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Dedication

For My Cop. You opened the right door.

The Links

This story draws on characters and situations from previous novels. The first time they are mentioned, they're linked to the books at Amazon. Free sample chapters, stories and more are at Amityworld.com.




The Series

Take a trip back to the Academy we first visited in Debbie's Gift. Travel with Amity to the Mistress's Academy where she turns men into perfect sex slaves and see what those two powerful women can do with—and to—the right men.

This Platinum Net is the third and final installment in the series of Tole’s journey, from his first encounter with Amity (Femdom Slave Training for Delivery) to how she came to own him and the steps she took to fulfill her promise to rescue him. Read the story as it unfolds in 2026 in order: Only the Best for Sale (Part 1), Things Aren't Just Things (Part 2) and The Platinum Net (Part 3).




Find all of Amity’s Femdom novels: https://tinyurl.com/AmityNovels


Prologue

THE ROOM WAS small and dark. He felt how close the walls were that surrounded him even though he couldn’t see his own hands he was pressing against his sides. Flesh against flesh. Nakedness wasn’t new to him; the bastards who kidnapped him kept him that way for more than a year. He knew why they took his clothes and it almost worked. When they sent him overseas and trained him day and night to be their spymaster, he learned how to dehumanize the people he was sent to interrogate.

Take their clothes first. Make them look and feel like animals.

He never got the chance before his captors locked him in a crate, shipped him on a boat and made him sit in his own pee and shit for a week. When he arrived wherever that was, they locked him in a small cell, beat him repeatedly, never telling him what they wanted from him. Their goal became clear when they used him — they targeted his mouth and ass — for weeks. Or months. His tiny cell had no windows and that was another technique they taught him in spymaster school. Take away any concept of time. When he tried to talk to others they abducted, men he could hear but not see, they beat him with a chain.

He had only one way out. His decision was based on the logic that made him the unconquered Seminole warrior he’d always been. If he couldn’t kill himself, he’d make them do it for him.

When he resisted their cruelty long enough, they hog-tied him and threw him into the pig slop. They didn’t even do him the favor of killing him first.

He wanted to die until three words from his past filled his head. He didn’t think they were real; that he was insane but the words wouldn’t stop. It was a vow he made and he’d never broken a promise in his life. His warrior’s heart and the Seminole blood in his veins urged him — demanded — to fight.

It wasn’t about winning; it was all about the fight. Never give up. Never give in. You descend from unconquered warriors.

A year after escaping one hell, he was thrown into another. He was stripped, put up for sale, and bought like a pig at an auction. He hadn’t felt human, much less a man, for so long everything inside him shut down. The screaming in his brain wouldn’t stop until one morning someone said he was safe. He was on his knees, surrounded by other proud warriors reassuring him he was protected now. All he had to do was open his eyes, leave the darkness behind him and step into the light.

The first step was the most difficult one he’d ever taken. Harder than leading men into battle. More agonizing than losing men in his unit. More excruciating than writing letters to their families. More painful than the kidnappers’ whippings that tore his skin or enduring their laughter when he bled.

The elders who lived in his memories furnished the strength he needed that day to take that one step. The rest of the journey was his to take or to stumble and fall back into the darkness. Each rung on the ladder he forced himself to climb felt like he was scaling a mountain with no summit in sight.

No matter how steep that journey was, the voice of the woman he made that promise to when he gave himself to her filled his brain and flowed through his heart.

“You own me,” he said.

He’d given himself to her with his full heart. It was his promise and he would die to keep it.

Her words kept him alive long enough for the forces of nature to return him to her world. For the first time since he plummeted into the abyss, he remembered what it felt like to trust someone literally with his life. He accepted her decision about who, where and when he’d spend the rest of his days.

The where was in that small, dark room where he stood on a platform with his back straight, chest out and head high. The who was the woman whose robe swished while she inspected every part of his body with her hands. Each touch set him on fire.

His where was the place she put him. He was the property of the woman she gave him to. He was the fighter he was destined to be, the product of his soldier’s heart and his heritage. She made him reclaim what he had been, a warrior who would never accept failure or compromise. The rest was up to him.

There was no yesterday or tomorrow for him. The unconquered warrior’s when was right now.


Amity’s Note

GIVING TOLE TO the Mistress at her unique Academy was the right thing to do for him after the horrors he’d survived and the challenging ladder I made him climb after I bought him. I promised to rescue him but I knew and more importantly, Tole knew that I would never own him again. He had too much to offer the right woman and that wasn’t me. My Cop more than fills that space in my world and Tole deserved to fill it for the right woman. It had to be a perfect fit with an exceptional woman who’d treasure him as much as I do My Cop.

The first time I met the Mistress was as unusual as it was typical of what happens when women like us cross paths. One of her owned men was searching for tools online and happened across my website. He filled out a contact form to ask about quantities. The site wasn’t anything like it is today, categorized with images and videos behind layers of security and membership that has to be approved. When I saw the contact form, I had my girl reply with a phone number to discuss how many lockable electronic penis rings the buyer wanted.

The caller, a man’s voice, said his Mistress was interested in several items but needed certain numbers and colors. I don’t chat with the help; I told him to put her on the phone. He tried to tell me it was his job to get the information and his Mistress was busy with important matters.

That was his mistake. He needed to learn who and what was important. I pressed the red button and hung up.

Thirty minutes later, my girl said there was a call about ordering from the website and the caller asked if my developers could meet her need for multiples of each item she wanted and if they came in the colors she wanted.

I took the call because of one word my girl said. “She” wanted to know…

That’s the day I met the Mistress and learned about her Academy where she turned the men their spouses sent into perfect sex slaves. We talked for more than an hour.

That evening, I mentioned the call to My Cop who promptly set out to learn everything he could about her. There wasn’t much he could tell me the next morning. Her privacy was rock solid but he gleaned a few fascinating facts.

Her clients were women whose husbands failed to provide the services and sexual satisfaction they wanted. Actually, he said, the single brochure he found said women shouldn’t look at that as something they wanted; rather, it was what they deserved just like it was every man’s job, his duty, to provide it whatever, however and whenever she chose.

He said the training appeared to be brutal but very effective based on the few graduates he’d been able to check out. The men received noticeably more glowing performance evaluations at work after they were shipped home. As far as their outside lives were concerned, he said they left work, went directly home to make sure everything was ready before their wives arrived. Most brought gifts every night.

He shook his head when he said they did all that while they were naked and ringed with nets locked around their genitals that their owners controlled. They couldn’t wait to strip, be given orders and perform as they were told.

“Just like I keep you,” I remember telling him.

After my first Parlor when he fought off every challenger to win even though he didn’t know what the prize was because that’s who he is, he begged me to own him. He’s been mine ever since. There’s no time limit. Just forever.

What he told me about the men the Mistress transformed at her Academy was one thing. I wanted to know more about her and he was at a loss. He called it a tight ship with excellent security that thwarted even his research team. There was only one way I could find out more. I had to do it myself.

We had two more phone calls over the next few weeks while my developers filled her rather large order. She explained her coloring system for what she called her Greens, Blues, Whites and Golds. I number my property; she color codes them. She explained more about her methods, from the punishing intake every new entrant undergoes to the unrelenting, 24/7 training her Greens put them through, all the way to the way she promotes some of the men through the ranks. The ones who prove themselves exceptionally well and long enough, may become her Golds one day.

The men who earn gold rings she keeps in gold nets, something she called a controller, are similar to my exclusives, minus the amazing trips into the stars mine give me. She said that role was reserved for a Platinum. Only one man could fill that role and from time to time, she tested one but tired of the candidates she thought could fill that position but failed. She was selling one she recently rejected to a carefully-chosen woman who could manage property like him. Not every woman could, she said.

What interested me the most was her description of how she structured every minute of their lives from the top-level Golds down to the Green trainers who did the hands-on student training. When I explained my process, we agreed they were similar in that all men can be turned into what you want them to be but more importantly, they have to not just accept the new definition of themselves but internalize it as their lifelong work.

When I named Tole, I knew he was that kind of man, one who had the energy and power to wear her platinum net. The Mistress has been an excellent customer on my website for years. She doesn’t even ask for a discount coupon.

I finally visited the Academy when I gave her Tole. She set out to see if he could not just meet but exceed her arduous tests and earn her platinum controller. She tried one who didn’t work out, she said, but was selling him in a few weeks.

She looked surprised when I handed Tole over to her and said he was the last one she’d ever need to audition. The next morning, she said I was right.

Tole thought he’d fought and won the last battle of his life in my punishment building. He was wrong. The who, where and when of his future started the moment he was dragged into her Academy, dangling from his wrists and ankles on the conveyor belt that swept him into the utter darkness that would, if he was platinum worthy, wrench him into the light.

The fundamental principle she and I share is the same. Pain must always have a purpose and that purpose is always ours.

The purpose? To get what we want.


The First Night

Chapter 1


Debbie’s Platinum Gift

MOST MEN END up nearly hysterical and sobbing after the onerous journey into the depths of the Academy. The Mistress designed it that way intentionally; after all, those men were on a one-way trip into new lives of sex slavery. Every minute of their weeks-long education buttressed her goal of turning out perfect sex slaves for their spouses. While the men were in training, the women who paid their tuition were at home learning how to get the most out of her products. The Golds she sent while their husbands were being schooled tread a careful line between showing women how to get the most out of Academy graduates by using their bodies to illustrate how men should quench women’s sexual demands with their new skills. At the same time, they were prohibited from stepping over that line with their own sexual climaxes.

It was the Mistress’s inviolable rule. Punishment for breaking it was so gruesome that the Golds never dared speak about it.

In all the years she’d awarded gold nets to men who achieved that level, only one Gold had ever failed his assignment. That woman he was given to was more than a quick learner. Debbie surpassed what most women did when she made the loaner Gold finish spectacularly mere minutes before her husband Ron, a new graduate, was delivered back to her.

The Mistress recalled that scene. She’d watched the sorry episode on real-time video. She didn’t tolerate failure, especially not from a Gold. There was no question what she’d do with him. Stripped of his gold ring and net, he pleaded so long and loudly, he came close to vomiting from hysteria but it didn’t matter. He sealed his own fate. The black ring and net he was forced to parade in front of the sneering Colors was merely the first step. She sent him down the stairs to the Academy’s dark basement to endure his punishment.

She rarely looked at him on camera since he’d been confined to a tiny cell in the bottommost level where he worked ceaselessly to atone for his failure. That former Gold spent his days and nights mopping up what the new students expelled on the conveyor belt along with composting food waste from the Colors who lived several levels above. If any of the Colors ever saw him on their monitors, they sneered at the black net locked to the black ring behind his shriveled penis.

In a few weeks, he’d have paid the price for five years. The calendar reminder surprised her and Mistress tapped a note to her head Gold to give her a detailed report about the status of his repentance. She hardly ever thought about him. That was the worst part of what he forfeited and he berated himself daily for what he’d done. It was his fault and his undoing. The Mistress, he knew, was always right.

Although tuition more than covered the Academy’s expenses with a fair amount of profit, the Mistress had a second source of income. She sold the Platinums she rejected. There had been only a few throughout the Academy’s history. They had matchless skills and each was unique but what set them apart was their bottomless drive to do more for the Mistress today than they did yesterday and would do even more tomorrow.

Golds were perfectly trained. Platinums were as well but burned with the flames that smoldered inside them, passion she ignited with her touch.

The Colors had to prove themselves every day but that drive was innate in Platinums and showed itself in the aura she had to see and feel glow around them. Very few men were even candidates and the ones she thought might work and didn’t went for high prices after she tired of their failure to satisfy her. The Mistress had almost given up on finding the one that didn’t just excel but gave her the challenge she had to overpower every day and night. The right man knew he had to earn her Platinum net every day before the sun rose or set.

It was more than a fulltime job. It was a forever journey.

What the Mistress exacted from a Platinum wasn’t what many women wanted after they received their trained sex slaves from the Academy. A Platinum’s services were exceptional but only certain women knew how to use them. That’s why the one she was offering now was completing his sixth month with the last of three women the Mistress considered to be worthy buyers. All three pushed him well beyond his threshold to make sure he was worth for the price she was charging.

Five years ago, Debbie broke a Gold. The Mistress wanted to see if she could do the same thing with the Platinum for sale.

Her head Gold stood beside the platform holding her chair and waited for his Mistress to tell him to start the video. She held his Gold net while issuing her instructions. And her threat.

“I expect two evaluations,” she said. “The Platinum’s value. Has he proved it? And that thing in the basement, has he repented and learned his lesson?”

The Gold took a deep breath, trying frantically not to succumb to what his Mistress’s fingers were doing to the organs she owned and controlled while he gave his reports. As well trained as he was, when the Mistress honored him with her touch, he had to fight his body’s inborn reactions. Each pat or squeeze generated a swirling storm inside him. Every muscle tensed the harder she squeezed.

“If their progress isn’t satisfactory…” She didn’t have to finish the sentence. Her hand crushing his net said it for her.

Between gasps, he said, “Ms. Debbie is finishing her sixth month with him. She used every suggestion Mistress sent in the instruction manual. He prepares Ms. Debbie for work every morning, cleans and does laundry, plans and serves meals. Ms. Debbie has instructed him to improve Ron’s talents and attitude. He schools Ron every morning and night to further develop the skills Mistress instilled in him.”

She raised an eyebrow at his last remark. Gold rushed to explain between gasps when her hand squashed his organs until all he could feel was unrelenting agony.

“The Platinum did not ever speak of Mistress’s… preferences. He taught him new ones. Ones specific to Ms. Debbie,” he said, his chest heaving from her relentless grip.

“Specifics,” she said, twisting the net until the Gold groaned.

He struggled to find the right words. He knew what would happen if he said the wrong thing again. The basement. The black ring and net. Utter, endless shame.

