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    Doctor Rossetti examined the paperwork on subject one five seven two six, former name 'James Iveson.' She doubted if even he remembered that. They'd worked him very hard in the last few weeks. 
 
    At the start, his training had mostly involved pain. Now it had become much more pleasure based. He was only allowed one orgasm a week, because research showed that this would be optimum for maintaining his health and obedience. Cumming more frequently started to make a slave less compliant. But the control device installed in his genitals was providing a steady flow of rewards to fuck with his brain. 'Reward' being a maddening tickle of pleasure, like having your cock sucked and your rim licked, but never quite enthusiastically enough to make you climax. He would do pretty much anything for that one orgasm when it was allowed 
 
    Now was a typical example. He was kneeling on a rubber mat, with a strap around his thighs to prevent him standing. His wrists and elbows were secured behind his back, and his waist and neck were shackled to a strong upright pole. No clothing, obviously. It showed off all the whip marks and occasional burns that were evenly distributed around his body, all of them now healing. 
 
    His cock was erect and twitching with excitement. And that was natural, nothing machine induced any more. She had catheterised him. A narrow tube of clear plastic extended from the tip of his prick and finished in a neat coil. At the moment that was not doing anything. That was for later. 
 
    He was gagged with a very special arrangement. The part in his mouth was a solid rubber block held in place by a strap. Bite it, chew it, you weren't going to have an effect. It only had one hole, and that was straight down the centre. Not big, and not for breathing through. That contained a second length of narrow tube. 
 
    Rossetti looked up and smiled before returning to her paperwork. 
 
    There was a tank of water at the top of the pole, being fed through the tube, down into the slave’s mouth. Considerably more than his estimated bladder size. He had no choice about drinking it because if he didn't swallow, he didn't get to breathe. That slow drip... drip... drip... was relentless. 
 
    Her instruments were providing bio feedback data on her victim’s vital signs. His discomfort level was very high at the moment. But so was arousal. He was suffering a lot and loving it. 
 
    He desperately needed to urinate, but just couldn't. The obedience device installed in his penis was closing off his urethra. It left him red faced, gasping with frustration, a few very faint dribbles of water escaping from the base of the gag and making his chest glisten. This - coupled with his thrilling erection - was aesthetically pleasing. Even better, every time he tried to piss, a little jolt of electricity ran through his nut sack. Occasionally Rossetti looked up in time to catch one, a little jerking of his body. It made her smile because he knew it wouldn't work, but he needed to do it anyway. Like she told him when she began his treatment: - you just want to be hurt by a beautiful woman. And I am beautiful. Long blonde hair, gorgeous scarlet lips, cute little round glasses. I'm fucking adorable, she told herself. 
 
    And so the experiment was nearly over. She had proven her point. Now she just had to convince an observer from the prison service that she had converted a low risk offender into a fully conditioned slave, and her project would be complete. 
 
    Rossetti took a moment with that, pushing back in her chair and watching her handsome victim jerk through another series of shocks. A warm smile spread across her lips, responding to his evident pain. She was enjoying the sight, but also glad that they were nearly finished. He had served his purpose and come to the end of his usefulness. 
 
    She selected a cigarette and lit it, coldly exhaling towards the ceiling. In an ideal world, they would just let her end him now. Just - take the failsafe off the control device and really let her play. Give him a hard on that took his cock to near bursting point. Then force him to ejaculate harder than ever before in his life. Spraying it further, producing ridiculous quantities of spunk. And as his cum squirted onto the floor in front of his agonised vision, she would empty the whole battery through his body and... 
 
    Better if I just stop there, she told herself. But it was not scientific to keep a prototype hanging around. It was untidy. 
 
    She was already thinking about her next victim. Sorry - 'experimental subject.' An individual man meant nothing to her. It was the process of selection, breaking, conditioning and then disposal. That was what really appealed. 
 
    He was making choking, gurgling sounds now. The pressure in his groin was becoming unbearable. Bless him, the man was still trying to swallow down water but his body was resisting his mind. She gave him another few minutes to suffer while she finished smoking. Then she stood up, smoothed her skirt, and went over to examine him. 
 
    "Does it hurt?" 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    "Oh. A lot?" 
 
    He nodded again with more enthusiasm. She faked a sympathetic smile and ruffled his hair. 
 
    "Well, aren't you an obedient boy for drinking all that water down. You must really need a pee, right now." 
 
    He nodded again. A tear rolled down his cheek. 
 
    "Shall I turn the water off and remove the tube? Would you like that?" 
 
    His enthusiastic reaction almost made her laugh. 
 
    "All right. I mean, if you're going to be a baby about it..." 
 
