use the rings and plugs to alert the suckers they weren’t doing a good enough job.

The machine gave Gemma her first breather after each new crop was delivered to Breakpoint.

She asked Control to open the small holes in one rock wall in each cell. Gemma walked into Alonzo’s cell and pointed at the penis-shaped gadget protruding through the small opening. Then she took three purposeful steps toward Alonzo and pointed at his mouth.

His eyes bulged at the finger mere inches from his lips.

Gemma pointed at the machine with a sweeping motion. Only a stupid man wouldn’t understand but stupid wasn’t one of Research’s search criteria. That meant she’d occasionally find stupid ones in the cells.

When Alonzo didn’t move, Gemma grabbed a handful of his hair and dragged him to the small window, kicked his knees out from under him and held his face within an inch of the artificial penis. Then she banged his face against it until he opened his mouth.

The next thing Alonzo knew was his mouth was filled with a soft plug. He gagged when the tip hit the back of his throat.

Gemma pulled his head back and pushed it forward over and over until Alonzo got the point. When he was sucking the cock well enough to satisfy her, Gemma headed for the next mouth boy’s cell.

Chad knew how to get a penis hard given the videos Research sent. He was a masturbator, a frequent one at that. His history revealed that no woman had touched his mediocre cock in almost a year. It wasn’t surprising. Research had checked the ‘farter’ box so Gemma knew how obnoxious this boy was. Physical would make sure Chad was cleaned out every day with the very effective cold enemas one of the funders suggested. After a week of daily treatments, Chad would adapt and in a week at most, would plead for an enema if it was withheld.

Reckoning always used dual-purpose training methods. Not only would Chad’s passing gas be eliminated but he would also come to redefine his days by the how much output his bowels generated, even if he had to shit in a metal bucket and sanitize it himself.

Many owners believe their property should clean up after themselves. They simply hadn't been forced to do it. That changed in Breakpoint.

Once Gemma had Chad sucking the mock penis on his knees, she checked her tablet to make sure Alonzo was still at work. She ignored his tears and studied the readout. One jolt to Alonzo’s anal plug told him to suck faster and harder. After he shrieked, the readout jumped to an acceptable level.

The last one, the future suckler headed for Houston, had a slightly different program sent to the machine in his cell. George wasn’t being developed to suck renters’ penises. He was going to suckle a pig’s mammary, a cow’s udders and maybe once in a while, a horse’s cock. Only extra-large men were extracted when Reckoning received an order for a pony. They were the only ones Physical said could be transformed into any kind of horse, especially ones that could carry a rider in a saddle. Big ponies had to have oversized cocks. George had oversized jaws for his 5’10” height, exactly what Research was looking for, even if he’d only be a suckling colt part-time.

The penis sticking out the hole in George’s cell wall was smaller and thinner than the previous two. The program it ran was modified to teach George the difference between sucking and suckling. Suckers’ jobs are to stiffen penises. Sucklers drink from them.

When Skills was finished with George, he’d know how to burrow his mouth into a shrunken penis and tantalize it to make it stiff. Then they’d start him on nipples and finish with asses. While they had him, he’d be run through costuming so when he got to his final destination, he’d be a fully trained role-playing suckler, no matter what animal the renter paid for.

Gemma jammed his face into the little cock and one jolt of her prod told him what to do. That’s why Reckoning takes away options from the men they extract. They get confused when offered choices. When there is only one thing for him to do, he will do exactly that. He may need encouragement the first time, but they all fall in line.

Once George was on task, Gemma visited the next cell.

The oddly shaped penis was next in line. There was only one of them in this batch, the nursing supervisor whose hands knew no limits. Brian backed away when Gemma marched into his cell but a jolt inside his ass dropped him to his knees. When Gemma pointed to the floor and kicked his knees apart, she saw it. A thin pencil-like piece of flesh hung from his crotch.

Research must have worked overtime finding this one. There aren’t many orders for a narrow penis so his buyer must be special, Gemma thought.

When Breakpoint was finished, Brian was being moved to one of the new cells that were dug out of the mountain two months ago. Each new enclosure held an individual sensory deprivation space with a wall-to-wall water tank so the occupant had to breathe through a straw stuck between his lips. They were all monitored, of course, and Gemma’s job right now was to break Brian without propelling him into slave hysteria. That would come soon enough.

Brian had given up trying to hide his genitals with his hands like he did on Entry. His wrists were zip-tied behind him and the only break he was given was to drink the water bottle. Research gave Gemma the background that led her to develop his first obedience-and-punishment lesson. The severity of her plan was only one of the reasons the funders called her ruthless.

Brian’s little penis was the trigger. Gemma leashed the tip, yanked it back between his legs, then drew it between his asscheeks. Her boot told him to clamp his cheeks together. He failed on the first try and that earned him another anal jolt. The second unsuccessful attempt got him two. After the third, Gemma showed him the penile ring’s power.

Brian grunted when the ring tightened but was flat-out shrieking when he felt the charge. On the fourth try, Brian bent every way he could manage to hold his penis tight between his cheeks. Ten seconds later, it fell out.

It doesn’t matter if their owners' demands are impossible to follow. Owners don’t care. They just want it done. Doing the impossible is one reason Reckoning’s transformed men were so expensive.

Gemma tugged the leash behind his cock’s head, pulled it tight and wrapped the leather strap around Brian’s neck. If he moved the wrong way, he was going to choke off the blood supply to his penis. He whimpered like a puppy when she made him crawl to the opening in the cell wall. She used a handful of his hair to drag his face to the trainer penis. Brian was petrified of the consequences of another failure. If she tightened that ring any more, his penis was going to rot. And fall off.

It took a while for Brian to start tonguing the tiny shaft. He turned his head left and right, trying desperately to get his mouth closer to the little tip. Gemma left him struggling to obey her command and went to her office to watch them on the monitors.

Six men were sucking feverishly. When one wasn’t working hard enough, Gemma jolted his ass. That was all it took to start him up again. Control looked at her watch and noted the time. Twenty hours to go.


Chapter 14

The Bi-Gender's Breakpoint

THE BI-GENDER’S TIME in Breakpoint was deliberately intense so he could be run through Psych before being handed over to Medical. He'd need a few weeks for recovery after surgery. The German Dommes were aware that this purchase didn’t come with a five-week timeline but Control wanted to get him done, at the worst, in less that Reckoning’s original eight-week timeframe. If they had to keep him longer than that, it meant one cell wouldn’t be available for new extractions that were already being planned. It was a financial decision.

Control told Gemma to break Stephen as quickly as she could without sacrificing a drop of obedience training. If she could shave off a few hours from Breakpoint but still achieve acceptable results, Psych would have more time to get him ready for Medical. What she laid out for Gemma was an expedited shift in his self-perception. Keep his over-inflated ego but make him identify as a woman when he was rented in that role. Or switch in midstream and react as a man.

Control contacted the funder who was known for using certain gels she developed to manipulate her slaves’ behavior but mostly to rearrange their minds. She’d seen her use it in a demonstration at the Memphis auction when she reorganized the mindset of one of the criminals who attacked a member of her elite circle of friends. Control saw the boy’s immediate reaction and profound change and like the other women in the audience with their own ideas on how to use it, she thought of at least two ways she could utilize it at Reckoning.

The bi-gender boy was the obvious choice. The biggest challenge she was told was giving the best and longest lasting instructions to the target when the gold gel was injected into his anus. What Control’s staffer would instruct him – what he really was and what he would be forever – had to be on target. It would modify him in the present and impact him long into the future. She’d get only one chance.

The investor who developed that gel never shared it. It was too powerful, she told Control, for untrained women to use. There had to be a damned good reason before she’d consider sharing even a single drop. Control explained her use case – turning a heterosexual male into a physical bi-gender with both sets of working body parts and the right mindset. That caught Amity’s attention. When Control asked her to review the instructions she would be implanting into him, she got the single drop of gold gel she asked for. But only after two days of instruction and practice on how to use it.

The gold vial with that single drop was on its way to the publicist’s isolated cell. Given its experimental nature and the two days she spent learning how to use it, Control decided to administer it herself. She gave Gemma the script to read once the gel did its work.

The entire episode was recorded. If it was successful, it would enable Reckoning to devise future transformations that seemed impossible today. That translated into financial success. A lot was riding on the single drop in the gold vial.

When Control arrived at the solitary cell in the dark hallway, Gemma was already working the boy. He was on his knees, jumped to his feet and fell to all fours on the rock floor. She watched him repeat the useless exercise over and over and when he complained, Gemma tapped her prod on his thick cock and oversized testicles. He shrieked each time but ultimately obeyed. Ordinarily, it would take Gemma at least 10 more hours of that to reach Breakpoint’s goal. If the gel worked, Psych would get him much sooner than that.

She told Gemma to strap the boy on a bench the way Control outlined. Ms. Amity was clear that ankles and wrists had to be locked but they also needed a waist bar to make sure the boy didn’t wriggle or worse, fall off the bench. Even wrenching too hard might damage him.

When Stephen was in position, Control had Gemma use a lubricating gun in his ass so the injector could be threaded all the way inside. Ms. Amity was clear that it had to reach the first point of resistance before pressing the button. Control worked it inside, twisted it around and looked at the rock ceiling for a moment. She took a deep breath and pressed the button.

Stephen howled. Then he was silent.

“Read it,” Control said.

Gemma walked in front of the boy’s face. His empty eyes focused on her and never moved while she spoke.

“Stephen is gone. You are desperate to feel a penis inside your new vagina. When you are told to be a girl, you will act like one in every way. Your new clitoris is perfect and you love how it feels. When you are told to be a boy, your penis will get so hard you will scream to ejaculate. When anyone tells you to switch, you will change to the other gender immediately. Your name is ‘Pretty Pussy’ when you are a girl. Your boy name is ‘Cock’ when you are a boy and you will answer to those names with your full heart. You are happy only when you are told who you are  and you perform perfectly as that person. This will never change. This will be the rest of your life.”

The boy’s eyes didn’t move from staring at Gemma’s lips but Control saw him drop his full body weight onto the bench. That was the sign Ms. Amity told her to look for, complete submission to the commands he is given. She nodded for Gemma to read the final sentence.

“You will do anything – beg and plead – to have your own pussy and breasts because you will never be whole without them.”

Control and Gemma held their breath until the boy nodded his head barely an inch and peed down his legs. Ms. Amity told them to anticipate that as well and make sure he cleans it up later. There was much more to do right now to measure the gel’s results.

A single drop, Control thought. If that tiny bit worked, imagine the possibilities!

It was time to test the outcome. If it failed, Ms. Amity warned them the boy would be useless for the rest of his life. They’d have to turn him into a house slave and absorb the financial loss. House slaves are cheap to buy and most of Reckoning’s customers had plenty already.

Gemma unstrapped him but the boy didn’t move. Gemma read the question Ms. Amity insisted she ask.

“What are you?”

The boy ran his hands down to his crotch and said, “I am Cock. I am Pretty Pussy.”

Then he shrieked when he couldn’t find his vagina. He shouted, “Where is my pretty pussy? I WANT my pussy! Please, PLEASE I want my pussy!”

Control smiled. Gemma actually giggled.

“Send him to Psych. I’m uploading the video to Ms. Amity.” Control checked her watch. Unbelievable. Eleven minutes.


Chapter 15

Breaking the Bull

BUBBA STOOD LOOKING as defiant as he could at the bars imprisoning him in the rock-walled cell at the end of a dark hallway. There was nothing to see, no other prisoners on the block and he’d seen no guards except for the bitch who yanked his penis like a handle when she dragged him into this tiny space. Bubba refused to be scared. He was too angry.

There was one way he’d always dealt with his anger and it served him well for years. When the bitch returned, he’d take her out. Put her on the damned rock floor.

Most extracted men exhibited crushing fear during Breakpoint. Many cowered against the cells’ rock walls; more than a few sobbed; others gave up threatening their captors after one or two shocks to their organs. The ones who held out shreds of hope that they'd be rescued gave up after a few hours. That’s what happens what time is taken away from men. Those hours felt like weeks to them.

Then there were the defiant ones, the men who tried to fight back and still believed they could escape. Gemma had a Breakpoint plan specifically for them. Ordinary men capitulated when they were forced to repeat meaningless exercises, like sit-stand-knees-sit over and over. The new cock rings and belted ass plugs made convincing them that obedience was their only option much faster. Gemma had a different strategy for the insubordinate ones.

Suspending a commonplace extracted man by his wrists a few inches off the floor along with a leather strap in Gemma’s right hand was an effective method for that type. The stubborn ones were handled differently. In Bubba’s case, Breakpoint’s goal was to make him compliant without destroying his animalistic combativeness. He’d need that to survive when he was sent to the Farm Mistress as her new bull. If she wasn’t pleased with the bull’s performance, she’d likely castrate him and sell him overseas. That would be a black mark on Reckoning’s reputation.

Rather than visit his cell, Gemma turned on the speakers and issued his first instructions remotely to evaluate how quickly she’d need to introduce harsher techniques.

“On your knees,” she said.

Bubba looked around the cell and the hallway but saw no one he could attack. “Not for no bitch!” Bubba shouted to the rock walls.

“Knees or else,” Gemma said quietly.

“Suck my dick, bitch!”

Gemma smiled when she pressed a red button developed for stubborn cases. The bars Bubba was gripping were electrified. He screeched and jumped backwards only to learn that most of the cell floor was jolting his bare feet. He ran around like a crazed deer trying to find a safe spot from a hunter’s perch. There weren’t any, not in his cell. Finally, he climbed onto the only flat rock in the cell, a small one that he supposed was an excuse for a chair.

Gemma tapped the orange button. Bubba shrieked and jumped off the rock, landed on the electrified floor and sprinted manically around the enclosure. He learned the hard way. There was no safe space.

She let him run around for several minutes, then repeated her order.

“Knees,” she said matter-of-factly.

Screaming obscenities, Bubba knelt on the floor in the middle of the cell. Gemma pressed the green button and turned off his first obedience lesson. There would be more, Gemma guessed.

“Stand,” she said.

He cursed at her but stood up. Gemma started his second lesson.

“Grab your ankles,” she said.

There were multiple reasons for putting a defiant extraction in that position. Of course, it was humiliating. But it put him in the best position to teach him what he would be for the rest of his life, a life he was destined to live if he performed a lot more than just adequately. He had to be superior if the Farm Mistress was going to let him keep his cock and balls.

Shouting epithets, Bubba reached for his ankles. What happened next took place so quickly that Bubba would never be able to explain it to anyone. It hardly mattered. No one would ask him anything ever again. He’d be told what to do and he just learned a taste of what would happen if he refused.