“Ms. Debbie wanted Ron debased during the final month and left the means up to the Platinum as long as she was entertained.” Gold couldn’t help it. Loud grunts escaped his lips.

“Play it,” she said, smirking.

The wide screen on the wall came to life. Debbie was dressed in a long black negligee, perched on her bed reading her tablet and casually flicking her finger at the Platinum on his knees at her side. The Mistress took a good look at his physique when he stood up to complete what Debbie’s finger told him to do. This time it was to see if he’d been debasing Ron sufficiently for the past month.

He grabbed Ron by his net, threw him on the floor at the side of Debbie’s bed and jammed lube into him with his big hand. Mistress noted how loud Ron reacted but was more interested in the kind of noises he made.

Well done, Mistress thought. An oinking pig squealing his hunger.

Debbie twirled her finger. The Platinum repositioned Ron’s ass so it was within her reach. She pointed and he ran to retrieve Ron’s custom-formed plug. The Mistress focused on the Platinum’s face. It was filled with the look only a Platinum can make.

Pure, feral need.

He’d always been one of the hungry ones, typical of men whose unending craving for insertion was unmistakable. Most of her Colors wanted insertion so badly, they’d do everything and more to be one of the fortunate ones she inserted at night as recognition of their service that day.

This Platinum was different. He didn’t crave it. He needed it as badly as a starving man needs food and water. His need didn’t come from his groin; it lived deep in his heart.

The insert in Debbie’s hand confirmed what she turned the Platinum into. He carried a piece of her deep inside. She was the substance that defined what he was.

The Mistress called it the fire that didn’t live in his belly but just below it, the spark that lit his aura. It was the reason she chose him to make him what he was. When the Platinum’s spark faded, the Mistress was finished with him.

He’ll bring in a decent price, the Mistress mused as she watched the monitor.

Debbie teased Ron’s ass with the insert until he was on all fours, oinking wildly, humping his hips toward the tip, pleading like a pig for her to plunge it in. Debbie never looked up from her tablet and let Ron do all the work.

Mistress said, “Skip to the end.” She didn’t let go of the Gold’s net and squeezed what was inside even harder.

Her Gold tapped the fast-forward button but didn’t dare wipe the drool dripping from the corners of his tight lips. He was so well trained, he never cried out.

Debbie was still reading her tablet, ignoring Ron’s grateful cries for the insertion she awarded him that night. He had satisfied her that day but knew that hours before the sun rose, his challenges, like the daylight, would rise again.

Debbie glanced at the Platinum’s damp netting and said, “Amuse me.”

With that, the Platinum crawled between her legs to start the first hour of work he’d do to make her smile. There would be many more hours, but if he did it perfectly, maybe, just maybe she’d reward him with his own insert that night.

He lifted her hips gently and lowered his face into her.

With Ron oinking happily in the background, Debbie continued studying the contract she was reading while the Platinum toiled ceaselessly to make her smile.

Hours later, Debbie had the Platinum lubricate himself while she watched and then strapped his ankles and wrists to the swing she had him build. This device swung back and forth at the speed she set and unless he angled his hips just right, he’d oscillate like a metronome all night with an empty ass.

His growls filled the room when she tapped the tip between his cheeks and rose louder each time he missed. His powerful arms thrust him over and over toward his goal, the plug she held in her hand.

Using every bit of his strength, the Platinum rammed forward and felt it invade a few inches into him.

She pulled it out when he swung away.

He screeched wildly and swung harder. Each time his aim was true, she jerked it out until he was shrieking for the thing his body was begging for.

That’s when it happened. Debbie smiled.

The plug fully inside him was only part of what made him scream with joy. Her smile stoked that fire beneath his belly into a raging blaze.

Debbie turned off the swing and let him call out his gratefulness while he hung from the uprights. Ron oinked his song. They made lovely background music.

She climbed between the silk sheets, drew the fluffy comforter over her and went to sleep.

The Platinum hung in the swing wondering where the Mistress would send him next. Who she gave him to and where that was didn’t matter. The who and where were always up to Mistress and Mistress was always right. He allowed himself only one hope. That Mistress would give him to this woman to own and use forever.

He’d been a Platinum who’d been touched by the Mistress and would do anything and everything to feel that electricity again no matter who the Mistress gave him to or where he was sent. He was determined to dedicate his life to working every day and every night just to see his owner smile and maybe, if he was good enough, she’d insert him again.

-=o=-

Still gripping her head Gold’s net, the Mistress’s insisted on an update on the former Gold in the basement. Stripped of his color and any shred of clothing save for a black ring and matching net, he’d suffered the worst punishment the Mistress could impose on a disobedient Color. He’d toiled for years doing the most demeaning tasks—toilet and enema detritus, rotten food and urine-soaked laundry—all while hoping for the day his Mistress would see that he was redeemed. He longed for that, the day she would release him from his isolated, shameful existence.

Being separated from the Colors was gruesome enough but he managed to get occasional glimpses of new classes being inducted into the Academy when he cleaned the basement floor after the intake conveyor belt step forced newcomers to pee and shit when they were drawn into the blackness. He looked up at their flailing legs and darted across the floor to avoid the shit and piss they rained down. It wasn’t much but for the ex-Gold, those seconds of seeing other human beings were everything.

It was the shame that ate at him every waking minute. He knew they could see him when they wanted to and that Mistress played video of him mopping the fetid floor, hauling putrid waste to the sewer and lugging garbage to its place just outside the basement door. He knew Mistress was right to show the Colors how far he’d fallen. They would learn from his penance how high Mistress’s standards were and what happened to those who failed to meet them.

Mistress is always right, he reminded himself.

He slogged through his chores without knowing how long he’d been doing them. There was no morning and certainly no night. He worked harder and harder, hoping that one day, Mistress would see how deeply he’d learned her lesson and reinstate him somewhere—anywhere—above the basement, out of his personal hell.

“Status,” Mistress said.

Her head Gold tried and failed to conceal his disgust when he delivered his report.

“The Black continues to clean new classes’ urine and feces under the conveyor belt. It sanitizes Mistress’s tools at night using only a headlamp so it does not waste unnecessary power resources. Black cries itself to sleep when Mistress allows it to lie on its thin mattress. Each time its alarm sounds, it takes its position on the mechanical slapper for 15 minutes, then performs its fitness work.” The Gold barely hid his revulsion at the ex-Gold’s penance the Mistress levied.

The entire corps of Colors knew Mistress was always right. Most had little memory of their former comrade except that there was an ex-Gold somewhere, rarely seen, paying the price for breaking Mistress’s rule.

“Is the Black redeemed?” she asked.

The Gold tensed at her question. If he said yes, any infraction the Black made in the future would fall on him and he’d face Mistress’s wrath. He couldn’t survive what the ex-Gold had been subjected to and even if Mistress gave him a less severe punishment, he’d spend weeks — months — living in shame rained down by the Colors lined up along the observation windows watching what Mistress would do to him. But if he said no, the ex-Gold would spend at least another year mopping piss and shit. Alone.

The Mistress squeezed his gold net harder. He had to answer her question, a reply that would seal the ex-Gold’s and his own future. He knew better than to provide an incomplete response or worse, an untruthful one. Her grip on her net — it was hers, just like what was inside it — was growing more painful by the second.

“Mistress, the Black has completed five long years of atonement in isolation for its gross disobedience. If it is released, I humbly ask to oversee its retraining.”

It wasn’t just pain the Gold’s controller leveled on his organs; rather, it was the series of shocks that the Mistress delivered to his net that sent him to the carpet, spewing one earsplitting shriek after another. The agony in his crotch overtook his ability to think. Not one thought of what he could have done wrong entered his brain. Only one sentence, the overriding rule at the Academy, escaped his lips.

Mistress is always right, he howled in near hysteria.

She had another plan for that ex-Gold in the basement. He was waiting silently in the dark for her to inspect.


Chapter 2


The Dark Room

HER FINGERS TOUCHED his shoulder and he shuddered. He couldn’t stop it. His body reacted before he could remember what a woman’s touch — this woman’s touc — felt like. Her warm hands worked their way down his back, first one shoulder then the other. They met at his hips and he struggled not to tremble. He was grateful she gave him those few minutes to remember what it felt like to have a woman’s hands touch him like that.

There’d been other women but nothing came close to the shock that ran through him in that dark room. Except once before. A different woman, the one who put him where he was right now, standing on a raised platform in a pitch black room with a woman’s hands exploring his asscheeks.

Every time she gripped another piece of him, he shivered despite the warm air surrounding him. He wanted to cry out, “USE ME!” but he forced his lips into a straight line. That sensation that drove him so long ago, his need that the other woman knew how to use, raged in his gut. He hadn’t felt that fire in so long, it was almost too much of a shock for him to stay on his feet.

He would not fall. He was a warrior and would fight with everything he had to obey her. “Stand. Be silent.” No matter what it took, no matter how hard it was to follow that simple order, he would submit to it. To her.

Her hands explored his legs and lingered between his thighs. Suddenly, her nails raked down to his ankles like ten spears claiming her territory. She never heard the wail stuck deep in his belly that threatened to escape from his lips.

“Be silent,” she told him.

His brain told him it wasn’t a mere request.

He heard her robe swish as she circled in front of him but the sound was drowned out by his silent shriek when she grabbed his nipples and twisted them so hard it took everything he had not to bend over and yell in pain. He hadn’t felt that kind of pain in so long he’d almost forgotten how he ached for it. It felt like how that other woman gave it to him so long ago it seemed like a different lifetime. She did it first with her own whip and then there were the others she sent to give him what he wanted. What he thirsted for.

The memory of her whip, the one with the red handle, kept him alive so he could be where he was, where she put him.

She explored his chest, feeling every muscle he’d worked so hard to develop under that damned former Marine DI after that time… that nightmare the woman demanded he wake up from and step into the light. Now this new woman’s hands owned the results of every hour he lifted weights, pulled his chin over the bar and pushed himself off the floor while that damnable drill sergeant counted the cadence. When he got to ten, the Gunny barked, “ELEVEN! If you’re man enough.” Then twelve. It never stopped until the day she brought him here.

And left him in the dark room with this woman whose touch felt like electricity on every inch of his skin.

She rubbed circles on his flat belly that felt like hot pokers searing her name into him.

Lower. A little lower, he begged silently.

He wanted to scream from frustration when she skipped his organs and nestled her hands between his thighs. She didn’t rake her nails down to his ankles. Instead, she started there and inched up until he was on the verge of blaring out his need for her to scrape harder.

When it finally happened, when her warm fingers reached his groin, he was pleading inside for her to grab it, squeeze it, fondle it, anything to make him feel that way again. Not like the other woman who locked his penis in a cage so he couldn’t touch himself.

“I own that, too,” the other woman said.

He’d given it to her from his warrior’s heart and the promise he made was lifelong. He’d never break that promise, that she owned him. He never begged her but he was on the edge of pleading for this woman’s hands.

Touch me, oh god, touch me, he urged her silently.

She didn’t squeeze or fondle his dripping penis. Instead, she pulled it through a ring that sat against his hairless groin. He heard the click when it locked. When she locked it.

She said only one word when it closed. “Mine.”

She laid her hands on his shoulders and pushed him down to his knees, then pulled his head back by a fistful of his hair. Her face was inches from his but he couldn’t see anything in the darkness except her eyes, her cold green eyes that frightened and fascinated him at the same time.

The ring exploded waves of agony throughout his body, the one he’d worked so diligently to perfect. What she did to him was nothing like what he suffered in captivity. It was beyond that, different from that. The pain wasn’t for his kidnappers’ cruel enjoyment because they laughed when they tortured him just to hear him scream and eventually cry.

This had a purpose. It belonged to her.

And so did he.

-=o=-

The Mistress watched his face contort and felt his chest heave from the waves of pain her controller inflicted. While he suffered in anguished silence, she explored his face with her fingers, lingering on his eyes that were locked on hers.

They were blue, dark blue.

There had never been a man who could withstand her controller’s shocks this long and remain silent. Others would struggle until they couldn’t stand one more second of what she did to them.

Until now. Until this one did.

She didn’t have to say the words out loud. He could read the threat in her eyes.

“How much can you take before I break you?”

His stare never left her green eyes when he answered straight from his heart.

“I am a warrior. I will not break.”

The Mistress’s brief smile proved what she did next wasn’t the kind of torture those bastards put him through. It had a purpose even if he didn’t know what it was. Whatever her aim was, she had no need to explain it to him.

Because he knew what it was. She owned him.

The Mistress pulled a net out of her robe’s pocket and stretched it tightly around his penis and testicles, ending with a snap that locked it in place. He didn’t have to see it. He knew what it would do.

And it did.

He stared at her, concentrating every fiber in his being on her green eyes, the only part of her he could see in the dark room. He refused to scream. He would not scream.

The only sounds in the room were his tortured gasps. He had no idea how long she let it go on; everything inside him, from his Seminole blood to his warrior’s heart, was fighting to silence the shrieks boiling inside him. It was a new kind of battle, one that triggered his memory of the moment he took the first step from the nightmare into the light.

No matter how excruciating, no matter how unbearable taking that step was, he did it because he knew he was safe in that other small, dark room with his ancestors behind him and that woman ready to catch him if he fell.

He knew he was safe in this room, too.

With her.

Behind him, he felt the ghosts of his legacy send their approval.

He lifted his head, straightened his back and pushed his chest out without breaking his stare at her eyes.

The Mistress ended his introduction to her controller and held his netted organs in her hands. The rainbow of intertwined colors — green, blue, white and gold —  would be replaced with platinum. Some day. One day. If he was good enough for her.

“Who are you?” she asked.

He didn’t hesitate. “I am Tole. I am your warrior.”

The spirits of his ancestors smiled as they floated away. He was whole again, in the right place with the right woman who would use his body and hold his warrior’s heart in her hands.