    She turned off the spigot feeding him water, then removed the tube from the tank, holding it directly up so the contents didn't spill. 
 
    "Just finish up these last drops, would you. I don't want them on the office carpet." 
 
    He whined at the thought, but then obliged, swallowing everything remaining in the pipe with determined gulps. 
 
    "Excellent! Now I can take this out..." She plucked the tube from his gag, then smiled brightly. "... and we're ready for phase two. You knew there would be a phase two, obviously." 
 
    He shook his head. Willing though he was, the man was sick of pain. Sick of being tortured and abused this way. And yet, somehow, his erection was as stiff as ever. 
 
    Rossetti laughed. 
 
    She picked up the tube leading from his cock and began to straighten it between her fingertips. She saw him watching. Figuring out what horrible, fucked up thing she was planning for him next. 
 
    "Hm. Pain is wonderful, I could watch it all day. But I like degradation too. And nothing says ' I am a worthless piece of shit' better than drinking down your own piss like a dehydrated dog. Here we go." 
 
    She focused on getting the new tube into the hole in his gag, pushing it forwards until it just tickled the back of his throat. The male slave tried to move his head - she'd let him have that, it was more of a reflex action than disobedience. She heard him gag as it touched the back of his throat. Then she withdrew it a touch. 
 
    "Perfect, don't you think? You can breathe ok, yes? But you can't close the pipe. I mean, not that you would want to. Or fucking dare." 
 
    She patted his cheek. 
 
    "So, phase two. That's where I allow your cock to pass water, and you urinate into the tube. The pressure of that forces the liquid up the pipe and through the gag, into your mouth. And you drink it down like the worthless, pointless maggot you are. Every - last - golden - drop." 
 
    She stood upright and looked at the control device that she was now wearing like a watch. Her lips parted in a sensual smile. Then she tapped it. The mechanism in his dick opened the urethra and allowed urine to exit the penis if he wanted to expel it. 
 
    At first, nothing happened. The male desperately wanted to urinate, but not into his own mouth. Rossetti stood tapping a foot, impatient but willing to wait. Then she leant down and began running her nails over his ball sack. She had beautiful, long scarlet nails. Not very scientific but ideal for teasing male flesh. 
 
    "Oh, you'll do this. You want to do this. You'll feel so much better when you let it all go. And you know that if you don't, I'll just make you do it anyway." 
 
    Her nails were still scratching, coaxing. She heard some kind of whine from behind the gag then out it came. A loose, lemon sort of colour. 
 
    "There we go, that's all it took." 
 
    The liquid was moving faster now. It took a few seconds to work its way through the pipe. Then it reached his mouth. She put a fingertip onto his throat to check it was going down, then laughed sweetly. Rossetti took a moment to pat his cheek. 
 
    "We have a visitor later, so try not to drown in your own piss. Slow and steady, please." 
 
    Her fingertip ran along his cock, then along the tube, all the way to his mouth. The arrangement fascinated her. The equipment was delicious. She could hear him snorting with distress, pulling at the straps. 
 
    "Oh, I know, the taste must be disgusting, all warm and salty. What sort of worthless creature would drink that? Oh yes - you." 
 
    And she laughed, like his suffering was the funniest thing in the world. 
 
    And then Rossetti went back to her desk to finish her work, sparing him only the occasional glance. 
 
    When he became boring, she had a lab tech and a guard take him back to a holding cell and clean him up. Fresh salve on the marks, and some breath mints or something. God! 
 
    She spent an hour looking through the recommendations for further subjects. File after file of 'redeemable young males.' There were some very attractive men in here. Same as the one she had so thoroughly broken. Bad attitude, tattoos, quite pathetic records of attempted crimes. A few sexual assaults. They went to the top of the list. Within an hour she had identified three or four suitable candidates for the next phase of testing. 
 
    Then the Intercom sounded. 
 
    "Doctor Rossetti? There's a Station officer Prendergast to see you." 
 
    Rossetti gave a heavy sigh. Prendergast? A shame they sent her. She was a bitch. And a jobsworth. A fault finder. 
 
    "Ok, send her in." 
 
    But she was also undeniably beautiful. Prendergast had coppery red hair pulled back in a fierce bun. Her uniform was an institution dark blue, worn very tight. It showed off an impressive figure. She put out a hand, all quite formal, but there was warmth to the gesture as well. 
 
    "Doctor Rossetti. I've read your report. It's very thought provoking." 
 
    "Thank you. I believe the range of treatments we've developed here are a great step forward in prisoner control." 
 
    There was a slight twitch of Prendergast’s shapely lips. 
 
    "You do? Trying to put me out of a job, Doctor?" 
 
    "Hardly." 
 
