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Chapter 1

Sara Fremont looked in the mirror, then put her hand to her hair and made a negligible and ineffectual adjustment. It was a habit she’d tried to rid herself, something she did when she was feeling nervous. Below the mirror was a table where she had a bowl in which she tossed her key ring every day when she came home from work. It held her roommates keys as well, both of whom were uncharacteristically home at the moment. Sara fished her keys out of the bowl, which made a sound her roommates recognized.

“You going to your man-beating job?” her roommate, Freya, called out from the living room.

“I don’t beat the men,” Sara lied. “But yes, I am going to my job assisting the psychological research study if you have to know.”

“We like it so much better if we think you beat the men,” Astrid called out. “You should just go with that.”

“I’ll be back regular time,” Sara said, as she headed out the door.

She didn’t think her roommates, Freya, and Astrid, would understand if she explained. Sara had regretted informing them of anything relative to the job, underestimating her roommates’ resultant curiosity. She mentioned that it was a psychological research study, and that she was assisting the doctor in charge of the program. It wasn’t exactly untrue, it’s just that it left out some of the details. As in, all of them.

Sara got on the train and took a seat by herself. She placed her bag on the seat next to her. Whatever it was about her she was unsure, but strangers often decided she was friendly and helpful when they saw her. They would try to sit down next to her to engage in conversation even when entire empty rows were available.

Maybe, she thought, people in public thought she must be friendly since she looked like she could be from a TV show in the 70s. She had a tendency to dress in that style. It wasn’t even intentional, it just came as a natural preference for wearing loose-fitting blouses without a bra, and low-waisted, hip-hugging pants. She also had long, straight hair that she couldn’t think of anything fancier than combing when she styled it.

She thought perhaps this gave her a look that suggested familiarity. Whatever it was, it annoyed her since she much preferred to be left alone.

Sara also thought it could be because she wore glasses. Maybe she looked like she was smarter than she was, so strangers thought she might be able to help them.

“You look like that one character in a movie,” her roommate Freya had said one day, “you know, the one who suddenly pulls off her glasses and someone says, Why, Miss Freemont, you’re beautiful!”

“OK,” she’d replied. “Thanks, I think.”

“It’s totally a compliment,” Freya said. “You’re way fucking beautiful, come on, you know that. I think you just wear those glasses because you don’t want the attention. And men don’t realize what a hot piece of ass you are because they’re stupid and blind.”

“Thank you for calling me a hot piece of ass,” Sara had replied in a dead-pan voice as she patiently endured her roommate’s assessment.

“You’re welcome,” Freya replied, failing to pick up on Sara’s tone.

Her roommate Astrid tended to stay out of such conversations and was most likely to just slowly shake her head.

She’d had an interesting few months getting to know her roommates, each of whom seemed so different from her and had such different views of the world. Sara thought the phrase hot piece of ass was actually more appropriate for Freya, who was blond and bubbly, with big tits and a cute round ass, like the kind of girl Sara thought men wanted to fuck when they went out to the bars. She herself was more likely to get hit on in a library, which, if she had to be hit on at all, was how she would have preferred it.

And her roommate Astrid was the kind of woman who was more likely to pick up a guy before he even had a chance to approach her. Sara thought of Astrid as a study in contradictions. She was tiny, but her personality was bigger than her physical size. She was often quiet, but she gave no indication she was a wallflower. Quite the opposite. And Astrid’s petite frame made her breasts appear to Sara to be fake, since they were larger than she would have thought possible on such a tiny girl. Sara realized they were very real when she noticed how they bounced, which they did often since Astrid was usually in motion, with a seemingly inexhaustible store of energy.

Her train pulled up to her stop, and Sara stepped off and walked the two blocks to the brown, or gray building, she could never decide which. It was the color of neglect and abandon, a building so forlorn that no one gave it a proper color. She stepped into the alcove and punched in her key code. The door emitted a loud buzz, and Sara opened the door and got into the elevator.

She put her key into the keyhole on the control panel, which unlocked the elevator’s potential in bringing her to the fifth floor. She thought, as she often did during the elevators slow ascent, about how strange her job was. She wondered what she might have done if there had been a sign that read The Institute for the Training and Humiliation of the Submissive Male when she applied for the job. Would she have even agreed to an interview? She wondered what she might have done, though it was immaterial at this point.

* * *

Sara had been pursuing her nursing degree when her father had gotten sick. It had fallen to her to care for him since her mother had passed away three years previously, and her brother was one, in Thailand attempting to establish his business, and two, a completely useless piece of shit. So she had dropped out of school and moved into her father’s house to care for him. He’d died less than a year later, which had left Sara in a predicament. She was unsure where to pick her life back up and she needed the money since her father’s illness had depleted any inheritance she might have received.

She’d found an apartment to share with Freya, a girl Sara thought of as nice enough, and Astrid, a mysterious girl who was rarely in the apartment. She interviewed for jobs, including one that made her nervous. It had specified a nursing or medical background and it paid well, but it was unconventional. Sara thought that something was off. But out of desperation, she applied and got an interview.

She’d arrived at the appointed location, a nondescript, seemingly abandoned building with an unusual protocol for arriving on the fifth floor. She’d met with a woman who introduced herself as Dr. Jocelyn Trainor, a woman Sara found to be intimidating.

Were she not desperate for employment of any kind, would she have listened to herself in that moment? She wondered. Dr. Trainor, who insisted Sara address as Jocelyn, was unnerving for a variety of reasons. Sara had always felt somewhat intimidated by women shaped the way Jocelyn was, which was overtly feminine, and what Sara and her friends in high school had referred to as stacked. Her hourglass figure boasted similarly full and round hips, butt, and breasts. It was the kind of shape Sara had always thought of as what a woman should look like, as opposed to her own tall and slender figure, modestly proportioned.

Sara also felt nervous due to Jocelyn’s personality, which was fiercely dominant. It was clear, even before the surprisingly powerful introductory handshake that this woman not only had very specific expectations for how everything and everyone would operate in her sphere of influence, but she also possessed the will and wherewithal to make it so.

The interview itself was unusual, one of many red flags throughout the process. Again, Sara could only wonder if she might have even entertained the idea of filling the vacancy if she’d not been desperate for anything with a paycheck. Jocelyn asked odd questions, and personal questions that seemed to have no relevance to a normal job.

It would turn out that the job was anything but normal, so at least that part of it now made sense. The part that was most unsettling began when Jocelyn asked her if she’d any experience in being dominant in any of her relationships with men.

Sara had employed all of her ability in controlling her facial reaction, a skill she had spent time developing, so as to not allow her mouth to fall open in shock at the impertinent question. Dr. Trainor sat with her pen poised above the form she was notating, ready to indicate Sara’s response, as though she’d asked something entirely conventional.

“Um,” Sara had replied.

Sara thought about David. She had started dating him after a Halloween party where she’d arrived dressed in an outfit she’d called a dominatrix costume. It consisted of a pair of black, thigh-high leather boots, a lacy, black corset and a black silk bra and pair of panties. She’d paired it with a bullwhip, which was just a cheap prop that she’d attached to a leather belt around her waist, hanging off her right hip. She’d done her hair and makeup in a way that was far more dramatic than she’d have done if it hadn’t been a Halloween party.

She enjoyed the effect it had on her friends at the party, and also on herself. It made her feel more powerful, even fearless, and when she met David, she pushed him up against the wall and kissed him aggressively. He’d responded to her dominant persona so magnificently that she took him home that evening, entirely out of character.

They began dating, and it soon occurred to Sara that David had fallen for the character she played rather than her true personality. But she enjoyed his reaction to her being dominant sexually, so she continued with him that way.

Now, Dr. Peter’s pen was held aloft, prepared to indicate Sara’s response.

“Yes,” she’d replied. “I have had an, um, a dominant relationship with a man.”

Sara watched Jocelyn notate the response. Sara was unsure if she hoped her answer had helped her chances, since the prospect that she was a better candidate for the position for the job if she’d had a relationship in which she was dominant seemed to indicate that the job might be different than she had expected. Though at that point she was unsure of what to expect.

Jocelyn’s next question was beyond anything anyone had asked her before in a job interview, so much so that Sara was unsure of what to say other than to respond truthfully.

“Have you ever kicked a man in the balls?” Jocelyn had asked.

Balls was the term she had used, Sara realized as a numb feeling came over her. Not testicles. Sara tried her best in not appearing as shocked as she was at not only the use of the term, but the question itself. As though using the medically correct terminology would have made the question less bizarre, less out of place.

Sara thought about David again. She thought about the time he asked her, his voice soft and pleading, if she would kick him in the balls. She had been less surprised when he’d asked for it than she was hearing Jocelyn ask about it years later in a job interview, but still. It had surprised her at the time.

Growing up she had always heard that boys were terrified of getting hurt that way. She was under the impression they would do just about anything to avoid having it happen. Then her boyfriend David asked for it. Pleading, almost. There was something so endearing about how vulnerable he was in that moment, revealing his secret desire. So she decided to give him what he wanted. She had him stand up against the wall with his clothes off.

It was interesting, she thought, and the effect it had on him was profound. The look in his eyes was curiously attractive to her. It made her feel inordinately powerful as she stood before him, watching him attempt to ready himself. He got hard, which intrigued her. It wasn’t her intention to taunt him, but she ended up doing so because she was nervous. She didn’t know how much it would hurt him and had no idea what his reaction would be.

Finally, she’d taken a step forward and swung her foot up between his legs, successfully nailing him in the balls with the top of her bare foot. He had crumpled to the floor, kneeling submissively as he reacted to the pain, and she surprised herself by laughing victoriously. It had made her nervous to do such a thing, and her laughter was her release of that nervous feeling once it was over. The memory concluded with her and David having some of the best, and hottest sex she’d ever experienced with him, or anyone for that matter.

Now, this unusual event was being called into relevance in an interview for a job.

“Yes,” Sara replied.

Sara had long been intuitive in reading people. In interviews for jobs in the past, she generally knew when she said something that caused her to lose the job. She could read the look on the interviewer’s face. And she could also generally see when she’d gotten the job.

“I would like to offer you the position,” Jocelyn had informed her.


Chapter 2

The elevator doors opened, and Sara walked out into what served as the lobby. Her employer, known only as the Institute, owned the entire floor. The building had originally been a hotel, so the Institute purchased it and retrofitted to their purpose.

The penthouse suites had been repurposed to house four men, or subjects as they were known, though each room had been separated from the windows that looked out over the city. The walls that separated the rooms from the windows had become a connected hallway that circumscribed the fifth floor.

Another four suites had become rooms where the men might be taken for a variety of reasons and were referred to as observation room one through four. The hotel had a banquet hall, a small theater with a stage, and a number of different rooms for use by the hotel staff. These had been left mostly unchanged, as was the rooftop pool and garden walkway. Sara enjoyed time spent looking out over the city at night, as well as going for walks on the rooftop and occasionally going for a swim in the pool.

She made her way into the main office. It had originally been a common lounge area, making it feel unlike an actual office, a fact that Sara enjoyed. She didn’t see her boss, Jocelyn, nor did she see Jillian, the woman who worked as an overnight attendant. This meant that she could go about her duties without interruption, which she preferred. She dropped off her bag, picked up the key to Tyler’s room, and walked down the hall.

“Good morning,” she greeted Tyler as she entered the room.

He was awake and sitting on the edge of his bed. Sara was still unaccustomed to the Institute’s protocol that men were to be naked at all times.

“Good morning, Miss Sara,” he replied.

“Follow me,” Sara said, her voice giving Tyler the impression that she was in a good mood.

“Thank you,” he said graciously.

“Of course,” she replied.

She led him to the exercise room, which was located right down the hall. She brought him into the room, where she no longer needed to consult the chart, since she had his routine memorized.

She had him climb up onto the pedals of the stationary bike. He leaned forward, resting his forearms across the handlebar assembly in front of him. The stationary had the seat removed, so he kept his bare ass up in the air as he began to pedal the bike. Sara noticed that the marks of his having been whipped across the ass were still visible.

Sara glanced at the two cameras, one placed in front of him and one placed in back, to make sure they were operating normally. They were motion activated, and so began uploading video to the Institute’s website as a live stream.

Sara endeavored to always stay out of the camera view as much as possible. For Tyler it wasn’t an option. The cameras were trained on his face and body in front, and his bare ass in the back, fully exploiting his nakedness while he exercised.

“It is for the purpose of our study,” Jocelyn had responded when Sara asked. “The members have every interest in keeping tabs on where the subjects are in their development.”

Sara had seen clearly that Jocelyn was irritated by the question and had answered it in a way that was intended to shut her up. As though she had begrudgingly given a response with the expectation that no further questions would be forthcoming. Unfortunately for Sara, the answer did nothing but create additional questions. Members? she wondered. Who are the members? And every interest? I can only think of one interest, which is the obvious.

Watching Tyler’s perfect butt sticking up in the air while he pedaled on the stationary bike had been of great interest to Sara initially. She found herself staring at Tyler’s butt in this position, so she had difficulty thinking that anyone had anything more than the objectifying, prurient interest she’d had.

Then there was the term subjects. Sara understood from her psychology courses that in a research study the human participants are referred to as subjects. At first, this was the explanation Jocelyn had offered.

“This is a psychological study on the effects of various approaches in behavioral control,” Jocelyn had explained, her voice calm and measured, as though it was information of which Sara had only to comprehend the bare minimum to perform her job. “The four men currently in our study have each volunteered their time and effort to assist us in studying some unique aspects of human psychology. We will be observing their responses to different scenarios and stimuli so as to develop a further understanding of human behavior.”

Sara had nodded her head in understanding, which she was under the impression she had at that point. Then she saw what was happening to the men. The scenarios and stimuli. It troubled her that she felt somewhat responsible, since she was taking part in the study, as Jocelyn had called it.

Lastly, the word development. What was their development? Sara wondered. She saw that the four men, or subjects, were made to submit to any number of humiliating demands, and that they were punished, severely, Sara thought, for any perceived failure in their obedience in following a command. What exactly was being developed? she asked herself.

Sara sat in the exercise room, purposely not staring at Tyler’s beautiful, whip-reddened ass as he pedaled his assigned mileage. Having her cell phone was prohibited in any of the rooms the men used, so she looked at the sheet of paper that had the daily schedule. It indicated that one of whom Sara thought of as the mysterious donors, or shadowy members of the Institute would be arriving today for an in-person examination. That meant that each of the men would be prepared in a specific manner, their bodies cleaned and prepared to be viewed. Then they would be bound in precise ways, each highlighting some aspect of their mental or physical development.

Sara had no clear idea what took place during these examinations, as she never witnessed them. And she rarely interacted with the women who visited the male subjects. Most likely she would have an occasional glimpse of some seemingly wealthy woman wearing sunglasses inside the building being ushered briskly through the hallways by Jocelyn.

When Tyler had finished his forty minutes on the bike, she led him to each of the other workout stations he was to use that day. Then she offered him what would constitute not only his breakfast, but all of his meals until after the donor’s visit and examination. Jocelyn wanted the men to have enough energy and vitality, but not be wasting energy on digesting actual food. So the sustenance that she offered Tyler was a large smoothie that was the color of pond scum.

She’d tasted it before, and while it wasn’t objectionable, she didn’t find it to be delicious. She was aware that it was probably better nutritionally and calorically than anything else one could ingest. A person could live a physically optimal life while consuming nothing else, as long as they had no interest in the joy of eating real food.

After he finished his breakfast, Sara led Tyler out of the exercise room and down the hall to the shower room. It was a large, empty space with a tiled floor and a drain, with shower heads against the wall. It was not unlike the shower room she remembered from physical education classes in school, except that the shower heads were the detachable wand-type. That, and the steel cable that hung from the ceiling with an attached carabiner at one end.

Tyler automatically extended his forearms. Sara attached a pair of handcuffs. Initially, Sara had thought perhaps the men were to be handcuffed because they were dangerous to her in some way. She soon learned that this was not the case, and certainly not with Tyler.

She had come to believe that Jocelyn insisted on their being handcuffed because of the effect it had on their mental state. It reduced them in some way. It was to humiliate them. Being handcuffed and naked was simply so that they felt no control over a given situation. The only thing they could control was their own submission to authority. Sara realized that in the situation, she was the authority. But while she wouldn’t have seen the handcuffs as necessary, she was also responding to Jocelyn’s authority as her boss.

* * *

“I’ve always liked handcuffs,” Jocelyn had uncharacteristically explained one afternoon shortly after Sara had begun work at the Institute. Jocelyn was sitting at her desk, staring out the window, seemingly in some reverie as she opined on the use of the restraints.

“I’ve always loved the way they look,” Jocelyn continued. “And the way they sound, when the wearer shifts position, that soft metallic clink. The finality of possession, or ownership when the lock clicks shut. But like so many other things, I like them in combination with something else. In this case, a man’s body. I’ve always loved the way men look when they’re naked. Naked with handcuffs. Like peanut butter and chocolate. Two things that work together to make something even better.”

Sara had thought about peanut butter cups and wished she had one. Her stomach felt empty and she was looking forward to her lunch break.

“But I mostly love men when they’re on their knees,” Jocelyn continued. “Kneeling, naked, handcuffed. Perfect. And I love it when a man in this position is hard, impossibly, obscenely, desperately hard. While handcuffed, he can’t do anything about it. He can’t touch himself. He can’t play with his cock. Because it’s no longer something he is in possession of. The man in question is my property. For as long as I like, and for whatever purpose I choose. Again, perfect.”

Sara had wondered if Jocelyn actually considered the men in the study, the subjects, to be her own personal property. She seemed to treat them that way, though she was obligated to share them, like toys in a toybox, when the members of the Institute arrived for a showing.

* * *

Sara linked the carabiner overhead to the chain connecting Tyler’s handcuffs, then pressed a button on the control panel against the wall to cause it to retract, drawing Tyler’s arms up overhead.

She took the shower head wand in hand and turned on the water, feeling it warm up by spraying it against her palm. Then she aimed it at Tyler’s naked body, pre-rinsing him from head to toe. Then she turned off the water and poured a blue gel soap onto a large scrub brush whose bristles were a medium stiffness. She had the option of soft, medium, and hard, and she had offered Tyler the soft brush when she first attended to his bathing, but he stated a preference for the medium bristle.

She began as high up on his arms as she could reach, lathering his skin moving downward. She scrubbed his neck and shoulders, then down his back, moving in circles. Moving around to his front, she scrubbed his armpits and his chest.

The distinct pleasure of moving the scrub brush in little circles, lathering his skin on his muscular back and chest never lessened for Sara. Tyler had what she felt was the perfect balance of muscular development on a lean, athletic body, without being overly built. His skin was smooth and responsive to her ministrations. When the bristles of her brush made their way across his nipples, they became erect in the subtlest manner, as boys’ nipples did in her experience.

She did her best to focus on her work, since she well could have become lost in her arousal while teasing his soft pink nipples with the scrub brush. Even more focus was required while she moved the brush lower and lower down the front of his body. His abdominals and his hips and waist were insanely arousing to her to begin with, and the soapy white bubbles only heightened his attractiveness in her estimation. She moved around behind him, taking delight in scrubbing his rear end, which she thought was just about as cute as a boy’s butt could be.

“Are you sure you don’t want the soft brush?” she asked, examining the welts Jocelyn had left across his ass.

“It’s OK,” Tyler replied. “It’s not too bad.”

Sara felt a complicated set of emotions. She had been trying not to feel the way she was starting to feel about Tyler. She cared for him more than was practical given their situation. But she couldn’t help but feel resentment for Jocelyn, who seemed to have no hesitation in whipping Tyler. Sara couldn’t imagine how Jocelyn could fail to notice that Tyler had a spectacularly perfect butt, yet she beat him seemingly without concern.

Sara used the brush carefully, trying to be gentle in lathering his cheeks. She slid the brush between them, which generally got an almost imperceptible reaction from Tyler. Sara smiled at his reaction. She knew he liked it when she slid the bristles of the brush gently against his asshole.

Then she knelt down to scrub his legs. Once she reached his feet, Tyler obediently lifted each foot to allow her to scrub them. She had learned that being more aggressive was the way to make it not be ticklish for him, so she scrubbed harder. Then she moved around in front of him again, squatting down to finish the process.

“You may squat down in certain circumstances,” Jocelyn had instructed her, “but never, never let them see you on your knees. Do not let your knees touch the floor.”

Sara scrubbed his legs, moving upward. Tyler’s cock was erect at this point, in fact it had been for most of his shower. She had come to expect it, so it wasn’t a surprise. He had his legs spread a bit wider than normal to allow her to scrub between his legs, carefully moving his balls to one side and then the other. Then so as not to overly stimulate him, she employed the brush gently in scrubbing the length of his erect penis.

Then she put the brush aside and turned the water on again. She repeated her path from as high up on his arms as she could reach, moving down his back, then she rinsed the front of his body. She turned the wand upside down and placed it between his legs so the water could shoot up between them, careful that the spray wasn’t too hard against his balls.

“And there we are,” she said as she concluded rinsing his body.

“Thank you,” he replied.

“You still don’t have to thank me,” she murmured.

She had come to realize the futility of saying so, since Tyler, like the other three men had been trained to express gratitude at all times. But with Tyler, it was different, in part because she sensed that he truly meant what he said in a personal, even intimate way. It also felt different because it touched her in a way that it did not when the others said it.

Tyler had come to reside in her thoughts in a way that gave her concern. Concern for him, in that she truly cared about him, and concern for herself, as she couldn’t see how there was any future between them. So for now, she tried not to think about it.

She got the bottle of skin moisturizing lotion and squirted it onto the palm of her hand. Following the same path she did when she scrubbed him using the brush, she rubbed the moisturizer into his skin. She was careful to avoid touching or brushing against his penis or his testicles while applying the moisturizer. Then she activated the steel cable that kept his arms up, lowering the carabiner such that she could detach it from his handcuffs.

Sara sat him before the sink in front of the mirror and shaved his face. She loved how patiently he sat for her, still naked and handcuffed.

“So handsome,” she whispered, which was due to the fact that though she felt compelled to say it aloud, she didn’t want Jocelyn to overhear her say it though she was relatively certain she could not, and she wasn’t sure if she should let Tyler hear it, though she was sure he could, and she also thought she shouldn’t hear herself say it, though the thought was always in her head.

“Thank you,” Tyler whispered back.