His unconquered warrior’s heart.


Chapter 3

The Night 

WHEN THE MISTRESS’S inspection was done, she made two decisions. The first would be revealed to her Golds that night. The second would never be shared with the Colors.

Two birds… she thought. How very efficient.

The Mistress had reviewed too many men who presented as potential Platinums but failed, one after another. Even though the new one in the inspection room passed her initial scrutiny far beyond any had before, she was leery of being disappointed again. Before she took him, the man whose former owner named him Tole, he would have to prove he was worth her time before she’d even consider locking him in her platinum net.

The beast in the basement was the perfect trial to see if Tole could earn that color.

Before she led him on the long walk to her suite, she pointed to the floor behind her. Tole fell to his hands and knees, creeping one step behind her robe’s hem the entire way. He stared at her tall heels, measuring the distance with every step she took. When she reached the electronic doors, he felt the presence of others, other men, all on their hands and knees, just like him.

With her back to him, she said, “Stand.”

No one had to tell him to straighten up, grab his wrists behind his back and separate his feet to shoulder width. He heard gasps from the other men but didn’t look down at them. They weren’t important.

“Follow,” she said.

The doors swished open and he marched a step behind her onto carpet so thick and white it begged the word elegant. His toes sank into the pile each time he took a measured step so he was always inches away from her. From her back.

He still hadn’t see her face, not in the dark room, not during the trek down the long hallway, not even after she led him inside. She’d explored every inch of him, ringed his organs and taken ownership of them, yet he couldn’t identify the woman who dictated every move he’d made.

He followed her to the raised platform where she stopped and waited. Tole knew she was issuing a silent command but wasn’t sure what it was, much less what she expected him to do. He’d been a soldier and knew he had to search his surroundings the way they taught him in SERE — Survival, Evasion, Resistance and Escape. And the rule: Always look for a way to escape.

Tole studied the rooms. He counted four, a hallway with closets, a bathroom suite, a foyer he’d crossed behind her and the largest room, the one he was in now. One end held the biggest bed he’d ever seen. The other was where he was, in front of a small stage with a large, white-upholstered chair that reminded him more of a throne than a chair.

She was waiting at the first step, her back still toward him.

Tole suffered the ring’s power when he was in the small room and knew she would do it again if he fell short of meeting her demands, even silent ones. He was a warrior — her warrior — but he was also an officer and a gentleman.

He took a step to her side, extended his elbow, and she laid her hand on his skin. They climbed both steps together.

The way she sat on the oversized chair told him who she was. That chair was nothing short of regal and so was the woman filling it. Tole remembered the last thing the woman who sent him here said before he was hauled deep into the darkness.

“You earned her ownership. Don’t fail me. Or yourself.”

His reply was equally terse. “I will not fail!” he said seconds before he was hung by his wrists and dragged into dark obscurity.

The woman pointed to her feet, telling him where to kneel. A warm wave ran through him when she lifted his chin with her finger and for the first time, he saw her face.

Tole tried not to gasp. It wasn’t her beauty or her green eyes or her long hair or anything like that. Those were just things. It wasn’t the minor things he saw that rushed through him like a river.

It was her unspoken, invisible aura of possession that enveloped him. Tole felt safe for the first time since the other woman sent him into the darkness and handed him over to her.

She said, “I am Mistress.”

He didn’t stop to think before he replied. “Mistress.” It was the first time he’d ever said that word and he was surprised at how right it felt on his lips.

She rested her hands on his shoulders and traced the scars the bastards left on him. She touched every disfigurement, invoking the memories of the torture he endured. His scarred arms, shoulders, back and chest made the roadmap of his life.

She felt the mighty effort he was making not to wince. “These are not you. You are and will be who and what you are right now and what you will become to me.”

Tole quietly closed the door behind him more tightly, the one with the dark memories that pushed him to the brink of suicide. The door clicked shut.

She reached between his legs, gripped his netted organs, then squeezed with both hands.

“This is mine,” she said.

“Yes, Mistress,” he said. Those words felt so comforting, so natural in his mouth, he said it again. “Yes, Mistress.”

Her eyes never left his when she said, “I will test you every day. Your only reward is that I will keep you one more day.”

Tole felt it coalesce inside him, everything he’d been through, everything he’d done that put him where he was on his knees at her feet. It all merged in his gut. He knew the who — this woman; the where — at her feet; and the when — right now. Not yesterday filled with torture, not tomorrow that would bring whatever it did. Only this moment mattered.

He said, “Yes, Mistress,” and in that moment, he didn’t just give himself to her.

She took him.

-=o=-

In the dark, dank basement, the former Gold’s black net compressed so hard he nearly dropped the rancid mop and bucket he was lugging to the disposal drain. If he screamed, no one would hear him so he kept the pain of the incessant stings inside while he searched his memory for what he’d done wrong that day. Or that night. He didn’t know which it was anymore and it didn’t matter. He knew what he had to do and no amount of pain would keep him from performing the never-ending punishment his Mistress imposed.

Mistress is always right, he thought without a trace of bitterness for the life she’d consigned him to. He was resigned to it. It might as well be forever. He had only one person to blame. Himself.

As he tilted the bucket toward the drain, he couldn’t control the growing agony that ran through him and threw the bucket wildly. It splashed all over him and while he writhed on the floor, the stench covered every inch of his skin. His hairy, filthy skin. He used to be smooth and hairless, but he knew barring him from his daily routine when he was a proud Gold was one more reminder he was so contaminated, he had to be kept apart from the pure ones, lest he infect the Colors who were allowed to serve his Mistress.

He felt polluted inside and out. His last shred of pride was offended by what he was wallowing in, both the disgusting slop covering him head to toe and the place he was relegated to by his Mistress for his unpardonable mistake. There was no shower on that day’s schedule so he was resigned to being nothing more than filth.

When he tried to stand, the controller sent him back to the floor, back to floundering in the muck. He hadn’t cried since the day Mistress sent him to the basement with all the Golds watching his disgrace. But he sobbed in the putrid pool. His last drop of hope dwindled down the drain with the rank mess.

“Report to the cell,” a voice on a speaker said.

Through wet eyes, he looked for a body attached to the voice but there was, as usual, none. Just an order. He used to be able to say he’d obeyed every order his Mistress gave him but even that was taken from him the moment that woman — he never risked saying Debbie’s name — made him break Mistress’s rule. He didn’t blame her; it wasn’t her fault. It was his weakness that he was paying for now and would, he believed, forever.

He dragged himself to his feet to begin the trek to his cell. Each step made the goal feel farther away and he tried not to look up at the ceiling where the Colors were living in the light high above him, joyfully doing his Mistress’s bidding.

There was only one thing worse than being imprisoned in the basement scrubbing up what spewed from the new class’s bowels and bladders when they were dragged in. The cruelest punishment was that everyone had forgotten about him.

When he believed he couldn’t fall any lower, one thought penetrated his brain like a knife slicing his gut into pieces. It usually happened when they told him to get on his cot until they woke him with an earsplitting alarm and the same, monotonous tasks awaited him. Again.

The thought that his Mistress forgot about him as well, terrorized the few hours they let him sleep.

He saw the cell bars as he turned into the last hallway but was surprised to see the single light bulb in the ceiling lit. They allowed him only an hour a day, he estimated, to read and memorize the next chores on his endless list. He slowed, looking left and right for a reason for the light.

There was a hastily written note hanging from the cell door.

“Climb the stairs.”

Naked and drenched in putrid swill, he sobbed as he climbed each step. When he reached the top, he was resigned to his fate. He’d be one of the only Golds Mistress expelled. There was nothing left for him. He’d thrown it all away. He was the trash Mistress would dispose of as easily as tossing a tissue into a garbage can.

Nothing could have prepared him for what he would face when the huge door groaned as it opened.


The Instructions

Chapter 4


Superior Status

MISTRESS’S NIGHTTIME ROUTINE was sacrosanct. She summoned her Golds for the insertion ceremony, then sent them to their cells for the night. Except for the one she kept to undress her, handwash her lingerie and ready her ensemble for the morning. The first item on the next day’s schedule was breakfast with her guest, the woman who gave her Tole as a gift because she believed the Mistress was the right woman to own him. Her guest sensed a myriad of special qualities about him when she’d kept him for months and ultimately realized she wasn’t meant to be his owner.

Given what the Mistress had seen, heard and most of all felt in the dark room, Amity’s decision was admirable and heartfelt. With Amity’s reputation, the Mistress was inclined to believe her but wanted to see it for herself. By nighttime, she knew Amity was right. Her gift was as uncommon as Amity promised; in fact, he was more than uncommon. Much more.

The rainbow net she attached to his ring symbolized how unique the man was. She’d tested and thrown away so many contenders, the Mistress doubted she’d ever find a true Platinum. Yet something, a feeling she had warned her this man wasn’t just another contender. His potential was beyond the few she’d owned and later put up for sale when they didn’t live up to her expectations. Just another man that bored her.

That night, she gathered her Golds into a half circle in front of her. They were bouncing on their toes hoping they’d done well enough that day to earn her approval. The ones who did would receive insertion; the rest would be duty-bound to watch while searching for the mistakes they made that day and vow to improve so much tomorrow, they would receive the Mistress’s gift.

The ones she didn’t insert were left with nothing, only to be sent to a fitful and empty night’s sleep. They swore they’d do better, to be as perfect as Mistress demanded, and hoped Mistress would grant them her gift. Tomorrow.

Mistress pulled Tole from behind her and put him in the center of the half circle so every Gold could see him. They weren’t looking at him. They were gawking at his net.

None had seen a net like that before. The newer Golds had heard of it but none had ever witnessed their Mistress award it to a newcomer, one who hadn’t been through the years of tireless training they’d undergone. The daily inspections. The grueling fitness work. The exacting goals they had to meet. Not even the severe punishments their gold nets exacted when they failed to meet Mistress’s requirements, many they didn’t know about until their controllers told them. Painfully.

They’d spent years proving every day that they were worthy of the gold nets Mistress locked to their rings. The net they were staring at told them that this man wasn’t simply special. He had to be extraordinary. There was only one conclusion they could draw.

The Golds sank to their knees. The Mistress just introduced them to the man who would be their superior.

She uncovered the inserts on the table. The Golds counted them, each hoping one was his. Receiving insertion was the zenith of everything they’d done that day, their dawn-until-bedtime work with the Whites, Blues and Greens to make sure the new class was on its way toward achieving the Mistress’s goal of perfect sexual slavery. One mistake, one lapse, one blunder was all it took to eliminate that Gold’s insert from the table. That Gold would have to work doubly hard tomorrow — and every day and night after — to see his on that table again.

They counted four. Only four lucky Golds had pleased their Mistress enough that day to be rewarded that night. But the rainbow-netted man in the center of the circle captured their focus.

The Golds knew Mistress would tell them what they needed to know when she decided it was time. Presenting him like she did without words told them volumes.

They’d been effectively demoted. The man in the center of the circle was now the sole Color who reported directly to their Mistress. He would inspect and judge them and their work and they would submit to his authority. The consequences for noncompliance were severe. They’d seen the video Mistress played occasionally on their Housing rooms’ monitors of the disobedient former Gold in the basement, the filthy, hairy, black-ringed man condemned to clean up what discharged from their bowels and the pinks on the intake conveyor belt. Decomposing food garbage. Sanitizing anal inserts. Existing alone, coping with the Academy’s waste and muck day and night for years.

It was hardly living. It was a sentence to bare existence.

One by one, the Golds in the half circle knew they had to obey this man, their new superior, lest Mistress impose that horrific fate on them.

Mistress pointed at the four to receive insertion. They crept to the bar in the order she chose them and laid their bellies across it. They stepped on the footpads and threaded their hands into the gold cuffs near their ankles.

Then they saw Mistress do something she’d never done before, a step these Golds had never seen.

She grabbed the rainbow net and pulled the new man to the first eager Gold backside, then showed him how to lock the Gold’s cuffs and ankles before handing him an injector.

The Golds tried to hide their shock that their Mistress was granting the rainbow the right — she was making it his duty — to dispense the ultimate gift. The man ignored them; his full attention was on her instructions. When they saw her wrap her hands around his to position the injector and press the button with her thumb atop his, they stared in open-mouthed disbelief.

Ass by ass, the Mistress guided his hands, ignoring the four Golds’ hungry anticipation of insertion, until all four were prepared to Mistress’s liking. The Golds were so stunned that she patted his rainbow net as if to say, “Nicely done,” jealousy filled their faces.

They knew what it meant. The rainbow-netted man’s place was much higher than theirs, closer to their Mistress than they could ever hope to be. They couldn’t deny the new reality because Mistress is always right.

She picked up the first insert and handed it to her rainbow. He turned it in several directions, studying its shape and design. He nodded and to the Golds’ astonishment, bowed his head and kissed her hand before she wrapped her fingers around his. For the next ten minutes, she walked him through a lesson on how the insert was used and what a Gold must do to earn insertion.

They watched in awe as the Mistress and the rainbow’s hands pressed the tip between the first eager Gold’s cheeks, withdraw it, angle it to force the Gold to thrust his hips to earn her gift. The first Gold growled as he propelled his hips up, down, left and right, each lunge more excited than the prior. It took only minutes for the rainbow to know the Mistress’s requirements before she pushed it fully inside.

Pure thirst that only she could quench.

Nearly exhausted, the Gold rammed his hips high and hard. The rainbow looked at the Mistress for an approving nod before jamming the insert into the Gold’s hungry hole.

The Gold shrieked in joy.

Mistress and her new possession ignored his noise and stepped to the next Gold laying on the bar.

Each insertion stunned the half-circle even more. When they reached the third in line, he extended his arm for her to lay her hand on and when they neared the last one, he guided her with his hand gently on her back.