Gemma marched into his cell, locked a ring behind his balls and shoved a plug up his ass. It took less than six seconds, according to Control’s watch.

Bubba howled, stood up and went after Gemma. His gut wanted to kill her. His eyes blazed with fury.

Gemma pressed the dark purple button on the remote attached to her leather belt.

Bubba hit the floor like a sandbag. He screamed from the pain jolting into his ass as much as from the fear that the ring that was contracting would cut off his balls. She let him carry on for a minute and said, “We own you.”

For the first time since his mother beat his ass with a wooden spoon for backtalking her, Bubba sobbed like a little boy.

“Who owns you?” Gemma asked.

Through his tears, Bubba whispered, “You do.”

For the duration of Breakpoint, Bubba was put through obedience training. He was told his name was ‘Bull’ and his body was unacceptable so daily physical training started now with pushups, sit-ups, running in place and ended with jumping jacks. After an hour of exercise, he spent another hour following directions from an AI recording so Gemma could check up on the six ordinary extractions and the bi-gender candidate’s progress with Psych. Then Bubba's cycle repeated.

When she checked the monitor, Control saw Bubba submit inch by inch. Skills had their work cut out to turn him into a proper bull and, at the same time, an excellent personal boy for his very demanding new owner. The Farm Mistress’s last demand for not just a big cock but a huge one was up to Medical. Bubba’s penis was reasonably hefty already but, in this case, bigger would definitely be better.

There were nine hours left in Breakpoint, Control noted. Eight extractions were well on their way.

Control turned her attention to the Graduate School wing where two test cases were finishing their advanced training. If their owners were pleased with the results, she was sure they’d fund growing the program. She had one concern, a big one.

One of the owners who sent a boy to the test Graduate School semester was Ms. Amity.


Chapter 16

Graduate Semester

Students in Training

THE CELLS AND training rooms for Reckoning graduates whose owners sent them back to learn new skills were located in the hollow space carved out when Reckoning was first built. The investors anticipated the facility's expansion and had the foresight to dig out extra square footage for programs they might want to add. The Graduate School wing housed a dozen cells, four training spaces and a connection to Medical. The sensory deprivation wing was designed by Ms. Amity's slave, one she called her planner boy, and included two small pools and four units for extended SD work. The investors called them the coffin rooms for good reasons.

Only two very special slaves made up the initial class. One was shipped from Spain with detailed instructions that the owners wanted the boy to learn; the other was delivered in person by Ms. Amity. Control remembered that meeting well. Ms. Amity stated that she wouldn’t fill out an order form, not for something this exceptional. Then she said that all her slaves were exceptional and this boy better be retuned with better-than-exceptional skills.

The Spanish owners, Camilla and Isabella, sent a well-trained pain slut with some ass and mouth talents. They wanted a third skill so he would fetch a higher price in a private sale that depended on the boy being able to satisfy some distinctive European clients’ fantasies. If Graduate School worked, they intended to send more for advanced training and sell them for a premium.

It was Control’s job to prove Reckoning could turn this particular boy into a pony in four weeks. Apparently, the Spanish Dommes were holding a tournament next year and were buying up beefy merchandise with strong legs to compete. Control predicted she’d have full classes of ponies for the foreseeable future.

Cerese chose two from her seven-member Physical team for the future pony’s schooling. They were experts in animal work.

Ms. Amity’s graduate student was unique in Control’s experience. It was a well-trained dog named Zion, a Doberman, who served as a companion and protector for the sister of Ms. Amity’s close friend. Control heard about Summer Camp, the place where owners sent men for four weeks to be taught additional skills. Most were returned to their owners, a few were sold. The women who built the camp met with Control to assure her their products would never compete with Reckoning, just like Reckoning rarely trained dogs. They left that to the women who ran the Pet Shoppe.

Control turned out fully-transformed merchandise, they explained. Summer Camp merely honed nascent skills.

The Doberman was named Zion for reasons Ms. Amity chose not to explain to Control. In fact, the dog’s owner wasn’t disclosed, other than she was the sister of one of Ms. Amity’s close friends, someone who was recovering from a long illness. Control didn’t need more details than those, Ms. Amity said. Her task was to increase the dog’s usefulness to its owner. That included more than performing personal care for her, although that was part of it.

She wanted the dog to become proficient in grooming, bathing and wardrobing of course, but it also had to learn how to compete in agility courses with the ultimate goal of winning the Pet Shoppe’s annual dog show. That meant the Doberman had to show well, be perfectly groomed and excel at the show’s events. Ms. Amity handed her a list of the Pet Shoppe’s end-of-season canine contests.

“One more thing,” Ms. Amity said. “Zion is devoted to protecting her. That will not change after he finishes Graduate School.”

She didn’t have to say the next two words. Control knew what they were.

Or else.

The pony and the dog were delivered to Reckoning two days later. One walked down the dark staircase, alarmed by what he saw and even more by what he couldn’t see in the shadowy entrance. Zoe took the already-broken pain slut directly to a Skills room to begin enhancing his mouth skills. Two hours later, he belonged to Physical. They had the most work to do with him.

Control watched Zion descend the stairs in a way no Reckoning captive had ever done before. Once a dog’s transformation is complete, Ms. Amity told her, he no longer thinks of himself as a man. He is a dog. Zion climbed down the 20 stairs on all fours. When he reached the bottom, he barked.

Zion was kept in one of Ms. Amity’s cock cages as the brother of dog’s owner insisted. The regulator for that device was attached to Control’s belt. A single jolt got his attention and he crawled behind Cerese all the way to Physical training. Zion was the only entrant to Reckoning allowed to wear paw and knee pads. Ms. Amity insisted he was to be kept in them throughout his weeks underground and they were to schedule two-hour sessions twice a day for him to run on his hind legs, even though he was more comfortable on all four. She said it was important for the dog to have muscular legs because he lived at the top of a mountain and that’s all Control needed to know.

The first hour the pony spent in Skills centered on gauging his thresholds for pain, mouthing and strength. Zoe assigned two of her staff to get those readings. Alice measured his pain levels and Stella ran him through a line of electronic penises to see how many he could take from an initial flaccid state to at least level 4, pre-ejaculation.

When they were done, he was handed off to Riley to work on his legs. A pony has to trot and jump over barrels with a saddle strapped on his back. When Riley was sure the boy was ready, she’d add a rider.

The dog crawled into the Physical room to be evaluated in every aspect, from strength to endurance, all the way down to reactivity to levels of stimulation. Cerese reminded her staff that the dog’s cock was off limits. His owner had no use for it and it would remain in its cage at all times during the weeks the dog was attending Graduate School.

The pony’s evaluation was as intense as it was exhausting. The initial round of mouthing assessments showed Stella he could get three penises stiff, almost to level 3.5, without even breathing hard. By the end of her Graduate School course, he’d get five all the way to ejaculation. Alice spread him on a cross, wrists and ankles bound, and twenty minutes in she had to add a waist bar to keep the boy from beating his body against the wooden cross. She didn’t draw blood, certainly not in the first hour. That was scheduled in a few days.

The pain slut definitely earned that coveted designation. Alice knew the difference between shrieks of intolerance to pain and the sound of screeches that meant he wanted more. The electric prod on his nipples produced loud grunts. A spiked wheel inside his ass drew even louder groans. Flogging his ass caused growls that said he wanted more.

She saved the whip for last.

Alice chose a horsewhip, one of the tools the pony would become accustomed to during his studies and certainly when he was shipped back to his owners. Zoe assured Camilla and Isabella that when they worked with the pony and later rented him out, that whip was their go-to tool for his ongoing training. More than that, it was what renters loved to use to speed up their rides.

Alice held the horsewhip in front of the boy’s face and made him kiss it each time she swung. The boy learned to associate the searing pain it caused with reverence for the whip. After an hour of kiss-and-whip practice, the boy actually whimpered when Alice put it down. He clearly would have enjoyed more.

She rated his pain threshold at 8 out of 10 and his trainability at 9. Before she handed him over to Riley, Alice strapped a bit gag in his mouth. Riley would take it from there.

In Zion’s first Physical session, Clara ascertained the dog’s benchmarks. He scampered a quarter-mile on all fours without getting winded and then ran two miles around the track on his hind legs. When she put him back on his hands and knees, she saw a sense of relief wash through him. This wasn’t a man anymore. It was truly a dog.

The Pet Shoppe contest had four challenges, a climb-up-and-down event, an obstacle course, a leap-over run with hurdles and the finale, a water pit competition. Clara wanted to see how well the dog clambered up inclines, if it could scurry around complicated obstacles and how high it could jump.

Each time Clara sent him up the incline, she raised the angle a little more until he slid backwards when it reached 60-degrees. On his fourth run around the obstacles, she turned on the spinning box when he neared it. The dog obviously didn’t expect it to move in circles and left and right and smacked right into it. That would never do. The Pet Shoppe owners were notorious for installing unforeseen tricks into their contests and the dog had to be ready for almost any deception. When it came to jumping, Zion knew how to cock his body and launch into the air but his belly hit one hurdle and his hind paws caught another. That skill needed a lot of work.

That left the water pit test. The dog’s summary showed no real interaction with water except swimming in a lake on the owner’s brother’s property. The dog had water rescue skills and weeks of EMT training but that was it. Reckoning’s swine pit demanded more than that. A lot more.

The Pet Shoppe’s water games changed each season. In the past, there were muddy rescues, whirlpool escapes and even jump-overs where the losers were consigned to spend the rest of the day and overnight with only their heads sticking out of the goop. Skills conjured up possible challenges so the dog could be prepared for anything they threw at him. After all, this was Graduate School. Satisfactory didn't exist. Zion was facing extensive water training in every imaginable sport the Pet Shoppe might devise.

After the pony and the dog were evaluated, their semester was laid out in detail. The idea of sleeping through the night was stricken from their schedules. Animals need to nap only for short periods. Feeding was worked out with their owners’ chefs so they were fed their regular diets. The dog’s bowl contained the natural colonic Ms. Amity used on her property to keep their colons empty. The pony was fed rice for carbs along with its fill of protein including beef, chicken and particular vegetables. He ate from a trough.

When it came to daily routines, Reckoning knew that men – even those transformed into animals – had to be kept on strict schedules. Downtime is detrimental to men’s performance. Owned men do not have free time. They are on task every minute, including when they are allotted time to sleep.

The pony was sent to Physical for two hours of exercise every day when the sun it wouldn’t see for weeks rose over the mountain. It was fed its first meal and ten minutes later, sent to Skills, then given its first opportunity of the day to piss and shit. It was allowed 30 minutes to nap, a skill it would learn to use well over time, then back to Physical and Skills. That was repeated for the entire semester.

When it was shipped back to its owners, they would keep it on a similar schedule if they wanted to keep their property at peak performance. Camilla and Isabella were having a corral built on their property so the pony’s bridle could be attached to a rotating rod for the hours of galloping around the fence it had to accomplish every day. The machine was perfect for women who didn’t have the time or interest to watch an animal run in circles for hours.

The dog’s daily program was assigned down to the minute. Physical training started immediately when the Doberman was rousted out of its doggie bed. Then it was sent to empty its bladder and colon, something the dog needed to do urgently, before it was handed over to Skills to practice for the dog show. After its next exercise hours, it was given three hours each day to learn and perfect its personal skills to take care of its owner properly. It was the dog’s duty to hand-wash her clothing, iron it and fold or hang it perfectly while on all fours. After its nap time, the schedule repeated.

What went into its dog bowl was dictated by Ms. Amity through her chef. For protein, it was given mashed meat and poultry mixed with strained vegetables. For carbs, it was allowed to eat certain pasta filled with cheese. It was critical, the chef said, that dog chew three biscuits each day to keep its teeth clean. Ms. Amity had provided a case of them when she delivered the dog.

When Control looked at the monitor aimed at the pony’s cell, she saw its bridle latched to a wall bolt so its snout could reach the water trough. Its ass hung over a metal bucket until it succeeded in sphincter control. The dog was curled up in its doggie bed in a nearby cell. Its cock cage was tethered to a leather leash that hung from an overhead ring so it could crawl a few feet but only in a circle. Ms. Amity was clear that the dog was not to piss or shit except three set times each day. If it failed to control its bowels or bladder, she insisted it was to be punished by wearing its feces the rest of that day.

The longest-lasting lessons, she said, had to be fast and very memorable.

Control agreed. She looked at her watch. The past six hours were merely the start. They had three weeks to go.


Chapter 17

Total Pony

AFTER TWO DAYS of nonstop work in Physical, the pony was exhausted. But it arrived at Reckoning already well-trained and it knew that giving up was not an option. The pony saw what his owners had done to the one that failed to earn the price his owners wanted at the German’s private sale. At least he thought it was in Germany. The owners running the event spoke German and he could understand only a few words. Besides, he knew that listening to what the buyers and sellers said was not his place and he’d witnessed what happened to the last one who did. That was the day he learned what eunuco meant. It was the Spanish word for a castrated man.

When he was shipped in a windowless truck to the sale in Germany, he dared not speak to the others caged like him in the cargo area. Instead, he listened to two men owned by African Dommes explain the pricing system. Their owners set minimums and negotiated prices or bodies. Or both. One said this sale was the last stop for most of the men on the truck. If they didn’t sell at acceptable prices, they would be given to a mysterious group of eccentric owners who castrated them and handed them out for weeks or months to others to use for fun. Or worse. If any made it back, they were broken, empty vessels.

One of the truck’s workers climbed into the back and pressed electric cattle prods on the chatty men’s cocks and balls until they couldn’t even scream anymore. He returned to the cab and not one word was spoken for the rest of the eight-hour trip.

The pony knew he had to earn the minimum amount his owner was asking for him. He didn’t know exactly how much that was although he could see the price tags hanging from the others’ testicles. From his vantage in a stall in what must have been the estate’s horse barn, he scanned the tags and calculated the prices into Euros. They were all standing on horse-soiled straw in small groups so he figured the groups were in the same range. If he guessed right, he was in the medium-priced pack.

If he was going to fetch a decent price, he knew he had to display himself better than the others so the buyers would pick him. The others for sale were cowering in their stalls. He stood in front of his pack, pulled his shoulders back and willed his penis to dance.

His owner called it ‘wagging his tail’ and he practiced every night after she put her owned men to bed. He was so good at it, he never got hard anymore unless he was ordered to erect. Wagging his tail felt much better.