Sara wore a faint, wistful smile. She toweled dry then combed his hair, something she was familiar with since her own hairstyling protocol was not so different.

Then she led him to a room marked Observation room 1. There, she had him stand before her while she attached a leather harness around his cock and balls. His erection had subsided since his shower, which helped her to fasten it, though probably not as tightly as Jocelyn preferred, she thought.

She unfastened his handcuffs and had him climb up onto the four supports that held his knees and his hands. She fastened cuffs around his wrists, and then his ankles. She attached a collar around his neck and attached a strap to the back of his collar and the small metal D-ring on his cock and ball harness. She tightened the strap.

“Open up,” she said, and placed a pill on his tongue.

She gave him a small sip of water. He swallowed, then opened his mouth. Sara glanced inside. It had occurred to her at some point that while Jocelyn had scared each of the men into submission, Tyler was unquestioningly obedient to her without her ever having made a threat even once. It touched her deeply to see how respectful he was of her and her position such that she never had to tell him anything twice.

She examined his bondage thoroughly, then stood before him and looked him in the eyes.

“Are you as comfortable as you can be under the circumstances?” she asked.

“Yes, thank you,” he replied.

She looked at him for a moment longer. She wanted to tell him something like, be brave, or be strong, but it seemed oddly inappropriate to say anything like that. So instead, she simply told him she would be back later to remove him from his constraints. She wondered what was going to happen to him in between.

Sara left Tyler in position as she went to attend to the other three men so as to prepare them as she had done with Tyler. Before she left the room, she looked back at his body displayed naked for whatever ordeal Jocelyn had in store for him. Then she closed the door and walked down the hall to begin preparing each of the other three men.


Chapter 3

Observation room 1

Tyler – 25, above-average intelligence, athletic build, average or slightly above average length and girth, baseline respect for superiors, general submissive tendencies, beginner level of endurance to pain and humiliation.

Tyler’s knees were placed on two small platforms, each precisely four inches in diameter, each raised three feet from the floor by thick, steel rods that were bolted into the floor. They were separated a distance that made Tyler feel less than comfortable. In essence, they forced him into a position that made his ass as vulnerable as was possible.

His ankles were held in place by leather cuffs that were similarly raised off of the floor by steel rods. His hands were placed on two platforms identical to the ones that he was kneeling upon. His wrists were bound by leather cuffs similar to those on his ankles.

There was a leather collar around his neck, which encouraged him to keep his head up and facing forward, as it was attached to a leather strap that was connected to a leather harness buckled tightly around his cock and balls. Aside from the straps of leather, Tyler was naked. More than that, he felt naked. He felt objectified and on display.

He knew that this feeling he had was intentional. He had been deliberately placed such that he would feel exposed, and in a precarious position. He was aware of the distance between himself and the floor and it made him nervous. This feeling, however, was dwarfed by the fear he felt of what was to happen to him. Part of his fear was due to the fact that he did not know precisely what was going to happen to him. Or when. But it was clear to him that it was going to be something, and that something would be entirely out of his control.

One indication that what was to happen would be out of his control was his erection. He’d been given a pill to swallow. He hadn’t known what it was when he’d first been given the pill. Eventually he would come to understand. Not why, but at least what. He became fully erect seemingly without motivation. And he remained hard, almost painfully so. It made the harness he was wearing pull more tightly on his cock and balls. This made the strap connected to his collar pull tighter, so it pressed against his asshole more tightly.

He waited. He knew she would be coming, perhaps soon. Perhaps not. But it was inevitable. And so he waited, not knowing if he wanted the anticipation to end, or if he should be in greater fear of what might happen when at last, she appeared before him. He swallowed, and his throat felt dry. He listened, and all he heard was the sound of his heart pounding in his chest.

This place, this room, was not unlike a prison, but it was one of his own making. It hardly seemed possible to him now, but he had agreed. He had signed his name. He had even volunteered. Though as time went on, he came to question if it really was voluntary. The formidably dominant woman he met some months ago seemed to have a way of manipulating, even coercing others, specifically men.

The woman’s name was Dr. Jocelyn Trainor, though he was never allowed to say it aloud. He was not permitted to address her, as she had made clear that he was to speak only when spoken to. He thought her name sounded sunny, like a warm Spring day. It was more feminine and unassuming a name than he might have expected such a dominant force of nature to have.

Tyler wondered if she had somehow compelled him to sign away his rights through some machination of hers. She could do things others could not. She had unknown powers in enforcing compliance. Maybe she was the reason he had agreed so readily. Maybe he’d been a mark, and she had picked him out of the crowd having already realized her ability to force his hand. As though it had been her hand, invisible, pushing his with while holding a pen to sign his name.

The things she had done, and the things she had promised to do were beyond anything he’d have been able to imagine on that fateful day when he’d signed away all rights to freedom and bodily autonomy. He wondered if it would even hold up in court. Not that he was anywhere close to having the ability to bring such a case into a court of law.

At present he was bound, unable to move other than to tremble with fear, and his nakedness and vulnerability were only the start of it. He had no idea where his clothes were, or anything that would prove his identity or even where he was at the moment. Thick glass skylights allowed natural light to filter down but allowed no sound or any visual indication that would tell him his location. For now, he was entirely in her hands, precisely as she wanted him to be. And he would remain until she decided otherwise.

Tyler felt the need to stretch, but he could not. He was bound too tightly and movement was impossible. She liked to have him stationary when she used him. Used was the word she liked to employ in describing the abuse she made him endure. She was going to use him in this position, and his fear was slowly widening across his mental horizon.

A development he’d not foreseen was meeting Sara. She was very different from Dr. Trainor. She was also different from what he might have expected, though he was no longer sure what that might have been. She was unlike any woman he’d ever met. He had liked her immediately, but the way he felt about her was rapidly turning into something he’d never experienced before. He was beginning to think he might be in love with her.

Tyler focused on his thoughts of Sara to calm his mind. She had that effect on him. It kept him centered while he waited. He waited to hear the sound of Jocelyn’s black leather knee-high boots. They had heels that made her taller than he was when standing, which he rarely was in her presence. They made a uniquely terrifying, signature sound when she approached. Her stride was confident, brisk, and dread inducing. It was the sound of his fate approaching. It was the signal of his inevitable torture and punishment. It was doom.

Observation room 2

Jason – 23, unremarkable intellect, well developed musculature, small penis, problematic in acceptance of his reprogramming as a submissive, in need of intense and consistent punishment and behavior control.

Jason was bound by his wrists, his arms up overhead and pulled taut, his feet just touching the floor. A sturdy metal rod was bolted upright to the floor, extending upward between his legs. The top of the rod ended in a phallic-shaped attachment, which was inserted into his anus.

Had he the energy to do so, he still would have been unable to pull himself upward enough to clear the phallic attachment, so he remained impaled on its tip. He could feel that the rod flared wider just below where it was inserted, which made him dread further impalement. If he’d had the presence of mind to consider such things, he might have decided that it wasn’t so much dread that he felt. That word suggested, in his own mind at least, the possibility that something one fears may not, in fact, happen. Were he able to allow himself to do so, he would have fully processed that there was no avoiding the certainty that the wide, flared shaft of the phallic device that was inserted into his ass was most certainly going to be inserted more deeply. He might have come to the realization that not only would it be inserted deeply, but as deep as he was able to take it. Then she would begin to test his limits further.

Dr. Trainor was a woman the likes of whom he’d never encountered. He’d met strong-willed women. Women who were powerful, aggressive, even dominant. She was beyond anything he might be able to classify using such words. She was as open to defiance as gravity itself. She was as permitting of the contrary as the rotation of the earth. Her flexibility in negotiation was that of the hands of a clock. Of time itself. There was only one way anything might transpire in her presence, which was precisely as she would have it. As she might order it so.

What was clear, and at present it was the totality of that which was clear in Jason’s mind, was that his naked body was displayed, stretched tightly, and anally penetrated. One of many things he did not understand at present were the straps that encircled his legs just above the knees. These straps were then attached to two steel cables that were mounted on the ceiling, much like the cabling that kept his wrists, and therefore his body suspended with his toes just touching the floor. Then there was the matter of his unrelenting erection. He’d been given a pill, which he’d taken without question, knowing the futility of doing so. Now he was so hard that he was practically throbbing as well as being painful.

He’d realized that Dr. Trainor was a sadist. More than simply delivering pain for some particular purpose, she seemed to deliver pain for its own sake, and she seemed to relish it. He suspected that it made her wet. The way that she had tortured his naked body made it seem likely that she was getting off on it. It seared his brain to think of her sexually satisfying herself with his torture.

“I will return,” she had said after examining his bondage. She had said it in a way that was clearly intended not to comfort him, but to warn him. It sounded like a threat. He realized that it was, in fact, a threat.

Observation room 3

Miles – 28, average/slender build, highly intelligent, progressing well in adapting to mind control as well as mental and physical conditioning, exceptionally large penis, prepared for next steps in subjugation of will.

Miles was lying on his back on the edge of a small table, with his legs bound at the ankles and lifted up in the air. He thought of it as a table since he had no other way to describe it, like he had no other way to describe any of the various devices she’d had him bound to, or in, or on.

Had he been allowed to examine the thing on which his back was placed, he would have seen that it was a metal plate almost precisely the size of his back, covered with a thin layer of padding. It was simultaneously soft and hard. The area that supported his weight, which positioned his body roughly three feet off the floor, began just below his neck, which would have caused his head to hang off the edge if not for a small support that was the same height. His arms were crossed and bound behind his back underneath the table. It’s lower edge was just above his buttocks. His hips hung off of one end, his legs pulled upward and bound by the ankles to two upright beams that supported his lower body.

The two upright beams were set as far apart as his legs would allow. It caused the area between his legs, from his cock to his asshole, to be displayed in a manner that left it as exposed and vulnerable as possible. His erection was pointing straight upward, and though it seemed to have a defiant stance, he knew it was simply another part of his body presented in full submission.

Miles stared at a point on the ceiling. He had learned to meditate in these moments, time when his heart might be racing, his breathing approaching hyperventilating due to his fear of the unknown. Now he was able to remain calm. He was perfectly aware of the terror that was certain to appear—the woman with the high-heeled leather boots. He knew she was certain to visit her own particular brand of discipline on his mind and his body. That was unavoidable. So he focused on himself, and what he could control.

He was in charge of his breathing, his state of mind, and his acceptance of all that he could not control, which he had come to understand was almost everything. He had given up such control as an experiment. The woman in the high-heeled boots would run her experiment on him while he applied his own scientific method in examining his ability to control himself. She might have wanted to determine the veracity of her hypotheses by taking control of his mind and body, but he would be simultaneously running a parallel experiment in which he himself was master of his mental state and his physical response.

So far, he had to admit that she was able to prove herself stronger. She had forced him to emit sounds of pain and anguish and admit truths that were humiliating and previously secret. And she had done so easily. At least, it appeared as though it was easy for her.

She gave every impression that it was entirely without effort that she controlled him, even his thoughts. So he, in response, doubled his efforts in trying to retain some control of his own mental state. She was attempting to condition him to obey, so he would exercise his own mind in obeying himself. He would not contradict her, but he would do everything in his power to remain in possession of his power to respond as himself, and not a vessel through which she might enact her own agenda.

Would he eventually become nothing but a puppet, made to dance and perform for her amusement? Might he become a shell of the man he once was, or would he retain some semblance of what he had been, with autonomy and self-respect? It seemed that she was unrelenting in tearing him down, trying to break him and force him to submit until he no longer had the ability to resist. Or further, when he no longer had any concept of resistance, and would submit because that was the only thing he knew.

So far, he felt he was barely hanging on. He felt he was sliding, sometimes imperceptibly, toward surrendering to her completely. He wondered if he would be able to hold out, or if it were simply a matter of time.

Observation room 4

Andre – 26, average intelligence, well developed physically, remarkably small penis, responds well to all manner of humiliation and punishment. Fully broken in and ready for final examination.

Andre’s body bowed outward, being held in place at five points which allowed no other posture. His wrists and ankles were bound to a rectangular frame of steel. He was presented in the standing position, while a metal rod was bolted to the floor in front of him which held his balls encircled by a chrome metal ring. The distance from the metal frame to the point where his balls were held captive was such that it was only the most extreme arcing of his body that allowed him to remain free from the pain of his balls being stretched outward.

His feeling of being presented naked was overwhelmed by the feeling of vulnerability having his balls entrapped and displayed, as though they were the trophy being offered for viewing and he was simply the remainder of what was attached to the prize. When he became hard, he winced at the sensation of his erection causing his testicles to pull more tightly. Dr. Trainor, the woman who had arranged him so, had come to trust in his ability to submit to such a difficult and daunting predicament.

He had thanked her for allowing him the honor of showing his submission to her in such a dramatic fashion. He had not done so out loud, since speaking without being spoken to was something he had long ago learned never to do. Instead, he expressed his gratitude by focusing his mind and body on conforming to her demands. He knew that she would want to see him completely hard for the presentation, so he became fully hard.

It had been a revelation he’d been so appreciative of when he learned that through complete submission to Dr. Trainor, he could become fully erect without any obvious motivation and remain that way for any length of time. He had never imagined such a thing would be possible before he learned how to truly submit himself to her without reservation.

Andre felt rewarded by Dr. Trainor’s sidelong glance at his erection followed by a slight smile on her bow-shaped lips. It was a look of satisfaction, Andre could tell, since the corners of her green, cat-like eyes crinkled slightly, temporary wrinkles in her otherwise flawless, porcelain skin. She tossed her long dark hair as she turned to face him directly.

“You four boys will be on display today,” she revealed, since she had come to understand that she could trust him with information about what would happen to him at any given time. “I am having a member of the Institute stop by to make an assessment of our progress so far. So I want you on your very best behavior. Do you understand?”

Andre nodded his head.

“Good boy,” Jocelyn replied, stroking his balls in their tight confinement. She looked down at the chrome metal ring. “You’ll be getting some rough, painful treatment today. Are you ready for that?”

Andre nodded and did his best to appear grateful and willing to please her.

“We shall see,” she replied, watching him carefully. She looked down and gently squeezed his balls while making a final observation of his voluntarily erect cock.

Andre watched as she turned and walked out of the room. His eyes followed her, hypnotized by the rhythmic swing of her generously proportioned hips. He was consistently overwhelmed by the powerfully feminine and elegant curves of her body, which at once struck him as stately and refined, yet also devastatingly, sexually charged.

She had left him to his thoughts, thoughts that were of nothing but Dr. Trainor and how he might better endeavor to please her through his infinite submission to her demands. He imagined himself crawling on his hands and knees at her side, with a leash attached to his cock and ball harness, keeping pace with her as she walked briskly along the sidewalk.

In his imagination he would picture being walked along the street in full view of the public, though he hadn’t really thought how this might be possible. Her presence felt so protective of him that he felt he would be safe as long as he was with her.

He smiled at the thought of a policeman attempting to arrest her. He was certain that should one make an attempt he would soon be crumpled to the ground holding his balls in his hands, begging for her for leniency. Which she would never allow, of course. Her punishment would be unrelenting, and soon he would resent having even attempted to talk to a woman so clearly his superior.

Andre hated when his thoughts began to deviate and get off track. He had been enjoying a pleasant thought of being walked in public, held on a leash when suddenly he was distracted by the thought of a policeman. He hated any thought that did not directly involve Dr. Trainor and serving her in any way she wished to be served.

His body sent messages to his brain telling it of the physical stress it was experiencing, messages that Andre had learned to ignore. They were not directives from his master, Dr. Trainor, so they were of no importance. He served only Dr. Trainor. His own mind was of no significance when compared to her. So he waited. He had an exalted feeling of nobility in serving a woman whose superiority made it an honor for him to be allowed to wait for her.


Chapter 4

Evelyn French pushed her oversized Gucci sunglasses up onto the top of her head, pushing back the twin tendrils of meticulously dyed blond hair on either side of her head. The rest of her hair was pulled up and back into a bun with an ornate hair pin holding it in place. Her beauty had a look of icy cruelty as though it had frozen her into a statue of her younger self. She made an almost noiseless gesture with her lips, which were gooey with nude pink lipstick.

Dr. Jocelyn Trainor saw the suggestive puckering of Evelyn’s lips, which she knew signaled that the woman had grown bored.

“Perhaps you might like to begin examining the men? Jocelyn suggested.

“Oh, yes, yes,” Evelyn replied. “That would be best, I think.”

Evelyn removed her sunglasses and tucked them into their case in her large Chanel purse, then stood, a process that unfolded for presentation the woman’s still statuesque figure, though her catwalk days were far behind her.

“Just point the way,” Evelyn purred.

Jocelyn led her to observation room 1, her knee-high boots making a definitive heel strike-tap as she strode confidently down the hall.

“Which one is this again?” Evelyn asked, keeping pace.

“This is Tyler,” Jocelyn replied. “He is our newest acquisition.”

Jocelyn unlocked and opened the door to reveal the sight of Tyler bound on hands and knees yet presented at eye level.

“Oh,” Evelyn cooed. “That’s so nice. Brings him up off the floor. Much easier to examine.”

She ventured closer, unselfconsciously assuming a pose where one arm wrapped across her middle while the other brought her index finger up to her chin, as though she were an art patron in a museum.

“This one is a fine specimen,” she noted. “Yes, what did you say its name was again?”

“Tyler,” Jocelyn replied. “He has become more responsive of late and is beginning to learn the basic rules.”

Jocelyn crossed her arms across her chest and began to stalk slowly around Tyler, keeping an eye on him while also attending to Evelyn’s needs. At the moment, Evelyn did not appear to need anything aside from the unfettered ability to make her examination of Tyler’s naked body. Evelyn raised her hand to stroke his hip, then felt the curve of his ass cheek.

“I see you’ve gone easy with this one,” she noted. “The welts are fading. Perhaps it could do with a fresh application of the whip?”

“I would gladly defer to you, Evelyn,” Jocelyn replied. “He has not presented much reason to be taken to task and punished as severely as some of the others, which is why he has only the pale reminder on display at the moment.”

“It never does them any favors to spare them the rod,” Evelyn intoned. “Perhaps we might tend to that.”

She continued her examination, stepping in behind him and in between his legs. She placed her hand on his upper thigh and peered closely at his harness.

“Your girl could attach the harness more tightly, I see,” she concluded, followed by the soft sound of her tongue tapping against the roof of her mouth.

She placed her hand on his balls and pressed them against one another between her thumb and forefinger, holding them that way as she examined them.

“I find you can tell so much from a man’s conditioning when you’ve got his balls in your hand,” she mused aloud. “They’re so protective of them, as you know, and it’s a mark of a well-behaved man that he is able to surrender to having them taken in hand. Of course, it’s more instructive if you know that he’s been trained to be properly afraid of what may happen,” she said.

Evelyn began rhythmically squeezing Tyler’s balls together as she continued.

“Too many women are overly concerned with men’s balls, and they foolishly cater to their fears. This is a mistake and it makes for poorly behaved men. They should first be trained to remain firmly at attention while their balls are being assessed, and then be made to fear what might happen due to experience. Then the cycle repeats. When a man is properly terrified of what might happen while his balls are in the hand of a woman, yet he remains at attention, then you’re on your way to having a well-disciplined man. A truly submissive male will result if this design is put in place.”

Evelyn squeezed his balls until they popped out from between her thumb and fingers. She listened and was impressed when she heard only the smallest whimper from Tyler.

“More conditioning is needed, clearly,” she said. “But good work so far.”

Jocelyn nodded, pleased with the compliment. Evelyn took ahold of the strap that attached his harness and collar and pulled it to one side.

“The perineal raphe is nicely defined, yet smooth,” Evelyn said, observing the line of darker skin along the hemisphere of his scrotum and continuing along the perineum to his anus. “I am a bit uncertain of this particular arrangement of bondage, however.”

She placed a fingertip against Tyler’s asshole.

“The strap here precludes the insertion of whatever one might choose into the asshole,” she explained.

“Yes, that is an issue,” Jocelyn replied, “my thought was that this might be put in place after anal penetration, with the strap keeping the penetrating object in place. Or it is simply the strap itself pulled tightly against his little hole.”

Evelyn released the strap from her hand, letting it slap Tyler against his anus.

“Hmm,” she said.

She reached between his legs and brought her hand up to take ahold of his cock. She pulled downward on it, feeling the intensity of his erection.

“Penelope was saying something at dinner just last night,” Evelyn said, “about how she does not like the use of artificial stimulus on the males. She says she much prefers them to be small and limp if in fact they are not naturally erect in the moment. I was in disagreement, naturally. I said that I was of the opinion that it is of greater value to assess the full expression of the erect state. I guess it depends on what one thinks is more humiliating for a man, to be soft, or fully hard. I myself will always choose hard. And I have no issue with it being chemically induced against his will. I rather enjoy that aspect. I suppose Penelope is thinking that she wants to know if the male is truly aroused or not. I do not particularly care about that.”

“My read on Penelope is that she also enjoys knowing how small a man is when he isn’t hard so as to properly humiliate him for that,” Jocelyn volunteered.

“Quite,” Evelyn replied.

She released Tyler’s cock from her hand and retracted herself from between his legs. She wandered around to stand beside him. She gave his nipples a few tweaks, then reached up and grabbed the hair on the back of his head.

“Why don’t we give this one, say, fifty strokes of the whip across the bare butt,” Evelyn suggested.

“Excellent, I will attend to that,” Jocelyn replied. “Unless you would rather?”

“No, I intend to watch from the front,” she said, walking around to face Tyler. “I like to see the look on its face when it’s getting whipped.”

* * *

Once Jocelyn had finished whipping Tyler and allowed him to express his gratitude for the punishment, she led Evelyn to observation room 2.

“I am very impressed with this,” Evelyn said noting the rod placed in Jason’s ass.

“Well, then you may enjoy the entirety of this design,” Jocelyn said as she went over to a control panel on the wall. She flipped the power switch, then pressed an actuator button on the panel and held it down. It caused the motor to begin retracting the steel cables that were attached to Jason’s knees. This brought Jason’s knees upward, and as soon as his feet left the ground, his body lowered onto the phallic rod penetrating his ass.

Evelyn watched with great interest as his asshole stretched to admit the wide, flared rim on the shaft of the rod. Jason cried out between clenched teeth as his ass was violated by the massive rod, which continued as his knees were raised up.

“Ah-ha!” Evelyn exclaimed, clapping her hands together as she observed the novel arrangement.