Mistress gave him the insert and stepped away. For 15 minutes, he made the Gold squirm, wriggle and writhe. Right before he readied for the final thrust, they all saw it.

Mistress smiled.

Insertion was redefined that night. The Colors’ authority had been reorganized. A new tier had been added to the Academy.

The Golds unlocked their four inserted comrades and as a group, left the Mistress’s suite, too shaken by what they’d seen even to chat with each other on the trek to their cells.

That night, even the inserted ones slept fitfully, just as the Mistress intended.

-=o=-

Mistress turned her attention to the lone man in her suite when the doors swooshed shut after the last Gold crept out. She said nothing about the insertion ritual; to her, that was in the past. What mattered was now and what she would claim from her new prize. She usually kept a Gold to prepare her for bed but not that night. If her newest piece of property didn’t pass her test, she’d return him to her guest at breakfast and be done with him.

He would be Amity’s problem.

The Mistress crooked her finger for Tole to follow her to the wardrobe closets and had him open the doors to see — and memorize — what was on each hanger and in every drawer. He followed her to the rotating shoe and boot racks to see how they were organized and which Colors were assigned to polish them.

The tour ended at a tall white dresser. He opened every drawer and inhaled her lingering aroma as she watched him fight the urge to smother his face with the silk that had snuggled against her skin.

Highly sexed, she thought. I can use that.

She pointed to her robe’s hem. He squatted and drew the gown up and over her head, laid it carefully on the space that the Whites would make hand-washing and ironing her gowns an advanced Blue training session.

Then turned to her.

He fell to his knees when he saw what she wore under her gown, a revealing bra and tiny panties in the same colors as his net. She watched a shudder run through him. His hands had balled into fists as he fought not to reach out and touch her uninvited.

Tole was awash with need. His mind was empty of rational thought. Everything had been replaced with feral desire, a rage she would use in addition to the controller locked to his ring.

If he was the right man to be her Platinum, he would have to live as two men. One would oversee her Colors. The other would verify the depth of his yearning when her suite’s door was closed.

He was going to prove it right now.


Chapter 5

Arm’s Length

“THE RED GOWN,” Mistress said. Tole shook his head to gather the disorder swirling in his brain. He’d been given an order, an easy one, but his legs wouldn’t move. It took a few seconds before he could creep to the dresser where the negligee she sent him for resided. She hadn’t told him to stand up, so he crawled back to her on his knees and only one hand — the gown in his other — to make sure not an inch of the red fabric touched the white carpet.

“In order, bra first, then the rest,” she said.

He laid the gown on the dressing table and crawled behind her to open the bra’s hooks. She stopped him before he started and buckled a blindfold around his eyes.

“No hands,” she said.

She rendered him sightless and armless, a clear challenge to fulfilling her order. An odd thought arose in Tole’s brain.

She doesn’t want anyone else to do this. She wants me.

He considered his options and chose the one that seemed logical. He remembered something from the other woman’s estate, something the only man with hair on his head said when they ran the perimeter of the big field, his gold cage bouncing on each step. “Suck up your drool,” he cautioned Tole. For a moment, he could almost taste the blueberries that man’s owner stuffed in his mouth when he knelt in the garden’s dirt.

If he couldn’t use his hands, he’d damned well use what he had left. His teeth. He’d suck up the drool he knew he’d slobber when he was that close to her skin.

It took three tries and nearly heroic sucking but nothing he’d ever had in his mouth before tasted that delicious.

That left the panties that matched his net, the device she used to control or punish him, a constant reminder of her ownership. She’d forbidden him to use his hands and it suddenly made sense to him. His hands led men into battle, fired weapons and dug in the dirt. He didn’t deserve to touch her with those soiled hands. He pressed his face against her skin and sucked the edge of the fabric in his lips.

He pulled the panties down an inch at a time, until his face was where her thighs met. Cursing the blindfold, he inhaled her scent, all the while sucking up his drool.

Inside the net, his balls were on fire.

She didn’t have to explain why she delivered that jolt. He knew. He’d strayed from his task and deserved it. In spite of the pain, he kept at his duty, drawing the panties down to her ankles and holding them while she stepped out, one foot at a time.

The damned blindfold blocked him from seeing what he could vividly imagine. He could inhale her scent again, but he knew what she’d do if he tried. He couldn’t see or touch her, only picture her in his sightless eyes. He couldn’t taste her because he was consumed with swallowing drool down his throat.

That man’s advice was prescient. It could have been shared only by someone who’d been where he was now, doing what he was told to do, concentrating only on her order and not letting anything get in the way. He wished he’d listened harder to the only other person who understood where Tole was now.

He felt her bare foot step on the net she locked to his ring. As she pressed harder, he sucked drool and the pain together until he finally understood what she was telling him. He rubbed his face on the table and grabbed the red silk with his lips. He crawled back to her, raised to his knees and begged like a dog. He would have barked but that meant dropping the negligee so he stayed there like a trained animal until she deigned to take it.

The Mistress kicked the net hard enough for him to learn what to do next time.

While he struggled to understand what her kicks were teaching him, she watched him grit his teeth and absorb the ache without making a sound. When he finally stood and fumbled the gown around her, she grabbed a handful of his silver-streaked hair, yanked his head back and hissed in his face.

“You neglected to warm my bed.”

The shock she sent to the controller sent him tumbling to the white carpet, unable to mute the shrieks gushing from his throat. The Mistress climbed into her bed, drew the silk sheets and down comforter around her and closed her eyes. The last thing she said to him that night made his role even clearer.

“Dogs sleep on the floor,” she said.

A half-hour, his moans woke her. She turned off the controller and patted his head.

Tole slept more soundly that night than he had as long as he could remember.

-=o=-

Morning brought the Mistress’s next lesson, actually a series of them he had to complete in order to be given her next one. He was learning not to be concerned about tomorrow; instead, his goal was to excel at what she wanted today until he did it all correctly. He’d perfect every step tomorrow.

He was partially right.

Tole’s education would never be finished. Every time he was put to bed on the floor or maybe one day on a real mattress, on the following day he would do what he’d been taught again plus new tasks he was expected to execute flawlessly alongside the ones he’d already been taught. He had to do every task better than yesterday. The Mistress’s new expectations went beyond what the former Platinum candidates were capable of doing. Tole’s capacity for increasing his service to her would be pushed well past the rejected Platinums’ limits.

That’s why she put the inept ones up for bid to women who could afford the price but moreover, women who knew how to get maximal use out of what fell short of the Mistress’s standards.

Tole crept to the bathroom as quietly as possible to relieve his aching bladder. When he stood to pee, he realized the futility. His bladder was urging to be emptied. The net made that impossible.

The net was just like the way that other woman kept her property. They got three visits to a row of small toilets every day and their output was measured. Failure to empty resulted in one of those freezing enemas he heard some of them talk about and shivering from the memory of his own experience with it. The rest of the time, the sounds in their penises prevented untimely peeing. She said her property stayed cleaner that way and learned to control their bladders so they worked longer and faster in the time limit she set.

Tole couldn’t guess when his Mistress would let him pee. He faced two competing options. Either he would return to the carpet at her bedside and wait until Mistress told him when it was his time or he would disgrace himself and pee in the net which would trickle down his legs. Neither outcome satisfied his pounding bladder. He stared at the toilet trying to cope with his urgency.

He didn’t hear her standing at the door until she said, “Get your leash.”

Tole tried to look at the doorway but the humiliation coursing through him made him stare at the pristine toilet his pee hadn’t yet sullied. From what the Mistress just said, he doubted it ever would. That elegant bathroom was Mistress’s domain; not his. When he had been an unwilling captive those years ago, the kidnappers paid no attention to his bodily needs. He peed and shit wherever he was and no one ever cleaned it up.

Shaking that memory away, he crawled where her finger indicated. The leash — his leash — was hanging on a hook near a closed door. He remembered her order last night — no hands — so he bit the leather strap and delivered it to her in his teeth. The shame of being walked like a dog didn’t matter. His bladder’s insistence overrode any disgrace.

She pointed side-to-side and he spread his legs so she could snap the clip to his ring. She pulled the leather strap up between his legs, inside his cheeks, and walked him to the place he’d fetched the leash. To the closed door.

She pushed his face against the door and the lower half gave way. Tole closed his eyes and crept into the tiny room through what felt like what a pet dog would use. The Mistress stood on the white carpet and watched through the door’s window as Tole familiarized himself with the space.

He saw an oversized sink with a toothbrush and a tube he figured was toothpaste, a long-handled scrub brush and a pump bottle with what had to be disinfectant soap. But there was no toilet. No urinal. Nowhere to empty his bursting bladder.

That’s when he saw it. A metal pan filled with sand against the side wall. He had no choice, no shred of dignity left, so Tole resigned himself to the inevitable. He straddled the pan, one knee on each side, and waited for her instruction.

With his ass facing the window, he never saw her grin. She took her time, making sure he exercised the control he’d need for more difficult tasks than this.

Tole heard a click and bent his head to see what happened between his legs. The net retracted an inch, her signal he was allowed to pee. He’d never had trouble peeing in a latrine full of soldiers, but with her eyes on him, her finger ready to tap a button and close the net again, made it nearly impossible for him to start.

The battle raged inside him. He was a warrior, an unconquered warrior, and he would goddamn pee right here right now.

He moaned when it started. When the last drops drizzled into the sand, a programmed voice issued his day’s first task.

“Teeth.” Tole brushed his teeth.

“Bathe,” the voice ordered.

He’d knew what that meant. He filled the sink with warm water, drenched the brush and coated it with soap. Every bristle felt like a pin piercing his skin but he forced himself to tolerate it. Because she told him to.

The soap’s sting intensified as he scrubbed every inch until all he could feel was the fire it left behind. He hadn’t thought it through; how would he rinse it off?

There was only one choice, another dose of the humiliation she heaped upon him. The sink was oversized. If he scrunched up, he’d barely fit but his blazing skin demanded relief. Tole drained the soapy water, climbed into the sink and ran the tap.

It was cold. He’d evidently used up his morning allowance of hot water. He’d remember that the next morning but right now, tomorrow didn’t exist. Only now did.

Mistress saw him squirm while he rinsed, especially between his thighs. She watched him get on all fours to spread his cheeks where he’d scrubbed so diligently. She studied his face. The determination she saw was beyond her expectations; beyond what she could have hoped to see.

Tole wrestled himself out of the sink and stood up straight, dripping on the tile floor, waiting for the next order the disembodied voice would issue. There were no more instructions.

Until the Mistress tugged his leash and like a good dog, he crawled through the doggie door and heeled at his owner’s leg.


Chapter 6


Morning Tasks

TOLE WAS ACCUSTOMED to being naked. Not wearing clothes actually felt freeing after a career in uniform and even more so after spending months with that woman who kept all her men that way. He tried not to think about the other time, the dark years he suffered when he was kept stripped by his captors.

He owed that woman for more than just being comfortable literally in his own skin. But he knew he’d never be able to repay her, the woman who rescued him or the men she owned who stood with him and guided him to walk into the light.

He’d survived captivity where he was nothing more than a piece of flesh that was molested every day and night. She showed him that he was the only one who could close that door and leave those awful memories behind.

Most of all, he owed her a huge debt for giving him to the Mistress. He needed the fight, the challenges the Mistress threw in front of him at every turn. The way she redefined what fed his ravenous warrior’s heart.

More than anything, he craved her touch. He couldn’t explain it; there were no words that described how his skin burned when her fingers traced his scars. Or when she said, “You’ll do,” and locked that ring behind his penis. He’d do anything she wanted, just to know she was near him. He’d do more than that to get her to slide her hand down his back or his arms or his legs…

“Pay attention,” she said.

Tole shook his head to clear those thoughts and focus on the only thing that mattered. The Mistress. Right now.

A video started on a wall monitor. Tole watched silently from his hands and knees. On the screen, two gold-netted men trotted around the room, the same, white-carpeted room Tole was in now. They ran to the dresser, the one he’d fetched her red negligee, then to the wardrobe closets for a robe that matched the lingerie they held like religious icons. Their last stop was the shoe room.

He memorized every step they took dressing the Mistress. What went on first, second, all the way to her tall heels. He saw when they ran, when they knelt, when they used their hands and when they didn’t. When the video ended, Tole knew what he had just been taught. Dressing the Mistress was now his job.

One section of the process held his attention. A Gold touched the Mistress’s skin with his hands and wound up shrieking on the white carpet while the other Gold finished the work. He committed that to memory. It was her unspoken, ever-present rule.

Do not touch the Mistress with my hands when dressing her. Tole burned that rule into his memory.

A wave of contradictions flowed through him. He saw how they used their teeth, the way they held each garment so she could step into it and most of all, how they drew her lingerie and hose up her legs without coming into contact with her skin. Her porcelain skin. He knew he had to practice all of that like he knew what would happen when he failed.

He accepted that he would fail and be punished until he got it right. It was another of her tests that he was determined to conquer.

Tole drank in the challenge like morning coffee. He was so ravenous to win the contest, the consequences didn’t frighten him. He looked up at her to be told when to start.

The Mistress held a tablet in front of his face to unlock it, then handed it to him. The screen showed a list of wardrobe items and an image of the final product. He stared at it, momentarily overcome by the complexity and beauty she let him see, then remembered what he was.

He wasn’t her morning boy who’d prepare her for her day. He was the recipient of her gift, to undress and dress the Mistress; to see her from the inside out; to start and end every day serving her; to lie on the white carpet next to her bed and take care of whatever wants or needs she had at night.

There were plenty of men in the facility she could have used. She owned him but he wasn’t one of them. He was different.

She chose him.

No matter what she demanded, no matter how difficult, no matter how impossible it seemed, he would fulfill each one. No, he swore, he’d do better than that.

Tole finally understood what that other woman tried to teach him when she kept him in that dark room and later, let him sleep in one of her attic cells.