The women shopping walked around the barn, grabbed the leashes of what they wanted and took their purchases to the front table to check out. He saw what they were buying, big ones with strong arms and legs, ones who screamed loudly when their penises were beaten or electrified and several whose asses he saw take huge dildos the women shoved in. He stood up straighter and made his penis twirl.

One buyer appeared interested. She put him through a thorough inspection and he did everything he could to make her grab his leash. He didn’t care how she managed her stable. He was desperate not to be tossed into the reject pile and lose his dancing cock. He’d worked too long and hard to make it dance.

The woman chatted with her partner and he was thrilled when they took his leash and dragged him to the desk to finalize the purchase. The cashier said, “You got a good deal on that one. Rock bottom price.”

He wound up in Spain, he guessed from the language he heard. He didn’t speak any Spanish so he was never sure where he was but he threw himself into the stringent training his owners set for him, two-hour slots three times every day. One day, he caught a glimpse of himself in a window reflection when he was summoned to rearrange furniture in the main house. He almost didn’t recognize his body. It was solid muscle from his neck to his toes.

He kept practicing making his penis dance because it made his owners laugh.

One day, a truck showed up and he was shipped across land and flew for hours until he was sent down a dark staircase and locked in a rock-walled cell. He was distraught that they gave him to the mysterious castraters he’d heard about and he was going to lose his twirling cock. It was the only thing he cared about. He would do anything they demanded but please, please don’t let them cut off my cock, he pleaded silently. The only time he dared to speak out loud, the woman shocked his balls so hard, he wound up on the rock floor.

It didn’t know if it was day or night in his cell. It didn’t matter. They said run and even though they hooked his bit gag to the wall, he ran. Faster and faster. Lifted his legs higher and higher. The few times he slowed down, they shocked his ass plug so he galloped more quickly, even though he didn’t move an inch with his bit chained to a bolt in the rock.

He didn’t stop running when Riley took his leash and led him to Skills. The door slammed shut and he didn’t stop lifting his legs up as high as he could and down with a thud on the rock floor. She tied his leash to a post in the middle of the floor and pulled him by his penis until he was no more than 12 inches from the wall. The long horse whip in her hand pointed in a circle. He started running. At least he was getting somewhere.

The whip on his ass told him to run faster. When he didn’t lift his knees high enough, the whip ordered him to step higher. He dropped his chin and the whip instructed him to raise it. He didn’t know how long he ran; the time wasn’t important. The only task he had, the only way he could keep his penis attached was to run the way she wanted for as long as her whip told him to.

It didn’t matter if the sun was shining or stars filled the sky. He trotted. He high-stepped. He galloped. Until she told him to stop.

Riley gave him a five-minute break and the pony collapsed on the rock floor. Then she made him crawl to the corner where a metal bucket was to be his toilet. He knew what to do and raised his ass so she could fill it with the cold solution he’d been injected with so many times since he arrived at wherever he was.

He gurgled when it went in. The whip told him that wasn’t the sound she wanted to hear. He tried other noises. He oinked. He barked, mewled, chirped, mooed and roared like a bull. The whip kept telling him he was wrong. In desperation, he whinnied.

She didn’t whip him that time so he whinnied again. And again. He was a horse, so frantic to avoid castration that being a horse – her horse – was what he would become in every way. The cold liquid filling his colon was demanding he shit it out but horses, he figured, don’t sit on buckets. Instead, he hovered his ass over it and let loose.

Riley smiled. Violet would have an easy time with him in Psych. When she was done and sent him back, he’d be ready for a saddle.

Control looked at her watch. A week of Riley’s merciless Skills work was exactly what this pony needed. What amused Control the most was seeing the pony making his penis dance while he shit, covering his legs and feet with excrement.

The pony was relieved that he didn’t see any sharp knives when he was given to the next woman. Violet removed his gag, made him open his mouth and rammed her hand inside.

“Large,” she said.

The pony felt proud that he was a large, even though he didn’t know what she was measuring.

She wrapped a leather bridle around his head and buckled it in the back. The pony heard it lock. He’d never hear it unlock as long he was in this place. The bar she rammed between his jaws fit so tightly, it was all he could do to open and close his mouth an inch when she wiggled her finger up and down. Leather reins hung from each side of the bit. Drool dripped from the corners of his snout.

This time, Violet made him run with a heavy backpack weighing him down. The reins were hooked to an overhead bar that whirred when it pulled him in a wide circle. His feet pounded the rock floor as Violet assessed the pony’s leg strength. Riley did a fine job with him, she thought.

He felt like he'd run for miles when the woman slowed the machine’s speed. She took his reins and led him out a back door into a dimly lit hallway and hooked his testicle ring on a long chain to a loop on the rock wall. Then he felt the tugging.

Oh no, the pony thought, it’s going to rip off my balls unless…

His legs started running and he hoped the rocky ledge didn’t stop suddenly or he’d seen the last of his testicles. He ran as if his life depended on it because he knew it did. He ran up a steep incline and down another, then up again. He never thought about the weight on his back. He just ran. When the plug in his ass jolted him, he whinnied and kept running.

He was resigned to running forever. He’d do whatever it took if they'd let him keep his dancing cock and at least one of his balls.

He ran until she stopped him. She took the reins and led him to a trough and pointed at the slop. He didn’t need the jolts she sent into his ass. He was starving and sucked in every drop.

The woman put him back in his stall, the one with straw on the floor, attached his reins to an overhead bolt and laid him across a low waist bar. She left him on his hands and knees supported only by the bar. He was alone and had no instructions.

Somehow, he fell asleep.

He knew what he was now. Their horse. In his dreams, he pledged to be the best horse they’d ever owned.

Control checked the time. In two hours, Stella would take him for mouthing work and when he practiced for a few hours, Riley would saddle him. He’d carry a rider when he ran for the rest of his semester.

While he slept, Control laughed when his penis danced all by itself.


Chapter 18

Dog Training

ZION WAS A DOG. He stopped thinking of himself as a man months ago when he was given to the nice woman. He missed her, the woman who used to hold his leash would pet his head when he barked and fed him three times a day. The woman holding his leash now never petted his bald scalp like she did. The last thing his owner said when she sent him to this place was, “See you soon!”

He'd stopped hoping she’d visit him. After all this time, he couldn’t bring himself to hope for anything except to get through the next thing the new woman made him do. Zion knew he had to do it fast and it had to be done right or she’d send a shock into his ass that made him bark so loud his throat hurt.

When he woke up, Zion wasn’t sure what day it was or even how long he’d been in this place. He smelled the food in his bowl and that told him he better eat it. There was no telling when the next meal would arrive. His old owner gave him nice slices of meat and real garden vegetables but in this place, all he’d seen in his bowl was a kind of mush. It tasted fine but he missed chewing except when they gave him a dog biscuit. He didn’t like the way they tasted but he ate them anyway.

Not eating wasn’t an option. He’d felt the consequences when he snarled the first time the woman shoved one in his mouth. His ass hurt for hours. At least he thought it was hours.

Zion crawled to his bowl, sucked up the mush and waited on all fours on his cage’s rock floor. He remembered the green grass on the mountain and the times his owner took him to the lake. Zion whined softly at the memory.

The woman who took his leash this time was different from the last one. This one was big and strong and looked scary. Zion cowered and sniveled, afraid of what she was going to put him through this time. In the back of his mind, he believed that if he performed well for her, maybe she’d send him back to his owner. Even though despair filled him, he held onto that one tiny spark. That he could – one day – go home.

Hannah pulled his leash and said, “Heel.”

Zion crawled next to her right leg, the same place he walked with his old owner. This one didn’t pat his head either.

At the end of the walk, she pulled him into a big room and Zion trembled when he saw the equipment he knew would be hours of work for him. The stairs, boulders and waist bars meant he was in for a full day of physical training. If he guessed right, if it really was daytime.

At least that dreaded almost-vertical incline wasn’t there. That was so difficult, the woman zapped his ass each time he slid down. When he finally made it to the top, he barked his victory but she didn’t pat his head. His old owner would have.

Hannah started him on the steep stairs. With pads covering his paws, it was hard for Zion to grab the upper step and pull the rest of his body up behind him. Last time they made him do this, his arms ached from the strain but they’d made him work his arms so much, he had less trouble this time. It took three tries and only five zaps in his ass to get to the top.

Zion barked. The woman didn’t pat his head.

Hannah ran Zion through the obstacle course a dozen times, by his count. Each time he ran into a boulder, she tugged his leash harder until he finally ran the course without smacking into a pillar or even the electrified boxes bolted to the rock floor. The hurdles left bruises on his belly and thighs and when he couldn’t leap over one on the tenth try, she made him hang over the bar while she zapped the plug in his ass. That made Zion howl in pain but the woman ignored him.

The water pit was the worst. She walked Zion around the edge so he could see the goop and smell the stench. He vowed to dig up his last bit of strength to stay out of that muddy sludge.

The woman stuffed a dog biscuit in his snout mask and tapped her boot on the rock floor until he chewed and swallowed the whole thing. Zion whined for a drink of water but the woman hauled his leash to the line where he had to start his jump. He reared back and crawled as fast as he could then leapt with all the force his hind legs could muster.

Zion landed in the deep slime. Only his shoulders and head were visible above the gunk.

“Bad doggie,” the woman said.

The next two tries covered Zion with so much goo, it oozed between his thighs. While she hosed him off with icy water, the plug exploded in his ass. A glimmer of hope burned in his belly that if he cleared the pit, his owner would take him back. Maybe she’d come for him and take him home. He just had to work harder and do better.

It was that spark that drove him that time. His owner, her hand patting his head, her smile when she walked him on the mountain trails in the afternoon sunshine. Zion would do anything to go home.

He growled and hurled himself one last time. Zion landed on the rock floor and barked like there was no tomorrow. Given his situation, tomorrow had no real meaning. He was here, wherever it was, and the only time that mattered was now.

Hannah walked Zion out the door in the back of the room into a shadowy corridor. He looked around but all he could see was a ledge that rose in a steep angle. It wasn’t the mechanical incline that he was forced to climb last week. Or was it last month? No, this was a long rocky ledge that slanted up and Zion didn’t need the woman to tell him what he was supposed to do.

He scampered up the ledge and she said, “Dog!”

Zion crawled down the path until he reached her feet. She pointed up and he did it again. And again.

He didn’t have an ounce of strength left when she finally led him through another door into a brightly-lit room that was filled with things Zion had never seen before. Racks of clothing – women’s clothes – with a makeup station and a closet with dozens of pairs of high-heeled shoes. His eyes darted from the row of wigs to the shampoo bowl all the way to the claw-foot tub and didn’t stop until he saw the toilet.

Hannah handed the leash to Stella, her Skills teammate, to train the dog in the personal care his owner’s brother demanded. The Skills team read his warning the day before Zion crawled down the steps into Reckoning.

“If that dog touches my sister wrong, I’ll hack off his balls myself.”

When Control met with Ms. Amity about Zion’s graduate school studies, she said, “If he ever touches her that way, I’ll sever his penis myself. But I know his heart. He’d take out anyone who tried to do anything like that to her.”

Stella had a lot of work to do with the dog, serious work that would take at least two full days. Physical cautioned her that neutering the dog would negatively impact his chances of winning the Pet Shoppe dog show. Eunuchs simply don’t have aggressive drive and if this dog’s cock and balls wound up in a jar on a shelf, Ms. Amity would be displeased.

That wasn’t a chance Control could afford to take. She looked at her watch and hoped that two full days of personal care work would be enough. Psych needed to get their hands on the dog to adjust his attitude. Maybe she’d let him sleep for a few hours under his owner’s blanket. Nuzzling her perfume may reduce the time Abagail would need to tweak the pup’s attitude.

Whatever it took, this dog was going to be shipped back to its owner with a smile. And one on its face as well.


Chapter 19

Meeting

The Mouth Boys

MINTA STUDIED THE roster one last time before running her trio of mouth boys to her training room. They’d been locked in their cells for almost three weeks without seeing anyone except the staff Control assigned to them. It was time for Meeting, their initial encounter with other extracted men. First Meeting is when Reckoning’s captives learn they aren’t alone and understand they’re merely one piece of pre-sold merchandise being improved before being delivered to their new owners.

By now, the three mouth boys understood what happened if they disobeyed so Minta was assured that even though they’d be surprised they weren’t alone, they wouldn’t dare act up. One by one, she had Nicholas, Chad and George run in a line behind her with their penis rings lashed to her ankle. Their gait was improved after their hours and hours of running-in-place practice; they kept their heads up and didn’t make a sound while they sprinted down the rock hallways. When she reached the door, she blindfolded them and tossed them inside. One at a time.

Minta knew where they’d be after she threw them in, on their knees, chins on their chests and mouths shut. That’s exactly where they were when she flung the last one through the door. George knelt without rubbing his sore ass, a skill he learned after Skills repeated that lesson too many times for him to count.

They’d all sucked artificial penises in their cells for weeks. Chad and George got them to level 4 consistently. It was Alonzo that achieved level 5 every time. Now that they were competent suckers, it was up to Minta to turn them into mouths that earned repeated rental requests from their owners’ clients. They could suck. If they were going to be rented by the name or number their owners gave them, they needed to do it flamboyantly. With panache.

Her method was simple. Like rats in a maze willing to run forever even after the cheese was taken away, this trio needed a reward, one their owners could use to trigger them into outrageously showy sessions with clients. Renters wanted to be sucked to ejaculation but almost any mouth could do that. The ones Reckoning sold had to do a lot more than that.

That was the purpose of Meeting. Minta had four hours to transform three decent mouth boys into flawless performers.

She tied their leashes to wall bolts so their faces were smack up against the cock wall, a line of ten artificial cocks of varying shapes, sizes and colors. The wall monitor recorded the levels they reached but her goal wasn’t simply to get them to level 5. It wasn’t that they sucked hard enough to make the penises in their mouths ejaculate; it was all about the process.

Alonzo would be the easiest, she knew from experience, so he went first. The others would see and hear what he was learning and that would lessen the time it took the other two to execute a proper sucking encounter. She locked cuffs around Alonzo’s wrists and ankles, checked the connections and stood next to the control box on the wall. There was no reason to speak to any slave, so Minta pressed his face into the cock. Alonzo knew what he had to do.

He opened his mouth and drank the entire penis inside. A second later he screeched when Minta pressed the first button. Alonzo’s arms shot out from his sides and he almost convulsed from the jolt’s impact. He knew better than to stop sucking but Minta pulled his head back by a handful of his hair and then shoved it into the penis again. On the fifth repetition, Alonzo understood what he had to do.