She saw that the rod had its first rim in Jason’s ass, but there were five successively wider rims down along the shaft.

“Can it go deeper?” she asked.

“Yes, of course,” Jocelyn explained, “now that his knees are raised, and he is essentially in the sitting position, he is completely at the mercy of the steel cables which are connected to his wrist restraints. Therefore, if I activate this,” she said as she pressed a second actuator button, “his entire body will be lowered. His own body weight will cause him to take it deeper into his asshole.”

Jason’s body began being slowly lowered. The rod flared out until it reached its maximum circumference, at which point it was rounded back to its initial girth, only to widen again, even wider at each iteration. Jason began crying and whimpering as he was slowly lowered onto the rod, feeling his being asshole stretched wider while also being penetrated deeper and deeper.

“He certainly is being a little crybaby about it,” Evelyn said dismissively. “I recall this one being a little prick. I should say it serves him right to take it up the ass.”

“Yes, Jason has made life difficult for himself,” Jocelyn replied. “He’s just one of those little boys that needs to be beaten a little harder until he learns his lesson.”

“Please,” Jason cried out.

“Oh, Jason,” Jocelyn said impatiently. “I’d thought this might happen.”

Jocelyn had a cock gag she’d placed at the ready, which she promptly shoved into Jason’s mouth and buckled tightly behind his head.

“I apologize to you that you had to hear that,” Jocelyn said to Evelyn. “He’s one of our most difficult. It remains a project to attempt to teach him his place.”

Evelyn had moved to stand in front of Jason, observing the expression on his face. Now she took a step forward and pinched the tip of his dick between her thumb and forefinger.

“Boys like you are the reason we need such a strict training protocol,” Evelyn said. “You fail to take it up the ass without needing a cock gag in your mouth to shut you up.” Evelyn laughed, then said, “The cock in your mouth is bigger than this little one.”

She leaned close and pinched the tip of his dick harder.

“I am so looking forward to watching you the next time you’re brought up in front of the members of the Institute. You’re such a little asshole, and your humiliation is going to be so satisfying to watch. I hope you get so embarrassed that it makes you cry, because we will be laughing while we watch you get what you deserve.”

Evelyn had a smile on her face, but it made for an unnerving, even sinister look. Jason had a look of fear on his face, to Evelyn’ great amusement, as his ass was stretched wider than he thought possible. He was barely registering the pain Evelyn was causing by pinching the head of his cock, but the humiliation she intended with her words, he felt acutely.

* * *

“This is Miles,” Jocelyn announced as she led Evelyn into the next room.

“The arrangement is nice,” Evelyn noted as she approached Miles, who was positioned on his back on a small platform with his legs raised, bound by the ankles, and spread wide. “There’s good access for anal penetration, and the asshole is presented at the right height from the floor.” Evelyn laughed, then added, “and the asshole’s asshole is also presented at the correct height.”

Evelyn placed her hand on his balls and squeezed them.

“It’s also ideally placed for whipping the backs of the thighs,” she observed.

She wrapped her hand around his balls and used her other hand to give them a slap.

“Hmm, good response from this one,” she commented. “What did you say its name is?”

“Miles,” Jocelyn repeated. She wondered why Evelyn always asked for their names since she never remembered them.

“Do you have some lubricant?” Evelyn asked.

“Of course,” Jocelyn replied.

Evelyn lubricated her fingers, then held Miles by the balls as she slid two fingers into his ass.

“It’s a bit tight,” she said. “You should be reaming its ass more frequently. It’s good for them to become accustomed with anal violation on a regular basis.”

Evelyn pulled her fingers out, slapped him across the balls again, then slid three fingers into his ass.

“My slaves at home all get ass-fucked almost daily,” she said. “I have them do it to each other while I watch to make sure they don’t accidentally ejaculate.”

Jocelyn smiled hearing Evelyn’s comment, imagining the fear such a formidable woman would inspire in her harem of men.

“This one is well-cocked,” Evelyn noted.

Jocelyn was amused by Evelyn’s use of the phrase well-cocked, assuming the woman had invented it since she’d never heard it employed by anyone else.

Evelyn wrapped her hand around Miles erection just below the rim of his cock head. She squeezed him firmly in her hand and pulled upward, causing her biceps to flex with the effort. “Ordinarily I wouldn’t comment on a large endowment, but this one is remarkable.”

* * *

Once Evelyn had concluded her examination of Miles, Jocelyn led her back out into the hall.

“And finally, you may recall Andre,” Jocelyn said as she led Evelyn to the fourth and final observation room.

Evelyn entered behind her and made a small sound of approval at the sight of Andre bound standing and forced into a bow shape by having his balls bound forward from his body.

“I do so enjoy seeing their balls presented like this,” Evelyn noted as she approached Andre. She reached out with her hand and flicked him once on each of his balls and watched his reaction. “And well-trained, I see,” she commented. “Excellent work. It appears to have accepted its inferior status.”

“Yes, Andre has responded well to his conditioning,” Jocelyn replied. “His erection is the result of my having instructed him to become erect. He is able to get hard on command and stay hard until instructed otherwise. His mind has become a tool for use by any dominant female. He wants only to be a servant to a female superior.”

Evelyn examined his penis, pinching it to test its hardness.

“It’s so small that I’m not even sure you might call this an erection. Has it any desire to pleasure itself?” Evelyn asked.

“No, it exists only to serve,” Jocelyn replied.

Evelyn turned to look at Jocelyn.

“Well that is impressive,” she said in earnest. “So it appears that this one is ready?”

“I believe that it is,” Jocelyn replied.

“Hmm,” Evelyn murmured. “Might you have a short leather strap?”

Jocelyn produced the item Evelyn had requested from a cabinet to one side of the room.

“Will this do?” she asked.

Evelyn took the strap in hand and examined it.

“I like them a bit thicker,” she replied. “They’re a bit stiffer that way.”

Evelyn began to use the strap in slapping Andre across the tip of his penis, then across his balls.

“As you know,” Evelyn explained, “I feel a man’s tongue is its best sexual implement. My view is that its penis and balls are best used in punishment. Don’t you agree?”

“I certainly don’t disagree,” Jocelyn replied. “They have a wide variety of uses, none of which I’m shy in taking advantage of.”

When the two women had left the room, Andre felt a surge of pride, but also a certain curiosity. The two women had discussed his being ready. Was he ready for the final? he wondered. Then he chastised himself for thinking such thoughts. He knew it wasn’t his place to wonder what might happen to him. His fate was entirely in their hands and questioning a woman’s intentions was inappropriate. He reminded himself to confess his impertinent thoughts to Jocelyn at her convenience and suggest a punishment if asked.


Chapter 5

“Was it bad?” Sara asked Tyler once she’d arrived in observation room one to remove him from bondage.

“No,” Tyler replied softly. “As well as might have been expected, actually,” he replied.

“I see that they whipped you,” Sara said as she began to unfasten his restraints.

“Only fifty,” Tyler replied.

Only fifty, Sara thought, shaking her head. She wondered how Tyler had gotten to the point that he could think of fifty strokes of the whip as only fifty.

“Sometimes I wish you’d never volunteered for this,” Sara whispered ruefully.

Tyler looked at Sara and remained silent for a moment.

“Then I wouldn’t have met you,” Tyler said after a moment’s silence. “So it will have been worth it.”

Sara caught herself as she began to swoon, thinking about Tyler’s comment. She wanted to throw her arms around him and kiss him for saying something so wonderful. The idea that the punishment and humiliation he’d had to endure was something he felt equivalent the pleasure of meeting her made her head feel light and her knees weak.

“I just have to get to the final test,” Tyler said softly. “Then I will have completed the obligation.”

“Right, the final test,” Sara replied.

* * *

Since she’d begun working for Jocelyn, Sara had witnessed only one final test. When each of the men began their residency at the Institute, they had to fill out a set of forms. This provided a very comprehensive view of each of the men, and their thoughts and ideas about what they felt about the rightful place of men in the relationship between genders. In addition, it asked extensive questions about what each of the men thought was humiliating. Sara was curious about what the men had written, particularly Tyler, but she had never seen these documents.

The single final test she had witnessed involved a man named Harris, who apparently had grown up with a domineering mother. He explained that she was very strict with him and punishment was frequent. He had two older sisters as well, and the three women had featured prominently in his life. The final test that was arranged for him was specifically designed to be as humiliating as possible. His stepmother and his two sisters were invited to observe, and they were given seats in the front row. Harris was brought out naked, as expected, and was given the task of masturbating to completion for the audience. This was unusual, Jocelyn had explained to Sara, since men were rarely allowed to achieve orgasm while at the Institute.

To make it more formidable of a challenge, Harris was to make himself come, then continue jerking off to make himself ejaculate twice more.

“Is it with respect to the three women?” Sara had asked Jocelyn. “Once each for his stepmother and two sisters?”

“Yes and no,” Jocelyn had replied. “It also has to do with the degree of difficulty. His challenge is not only to overcome his embarrassment in being naked while jerking his penis in front of the female members of his family. The first ejaculation will be humiliating for him I am certain, and the second ejaculation will be difficult, but the third will be almost impossible. I understand that he was punished frequently by his stepmother for inappropriately playing with himself when he was younger,” Jocelyn said with obvious admiration. “And Harris has explained that his sisters enjoyed being cruel to him, continually reporting to their mother his self-abuse so they could watch him get punished. So I expect that it will be particularly mortifying for him to have to masturbate while they watch, But ultimately it will be a test of his obedience. Should he successfully complete his task, he will be considered to have graduated, so to speak.”

Sara witnessed Harris’ final test, which though it took him upward of an hour, he did manage to complete. When he’d licked up and swallowed all of the cum he’d ejaculated onto the stage, he was given his release from the Institute. This was followed almost immediately by the arrival of Tyler.

* * *

Sara ran her fingers through Tyler’s hair, lost in thought for a moment. She wanted to ask him about what his final test might be based on what he’d written, but she knew she wasn’t allowed to ask, and that he wouldn’t know exactly anyway. It was up to Jocelyn to decide the exact trial each of the men were to face.

She hadn’t allowed herself to think too much about Tyler’s final test, since it also meant that he would be leaving the Institute upon its completion. She did not know where he would go after that, and for now, seeing him was her favorite part of her workday.

“OK, well, I will see you later,” Sara said at last. “You be good.”

“I will,” Tyler replied.

* * *

Sara entered Jason’s observation room, grimacing at the prospect of having to interact with him. She activated the motor that retracted the steel cables, which pulled him upward and off of the dildo buried in his ass.

He whimpered pathetically in response, a sound that would have elicited sympathy in Sara if she had any such capacity where Jason was concerned. Of the four men, he was the one she most disliked, and most enjoyed seeing endure deeply humiliating and painful punishment. She pressed the button on the control panel on the wall, which activated the retraction of the steel cables, slowly raising him upward.

If not for the cock gag, which had purposefully been left in his mouth, he would have been moaning more loudly, a sound Sara might have enjoyed if not for the fact that she felt every sound out of Jason’s mouth was annoying.

Should have worn off by now, Sara thought, noting Jason’s erection. She realized his hard-on was no longer of the chemically induced variety. Sara suspected that it was the rod buried in his ass that had kept him erect.

Once he’d been returned to the standing position, Sara noticed that he was barely able to support himself.

“Apparently, being reamed by the big dildo had an effect,” Sara said aloud. “Why don’t you go ahead and get down on your hands and knees, and you can crawl back to your room.”

Jason nodded, first getting on his knees, and once Sara had his wrists free from their restraints, he lowered himself onto his hands and knees. Sara unbuckled the cock gag and winced at the sight of his drool dripping off of it as she put it aside.

Gross, she thought.

Once Sara had finished taking Miles and Andre out of their bondage and all of the men had been returned to their rooms, she walked back to the office to notate anything of interest in their behavior. When she entered the room, she saw Jocelyn seated on the long, white, leather sofa, gazing out the window, lost in thought.

“How are all of our subjects today?” Jocelyn asked, turning to look at Sara. “Anything remarkable?”

“Not really,” Sara replied. “Andre asked for permission to speak, and I allowed him to tell me that he had an errant thought that might be worthy of punishment.”

Jocelyn smiled in response.

“He has become quite a success story,” she commented. “It’s encouraging to see a man so fully reconditioned. His submission to female authority is consistent and appropriate. I was speaking with Evelyn about his readiness for his final test.”

Sara remained silent about the mention of Evelyn, whose name she probably wasn’t supposed to know. Sara assumed that Jocelyn had merely slipped since she was always so tight-lipped about the identity of the members of the Institute.

“May I ask what his test will be?” Sara asked.

“You may,” Jocelyn replied. “Andre explained in one of the essays he was required to complete that he has a unique situation. It turns out that Andre was married to a woman named Marlena. I’ve had some conversations with her, and she’s an absolutely lovely woman. She’s smart, and not only that, but she’s also clever. She was the one who initially made the contact with me, recommending Andre for our program. She still loves Andre, and it was her intention that our program help mold him into the man she always thought he could be.

“It appears that Marlena and Andre got married fairly young, and he was her first. So predictably, knowing his lack of endowment, she developed an interest in cuckolding him,” Jocelyn said with a knowing glance in Sara’s direction.

Sara nodded, though she did not relate to the sentiment.

“It wasn’t a problem at first,” Jocelyn continued. “Then Marlena found she had a taste for long, thick cock, and wasn’t shy about it. Andre began to have a problem with the arrangement, and his feelings of jealousy flared up. It got to the point that, sadly, he decided he wanted a divorce. So ultimately, she granted him that, in a way.

“She explained to me that she went before the judge in a divorce court and petitioned for an annulment based on Andre having such a small penis. The judge in the case called the two of them and their lawyers into her chambers, having realized that she was going to need to have a look for herself at, well, the evidence of the case. Andre was compelled to show her his penis so that she might make a ruling on whether or not his endowment warranted rewarding Marlena with an annulment. Upon seeing Andre with his pants down, she did in fact rule in Marlena’s favor.

“So,” Jocelyn explained, “Marlena contacted me, as I mentioned, and had Andre initiated into our program. Surprisingly, he has done well. The happy ending to this rather long story is that Andre’s biggest fear, and what he feels would be most humiliating to him is to be presented for his final test with Marlena in attendance. But what we have planned for him, which we arranged with Marlena’s input, is going to be quite formidable for him,” Jocelyn said with a devious smile.

“Marlena has a man named Ryan she’s been with for a while, and the two of them are actually going to be assisting in Andre’s final,” Jocelyn explained. “Marlena wants Andre to suck Ryan’s cock for the first time while we watch, and it was my suggestion that she wear a strap-on dildo so she can take his ass. She was a bit nervous about doing that in front of an audience, but I assured her we would all be supportive and do everything we could to make her feel comfortable in the situation. So I expect it will be a very enjoyable spectacle seeing Andre being taken down. His ass and his mouth will be used to their limit,” Jocelyn concluded.

“Wow,” Sara replied, though she found her own reaction insufficient the revelation Jocelyn gave her about Andre’s story. She felt it overwhelming to think of how he might react to the event they’d planned for him. “So is it Marlena’s intention to take Andre back, in a matter of speaking? I mean, allowing him to be with her in her new life, only now having established his place in her life?”

“Yes,” Jocelyn replied. “And I’ve gotten every indication that we will have proven successful with our conditioning of Andre, and Marlena will have him in precisely the position she wants him, which is that of a committed submissive to her authority. He won’t be cuckolded so much as he will simply be a servant to her and the men she wants in her life.”

Sara nodded and was silent for a moment as she contemplated the next question she wanted to ask.

“So, what did the others put as their ultimate fear, as far as humiliation is concerned?” she asked cautiously.

Jocelyn observed Sara for a moment.

“You ask about the others, but something tells me you are predominately interested in what Tyler’s response was,” Jocelyn ventured, an impenetrable smile on her face as she spoke.

Sara was unsure of what to say, and Jocelyn was uninterested in waiting for her to formulate a response, so she continued.

“Don’t think of them as anything other than test subjects,” Jocelyn warned, turning to gaze out the window of the office. “They have been selected to suit our purpose. It was explained to each of them their role in better understanding the human male and its propensity for adapting to the assignment of a subservient position.”

Sara had noticed Jocelyn’s increasing use of the word it when describing the men. Their subjugation to a regimen of humiliation and punishment was for the purpose of debasing them, but Jocelyn seemed to be increasingly interested in their dehumanization. They were slowly becoming things to her, and things were not worthy of consideration beyond their potential use in a given context.

Jocelyn was more and more seeing the men as nothing more than the parts of a machine she controlled. Their bodies were to be bent and conformed to her preference, and their minds were to be conditioned to function in response to her design. Sara tried not to think of how far Jocelyn might go in enacting her plan. What had begun as a test in psychological response to various stimuli seemed to be headed toward becoming a system of reprogramming and mind control.

“Oh, and Sara,” Jocelyn said in a voice that was warm in tone yet unforgiving, “I think you should be offered the assignment of punishing Tyler during the performance at our next monthly gathering. A number of the members will be present, so it will be important to show them what he is able to endure.”

Sara felt a sudden, sharp, pang of fear. It seemed that Jocelyn had an ulterior motive. Sara’s fondness for Tyler was going to be examined by making her punish him. It was a predicament for her, in that she couldn’t show any favoritism toward him. She was to be merciless in her application of the whip, as the members expected as much.

Sara had already felt some trepidation about the fact that Tyler had been selected for punishment during the upcoming monthly gathering. It was not related to anything he had done as much as it was an entertainment provided to the members of the Institute.

Sara felt uneasy about the event, knowing Tyler would be made to endure a whipping in front of an audience, but she found it a far more daunting arrangement knowing that she herself would be tasked with the performance of his punishment.

“They expect to see Tyler take a beating, of course,” Jocelyn explained, “but they will feel it deeply unsatisfying if he is left with even a shred of dignity. And if they are unsatisfied, then they will express that dissatisfaction with not only you, but with me as well. So do know that I will not only expect you to punish him beyond his ability to endure it but make an example of him as well. If you show me that you are incapable of this, then I will relieve you of your duties and finish the task myself. If you show Tyler any leniency in application of the whip, then you won’t be doing him any favors. I will make it far worse for him. I will have to. The members demand it. And I demand it as well.”

“Yes, I understand,” Sara replied. She knew that the phrase, relieve you of your duties, meant that she would not only be replaced in punishing Tyler, but she would be let go. She would be fired. The sight of a woman showing favoritism to any individual man and displaying mercy toward him would infuriate the members. No explanation would suffice, no excuse would be accepted. She would become persona non grata and by nature of association, the man in question would be singled out for a significantly magnified regimen of torture and abuse.

“Remember that they need to see the expression on his face,” Jocelyn reminded her. “The members are not just interested in viewing his punishment, they want to see its effect on him as well. They want to see not only the pain he is feeling in the moment, but the humiliation as well. That is what they are looking for, and what they’ve come to see. We cannot afford to disappoint them.”

Sara thanked Jocelyn for the opportunity, making sure she gave the impression she thought it an honor. She left the office, an expression of being pleased frozen on her face that she only allowed to drop once she was in the hallway. She leaned back against the wall feeling dizzy, her head swirling with all the different emotions she was feeling in the moment. On the one hand, it would be an honor, she thought. She envisioned Tyler’s magnificently sculpted bare ass being repeatedly whipped. The thought would have made her wet if not for the fear that she somehow showed any leniency toward him. The performance, as Jocelyn had called it, was exactly that. She was playing a part in a show, and she needed to don a mask, figuratively. She needed to play a character.

We cannot afford to disappoint them, Sara thought. Afford, which means money, she thought. In some ways, they were providing a service for which they were being paid. In that, it was less a study and more a private entertainment for wealthy women who wanted to enjoy men suffering pain and humiliation while completely naked. As though it was a delicacy, to be enjoyed with champagne and caviar. Hard, naked men made to suffer for their amusement.

Sara gathered herself together, straightened, then continued her day as though nothing of significance had happened.


Chapter 6

When Sara arrived back at the apartment after her day’s work, she felt annoyed when she heard the voice of Freya’s boyfriend, Hunter. She did not dislike him, as she thought he was nice enough. He made her think of a surfer with his boyish good looks, longish blonde hair, a golden tan, and an endlessly positive outlook. But she did not look forward to hearing him fucking Freya later that night. Or rather, hearing Freya moaning and crying out about how big he was and how good he was or an assortment of other random inspirational motivators. She was like a cheerleader, Sara thought, rousing Hunter to bring it in for a touchdown or something like that.

“Hey, Sara,” Hunter said, flashing a brilliant, genuine smile.

“Hey,” she replied.

“Did you eat yet?” Freya asked. “We’re making some manicotti stuffed with ricotta and basil and whatever else I don’t remember.”

“Garlic,” Hunter replied. “And mozzarella and parmesan. With marinara on the top, but it’s just from a jar, not fancy or anything.”

“Yeah, not fancy or anything,” Freya repeated. “And we made enough for like, ten people. Astrid is out with one of her boytoys, so she won’t be having any.”

“Thank you, no, I already ate something,” Sara replied. “Thank you.”

Sara hadn’t eaten anything, but she didn’t feel all that hungry either. And she also wanted to be by herself, thinking about what she should do. She didn’t know what would be more difficult, enduring having Tyler in the situation he was in, or trying to put him out of her mind.

She went to her room and sat at her computer where she clicked the link to the Institute’s website. She entered the password, then went through the verification process. Once she’d gained access, she clicked on Tyler’s live feed.

He was lying in bed, and Sara was unable to tell if he was sleeping or not. She thought it uncomfortable even to look at since Jocelyn did not allow them to have bedsheets, or anything covering them at any time.

“They will be exposed to our cameras at all times,” Jocelyn had explained. “That way, we are able to examine them more closely. Also, they will always feel exposed, which heightens their vulnerability.”

Sara did like seeing Tyler’s naked body, and at the moment his cock was lying sideways across the top of his thigh, a sight she’d always enjoyed.

Sara watched Tyler for a while and couldn’t help but wonder who else might be looking at him at that precise moment. She knew that all of the members of the Institute had access to the live video feeds, but she had no idea how many members there were. It was one of many subjects that Jocelyn was strangely silent about, hesitant to give Sara any information unless it was critical to her performing her job.

She thought about Tyler’s first appearance at the Institute’s monthly gathering. She had little experience in watching these events, but enough that she knew they were intense for the men who were involved.