That woman didn’t own him; she liberated him so he could be where and what he was now.

The Mistress owned him but he owned, at the very least, a small piece of her. It wasn’t about winning every contest she put him through. It was how hard and how long she made him struggle to get it right. That was the fight he longed for. It was what made him an unconquered warrior.

Her unconquered warrior.

-=o=-

Dressing the Mistress the first time took more than an hour. Tole fetched each item with his teeth, scooted on all fours from the dresser to the closet to the shoe room until every piece on the list was laid out in the dressing area. He caught occasional glimpses of himself in the wall of mirrors and was surprised at what he saw.

The scraggly, thin body that was his when he escaped and made it to the States ate at him. He’d been in good shape when he deployed but the kidnappers weren’t interested in how he looked, much like they didn’t care about the other men in cells like his that he heard but never saw. They used one man after another until they procured a better one, then heaven only knew what happened to the ones they used up. Even when he lived with that woman before she sold him in the auction, she didn’t let him go to a gym or eat decent food.

The woman who bought him, his rescuer, sent him on a 180-degree turn from that life. She fed him well but those fitness sessions she put him through with that drill sergeant he hated more each time he upped the reps sometimes three times a day, weren’t punishment. He met every challenge that DI set for him — and did every exercise alongside him — even though he’d never felt that exhausted before. That damned DI made him work so hard, he couldn’t think about anything except the next pushup. Another pullup. One more lap around the field.

It wasn’t just work to improve his body; it changed how he looked at his second chance at life. Instead of ending it like he was almost ready to do, that Gunny taught him to take one step and not worry about the next.

Tole’s lips curled up when he caught his reflection. What he saw in the mirror was someone the Mistress would be proud to own.

He used to be proud of the two stars on uniform’s shoulders. He was prouder than that now. He’d been chosen to be where he was, naked and on his hands and knees, challenged to dress the Mistress.

He’d damned well do it perfectly because she selected him when she could have used anyone. The two stars were memorable but they did not define him. Not anymore. They were a piece of him but not who he was. Not anymore.

The Mistress tapped her bare foot and he scurried across the carpet to perform the first step. And every step after that. In order. Perfectly.

It started with her red negligee. It tasted luscious when he bit the hem and stood up slowly, drawing the gown up until he lifted it over her head. The video showed him to put it where her clothing awaited laundering. Crawling back to her, he stared at the carpet until he saw her feet. Her bare feet.

Tole knew when he was allowed to look up he’d see her nude body. He paused to let the excitement whirl inside him before raising his head.

“Close your eyes,” the Mistress said.

He clamped his chest mid-breath. She’d been a step ahead of him this morning and would throw an obstacle in front of him at every turn. Most men would balk at the nonstop hurdles they’d have to surmount and eventually give in. Or give up.

Not Tole. He ate overcoming the unexpected for breakfast when he was in the military. When he decided that ending his life was the only way to escape the torture, something inside him made him stop. Those three words. Three words he said as a promise that he’d keep for eternity.

You own me.

He shut his eyes, felt for the lingerie he fetched and held a leg opening wide. He waited. She stepped in with one foot, then the other. He pulled it up to her waist and rose to his knees. When the panties were in place, he let go but not before inhaling her scent.

Had he opened his eyes, he’d have seen her smile.

Tole followed what he saw on the video. Each step in dressing the Mistress took careful planning to avoid unintentionally touching her. Tole wasn’t afraid of the pain she’d deliver; his mind was filled with what it would feel like to run his hands down her back. Or up her legs. Or hold her waist.

His thoughts exploded into vapor when she kicked his net.

Tole refused to yelp. She was right to do that; he wasn’t concentrating on the task she gave him. He redoubled his efforts and managed to get the bra in place, the silver one on the tablet’s list, and recalled how to close it from the video. He stretched it so his fingers didn’t come into contact with her skin, then tried to hook it blindly. It took three tries to get it closed.

Her stockings were more of a struggle than he imagined. The silver garter belt went on smoothly, but the hose — making sure the seams were straight — came with so many shocks to his net, he lost count. He sucked in grunts with every inch he pulled them up with his teeth even though he thought he hadn’t touched her. He must have, he reprimanded himself, or she wouldn’t have sent those jolts to his net. She’d taught him so many lessons today, that morning was the only thing that mattered. Tomorrow didn’t exist for him. Not anymore.

Get it right. Now! he berated himself silently.

The last item was easiest, or so he thought. He was tall enough to drape the robe around her but when he did, he saw he was wrong again. It wasn’t enough to simply hang the robe on her; the seams had to be straight and the part that covered her breasts, almost covered her breasts, had to be aligned just right.

He bent his head and sucked the silver beading between his lips. He couldn’t see if it was right and was forbidden to touch where it met her skin with his hands. He rewound the video in his head to find a way out of his predicament until he came up with a solution.

She hadn’t forbid him to use his face. Tole had to measure not in inches, but in face lengths, how far it was from her neck to her breasts based on his own face. Was it from his forehead to his nose? To his lips? His chin?

With his hands behind his back and his eyes shut, Tole wedged his head under her chin and felt for the space between her breasts. He was desperate to taste her but knew the consequences would be worse than the agony she’d deliver to his net bag. He’d have failed and that wasn’t going to happen.

No matter what.

It was just below his lower lip. He tugged with his teeth until the bodice was in place, then knelt to finish his task.

Her shoes. It was a huge relief to use his hands the way he’d seen on the video. The first high heel went on smoothly. The second slipped and when he instinctively held her ankle, he put the shoe in place.

Tole collapsed onto the white carpet, thrashing from the pain but refusing to cry out loud.

The Mistress watched the waves run through him and marveled at how he fought to stay silent. No man before him, not even her few Platinums, had managed what seemed to come naturally to this one. He didn’t fear pain. He was drawn to it like a hungry lion to an elk’s carcass.

There’s something about this one I don’t know, she mused.

Between jolts, one thought filled Tole’s mind. Teach me to be perfect, he begged silently. Then three words played in his brain.

You own me.


Chapter 7


Beyond Breakfast

AFTER BREAKFAST, AMITY left with one of the two men she brought to the Academy. “My Cop stays with me. That one,” she said pointing to Tole, “is surging with potential. Enjoy it.” The Mistress rubbed Tole’s silver-streaked hair and said, “He’ll give me every ounce of it.”

Before they left, the Mistress had s question for Amity. “There’s something about him I don’t know. You do,” she said. “What is it?”

Amity smiled. “Make him tell you. You’ll know when the time is right.”

The Mistress wasn’t used to anyone withholding information from her but in this case, with a rare potential Platinum at her feet, she didn’t press for an answer. She could wrangle a reply from most women, but not her.

Tole’s wore a small smile when Amity beckoned him and the Mistress let him go. He crawled to her chair and she made him look at her, eye to eye.

“This is au revoir. It’s not forever until I see you again. I’m proud that you are the warrior you were always meant to be.”

Tole laid his head in her lap for what he knew was the last time he’d be that close to her and whispered, “You didn’t break your promise to rescue me. You did more than that. You put me where I am supposed to be.”

Her exclusive man, the one she calls My Cop, reached across and hugged Tole’s shoulders. “We’re both proud of you,” he said.

With that, the Mistress had a Gold escort Amity and her Cop to the Academy’s front door where her limo was waiting to take her to the airport and home. Tole watched her leave on a monitor, her Cop on her right, and felt another door close behind him. Without a second thought, he turned toward his new door. On the other side, the Mistress was holding a tablet, waiting for him. He reached for the handle, pulled it wide open and walked through the door.

Tole crawled to her chair, keeping his eyes pointed to the floor until she told him to raise his head. He felt oddly content there. It was his place. It was where she’d tell him what to do next. It was a huge relief that he didn’t have to worry about or even try to predict what she’d challenge him with next. The Mistress would tell him what to do and when to do it. She would never have to warn him with “or else.” It was always there.

She held the tablet in front of his face to log him in to see his next assignment. The first was “Memorize every corridor.”

Tole read the schematic that filled the screen. He saw four main hallways. One was Housing, each section marked with a color, a wing called Training with equipment rooms, tiers of cells marked in pink with observation posts, a large hall labeled Bathing and finally, the top-level area. Its marker said Punishment.

Mistress kept two Golds in the dining room after dismissing the rest to their day’s work. She told them to be Tole’s guide but she never used his name. It was unnecessary. Those Golds wouldn’t dare call him by name. The multicolor net he wore and what Mistress made clear to them during the previous night’s insertion told them who and what he was.

He was their superior. From the Golds down to the Whites, Blues and Greens, he oversaw them all now.

More than that, Mistress was outfitted perfectly in a silver robe but not a single Gold had been summoned for morning dressing. That had been the daily task they prized and worked so hard to perfect. It belonged to him now. If the head Gold wasn’t scheduled for her bath that day, they knew that wasn’t his anymore either. The rainbow net owned that, too. Mistress would update their orders when she chose. Until then, they understood the rule that every Color obeyed.

They would never question Mistress’s decisions nor would she explain her reasons. Mistress was always right.

The two Golds stared at her fingers running through Tole’s hair when she gave the them their orders. “Show him everything.”

Tole stood up, struggling to surmount the shock her touch sent through him when she laid her fingers on his chest. She felt him shiver. The Golds only saw his flawless posture. His head was high, his back straight, chest out and arms behind his back but what they couldn’t take their eyes off was the shiny net attached to his ring.

He was wearing all Mistress’s colors at the same time.

The Golds walked to the door looking at each other, unsure if they should lead or follow him to every Academy wing. Tole bowed his head smartly toward her and said, “By your leave,” then strode to the door. He tapped the tablet and the Golds were startled that the doors opened. Not even the head Gold was granted the privilege of opening the Mistress’s suite’s doors.

Just before Tole stepped into the hallway, she issued a parting instruction. “By any means that works.”

Tole paused to let the familiar feeling flow through him. Command. He was in command again.

The Golds walked behind him. It was their place now.

Tole used the diagram on the tablet to locate the center of the facility, tapped it and followed the path on the screen. Once he reached the hub, he counted the corridors that made up the spokes. Four were visible on the screen. The fifth was where he just came from. The Mistress’s private space was intentionally hidden.

“You, here!” he said to one of the Golds who knew it wasn’t a request. The Gold took his place, expecting a question. He wouldn’t dare speak out of turn, not to this man, not to his multicolored net.

“Low to high, in order. Every detail starting with the Green hallway off Housing.” Tole paused when he heard his own voice. He hadn’t issued an order since he told the DI to get him extra whipped cream on his pie at dinner at the other woman’s table. It felt peculiar that night. This time it sounded almost natural. Perfectly normal.

And before that? When they held him captive? He hadn’t been allowed to speak, let alone tell anyone what to do. Talking, even screaming in pain, got him nothing but more beatings. It felt good to issue an order again, even better when the Gold launched into a detailed description of every door and facility on that corridor.

“New classes enter through here,” the Gold said, pointing to the end of the long hallway, the same entrance Tole was dragged through when that woman brought him here. “They are dropped here and corralled there for Mistress’s first inspection. They are pre-assigned to Greens for training and are taken to their cells.”

The Gold pointed to doors for each section as he named them and Tole tapped the matching door on his tablet.

“You missed one,” Tole said.

The Gold was horrified he didn’t give a complete answer. He dropped to his knees and said, “Please punish me for my mistake.”

Tole replied, “When I’m done.”

The Gold trembled at the thought of delayed punishment. Would the Punishment rooms be filled with all the Colors who made mistakes that day? Would they see him suffer like a lesser Green or Blue? He hung his head from the humiliation of the lower Colors seeing the Mistress inflict it.

Tole turned to the other Gold, pointed to the larger room on the diagram and said a little more stridently, “You!”

The Gold leapt in front of him and explained at great length what was there and how that space was used. He went on and on, from when it was used to who used it to when the Mistress entered and who she took with her until Tole had gotten the point at least twice.

“Group baths, right?” Tole said. Both Golds knew that wasn’t an actual question, especially when he added, “Be complete and brief.”

He led them back to the hub and tapped the tablet’s Blue section of the Housing corridor. Tole walked down the hallway slowly with the pair of Golds no more and no less than two steps behind him. He pointed at the first door and said, “Summary.”

The Golds were silent. He hadn’t said which should reply nor had he asked an actual question.

Tole muttered, “Sheep!” and opened the door.

The room was packed with men sitting in front of monitors. Tole walked behind each stool, surveying what the screens showed. Each displayed a similar scene. One naked, green-netted man and one pink. It was obvious to Tole what was happening. They were monitoring what the green ones were doing to the pinks, checking boxes on tablets and occasionally speaking into their mics that Tole figured were piped into the Greens’ ears. That told him what he wanted to know.

Greens were superior to Pinks. Blues oversaw Greens.

Now that Tole had the pecking order straight, he tapped the closest Blue and said, “Explain your function.”

The Blue practically fell off his stool when he realized who made that demand and saw his rainbow net directly at his eye level.

The Golds behind Tole smirked from their knees.

“I… I mean we… we make sure Greens are achieving their goals. With the class. What Mistress tells us. Every day.”

When Tole grabbed the tablet he was using to record results out of the Blue’s hands, he didn’t hear a peep of objection but he did notice the Blues’ heads snapped in his direction. In seconds, the more experienced Blues dropped to their knees. The newer ones took their cue from them and joined them on the floor. Most had never seen a net like that but the kneeling Golds made it clear what that man was. If the Golds were on their knees to him, the Blues better be, too.

Tole ignored the mass of men staring at the floor. They weren’t his concern. His order was to memorize the corridors and that meant knowing what happened in each room, not merely their names.

“You!” he barked, pointing to another Blue. “What is your function?”

That was definitely a question from a superior and the Blue looked up in confusion. No one had ever asked him that before. He got his orders from the Whites, performed them as perfectly as he could, then followed the next order. He was so flummoxed, he couldn’t get words out.