    "I think you'll find that reforming offenders is a more complex business than you give it credit for. I've been involved with it all my working life." 
 
    "Perhaps you should examine the subject." 
 
    "Perhaps I should." 
 
    They left her office and walked down the hall towards the holding pen. They passed a few other college types hurtling around with books. 
 
    "Do they know the sort of experiments you’re conducting here?" 
 
    "They know we have prisoners held on site. The Student Union complains occasionally." 
 
    "Human rights?" 
 
    "Campus security. We have to spend a long time ensuring there are no escapes." 
 
    That explained the heavy set of double doors, with all the magnetic locks, and the lab assistants who looked more like weight lifters. The sign was discrete: "Unit 357 - Obedience Treatment" but there was still something ominous in how clinical it all was. 
 
    They walked through the unit until they reached the secure examination room. There was a table here with a variety of gags and restraints, but not much by way of testing equipment. The male prisoner stood to attention as they came in, eyes directly ahead, not even thinking of moving. Prendergast put down her case and examined him carefully. 
 
    "I see no shortage of traditional methods at play. Bruises. Burns. Some electrical. Some more hands on." She gave Rossetti an admiring nod, which made the doctor blush. "There's no harm in being a traditionalist, Doctor. Could you gag him for me please?" 
 
    "He can do that himself. Slave - select a gag and put it into your mouth." 
 
    Without hesitation, he selected a heavy leathern muzzle with an internal ball gag, and began to put it on. Prendergast checked the straps. She gave Rossetti a despairing look then tightened it in a series of vicious jerks. 
 
    "Willing but useless." 
 
    "Like most male slaves." 
 
    "I have to agree. Actually, like most men in general." 
 
    Rossetti snorted with amusement. 
 
    "Droll. I'll have him mounted on an inspection rack for you." 
 
    "I'll do my own inspection, thank you. Do you have a type six Erstberger mount here?" 
 
    "Yes. There are others a lot more modern, though. We're highly advanced technologically, as you can imagine." 
 
    "No thank you. I've made my choice. Have that brought in." 
 
    Rossetti told her staff which equipment to provide for the test, and asked for a few other things like a choke collar and a pain probe. As she did that, the inspector continued looking over the slaves form. Her touch was admiring. Her hand closed around his balls. It squeezed. The slave made an animal noise and rose up on his toes. Prendergast seemed unimpressed. 
 
    "His reactions are slow." 
 
    "He's afraid." 
 
    "Barely. But I can change that. May I have your control device, please?" 
 
    The doctor took it off her wrist and passed it across. And at that moment, the requested torture equipment was wheeled through the door. 
 
    The Erstberger mount looked a little like an upside-down bicycle with enormous handlebars. It rested on a very solid frame and had a big motor so that the victim could be raised and lowered, their legs held wide. It was quite old, but a favourite among those who had to torture male prisoners. The technicians brought this in on a big trolley and plugged it in. Prendergast inspected it quickly then turned it on. There was not much noise but an eerie rumble filled the room, lots of base harmonics. 
 
    "Now we'll see how obedient you've made him. Prisoner, stand against this. Shins by the bars. Squat down. I want your knees here and here." 
 
    He obeyed, squatting low. The prison officer secured straps around his knees and thighs. She tugged until the padded leather was firm, but not cutting off his circulation. Rossetti admired the efficiency of the woman's technique. 
 
    "Good. Now, bend over it and put your hands into the cuffs at the top. If I have to tell you twice you'll suffer for it." 
 
    He did so. She closed them tightly. Then she paid the same attention to his ankles. 
 
    When he was strapped in place, she pressed a button on the control panel and the whole thing tilted forwards, keeping going until the man's position was reversed. His widely parted legs were up high, balls dangling. His head and hands were down close towards the floor. 
 
    Prendergast nodded, then put her case up on the table and undid the latches. She ignored the probes and needles that had been brought in for her. 
 
    "That's good. The advantage of the Erstberger is that it makes accessing the balls and arsehole a lot more convenient. Now, let's see how effective your control is for raising and lowering the level of erection, shall we?" 
 
    She tapped the controls. There was a quivering echo in the prisoner’s groin. His dangling prick was responding. As she increased the blood flow to it, the cock began to swell. 
 
    "So - limp, to flaccid, to erect, to - very erect. Well, I'm impressed with that. Quite efficient. And back the other way - erect, declining, and now - totally limp." 
 
    As if by magic, his erection was now gone. She smirked. 
 
    "That's a good start. Efficient. Responsive. So much easier to get a man stiff with a touch of a button than using the more traditional methods. More dehumanising. Does this device have test settings or is it a commercial product?" 
 
    Rossetti frowned, not sure where this was going. 
 