“We’ll have a significantly larger audience tonight,” Jocelyn had mentioned at the time.

Tyler had only recently arrived and was still unfamiliar with what was going to happen to him. Sara had been taken with him immediately, initially for what she would have admitted were shallow reasons. She thought he was physically beautiful. But then it was his manner that held her interest. It was that of someone conscientious and caring, a man whose soul she felt just by looking into his eyes. She’d wondered how he’d ended up at the Institute, since she had no idea how Jocelyn located each of the men and coerced them into submission.

Tyler had been brought out onto the stage before an auditorium in which every seat was filled. The women practically swooned at the sight of Tyler squinting into the harsh spotlight that illuminated his naked body. Sara herself thought he looked irresistible while he was so vulnerable, his magnificent body and physical strength rendered insignificant when handcuffed and placed in bondage.

He had been introduced to the physical endurance needed to withstand punishment at the hands of Jocelyn, but nothing had prepared him for being presented to the members of the Institute.

The women in the audience were clearly delirious with pleasure at the sight of Tyler blushing upon being exposed to them, as though he'd never been naked before. Every step of the performance amplified this aspect, from the binding of his body into the compromising position that had been selected for him to the spectacular beating he was given.

The audience loved seeing that he was embarrassed to begin with, knowing that it would continue beyond anything he could have anticipated. The expression on Tyler’s face when the first searing stroke of the whip marked his body was a source of delight for the women, who relished the slowly escalating punishment until he finally collapsed, his bondage being the only thing that kept him from crumpling into a heap on the floor.

Sara had been unprepared for her reaction to seeing Tyler endure the spectacle of the monthly performance. With the other men, specifically Jason, she hadn’t cared particularly. She realized that they’d signed up for it so they were just getting what they should have expected. Though Sara was entirely unsure of why any man might sign up for such treatment. She wondered if they had any idea what they were getting themselves into.

With Tyler, she suddenly felt different. She cared for him in a way that she hadn’t with the others. She had already begun to feel possessive of him. It didn’t bode well for the future if she felt this way about him, so early on in the process.

Now, it appeared that Sara herself was expected to provide Tyler’s punishment for the enjoyment of the women who attended the Institute’s events. They would arrive for the evening prepared to see a brutal demonstration of corporal punishment. And even more, they were looking forward to it. They were all donors to the Institute and they would be extremely upset with Sara if they detected any leniency on her part.

They wanted to see a man, in this instance Tyler, brought to his knees and made to surrender to the overwhelming force of physical punishment and domination. They would accept nothing less than the spectacle of a man subjugated to torture both mental and physical. He was to be taken far beyond the point where he felt the sting of pain and humiliation. They wanted to see the point where he lost the will to resist, to remain strong. He was to have his spirit broken and his ego crushed for their enjoyment.

She lost track of time, and it was only when she heard Freya start her cheerleading routine that she realized it had gotten late. Freya began with soft moans that slowly increased in volume and intensity.

Hunter, Hunter, he’s our man, if he can’t do it, no one can! Sara thought. Then she giggled as she added the line, Hunter, Hunter, he’s not dumb, fuck me hard and make me come! Sara’s amusement at her own joke faded as she heard the headboard of Freya’s bed start rhythmically thumping against the wall.

The sound made her think about Hunter’s tall, muscular body fucking Freya, his hips thrusting athletically, driving his cock into her with an inexhaustible energy.

Another aspect of hearing Freya and Hunter fucking was that it made it impossible for her to lose herself in her fantasies when the sound of her roommate kept pulling her back to her own reality. She might have been content with staring at Tyler’s naked body on the computer screen while she thought about kissing and licking every inch of his body and her fingertips attended to her clit, but instead, she resigned herself to putting in some earplugs and going to bed.


Chapter 7

“As always, Jason will need some additional attention,” Jocelyn mentioned first thing in the morning when Sara arrived at work. “The anal reaming he took yesterday will have him unable to walk properly for a day or two, so it is a good opportunity to walk him on his hands and knees, aided by a generous application of the whip.”

Sara went to his room to begin walking Jason on the leash. It was an opportunity for him to show humility and obedience as Jocelyn had mentioned. Sara noticed that Jason was better behaved than she had come to expect. She wondered if getting his ass violated made him more obedient.

She attached his cock and ball harness, reminding herself to tighten the straps per Jocelyn’s reprimand on the matter. Sara noted that Jason didn’t even offer his customary complaint.

She had him present himself on his knees and elbows, a position that made his balls available between his legs. She attached the leash to the harness, then stood beside him and pulled it taut.

Jocelyn had demonstrated the proper method of walking the men on their hands and knees, in which the leash was held tight, allowing no slack. This kept the men on point, Jocelyn explained. They were to crawl forward, stop on command, then continue in lockstep. Any hesitancy in their movement or distraction of their mind would be immediately corrected by the leash pulling tightly on their harness.

Though Sara did not particularly enjoy walking the men on the leash, she did like the fact that it allowed her some time outside. The route she took led outside onto the open-air rooftop patio. There was a swimming pool in the middle, and the periphery was lined with lush greenery, so it was hidden from view from the outside world, but the sky above made it feel lest confined than the fifth-floor interior rooms.

If she were to be so motivated, the patio had a rock garden covered in pebbles that she might force Jason to crawl across, or worse, stop, making him kneel up and remain in place. The rock garden was nice, and she ordinarily didn’t mind punishing Jason in this manner, but since he was being unusually obedient, she saw no reason to make that particular derivation in their walk. Instead, she walked him along the koi pond at the far end of the rooftop, where she could watch the little fish swim up to her, wondering if she might not have some fish food.

“Sorry, little guys,” she said aloud to the fish. “Got nothing for you. However, Jason, I do have a little something for you.”

She was carrying a riding crop, as Jocelyn had made it clear she was to employ it in warming up his rear end. She was surprised when Jason immediately got into position without prompting, offering his butt with the proper arch in his back.

“Twenty strokes,” Sara announced. “The first ten will be spaced regularly, the final ten will come hard and fast.”

Then she whipped him, leaving twenty stripes across his bare ass.

“Did you like that?” she asked once she had finished.

“Yes, thank you, Miss Sara,” he replied dutifully.

Yeah, whatever, she thought. She couldn’t help but wonder what Jason was thinking, since his responses were always so clearly insincere. He was being uncharacteristically well behaved, but he lacked an attitude of enthusiastic compliance. He was never going to progress with his training if he didn’t learn to accept his position and demonstrate true gratitude.

“Miss Sara, may I have permission to speak?” Jason asked respectfully after a moment of silence.

Sara turned her attention to him. She would normally have been motivated to deny his request, but something made her curious.

“Yes, Jason, what is it?” she asked.

“I know I’m not to use her name, but do you know Miss Veronica?” Jason asked. “Again, I’m sorry to have said her name, but I wanted to ask a question about her.”

Sara was well aware of Veronica, and thought she was terrifying. Sara couldn’t imagine how terrifying it would be as a man encountering a woman like her.

“What do you want to know about her?” Sara asked. “You already know that I’m not going to tell you much of anything.”

“Yes, I know,” Jason replied. “It’s just that I’m afraid of her, and I think she might be stopping by to see me in the next day or two. Do you know if that’s true?”

Sara did know that Veronica was intending to stop by the next day.

“What is it that has you so afraid of her?” Sara asked. “I mean, specifically?”

“I’m not supposed to tell anyone what happens,” Jason said warily.

“I know you’re not, but I am asking you a direct question,” Sara countered. “And if you don’t tell me what I want to know then I am going to give you fifty hard strokes of the whip and then make you do an hour kneeling in the pebble garden.”

Jason looked at the floor, weighing his options.

“She is,” Jason replied hesitantly, “really sadistic.”

Jason felt that Veronica enjoyed the pain and humiliation she visited upon him. She definitely gloated over it. She teased him, tormented him, and laughed when he would cry out in pain. When she made him cry, she savored his tears.

“You cry like a little bitch,” she’d taunted him, laughing at the sight of his tear-stained face.

She’d slapped him, telling him to quit crying or she’d give him something to cry about. As if she hadn’t already. And he knew she preferred it when she made him cry. She made a point of it. She also made a point of slapping him. Hard. It was clear that she wanted him to hurt in ways that were designed to be humiliating. Above all, she clearly intended to humiliate him.

“How the fuck do you have such a tiny fucking penis?” she had asked.

He knew he was not remarkably well-endowed and realized that she pointed this out to cause him to feel embarrassed. It worked, in that he did experience a burning feeling of shame and humiliation when she said as much.

Jason explained the things that Veronica had done to him. Sara realized Jason was truly afraid of Veronica, and it also occurred to her that Veronica might well decide to visit Tyler. She shivered at the thought.

“Well, it would be wise to be as compliant and obedient as possible,” Sara advised Jason. “Does she have you lick her pussy?”

“She did last time,” Jason admitted.

“Well, if she ever offers you that opportunity again, then make sure you do it as well as you are able,” Sara replied. “Pay attention to what makes her respond and keep doing whatever that is for as long as she wants it. Most importantly, make as much of an effort as you are capable of making and don’t ever stop until you are told to stop.”

Sara had Jason get into position for another whipping and delivered another twenty strokes across his butt.

“Thank you,” Jason said when she was done.

Sara noted that he sounded more genuine in his expression of gratitude. She wondered if he might not be making progress after all.

When Sara had returned Jason to his room, she made her way down the hall to talk with Tyler.

She entered his room to find him sitting cross-legged on the floor, apparently meditating. She crossed the room and sat on the edge of the bed. He got up on his knees to face her, repositioning himself so automatically and naturally that she barely noticed he’d done so at first.

“Tyler,” Sara said softly, “I don’t know how to say what I feel I have to say. I wish I didn’t have to.”

Tyler looked her in the eyes, his expression softening. His face had an expression of endless compassion and understanding.

“It’s that Jocelyn assigned me to punish you at the next monthly gathering,” she said, looking down at her hands folded in her lap.

Tyler was silent for a moment.

“I know that you will need to show no mercy in punishing me,” he said softly, “so just do exactly that. Don’t worry about me.”

“It’s not possible,” Sara replied, looking at him with a dangerous level of adoration showing in her eyes. “I do worry about you. This place,” she began, then trailed off.

Sara looked at Tyler and felt the pleasure she always felt seeing him kneeling before her, so submissive and attentive, but she was frustrated as well.

“Why did you . . .?” she began to ask.

Tyler smiled.

“Why did I sign up for this?” he asked with a faint smile on his face. “I’ve wondered myself sometimes.”

“And?” she asked.

“I don’t know,” Tyler replied wistfully. “I think I wanted to learn what it would take to fully submit to a woman,” Tyler replied. “To recognize female superiority in a way that felt natural.”

Sara looked at Tyler. She felt he wasn’t being forthcoming, which was unusual for him. Maybe it was due to the fact that she was asking him a question she’d never really asked and he was unsure how to answer it. Or maybe it was something else. Maybe she didn’t quite understand him. She decided in the moment that she needed to harden herself and her feelings to match her circumstances.

She purposefully looked away from him to keep a grip on herself.

“Well, then we will both do what we have to do,” Sara said in summation.


Chapter 8

Tania Everly, one of the members of the Institute, was the kind of woman that brought to Sara’s mind the girls she remembered being on the pom-pom squad in high school. She looked like she would have been a mean girl, Sara decided, one who hadn’t the slightest hesitation in using her looks and popularity to her advantage.

Tania was scheduled to visit Miles, which she was in the habit of doing at least once a month, usually more often. This meant that Sara was to prepare him a few hours earlier, then strap him tightly to his bed.

When Sara entered Miles’s room, she was surprised to see him meditating as Tyler had been doing. She wondered if they’d worked out a method of communicating with one another since they weren’t generally allowed to do so.

Sara bound Miles to the bed using the wrist and ankle straps at its four corners. She made sure that his body was pulled taut and unable to move any significant distance. She had not required any explanation why he was to be readied in such a manner since she thought it obvious what Tania planned to do with him.

“Are you comfy?” Sara asked.

“Yes, Miss Sara,” Miles replied. “Thank you.”

Sara gave him a smile. She didn’t mind interacting with Miles since he was generally well-behaved. She was a bit taken aback by the sight of his enormous cock, but she’d become used to seeing it. She couldn’t imagine what it would feel like to have something that big stretching her labia and ramming her cervix.

“I’m sure you know what’s going to happen today,” Sara said to Miles.

“Yes, Miss Sara,” he replied.

“Well, then be a good boy,” she said, giving him a stroke of her fingers across his chest.

Tania would be by within the hour, most likely, and would make use of Miles for an indetermined length of time after that. She was married, but enjoyed cuckolding her husband, which was part of the reason she was a member of the Institute. Tania used a portion of her husband’s money to financially support the Institute, and one of the perks she enjoyed was coming by in the middle of the day and using one of the men for sexual purposes. She mainly liked to straddle a man’s face while he was tied down.

She preferred reverse cowgirl for two reasons, one of which was that she enjoyed sticking her asshole in a man’s face. It was when she was much younger that she’d employed her natural flexibility and a small mirror to view her own asshole and was impressed with how attractive it was.

“Seriously, it’s super-cute,” she told her closest girlfriends. “That must be why my boyfriend wants to lick me all the time. He even wants to lick my ass, which is one of the reasons why I think us girls should use our irresistibility to get whatever we want. I mean, if my boyfriend wants to lick my asshole, then he should definitely be my little slave, doing everything I want, right?”

Tania’s girlfriends agreed, but none took it as far as she did, eventually getting married and cuckolding her husband while she fucked any number of other men. She never got enough of what she could make men do for her.

The other reason she liked to straddle a man’s face reverse cowgirl was that she liked to see whether a man got hard while she rode his tongue. She never wanted them to be under the influence of chemical stimulation like they often were when being presented. And it actually didn’t matter to her if he would become erect or not. She liked it both ways for different reasons.

If he became erect, it exposed his desire in a way that she thought was humiliating for him, since she had no intention of doing anything with his cock. And if he did not get hard, then it underscored her power to do with him as she liked whether he wanted it or not.

She didn’t mind the lines of consent being blurred. She knew the men who were subjects of the Institute’s studies were unable to refuse anything she might want of them.

It was just over an hour before Tania appeared in the room, looking silently at Miles body tied down for her use. She threw her purse and coat onto a chair, raised her short skirt, and slid her panties off, then crossed the room to him.

“Am I going to have to order that you get a really severe punishment today?” Tania asked Miles once she was sitting beside him on the bed.

Miles might have replied vocally had he not been trained. He knew that Tania’s question was not meant to elicit a response. It was assumed that Miles would act according to common sense, giving her exactly what she wanted for what duration she preferred.

“I might just have to do that anyway,” Tania said. “It makes my pussy so wet thinking about you boys getting whipped.”

Miles could attest to what Tania was saying, as he thought he’d never encountered a woman who got as dripping wet as Tania did. She stroked his chest with her fingertips.

“I love how humiliating the punishments are for you boys,” she said as her hand wandered downward. “It’s like my Kegel muscles just tense up involuntarily and I practically gush, it makes me so wet. I think about straddling your handsome face and riding your tongue, dripping into your open mouth.”

Tania looked over her shoulder and saw that Miles’s cock was fully erect, pointing upward, reaching an improbable distance from his pelvic region.

“Oh, I see you can hardly wait for it,” she said. “You’re dripping too,” she added, seeing the clear drop of fluid coursing down from the tip of his cock. “Well, then I won’t make you wait any longer,” she said as she climbed over him and lowered her pussy to his lips.

Tania placed her hands on his hips, to either side of his cock. She arched her back as she rotated her hips, feeling his tongue begin to pleasure her.

“That’s right, just look at how gorgeous my asshole is, Miles,” she moaned. “Lick me like you never want to stop, and make me come at least, what? Three times? No, how about five? I like the sound of that. But we’ll see. Maybe you’ll get out of being beaten good and hard. Maybe you won’t. You should focus all of your attention on me regardless. Worship my pussy like your ass depends on it. Because it does.”


Chapter 9

When Sara got home, she was pleased to see Hunter was not over for a late-night cheerleading session with Freya.

“So the plan is we get drunk,” Freya said, opening a bottle of vodka and pouring it into glasses with some cranberry juice.

“I assume our invisible roommate Astrid is out, per usual?” Sara asked.

“Yeah, I think she’s out terrorizing one of her conquests,” Freya said with a laugh.

“Well anyway, what’s the occasion?” Sara asked, though she was already feeling amenable to her roommate’s suggestion.

Freya stopped and looked at Sara mid-pour.

“We like to drink?” Freya replied.

“Fair enough,” Sara said with a shrug of her shoulders. “I’ll drink to that.”

Freya laughed.

“I have no doubt,” she replied.

A few drinks later, Sara and Freya had loosened up significantly, and were becoming dangerously intimate in their personal confessions to one another.

“I wish I had boobs like yours,” Sara admitted to Freya.

“No you don’t,” Freya replied. “Trust me. You have perfect tits, seriously. These knockers,” she said, hefting them with both hands, “they just make my back hurt.”

“I bet your boyfriend, Hunter, likes them,” Sara countered.

“Oh, fuck, whatever,” Freya replied. “I mean, sure, he likes sucking on my big ole titties,” she said with a drawl, then laughed. “But I know he likes yours too, since I’ve seen him look at you. What can I say, he's a fucking pig.”

“Oh, well, sorry about that,” Sara replied hesitantly.

“Yeah, no worries,” Freya replied. “He isn’t gonna do anything about it. He can look, but he can’t touch. Anyway, come on, you’re way too beautiful to have any issues with your appearance. You’re built like a supermodel, and you’ve got that lost little girl look.”

“Lost little girl?” Sara repeated, not knowing whether to laugh or be offended.

“Yeah, what? It’s a good thing,” Freya replied. “It’s ‘cause you’ve got those smoldering eyes, like you’ve been crying or you’re lost in the rain.”

“Um, OK,” Sara replied, sounding bewildered.

“And you look like you’re allergic to strawberries and you just ate a strawberry,” Freya added.

Freya laughed, and Sara realized they were both a bit drunk.

“Is this about my lips?” Sara asked.

“Yeah, they’re amazing, they make me want to kiss you,” Freya replied. “Don’t worry, I won’t. Unless you want me to. Do you?”

“Not really,” Sara replied.

“Cool,” Freya said. “But before I knew you better, I thought you must have had them surgically altered. Now I know you’re like the most unlikely person to do that. You’re practically granola.”

“This is just getting worse,” Sara said, “I mean, granola?”

“You know, natural,” Freya replied. “Seriously, it’s a good thing. And so I also wasn’t at all surprised when you’d just moved in and I accidentally saw you all naked and stuff.”

“Naked and stuff,” Sara repeated. “You weren’t surprised?”

“I mean, I’m waxed down there,” Freya said. “Totally smooth. But you, well, if you told me you wanted to wax or shave, I’d call the cops.”

Sara laughed, abruptly.

“What, the bush police?” she asked, then started giggling at the thought.

“Yeah, it would be a crime,” Freya replied as though she were serious. “Kidding aside, if my pubic hair was that cute and perfect, I’d keep it.”

“Is that even a thing?” Sara asked. “Cute and perfect?”

“Yes, totally it’s a thing,” Freya replied. “I know, you’re all natural and shit, and it never even occurred to you. But if I was a dude, I would be all over you.”

Sara ultimately enjoyed the compliment. She had noticed that men responded to her, and she never had to beg for attention. Her low-maintenance approach didn’t seem to hurt her in attracting men, and in her experience, some of the men she’d dated would become obsessed with her. David, who was her first experience with a submissive man, was still obsessed with her, which she knew because he still sent her an email every once in a while that said so.

“OK, so, because we’re drunk,” Sara began, “I’ll tell you a thing.”

“Speak for yourself,” Freya retorted. “I’m smashed. But yes, do tell.”

“So the thing I think is actually my most attractive attribute,” Sara said, “aside from my wonderful personality, rapier-like wit, and ferocious intellect,” she said with a coy smile, “is my oral fixation.”

“Oh, so much to unpack there,” Freya replied. “So like, what. Is it like, a clinical case of obsession, or a psychologically disturbed fanaticism or what?”

Sara laughed.

“It’s just always been that way, since I found out what a boy had down there,” Sara replied. “It’s weird, to my way of thinking, when I talk to girls that are like, squeamish about it.”

Sara paused for a moment.

“I so love cock,” Sara admitted.

“Sure, but it sounds like maybe it’s more than that,” Freya countered, laughing.

“Yeah, it kind of is,” Sara replied. “I just love the shape of a cock. Even soft. I can stare at it forever. And I’ve never had a guy who will let me suck his cock as long as I want to.”

Freya sat frozen for a moment.

“What?!” she exclaimed. “How is that even possible?”

“They come too quickly,” Sara replied with a shrug. “Even the second time.”

“I’m sorry, what? The second time?” Freya asked.

“Yeah,” Sara replied. “After they come the first time. I don’t stop. I keep going. They’ll get soft, which I love because it’s easier to deep throat them that way.”

“Easier?” Freya asked. “So, do you mean you can, um, deep throat them to begin with?”

“Yeah,” Sara confessed. “All through, you know, when I was a young girl, I’d practice. I wanted to be able to take a cock in my mouth all the way. Eventually I overcame my gag reflex. So after a guy comes, I keep sucking his cock. I can have my face right up against his body, which I love, and not have to negotiate breathing while I do it. And then after a while they’ll get hard again. And then they’ll come a second time. Still, I want to keep going but apparently that’s enough and they can’t take any more.”

Freya made a soft, whistling sound.

“My God, if I had a cock, it would be so hard right now,” Freya said, her admiration evident in her voice. “How did any guy ever let you go?”

“Well, some of them didn’t,” Sara admitted. “I mean, they’d still, you know. Be around. But they weren’t right for me. It’s a certain something that I need, something indefinable. A feeling.”

“So I know you won’t talk about it, but I’ve pretty much gathered that there’s a guy at work who is kind of doing it for you?” Freya said.

Sara felt herself blush.

“See, there it is,” Freya called out. “You’re into this guy, aren’t you?”

“OK, yes, I am,” Sara admitted. “Tyler. He’s got this way, you know? It’s like I don’t even need to ask him certain things because it’s like he lets me read his mind or something. He’s so open, and I feel this connection. I’ve never felt anything like it with any other guy.”

“So is he into you?” Freya asked gently.

Sara thought about Tyler’s erect cock.