Tole turned to the Gold that would be punished later and said, “Add this one to the list.” Then he walked to the center of the room and issued a challenge.

“The first to tell me his function in a full sentence will not be added to the list.”

The Blues had no idea what the list was; they knew they didn’t want to be on it. The head Blue raised his head and said, “Blues ensure each class is trained by their Greens and all the skills Mistress assigns receive superior ratings on time.”

The Blue breathed a sigh of relief when Tole nodded. Then Tole left the room with the Golds behind him, leaving the Blues on their knees trying to understand what just happened.

In each room on the corridor, Tole repeated his assessment and left perplexed, blue-netted men behind when he left. So far, he had seen several monitoring stations, each equipped with cameras that were sending feed somewhere.

When he reached the central corridor hub, he said, “This corridor is labelled White. Function?”

This time, neither Gold hesitated. They babbled explanations at the same time until Tole stood in front of one of them, his net level with the Gold’s eyes, then tilted his hips within an inch of the Gold’s face.

The Gold stopped talking.

The other continued. “The Whites devise strategies to facilitate Mistress’s objectives. They provide Blues with new techniques for the Greens to execute. They evaluate success, then add the most effective techniques to the Greens’ instructions to make sure every pink meets Mistress’s standards.”

Tole had a new pecking order. Whites over Blues, Blues over Greens, Greens over pinks. The Golds had been at the top of the ladder until the Mistress put the rainbow net on Tole’s ring.

It struck Tole like lightning. He suddenly understood what the Mistress had actually tasked him to do that morning.

It wasn’t only about the facility layout. Tole had to learn his place. He stood one step below the Mistress and high above the pinks, Greens, Blues, Whites and Golds. Tole was partially right. He knew there must be more and a thought nagged at him.

He’d been given an order and fulfilled it but the Mistress must have had a reason — an unspoken one — for sending him on this mission. “Memorize every corridor,” she said and added, “By any means that works.” That couldn’t be all of it, Tole thought. There had to be more, an underlying reason, a bigger purpose.

When he returned to the hub, he tapped the corridor labelled “Punishment” and proceeded down the hallway with the Golds two dutiful steps behind him. He stopped at a long curved glass wall that looked down on several sparsely outfitted rooms separated by walls with no ceilings. He surmised the glass walls were for observation of what took place below but he wasn’t clear on what unfolded in those spaces.

His gut told him that whatever it was, it had to be painful at the least. But he knew that pain by itself couldn’t be the Mistress’s real purpose for sending him to memorize the corridors. There had to be more, something she intended for him to learn with her simple instruction to memorize them, especially with her ominous “By any means that works” comment.

The Golds behind him certainly didn’t have the answer. Whatever her reason was, it was his alone to disentangle.

Had Tole been able to see what the Mistress was watching on the monitors in her private office, he would have understood her real purpose in sending him on that undertaking.

Her other screens showed the Colors’ daily schedules, charts calculating training progress, lists with strategies the Whites were considering adding and enrollment applications for future classes.

That’s why she was tracking every step Tole took, watching how he dealt with the Colors and keeping an eye on his reaction to where he was right now, staring down at the punishment rooms through the observation glass, about to get a firsthand look at what was going to unfold in one of them.

She watched one particular monitor to see if this one could do the job she was eager to fill.

-=o=-

Tole’s inspection of the Punishment corridor was interrupted by the head Gold leading a line of Greens, each gripping a pink netted trainee behind him, marching into the hallway. The Gold saw him and froze until Tole said, “As you were.”

The Gold led the line around the observation wall and the Greens pulled the pink nets so the new class’s faces were pressed against the glass.

A bell rang. The Greens issued a single command in unison. “Watch and learn.”

A pink-netted man was dragged into one of the small rooms, grunting as a Green heaved him onto a small platform. He kicked his legs apart and locked the pink’s ankles to the floor, then attached his wrists to cuffs hanging from an overhead bar. Like the class of pinks, Tole was fascinated by what he was seeing. If the pinks didn’t know what was going to happen by now, he did.

The Green’s announcement blasted through the observation corridor’s speakers.

“Admit your disobedience.”

The shackled man sneered. The Green shook his head and pressed a button on the wall. The observers heard the whine as the platform separated and a tall stick with a round head rose and drove straight into the pink net.

The pink screeched and tried to twist to avoid another solid whack on his organs but the restraints held him in place.

The Green repeated, “Admit your disobedience.” It was met with silence again. He pressed a different button that sent the stick on a series of direct hits. By now, the pink-netted man was shrieking wildly, no longer trying to twist away from each blow. He just shrieked.

The Green repeated his order. The pink-net finally understood he had no choice and between gasps, he obeyed the Green’s order.

“I didn’t… I couldn’t… didn’t do what… you said,” he rasped.

Tole stiffened. He knew that wasn’t a confession because he’d heard men being tortured until they told their captors — believably — what they wanted to hear. They beat Tole day and night until he did, too. He confessed everything he could think of whether it was true or not. How he was uncooperative. How he held back when they fucked his ass. How he gagged when they did it in his mouth. Tole knew the rod would continue punishing that pink net until he confessed his transgression authentically.

“Specifics,” the Green ordered while the man screeched each time the rod slammed into his net.

“I… you told me to… that I had to make the thing hard… the first one… without my hands… without my… mouth. Using my… ass.”

The smirk was replaced with a mouth shouting his failures to the entire new class pressed against the glass watching with their mouths hanging open.

Tole’s stomach was churning from the memory of what they did to him that they called discipline. His punishment was to get on his hands and knees with his ass high and get fucked by a line of his captors’ guests. For fun. To see which one could make him come. Or scream.

No, she wouldn’t do that, he worried. Not a woman who makes me feel that way with just a touch.

The Green slowed the rod and issued the pink’s penance.

“A perfect sex slave’s body belongs to his owner. Instead of sleeping tonight, you will practice using the parts of your body I name. I may let you sleep when you perform perfectly on command.”

Tole let out the breath he was holding when he heard what the pink would undergo that night. It was a huge relief because it wasn’t vindictive. That pink was here to be turned into a perfect sex slave, one who’d serve and satisfy his spouse. The rod taught him obedience, the first step his soldiers had to take and he made sure they learned it, no matter what it took to teach them to follow his orders.

Tole shut his eyes and replayed what the Mistress said earlier. “By any means that works.” Now he knew her hidden reason. It wasn’t about that pink-netted man’s suffering. It was what was in store for him if he didn’t meet her expectations.

He trembled when the truth revealed itself on the observation corridor. The Mistress needed a commander over her Colors who could do a lot more than that. She was hunting for her own perfect sex slave who could give her what that other woman’s man, her Cop, did so well, she let him keep hair on his head. She called it, “Feeling the stars below her.”

The Mistress chose him to be that man for her.


The Corridors

Chapter 8


Training Corridor

THE MISTRESS WAS looking for one thing when she set the schedule for the pink’s minor punishment so it coincided with Tole’s tour of the corridors. She expected one outcome. She got two.

When Tole finally exhaled after the punishment session, she knew he understood the primary role and secondary duties her Platinum would have to execute. His immediate task was to take care of the administrative chores that filled her monitors, ones she was tired of overseeing. From what she had seen on his tour, he took on that role on splendidly. There was evidently a military career in his history — an officer of some rank — and that boded well for managing day-to-day training and keeping an eye on the Colors.

He clearly came with a built-in sense of honor that would serve her well. Discipline he levelled and punishment he ordered would suit her purpose. They’d be delivered when required and would be a complement to the Colors’ pride that she allowed them to remain at the Academy.

It also meant his own honor would drive him to surpass her demands. That was a piece she would definitely use.

The second role hadn’t been filled for so long, the Mistress was almost convinced there wasn’t a man who could give her what she wanted but understand it as what she deserved. A man who didn’t simply satisfy her personal needs like bathing and dressing but could — and would — take her to the place she heard Amity say was so high into the sky, she could see the stars beneath her.

She’d spent so much time churning out perfect sex slaves for other women, she’d neglected one for herself. But after trying out men she thought could take her to that mystical place, she was starting to believe the right one didn’t exist.

Until Amity gave her this one.

She saw and heard it the moment that Green delivered the pink’s punishment. He was a mass of tension until the pink’s sentence was announced. It was the way he exhaled. He still looked determined but the Mistress’s concern was why he tensed up that much at all. As far as Academy penance was concerned, that was fairly mild. The Mistress knew that men learn best only when you have their full attention. The rod was merely a tool that seized that pink’s focus.

Surely whacking a pink’s penis and testicles wasn’t extreme enough to bother him. But it did. The Mistress wanted to know why.

She’d asked Amity at their breakfast weeks ago. Her answer was vague. “Make him tell you.”

That’s exactly what she would have him do as Amity cautioned her, when she believed the time was right.

For now, the Mistress watched him explore the Training corridor. She had a feeling he’d find it fascinating. Military or not, he proved he knew how to handle men like her Colors as well as the pinks who slogged through their strenuous training and became proficient at every skill their owners set out for them to learn. Her products were perfect now but the right Platinum would make them better. Word would spread. Applications would grow.

Tole opened the first door to reveal a large room with the kind of equipment he’d seen at high-end gyms. His first thought was building men’s bodies was an important part of any training. When the raggedy line of pink-netted men filed into the room, he saw what really happened there.

The goal wasn’t just to make them fit. That was a by-product.

Four men’s ankles were locked to floor bolts and they grabbed tension bars above their heads. As the bars rose, Greens paddled the pinks who let go. The bars lowered and the started again. They were literally being stretched and gaining arm strength at the same time.

He turned to a pair of pinks whose Greens tossed onto mats, one on his back, the other atop him on his hands and knees, his face hovering over the other’s crotch. Tole knew military pushups by heart; he’d done them for years and then with that damned DI, but these had a twist. Each time the top pink bent his arms, he had to slam his groin onto the lower man’s face. His mouth, in particular. When the net bag met lips, the bottom pink was required to suck in as much as he could. After ten reps, they switched places.

Tole understood the mechanics but asked one of his Gold tour guides about the implications. That Gold had learned his lesson and delivered a succinct explanation.

“A perfect sex slave fills his owner’s wishes. That often includes other men.”

Tole recalled the rental assignment sheet he’d seen in the other woman’s office where some clients checked the box for “forced.” One of her caged men said it was a frequent request.

He turned his attention to three pink-netted men attached to a machine that hummed when a Green turned it on. The pinks were kneeling on pads, legs spread and angled so their hips were raised high. They grabbed handles after their Greens closed the curved bar over their backs. The hum turned into a buzz when a plug-tipped rod rose. Each Green levelled it with his pink’s backside. What happened next filled Tole with curious surprise.

He'd assumed the plugs would be jammed into the pinks’ asses but he didn’t expect what they actually did. The trio of pinks thrust backward, eagerly reaming themselves. They grunted at first but as the machine picked up speed, they shouted an assortment of short, excited phrases.

“Oh god, it’s so good!” one yelled. “Harder! HARDER!” another cried. The third, a rather big one with an ass to match bellowed, “FUCK ME! PLEASE!”

That’s when it made sense to Tole. Those pinks were practicing two skills at the same time. The first was for what the Mistress called insertion, with the same desperate delight he’d seen — and felt — from the Golds when the Mistress handed him the insert to plunge into a remarkably hungry hole. He didn’t need a tour guide to explain why they were practicing that.

Academy graduates would do anything their owners told them to do just to get their inserts before they were sent to bed. It made them work harder and faster every day to earn the prize. As far as Tole was concerned, insertion was an ingenious reward that generated better workers — better sex slaves — for their owners.

He tapped his tablet, walked into the corridor and didn’t bother looking back. The two Golds would undoubtedly be there, no more and no less than two steps behind him.

The next room was completely different. The pair of pinks were remarkably well-built with broad shoulders, beefy chests and sturdy legs. If they’d been in his command back then, they’d have made decent Ranger candidates but it wasn’t their size that caught his eye.

It was what they were wearing.

He’d gotten used to seeing naked, pink-netted men on machines, doing pushups and getting reamed mechanically but he wasn’t prepared for a pair like those two outfitted in mini-skirts with fake breasts spilling out of lacy bras applying garish makeup and long wigs. When they were done, they strapped on the tallest heels Told had ever seen.

How the hell do they stand up in those? he wondered.

He turned to one of the Golds and asked, “Can they walk in them?”

The Gold looked up from his knees and said, “They will after weeks of work. They’ll run, too.”

The Gold didn’t have to explain what was obvious. They wouldn’t stop practicing until they walked and ran to the Greens’ satisfaction.

Tole watched the two muscular pinks attempt to get on their feet when the Greens gave them their orders.

“You are a hooker on a corner,” one Green said.

The first pink planted his high heels on the floor, pushed away from the makeup table and tried to stand.

He felt flat on his ass.

The Green ordered him back to the stool to do it again. And again. It took four tries before he could remain vertical. The other pink’s order was to become his owner’s bath servant, to wash, rinse and dry a mannequin in a deep tub. His goal was to lift the replica out of the water and carry it to a chair at least 20 feet away.

It was almost comical and Tole couldn’t help but smile at their plight. He turned to one of the Golds and asked, “And if they don’t complete those tasks?”

The Gold didn’t smile when he said, “The dog walker,” and pointed to a treadmill in a corner.

Tole walked across the room to get a better look at how the dog walker worked. It appeared similar to most treadmills he’d used except for the devices that locked their arms and a hook on a chain he surmised latched to the pink nets.

“Show me how it works. With those shoes.” Tole said, pointing to one of the Greens who was putting his pink through lifting and carrying the replica across the room but only in a normal gait. The pink closed his eyes when his Green grabbed a pair of stilettos and trotted to the treadmill, savoring a few minutes of relief.

He should have known better. Tole said, “Keep at it until I tell you to stop.”