    "It's a commercial version." 
 
    "Ok. So does it have cheat codes?" 
 
    "To do what?" 
 
    "I want to know what it's real capabilities are. Without the limiter preventing accidents." 
 
    "That could be fatal." 
 
    Prendergast knelt slightly and examined his cock. Once again, she was using the control and pumping the blood into it, forcing him to have a hard on. 
 
    "Yes, it could. But males in the testing phase are expendable. And I want to put your device through a proper test. Do you mind?" 
 
    Rossetti shrugged, and then she gave Prendergast a sequence of buttons to tap. 
 
    "Thank you. Now, let's see what this can really do." 
 
    She pressed the 'erection' command, and the man's dick began to engorge. It went past the standard level, towards something that was throbbing and purple and threatening to burst. The prisoner was making very strange noises behind the ball gag, half pleasure, half pain. The process stopped, leaving him with a hard on which would have been fine for a porn star, and pain sweat beginning to cover his body. 
 
    "I have to compliment you on that, doctor." 
 
    She stood and gave Rossetti a curt nod. Then she went to her case and opened the lid. The first thing she removed was a pair of thin leather gloves, which she pushed her fingers into and then interlocked the knuckles, making sure they went right down to protect the webs of her (apparently delicate) fingers. There was something ritualistic about it. And definitely something erotic. 
 
    Next she extracted a very slim cane, about one foot long and made of black plastic. 
 
    "What are you going to do?" 
 
    "Test if he can maintain this state of arousal despite distractions." 
 
    She positioned herself behind him and began to use the cane in an upward fashion, tapping it along his cock. All the way down to his balls and inner thighs. Then she put more wrist action in and the quality of the sound changed. The prisoner tensed because the blows were starting to hurt him. By the time Prendergast had swatted his whole groin with the cane, he was shivering. This woman knew her business. 
 
    "Hm. A good start. It seems to remain firm. Let's try something less playful." 
 
    She returned to her bag and produced something much heavier, like a length of very thick lagged piping. 
 
    "Oh my word..." Rossetti gasped. "I didn't know we were still allowed to use things like this." 
 
    "Oh, you aren't. And any woman who applied this to a slave would face prosecution. But the prison service is allowed to work by different rules." 
 
    Rossetti found a chair and sat down, crossing her legs to hide her excitement. Her high heeled boots emphasised her legs and she thought the corrections officer noticed. 
 
    "Hm. Yes, we do neglect those, don't we." 
 
    The male’s feet were in the ideal position for bastinado, which Prendergast applied unstintingly. The heavy rubber truncheon smacked against flesh and bone. That, and the male’s reaction, made the apparatus jerk. Rossetti knew from her studies that this would be sending explosions of pain through his spinal nerves, causing flashes of light behind the eyes, and unsophisticated but quite delicious Agony. His body was quickly glassed even deeper with pain sweat, every muscle shivering from the assault. Now - was that perspiration dripping from the tip of his cock, or pre-cum, that wonderful precursor to spunk? God help him if he came without permission. And the fierce redhead continued this 'testing' without mercy. Rossetti bit her thumb and pressed her legs together. 
 
    After a few more minutes, the corrections officer paused in her work and examined him with satisfaction. 
 
    "So far, that seems to hold up reliably." 
 
    She put the rubber truncheon down and casually removed her uniform jacket. Beneath was a tight and very white linen blouse. She kept her uniform cap on, but allowed herself a good swallow of spring water from a bottle in her case. 
 
    "Thirsty work. Normally I'd be pausing long enough to ask questions." 
 
    "I can see that." 
 
    Her body was athletic and there wasn't an ounce of mercy in how she thrashed him. It was measured, relentless and professional. Rossetti found it mouth wateringly sexy. 
 
    Prendergast continued her testing, using the heavy bar on his buttocks and thighs. It left broad red marks all over his pale muscles. This was hard work too, thrashing his lower body. She skilfully avoided the kidney area and the ribs, but spared one or two strokes for his shoulders. 
 
    When she was quite done, she put the club away and took a very firm grip on his cock with a gloved hand. She squeezed, and there was no flaccidity in the erection, which both pleased and surprised her 
 
    "Very good. No give there at all. And he's still conscious." 
 
    "I'm impressed. Your technique is splendid." 
 
    "Really? It would be very unprofessional of me to allow him to pass into stupor. This isn't exactly my first rodeo." 
 
    "No. Obviously." 
 
    She tapped the Erstberger device with appreciation. 
 
    "And it's another advantage of this rig; it maintains good blood pressure in the head while you work. He can't faint or pass out, even if he'd like to." 
 
    She stroked the male, examining his welts, apparently pleased with the results. 
 