“Yes,” she replied. “And it’s not just the physical thing. Like I said, he just feels present, like he’s right there and I can tell what he is thinking. He isn’t shy about how he feels about me. His wanting me is like the most intense aphrodisiac,” Sara said, then found herself lost in thought, as though merely mentioning Tyler openly caused him to appear in her mind and sweep her up, kissing her endlessly.

“Ooh, you’ve got it bad, I can tell,” Freya said. “So OK, and again, I know you don’t want to talk about whatever it is you’re doing at your job, but,” Freya began, then paused. “But what are you doing at your job? I mean, I know I like to joke with you about how you’re beating men at work, but that’s only because you made that comment one time about a guy getting whipped. Then you clammed up about it and I never got an explanation. So I don’t really get what this relationship with Tyler is or could be. Is he like, a coworker or what? Or one of the men who get whipped?”

“Not a coworker,” Sara said wistfully. “There are no men working there.” She looked at Freya closely, as though examining her. “Look, it’s not so much that I don’t want to tell you anything as it’s that I can’t. I signed a really comprehensive non-disclosure agreement. I would get in huge trouble, as in very wealthy women would be suing me. And now I’ve said too much.”

“What, I’m so trustworthy,” Freya said, “I wouldn’t say shit. Come on, you need to confide in someone, I can see it.”

Sara sighed. She felt uneasy about it, but Freya was right. And they were both a little drunk. Or a lot, Sara thought.

“Well, if I tell you anything, then no one ever hears a word of it,” she said in a voice that was just above a whisper.

Freya made a gesture pantomiming locking her lips with a key, then flinging the key away.

“Tyler is a subject in a study,” Sara said cautiously. “He’s one of them.”

“A subject?” Freya asked.

“Yeah, a subject of a psychological study,” Sara said.

“Something about the way you said that makes me think you don’t quite believe it yourself,” Freya observed.

Sara sighed again, more heavily this time.

“I’m not sure I do believe it,” she replied. “When I first started, it was supposed to be this study of the male response to, well, being dominated. Like, what their response was to different situations and experiences.”

“OK, you are being a little vague,” Freya said warily.

“Well, I shouldn’t be telling you any of this,” Sara objected. “But OK, it’s, and again, no one ever hears any of this. Not Hunter, not your mom, not the postal delivery person, or whatever.”

Sara paused for a moment, feeling nervous.

“The men are subjected to situations that are meant to humiliate them,” Sara admitted. “And they are subjected to punishment. Like corporal punishment. So yes, they get whipped. And beaten.”

Freya’s expression transitioned from curious to fascinated.

“‘Wow,’ is what I am going to say at first,” Freya said breathlessly. “I just can’t . . . I was going to say I just can’t imagine, but it turns out I can, since I’m imagining it right now. The thought of naked men being whipped and beaten so works for me. I wonder,” Freya said, and she thought about her boyfriend, Hunter. She thought about him being trained to be a servant to her, to be a slave. She didn’t state any of these thoughts aloud, but they remained in the back of her mind. “So how does it work? How do the men end up there?”

“They’ve all signed contracts,” Sara explained, “and no, I don’t know the details. The woman I work with is very, very secretive. She mainly provides the punishment.”

“So what do you do?” Freya asked.

“A lot of things, mostly take care of the men,” Sara explained. “Like they’re animals in a zoo. Which, in a way, they are.”

“So, what, do you like, bathe them?” Freya asked, laughing.

“Yes,” Sara replied.

“Wait, what, really?” Freya exclaimed. “So you’ve seen Tyler naked? You’ve, what, hosed him down and scrubbed him and stuff?”

“Almost literally that,” Sara admitted. “The men are naked. All the time.”

“Wow,” Freya replied. “That’s an amazing image,” she said, again thinking of her boyfriend Hunter being subjected to such treatment. “So does Tyler have a nice body? A big dick?”

“He has a perfect body, and the most beautiful dick I’ve ever seen,” Sara replied in earnest. “But like I said, that’s not even why I like him. That’s just extra. And speaking of extra, I am being really irresponsible right now. I have a long day of work tomorrow.”

Freya surprised Sara by not making a joke.

“OK, let’s get us to bed, then,” Freya replied. “We need you well-rested.”

“Yes, we do,” Sara agreed.

Sara got ready for bed, then navigated to the Institute’s website. She selected the feed that provided her with a wide view of Tyler’s room. He was lying on his bed, the entirety of his body exposed to the camera eye. She was unable to tell if he was sleeping. His chest rose and fell in a slow rhythm, and Sara thought about how much she wanted to lay her head across him with her hands on his body.

She reached for the keyboard to click away from the live feed and close the website when she noticed movement on the screen. Her hand remained hovering over the keyboard as she watched, strangely drawn to the sight of the night attendant, Jillian, appearing on camera.

Jillian approached Tyler and could be seen pointing, wordlessly ordering him into position. Tyler immediately got up on his hands and knees, facing the head of his bed. Then Sara noticed that Jillian had a long strap in her hand. There was a verbal exchange that was too quiet to hear, but it appeared that Jillian was questioning Tyler and he was responding to whatever she was saying or asking. This went on for a length of time, then ended abruptly as Jillian began swinging the strap, repeatedly landing it across Tyler’s ass with a loud smack.

Sara was horrified to witness Tyler’s humiliating punishment that, to her knowledge, was completely unwarranted. Had the night attendant been assigned this punishment, or was she just being needlessly cruel for her own amusement? It looked to Sara like she was enjoying herself, making it hurt more than was necessary to get whatever point she was making across.

Then as abruptly as it had begun, it came to an end. Jillian stepped forward and placed her hand on Tyler’s bright-red, bare ass. She intermittently stroked the surface of the skin and then squeezed it with her hand. Then she could be seen grabbing Tyler by the hair on the back of his head and leaning in to say something more. Sara wondered what she was saying to him. Then Jillian left the room. After a moment where he remained still, Tyler returned to a horizontal position, only now he was lying face down, leaving his well-beaten ass facing up.

Sara stared, bleary eyed, wondering what she’d just seen. Was it just that she was drunk, or had what she’d seen really happened? She sat still for a moment, contemplating this development. She had seldom allowed herself to fantasize about taking Tyler from the Institute, essentially kidnapping him, but now she felt like she might have to do something. What, she didn’t know. Then she looked at the clock and realized there was nothing for her to do but go to bed.


Chapter 10

The next morning, Sara was annoyed with having to do a number of different tasks, none of which allowed her to do what she so desperately wanted to do, which was talk to Tyler about what happened the previous night.

She walked Jason on the leash, gave him a whipping that was probably harder than she’d intended due to her being distracted, and listened to him again express his fears regarding Veronica.

She spoke with Miles about Tania Everly having visited him the day before and then she had him record a video. It was for the purpose of sending a message to Tania in which he was to kneel before the camera and express his gratitude. He thanked her for her being so gracious in allowing him to serve her by licking her pussy. Sara assumed that Tania would have her husband watch the video, since she’d mentioned that she liked to do that.

Sara stopped by to talk with Andre about the possibility of his upcoming final test and was impressed as always with his practically endless capacity for subjugation to her authority. Then she had to reconfigure a number of devices for the purpose of presenting each of the men, as it was important to the women of the Institute to be continually developing and demonstrating novel ways of displaying men in bondage.

Finally, she was able to talk with Tyler.

“Are you OK?” she asked when she walked into his room.

“Of course,” he replied.

It seemed to her that he was silently saying yes, I am OK now. Now that you are here.

“I was watching last night,” Sara admitted. “The video feed,” she said, gesturing up to the camera mounted high on the wall.

“Oh, right,” Tyler replied. “The presence of the cameras kind of escapes my conscious thought so that I forget they are there.”

“I saw that Jillian, the night attendant, gave you a whipping,” Sara mentioned.

“Yes,” Tyler replied.

He was obligated to not talk about anything that happened to him, but since she had already seen it, he saw no reason not to admit to it.

“So, did she whip you for a reason?” Sara asked.

“You know I can’t talk about that,” Tyler replied.

“I do know that, Tyler,” Sara replied, sounding uncharacteristically displeased with him. “You will respond to my question regardless.”

Tyler bowed his head, feeling chastised, then looked at Sara.

“She whipped me because she knows that I have feelings for you,” he replied.

Sara felt like she’d just plunged naked into a hot springs pool in the middle of winter, like an overwhelming sensation of warmth accompanied by the terrifying thrill of being naked in the frozen air.

“She warned me that I would be in for a very severe punishment if I attempted to gain any leniency with you,” Tyler explained.

Sara placed her hand on Tyler’s head and ran her fingers through his hair.

“Oh Tyler,” she said softly. “Whatever am I going to do about you?”

It was a question she had no idea how to answer.


Chapter 11

“Tighten the cock and ball straps,” Veronica Seyworth said angrily to no one in particular. “Their fucking balls should be so blue they’re purple. Then slap them across the balls until they cry. Fuck, I love making a man cry.”

Veronica was standing in the office of the Institute, holding court, as was her habit. Jocelyn sat on the sofa, a look of amusement and admiration on her face, and Sara was standing by to offer the prominent member of the Institute anything she might need.

Veronica was, in Sara’s estimation, the most intimidatingly beautiful woman she’d ever met. Sara thought she looked like she could be Wonder Woman, if the comic book character was evil. She had raven black hair that she tossed about, imperiously, holding her perfectly sculpted nose aloft as though she thought herself superior to everyone else. Of course, Sara thought, Veronica really did think herself superior—to men, specifically. She felt it was a privilege for men to be allowed to look up at her and see her lording over them.

“I certainly agree,” Jocelyn replied to Veronica. “Making men cry is such an important part of their evolution, their training. It’s cathartic, I think. It’s good for them.”

Veronica stared at Jocelyn for a moment. Then she threw her head back and laughed.

“OK, well, you keep on with whatever the fuck that is,” Veronica said, shaking her head. “As far as I’m concerned, I couldn’t care less if they learn their lessons or not. It’s endless fun to just beat the fuck out of them and humiliate them senseless. Speaking of, the ass-face I want to see right now is Jason.”

Veronica and Jocelyn turned their attention to Sara.

“Oh, sure, right this way,” Sara replied, turning to lead the Veronica to Jason’s room. She thought about what Jason had said. It occurred to her that Veronica could well have said Tyler’s name. It felt weird to Sara that she had some sympathy for Jason, but she didn’t let it distract her from the task at hand, delivering the domineering woman to Jason’s room, then returning to the office.

“Jason,” Veronica said in a withering tone of voice as she entered his room, the heels of her shoes drumming a slow ominous rhythm on the tiled floor, “I see that you’re every bit as deserving of having your ass handed to you as you’ve always been. So typically a man, you never learn, do you?” she asked rhetorically.

Jason had a look of terror on his face as he immediately knelt on the floor with his arms crossed behind his back and his eyes cast downward.

“I see at least you’ve adopted the appropriate position for a man to assume when a woman walks into the room,” Veronica said in a sneering tone of voice. “But if you think it’s going to buy you any leniency with me, you are mistaken. That seems to be a running theme, doesn’t it?” she mused, while slowly circling his body, examining his naked submission. “Men are always, always wrong, aren’t they? They just can’t seem to arrive at the correct answer, no matter how hard they try. They may assume the position, as you have, but they still find some way to fuck it up.”

Veronica was behind him at this point. She grabbed a handful of his hair and pulled his head back forcefully. She stood over him, looking down at his face. Jason looked up at her, terrified to look her in the eyes.

“Beg me to spit on your face,” she growled.

“Please,” Jason responded, “please spit on my face.”

Veronica paused a moment. Then she laughed, throwing his head back down to look at the floor.

“Fuck you, Jason,” she said, still laughing at him. “As if I’d allow you the honor. You’ll have to earn it. On your hands and knees.”

Jason lowered himself onto his hands and knees.

“Now elbows and knees,” she commanded.

Jason did as she told him to.

“Now lower your forehead to the floor,” she ordered. “Then place your hands behind your back, wrists crossed.

Jason balanced himself between his knees and his forehead as he placed his arms behind his back. He remained in position, his stomach tightening up due to her presence behind him. His adrenaline surged as he felt the toe of her shoe sliding up his inner thigh.

“Let’s see if your balls are as heavy as they should be,” she said. “A man should have a chronic case of blue balls to begin with, don’t you think?”

Then she laughed.

“No, you don’t,” she said, answering her own question. “You don’t think, because your little brain can’t handle having thoughts in it. All it can really do is listen to directions and respond with obedience. Even that is a lot for you, isn’t it? Just following directions, trying to do as you’re told. You can barely handle that.”

Veronica had the toe of her shoe directly below his balls and began to lift them upward. Then she rolled her foot until she was pressing them between his body and the heel of her shoe. She held his balls in that position.

“This is, more than any other arrangement, the perfect image to describe the proper relationship between a man and his female superior. It perfectly demonstrates your inferiority, doesn’t it?”

Veronica pumped her foot, pressing his balls firmly against his own body. Jason tried to control himself and remain silent, allowing Veronica to do as she pleased without distraction.

“Yes, Jason, that’s right,” she said, giving him another pump with the heel of her shoe. “Just keep your mouth shut and take it. A man’s balls are the property of his female superiors, and when any of us decide to take you down, or just prove a point by owning your balls, you should shut the fuck up and take it. I bet it would be an honor for you to take a nice, hard, kick in the balls right now, wouldn’t it? That would be a really sweet favor I’d be doing you, isn’t that right? More than just put you in your fucking place, it would show you why you don’t get to decide shit. You don’t run anything, and no one cares what you think. Your place is to kneel, crawl, and obey. And if a woman like me is so kind as to take you down with a humiliating kick in the balls, then that’s just perfect for you. That’s a reward you don’t even deserve.”

Veronica removed her foot from his balls to Jason’s relief. But this feeling of relief was short-lived.

“Tell you what, Jason,” she said, sounding amused, “I’ll let you lick and kiss the toe of my shoe to show your respect and your gratitude. Then, when I feel you’ve shown me that you truly appreciate being allowed to grovel before your superior, then, and only then, will I reward you with a kick in the balls.”

She walked around his body and inserted the toe of her shoe between his lips and the floor. Jason immediately began to kiss her shoe, then licked it, lavishing his attention on performing a genuflecting tongue bath for her.

“How nice,” Veronica said, “it’s always nice to see a man reveal how fucking pathetic he really is by slavishly lapping at a woman’s feet. I’m so going to enjoy ramming your balls with the exact same spot your tongue is so diligently polishing right now.”

Jason felt as though his mind was hanging by a thread that was ready to snap at any moment. The intense fear and humiliation caused him to feel a freezing cold sensation and a burning heat in his body at the same time and were in direct contradiction to the arousal he was unable to control. Veronica was simultaneously irresistible owing to her being unbelievably beautiful and sexy beyond compare, and infuriatingly horrible due to her being unrelentingly vicious and unspeakably cruel. He had never met anyone whom he hated and wanted to fuck to such extremes and in equal measure.

“That’s right, dumbfuck,” Veronica said, gloating over Jason’s abject humiliation. “Now get up on your knees. Nothing is better than watching the expression on your face when I kick you in the fucking balls.”

Jason got up on his knees, and though he knew she wanted him to spread his knees wide and push his hips forward, presenting his balls to her, he couldn’t get his body to comply. His fear of Veronica caused his physical body to resist following the directions from his own brain. She burst out laughing, almost a cackle when she noticed Jason’s erection.

“That tiny little penis is so fucking hilarious!” she exclaimed. “Now get your fucking knees apart and stick your little penis out. Show it to me like it’s a fucking present.”

Jason tried to keep his body from trembling as he diligently obeyed Veronica’s order.

“More!” she exclaimed, her voice terrifying in its insistence. “Farther apart, hips forward!”

Jason pushed himself to his limit in offering himself to her, feeling his body stretch until it hurt.

“That’s better,” Veronica commented. “You’re still a fucking joke, and a complete asshole, but at least you know it. You’re a small-dicked, worthless fuck-nut, and you’re about to get your balls hammered so hard you’ll wish you didn’t have any. But first, I want to hear it. That’s right, you’re being offered the privilege of speaking to your superior. I want to hear you beg for it.”

“Please, may I—” Jason began to say when Veronica interrupted him by stepping forward and kicking him in the balls so hard that he lost the ability to do more than crumple to the floor, practically hyperventilating from the pain.

Veronica took a step back, laughing loudly and victoriously.

“That’s right,” Veronica howled, “fuck you, asshole. Seeing you get what you deserve, what every man deserves is hilarious, and I haven’t even gotten started yet.”

When Veronica had determined that she was satisfied with the degradation she’d made Jason endure, she sat on the edge of the bed. Her leather pants had a zipper that went all the way from the front to the back, revealing her naked pussy when she unzipped it and spread her legs apart.

“Now get your fucking face between my legs, asshole,” she growled.

Jason thought about what Sara had said and endeavored to lick Veronica’s pussy as well as he was able, making sure his tongue pleasured her continually far past the point of fatigue, and stayed focused on her clit even when her hips began to buck as she approached each of several orgasms.


Chapter 12

The next morning, while Sara was walking Jason on the leash attached to his cock and ball harness, She noticed that he was practically in tears. She brought him to heel and had him kneel up.

“Tell me the problem, Jason,” Sara said. “What has you so distraught?”

He looked up at her, appearing truly pathetic kneeling before her, tears welling in his eyes.

“It’s the thing I was telling you about, Miss Sara,” Jason replied, then lowered his voice. “Miss Veronica.”

“Well, did she offer you the opportunity to show gratitude?” Sara asked.

“Yes,” Jason admitted.

“Was it, you know, oral?” Sara asked.

“I’m . . .,” Jason hesitated, “I’m not supposed to tell anyone anything that happens to me.”

“I know, and you’re being a good boy, but I overrule you,” Sara replied. “Tell me.”

“Well, then, yes,” Jason confessed. “She had me use my tongue a lot.”

“What does ‘a lot’ mean?” Sara asked.

“She had me lick her shoes. Then she took her shoes off and put her bare feet in my face, then her toes in my mouth. Then she had me lick her pussy. That went on for a long time, I guess.”

“You guess?” Sara asked.

“I don’t know, I lost track of time,” Jason replied.

“Don’t begin your sentences with ‘I,’ Jason,” Sara reprimanded him.

“I’m . . .” Jason began to say. “You are deserving of an apology, Miss Sara. Accepting my inferior status is an issue that is still difficult for me.”

“I understand,” Sara replied. “Keep trying. You’ll learn,” she said, though she was unsure of whether he would or not. “So, continue.”

“She had me lick her pussy for a length of time, how long I couldn’t say. Then she sat on my face and had me lick her ass,” Jason explained.

“Did she want your tongue in her ass?” Sara asked.

“Yes,” Jason replied.

“And did you do as you were told?” Sara asked.

“Yes, she only had to slap me across the penis twice, otherwise I had my tongue as deep in her ass as I could,” Jason replied.

“So overall, would you say that you were attentive, submissive, and obedient to her?” Sara asked.

“She would have to be the judge of that,” Jason replied. “But I sincerely tried to do my best.”

“Well then that’s all that a boy can do, isn’t that right?” Sara said in consoling him. “Has it occurred to you that she just might enjoy watching you suffer her cruelty, and it’s not necessarily a reflection of your obedience?”

“That’s . . . sure, it seems possible,” Jason replied, sounding dubious.

Jason was silent for a moment.

“She mentioned that she was interested in trying out some of the other men,” Jason said, sounding hopeful.

Sara felt a chill down her spine.

“Other men?” she asked. “Did she specify?”

“No,” Jason replied, curious about Sara’s apparent apprehension. “Just one of the others. So maybe she’ll decide to target someone else for a while.”

Sara had an image in her mind of Tyler being made to submit to Veronica’s sadistic humiliation. It made her nervous for him, but it also caused an acceleration in her feelings of urgency. She wanted to protect Tyler, but she was in no position to do anything about it. And what was even more troubling was that at the moment, the greatest threat to him was Sara herself, who was to make a performance of his humiliating punishment for the Institute’s entertainment.

Suddenly everything had become real, due to her feelings for him. With Jason, or Miles, or Andre, she felt a certain indifference to their discomfort and embarrassment. She had no difficulty in preparing them for punishment, or even delivering it herself. The one thing that she held onto was that at least she was the one that was going to be in control of what happened to Tyler, a contradiction in her own mind that puzzled her.

On the one hand, she thought, she didn’t want to have to make a spectacle of abusing his naked body in front of an audience, and on the other hand, she was happy that at least it was her that would be doing it. It didn’t make sense to have these conflicting thoughts in her mind.

She thought perhaps she simply felt jealous of the Institute, in that they had a form of ownership in their control over Tyler, and she resented it because she wanted to have that level of control over him herself. She had never felt that she was particularly dominant, but she did know that she wanted to have Tyler as her property.

What does it mean if you want to own a man and have him do everything you want him to, yet you don’t feel as though you are particularly dominant? she wondered.


Chapter 13

When Sara arrived home that evening, she was surprised to see her roommate Astrid, sitting on the couch having a conversation with Freya.

“No, I don’t hate men!” Astrid exclaimed in response to whatever Freya had said a moment before Sara walked in the door. “They just need to learn their proper place. Look, if you have a penis, you need to understand the reality of your situation. You’re going to be subjected to some punishment, that’s all.”

“So this is the conversation I come home to?” Sara asked, laughing, as she dropped herself into an armchair.

“Yeah, what?” Freya asked. “We were just talking about guys. Astrid, here, asked me if I have Hunter by the balls.”

“And sadly, it appears that she most definitely does not,” Astrid said.

“Not by your standards,” Freya said in her defense.

“True, I have impossibly high standards,” Astrid admitted. “But I just don’t think it’s a coincidence that men have a really sensitive pair of balls right up front. I believe it’s to make it easier to control them. Every guy I’ve ever allowed to be with me has learned the lesson immediately that I’ll be grabbing them by the balls fairly consistently,” Astrid continued. “Grab and hold. It’s just set up so perfectly that it doesn’t seem like an accident.”

“Grab and hold?” Sara asked, sounding amused.

“Right. And that led Freya to start telling me about the thing with your job and the guy you—” Astrid said, then noticed Freya frantically gesturing. “What?” she asked.

“Really?!” Sara exclaimed, looking at Freya. “You said you were going to not, specifically not reveal anything we talked about!”

“I’m sorry, it’s just that we were on the subject,” Freya replied defensively.