He humped the penis with his face once and shrieked when she activated his ankle cuffs. His legs buckled and he landed on the rock floor with a thud. With another handful of his hair in her fist, Minta rammed his face on the penis and her boot lifted him off his knees and onto his feet. The only way he could suck was to bend over and grab the penis’s hips – really neoprene-covered handles – with his fingers.

He sucked twice before she activated his ankles one at a time. Alonzo lifted each leg and stomped his foot on the floor with each shock. It was a rudimentary way to teach him how to dance, Minta thought, but it made her point.

George and Chad watched Alonzo being put through the exercise. They paid particular attention to when he screeched and what he did just prior to being shocked. Even though they didn’t know exactly what the jolts did, they didn’t want to feel them. That meant they had to focus on the way his mouth moved, the speed at which his head humped and maybe the invisible way his tongue and teeth worked on the fake penis. George stared at Alonzo’s mouth. Nicholas paid attention to the rest of his body.

Nicholas watched what the woman pressing the buttons was telling the first boy to do. It was his arms. His legs. The way the shocks made them spasm in all directions. When he didn’t move them far and fast enough, he got jolted.

Minta saw what she was looking for on Nicholas’s face. He got it so she sent George to the next penis in the line and shoved his face onto it. He grabbed the hip handles tightly and worked his head back and forth furiously. The monitor told Minta the penis was at level 4 in under two minutes. That wouldn’t do at all. Clients don’t pay to finish in two minutes. They want to be entertained for the hours they’d paid for and many of them were lucky if they finished at all. They didn’t rent so they could orgasm. A compelling process earned top dollar.

Multiple shocks later, George’s arms and legs were flailing in every direction and the penis he was attending to slipped to level 3.5. He lapped and tongued the cock while throwing his body every which way. It was a poor attempt at the ultimate goal: dancing in joy as if this was the best, biggest and tastiest penis that ever hung from a groin.

Making George show his appreciation for a penis with more than his mouth was Psych’s job – they redefined mouthers’ attitudes so each time they were rented, they put on a show so convincing that the client checked the box with their name on their next rental application. These two were scheduled for hours of practice but Minta expected Nicholas to out-perform them. At the least, he’d start at a higher level. She had only two days to perfect their performances before she handed them off to Skills to learn the rest of what was on the new owners' order forms.

Nicholas’s face met the third penis in the line and before he drew it into his mouth, he pounded his feet on the rock floor and cupped the artificial testicles in his hands. When he got to work on the penis itself, he swayed his ass, jumped up and down, then raised his arms in the air in victorious praise for the size and taste of shaft in his mouth.

One day, Minta thought. He’ll need just one day. That gave Physical more time to work on his flexibility before they locked him in the sensory deprivation room. Combos take a lot of time in that space to hone their skills.

Control watched the two incompetent mouth boys flap their arms and legs and thrash like crazed hyenas each time Minta pressed combinations of buttons. The one named Alonzo was scheduled for an immersion course in esthetic arts, Chad was in line to have his ass expanded while his over-sensitive penis would make him sing his song when Zoe’s team got to work on it. Mila, one of the German Dommes, ordered a combo and mouthing was only the first step. He had a lot more work to do. Making a boy flexible takes time.
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Control switched monitors to see how much progress Skills and Psych were making with the trailer boy from Dakota. Forced male-on-male was a regular rental request but Mila was paying a premium for this one. He had to sing. And resist. At the same time.


Chapter 20

The Singers

SINGERS AREN’T DIFFICULT to produce. It’s just a matter of turning men's natural noises into the type of songs renters will pay to hear them sing, especially odes and elegies to their penises. Research knew what singers had to sound like and concentrated their searches on men with strident voices who regularly shouted at earsplitting volumes. There was one of those in the current crop of extracted men on the Skills team’s schedule.

Zoe assigned him to Delilah. Reckoning staff’s nickname for Delilah was Amazon, although they didn’t call her that when she could hear. She was the tallest staffer, a solid 6’4” in flat boots. Given her physique, there was no man in any cell who was a physical threat to her. One tried it seasons ago and spent a week in Medical. When he healed, they gave him back to Delilah and he was one of the most eager captives ever to finish the five-week session. His new owner wrote that he was “absolutely subservient” on the post-sale survey.

John William, the trailer boy, had an unfortunate habit of barking orders at the plant he managed, especially when overseeing women on the line. Typical of his breed, he hated almost everyone, from fat people to gays and in particular, feminists. They suffered his abuse every shift and after he was extracted and Research planted a few stories that the workers were ready to believe, no one missed him. In fact, they were thrilled that he disappeared along with his truck to join a militia in Idaho.

Delilah leashed his testicle ring and tied the other end to her right ankle. Without a word, she started jogging to her training room with John William straining to keep up with her, complaining loudly the entire way. Once he was hanging from a ceiling bolt with his feet barely touching the rock floor, he started bellowing the full extent of his displeasure.

“FUCK YOU!” he shouted.

That was all he managed to get out before Delilah’s boot landed on his cock and balls. Each time she kicked him, he shrieked more and more unintelligibly. He was loud enough, but he needed to convert that racket into a song of praise for a renter’s genitals. Once he learned to sing properly, Delilah would begin improving his technique. Her goal was straightforward. When a renter put his cock into John William’s ass, he would sing compliments to it. He’d adore its size and applaud the renter’s techniques. For hours. Every staffer at Reckoning had heard about the magic wand one of the funders had developed that kept even older renters hard for hours at a time. John William had to sing for each renter who bought time with him, especially if it was an event with several clients he had to entertain, one after another.

Singers don’t get time off when they're paid for.

Delilah had four hours with him on the schedule and doubted she’d need all of it. This one’s main deficiency was his inadequate vocabulary. He needed a script with specific words and phrases to memorize along with a heavy dose of incentive.

She unhooked him from the ceiling bolt, bent him over a low waist bar and locked his wrists and ankles together. He was a big specimen with a large ass and round asscheeks, a feature that his owner would display online and in person to tantalize her clients. It wasn’t the cheeks that interested Delilah. It was what was inside.

When she sank an expander into his anus, he grunted. At least he didn’t swear, she thought, most likely because his throat was raw from her kick training. She lifted his head by his hair and poured a few ounces of water into him. Each time he spit it out, she poured more until he swallowed. It took half a gallon until he gave in.

After an hour of anal expanding, he growled when the injector Delilah threaded into him spewed lubrication into his ass and throughout his rectum. He howled when the electronic plug filled his hole. Delilah turned on the screen in front of his face and streamed the words and phrases that would be implanted in his brain by the end of the hour. He’d learn to use them authentically so renters believed everything he said. Everything he shouted. Clients don’t pay for quiet compliments. They expect thunderous worship.

The first ten words streamed across the screen. Delilah’s experience showed that men could memorize ten every hour and this ass’s first hour had started. Once men like John William got past the first hurdle, they usually fell into line quickly. Delilah’s task was to move him past his arrogance into subservience. That was the lofty way of saying it. The more practical way was that this boy would obey Delilah’s instructions accurately the first time.

She pointed to the first word on the screen and then at his John William. A smart slave would know what to do and read the word out loud. She realized he understood but was refusing to submit to something as simple as saying the word. Delilah had broken countless pig-headed men before this one and the current male strapped over the bar would be no exception.

She pressed a button and spewed mint oil into his rectum. He howled like a trapped bear. The second dose made his whole body spasm and when she sent in the third, he bounced up and down on the bar, shrieking the entire time. Then things got serious.

If any male needed a speedy lesson that produced permanent results, it was this one. Delilah had little time to waste; after all, he was due in Psych in eight hours. He wasn’t a candidate for a paddle or whip. Research gave her the clue to his weakness, the one thing that he feared more than anything else.

Delilah reached between his legs and banded his balls, like a bull in line to be turned into a steer.

She said the only words he’d hear until he behaved and read the words on the screen.

“They’ll fall off in ten minutes.”

“NO! TAKE IT OFF!” he shrieked madly. “YOU CAN’T! STOP IT!”

He was close to falling into slave hysteria so Delilah pushed him over the edge. She pointed at the screen.

The first word was ‘huge’ in big letters. He muttered ‘huge’ and she pointed at it again. This time, he said it louder.

Delilah used a big blade to cut off one band. Then she pointed to the second word, gigantic, also in big letters. John William shouted gigantic in a suitably loud voice. Nine minutes later, he’d read all the words several times and the second band dropped to the rock floor.

Control checked her watch after he finished the second set of words. She watched Delilah strap ear buds in his ears that repeated those 20 words on a loop. He can internalize 20 words in an hour, she thought, even with a plug reaming his ass. When he was sent to Meeting and found out he was only one of several men on the ass machine, he’d sing the loudest of them all.
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Two hours later, the singers were in Meeting, attached to mechanical plugs to learn how to chant their songs using the 20 words they’d learned by heart. Nicholas was on the first plug, Chad on the second and John William on the third. Zoe pressed the power button and the plugs went to work. They moved in-and-out, side-to-side and up-and-down. The singers passed feeling humiliated an hour ago and were now saturated with abject mortification. They’d get used to it during their time at Reckoning because when they were delivered to their owners, this place would become a distant memory. Their new way of life meant they would feel fulfilled only when paying clients’ cocks were crammed in their asses and they were singing tributes to their size, hardness and fucking skills. Loudly. Authentically.

Delilah waved the two testicle bands in front of John William’s face. When he saw them, his song filled the rock-walled room. Chad and Nicholas followed his lead in seconds.

Control checked her watch. They could be sent to Psych at least an hour earlier than she estimated. She switched monitors to check the only room that produced louder noise than the singers.

Cock-and-ball torture was her favorite. She always saved it for last.


Chapter 21

The CBT Whores

RILEY USUALLY LAUGHED when they called it cock-and-ball torture. The extracted men sent to her always enjoyed it so much they pleaded for more. It never failed. By the time she was done, they begged her to do it harder and faster. They implored her to give them the level of intensity that made them scream.

Then there were the buyers, the women who pre-ordered them. They often added a note on the order form.

“Cock size doesn’t matter.”

Riley interpreted that to mean there was a special kind of drive inside some men that made them beg to have her work their penises and the subset who implored her to also batter their testicles in her sessions with them. By now, she could pick them out of a crowd.

She had two of them hanging on walls facing each other with their legs stretched and ankles chained to floor bolts. Riley could see it on their faces – that subtle pleading for her to pay her special kind of attention to their cocks. The one named Chad? There probably hadn’t been a woman’s hands on his penis in months, if not longer, and the video Research sent confirmed her suspicion. It was such an unremarkable, ordinary penis that Chad had to be a masturbator. The recordings proved he was. Almost nightly. All it took was three or four strokes and he was done.

Chad came with a memo from Research about his elevated cock sensitivity. It all added up. Beating a cock is one thing. When it’s ultra-sensitive to start with, it calls for an entirely different training framework to deliver a highly-reactive pain slut to his new owner.

Then there was Brian, the nurse who lied so he could feel up women under their shorts. Riley shook her head when she saw the pictures. He had a skinny little penis that looked like it hadn’t grown since puberty. And those balls! They were such tiny little marbles. Riley couldn’t figure out why he got his supervisory job after sleeping with the CFO with that miniscule shaft. It couldn’t possibly have satisfied her. Research discovered the reason for that one, too, when they checked his credit cards. Apparently, the CFO was a jewelry whore as well.

They were hers now, two naked bodies dangling from their wrists on her wall in their first Meeting. Riley was sure that no one at Reckoning enjoyed their work as much as she did.

Hearing men screech from penis torture is one thing. Riley could make any man do that and she had done it more times over the seasons than she could count. Making them enjoy it so much that they entreated her for more was her specialty. That’s what owners want – property that rents regularly because they excite clients so much, the clients beg for recurring appointments. The secret was creating men who could put on a fabulous show.

Riley ate men’s performance for breakfast.

Chad knew how to talk. He did it all the time, boring his co-workers with overly-detailed sagas of his bowels and sharing the stench when he passed gas in the office. Riley knew what he had to learn was what renters wanted to hear. Beyond typical shrieks of pain that any man could spew, Reckoning’s products had to admire the renter’s technique and shower him with flattery and praise. Above all, they had to convince the renter that they’d completely submitted to the renter’s power because the clients' penises were so big and their fucking skills were beyond irresistible.

Good slaves know how to submit to everyone they’re given to. The ones Reckoning created surrendered their bodies and their minds to their owners, of course, but especially to the people who paid to use them. The best ones didn’t fake it; they actually yielded their bodies and surrendered their self-images to everyone who rented them. Chad had the tools. He needed to be led down the rocky path that culminated in absolute surrender.

Brian was a different story, even though he would wind up in the same place, being handed over to clients just like Chad was destined to be. But Brian’s route would be different. He was being delivered to three owners, the team of Houston Dommes who built and shared a facility that housed their property, a building so big it had a huge display area to show off their merchandise at an auction or to do demonstrations for their friends. They ordered a boy who would make an outstanding showpiece for buyers or for their friends to use or just for their entertainment. Aside from his skinny shaft and tiny testicles, Brian needed to develop muscles in the right places. Guests have a better time when slaves used for demonstrations have meat on their bones, especially in places they want to see it. When Riley was done with Brian, he’d be sent back to Physical for more localized fitness work. Then he was off to Psych for a full week of sensory deprivation.

There was only so much time before they were headed to Psych, so Riley got straight to work. She saw no reason to start on low.

With the two only a few feet apart and facing each other, Riley stood between them with a small leather paddle in each hand. They were careful to say she was ambidextrous; after all, no one at Reckoning dared call her a switch-hitter. She swatted the penises at the same time to hear their responses. Well-trained CBT slaves sing in a chorus, especially if a client rents two at a time.

Chad grunted. Brian squealed.

Research was right. They always are, Riley thought. She had a groaner and a squawker. Sales reminded the staff that it wasn’t simply volume that mattered when it came to orders for CBTs. It was the range and tenor that buyers cared about. They rarely purchased soloists; instead, they wanted to own a chorus. Apparently, they were renting pairs frequently so the merchandise had to blend well together.

A second swat, harder this time, and they started to sing. Riley whacked the penises – she was careful not to strike their balls, not yet – from every direction. They had the volume but not the genuine slave melody, the tone that says they want more.

Clients love when what they use begs in full-throated and full-hearted voices. Riley had to get them to sing that tune.

She switched to a spiked wheel, a favorite among renters. She’d seen video of typical sessions where powerful men ran the small spikes up and down penises just enough to elicit robust shrieks without drawing blood. Chad grunted in a decent tenor; Brian growled in baritone.