    "I'll just give him a second." 
 
    She reached into the case again and produced a small packet of cigars. She selected one and lit it, inhaling luxuriously. It was small and slightly feminine. Rossetti watched, her pretty nostrils twitching. For the first time she noticed the heavy male smell that clung to the room. Fine Virginia tobacco overpowered it. 
 
    "Not my healthiest indulgence. But he'll die long before I do." 
 
    She walked around the male, stroking and teasing his body. There were the faintest of mewling sounds from behind the gag, which made her chuckle. 
 
    When she stood directly behind him, she used the controls of the rig to stretch his legs out further to the side. There was already space for her to stand between them. This obscene stretching continued until the force of it pried his buttocks open. 
 
    "His anus looks fresh." 
 
    "We wash the prisoners regularly." 
 
    "And you knew I'd be here today, and might appreciate a fresh anus to explore." 
 
    "Well - men are quite sensitive down there." 
 
    Prendergast thought about it, inhaling slowly. 
 
    "I think we all are. Papery skin. Lots of nerves. And that most private of entrances. No wonder we guard it carefully. But you're right, men are very funny about butt sex." 
 
    She turned the cigar in her fingers, drawing on it a couple of times, raising its dark peak to something of a cherry glow. Rossetti’s eyes widened. 
 
    "You aren't going to... to..." 
 
    "I don't see a better ashtray, do you?" 
 
    He must have heard. The frame began shaking again. Prendergast chuckled softly, and allowed herself one last draw on the cigar. It left her lips with a slight pop. 
 
    "So, how well trained do you have this piece of shit?" 
 
    And she pressed the glowing tip against his anus. The application was actually quite gentle. It didn't need to be anything else. The effects were still remarkable. The male tried screaming behind his gag but achieved nothing. There was a faint, meaty burning smell, and a distinct sizzle. Prendergast watched the whole thing with amused abstraction. Then she put the cigar back to her lips for a final drag before dropping it onto the floor and grinding a toe over it 
 
    "Impressive. He still has a hard on." 
 
    "You don't mess around, do you." 
 
    Prendergast looked bemused. 
 
    "Doctor, if you have your way, then this male will be released into the custody. You and I have experience in dealing with difficult men. We have to be absolutely sure that we aren't delivering some less skilled woman a dangerous toy." 
 
    She took some cream from her case and dipped a gloved finger into it. The pale, gooey blob needed a bit of swirling to stop it dripping. Then she applied this to his seared asshole. There was some struggling and shifting, but it seemed to ease the pain. Then she wiped her hand clean in his hair. 
 
    "There now, all better. Don't say we never treat you kindly. All we require of you is absolute obedience, body and soul. Really not too much to ask, is it?" 
 
    She checked his erection again no change. It made Prendergast laugh and shake her head. 
 
    "I think we can take it as read that no matter what we do to him, that flag will stay flying. That's quite a compliment to your machine doctor." 
 
    Then she did something unexpected. She stooped towards the blonde and lifted her face by the chin. They exchanged a smile, and without further comment the officer kissed her. It was a very tender brush of the lips, followed by an exploration of each other’s mouths, tongues inquisitive upon meeting for the first time. A slight bloom came to the doctor’s cheek, a mixture of surprise and excitement. Prendergast was a very beautiful woman, that slight musk of sweat under her perfume somehow animal. And they were hurting the fuck out of a man. It was exactly what excited Rossetti. 
 
    Not that the moment lasted very long. Just enough for embarrassed smirks and flushed cheeks. 
 
    "I'm sorry. I've wanted to do that for quite a long time. And I find torturing men excites me." 
 
    "There's no need to apologise. How long have we known each other?" 
 
    "Two years, I think." 
 
    "And you've always..." 
 
    "Hm. You are a very beautiful woman Doctor Rossetti. The first day I saw you the sun was shining hard and you were wearing quite a thin tee shirt. It was enchanting." She sighed. "But back to the present. We've established that pain won't have any impact on his ability to maintain an erection. The next step will be to test his self-control. May I borrow you?" 
 
    "Yes. Yes of course." 
 
    Prendergast returned to the torture station and began to rearrange the man's position. She dropped his body and raised his head so that he was in a kneeling position arms extended as if in an act of worship. The tip of those shimmering leather gloves stroked and examined his body carefully. It earned him a little smile. 
 
    "So far, prisoner, you have experienced very crude pain. A whip, a beating, a little burning. I've not even touched the device in your prick that can induce extended levels of agony. But I'm sure you have no illusions about my willingness to hurt you. Yes?" 
 
    The prisoner nodded quickly. It earned him a flash of indifferent smile. 
 