“You even pantomimed locking your lips shut and throwing away the key!” Sara said, sounding exasperated.

“Well, I guess she found the key,” Astrid said. “Don’t worry, I didn’t hear anything that will get anyone in trouble.”

“You don’t know,” Sara replied. “The Institute is very secretive, and they’re very kind of scary, I think.”

“The Institute?” Astrid said, sounding curious.

“Oh, fuck. Did I say that out loud?” Sara asked. “OK, forget you heard anything,” she cautioned them.

“Oh, not a problem,” Astrid said. “So you work for . . . the organization I won’t name? Because if that’s where you work, then one, I am impressed. I did not know that about you. And two, right, I would never tell anyone anything about that.”

“You know?” Sara asked cautiously. “I mean, you know what it is?”

“I do,” Astrid replied. “By which I mean no, I’ve never heard of the place you are talking about,” Astrid said with a wink. “But now that we’ve gotten that out of the way, I do have to address the fact that Freya gave me a sketch of your situation that it turns out I got all wrong because I didn’t realize what we were talking about. If you are working at the organization that will not be named, then it puts the entire thing in a whole new light. So this guy,” Astrid said, then paused. “Am I supposed to know his name?”

“If you do already, then I guess you can’t unknow it,” Sara replied.

“Right, so this guy, Tyler, he is at that place, which now puts it into perspective because I know what that means for a guy to be there. And you like him. A lot.”

“Yeah,” Sara replied.

“And the problem is?” Astrid asked.

“How do I get him out?” Sara asked.

“Get him through the final?” Astrid asked.

“Oh, so you do know about the Institute. I mean, yeah. That place,” Sara said.

“I know a little,” Astrid countered.

“The problem is how do I get him out before the final,” Sara said. “It’s impossible. And there are women there that scare me if I’m being honest about it. I don’t know what’s going to happen to him the longer he’s there.”

“Well,” Freya interjected, “speaking of women that will scare you, you should hear more about our roommate Astrid’s philosophy on men.”

“Later,” Astrid said. “For now, we need to attend to Sara’s problem.”

“I really don’t think there’s anything I can do,” Sara said, sounding depressed.

She looked at her two roommates, wondering if it was a bad idea to be talking about this at all.

“The thing is,” Sara said, “we have these monthly gatherings. One of the men is sure to be brought up in front of the members, all of whom are women, and they want to see him getting punished in some way. It’s supposed to be so that they can see the level of his conditioning, but I kind of feel like they just, you know, get off on it.”

“Understandable,” Astrid noted.

“So this coming event, I am supposed to whip Tyler. It’s like a performance. I demonstrate his ability to submit, to endure, and I can’t show any favoritism. I can’t be lenient in any way.”

“And you feel like your feelings about Tyler will soften you?” Astrid asked. “Like you’ll give a bit in applying the whip, or whatever?”

“Yeah, I do worry about that,” Sara admitted. “I’ve never been tasked with a performance before the members.”

Astrid regarded Sara for a moment, thinking about the problem.

“You know,” Astrid said, “while I don’t really relate, I’ve heard some women express similar thoughts. And what I always come back to is how a man has been raised.”

“How he was raised?” Sara asked.

“Yeah. The thing is,” Astrid mused, “with some men, their mother just wasn’t strict enough with them, and they need to learn basic manners. Now, that can be exhausting. It’s much preferable to for a man to have had a domineering mother, one who wasn’t lax with discipline. Trust me, a guy who grew up with the understanding that he’d get the belt for any infraction of the house rules is better off for it. I mean, it doesn’t have to have been with a belt,” Astrid conceded. “But the use of an implement is superior I’ve found. It’s often one of my first questions with any guy I date. I have him tell me what kind of punishment he had received growing up. And the thing is, I had a guy whose mother spanked him with her bare hand and it showed. He was nowhere near the level of guys who’d gotten it with the strap or the belt or the paddle.”

“So you think it better if men have a track record of being disciplined?” Sara asked.

“Absolutely,” Astrid replied. “The harder the better. I dated this guy who grew up in a house with a mother who applied correction with a rattan cane, and I can tell you that was really effective. He told me that she’d have him pants down in the backyard regularly. And when it came to the actual punishment, he said she wasn’t quick about it. He said she usually didn’t quit until he was crying. This particular guy had an affinity for discipline and self-control that was impressive. When I’d grab him by the balls, he would just immediately come to attention, which was really cute, adorable really, seeing a guy who is able to surrender to control to me like that. And this guy could go down on me for hours, never stopping. I’m not even sure how he managed to breathe, but he did, apparently, since he’d still be alive when I was done with him,” Astrid recalled, laughing.

“And when I told him that he wasn’t going to come, he was so sweet in accepting that,” Astrid continued. “He understood when I said that I get sexual satisfaction from denial, and so he was going to have blue balls pretty consistently. It’s so nice to have a man who’s already come to terms with the fact that his balls are going to ache on a regular basis. The guy who’s been making me come recently has a really big pair of balls that I can tell really hurt when I tease him. He’ll groan in this low, gravelly voice that lets me know the pain from his bloated blue balls is really intense for him. They’re so cute like that. Like little puppy dogs, panting and whimpering. I fucking love that.”

Astrid appeared lost in thought for a moment, then she turned to Sara.

“So here’s the thing,” Astrid concluded. “Men crave discipline. They do, it’s a fact. They realize they have this natural inferiority to women and it makes them anxious. They feel an undeniable shame. Some can’t get over it, and they act out in various ways, but the denominator in this equation is that men are always grateful when you show them that you care enough to discipline them. They respond to it. They respect it. They sometimes even learn from it. Put them in their place, make them really feel it when you correct them, and they will be so grateful to you. So don’t hesitate in turning a guy’s ass a bright, cherry red. It's for his own benefit, which he will come to understand if he doesn’t already.”

“Um, wow,” Freya replied. “Let me just say that I am impressed.”

Sara suddenly realized how little she knew about her roommate. Initially, she hadn’t taken much notice of Astrid aside from her being mysterious, and not around the apartment very often. She realized she’d mostly thought of Astrid as being quiet and reasonably friendly. Most importantly, she never left dishes in the sink. Now she realized that Astrid was terrifying. Hearing her unabashedly talk about dominating men was a revelation, and it made her feel inspired.


Chapter 14

On the evening of the monthly gathering of the members of the Institute, the entrance, the main office and even the hallways were transformed by the presence of thirty or so well-dressed women and a number of shirtless young men carrying trays filled with glasses of wine. The wine stewards had been hired for the occasion, and warned that they would be fondled aggressively, but they were each unprepared for how brazen the women were in freely molesting their bodies.

Each of the young men found that it took a great deal of concentration to keep their trays of wine from spilling onto the floor when a woman would come up behind him and slide her hand between his legs to grab him by the balls. At least when the women grabbed them from the front, aggressively grabbing them by the cock, they could anticipate it.

Sara thought it curious that the women of the Institute seemed to get far more enjoyment from the men who’d not been fully conditioned yet. She wondered if she really understood the purpose of the Institute and its goals, since the members were so clearly predominately interested in seeing the men who were new to the experience, as though the conditioning that was visited upon each of the men, the actual subject of their study, was immaterial.

They certainly enjoyed, even demanded that the men were presented not only stripped and exposed, but also demeaned and subjugated before being made to suffer. They responded well when any of the men buckled under the pressure of being made to endure the agonizing torture they received.

The supposed goal of the study was to make men compliant and obedient, but it was the men who were least prepared to endure the treatment that they responded to most enthusiastically. By far the best attendance occurred when they first brought a new subject before them.

They did have some interest in the final demonstration, the event in which the subjects would be given their final trial. Those evenings saw an increase in attendance, but less than that of the subject’s first, or initial examination.

Partly the increase in attendance over the majority of what was generally twelve performances of any individual was due to additional guests being invited. Jocelyn made a point of inviting women who were of significance to the subject. This was purposefully designed to make it meaningful for the male in question. Ex-wives, in rare cases current wives, ex-girlfriends, female family members, friends, coworkers, each were considered with respect to the level of embarrassment and intimidation their presence would cause the subject. These additional audience members would also occasionally develop an interest in the Institute itself and look into becoming a member.

“Ladies, may I please encourage you to make your way into the theater,” Jocelyn announced, her voice loud and authoritarian, yet professionally warm and friendly.

Once each of the women had made their way into the small theater and found a seat, Jocelyn stepped up onto the stage to make her introduction.

“Welcome, each of you, to tonight’s performance at the Institute. Tonight we will have the pleasure of viewing Tyler,” Jocelyn announced as Sara led him onto the stage of the small auditorium. “He will be whipped and humiliated for your entertainment this evening by Sara, one of my capable assistants. Some of you, aware of the alteration in tonight’s program, have expressed some doubts that your enjoyment may be lessened due to the fact that the various punishments this evening will not be by my own hand. I assure you that Sara here is more than thoroughly competent,” Jocelyn said.

She glanced at Sara, a look of warning flashing in her eyes, then turned her attention to Tyler. Jocelyn took ahold of Tyler by the hair on the back of his head and pulled his head back.

“I believe you may well find you are not only suitably impressed with her skill,” Jocelyn continued, “but delighted as well with the novel techniques she employs in asserting her natural female superiority over this subject.”

Jocelyn flashed another look of warning at Sara, who kept her face frozen in a look of confidence born of superiority.

“This one has shown some promise,” Jocelyn said, indicating Tyler by stroking his fingers down his bare chest. Then she turned back to face the crowd of women seated before them. “But he still needs to be shown his place. As you all are well aware, that is an almost endless pursuit. It requires that we reduce a man to nothing through a long series of humiliating punishments and trials designed to not only bring him to his knees but instill in him the discipline to remain there.”

Jocelyn released Tyler, and the efficacy of his training was shown in his remaining as she had positioned him. She gave a nod to Sara, who then stepped forward.

Sara attached his handcuffs to a carabiner on a steel cable that lifted his arms up behind him to almost shoulder-height. Then she had him spread his legs to attach leather cuffs around his ankles, themselves attached to two eye bolts in the floor set four feet apart. She placed her hand on the back of his head not to position him, but to remind him that he was to keep his face up and visible to the audience.

Sara went over to one side of the room where there were a number of implements laid out for her use. She selected a long, thin riding crop with which to begin. She slipped her hand into the loop that hung around her wrist when she held it by its leather braided handle. She lifted the crop and reflexively tested its flexibility with her other hand. She maneuvered around to face Tyler, making sure to stand on the other side of the camera so that the audience could still see his face on the large monitor to one side of the stage. The other monitor displayed a view of his ass, framed wide so that they would be able to see the rapid movement of the whip as it struck him as well.

Sara leveled her gaze at Tyler. The look in his eyes was almost heartbreaking to Sara. He showed her with nothing more than the look he gave her that he adored her, he trusted her, and he loved her. Sara noticed with amazement that he managed to show her all of that while simultaneously appearing terrified of her, so that the audience would see that, assuming it was his fear that instilled in him a respect for her.

She returned the look and hoped that she was similarly able to affect an appearance that served her dual purpose. She wanted to seem to the audience that she was taunting him with the anticipation of his whipping while also secretly reassuring him. It benefitted her that the audience could not see her face as they could Tyler’s. But she knew that Jocelyn could see her. Jocelyn stood off to one side of the stage in her usual arms-crossed position, studying Sara in search of any signs of weakness. Sara suddenly hardened her expression, and strode forward, stopping where she could most comfortably stand and deliver the punishment the audience was waiting to see.

“I will begin with a demonstration that will test this subject’s ability to remain in place,” Sara announced. “These initial strokes of the whip will land across his calves. They will sting in a way that makes it almost impossible to endure without the body inadvertently jerking away from the source of the pain that it feels. You will likely enjoy the look on the face of the subject. Just this afternoon it revealed its newfound acceptance of an inferior status. This is a step in the right direction, but clearly it needs to be given a correction. It is still under the impression that it has some status, even if it recognizes it is inferior. It needs to learn that it has no status whatsoever. It needs to learn that it is of no significance and is unworthy of even being considered. Please, now, enjoy the well-deserved painful punishment this subject has earned for itself.”

With that, Sara began to whip Tyler across the calves. She did so methodically, laying the whip across either calf in turn, slowly and deliberately allowing Tyler to anticipate each stinging welt.

“And now,” Sara announced, “since many of you are mainly interested in seeing the subject being marked across the ass, I am going to do precisely that, raising welts across his butt that will render it unable to sit down for many days. But first, I will slowly and methodically work my way up the backs of its thighs.”

Tyler waited, as Sara allowed the anticipation to build. The audience was transfixed on the sight before them, relishing the opportunity to indulge in the spectacle of Tyler being whipped across his naked ass. Sara took a deep breath. Then she began to whip him, gradually increasing the intensity until she was laying crimson welts across his ass with every stroke of the whip, testing Tyler’s ability to remain upright. It required the entirety of his bodily strength and endurance to not collapse.

By the end of his beating, Tyler was barely holding on, his legs shaking as he fought to retain control of himself. The audience kept their eyes on Tyler, enjoying his suffering at her hand, but also watching carefully to see if he might give in to the pain of the whip.

Knowing that it would be highly entertaining for the women in the audience, Sara picked up a flogger, and positioned herself behind Tyler. She repeatedly swung the many long, thin tendrils of the whip up between his legs, whipping his cock and balls simultaneously. As she had anticipated, the murmurs of appreciation from the crowd signaled their enjoyment of the whipping.

Sara concluded, and turned toward the audience, seeing their faces smiling brightly, signaling their approval of her effort. Their generous applause made her feel proud of herself in accomplishing her goal, but even more she was proud of Tyler for having endured the torturous whipping across his naked body.

When Sara returned Tyler to his room, she sat on the edge of his bed while Tyler knelt on the floor before her, his wrists crossed obediently behind his back. Sara always felt touched by how submissive his posture was in kneeling before her, giving every indication that he wanted nothing more than to remain at her feet, looking up at her in adoration. His erection had finally subsided, but every other part of him was at attention, available for her to take into her hands at will.

“You did well,” Sara said softly, her admiration evident in her delivery.

“Thank you, Sara,” Tyler replied. “And thank you for whipping me the way that you did. I know it would have made things difficult for you if you’d been lenient, so you put your trust in me that I’d endure it. Your confidence in me made me feel good about the way you see me. I am grateful to you for that.”

Sara’s eyes brightened as she smiled affectionately at Tyler’s expression of gratitude.

“You know, I don’t think they understand,” Tyler continued, his voice now barely above a whisper. “They don’t seem to care whether it’s consensual or not, in fact, I think most of them prefer that it’s not. What they don’t see is that there is something more. Something greater, something beyond.”

Sara watched him closely, worried that what he was saying might be dangerous for him to think, let alone voice out loud.

“All of this,” Tyler said, “the punishment, the submission, I would happily do for you. No, not happily,” Tyler amended, “desperately. I would submit to something far beyond what I am required to submit to here if I were to be doing it for you. That I would do voluntarily. Without question.”

“Oh,” Sara replied in almost a sigh, her voice wavering.

She placed her hands on either side of his face and saw his body submit to her almost imperceptibly.

“That’s a beautiful thing for you to say, Tyler,” she whispered. She wanted to kiss him very badly in this moment, but she restrained herself. She had succeeded in not showing favoritism, she thought, and she didn’t want to do so now.

“Well then,” Sara concluded, standing up and giving Tyler a pat on the head. “You get some sleep now. You deserve it.”

“Miss Sara?” Tyler asked.

“Yes?” she replied.

“Thank you,” he said.

When Sara finally arrived home late that night, she got undressed and stepped into the shower, where she stood beneath the showerhead, letting the warm water pour over her. She felt a now-familiar frustration due to the fact that thoughts of Tyler made her feel warm and happy, but scared and resentful at the same time. She couldn’t think about him without thinking about his situation. His captivity, as she thought of it. Imagining a future with him was difficult because it brought up so many unknowns.

Sara reluctantly pulled the soft exfoliating loofah from its tile shelf and gave it two pumps of body wash. She began to scrub herself, moving the loofah in a circular motion across her skin. With the other men, she could successfully suppress the memories of their bating rituals, since she generally was mentally checked out and not even forming memories when she attended to them. But she was unable to avoid thinking about showering Tyler. And thinking about him in the shower made her think about his body, which made her own body feel more present.

Most times, she could practically ignore her own physicality since it was a constant, like a sound that becomes unheard because it is ever-present. But now she was made aware of her tall, slender body, a thing she’d never felt entirely satisfied with.

She felt that Tyler loved her, a thought that felt exhilarating and terrifying at the same time. She could feel it when she was around him so it didn’t seem as though it could be her mistaking his words for some greater meaning. The way she felt made her think that he would care for her no matter what she looked like. It was a thought she was unsure of what to do with. Tyler was unlike anyone she’d ever met, and now he was someone she couldn’t be without.

Her hand found its way to its familiar spot, with the heel of her hand resting above her pubic bone and her fingers curled into position all in support of the tip of her middle finger gently stroking her clit. She made small circular motions at first, gently pushing the clitoral hood to either side in an endless repetition.

Slowly, she began to transition to a back-and-forth movement, increasing the rhythm while simultaneously decreasing the pressure until her finger was barely touching her clit as it slid rapidly back and forth. Her other hand had taken ahold of one of her breasts and was aggressively pinching the nipple.

Sara closed her eyes and opened her mouth. She thought of Tyler’s cock pushing into her mouth, into her throat, widening her jaw as she took his full length and girth. She leaned her head back and held her mouth open as widely as she could under the spray of water from the showerhead, imagining Tyler’s cock fucking her mouth while his tongue rapidly fluttered over her clit, endlessly teasing, and pleasuring her while she sucked his cock until it unloaded, spurting cum into her mouth, into her throat, making her come at the same time.

Her mouth was overflowing with water from the showerhead, which she allowed to spill out of her mouth onto her breasts and down her body, imagining Tyler’s cum all over her body, in her mouth, in her throat, swallowing him and lapping up drops of cum on the head of his cock and the shaft of his cock while she listened to his breathing gently return to normal.


Chapter 15

The next day, Sara had the day off from work so she slept in. It felt deliciously decadent to lie in bed until late in the morning, and when she finally crawled out of bed it was nearly noon. For no particular reason, she stood before her full-length mirror. She slept in the nude, so her body was entirely exposed to her view.

There were times when she felt aroused by the sight of her breasts, each no more than a handful, or her stomach, which even Sara had to admit was remarkably flat, though the subtlest curve led down to her soft patch of pubic hair. Or her long legs, with their elegant, seemingly sculpted shape.

On this morning, she was ambivalent about her own naked body. She threw on a pair of jeans and a string bikini top, not caring that her nipples projected prominently beneath the stretchy fabric. She went out to the farmer’s market, ignoring the looks she got from men as she walked along the stalls, focusing instead on the produce and various other items for sale. She tried to keep her mind off of her job, finding it helpful to begin by reminding herself that it was just a job and nothing more.

When she got home, she put the food away, having a loosely formulated plan for making dinner. Then she went and sat on the balcony off the living room and read a book she’d wanted to get back into.

That evening, Sara noticed that Astrid was uncharacteristically present in the apartment, sitting on the sofa and staring at her phone. Freya was similarly situated when Sara sat down in the armchair. She noticed that Astrid was dressed up as though she was on a date, with her hair pulled back and piled up in a loose bun on her head, dark lipstick, and dangling hoop earrings. She was wearing a tight, see-through shirt without a bra, revealing what were by Sara’s estimation, a spectacular pair of breasts.

“And what do we owe the pleasure of an appearance by our illusive roommate this evening?” Sara asked.

“Oh my God, don’t ask,” Astrid replied.

“Already did, sorry,” Sara replied. “But of course, it’s none of my business.

“No, come on, just show her,” Freya urged Astrid.

“Fine, but it pisses me off,” Astrid said as she pulled up an image on her phone.

She held it out for Sara to take a look.

“That would be a photo of a penis,” Sara said after examining the image.

“Yes, and what about it?” Astrid asked.

“A small penis?” Sara suggested.

“Fucking tiny,” Astrid replied, sitting back on the couch. “So I’m here with you two lovely ladies.”

Sara thought Astrid sounded as though lovely ladies were not who she wanted to be spending her evening with, and that she was annoyed to be doing precisely that.

“So I was supposed to be out with Mr. Tiny here,” she said, gesturing toward her phone.

“But apparently, he did not live up to Astrid’s expectations,” Freya said.

“Requirements,” Astrid replied. “I have specific requirements concerning his cock. I mean, do I even need to say it?”

“You like them big?” Sara guessed.

“Fucking huge,” Astrid replied, laughing. “I am so particular about his cock. I want to see a high and tight circumcision, and I want to see that the corona is flared out wide and nicely rounded. I like the shaft to be really thick and mostly straight, with a bit of an upward curve to it. I don’t like it curved to either side. A prominent ventral, or urethral vein is nice. And I like a heavy set of balls, of course. Not just big, which is a requirement. I hate it when they’re average or smaller. But I want to feel some weight to them when I’ve got my hands on them. And I’ve got little hands, so they should bulge out to either side when I get them locked in my grip. But most importantly, a guy has to be well-hung. I hate guys with tiny dicks. I mean, I actually hate them. I’m going to need to see his dick within the first five minutes or so to have a look at his size.”

“So, what, right there, you have him show you?” Freya asked. “I mean, I’m guessing it’s like a conventional date at a restaurant or something.”

“Yeah,” Astrid replied. “But I think a guy should expect it. Like, it’s no big deal. It’s nothing, really. Like this guy tonight,” Astrid said, again gesturing toward her phone. “We were at the restaurant a few minutes before I had him take it out to show me. I mean, if I meet a guy who has a problem pulling his dick out to show me first thing when I meet him, then we’ve got problems already. Clearly, he is too worried about the embarrassment of exposing himself and he needs to get over that. I mean, what’s the big fucking deal if everyone sees your dick? I’m the only one he should be worried about seeing it. And if he shows me a dick that’s small, that pisses me off. I tell him what a complete waste of time he is and I leave, but not before he agrees to a few things.”

“A photo, apparently,” Sara said.

“Yes,” Astrid replied, “but first, if I met him on like a dating website or something, then I’ll have him change his profile right then and there. It has to say right up front that he has a small penis. That way, any woman who is considering this guy will be warned ahead of time. And if he’s been recommended to me by a mutual friend then he has to call that person immediately and tell them that he’s too small for her to be recommending without clarifying his measurement. And right, like this guy I saw tonight, I take a picture. I sent it to him so that if anyone needs a visual, he could show them that.”