Binding their ankles was the right choice, Riley thought. Otherwise, they’d damage themselves by kicking the walls as ferociously as they were trying to do.

Before she moved to a pair of long-handled electric prods with two points of contact on each, she started their begging lessons. The best way to accomplish that quickly was to show them it was better to have their penises shocked than it was to drizzle a drop of gel into their asses from the plugs the extracted men at Reckoning wore all day and night. Control issued a few drops for special cases and with two CBTs going to the same owner in Houston, this qualified as one of those times.

At Reckoning, time is always of the essence but quality is never sacrificed for speed.

She made them watch her press the button that sent a single drop of yellow gel into their rectums. She counted silently to ten and only got to seven when it started. They’d tested the yellow gel Ms. Amity gave them countless times with the same results. It irritates from the waist down and the recipients always thrash and kick, trying to dislodge the plug that isn’t going anywhere no matter how hard they try.

Depending on how smart or stupid they were, one lesson was often sufficient. Riley hovered her finger over the button and held one of the prods an inch from the tip of Chad’s penis. He stared at her, silently pleading not to suffer another drop of the evil gel. She waved the prod around his organs until he got it.

Chad dropped his chin on his chest in surrender. He made his choice. Teaching him to beg convincingly and loudly would take an hour at most. While she jolted his penis on and off for ten minutes, he sang his song.

When she repeated the lesson for Brian, he chose the prod in seconds.

Control listened to the duo’s chorus on her speakers and checked her watch. Then she switched monitors to see how far along the bi-gender was in Psych.


Chapter 22

Either Or – Or Both

MEDICAL WAS SATISFIED with their extensive work on the bi-gender boy and handed him over to Psych two days ago. While he was under observation, Control checked  on him hourly with Morgan, the head of Psych. Each time a doctor examined Stephen post-surgery, they nodded. His penis still worked as did his bowels after each enema. They were intensely interested in his new vagina and one-of-a-kind clitoris.

His ankles were locked to the sides of the bed so his knees couldn’t touch. While his new parts healed, Medical wanted them open to the air and to their inspection. Stephen’s wrists were held by short chains to the sides of the bed so he couldn’t touch any of the pieces they built. When it was time to see how well his new and modified parts worked, Medical wanted easy access.

So did Control. She wanted to see if he was reactive to the updated organ Medical created before Morgan took him for several days of intense Psych work. Changing self-perception was easy with most extracted men. Creating a brand-new second personality was a bigger task.

The bi-gender’s parts had to work as the buyer specified. The Germans were notorious for demanding perfection and Lina was more than willing to pay Reckoning’s price as long as it functioned according to her order form. Control would know if Stephen met her criteria after Morgan was done with him. Morgan was eager to get Medical’s approval after his final test and so he could be handed over to her.

When testing day arrived, Control and Morgan watched the results on the monitors. The Medical head sprayed lubrication inside the new pussy and rubbed it around with gloved fingers.

They all heard it at the same time. It was definitely a coo.

Stephen’s face filled with confusion but that wasn’t important, not yet. Control wanted to hear the next sound he made. It would be the difference between success and failure.

Medical tapped the vibrator on Stephen’s brand-new clitoris once. Then twice. On the third tap, they all saw it.

Stephen’s hips jiggled. He felt the vibration.

Control spoke into Medical’s ear buds and said, “Make it come.”

Medical ran the rotating vibrator up and down, each time touching the clitoris enough to tease it but not lingering on the spot. Stephen became visibly pre-orgasmic and Control checked her watch while she drummed her fingers impatiently on her desk.

When her watch’s timer reached three minutes and ten seconds, Stephen’s body shuddered and he let out a moan that filled Control’s speakers.

The doctor was smiling under her mask. Control’s lips were drawn in a tight line.

“It’s up to you now,” Control told Morgan.
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A nurse led the bewildered Stephen down two long rock hallways, turned right and stopped at the second door. She left him in the dark chamber where he’d wait alone until Morgan unlocked the entrance. It didn’t matter to him that his body had been transformed. After his ordeal in Breakpoint, the only thing that mattered was that he was properly obedient and appropriately subservient no matter what had been done to him.

Morgan had never used the gold gel before but had seen videos of its impact. If it did what was promised, the bi-gender’s Psych work would go smoothly. Physically, his thick penis worked when stimulated, so did the new clitoris. Morgan was more interested in what was going on in his brain. It was time to find out.

She unlocked the motorized door and set it to open only a few inches. It was almost too easy a test to see if he’d push it the rest of the way. On his side of the doorway, Stephen wondered what was on the other side but knew it wasn’t his place to see for himself.

Only the woman who owns me can let me in, he thought. 

Waiting made him feel oddly relieved. He didn’t have to make the decision. It would be made for him.

Morgan smiled. Control checked her watch. He’d been standing there six full minutes without touching the handle. Control would have to send Ms. Amity a thank-you note for the drop of gold gel she entrusted to her.

Morgan opened the door all the way and beckoned Stephen with a crooked finger. He walked in and dropped to his knees when she pointed to the floor.

She planned to put him through three responsiveness tests. The first was to make sure his male responses performed as expected. Then the female ones. Finally, she would be able to assess his dual reactions to simultaneous stimuli.

Only very elite clients could afford to rent something as unusual as this. She hoped his new owner had a long list of renters in that income bracket.

The gel-induced directions Gemma issued weeks ago were clear. Stephen was a male when he was told to be one and he was a female when that order was given. It wasn’t enough to act like one. He had to become the full-range of the gender he was instructed to assume. If he wasn’t believable, the whole thing would be a waste of time and that would cut into Morgan’s commissions.

She read the script that Control supplied. “You are a man with a cock desperate to get hard.”

It was one of the simplest commands Morgan had ever given. If the bi-gender boy’s penis could get at least to level 4, she could move on.

Morgan worked a sheath around his soft penis, turned the machine on and watched. She set it to medium compressions that started at the base and worked toward the tip, then down again. The hardness quotient she wanted to see on the monitor was currently showing level 1. It doesn’t get any lower than that.

Eight strokes in, the monitor was at level 2 and two minutes later, it skipped level 3 and shot up to 4. When it reached level 5, the cock would be ready to ejaculate. Of course, Morgan would turn it off before that happened. Reckoning prohibited male orgasm.

Stephen’s moans filled the room. To Morgan’s trained ear, they were definitely the sounds of pleasure. Until she switched it off.

Stephen groaned.

What Morgan heard was the sound of success. Control checked her watch. Six minutes. It would take many older clients longer than that to achieve that kind of erection. Machines were so much faster and a lot more efficient.

Morgan proceeded to the next assessment, his ability to change his self-perception into the woman Medical created when Stephen was told to switch. If it worked, it would be a first for Reckoning.

She crossed her fingers behind her back. Control stared at the monitor.

Morgan recalled the instructions Gemma gave Stephen when the gold gel was injected into his ass.

“Stephen is gone. You are desperate to feel a penis inside your new vagina. When you are told to be a girl, you will act like one in every way. Your new clitoris is perfect and you love how it feels. When you are told to be a boy, your penis will get so hard you will scream to ejaculate. When anyone tells you to switch, you will change to the other gender immediately. Your name is ‘Pretty Pussy’ when you are a girl. Your boy name is ‘Cock’ when you are a boy and you will answer to each name with your full heart. You are happy only when you are told who you are and you perform perfectly as that person. This will never change. It is for the rest of your life.”

She pulled off the penis sheath and strapped Stephen on his back on a bench, his wrists bound and his ankles locked to side bolts that forced his knees apart. Stephen was used to being in this position; he’d spent a long time in Medical laid out just like it. Morgan turned the mechanical penis on low and after lubricating his virgin vagina, issued his orders.

“Pretty Pussy wants to come!”

Stephen stared at the ceiling and repeated, “Pretty Pussy wants to come!” Then he closed his eyes and shouted, “Make Pretty Pussy come! PLEASE MAKE ME COME!”

That was the magic word! He started by referring to himself as Pretty Pussy and ended two short sentences later in first person. Please make me come!

The penis plunged in and out of Stephen’s vagina for 30 seconds when Morgan increased the speed and depth. A minute later, she turned the dial and the penis twisted upward so it was sure to rub along the clitoris.

Pretty Pussy gasped and moaned while the penis did its work. Two minutes later, she was bouncing her hips trying to increase contact with the mechanical shaft. Morgan didn’t need to look at the monitor. It was obvious what had happened.

Pretty Pussy groaned when she came. A full-throated cry of sexual satisfaction. It was without a doubt one of the most authentic orgasms any Reckoning product had ever executed.

Control looked at her watch and nodded to herself. Less than five minutes. The buyer would be pleased.

Reckoning had a new merchandise line.


Chapter 23

The Trials

Trial Day

BEFORE ANY PRODUCT was delivered to its new owner, it had to succeed at Trial. Control was the sole judge and jury.

Trial, the extracted men’s final step at Reckoning, was their one chance to prove they were ready to climb up the Entry stairs and be handed over to their buyers. Trial day happened only once per session and the staff treated the day with the importance it deserved. The women ate breakfast together and told stories about this group’s accomplishments and compared their successes and one or two failures to notable ones from the past. There were plenty of tales to tell that morning.

Gemma always went first. It was one of their rituals.

“The big cock, the one Research planted stories that he ran off for a big job at a hotel in Europe? Well, I heard they gave him Pretty Pussy to practice on. Hair and makeup, all standard. Apparently, he went bonkers when he had to lick up her pee and saw the big penis and balls!

The staff laughed, none as hard as Zoe’s Skills team. That video would certainly be played for the investors at their meeting on Delivery day.

Abigail from Psych went next. “We sent video to Ms. Danica with the singer, the big trailer boy from Dakota. His first forced bi session was hilarious. He gagged on the penis machine but when we put him on a line of real ones through holes in the wall, he had to be zapped inside and out each time we moved him to the next one. No, none ejaculated. They just groaned and shrieked behind the wall.”

The staff chuckled and figured that video was also on the funders’ agenda. The stories ended when Control’s voice came over the speaker.

“Trial begins.”

The staff’s high-heeled leather dress boots ricocheted off the rock floor when they left breakfast to retrieve their finished products. For Trial, Control would put them on the small stage one at a time and issue instructions. If they performed very well, they’d be sent to Delivery for the handoff to their new owners.

If they didn’t meet her standards, the staff would spend two full days retraining the failures. No one liked remediation, none more than the men who failed at Trial. It meant 48 hours of nonstop work punctuated by any tool the staff needed to repair their botched performance. They wouldn’t like what happened to them at all. Remediation was brutal.

With six to test plus the two unusuals, Control had a few at a time sent to the small theater’s stage. First up was the big cock esthetician, the forced bi singer and the role-playing suckler. Their owners would eventually give them names. Control called them by their new skillsets.

“You!” she pointed to the suckler, “you’re a piglet and that is your sow.” She pointed to the big cock and added, “Make him look like a momma pig.”

It was a brilliant combination, the staff thought. The suckler had to prove his creativity; the esthetician his flair and the forced-bi singer who hated feminists, gays and most religions, his outright contempt at what he was told to do. The men knew the consequences of disobedience and were aware that failure right now had much more serious implications. To a man, they were terrified to suffer that high a price.

The men on the stage saw the long-handled electric prod in Control’s hand and had suffered what it did to him. Control's prod was one of their first and lifetime-long lessons. 

Zoe dragged John William to Alonzo’s dressing table and hauled George to the synthetic vaginas, breasts and penises sitting on a nearby table. Alonzo went to work on his makeup, choosing bright blue eyeshadow, false eyelashes and a heavy layer of pancake. He finished his face with deep red lipstick. But his instructions were to turn him into a momma pig, so he rouged his nipples and powdered his cock. A long red wig covered his head.

Wardrobing a pig took ingenuity. Alonzo strapped hooves on John William's hands and feet, then drove an expander into his ass. Control nodded and the team that worked on Alonzo finally exhaled. Zoe pointed to the suckler and then to the bed of straw on the stage. John William curled up on the straw and Zoe pulled George off the breast he was sucking so hard that he didn’t notice Control’s finger pointing where she wanted him to go.

George’s face lit up when he saw the momma pig on the straw. He crawled to his target and pounced on John William’s chest. He stopped thinking about himself as a man weeks ago; right now he was a piglet nursing on his momma’s teats. He grabbed one nipple with his teeth and sucked the teat into his mouth, exactly like he was taught. Then the other nipple.

John William sang the first notes of his song. Loudly. He was outraged inside yet feared Control’s prod more. His struggle to let the piglet suck his nipples was written all over his face.

Renters will pay a premium to see that, Control thought.

George’s snout picked up the scent and he crawled deep between the momma pig’s legs, nestling his lips between the expanded asscheeks. Skills taught him how delicious that new flavor was. He sucked vigorously as John William’s song reached a crescendo.

Control pointed and Zoe pulled the momma pig onto all fours so Control could inspect the pig’s organ.

Its cock was hard as the rock floor. John William would spend his days being used by paying customers, forced to respond to their whims, no matter what they wanted. George would suckle clients or whatever fantasy they paid to live in real life. Nell would be pleased with the income George generated and Danica had a group event already planned for John William’s entry into her growing stable.

Control nodded and the rest of the staff relaxed for the moment. Three down. Three to go.


Chapter 24

Trial’s Song

THE COMBO MILA ordered was originally set to be shipped to Germany but Control received a transfer notice from Mila advising her she’d sold that piece of merchandise to a U.S. buyer. Overseas delivery is costly and complicated, so Control was happy to shift the Delivery location back to the mountaintop right outside Reckoning’s door.

Nicholas was going to Ms. Kiera as a present from Ms. Amity for her help in finishing the training of several remotes when Ms. Amity had her hands full after Ms. Madison’s death. The combo was pricy and Control gained more respect for her investor who was rewarding an up-and-coming Domme with a lavish gift. This was a perfect way for Ms. Amity to say thanks after that terrible day when Ms. Brielle was shot and Ms. Madison didn’t survive.

Creating a combo meant they had to start with an already bendable male. Finding one of those that met the other criteria was an intricate job for Research. The one on stage now had a decent-sized cock but also sported big lips, a feature that usually meant he’d be a popular mouth boy with clients. Not in this boy’s case. When Skills discovered his cock’s ultra-sensitivity, Control had them focus on finding the best ways to hang or display him to show off his loud, full-body reactions.

Clients are eager to pay for a penis to torture. When you add big lips that screech out a loud song, the price goes up. Adding in his improved elasticity, the new owner would have to be pleased with her new income generator.