The pink was mystified to be given an order from someone who wasn’t his Green. He didn’t move. That was his second mistake.

“Now!” Tole barked.

The pink grit his teeth and lumbered across the room carrying the mannequin twice before Tole turned back to the treadmill. His voice was soft but clear when he told the other Green to alert him if the pink stopped. The Green replied smartly, “Yes, sir!”

Tole kept his lips from grinning but made a mental note to keep his eye on that Green. If he needed any assistance, he wouldn’t have to tell that one twice, although he would have to remind him not to salute.

The treadmill started with the Green walking at a fairly slow pace. He held the handgrips but didn’t attach the hook to his own net.

“Half-assed job,” Tole said.

He pulled the rod within inches of the Green’s net. The chagrined Green hooked it to his ring and tried unsuccessfully to hide his shame at being treated link a mere pink. Tole studied the controls, then tapped the speed button. The Green walked faster, balancing on the hand grips to stay on his feet, grimacing with every step.

Tole twisted the dial to raise the treadmill’s angle several degrees and increased the speed. The Green sucked in a deep breath and walked faster and faster until he was running uphill in five-inch stilettos.

The Golds closed their eyes. They knew what was coming.

And it did. Spectacularly.

The Green hit the treadmill ass first, too far for the rod to extend. He barked like a seal at feeding time as the hook threatened to yank off his organs, one tug at a time.

When he’d seen and heard enough, Tole turned it off.

‘If you can’t do it, you’re unqualified to teach it,” Tole said. “Do an hour and report the results to him.”

“Him” was the other Green in the room. No Color had ever been ordered to do that before, having to account to another of the same level.

When Tole tapped his tablet and walked into the corridor to visit the next training room, he didn’t hide his smile. He didn’t look behind him either. They’d be there.

He looked up at the cameras documenting his trip through that corridor.

He knew the Mistress was watching every step he took.

-=o=-

The final room on the Training corridor was larger than the others and laid out differently. Tole saw several small compartments along the walls. They had no doors; each stall was open to the center of the room. Tole counted 40 cubicles with at least ten occupied. He noted eight cameras on rotating mounts, two on each wall.

“Purpose,” he said without indicating which Gold he was addressing. They started speaking one at a time; they’d learned their lesson.

One said, “Individual work to meet their owner’s particular requirements.” The other added, “Mistress starts them in here the second week right after they’ve learned basic skills.”

Tole looked up at a camera, knowing he was being observed. He said, “Get me the full training schedule,” pointing to his tablet.

The White assigned to monitor those rooms saw what the rainbow-net did to the Greens and how he handled the two Golds. He sent the schedule in less than a minute.

Tole tapped his tablet and zeroed in on the last cubicle on the far wall. A pink was hanging at least 12 inches off the floor holding handgrips, lifting, twisting and lowering himself, aiming his backside for what the Green held in his hand. The Green moved it up and down, side to side, daring the pink to connect with it every time the pink extended his arms and his hips dropped.

Tole watched for a few minutes and understood the goal. Whether or not that pink’s owner duplicated the same lesson, he knew what it was really for. It was purely to build strength, stamina and focus so he could serve his owner harder and longer.

He read the training notes for that cubicle.

“Owner belongs to a group of women who bring their property to teas. They use bungees and have contests to enjoy watching their men bounce and connect. Losing incurs serious consequences.”

What surprised Tole wasn’t bouncing men or penises driven into asses. It was that the particular training in that cubicle was exactly right for that pink and even more so for his owner. He came to one conclusion.

The Mistress’s lesson plans were right.

He tapped another cubicle’s icon and read the notes before walking across the room to see more closely what the Green was having his pink do. He had to read that note twice.

“Owner sent him to be her cuckold, forced to watch other men satisfy her. He is allowed one ejaculation per month inside a sleeve. He must earn it by qualifying for seven continuous nightly insertions. One failure delays ejaculation for seven more days. Owner insists he is highly sexed and she intends to keep him needy.”

Crawling on their hands and knees, the Golds struggled to stay two steps behind him when Tole strode across the room. The Green was facing his pink and didn’t notice Tole was there, a talent Tole mastered when he deployed overseas. The pink didn’t see him either, he was fully focused on his Green’s orders.

This one wasn’t as well-built as the others but it was apparent physical strength wasn’t the main skill he needed to meet his owner’s demands. He had to learn self-control so when his owner used other men, he stayed where she put him. The Green was teaching him how to do that.

Tole recalled the woman who bought him at the auction saying that pain was an excellent teacher. The Mistress subscribed to that model as well, based on what the pink was undergoing. The Green had him on his knees, legs apart, with his pink net dangling from his groin. The Green issued the kind of commands that work well with dogs, like “Stay!” with his open hand inches from the pink’s face.

The pink tensed every muscle when the long-handled prod approached his net. The Green tapped it once and the pink howled. Then he did it again and Tole heard the same shriek. By the tenth tap, the pink let out merely exhausted mumbling.

Tole grabbed the prod from the stunned Green’s hand and said, “You! There!” He pointed to his side and after the Green saw the rainbow net, he stepped where Tole’s finger indicated.

The White monitoring that cubicle leaned closer to his monitor. The Mistress switched the feed to her wall screen.

“Get up,” Tole said.

The whimpering pink struggled to his feet, unable to imagine what horror this one would do to him, but sure that it would be worse than what he’d just had done to him.

Tole whispered in the boy’s ear and he straightened his back, raised his head and spread his legs and slapped his net with his own hand. Then he did it with the other hand. Each time he struck the net, the pink repeated two short phrases, “I am owned. I am property.”

While the pink slapped and recited those phrases, Tole put the Green on his knees and said, “Self-control. The first word is self. Teach it from the inside out. Understand?”

The Green knew he had to answer. “Yes, I understand,” he said, then dared to ask the question on every observer’s mind. “What did you say to him?”

“That if he made one more noise, I’d cut one off.”

Tole’s grin was almost as wide as the Mistress’s smile.


Chapter 9

Colors Corridor

TWO HALLWAYS LED in opposite directions from the main hub. Tole read the labels on his schematic. “Housing” was on the right. “Bath” was on the left. While he walked down the Housing hallway, he told one of the Golds to explain what was behind each door they passed. Briefly.

When they reached the first door, the Gold said it was Green housing. He named the second as Blue housing, and by the time they reached the third, Tole said, “White housing, right?”

The Gold confirmed his guess. That left one more door. Tole didn’t need a description. He opened the door and walked in.

He looked at what appeared to be rows of small bedrooms, each with a door leading to a functional bathroom and a modest sitting area with a single chair facing a wall monitor.

“Gold housing,” he said.

He sent the two Golds to sit on their beds. They headed in opposite directions and sat where they were told. Tole counted six cameras that provided a clear view of every cell in the room.

Surveillance everywhere, he surmised.

“Over there. What happens in there?” he asked. Neither Gold replied.

Tole walked across the room, opened the door and the overhead lights went on, gleaming against sparkling white tile covering the walls and floor. A shelf on one long wall held a neat arrangement of whips, canes, floggers and other handheld tools. One short wall was built for rechargeables, all of which sported green lights confirming they were ready to use. Bolts were driven into the opposite short wall at various heights but the remaining long, white-tiled wall captured his attention.

He eyed the equipment. Cock stocks, benches with straps, overhead bars with dangling wrist cuffs and a variety of furniture Tole couldn’t guess their purposes. He walked back to the main room and pointed to one cell, the only one with a black blanket covering the tightly made bed. Every other cell’s linens were white, save for the gold G on the headboards.

“Whose is this?” he asked.

Neither Gold spoke. They stared at their feet without offering any explanation. Tole knew something was up with that bed and the two Golds were likely forbidden to talk about it. Whatever it was, Tole was intrigued enough to turn to a camera and ask the question again.

“Whose is this?” he asked the camera. He thought for a moment, then added, “Send the punishment schedule here,” he said, pointing to his tablet. If the Mistress banned the Golds from answering that question, he wasn’t sure a lower-level White could either and he’d have to figure it out another way. The punishment list would disclose all the Colors’ infractions; it seemed a logical place to start.

His tablet flickered and the screen refreshed. He read the short text.

Finish with the Colors. I will take you to the baths.

Tole felt his hand tingle when he traced the words that came directly from the Mistress. For a moment, he could feel her fingers. They weren’t typing that brief note but tracing his skin like she did in that small, dark room. He thought it was weeks ago but time didn’t matter anymore. Maybe she would do it again. Tonight.

“Over here,” he told the two Golds. They jumped off their beds and ran to the door of the white-titled room. They were so reluctant to step inside, he had to grab one’s net and yank him through the doorway. If they were afraid to enter, it must mean…

Tole barked, “You! Why were you sent here the last time?”

The chagrined Gold murmured, “A Blue was injured using my training suggestion.” He hung his head in shame.

“You! What did you do that put you here?” Tole pointed to the other Gold.

“I didn’t finish my work on time,” he said softly.

Tole swiped his tablet until the punishment list filled his screen. There were only two Colors listed but it was still early. He figured there would be more by day’s end.

Tole looked at one of the cameras and said, “Send the first one on the list here. Now.”

The White monitoring that camera ran to the head White with the request. No lower Color takes a Gold away from his task without a direct order from Mistress but this man wore a multicolored net, one the White had never seen before. He knew the order wasn’t for him to question. The head White’s face paled when he sent a few seconds of video to the Mistress. He needn’t have bothered. The Mistress saw and heard everything on her monitor.

Her reply was terse. “Obey him.”

The head White typed in a long password, laid his palm on the screen and tapped a button. Somewhere in one of the corridors, a Gold cried out when his net squashed his organs and sent a jolt into his groin. He’d been summoned. His reaction was visceral.

He tore out of the training room, eyed the wall screen telling him where to go and ran double-time to the Gold housing. He took a deep breath, opened the door and walked inside. He knew no one would explain why he was sent there until he needed to know. But this was different. The timing had changed. Punishment was usually imposed right before they were put to bed.

Mistress believed a night of fitful sleep after punishment made her lessons last. Midday punishment was, at the least, unusual. But the Gold didn’t question her decision. Mistress was always right.

The Gold was taken aback by what he saw. Two Golds were in the interim punishment room with the new man he’d seen last night at insertion, the one with the rainbow net, the one Mistress handed an insert to and they performed the rite with her hands encircling his. Touching her.

Tole was curious how the Mistress punished Golds but he was even more interested in seeing it for himself. A live example was much more informative than watching a video.

He pointed at the summoned Gold and said, “He didn’t finish on time. That one injured a Blue. Put them where they belong.

In minutes, the Gold had one of Tole’s tour guides strapped on a bench and the other’s wrists locked in overhead rings. They looked terrified, especially the third Gold, when Tole closed the cover on the cock stock and locked him in place.

“The one who answers me gets to leave,” Tole said and asked the question he posed earlier. “Whose blanket is black?”

The Golds were well past terrified as Tole waited impatiently for an answer. When he crossed his thick arms across his chest the Golds fixated on his scars, the ones he suffered in captivity, the ones the Mistress traced with her finger, the marks she avoided with a promise to create her own. If that kind of damage was done to him, they were petrified of what he’d do to them.

Tole knew exactly what he was doing. He cared less about the blanket’s owner than he did about which would answer and break a rule that came from the only authority higher than his own. He knew what it took to keep secrets even under torture. And he knew why he made the decision to end his life. Only one thing saved him, a promise he made years before to that woman, who by a confluence of the forces of nature, ultimately rescued him.

Tole wondered if any of these Golds would break a promise to avoid punishment.

No one answered his question. Not even when Tole picked up a hand slapper and approached the first Gold, then the second, then the third. Instead, the three admitted their mistakes loudly, confessing their errors and begging for another chance.

Tole listened. What he heard sounded eerily like his own voice. Things he said back then. Mercy he begged for. Anything and everything he pleaded for to avoid one more whipping, another beating, yet another cold night naked on a concrete floor without so much as a blanket.

Their refusal to speak was the answer he wanted. They kept their promise to the Mistress, just like he kept his to that woman who sent him here. To the Mistress, the who and where she knew he truly belonged.

Tole unlatched, unlocked and untied them, then left the Gold housing and walked silently to the hub. Alone.

He had an appointment to tour the Bath corridor with the only other person in the facility who understood how crucial it is to keep a promise.

Tole stood in the center of the hub, closed his eyes and lowered his head to his chest. He didn’t hear footsteps or the swish of the robe he dressed her in that morning but he knew she was close and getting closer.

His skin tingled. All of it, even his old scars.


Chapter 10

Bath Corridor

TOLE WALKED A STEP behind the Mistress down the Bath corridor. He looked down, never glancing left or right, as they neared the wide doors at the end of the hallway. He smelled a whiff of chlorine mixed with a curious fragrance that jarred his memory. He’d smelled it before. In the attic cell in that woman’s home. But his strongest memory was when he inhaled her scent the first time he stripped in front of her and laid his head on her lap.

She held him in her arms until he came to terms with his decision. He didn’t strip because she made him. She gave him the time he needed and waited until he was ready. He’d never failed to keep a promise and that simple promise he made to her, “You own me,” saved his life. Clothes were trivial compared to that.

Yet here he was in this multifaceted facility, naked, netted and walking behind a woman down a dimly lit corridor that she called the Bath. He felt no embarrassment wearing only a multicolored net locked to the ring behind his penis. He closed his eyes briefly to ponder how he felt. It was striking.

He didn’t feel humiliated. He felt proud.

Proud that the other woman somehow knew he didn’t belong to her but knew who was right for him. Proud that the woman she gave him to sensed his worth and his value. Even prouder that she kept him for herself, apart from and above all the Colors she could have selected. He lifted his head when they reached the doors. No one else would ever see his submission to her. It was for her eyes only.