“So what measurement are you looking for?” Freya asked.

“Eight inches in length and six in circumference is small by my standards,” Astrid explained.

“What?!” Sara said, sounding incredulous.

Freya simply stared in amazement and admiration.

“I might go forward with a guy that small, but he’ll need to be really, really talented with his tongue to keep my interest,” Astrid explained. “Though to be fair, I pretty much demand that every guy I’m with is really good with his tongue.”

“So if I may ask, how did you end up, you know, this way?” Sara asked.

“Oh, I was seriously, dangerously young when I figured it all out,” Astrid replied. “I’d realized that my mother had this amazing level of control over my dad. At first, I hadn’t even noticed it because it was always so normal in my house. Then I saw my friend’s parents having an argument and I thought my mom would have had my dad over her knee so fast. And not just over her knee, but she’d take him to the woodshed.”

Astrid laughed, thinking about it.

“I never knew that ‘taking someone to the woodshed’ was used as a figure of speech because we actually had a woodshed. My mom would order my dad to go out there and he’d have this look like he was in trouble and my mom would have this stance she always had when she was pissed off. They’d be out there for a long time, and when they’d come back, I could tell when she’d given it to him good and hard. He’d be on his best behavior after that. Well, until the next time, since as we know, men are slow learners,” Astrid said with a little laugh.

“Anyway, when my brother started to get the same treatment, a change came over him as well. He began to act differently around me. Then there was this thing that happened one day, you see. It seemed extraordinary at the time, but later I would realize what had actually happened. My brother had been punished, around the time when he was getting it pretty frequently, and as usual, he had been ordered to remain in place afterward to think about whatever he had done. I don’t even remember what it was at the time. But I had gotten curious about the whole thing. His punishment, I mean. So when he was left there, out in the woodshed, I wandered out and took a look at him. He was kneeling, pants down, and I walked up to him. He was really nervous, I could tell, and what really struck me was that he was humiliated having me see him like that. This was my first time seeing the way a boy looks when he’s embarrassed and he can’t do anything about it. It emboldened me, I guess, so I walked up to him and stood over him.

“It was summer, it was hot, and I wore these short little summer dresses all the time. It wasn’t even purposeful on my part at first, but when I was standing in front of him, just seeing what it felt like to look down on him kneeling there, I realized that my pussy was inches from his face. And he got hard. He had this little penis that was sticking straight up, practically pressing against his stomach, you know? And this change came over him that I didn’t understand. He became submissive. He was still embarrassed, maybe even more so, but he was suddenly under my control, I mean, I could tell.

“At first, I was appalled, even pissed off at him for doing something so gross, so offensive. Then I realized that he couldn’t help it. It was my pussy. It had this effect. Then I realized that my pussy had the same effect on all men, or at least most of them. All I had to do was get my pussy a few inches from a guy’s face and this change would come over him. He’d be done for, willing to do anything I’d tell him to.

“So I talked to my mom about it, and holy shit when she heard that my brother got an erection, she whipped his ass so hard. It was brutal, and I think that was when he got a chastity cage locked around his little penis. I laughed about that for, well, years. I don’t prefer them that way myself, but it always makes me laugh when a guy gets locked up like that. Anyway, from then on, I realized I could have men however I wanted them, and not only did I want that, of course, but I wanted even more. I wanted them on their fucking knees.”

“I am just so glad that I don’t have a pair of balls and a dick,” Sara said. “I’d be terrified of you.”

Both Freya and Astrid laughed.

“Hold on!” Astrid suddenly exclaimed, “you had that thing, didn’t you? The monthly gathering or whatever. You made a show of punishing Tyler, right?”

“Right,” Sara replied.

“So?” Astrid asked. “How did it go?”

Sara allowed herself a tight-lipped smile.

“It went OK, I guess,” she replied. “It actually went well. Tyler was fantastic. He was so obedient, better than I could have imagined. And the audience was really impressed, or at least that’s the impression I got.”

“Good for you!” Astrid exclaimed.

“Yeah, I’m impressed,” Freya added. “I’m also so jealous, I want to see one of these events.”

“I think you have to become a donor,” Sara said. “It’s a lot of money, I think.”

“Well it’s cool that you not only get in free, but you also get paid to do it, and you actually get to have your hand on the whip,” Astrid said. “So I think you should feel good about the whole thing.”

Sara returned Astrid’s smile and realized that she actually did feel kind of good about what had happened. And even so, she had no idea what was to come.


Chapter 16

“Sara,” Jocelyn said the following Monday, “Over the weekend I spent some time taking into consideration your interest in Tyler,” she stated, her gaze uncharacteristically directed at Sara. “I am usually not open to even considering such matters, as they are generally inappropriate to our mission here. That is to say, you are not the first to take an interest in one of our subjects.”

Sara felt as though a large rock had been dropped onto her stomach.

“Your predecessor took an interest in Andre,” Jocelyn continued. “This was sometime in the earlier stages of his training. She saw how obedient he was becoming and wanted to take advantage of the hard work we’d put into to reforming him. She wanted a domestic slave of her own and thought Andre would be a prime candidate. She was not wrong, he will in fact make an excellent servant to the right woman. She was not it, however. It was an oversight on my part to hire her. So she was let go.”

Sara listened with rapt attention, trying to control her breathing while she wondered where Jocelyn’s monologue was heading.

“You, Sara, are something different,” Jocelyn said, her eyes sparkling brightly. “I see that Tyler has made great strides in his obedience in your hands. I can see that he respects you and submits to you readily.”

Sara felt a surge of pride, and suddenly felt she had reason to be hopeful.

“Contrary to your predecessor, you don’t appear to be wanting to take advantage of the conditioning effected by others,” Jocelyn explained. “Rather, it is your own work you may be wishing to capitalize on where Tyler is concerned. And not for your own selfish interests, though I generally would not begrudge a woman who wished simply to indulge herself,” Jocelyn said with a generously warm smile.

Sara returned the smile, hoping for the best.

“But what I believe is that you want Tyler to be the submissive he has the potential of becoming,” Jocelyn claimed. “The potential we have all seen in him. It’s not every man who is capable of being a true submissive. Some have a natural talent. They can be trained, I believe, but as you know a lot of men are simply disappointing. A man might learn to kneel, or offer service to its superiors, or even take a beating across the ass. But a true submissive will do so much more, wanting nothing more than to serve, fully embracing its inferior status.

Jocelyn paused a moment, turning to gaze directly at Sara. Sara sat riveted.

“So here is what I propose,” she said. “You will take Tyler under your control. He will be relocated as per your authority. You will report back his progress, or lack thereof, making sure that he is performing to the expectations set forth by the Institute’s rules for male behavior.”

Sara tried to keep her face from reacting, while inside her body she felt like she was vibrating.

“He will remain fully exposed, of course, and he will respond to you as his dominant,” Jocelyn explained. “He will do so without question. You will be responsible for his punishment, and you will provide humiliation when necessary to promote his progress toward transforming into the submissive he has the potential to become. Does this sound agreeable to you? It does mean a great deal of responsibility for you. And if this arrangement results in any backward momentum in his progress, then he will need to return to our oversight.”

Sara was unaware that her lips were parted, as though frozen in the shape of her having begun to speak without any sound coming out. She made a vague gesture that appeared as though she was beginning to perform a task she didn’t understand.

“What?” Sara said at last, then realized what she was saying and recovered. “I mean, yes, if you’re asking. Yes, I am prepared to take on that responsibility.”

Sara lowered her hands to the arms of her chair and gripped them as though in anticipation of floating upward when gravity itself was turned off.

“I see that you are,” Jocelyn said, deeply amused with her enthusiastic young employee. “Now this particular protocol has never been employed, so we will need to keep a close eye, as I’ve mentioned. Tyler will need to hit certain benchmarks, and he will, of course, need to proceed to his final test once we’ve assessed that he is ready.”

“Of course, I will prepare him to do that,” Sara said.

Then she realized that she still had no idea what his test would be. As though reading her thoughts, Jocelyn slid a folder toward her.

“You will find everything you need to know in this folder. Take care of it, as it will remain the property of the Institute.”

Sara took the thick folder into her possession, feeling like she should guard it with her life. She realized Jocelyn had concluded their meeting and Sara was about to get up when she had a thought. She was unsure if she should say anything. Her curiosity won.

“I apologize if this is none of my business,” Sara began.

Don’t look a gift horse in the mouth, Sara, she thought.

“But why did you decide to allow me to do this?” Sara asked cautiously.

Jocelyn regarded her for a moment.

“It appears that you have powerful friends,” she said enigmatically.

Sara felt the answer was more mysterious than if she’d had no answer at all.

Powerful friends? she wondered. How do I have powerful friends?

* * *

While sitting on the train during her commute back to her apartment at the end of the day, Sara felt the packet of information she held in her hands practically burning her palms. She looked casually around to see if anyone was taking any particular notice of her. Then she opened the folder and began reading the forms Tyler had filled out as part of his admission into the study.

Her eyes widened and her breathing paused for a moment when she read Tyler’s confession regarding that which he was most fearful of. What he felt would be the most humiliating experience for him. She read it knowing that whatever he had written would become his reality. That, Sara had come to realize, was what Jocelyn did. It was what the Institute did. They took the greatest aversion, the most deep-seated fear of each of the men and made it real. They made it happen. And then they watched as each of the subjects encountered what they found to be most humiliating as it was happening to them. They even took pleasure in the spectacle of observing a man confronting that which he thought was most humiliating while naked. The sight of a man embarrassed beyond reason was entertainment for the women of the Institute.

“He’s going to get kicked in the balls,” Sara whispered aloud to herself.


Chapter 17

“So,” Sara announced, unsure of how to introduce the proposal to her roommates.

“Um, yeah?” Freya prompted her.

Astrid looked up, expectantly. They had just finished dinner, an unusual event for the three women since they rarely had their schedules in sync.

“How would you feel,” Sara began, slowly, “about having a guy stay with us in the apartment for a month or two?”

“A guy?” Freya asked. “Do you mean Tyler?”

Astrid had a mysterious smile on her face.

“Yeah, Tyler,” Sara replied. “The Institute is going to allow me to finish his training. It’s not something they do very often. Actually, they’ve never done it before. But they are allowing me to take Tyler with the agreement that I get him ready for his final test.”

“What’s that about?” Freya asked. “Actually, that’s not my first question, my first question is where is he going to, you know, sleep and stuff?”

“I guess he’ll have to be in my room,” Sara replied. “But here’s the thing. I can’t fuck him until he completes the final. If I start, I know I won’t be able to stop and it will show in his, you know, obedience.”

“Well, I think it’s better for them if they aren’t allowed to come,” Astrid said.

“So you don’t make a guy come when you’re with him?” Freya asked.

“No, absolutely not,” Astrid replied. “The level of satisfaction I get from denying him is so far superior the pleasure he’d get from having his little spurt. For one, the male orgasm is so insignificant. It’s stupid, and it’s a waste of time and energy. Whereas the pleasure I get from having him permanently on edge is continuous. I get off on it perpetually. All the time. And the female orgasm, so vastly superior to begin with, is just that much better when it’s with a guy who has lost track of how long it’s been since he’s come.”

“So what do you do, like, keep him in a chastity cage or something?” Freya asked. “Like one of those devices that you can lock?”

“No, I don’t like those,” Astrid replied. “I feel that’s cheating. You’re robbing the guy of the feeling he has about his own penis when he voluntarily gives up control. If he’s locked up, then it’s not a choice. He should be allowed to continually make a decision in your favor, following directions even when he has the opportunity to misbehave. I introduce that immediately, like on the first date.

“Don’t they just masturbate?” Freya asked.

“I consider masturbation to be a misbehavior, and I won’t tolerate it,” Astrid explained. “I have any potential date tell me if he thinks he can keep his hands off his penis for as long as he is with me. And mainly I don’t want him locked up because of course, I want to see his erection. I love the way an erection looks when a guy hasn’t come in forever. I mean, first date, I want his pants down, showing me what he has to offer, but the second date on, I want his pants off, showing me how hard he gets. I want to see his stamina, and I want to see his desire. Having his cock free of restraint really shows that off. To my way of thinking, his erection is a tribute to me. I want to see him pay that tribute, openly, so that I can see how desperate his cock is for me.”

“Well, OK, so you can’t fuck him, that sucks, Freya said. “So he’s suddenly like a live-in celibate boyfriend or something?”

“I’m not sure,” Sara replied, “I don’t think so. I mean, I like him. A lot. And I think he likes me. A lot. But the woman I work for is really, um, strict, and she pretty much warned me that she expects me to get results. She wants him to be fully reconditioned when I’m done. And thoroughly submissive.”

Astrid’s smile widened.

“This is starting to sound interesting,” Freya said slyly. “So how will this play out? Will you punish him?”

“Yes,” Sara replied. “I will have to maintain a schedule of providing discipline.”

Then she took a deep breath.

“The thing I haven’t mentioned is that he will be naked at all times,” she said, wincing.

“OK, wow,” Freya said. “So you can’t fuck the permanently naked guy? Will he act all submissive all the time? Will he act submissive toward me?”

“Yes,” Sara replied. “Any female. He will probably be the best-behaved male person you have ever met. He will do anything you tell him. Oh, and he will be a servant as well. He will clean the entire apartment and do all household chores.”

“Well of course,” Astrid said.

“Oh my God, that part’s cool,” Freya exclaimed, laughing joyously. “Seriously, can we order him around? Or is it just you?”

“No, it’s not just me,” Sara replied. “He should respond to an order from any female. So yeah, you both can tell him to do stuff.”

“And he will obey?” Freya asked.

“Definitely,” Astrid said.

Sara looked at Astrid.

“Why do I get the idea that this is not a surprise to you?” she asked.

Astrid beamed and would have had a guilty look on her face if she were capable of feeling guilty.

“Well,” Astrid said, then paused, thinking. “Do you know Tania Everly?” she asked.

“Yeah,” Sara replied. “She’s one of the members of the Institute. So I guess you know her as well?”

Astrid smiled, then laughed, clearly pleased with herself.

“When you mentioned Tyler and your situation,” Astrid explained, “it occurred to me that I might be of assistance. You were surprised when Jocelyn made her decision, but I thought it quite likely. See, before you inadvertently revealed it, I had no idea that you were working at the Institute. You were necessarily so secretive about it, and the Institute itself is so tight-lipped about everything that happens there. Anyway, I know Tania. I met her at an event years ago. I kind of admire her. She cuckolds the fuck out of her husband, which amuses me greatly. She and I, it turns out, had both dominated the same guy, which we came to understand in conversation, and we became friends, or at least we gained a mutual respect. I’ve heard there’s this really well-hung guy at the Institute she’s been playing with, is that true?”

“Definitely true,” Sara replied.

“That’s my girl Tania,” Astrid replied, laughing. “Anyway, she asked me at some point if I had any interest in becoming a member of the Institute, but I wasn’t sure that it was my thing, really. It sounded fun, but I’m not much of a joiner. Also, it requires a shit-ton of money. So when you said that you had an interest in Tyler and wanted to take him under your own authority separate from the Institute, I talked to Tania. She said she’d talk to Jocelyn and propose the idea. She has some influence there, so I thought it likely you would find the situation bent in your favor,” Astrid explained.

Sara was speechless for a moment.

“You’re welcome,” Astrid said.

“Oh, right, thank you, Astrid,” Sara hastily replied. “Thank you very much.”

Astrid smiled warmly. Freya was silent for a moment, contemplating this development.

“So I have a question,” Freya said cautiously.

“Sure,” Sara replied. “What is it?”

Astrid looked at Freya with curiosity.

“What do you think if I had Hunter apply, or whatever you call it, to the Institute? I mean, for one, is that even possible?”

“Oh, huh, I guess,” Sara said. “It’s possible. Is that a thing? Is it something you’ve been thinking of?”

“Yeah,” Freya admitted. “It’s something I’ve been thinking about a lot. But is it possible? I don’t know how the place works, so I don’t know how the selection process works.”

“Well, when Tyler leaves to come here, it will free up a slot for another subject to enter the program,” Sara explained. “We only have four at a time, but the thing is that I have no idea how Jocelyn works. She’s really secretive. So I don’t know if she’d already have someone lined up. I guess I could ask her. I mean, if you’re serious.”

“I’m pretty serious,” Freya replied.

“I just can’t tell you how much I like the way this is all going,” Astrid said, sitting back in her chair. “And to think that only a couple of months ago I thought you two girls were too vanilla to truly appreciate your natural female superiority.”

“Well I think I have a long way to go before I am anywhere near the level you are,” Freya replied. “What’s the technique you were on about? Grab and hold?”

“Yeah,” Astrid replied. “Seriously, it’s not difficult. Just reach out with your hand, take his balls in your fist, and you’ll feel him completely give in and surrender to your control. Now, it does have to be a convincing, totally overwhelmingly confident grab. You get your hand locked on his balls with a good, solid grip. He should not be able to even imagine getting out of it. And most importantly, do not let go until you’ve got full compliance. It’s not a thing that should be over quickly. First, you have to wait for him to settle down. He'll be almost like, dancing around, begging you to release your grip.”

Freya laughed, and Sara nodded her head in recognition.

“So initially, he’ll need to learn that there’s no way you’re going to do that,” Astrid continued. “He isn’t getting out of it. You just have to be patient, you know? When he finally figures out that he has to just calm the fuck down and surrender to your hold on him, then it’s time for a lecture about male submission and obedience to the female. And he needs to listen. He needs to demonstrate that he is giving you his full attention. Increase the pressure on his balls until he understands this simple fact.”

“So what is this lecture?” Freya asked.

“Oh, well that could be any number of things a boy needs to learn. They never seem to be wanting for ways they can become better behaved. The first thing I make a guy come to understand is that I own his balls. He’ll have a difficult time in arguing that when I’ve got them securely in hand.”

Freya and Sara smiled, noting the inescapable logic of what Astrid had said.


Chapter 18

On Friday evening, Tyler was transported to Sara’s apartment in a large, black SUV by one of the Institute’s on-call drivers. Sara collected him, then attached the leash to Tyler’s cock and ball harness, pulling it up between his butt cheeks, and holding it taut in her hand. She brought him in through the back entrance and into the apartment so as to avoid any questions from the neighbors about the naked man on a leash.

“Heel,” she said once they’d arrived in the living room.

“These are my roommates, Freya, and this is Astrid,” Sara said. “And this is Tyler.”

“Hello, Miss Freya, hello, Miss Astrid,” Tyler said graciously, bowing his head.

“Hello, Tyler,” Astrid and Freya said practically in unison.

Freya found the situation so novel that she couldn’t not stare at Tyler’s naked body. Astrid was more interested in how taut the leash was in Sara’s hand, and she smiled in approval when she saw that it was held without slack.

* * *

Over the following week, Tyler was kept busy during the day with a virtually endless list of household chores. Sara was pleased to see that he dedicated himself to each task, and soon the entire apartment was cleaner than any of the three roommates had ever seen it. Tyler himself was happy to be free from the Institute and performing household tasks for the three women gave him a feeling of self-satisfaction.

It was no surprise to Sara that Tyler provided her with no reason to discipline him, but she was obligated to give him a whipping, nonetheless. It was more of a formality than anything else and consisted of no more than twenty strokes with a riding crop, delivered in the living room. There was something ceremonial about it, and Freya was consistently interested in watching.

Hunter was taken aback by the presence of Tyler in the apartment, completely naked and performing household chores, but Freya simply told him that this was how it was going to be. She invited him to join Tyler in providing cleaning or other services for the household similarly stripped naked, but since she didn’t make it a requirement, he was excused from having to do so.

It was a week after Tyler’s arrival that Freya made her final decision. She was alone with Hunter in her room, and she sat him down for a talk.

“What do you think would be the most humiliating thing that could happen to you?” Freya asked. “Like, what scenario would most intimidate you?”

Hunter thought for a moment.

“I don’t know,” he replied. “Maybe like a group of girls who have some kind of leverage over me. They suddenly appear, and they corner me.”

“Corner you?” Freya asked.

“Yeah, like, they get me in a compromising position,” Hunter explained.

“OK, then what do they do?” Freya asked.

“Do?” Hunter wondered aloud. “Well, I don’t know, I guess they would make me take off my clothes. Not for sexual reasons, but just to humiliate me. Just to be mean and because they want to embarrass me.”

“Then what?” Freya asked. “What would they do once they cornered you and made you strip naked?”

“Um, wow, I guess,” Hunter replied, “I will admit that I hadn’t thought about it that far ahead. I guess they’d like, violate me. In the ass.”

“With what, like strap-on dildos or something?” Freya asked.

“Or something,” Hunter replied. “Like I said, I haven’t thought about it, really.”

“So like a gang-rape kind of thing?” Freya asked.

“Yeah, I suppose. Where they’re passing me around, each taking a turn, I guess,” Hunter said. “Why, may I ask, are you making such an inquiry?”

“Hmm, no reason,” Freya replied, sounding mysterious.

She fixed Hunter with a determined look.

“So I’ve come to a decision,” she announced. “I want you to apply to become a subject at the Institute. The place where Sara works, the place that Tyler was previous to coming here.”

“Wait, what? You’re serious?” Hunter asked, sounding incredulous. “But they’ll . . . they do things. To the men, like how Tyler has to be naked and submissive and made to do things. And whipped. You want that to happen to me?”

“Yes,” Freya replied, her eyes still locked on Hunter. “That’s exactly what I want to happen to you. You will be given training, which I think will be invaluable to you. You will be reconditioned, they call it. It will be good for you. It will be a learning experience.”

“But,” Hunter began to object, “what will happen if, you know, there are other women there. Sara works there. You think you’ll be OK with Sara seeing me naked all the time?”

“Yeah, I’m totally fine with that,” Freya replied. “Actually, more than fine. I want you to be objectified, just so that you know how it feels. Do it, and you will see the results of learning to submit. I think it will be a vast improvement if you were to become submissive to me, but more than that, more respectful of women in general. The future will be run by women, and it would be of benefit to you to make the adjustment now. You will rid yourself of your self-obsession, and your ego. You will learn to serve others, namely me. That’s what I want. So you will do it. I’m not giving you an option here.”