The other two on stage for Trial were the Tennessee masturbator who sang a shrill song and the nurse from Indiana, the one who lied just to get his hands inside women’s panties. Their weeks at Reckoning resolved those issues with brutal training. Each time Chad, the masturbator, opened his mouth to complain, whichever staff member had him at the time filled it with a rag soaked in foul-tasting mashed leftovers. Brian’s skinny penis and testicles barely bigger than marbles were what the staff used to produce his total obedience.

Psych transformed the way they thought about their old habits, virtually eliminating them. Every time Chad’s constipation crept up, he was given a cold enema, no matter where he was or what he was doing. After the second one was administered when he was on his hands and knees slurping up a bowl of protein mush and having to hold his sphincter until Riley let him use the metal bucket, he stopped complaining after several failures and having to spend the day in his own feces. He never passed gas again.

Brian was easy to reorient. His hands were merely a symptom of his lust. His attitude was the culprit. Every time he was instructed to work his fingers into a mannequin’s panties, Riley shocked his testicle ring or his anal plug. Or both. Brian’s days of illicit exploration stopped within 48 hours.

Two of the three on Trial were locked in narrow cages, only about 18” deep, with holes cut out of the bars so their genitals and asses were within easy reach. The third, the combo, was spread-eagle with his wrists attached to wall bolts and his legs free while he waited for Control’s Trial instructions. Alice played exercise commands in his ear buds so he would be ready when it was his turn. The midair split, the legs twists and jumps he did each time the recording gave him an order was particularly amusing for the staff.

Pointing to the cages, Control said, “I want to hear their chorus.” Then she indicated the combo and said, “Show me everything he can do.”

When Control says she wants to see everything, staff knows they’re in for a prolonged Trial. Riley was up to display what the pair of caged CBT boys could do. The combo was Delilah’s show.

Riley had the two CBTs for more than a week which meant Control expected exceptional results. She went right to work. Making them screech from cock pain wasn’t her goal; rather, owners expect them to entertain their clients with a series of enticing movements, thunderous singing and genuine begging for more. It all started inside the narrow stand-up cages.

Whipping a penis is at the bottom of a buyer’s wish list. Their clients are surprisingly creative, so Riley used the spiked rollers for the first demonstration. Developed specifically for Riley, the rollers had plastic rings with teeth inside that spun up-and-down shafts. A locked ring behind their testicles prevented anyone from removing the device without the key. The developers made them rechargeable, one of their best features.

The other advantage was the rollers worked on their own. Clients could relax and watch the show.

Brian started singing first. He hadn’t experienced this particular roller during training so his performance was genuine. He grunted the entire time the roller ran down his skinny penis and yelped when it rolled up to the base. While he sang, Riley held the control box in front of his face. Brian knew what he had to do.

“MORE! HARDER!” he growled.

Riley turned the dial and let Brian howl while she started Chad’s roller. He wailed like a wolf in the moonlight but when she hovered her finger over the power button, he yelled, “MORE! MORE! MAKE IT HURT MORE!”

The ones that beg earnestly earn the highest rental fees. The Houston Dommes were going to enjoy their clients’ pleading for regular appointments, not to mention the fees they’d agree to pay.

Riley pulled Brian’s cage away from the wall and twisted it on the rotating bar. Two turns later, he was hanging flat on his belly with his scrawny cock dangling out of the cage’s front cutout perfectly within Riley’s reach. When she pulled off the roller, he yowled nicely but Riley saved the best part for last.

The sound slid in smoothly. The Bluetooth control was attached to her belt. Brian couldn’t see it; his only view was the rock floor but Control and the Reckoning staff saw it clearly. This new sound was an owner’s dream – she could keep one inside her property and turn it on and off from anywhere. Owners shouldn’t have to spend their valuable time supervising their stables in person and this thin rod was the solution.

When Riley pressed the power button, two things happened at once. Brian bounced so hard in the tight cage, everyone could see it jiggle and he sang his song so loudly Riley guessed they could hear it outside the mountain.

No one questioned if that was an authentic reaction.

While the two CBTs shrieked and screeched, Control nodded and Riley stepped off the stage. She left the power on to create background music for the combo’s Trial.




-=o=-




Alice stretched him out on his back on the big wheel and made the final adjustments. As far as Control was concerned, Alice owned him, a huge responsibility given the ownership transfer to Ms. Amity’s friend. The word satisfactory wasn’t in Ms. Amity’s vocabulary so the finished product had to be impeccably trained and generate significant income for its owner. Control knew that Ms. Amity would demand video of his performance and if it didn’t meet her lofty standards, there would be repercussions.

Control leaned forward and gave Alice the boy’s Trial instructions.

“Show me his flexibility. Every bit of it.”

Alice anticipated Control’s demand. She raised Nicholas 12 inches off the stage floor and ran him through a series of positions to show off how bendable he was. This was Trial. No holds barred.

“Knees on chest.”

Nicholas’s legs shot up and his knees smacked his nipples.

“Split,” she said and his legs shot out sideways.

“Pull up and run,” Alice said.

He struggled to raise up with only arm muscles and grunted when he fought to scissor his legs.

Alice lowered him to the stage floor, unlocked his wrists and issued her next set of directives.

“Ankles behind head.”

The staff gasped when the boy’s feet wound up behind his neck. What Control saw was an ass in perfect position to be filled with a client’s cock or any other device a renter had in mind.

Control said, “Make him sing his SD song.”

The Reckoning staff sat up straight when they heard that command. They’d never seen sensory deprivation on the Trial stage combined with a body bending every which way and singing at the same time. When a man is extracted from his life and imprisoned in a rock-walled cell, there’s always the danger of slave hysteria. The staff had seen it happen a few times and all but one captive recovered. Eventually. The one who didn’t was castrated and sent to an African Domme to tend to her livestock. It was a financial loss that Control didn’t want repeated.

Depriving a boy of his senses on the Trial stage needed a multipart setup. An SD mask wasn’t enough. Alice needed a portable full-body tank and the staff just understood why Control had a pair of them delivered right before this boy was extracted.

Gemma wheeled the tank onto the stage and plugged it in. Alice opened the cover, unlocked the boy and used his big cock to drag him in front of it. She pushed his belly and he stepped back until he was fully inside the unit. After snapping the neck brace shut and pressing a tube between his full lips, she closed the door.

Nicholas was surrounded by nothingness. No sound penetrated the housing, no odors seeped inside and no light allowed him to see. His fingertips felt only air. He couldn't move an inch.

Once Alice tilted the box backward, Nicholas felt like he was floating. He was alone and isolated from everyone and everything. Even his ability to breathe was controlled by a button on the device attached to Alice’s belt.

Gemma kept an eye on his biometrics on the monitor. When his breathing was even, she nodded at Alice.

She shocked the plug in his anus until he started singing a garbled song he managed around the tube sticking out of his mouth. Alice added zaps to the sound in his penis and Nicholas’s song grew in volume. When she triggered the testicle ring, the noise from the Trial stage’s speakers filled the room.

Control nodded her signal approval, and one by one, Alice turned off the devices.

Gemma checked the monitor and gave an OK to continue.

Control had one more test for the combo. “Cut off his air,” she said.

Everyone leaned forward in their seats to witness the first breathing deprivation they’d seen at Trial. Control leaned back and waited. A successful display meant Delivery could proceed in 48 hours but failure meant the combo would suffer two days of nonstop breath control work.

Alice clamped Nicholas’s breathing tube and stepped back. Everyone’s eyes focused on the wall monitors to see what the cameras saw inside the SD box. At first, there was nothing. Then it started.

Nicholas thrashed the inch or so the SD box allowed. His legs spasmed and his arms beat against the sides.  Seconds later, they heard it on the speakers.

Nicholas screamed. What he tried to say didn’t matter, it all came out as distorted sounds. Alice kept her eyes on Control, waiting for her approval that was the difference between putting the box’s contents on schedule for Delivery or relegating him to two days of pitiless training.

Control finally nodded. Alice opened the breathing tube and let Gemma wheel the box off stage. Nicholas probably screamed the entire way but no one could hear him. That was a valuable feature of the new SD units.

Control said, “Get them ready for Delivery. Put the two unusuals on stage.”


Chapter 25

Unusual Trials

THE BULL AND the bi-gender were on the Trial stage to prove to Control that they were ready for Delivery. There was a lot riding on the pair; the Training Farm Mistress and Lina, one of the Germans, were fierce owners who demanded flawless results in what they bought from Reckoning. Nothing short of impeccable performance would satisfy them.

Control knew that both were destined for challenging lives. The bull had to defeat every contender the Farm Mistress threw at him and at the same time, was responsible for her personal care. Of course, the big penis was a pre-condition so if he failed, she’d most likely cut it off and he’d be of little use to her. One of those mysterious Asian households would be his final destination.

The bi-gender was heading to Europe where his owners had an extensive client list that stretched across the continent. Lina was clear that she and Mila provided what their renters confessed as their ultimate fantasies and they’d received several inquiries for a boy-girl that could switch between genders mid-session. Those men laughed at their own dreams believing they were impossible to fulfill, but hankered for them anyway. A large number of potential rental fees depended on the bi-gender boy’s Trial. So did Reckoning’s reputation.

Control looked at the pair on the Trial stage. Their time at Reckoning had been relentless and severe. Bubba wasn’t allowed off his knees for the first two days nor was he permitted to sit or lay down. If he slept, it was like a bull did, on all fours.

Skills had no trouble developing his muscles because they had a good body to start with. However, preparing him for hand-to-hand combat never stopped. Every two hours, he faced another combatant armed with tools Bubba was denied. He lost his share of contests before the whippings taught him what the consequences were for failure.

Then there was his journey through personal care. Learning how to  bathe his owner to hair, makeup and wardrobe, took two weeks of incessant work. If he reached for the wrong piece of lingerie or smudged makeup, Skills activated his anal plug and left it on while he corrected his mistakes and turned out an appropriate result.

He spent hours in a cell with its walls covered with photos of his new owner and a recording that played in his ears to make sure he knew she would order his castration if he didn’t please her. He saw jars of testicles and a few penises of the ones before him who didn’t make her happy. That video played on a loop.

By the time Skills declared him ready, his muscles were huge and his bathing and toileting skills top-notch. Fear filled him from his toes to his eyeballs. A few mock castrations he was forced to watch cemented that in his mind.

Benjamin Grady, the Farm Mistress’s new bull, was on Trial.

So was the bi-gender boy standing next to the bull on the stage. Control told Gemma to make sure Stephen was well hydrated so she forced four bottles of water down his throat while he waited for his turn on stage.

Control gave her instructions. “Have the bull tend to Pretty Pussy. All of her.”

If Reckoning ever had an ultimate Trial, this was it. Control demanded to see everything the bull learned about personal care and, at the same time, the bi-gender’s ability to switch identities and comport himself or herself in each personality. Skills knew how much work it took to get the bull schooled in personal care but tending to a vagina with a cock staring him in the face was challenging. Elephant balls helped. When Bubba's testicles were locked in them, the spikes taught him to perform his duty at first from the pain they inflicted. That wasn’t enough. He had to move past the pain and worship any pussy in front of his face. Even one that had a penis.

When Skills was done, the bull had to be given an hour to lie inert on the rock floor and recover. But it worked.

The bi-gender heard the command to become Pretty Pussy and a wave of realization washed over her. She felt her vagina when she pressed her legs together and a quick sensation in her clitoris affirmed who she was. She eyed the immense body on the stage next to her and longed to feel his huge cock penetrate her and take her to orgasm. But she knew that only her owner could let her have one. Maybe the woman in charge, the one sitting in the audience giving directions, would let her come this time. After all, she was on stage.

Zoe owned the pair’s Trial. As head of Skills, she was responsible for what happened next.

She said, “Make her pretty.”

The bull trotted on all fours to the bi-gender, ran his fingertips up and down her skin, then tongued her mini breasts until Pretty Pussy moaned. He knelt and stared at the penis, took a deep breath and licked between her legs. That’s when he noticed she had at least two days’ growth of pubic hair.

The bull knew that would never do.

He ran the bath in the portable tub, lifted Pretty Pussy in his strong arms and deposited her in the water. He lathered the sponges and went to work. His fingers attended to each toe, worked up her legs and when they were covered in suds, he shaved them all the way up to her lips. Pretty Pussy was in heaven.

When he finished soaping her front, he pulled her ankles to the tub’s rim and cleaned between her asscheeks. The bull appreciated how round they were and hoped his new owner’s ass was as tasty-looking at the one he was cleansing now. After rinsing her, he wrapped Pretty Pussy in a warm towel and massaged lotion into her skin.

Pretty Pussy moaned when he reached between her legs.

Makeup went on smoothly and the bull’s wardrobing choices got a nod from Control.

That’s when she said, “Cock, take his ass.”

Pretty Pussy looked down at her pink skirt and sparkling camisole and frowned. Then a look of disgust filled Stephen’s face when he processed the instruction he was given. He was Cock and Cock doesn’t wear an outfit like this!

He stripped it off, displaying a hardening penis to the Reckoning staff and to the bull. Cock lunged at the bull, caught him by his knees and yanked them out from under him. Bull hit the floor with a loud thump.

Bull bellowed and threw himself at Cock, his arms wrapped around Cock’s waist. He spun him around, dropped him to his knees and put him on all fours. Cock screeched when the bull rammed his hard penis into his ass.

Control looked at her watch and said, “Send them to Delivery.”

Reckoning’s staff applauded and returned to their stations. The next crop of extracted men was due in three days and they had a lot of planning to do. They heard the new group had five unusuals. When they were finished with them, they were looking forward to higher commissions in their accounts.

In two days when the current lot was delivered, the staff would be thrilled when they saw how big a tip the investors gave them for their merchandise.

Control left the Trial theater to check on Danni’s progress with the Delivery plans. The quiet that surrounded the mountaintop outside Reckoning’s door would be interrupted by a series of helicopters picking up the investors’ property. It was one of Control’s favorite songs.


Chapter 26

Delivery

Handing Off Deliverables

THERE WERE RULES surrounding Delivery. Reckoning regarded handing off finished men to the women who bought them not as an ending; rather, it marked the beginning for a collection of useless males they took from their old lives and sent them into new and better ones. It never failed that when they were handed off, the extracted men were grateful that they finally understood what they were meant to do.

What they were meant to be.

Before Delivery, the finished products underwent two days of preparation and grooming according to the new owners’ wishes. Some women wanted them hairy so they could have them shaved or waxed as part of their integration into their stables. One buyer demanded full heads of hair. She said removing it was one of the best ways to mix them into her stable. Any lingering egos or personalities, she said, wound up on the floor in the piles of hair she shaved off their heads.