    "So, you aren't stupid. That's very good. When I remove this gag I want you to remain completely silent. Not a word. Do you understand?" 
 
    He nodded eagerly. And so Prendergast unlatched the buckle and worked the leather muzzle off his face. Part of the inside had been gnawed through, which told her something about the level of pain he had endured. She didn't remark on It at all, just patted his cheek. 
 
    "That's a good start. Next- I want to see how well you can serve a mistress. The Doctor here needs attention. You are unworthy of her vulva, but you are just worthy of her ass. So, she is going to drop her skirt and you are going to clean her anus with your tongue. And when it's absolutely pristine, you are going to rim her." 
 
    Rossetti felt a little bump of excitement. She had no idea that Prendergast was planning this, and was suddenly shocked by the realisation that this was not a test for the prisoner, this was just something dirty from the officers own mind. She wanted to see the gorgeous blonde scientist licked out by a slave, not for any testing reason, but because the idea seemed pretty damned hot to her. And it did to Rossetti too. 
 
    She took her time with it, knowing that she was actually teasing both of them. She swirled her hair up into a tight bun and secured it with a hair band. The glasses could stay, they made her look intellectual and brains could be hot. She slowly removed the white coat, then dropped her skirt. The only clothing that remained on her shapely lower half was a pair of very skimpy briefs. . She hooked her thumbs into the waist band and bent forwards, using one smooth motion of touching her toes to remove even these. Then she straightened again and swung them lazily from one finger. Her other hand stroked between her thighs, brushing the apex of her legs. And she giggled like a naughty teen. 
 
    "I'm leaving my boots on." 
 
    "As you should. They are quite beautiful. Italian?" 
 
    "Hm. Hand stitched." 
 
    "I love the heel. They are doing wonderful things to your ankles." 
 
    They were. Shimmering black leather, calf hugging and with a slightly pointed toe. So there she was - wearing nothing except an unbuttoned blouse and some very fine boots. She extended an elegant hand and stroked her vulva. 
 
    "You want this, slave. You want to taste me, to lap up my juices. My cunt is beautiful, isn't it, hmm?" 
 
    She moved forwards very slightly so that his nose was almost in her musky snatch. She kept the hairs beautifully trimmed, but not shaved. There was a silken covering of course blonde down, some of it now glistening with droplets of arousal. When she brushed a red nail across the damp folds, it seemed to release more of her into the room. She could see the man's face widen with adoration. So she probed her vagina with an extended finger, stroking, gently frotting herself. Then she put this finger to his lips. 
 
    The male did not respond. She frowned. And Prendergast laughed. 
 
    "It's OK doctor, I think he's just waiting for orders." 
 
    "Oh. Are you?" 
 
    Her slave nodded intently. Rossetti's beautiful red lips parted in a charmed smile. 
 
    "Good boy. You may lick it. Suck the juice off my finger." 
 
    He responded at once, doing exactly as she had commanded, with slobbering devotion. It made both women laugh. 
 
    When that got boring she patted his cheek, then angrily slapped him. No reason. Just because she was his goddess, and even the sweetest goddess will always first and foremost be capricious. 
 
    Then she turned around and pushed her ass into his face. Rossetti worked her legs slightly further apart so that he could get his tongue right into her ass cheeks. 
 
     "Lick my hole, slave. Then I want that tongue right up my crack. Do it well, or I'll ask officer Prendergast to give you a dose of level six punishment. Do you understand?" 
 
    He plainly did, because a moment later, the male pushed his head forwards and his tongue unhesitatingly began to explore the piquant recesses of her anus. She shivered with delight, and was made wide eyed by his skill, too. She had never done anal before and now found herself wondering why not? The lapping sent little quivering darts of pleasure through her and she was quickly moaning. Not from the intensity of it but from the excitement of its sheer dirtiness. The male was absolutely abasing himself and his mouth was becoming her toilet brush. Why had she never... 
 
    Prendergast was stroking her face, running those gloved hands through the doctor’s hair, cooing and calming her. And then they kissed again, hot open mouths. Moans became gasps as they made out, as the doctor was teased and coaxed towards a climax. She could feel it approaching. She wanted it. 
 
    The man's tongue forced its way through her sphincter muscles and began to explore her anus properly, like a gently applied finger. Prendergast was helping her stand upright as the intensity of the experience became too much for her trembling knees. 
 
    "Touch... touch my clit... please..." 
 
    She managed to gasp out between kisses. The officer laughed but did as asked, the cold, leather clad fingers stroking just the right spot with just the right pressure. Knowing. Wanting. coming away sticky with lust. 
 
    "I've wanted to do this for years, you arrogant bitch. Beautiful, blonde cunt." 
 