Hunter was speechless. He could see that Freya had made up her mind and was willing to go through with her plan to have him become a submissive servant to her. The idea she proposed was terrifying, and it appeared that she was determined to make it a reality.

“The deal is,” Freya said with finality, “you join the Institute as a subject or we’re done. Seriously, that’s it,” she said in a threatening tone of voice. “No more of these,” she said, hefting her breasts with both hands.

Hunter felt as though his stomach was tied in knots from the anxiety of being in such a situation. Stripped naked and made to submit to women he’d never even met, getting whipped and punished for any mistake, or for no reason at all, sounded beyond terrifying to him.

Suddenly Freya’s countenance changed. She pulled close to hm and placed her hands on his shoulders, giving him a sweet, loving smile.

“I will be so appreciative if you do this for me,” she said. “I promise you this will make our relationship a million times better. Now, you could say that’s hyperbole, but it’s not. I mean it, one million times better.”

“You want me as your, what, slave?” Hunter asked softly.

“Yes,” Freya replied, running her fingers through his hair. “I want that, and I think you will see the benefits of such an arrangement immediately. It so turns me on to think of you making that adjustment. Regarding me as your superior. It makes me wet just thinking about it.”

She pulled him to her and kissed him, and soon her tongue was in his mouth as her desire ignited and became a roaring fire. She pushed him back onto the floor and began aggressively tearing off his clothes. When she had stripped him naked, revealing his fully erect cock, She slid her panties off and mounted him. For the first time, she dropped her cheerleading routine, and simply fucked him, aggressively, holding him by the neck as she grinded her hips against his body, riding him until she began to shudder with her first of several orgasms.

* * *

Once Freya was lying alongside him, her arm and leg thrown over his body, Hunter asked something that had occurred to him as a problem.

“So what do I do about my job?” Hunter asked.

Freya laughed.

“I’m sure the guitar store can find another part-time employee,” Freya replied.

“But how do I, you know, support myself?” he asked.

“The Institute will take care of everything,” Freya replied. “Sara told me that they give you room and board or whatever, and a stipend for your bills outside of the Institute. It’s more than what you make, so don’t worry.”

“Won’t you miss me if you aren’t able to see me?” he asked. “Won’t I be locked up, like I’m doing a prison sentence?”

“Sara said she can get me in anytime,” Freya said. “And I will gladly make the adjustment if it means that you’ll be doing what I want. I so want to see you there doing your training. I would love that. I’ve been fantasizing about it. I’ve actually gotten myself off a few times thinking about you stripped naked and learning to submit.”

She leaned in and kissed Hunter passionately. Then she sat back.

“So?” she asked.

Hunter looked at the ceiling for a moment.

“OK,” he replied, hoping he wouldn’t regret having agreed to do what Freya wanted him to do.

She leaned in and kissed Hunter passionately again, a tingling rush of excitement coursing through her body. For the first time, she slid her hand down between his legs and deliberately took his balls in her hand. She held them tightly while she looked him in the eyes. They were both silent for some moments as Freya held Hunter firmly in hand, a gesture that communicated something between them that needed no words.


Chapter 19

“Astrid,” Sara said soon after Tyler had been taken under Sara’s authority, “I’m wondering if you can help me.”

“I’m gonna say sure,” Astrid replied, “but then if you say something really fucked up or I don’t want to do it, then no.”

“Cool, fair enough,” Sara replied. “The thing is, I could probably benefit infinitely from your assistance with Tyler. I have to get him ready for his final.”

“What’s his final?” Astrid asked. “I mean, what does he have to do?”

Sara chewed her lip for a moment. Then she looked over her shoulder, making sure Tyler was out of earshot.

“He said the thing that would be most terrifying and humiliating would be to get kicked in the balls,” Sara said quietly.

“Oh, yeah,” Astrid replied. “That one. A lot of guys have that. It’s one I enjoy because they get so fucking scared that it’s funny. But to your point, you need to get him ready to endure whatever the Institute comes up with relative to that, right?”

“Right,” Sara replied.

“If it helps, I could make an assessment of him,” Astrid offered.

“OK, thank you,” Sara replied.

“Let’s have him in the living room in the standing position. I’ll ask him a few questions and then we’ll go from there,” Astrid said.

* * *

Freya, having heard what was to take place found herself a front row seat, sitting on the sofa. Tyler was positioned in the middle of the living room, standing at attention. Sara stood off to one side, observing Astrid.

Astrid had her hair pulled back into a ponytail set high on the back of her head, emphasizing her enigmatic beauty. She was wearing a tight little blouse unbuttoned to reveal her flawless skin and perfectly round, prominent breasts. Her nipples appeared erect beneath her bra and shirt. Sara suddenly felt intimidated herself as she began to get a sense of what men must think of her.

Astrid strode forward, infinitely more than confident. She was as a predator stalking her prey. She stood before Tyler in an unmistakably confrontational manner.

“Is the female superior to the male, Tyler?” Astrid asked.

“Yes,” Tyler replied immediately.

“What is the best use of a man’s talents, time, and attention?” Astrid asked.

“Serving its owner,” Tyler replied.

“And who is your owner?” Astrid asked.

Tyler looked uncertain for a moment.

“At present, I am the property of the Institute,” Tyler replied hesitantly.

“And the reason for your hesitation?” Astrid asked.

Tyler’s face took on a wary expression as he formulated his response.

“What would be the greatest privilege for me, the greatest honor, would be if Sara were to take me as her property,” Tyler replied.

Sara felt a rush of blood to her head, making her face flush. Astrid gave Sara a sly smile.

“So you want Sara to be your owner,” Astrid said. “That’s adorable. I like it when a man has hopes and dreams. Ordinarily I like to place those hopes and dreams below my heel and crush them, watching the man in question cry, but in this case, I actually agree with what you’ve chosen as your aspiration.”

She slowly walked around to the other side of him as she continued.

“I would like to see you achieve this particular goal and become a servant beneath Sara’s feet, so to speak. So how do we achieve this? She needs you to fulfill the demands of the Institute, demonstrating that your conditioning is complete. You will need to finish your training with her and lose whatever remains of your ego. You will need to learn to become truly selfless in your submission to her.”

Astrid regarded Tyler, who remained at attention.

“Were you punished regularly as a boy?” she asked.

“Punishment was certainly provided,” Tyler replied.

“With the bare hand or with an implement of some kind?” Astrid asked.

“Frequently, a wooden spoon,” Tyler managed to say without cracking a smile.

Astrid appeared lost in a pleasant thought for a moment. Then she recovered.

“Anyway, back to the business at hand. How long have you been denied?” Astrid asked Tyler.

“Since admission to the Institute,” Tyler replied. “So, several months.”

“Hmm. Yeah, that’s nowhere near long enough,” Astrid replied.

Astrid paused for a moment and looked at Tyler’s cock. It was thicker than if it were completely soft, but it was definitely not hard.

“Now, the thing every man fails to understand before the concept is introduced to him is that he doesn’t own his cock,” Astrid explained. “Think about it. Why would he feel so protective of it? To pee? So what. He doesn’t even need it for that, medically. To masturbate? Why should he want to do that? Seriously, is jerking himself off so important? No, the cock is the property of whomever decides to make use of it. And once a man realizes the cock is not his property, and he has become the property of a woman, she becomes the owner of his cock. Once he comes to accept this, he will realize that his cock will become hard and stay hard without any interference from the man whose body it’s attached to. His cock will respond to its true owner.“

“Sara, come here, please,” Astrid said.

Sara came forward and stood directly before Tyler.

“Sara, look Tyler in the eyes,” Astrid said. “Now, tell him his cock will become erect instantly when you snap your fingers.”

Sara stared at Tyler, a slight smile on her face.

“Tyler, your cock will become erect instantly when I snap my fingers,” Sara said with authority.

Sara raised her hand, held it for a moment, then snapped her fingers. Sara kept her eyes on Tyler’s face, and she didn’t have to look to confirm that Astrid had been correct. Tyler was instantly hard.

“Wow! That is amazing!” Freya exclaimed.

“It’s simply a matter of a man coming to accept his status as property,” Astrid explained. “Once they accept it, they will become exactly what they should be, what they should always have been.”

“So, you seem to kind of take this in stride, huh?” Freya asked.

“Who, me?” Astrid asked.

“Both of you, actually,” Freya asked.

“Well, I work with men like this, you know,” Sara replied.

“And I have men like this all the time,” Astrid said. “So yeah, having a man naked, standing at attention, and following orders is pretty much what I’ve come to expect. Though it does feel weird that I’m restraining myself from slapping him across the dick right now.”

“Really?” Sara asked. “Do you think he needs that?”

“I don’t know if he needs it, it’s just fun for me, and I generally don’t resist,” Astrid replied.

Sara looked down at Tyler’s erection, then looked him in the eyes. She drew her hand back and gave him a slap across his penis.

“Sara,” Astrid said, “I think you might be holding back. In this, you are making it impossible for Tyler here to fulfill his obligation to you. How can he do exactly as you want him to if you yourself aren’t allowing yourself full expression of what you desire from him? He needs to be presented with the challenge of serving your every need, but you aren’t allowing him to do that. You will have to let yourself go, giving yourself permission to demand not just anything, but in fact everything of him. Like, when you have a guy lick your pussy, for instance.”

“You know, Sara has a full bush,” Freya said.

“Really?” Sara said, giving Freya a look.

“What? Is that something you want to be secret?” Freya asked.

“Hey, I completely understand,” Astrid said. “I totally get wanting to take a guy and shove his face in a thick, hairy bush when I want him to lick my pussy. But you can’t have both. My labia are long, with a pair of lips that I can spread with my fingers, so I like to stand over a guy, shaved smooth so he can really get a good look at what he’s got coming. But the point is, when you want a guy to lick you, you don’t want it kind of sort of. No, you want him to fucking suck, and lick, and lap it up. He wants that too. You just have to make it clear that you expect him to do it as well as he can.”

Astrid paused and looked toward Sara.

“Sara, tell Tyler to stand in position for a kick in the balls,” she said.

Sara turned to look at Tyler, who suddenly looked scared in a way she’d not seen him for some time.

“Tyler,” Sara began, trying to think of just what she wanted, “put your arms up. Your hands behind your head. And spread your legs.”

Tyler, in spite of his obvious fear, did as she told him to.

“Wider,” Sara said. “Spread your legs wider.”

She thought about her boyfriend David, the first boy she’d kicked between the legs. He had wanted it. He’d asked for it. Tyler, on the other hand, was terrified of having her kick him in the balls. She could see the fear in his eyes. Her gaze slowly lowered until she was looking directly at her target, just below his erect cock. She allowed her attention to linger there, then brought her eyes back up to look Tyler in the face, taking in every nuance of the respect he was showing her in remaining still while completely vulnerable.

The room was still and quiet while Freya and Astrid waited, examining the intense energy coursing through Tyler and Sara as they stood locked in their standoff. It became apparent that it was Tyler’s balls versus Sara’s foot. Freya looked down out of curiosity and saw that Sara was barefoot, as she usually was in the apartment. Then she looked across to take in the sight of Tyler’s balls. They suddenly appeared more naked, more exposed than she’d remembered seeing them before.

“Tyler,” Sara said, “I know this is your fear. I know this is what terrifies you and that this is what humiliates you. So I want to hear you say that you want it. I want to hear you say that you want me to kick you in the balls.”

Tyler inhaled, a jagged and tortured breath drawn into his lungs that carried a sound of desperation. He was still for a moment. His eyelids fluttered, seemingly involuntarily. Then his eyes opened, and he exhaled calmly and with deliberation.

“Please, Sara,” Tyler said, his voice steady and even, “I would be honored if you would kick me in the balls.”

Freya and Astrid allowed themselves each a small smile, in recognition of the moment.

Sara took a step back, then stepped forward and swung her foot up between Tyler’s legs, slamming the top of her bare foot into his balls. Tyler immediately dropped to his knees.

“Yes!” Freya cried out.

“Perfect,” Astrid said.

Sara moved forward, slowly, and took Tyler’s head in her hands, pulling his face up to look in his eyes. She waited.

“Thank you,” Tyler said.

Sara leaned down and kissed him.

“You’re welcome,” she replied.

* * *

“Thank you for everything, Astrid,” Sara said appreciatively.

“As long as it’s in the service of keeping men in their place, no effort is wasted,” Astrid said. “It’s absolutely my pleasure to help a dominant woman take her rightful place.”

Sara heard Astrid use the phrase a dominant woman, and it made her wonder if that was what she was. She certainly had a submissive male in her charge. Under her authority. She owned him, and he was her property. She could do anything she wanted to him and he would do everything she asked of him. But did that make her a dominant woman? It seemed like it should be a simple matter, but it felt complicated in her mind. She certainly wasn’t submissive, but it had never occurred to her that as a dominant partner, she could indulge her desire for sucking cock deep into her throat. She had never felt like she was being dominated by a male when she had his cock in her mouth, but she didn’t know if her interests squared with being on top.


Chapter 20

When Sara had first brought Tyler into her bedroom, weeks earlier, she’d realized that she’d become accustomed to seeing his naked body in his room at the Institute, so she was surprised to see it take on an entirely different appearance once he was in her bedroom. He looked bigger, somehow, as though her bedroom had always been smaller than she thought it was and she’d only just noticed. When he was lying down on her bed, though she’d purposefully bought a bed that was entirely too large for her, he took up more space on the mattress than she would have imagined.

“Your body is so . . .,” Sara had said, wanting to say perfect. But another word popped into her head. Mine.

The night of Tyler’s final test, Sara demonstrated his complete submission to his female superiors, and his willingness to endure that which he found most humiliating and terrifying. She had directed him to stand before the large audience and remain at attention while she made a show of kicking him in the balls. He returned to a standing position, coming to attention each time. He did not flinch, and he did not cry out. The applause he received, and that Sara received, was enthusiastic and considered to be well-deserved.

When Tyler was once again in Sara’s room in the apartment following his successful final test and resultant official release from the Institute, he asked her if she intended to keep him naked. She smiled in response.

“I’ll think about it,” she replied.

She kissed him.

“Follow me,” Sara said, stroking the underside of Tyler’s chin with her fingertips. She dropped her hand and took ahold of his penis, then turned and led him into her bathroom, into the large, tiled shower.

She turned to face him, pulling him close, and she kissed him while the steaming hot water poured down over their naked bodies. She felt him become fully erect, his cock pressed against her while she explored his tongue with her own tongue, holding him by the back of his head.

Then she placed her hands on his shoulders and pushed him down onto his knees. She placed one foot on the opposite side of the shower and pulled his head into position between her thighs. He began to lick her, first flattening his tongue as he lapped upward, slowly and with what Sara felt was a disarming reverence toward her.

Then his tongue extended into a point as he began focusing on teasing and pleasuring her clit, encircling it, sliding between the folds of her clitoral hood. He occasionally kissed her clit with lips that sent reverberations of pleasure through her body. His lips and tongue communicated to her through their ministrations the adoration he had for her, endlessly lavishing her with an attention born of his desire for her.

She made use of the handle above the soap tray in the wall of the shower to hold herself upright, as well as his hands on her hips and butt, holding her body. As she came ever closer to orgasm, she leaned into him, transferring the weight of her body into his hands and onto his lips and tongue. Sara was unaccustomed to the experience of having a man of Tyler’s skill making her come. Her body shuddered in anticipation, and her head fell back as she cried out in ecstasy, squirting onto his face as she came in his mouth.

When she’d recovered, she pulled him to his feet and kissed him.

“That was impressive,” she whispered into his ear.

“Thank you,” Tyler replied. “And thank you.”

“No need to thank me yet,” Sara said. “You’re not done yet.”

They toweled off, then she led him to her bed, pushed him down onto the mattress and straddled his face.

“Now do it again,” she said in a voice that was quiet yet filled with urgency.

Sara began grinding against his lips, and when she had her second orgasm she repositioned in reverse. She placed her hands on his hips and pushed her ass into his face. The sight of his cock, fully erect, made her third, followed by her fourth orgasm so much more satisfying. She would have continued in this position except that she was beginning to feel physically drained, so she laid herself on the bed and had Tyler slide down between her thighs. There, he licked her to yet another orgasm, followed by another after that. When she at last felt satisfied, she had him kiss her labia softly and slowly, allowing him to show her his gratitude for her having taken possession of him. For owning him. He belonged to her as her property, something he hoped that he would be forever.

Sara combed her fingers through his hair as Tyler gently kissed her pussy.

“Mine,” Sara said softly to herself.

After lying listlessly for several minutes, Sara slid down the length of Tyler’s body and took ahold of his cock. She held it to her lips and looked up at Tyler, who was watching her with both adoration and amazement. Sara slowly began kissing Tyler’s cock head, gradually using her tongue, which began to snake around the smooth, rounded tip.

Sara had heard that she has a long tongue, but she’d never known if that was a good thing or not. She couldn’t care about that as she lost herself in the moment, fascinated by the way his cock head felt and tasted on her tongue. When she could no longer resist, she took him deep into her mouth and wrapped her lips around his thick shaft.

Slowly, savoring the way his cock throbbed between her lips, she pulled him back out of her mouth, ending with a kiss on the tip. She looked Tyler in the eyes, then lowered herself onto his cock once again, watching the expression on his face as she swallowed him.

For a length of time Tyler couldn’t ever have anticipated, Sara sucked his cock with a deliberately slow pace, bringing him closer and closer to the edge of orgasm. When he was tantalizingly close, Sara took him out of her mouth and began to tease him with her fingertips around the head of his cock.

“Do you think I should make you come?” she asked. She knew that Astrid wouldn’t approve, but it wasn’t going to keep her from doing what she wanted.

“That is entirely up to you, of course,” Tyler replied. “But I would appreciate it. It’s been a long time, relatively.”

“A long time?” Sara asked, slowly rubbing her thumb in little circles against his cock head. “How long do you think you can hold out with me sucking your cock?”

Tyler’s eyes rolled back in his head, then he recovered and looked at Sara.

“You’ve brought me so close,” he said, “it would be difficult for me to hold out much longer. I’ve never had it feel this good. You’re amazingly talented.”

“Hmm, really?” Sara asked. “Thank you. But you’re going to have to get used to it. You’re mine now, and this is one of my favorite things to do to a cock.”

She took him into her mouth and deep into her throat until her lips were pressed against his body around the base of his cock. She held him there for a moment, then withdrew until her lips were around the rim of his cock head. She repeated this, listening to Tyler slowly losing his ability to restrain himself. When his body signaled that he couldn’t hold out any longer, Sara lifted her head.

“Come now,” she said, then held her mouth open while she stroked the length of his slick shaft with her hand.

Tyler’s back arched and his hips thrust forward, his body shuddering as his cock throbbed and his cum began to spurt hard into Sara’s open mouth. She took him into her mouth as he continued to ejaculate, over and over until he was drained. Sara swallowed him, then gently began sucking his cock again, relishing the feeling of his cock softening in her mouth.

Tyler was breathing hard as he recovered, having never come as hard as Sara had just made him come. He couldn’t believe how deeply she could take him in her throat, or how long she had sucked his cock before finally making him come. She had built the anticipation until he’d been unable to restrain himself, and when she told him to come, he had practically exploded from the pressure.

It was several minutes before Tyler realized that Sara wasn’t stopping. She had continued to suck his dick even after he’d gone completely soft and gave no indication that she was anywhere close to being done. After another ten minutes, he realized that she was making him hard again.

“Oh my God,” Tyler said just above a whisper.

Sara looked up at him and briefly pulled his cock out of her mouth.

“You can just call me Sara,” she said with a smile.

Then she plunged him deep into her mouth again.


Chapter 21

Hunter sat down across from Dr. Jocelyn Trainor; a woman who made Hunter feel more intimidated than any other woman he’d ever met.

“So, I understand that you have an interest in submitting yourself for consideration,” Jocelyn said. “You come recommended by Sara, who I understand you know personally, which does speak well for you. But I am in a position to be very selective. Your admission into our program isn’t guaranteed.”

“Well, thank you for seeing me,” Hunter began saying.

“But I am unable to see you,” Jocelyn said, looking downward at Hunter’s body. “Correct that.”

She looked back up at Hunter, an expectant expression on her face.

“You want me to undress?” he asked.

“Not the brightest,” Jocelyn murmured. “Yes, Hunter. Strip naked. I want to have a look at you.”

Hunter stood up, hesitantly, then began to take off his clothes. When he was naked, he looked unsure of what to do with himself.

“Remain standing,” Jocelyn ordered him. “Turn slowly so that I may make an assessment.”

Hunter began to turn around, feeling her eyes on his body. When he’d made a full rotation, he had an erection. He noticed that Jocelyn was unabashedly staring at his cock, a look of amusement on her face. Slowly, her gaze returned to look him in the eyes.

“You will be expected to show deference to all women you encounter here,” Jocelyn began to explain. “You will be subjected to punishment during your training. You may find this both painful and humiliating. It is necessary to your training, however, so we will not abdicate our responsibility in providing you with discipline. You will be conditioned to submit to female authority. You will come to understand that as a male, you are inferior to women. This may cause you to feel shame, or embarrassment. You will need to embrace these feelings. They are instructive. Our goal is to get you to the point that you fully accept your status. It will feel natural, as it should.”

Jocelyn was silent for a moment, observing Hunter.

“Now, as I’ve said,” she explained, “your admission is not guaranteed. We will consider you as a potential subject in our study. So we need to know more about you.”

Jocelyn pulled a packet of forms from a drawer in her desk.

“You will fill out these forms,” she said, “omit nothing and be as truthful as you are able. The questions will be very, very invasive, asking about your private life. The more genuine you are in confessing your true thoughts and feelings, the better. It will take you around two hours to complete.”

Jocelyn indicated a chair that he might sit in while he filled out the forms.

“Should I put my clothes back on?” Hunter asked.

Jocelyn looked perturbed.

“No, Hunter, you should not,” Jocelyn replied.

She handed him the packet and a pen, then she left him alone in the office. Hunter looked at the thick packet. He looked around, feeling awkward sitting in the office completely naked. Then he began filling out the forms, which initially asked for basic information like any other application he had ever filled out before, then moved on to more personal, intimate questions.

Hunter gave his full attention to the forms in front of him such that he didn’t notice immediately when a woman appeared in his peripheral vision until he heard a low, sinister laugh.

“I do so love seeing the fresh meat,” Veronica Seyworth said, standing just inside the office door, glaring at Hunter’s naked body.
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