When Reckoning had men to turn into eunuchs, their pre-delivery was spent learning advanced serving skills, especially wardrobing and hair. Few owners let their geldings interact with their other property. They saved them as high-priced rentals for clients who dreamt of fucking former men that could no longer even imagine having an orgasm. They were merely tools with asses and mouths.

The ones who would entertain clients who were eager to torment penises and enjoy full-body and full-throat reactions spent the last two days in a line behind an opaque wall with their penises clamped and sticking through holes. They couldn’t see who, if anyone, approached them with electronic devices or more basic percussion tools and had no idea which penises a visitor would brutalize. They each hoped the tortured penis would be their own. By now, they begged for more because it was what they genuinely wanted.

Random abuse of their penises kept them on alert. The staff’s goal was to have a row of hard shafts whenever they looked in their direction.

Chad and Brian stayed hard for hours on their side of the wall. Control had them sing in the background wearing the new rollers while she checked the rest of deliverables.

John William was the singer going to Destiny, Danica’s estate in Montana. He was on his knees, practicing bringing electronic penises to level 5. Each time a staffer moved him to the next penis, he gagged nicely. Danica wanted one that would be repelled so much by renters’ requests that he had to be forced to open his ass – or his mouth – when told. Danica was no longer surprised by her clients’ fantasies and made sure she had a rentable for all of them. John William fit the bill.

Control switched to the animal room's monitor where a grad student they turned into a pig was sent by his owner for advanced training. The pig was on all fours with George suckling the pig’s new breasts. Control heard the pig’s oinks when George crept to its penis and pulled the shaft into his mouth. When he crawled between the pig’s hind legs and pressed his mouth between its asscheeks, the pig’s squeal filled Control’s speakers.

Nicholas, the combo, was being flexed in every direction to keep him supple. Control wondered which position they’d have him in when Kiera alit from the helicopter to take delivery. It had better be impressive, Control thought. After all, he was Ms. Amity’s gift. It had to be extraordinary.

Alonzo was being led from one mannequin to another to hone his personal care skills. His big cock was locked in a spiked cage so he learned to perform no matter how much pain his owner might inflict. He knew it was going to be forever pain and the only way Skye, his buyer, would let him into the costume closet was if he pleased her. He had a lifelong mission that included a constant reminder biting his cock that told him he was owned.

Pain is an excellent teacher, Control thought.

That left the two unusuals, the bull and Stephen, the bi-gender. When Control looked at that monitor, she was pleased to see Bubba levelling tackling dummies before styling Stephen’s rather long hair, then being sent back to the dummies to overcome them. Again. And again.

They were ready, Control thought, looking at her watch. Not a minute too soon.

The first helicopter radioed it was on its way to pick up its cargo.


Chapter 27

Handoff

THE HOUSTON DOMMES were the first to pick up their property on Delivery day. Nell took Chad, the Tennessee extraction that now met her order for an expanded ass and a mouth that sang the song of a rentable who pleaded authentically for his mediocre cock to be tortured. He’d fetch a pretty penny from an entire category of renters. They also were taking George, who almost had to be pulled away from the pig’s new breasts when it was time for him to climb the stairs. Nell bought a suckler and Reckoning delivered a former sales manager who’d been transformed into exactly what she ordered. Their final purchase was Brian, the Indiana nurse with greedy fingers. He was twitching from the thumping of the helicopter hovering above. Weeks of sensory deprivation will do that.

Talia and Della, Nell’s partners, transferred the payment into Control’s account after they did a few brief tests of the merchandise on the mountaintop. Talia told George to prove that Chad no longer passed gas or had constipation issues by suckling his ass. The deeper the better.

Control pointed to the ground and Chad dropped to his hands and knees, spread his legs apart and in seconds, George’s mouth was fully inside his asscheeks. The sound of a slurp that only an excellent suckler can generate could be heard even over the whomp of the helicopter’s rotors.

Della pressed ear buds into Brian’s ears, a suggestion Control gave her before Delivery. After extended periods in SD tanks, men can get jumpy when they’re inundated with loud noises. Della ran her prod up and down Brian’s skinny penis. She was greeted by Brian’s begging for more. Harder. Faster. So she did.

His screeches echoed in the cool mountain air.

Nell tapped in the final payment and the women climbed on board. Their three purchases were buckled into body harnesses and the copter took off. Control smiled when she saw the trio dangling over the valley. She was fairly sure they would be cranked on board before they reached the airfield at the bottom of the mountain.

Control looked at her watch. The next pickup was on its way and a vibration under her feet alerted her it was minutes from landing.
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The second round of Delivery was going to New Orleans, an addition to Skye and Neve’s growing stable. They insisted on a long penis that matched the esthetician’s height and added a condition that their product displayed several prissy traits. It took Research a while to locate Alonzo, but when Skills taught him that he could use the costume closet only when his wardrobe, hair and makeup skills were first-rate, he was driven to be the best. Like a rat in a maze smelling cheese, the costume closet was his trigger. The ongoing jolts to the testicle ring and anal plug sped up his internal makeover.

Neve and Skye, his new owners, told Control to have him ready for Delivery fully dressed and made up. They stipulated that he do it himself so they could assess his skills. They weren’t buying a clown, they said. He had to look tasteful.

Women know that when you let typical men loose in a costume closet and makeup table, they often wind up looking garish. It’s like they can’t get enough eyeshadow or blush or frilly skirts and stiletto heels. They usually look like buffoons. That doesn’t happen at Reckoning. A successful esthetician with a penchant for what they think is feminine regalia is quickly shown that isn’t what personal care for their owner is about.

They can save that for the clients who rent them. Renters prefer men who are dressed gaudily when they are bathing and massaging them, attending to their pubic hair and making them up to look like the whores of their fantasies. In New Orleans, Neve said, once a client is outfitted to look like a streetwalker, they plead to be offered to other renters. The more distinguished the executive, the deeper his passion is to be given to someone who will demean and abuse him.

Alonzo was what they needed to get those men ready to be fucked. And more.

Neve and Skye chatted with Control when Alonzo was sent up the staircase to wait for the door to open. He stepped out into the sunshine, the first time he’d seen the sun in more than a month. Skye and Neve pointed to their feet and Alonzo, now walking steadily on high heels after weeks of practice, walked toward them.

He didn’t trip once.

They spun him around, had him bend over to get a look inside his ass and reached under his shimmering black flared skirt to make sure the penis was the size they ordered. Skye felt the testicle ring and the rod leading to the anal plug.

“He keeps it in?” she asked.

Control nodded. Like the others, it took Alonzo a full week to learn how to use his sphincter muscles to keep the plug tightly inside. “If it slips,” Control said, “use the belt in his toolkit.”

Neve opened his mouth, checked his teeth and said, “He’ll suck well.”

Skye hooked a leash to Alonzo’s cock ring and dragged him to the helicopter while Neve transferred payment. When the rotors’ whomp faded, she looked at her watch.

Right on time.
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Ms. Amity arranged the next helicopter for what she called Reckoning’s special delivery for two of her personal mentees. Danica bought the singer for Destiny, her Montana estate. She wanted him to be suitable for renting to her clients who were eager to force a man to satisfy other men, but only if it was an act that disgusted him. That was a tricky transformation for Control’s staff – to make sure John William didn’t start to enjoy what they forced him to do.

Some clients don’t pay just to have mouths lick and suck their cocks. For them, it’s all about forcing them, seeing that revulsion on their faces and having to whip or jolt them to make them do as they’re told. If it’s not genuine, clients don’t book them again.

When John William was sent up the stairs and through the door at the top, his big belly was flatter, his short body more muscular although there was little Reckoning could do to lengthen or thicken his cock. Danica said he’d have little use for it at Destiny. She adopted her mentor’s habit of caging her property so her growing stable was turning into a sea of men destined to live their lives in orgasm denial.

Danica learned that Ms. Amity’s rule of keeping all men’s penises caged made them zealous suckers and even better, when they wore belts with their shafts stuffed into hollow plugs, they fucked whatever they were told more fervently. Even though orgasm was a hopeless memory, they yearned to ejaculate so much that they humped and pumped ferociously in spite of knowing the tube covering their cocks would never let it happen.

When Danica spun her finger, John William turned in a slow circle and she took a full-body assessment. She bent him over to the sound of his grunting that told her clearly he didn’t like having to spread his asscheeks on demand, especially for a woman. Danica laughed at his protests.

Control handed Danica the remote control device and pointed to the orange button.

“Try it out,” she said.

Danica pressed the button and John William screeched from the shock she delivered into his ass. Needless to say, he pulled his cheeks wide apart to give his new owner full access.

Danica had no need to explore his rectum. She’d seen those videos already. What she wanted – what Reckoning taught John William – was that failure to perform meant his owner would cut off one testicle. The first time. If it happened again, she’d lop off the other one. If he wanted to keep his penis, he had one choice.

Reluctant obedience.

Danica leashed his testicle ring and transferred payment to Control.

Kiera’s gift was next.

Ms. Amity warned Control that this was Kiera’s first mountaintop delivery so Control had to make sure the experience was positive. Even though she wasn’t given the entire backstory, Control knew that any directive from Ms. Amity, her largest funder, had to be done in strict accordance with her wishes. And to think her gift was a combo, an expensive way to say thank you, impressed Control.

The door opened and Nicholas stepped into the open air. Kiera looked at her new combo but Control’s eyes were on the new owner. She had to make sure Kiera was pleased with the product and Delivery was done in the most rewarding way possible for her.

Kiera stared at the combo for a few minutes, sizing up his large lips and well-developed muscles. Then her eyes dropped to his crotch.

The Nebraska boy’s shaft was definitely one of the larger ones Reckoning had ever extracted. It was thick and meaty with purple veins that ran the length and ended in an easy-to-leash circumcised head. Control was pretty sure Kiera hadn’t seen one quite like that recently. Control was told not to intervene with Kiera’s Delivery, to let her take charge and own the transfer. Ms. Amity was clear about that, too.

Kiera said, “I’ll have that bush plucked out.”

Control worked hard to stifle her smile. But there was more that any experienced combo buyer would want to see before transferring payment. She hoped Kiera was up to it.

Kiera waved her finger in the air. Nicholas lifted his right leg and grabbed his ankle with his right hand. When his foot reached his ear, Kiera nodded.

“Split,” she said.

The combo dropped to the ground with his legs stretched perfectly out to his sides. She ignored his grunts and left him in that position while she transferred payment.

Danica and Kiera had their purchases trot to the helicopter and stuffed them in the cargo hold behind the seats. With John William’s face pressed into the combo’s crotch, they took off across the valley and down the mountain on their way to the airfield.

Control checked her watch. Less than five minutes later, she heard a four-wheel drive working its way up the mountain. The unusuals were next to be delivered.


Chapter 28

Unusual Delivery

THE RANGE ROVER luxury SUV powered up the mountain with two buyers ready to take delivery of their merchandise. Control heard the engine working its way up the craggy terrain long before she saw the big black car stop on flat ground a short walk from Reckoning’s entrance. There was no mistaking who just arrived to pick up their special orders.

German Dommes like Lina always make an entrance. This Delivery also had one going to the Training Farm Mistress, a woman who never simply walked into a room. She owned it.

The two they ordered, the ones Control called the unusuals, made up two of Reckoning’s most uncommon requests. The Germans wanted a bi-gender – an unusual order by itself – but the Farm Mistress’s order form stipulated a mixture of skills rarely seen in a single extracted man. Filling both orders took Research a lot of time to find the right candidates. They had to drill down on their physical assets, from body size to strength to esthetics all the way to cock size. The last one had to be large. Very large.

Then Research had to sort through a host of personality traits. The prime candidate needed a certain stubbornness; after all, she was buying a bull. Yet Lina’s bi-gender boy had to be able to switch personalities from an authentic Pretty Pussy to a Cock, whichever it was ordered to be at that moment.

Everyone at Reckoning referred to Stephen as ‘it’ after the surgical transformation. He and she pronouns didn’t fit anymore.

Lina was dressed in a suede skirt and vest with leather trim. The Farm Mistress was clad entirely in leather. Black leather. They weren’t smiling when they marched across the mountain toward Control who was standing outside Reckoning’s door.

Control wasn’t sure exactly how they’d test their purchases but she was confident she had two perfect specimens for Delivery.

There was rarely any small talk during Delivery. Control opened the door to let ‘it’ walk out into the sunshine.

They’d dressed it in a flouncy skirt that was short enough for Lina to reach under and feel the old and new parts. The bi-gender had shaved its legs and underarms for this special occasion while Skills depilated most of its body hair. Lina indicated she wanted the pubic hair left in place but a clean ass. That’s what Control was delivering.

Lina wasted no time exploring its new vagina and her fingers lingered on the inventive clitoris. Stephen was silent and spread his legs to give his new owner full access.

She felt his budding breasts and nodded.

“This one comes with a take-home kit with medications,” Control said.

Lina nodded again and said, “Triggers?”

Control gave her the two simple commands. “Call it by its name. Pretty Pussy or Cock.”

Lina ran her hands down its chest, pinched both nipples and felt its belly before lifting its skirt to take a close look at the penis.

“It’ll do,” she said.

Stephen held his breath while Lina tucked the hem of the skirt under his chin and had him spread his new labia to show her what was inside. She aimed a small flashlight at the new parts and took time examining the clitoris. When she was done inspecting the results, she said, “Pretty Pussy.”

Stephen closed his eyes, took a deep breath and said, “Pretty Pussy wants to come. Please let Pretty Pussy come!” Stephen was still holding his lips wide apart.

Off to the side, the Training Farm Mistress chuckled.

Lina pointed her flashlight at the clitoris, charged up a prod and tapped the new organ.

Pretty Pussy gasped. Her hips started to rock until she was fully humping. “PLEASE LET PRETTY PUSSY COME!”

Of course, that wasn’t going to happen on the mountain or anywhere else in the near future. A client would have to pay dearly to see it climax. Pussy pled and begged. Then Lina turned off the prod.

“Cock!” she ordered.

Stephen’s eyes closed for a moment. Lina watched the penis stiffen and testicles harden. She wrapped her fingers around the shaft and felt Cock press his hips forward and back. She touched the tip, felt the drool and nodded.

“I’ll take it,” she said and tapped payment into Control’s tablet.

Lina took Cock by its convenient and fully erect handle and threw it into the way back of the Range Rover.

It was time to deliver the last one. The bull.
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Control opened the door and the bull, naked and oiled, strode onto the mountain. He wore a defiant look that faded quickly when he saw the tall, leather-clad woman staring at his exposed body, checking him out like a piece of meat at the butcher shop. He was the bull, the women inside the mountain told him. He conquered every man.