    There was a sharp tug on her hair, but then the most tender of kisses. 
 
    "Test.... test the control on him now." 
 
    "You want me to hurt him?" 
 
    "Yes! Oh God yes!" 
 
    So Prendergast took a moment to activate the device in the man's cock, flooding his groin with level three pain. He shuddered and strained at the rack. His tongue wavered for a moment, but then went back to work with renewed energy. Desperation. Pain. Perhaps this was all he could do to make this experience bearable. Perhaps the situation convinced him of his own utter worthlessness? It didn't matter. 
 
    The women kissed again, lost in excitement. Rossetti felt the skilled tongue work frantically against her brown rose. She felt a woman's fingers penetrate her vagina and begin to tease and toy with it. Then they were withdrawn and took position around her clitoris. Slowly - exactingly - they began to squeeze and tug. Prendergast laughed, stroking her face. 
 
    "I'm just going to give him a burst of maximum level pain. Would you mind cumming for me now Doctor?" 
 
    Click. 
 
    She did. It was long and hard and fiery. She couldn't be sure that she kept control of her bladder and the slaves face may have been washed by a little urine or discharge, but she really neither knew nor cared. In truth, if the prisoner was receiving the highest level of punishment the genital control device was capable of - God that was an exciting image to carry in her head! - then he wouldn't care either. 
 
    Suffice it to say, there was a lot of screaming and groaning and cumming in that examination room. It ended when the officer helped Rossetti back to her chair, and turned off the torture machine. Then she took off her leather gloves and patted some stray red hairs back into place, acting as if what had happened was entirely normal test procedure. Nothing kinky going on here. 
 
    Rossetti sagged in the chair, getting her breath back, aware that it was going to be difficult to act like a consummate professional with just a blouse on and a sticky patch between her legs. As long as no one from the department walked in she could cope with that. She was really past caring what Prendergast thought. You could depend on the support of a fellow male-hating lesbian sadist. She fumbled out her cigarettes with shaking hands. 
 
    "Here, let me." 
 
    "That's very kind." 
 
    Prendergast lit it for her, and Rossetti slumped back into her chair again, exhaling with fierce relaxation. She shivered. 
 
    "God, that is so much better. So - what do you think of my work?" 
 
    "I think it's very impressive. The machine controls his genitals giving him formidable stamina. He responds to pain very enjoyably. And I also really like the fact that he doesn't shrink from being hurt; he kind of embraces it and goes with it." 
 
    "That all sounds very positive." 
 
    "It does. But that's not entirely obedience. He's controlled, not conditioned. You understand the difference. May I?" 
 
    She leaned across and borrowed Rossetti's cigarette, taking a few puffs before returning it with thanks. An intimate gesture which pleased the doctor. 
 
    "So - what do we do next?" 
 
    "How do we know he's truly broken? Interesting question, isn't it. Why don't you get yourself dressed and we can move on to his final test?" 
 
    So Rossetti gathered up her clothes from the floor and rebuttoned her blouse. By the time she had finished it was obvious she'd been played with and experienced an intense orgasm - it's just impossible to hide that kind of glow - but it also looked like she'd had the decency to try. 
 
    "Ok, ready." 
 
    Prendergast stood beside the torture rack and lifted the slaves head up towards her. There was tenderness in that touch, but not in her voice. 
 
    "Listen closely, man whore. I'm going to unlock you. You are going to kneel on the floor with your thighs two fists apart and your hands firmly behind your head, fingers interlaced. You are going to keep your eyes looking down but your head up. Any signs of rebellion will be punished. And I don't think you are in any doubt that this punishment will be far from pleasant. If you understand these instructions, nod once." 
 
    He nodded once, very firmly indeed. 
 
    "Good." 
 
    The officer began to unlock the cuffs and unbuckle the straps. There was no mistaking the marks they left on his skin, heavy and red across his wrists, ankles and thighs. But they were as nothing to the red marks burned across his ass, thighs, buttocks and shoulders. For all that, he assumed the position he had been ordered to take, pulled himself upright and kept that pose, like some kind of Christian martyr. 
 
    "Very nice. Maybe there's some use for you after all." 
 
    She pulled up a chair facing him and then lifted his file from the table. 
 
    "You have a name. What is it? Do you remember?" 
 
    He looked blank for a second. Then he told her uncertainly: "James Iveson." 
 
    "Good. It is interesting that your memory of your own identity is becoming weak. That's what we hoped for. Let's see - hmm - petty car theft. Not a dangerous criminal. You were only in prison for a few years." She looked up and smiled brightly. "Now, what do you say about being sent back to prison." 
 
    He looked blank. 
 
    "Prison. Away..." 
 
    "Yes, that’s right. Away from here. Back to a comfortable cell. No more pain. No more beating, torture, humiliation. The prison doctor can remove that device from your cock and you can serve out your sentence. Would you like that?" 
 
    He had a hard time thinking what that meant. Then he nodded, on the verge of tears. Prendergast patted his hand. 
 
    "I know. It's a very difficult decision for you. But it's not a trick. If you say you want to go back to prison, you could. All perfectly legal and correct. There's only one thing. Your mistress, Doctor Rossetti, does not wish you to go. She can't stop you. She won't - I won't. But she wants you to remain." 
 
    She lifted her pen as if she was preparing to make a record of his decision. 
 
    "So, what you have to do is this - if you want to go, you just walk out through that cell door. They'll give you clothes, I'll arrange for you to go back to a comfortable cell. You'll be on the next transport back to prison. If you want to stay, that's simple too. you just kneel at Doctor Rossetti's feet." 
 
    He looked at the door. He looked at the doctor. There was a moment of hesitation, and then he staggered to a standing position. 
 
    Rossetti lifted her chin and smiled at him. It was a very faint, slightly smug expression, nothing coaxing, nothing promising. This had to be his choice. 
 
    He looked at the door again. For a second, there was an obvious movement towards it, which just - gave up. 
 
    And then he fell to his knees in front of the doctor. 
 
    Rossetti felt a warm glow of achievement. And - possibly affection towards the male. She stroked his hair. 
 
    "That was good. Very good. But you delayed a little. So - I think my boots need attention, don't you? I think I may have trodden in some dog shit on my way here. Don't you think they need cleaning? Thoroughly." 
 
    "Yes mistress. Oh yes!" 
 
    "Good boy. Then you may lick them." 
 
    And he did, without any delay. His tongue moved across the leather, explored the arch, attended to every need of her foot. It left a shining trail of saliva picked out by the overhead lights. He was actually crying with submission. 
 
    Rossetti smiled smugly. She felt her point had been quite thoroughly proven. 
 
    "You have the control. I think this deserves an orgasm, don't you?" 
 
    "Oh, I do." 
 
    Prendergast lifted the device which would flood his body with climatic ecstasy. She tapped it to maximum but hesitated before activating it. 
 
    "Hmm you know that cheat code." 
 
    "The one which removes the safety limits?" 
 
    "Yes. How high does it go? Enough to cause a really - really powerful orgasm?" 
 
    "Oh yes." The doctor playfully ruffled his hair. "Lots of pleasure. Too much to be safely endured, and maybe enough to induce heart failure or a stroke. It would be absolutely mind blowing. And he's been abstinent for a full week so I would imagine that the amount of spunk he'll produce could be - prodigious. And absolute shower of thick, sticky cum." 
 
    Prendergast smiled sadistically. 
 
    "I look forward to seeing that.  All of it." 
 
    "Even if it ends him?" 
 
    "Execution by orgasm? I think that would be a magnificent line of experimentation, don't you?" 
 
    Click. 
 
    And she started him on the path to the most staggering - and potentially last climax of his life. At their command. Obedient to the control of two beautiful and cruel women. 
 
      
 
      
 
    ### 
 
      
 
      
 
    I hope you’ve enjoyed this third stage of Obedience Treatment. 
 
      
 
    If you’ve not read the rest of the series, you can find the first part here:  
 
      
 
    https://www.amazon.co.uk/Obedience-Treatment-science-FemDom-Training-ebook/dp/B086KX6CS4/ref=sr_1_1?crid=3M8CHQSGZCZFW&dchild=1&keywords=james+missaglia&qid=1586184528&sprefix=james+missaglia%2Caps%2C365&sr=8-1 
 
      
 
    Lucretia’s Gladiator – lust in the dust of ancient Rome 
 
    https://www.amazon.co.uk/Lucretias-Gladiator-Historical-erotica-Ancient-ebook/dp/B07HDSHGGT/ref=sr_1_2?dchild=1&keywords=james+missaglia&qid=1585515761&sr=8-2 
 
      
 
    Mr Fishers Pleasure – a modern day femdom fantasy 
 
    https://www.amazon.co.uk/Mrs-Fishers-Pleasure-James-Missaglia-ebook/dp/B07XC981JY/ref=sr_1_3?dchild=1&keywords=james+missaglia&qid=1585515860&sr=8-3 
 
      
 
    Hidden Depths – a couple discover a new way of enjoying sex 
 
      
 
    https://www.amazon.co.uk/Hidden-Depths-James-Missaglia-ebook/dp/B07QNDHSPF/ref=sr_1_8?dchild=1&keywords=james+missaglia&qid=1585515860&sr=8-8 
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