But not this woman.

He’d seen her photos for weeks. He’d been forced to watch video of her bullfights. He’d seen the jars of testicles and penises and knew what she did to the losers. He dropped his chin to his chest, a sign of his submission to her and what she could do to him.

She pointed to the toes of her boots. He dropped to all fours and crept toward her.

She reached under his belly, grabbed the stiff penis jutting out from his crotch and yanked him to his feet.

She wasn’t just everything the women in the mountain told him she was. This woman was a lot more. A whole lot more. Bubba felt fear grip his throat. His mouth was so dry his tongue stuck to the roof.

When her electric prod kissed his testicles, the bull bellowed. When he recovered from the shock and heard her snickering laugh, he knew what he was.

Hers. She owned him. Every part. And she could cut off his balls whenever she pleased.

The Farm Mistress pointed down and said, “Twenty.”

He dropped flat on the grass and pumped out 20 pushups, Marine style, while she walked around him, kicked his ankles apart and stood inches from his testicles, now squashed flat on the grass. She kicked each ball with the toe of her boot and he bellowed again. But he didn’t move.

“One mistake,” she said. “and I'll cut them off.”

Control watched the Mistress test the bull’s strength, challenge his obedience and humiliate him in front of the two most powerful women he would ever encounter. Control successfully erased ‘Bubba’ and transformed Benjamin Grady into what he was now. A big, strong mass of muscle with superior personal care skills who was on the ground, howling from each kick.

The Mistress reached between his legs, grabbed the stiff shaft and pulled him onto all fours. She pressed his face in the ground so his ass was high in the air, then stuffed a portable enema hose deep in his ass and spewed cold liquid inside. It took only a minute for the enema to do its work. The bull felt his sphincter spasm. There was nothing he could do to stop what was going to happen next.

Total degradation. He was going to shit in front of the two most dominant women he would ever meet.

The Training Farm Mistress and Control stepped away. Control knew what he’d been fed last night and this morning according to the Mistress’s instructions.

Fetid semi-solids flew out of the bull’s ass and landed within inches of his feet. Except for the gobs that drooled down his legs. She left him like that while she tapped the payment into her tablet.

Control pointed to a pail of disinfectant. Wordlessly, the bull washed his legs and feet, then plunked his ass into the bucket and reached inside himself with his fingers to make sure it was clean. Sparkling clean, the woman warned him.

The Mistress chained his testicle ring to her ankle and trotted to the waiting SUV. She sat in the passenger seat and made the bull crawl into the back for the bumpy hour-long trip down the mountain. Every now and then, she crossed her legs just to tighten the chain.

Lina’s last order before the SUV started the trip to her purchases was only two words. She said, “Pretty Pussy.”

Pussy snuggled against the big bull in the cargo area hoping his huge penis would find its way into her pussy while she begged silently that this time, her owner would let her come.


Epilogue

TWO WEEKS LATER, I met with the rest of the investors in the conference room that had its own entrance on the other side of the mountain. We had one topic to discuss and vote on. Did we want to finance Reckoning’s Graduate School?

Two recent Graduate School alums, the Spanish Domme’s pain-slut-turned pony and Karly’s dog, Zion, were on a makeshift stage. The investors were seated around the conference table being served coffee and treats, many of which were filled with blueberries. Control had seen me stuff them into my exclusives’ mouths when she visited Amityworld after the auction and made sure there were plenty for this meeting. She’s a lot of things; stupid is not one of them.

Control finished transferring commissions into the staff’s accounts and headed for our meeting, a summit of the funders who would decide whether or not to authorize and underwrite Graduate School. A lot depended on the success Reckoning had with the pony and dog.

Control knew that as per our policy, Annalise would chair the meeting but everyone understood that the ultimate decision would be influenced by the largest funder. They’d all vote their minds after trying to read my face and I would, as usual, vote last. They had to commit before they knew which result I would support.

From her position, Control interpreted the way the others looked to me as my unspoken dominance. No matter how powerful those women are in their everyday lives, they were, perhaps unconsciously, submitting to me. Control thought it was one of the most commanding displays of silent authority she had ever seen. I could see the admiration on her face. I’ve gotten used to it.

The two extracted men that Control kept in the facility to clean the staff’s suites, do their laundry, tend to their leathers and prepare and serve their meals were removing coffee cups and China plates and brushing up crumbs from the conference table. We didn’t pay any attention to them or count how many testicles Control let them keep.

She had the staff leads ready to join the meeting to explain why Graduate School would be lucrative for the women in the room. They were primed to show off the work they’d done with the two animals. The division heads, Gemma, Cerese, Morgan, Minta and especially Zoe were tense while they waited for their summons to join the meeting.

As the Reckoning team heads knew, Annalise was one of a very few globally recognized human dog training experts; in fact, she trained Aussie, my protection dog, to a level that came close to meeting the strict criteria my exclusive, the one I call My Cop expected. They knew I’d certainly have something to say about the Doberman who just finished his Graduate School semester.

Then there was the pony. He was shipped across the ocean by Camilla and Isbella, new members of the governing board. When Big Mike, who runs the Old Leather compound on his own mountain, agreed to be a Reckoning funder, I suggested he appoint the two Spanish Dommes to vote his share. He had his own mountain, I told him. He didn’t need to travel to Reckoning’s.

The pony had top-notch skills already when he climbed down the entry stairs. He was an accomplished mouth boy and a substantial pain slut when they sent him so creating a pony out of him meant using his existing talents and adding the proper pony mindset, not to mention what Physical had to do to build the strength and dexterity he needed to carry a rider on a saddle through an obstacle course as well as up and down hills and even a mountain. It was strenuous work. For the pony.

Control knew the process was important but today the finished products were all that mattered. If an expert dog trainer wasn’t satisfied with Zion’s new skills or worse, if the Training Farm Mistress found fault with the pony, Reckoning would be denied its new program. These weren’t the kind of women who voted their emotions. To them, it was all about producing outstanding results that earned a profit. It was all business.

Annalise called the meeting to order and read the only item on the agenda.

“We are here to vote for – or against – establishing a Graduate School at Reckoning. The motion is on the floor and it’s open for discussion.”

Control swiped her tablet, not really looking at what was on the screen. She was killing time to see which of the investors would go first and if she’d ask a question or offer an opinion. When she looked up, I was staring at her to tell her she should state her case. It was the last thing Control wanted to do but she just got her orders, however silently I delivered them.

She looked around the table and said, “We have two examples of what our Graduate School can produce. Let’s start by seeing what they were like when they walked down the stairs and then we’ll have a live showing of how they’ve progressed.”

She didn’t see my smile because I can do that without moving my lips.

Control started the video with the pony’s fearful but rather stoic walk down the stairs. When Zion got on all fours and took them two at a time, everyone at the table laughed. Then the videos got down to business. We saw the threshold testing on the pain slut. Camilla and Isabella’s boy’s levels raised some eyebrows. I saw a few envious women throw jealous side-eyes at the Spaniards.

The pony’s Physical work was summarized in rapid screenshots. We saw his thighs and calves grow while we watched. The hours of incline running with a heavy pack Clara put him through certainly worked wonders and the day Riley put the saddle on his back coupled with Abigail’s Psych reinforcement was remarkable. At the end of the video, we saw the pony carrying a rider up and down the rocky inclines without gasping for breath.

It was an outstanding transformation in just four weeks.

Then Control played Zion’s video. The Doberman belonged to Mike’s big sister, Karly, who almost miraculously recovered from a ten-year wall of silence the day I pushed Zayn to his limit. Perhaps beyond it. Karly loved her dog and never forgot Zayn’s role in her return to the real world. That’s why Karly named her dog Zion; she said it sounded like Zayn. It was the only day since I’ve owned him that I’d ever seen my Tantric exclusive cry.

Zion’s Graduate School semester was designed to teach him two new and fairly broad skills. He had to tend to Karly’s personal care and then get agile enough to win the Pet Shoppe’s dog show that Annalise and Maeve hold each season. Of course, the dog’s personal care skills would have to pass Big Mike’s watchful eye. He was very protective of his sister; after all, she shielded him during what he called ‘the troubles’ and he was determined to return the gift. Nothing mattered as much to Mike as Karly’s safety.

Control saw that I was paying very close attention to Zion’s performance. She glanced at me each time the scene changed to see my reaction. Of course, I didn’t give her any. I was concentrating on the screen.

The first few scenes were Zion’s time with Cerese to add to his well-developed muscles and then he was sent to Riley in Skills, the trainer who does most of the animal work at Reckoning. When I saw Zion’s sad face when he was denied a pat on the head for excellent work, I was concerned. When I send a pet dog like Zion to Graduate School with specific instructions that he belongs to someone special to me, I expect even a trainer as experienced as Riley to reinforce an accomplishment with something as simple as a pat on the head. Zion’s sad face disturbed me and I told Control to pause the video.

“Get Riley in here.”

Control trotted to the door and returned in seconds with Riley behind her and Zoe, the head of Skills behind her. If anyone was going to lambast one of her trainers, Zoe wanted to be there to see what was wrong.

I didn’t care who was in the room. No one treats a well-trained pet dog – especially this one – like that.

Annalise is a world-class dog trainer and I saw the unease on her face. I wasn’t sure if she was as upset as I was about Riley’s treatment of Zion or if she was more worried about what I was going to say. I didn’t care and neither did the little voice inside me. We were of one mind.

“Explain why my dog’s face is sad,” I said.

Riley looked perplexed until Control tapped her arm and pointed at the screen.

“Oh, that dog! He’s a good little woofer but all dogs need to be pushed hard. After all, it’s Graduate School.”

That was one of the most unsatisfying responses I’d ever heard. Annalise was gritting her teeth, forcing herself not to say what was on both our minds. She also knows that when I have the floor, it’s all mine. No one speaks for me.

“That dog is not a ‘good little woofer’. That is a highly-trained emotional companion and protector of a very special friend of mine. They are attached to each other and sending him here pulled him away from his lifelong job.”

Riley stared open-mouthed and sputtered something about any dog sent to Reckoning needing strenuous work. I’d heard enough.

“That’s not any dog. That’s Big Mike’s sister’s dog.”

The room was silent. Everyone’s eyes were on Riley. What she said next would determine where she’d wake up in the morning. It would be either in her suite in this mountain or on a lonely rural road while she had to hike to find a phone. No one mistreats Karly’s Doberman.

Annalise and Maeve knew every detail of Karly’s story; in fact, Annalise trained Zion at Summer Camp and I chose him to be Karly’s pet. Karly’s story was Big Mike’s secret that he confessed to Maeve because she was the spitting image of his sister who, at that time, was in her ninth year in a psychiatric hospital. Mike told me and we kept it from everyone else until Karly recovered. Most of the women knew by now except it appeared, the staff at Reckoning.

Riley was mute and that left Zoe with nothing to defend her. Control looked like she was going to be sick.

“Get my dog,” I said.

Zoe and Riley ran to the stage, grabbed Zion’s leash and walked him to where I was sitting. The rest of the conference members were silent. Riley just stood there with Zion’s leash in her hand.

“Here, boy,” I said.

Zion heard my voice and looked up. A toothy smile filled his face. He crawled over to me and put his head in my lap. I ran my fingers through his black mane and patted his head.

“Good boy,” I said.


Chapter 29

Next Steps

ANNALISE WISELY DECIDED to forego the rest of Zion’s video and opened the floor for general discussion. Everyone was impressed with the pony, especially its owners who foresaw rodeos and even jousts in their future. They had at least four more possible ponies to ship to Reckoning for specialized training

The Farm Mistress had Control play a few minutes of their work with one of the first pigs sent to Reckoning a few seasons ago. That one, a former physician, finally realized what he was after the first time he was drenched in mud and slop. Control paused the video when the Mistress pointed to the screen and said, “There!”

The pig was bobbing up and down in a mud pit. When his head emerged, we saw the look on his slime-covered face. It’s what we call an ‘aha’ moment, the instant a slave succumbs to absolute submission and is, for the first time he can remember, totally happy.

“They can work with animals,” Annalise said. “Just not pet dogs.”

We could tell Maeve’s inner voice was talking to her. She closed her eyes for a moment and then told us what that little voice was saying. “Dogs belong in packs like ours.”

She couldn’t have said it better. Reckoning would stick to turning out large animals and leave the pet dogs to the Pet Shoppe. Summer Camp may take in a few dogs but only ones that weren’t personal pets. If owners wanted that kind of training, they could send them to the compound Maeve and Annalise run in the Pacific Northwest.

Danica mentioned that her singer, the one who had to be forced to engage in male-on-male rentals, was earning considerable fees for her. Her clients were excited to compel the boy to suck their cocks or any body part they chose. They all commented on their post-rental videos that once the boy was properly chastised, he did an excellent job of sucking and his ass was pliable enough to take even their oversized penises. That made us chuckle. All men over-inflate their size, even ones we’ve measured and know the truth.

The rest of the meeting went smoothly, although Control looked a little shaken whenever she glanced at my hand petting Zion’s head. Nell was effusive about the trio she bought the other day and suggested she might send one or two of them to Graduate School for advanced CBT training.

Lina sent her report from Germany. Annalise read it aloud.

“The two-gender is a marvel of medical science. I could rent him every day, even two times a day. There’s no explaining what wealthy men dream about on the continent. I’m ordering two more.”

That left the Farm Mistress to add her thoughts about Graduate School before we voted. I supposed her new bull hadn’t gotten a moment’s rest since she took him at Delivery. When he wasn’t attending to her personal needs, she had him on a rigid workout schedule and a careful diet. Every Friday, she put him into combat with one of her steers, the future bulls she trained at the Farm. He still had both testicles although she dangled the jars with orphan balls in front of him while he ate from a trough. She reported that he gobbled up every last bit.

It was time to vote. We sent Control out of the room.

Annalise said, “One woman, one vote. We’ll start with Danica.”

She was sitting to my right. I knew which way we’d go around the table.

They all voted in favor of Graduate School and asked me to tell Control our decision after they left. We listed the rules and policies we wanted and one by one, they headed to their SUVs and at least one helicopter for the trip down the mountain.

I took Zion to the guest suite where I was spending the night. In the morning, My Cop was sending a recently-retired Air Force R&R pilot to fly me to Mike’s mountain so I could return Zion to Karly and show Mike what the limits of Zion’s personal care were.

Zion slept in a doggie bed covered with Karly’s blanket and hugged her photo. He smiled all night.
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