She pressed the wall pad and the doors opened. She beckoned him beside her and laid his hand under hers on the pad. The doors closed. She pointed and Tole pressed the pad with his palm. The doors opened again.

She granted him access to this room and whatever happened inside. It was now Tole’s purview. He knelt and bowed his head in gratitude. The Mistress ran her fingers through his hair and for those few seconds, he was filled with something he hadn’t felt in so long except when he had been on the receiving end of that woman’s red-handled whip. Other than that afternoon and night with her whip, he couldn’t remember the last time it happened.

Inside his net, he felt his penis stiffen. Tole couldn’t stop the tears that filled his eyes.

The Mistress lifted his chin when she saw his chest heave.

He will tell me his story when the time is right, she decided.

They walked in side by side, the Mistress’s hand resting on his bent arm. The room was empty; only the soft bubbling of water jets filled the background.

She pointed around the huge room from left to right. Tole’s eyes followed her finger. He’d been told to memorize everything he saw but this room was a challenge. Based on the layout of the corridors he’d studied, the doors across the room had to lead to the pink’s housing. The white-tiled floor surrounded a huge pool with clamps attached to the sides. Scrub brushes like the one he’d used on himself hung next to bottles filled with what he supposed was disinfectant soap, just like he’d used that morning.

The far side of the room held a smaller pool with jets that made the water swirl. It was the only sound in the room.

Until the doors swooshed open.

Tole stared at the line of men filing in, each pink behind a Green who held their nets in their fists. They lined the pinks up around the pool’s edges and turned toward the Mistress. And him.

They knelt, pulling the pink nets to their knees. The Greens bowed their heads; the pinks followed. Tole counted 18 pink nets.

“Men must be trained how to be clean,” she said.

The Greens replied in unison, “Yes, Mistress.” Then they flung the pink nets into the water, positioned their heads in the padded clamps and locked them shut. The Greens climbed in, each standing between their pink’s legs, ready to fulfill the Mistress’s order.

Tole asked, “Every day?”

“Twice,” the Mistress said.

The Greens waited for permission to start but were shocked when the Mistress didn’t give them the order. She had Tole tap his tablet and he saw the one-word note. He pulled his shoulders back, pushed his chest out and with a voice familiar with command said, “Begin!”

That one word was the their cue but it came from an unfamiliar voice wearing a net different from any other in the Academy. They looked at the Mistress for confirmation but her steely eyes didn’t flicker. One by one, the Greens reached for the brushes, doused them with soap and scrubbed the pinks’ legs from their toes to their groins. Inside and out.

Each swipe was followed by grunts as the hard bristles did their work. His tablet called it their “bath song.”

The Greens scoured every inch of their pinks. They grabbed one part after another, brushed under, over and around until the their skin turned dark pink. The head Green announced, “Over!” and the Greens unlocked the neck braces, flipped the pinks onto their bellies and secured their faces inches above the water.

Tole thought he knew what was coming next. He was half right.

They brushed from their heels to their necks and paused, waiting for the next command. The head Green said, “Deep!”

When Tole saw what they did, he agreed with the process. Greens dragged the pinks’ arms to their backsides and had them spread their own cheeks. The one pink whose fingers slipped was whacked so hard, Tole could see the outline of the Green’s hand on his cheeks. Most pinks whimpered from humiliation. Tole thought it was an appropriate reaction they’d eventually get over.

He didn’t expect what happened next.

Greens pulled out flexible hoses, rubbed a big dollop of lube between their hands and invaded the spread cheeks with one finger, then two, then more, until they were so deep inside, their fingers were invisible. They worked the lube mercilessly in every direction until the bath song turned into cries of abject disgrace.

The Greens taught the pinks their new mantra: “My ass is always clean and ready for my owner to use.”

They repeated it until every pink was singing that song.

The Mistress’s hand on Tole’s arm felt him tense. She looked at him curiously and Tole, filled with the memory of what had been done to him, looked away.

His net told him that was a mistake. He bent almost in half, jiggled on his toes and swallowed the cry of pain deep into his gut. No one in the pool saw her punish him; they were too involved in the next step of the twice-daily bath.

Once they were lubricated, the Greens worked the hoses inside and the head Green opened the valves. The pinks’ melancholy cries were easy to ignore. Tole’s pain wasn’t.

He gulped, drew on every drop of his Seminole heritage and stood up. Straight. Head high. Chest out.

Perhaps he is the one, she thought and turned off his controller. She held his forearm tightly.

Tole watched stoically as the Greens plugged each pink with a rubber stopper, then marched the dripping lineup toward the far doors back to their housing. The Greens stopped, dropped to their knees, taking their pinks with them.

The head Green waited for the Mistress to approve the baths and send them back to training. She took her time, walked up and down the line and patted a few of the Greens’ heads. Each time she touched one, she said, “Insertion.”

The faces of the ones she tapped were filled with joy. The kneeling pinks neared panic as their colons screamed to be emptied. She nodded and the group filed out in a nearly straight line. The Green half of the contingent was ready to continue the pinks’ training. The other half was beyond desperate to be allowed toilet time.

Every plugged pink knew it had to be earned.

-=o=-

The Mistress said to no one in particular, “Send in the Blues.” In minutes, a horde of blue-netted men rushed into the room and formed a straight line on their knees along the pool’s edge waiting for her order.

“Cleanse him,” she said and warned them how to proceed. “With due respect.”

In one voice, they said, “Yes, Mistress.” Then they looked up and saw their target. Their eyes stopped on the multicolored net.

The head Blue ran to a storeroom and emerged with his arms filled with brushes and bottles. He placed them at an empty neck brace and waited for Tole to climb in the water.

The Blue wouldn’t dare touch that net, let alone fling him into the bath like the Greens did with the pinks. There was nothing normal about that net or the man whose arm the Mistress graced with her hand. The entire corps of Blues were being tested and if even one failed, the head Blue knew his position was in jeopardy. Not to mention the hours of punishment they’d all suffer. He tried to put it out of his mind but his command to the Blues revealed his concern.

“In order!” he barked.

Tole watched them take their places in the water around the brace that he was certain would soon hold his neck. His skin didn’t tingle like it did when she touched him. It stung like it did every morning when he washed with the harsh soap she had him use.

The Blues were in awe when the Mistress led that man to the pool and let go of his arm when he took the first step on the ladder. The head Blue reminded them of the Mistress’s command. “Due respect!”

They laid Tole on his back, eased his neck into the brace and clicked it shut. The Mistress sat on the only chair, a large white upholstered one that looked more like a throne than a chair. Her eyes never veered from the rainbow net bobbing in the water.

“Command them,” the Mistress said.

Tole said it loudly. “Begin!”

It was the first time any Blue had been ordered to start by their bathing target. A dozen arms reached for brushes and soap, then began the work they’d done — and had done to them — more times than they could count.

Tole braced for the worst. He wasn’t prepared for what they did.

Every brush massaged his skin gently. The bristles were soft; their strokes delivered almost tenderly. But what amazed him the most was the scent that filled every breath he took.

He remembered it from back in that small, dark room where he struggled with his demons. It was her scent, the woman who locked him in that room where the men she owned convinced him he was safe. Where he was safe. The day he learned to trust again.

That day, he battled his fears and won. He did the same thing in the Mistress’s pool, where they covered him with lavender suds, brushed him everywhere at once and smothered him in that aroma.

The Mistress stared at his struggle until she saw it happen. Tole finally looked tranquil, almost peaceful. His legs would have sunk into the water if Blues hadn’t been holding his ankles while they lathered and brushed him with the respect she ordered.

Her purpose wasn’t simply giving him a bath. The Mistress was preparing him to tell her what Amity said he had to say by himself when the time was right. That time would be when he was calm enough to trust her like he did Amity.

The head Blue said, “Over!” and every Blue helped turn him on his belly, their hands never letting go, making sure his face cleared the water. Two Blues were ready to separate his legs. They didn’t have to. Tole did it for them.

When it was time for Tole to spread his ass, the Mistress wagged a finger at the head Blue. He waded between Tole’s legs and parted his cheeks with his own hands.

Only the head Blue saw the Mistress’s smile.

The Blues formed a ring around Tole and he lubricated himself. Slowly and carefully, he inserted a single finger until he felt Tole’s belly soften. Then he added a second and waited for a reaction until all five fingers were inside. He swirled his hand in a circle and when he heard a soft moan, he worked his fingers inch by inch, in and out.

The Blue felt it and the Mistress saw it. Tole’s hips moved. Once. Then again. He looked up at the Mistress for a signal to continue or to stop. He was stunned with her order.

“Send them out. Stay where you are.”

The shocked Blues filed out of the bath while the head Blue’s fingers continued their work and were met by occasional movement against them. Tole didn’t see them leave. He didn’t hear the Mistress send them away. He wasn’t thinking; his ears were deaf to voices and blind through his closed eyes. Lavender filled his brain. Pressure saturated his ass.

The head Blue was speechless when she raised her hand, telling him to lift higher. He boosted Tole’s hips but the Mistress’s hand raised more. He wrapped his arm under Tole’s belly until his knees were on the white tile ledge but his fingers never stopped.

Then the unthinkable happened. The Blue’s lower jaw dropped when the Mistress unlocked the multicolored net and grabbed the naked penis with her bare hand.

She manipulated it until the room was filled with Tole’s shrieks and feral thrusts. He lunged for her hand with pure animal hunger. She did it again and again, demanding he buck like a stallion in a herd of mares in heat. His animal noises filled the air.

When she felt the convulsion, she knew he was on the edge.

The Mistress realized he hadn’t been that close in a long time. Whatever he’d been through, the evil place that left those scars all over his skin, didn’t matter anymore.

She would have nothing less than his complete trust. When she was done with him on the pool’s ledge, she’d have it because he would give it to her willingly.

Tole drew in a lungful of air, raised his hips and readied for the final thrust. One hand stroked his hair, the other locked on his penis. He felt the insanity that had been denied him for years, the ecstasy of the most basic human act he hungered for but was always out of reach until he buried the memory of it so deep, it could never be exhumed again. He resigned himself to a lifetime of self-imposed chastity.

Until now. Until this woman unearthed it and gave it back to him.

He lifted his hips for the final thrust.

The Mistress pulled her hand away. She shook off the beads of water he dripped on her robe and sat in the white throne on the pool’s edge.

Tole shrieked maniacally, rammed his hips forward for a final, useless thrust. She watched him fight to regain his self-control and come to terms with her ownership. What she could give him. What she could take away.

Her finger told the head Blue to leave. He ran to the door, knelt and crawled out the minute it opened. When it shut behind him, he sat on the floor on the other side, trying to breathe. He would never tell anyone what he’d seen. None of the Colors would believe him.

“Here,” she said.

Tole crept to her feet, grunting across the white tile until he collapsed on his belly. He reached out and hugged her ankles. She lifted his head with a handful of his silver-streaked hair, forcing him to look at her eyes.

“What happened?” she asked.

They both knew he would answer because she was the right who and he was in the right where.

The when was right now.


The Altitude

Chapter 11

Highs and Lows

THEY WALKED SILENTLY back to the hub, Tole one step behind her, his chin pressed on his chest. He followed mechanically when she turned toward the corridor that bore her name. He’d seen the schematics and knew they were alone. No Color was allowed in that hallway without permission. Tole believed the cameras and layers of security would have been approved by the other woman’s man, the one she called her Cop. They were that rock solid.

When they reached the doors to her suite, she stopped and waited for Tole to press his palm on the pad. She remained silent when he did and the doors whooshed apart.

He dutifully offered his arm when the Mistress raised her hand expectantly. Even if she ripped that thing — his savage need — away from him in the pool, the feral thing that was so much more to him than just a thing, Tole was still a gentleman.

Dinner was laid out on the table in her suite with a single place setting. He held her chair, ready to kneel next to her. But she had a task for him before she’d feed him crumbs from her plate.

The Mistress could taste his hunger. He was starving but not for food. She dictated not just his diet but when and where he ate. This hunger was different.

She had a purpose for what she did to him in the bath. She drank in his physical reaction but more than that, she felt a purely visceral drive awaken inside him. She aroused the feelings he’d suppressed for so long, he convinced himself they didn’t exist.

Her fingers reignited that bottled-up feeling in the small, dark room when she inspected him and she felt its heat again in her suite. Only his edges glowed with passion. He fought to repress it even though he was desperate to let it out. He denied it was there at all until she touched him and stoked the smoldering remnants. Her touch set them ablaze. Tole wasn’t as desperate for his penis to get hard as he was to feel her touch again.

The Mistress knew that for some very grim reason he had denied himself what he was bursting to feel for too long. Or worse, that desire had been cruelly ripped away from him. The Mistress was going to find out the when, where, who and most important, why.

Amity warned her, “Make him tell you when the time is right.”

The Mistress knew that a man like him had to have a complicated past that created the complex creature standing next to her, wearing her net, craving her touch but incapable of lifting his head and looking at her. It wasn’t shame or humiliation. She knew what that looked like; she was expert at inflicting it. This was different.

She looked him over and decided he was too calm. He’d drawn a wall around him, an impenetrable one he used to protect himself from what he was frantic to feel.

The Mistress knew what to do to her Colors if they even thought about erecting. Her nets were automated. Occasional squeals revealed the culprit and once the net finished its program, those thoughts disappeared. Until the next time.

Highly-sexed men were easier to train. It was a quality she looked for in every man she allowed on the Academy promotion track.

Not this man. He hadn’t been disciplined by her net for that infraction since Amity dropped him off. The Mistress proved his penis was functional in the bath but if he had suffocated that drive for too long, would he be able to serve as her Platinum and satisfy her cravings whenever she wanted?

That skill and that drive defined a Platinum. It came from a man’s own heightened sexuality. Would he be selfless enough to take her to the place Amity said she would see the stars beneath her without any hope of a mutual experience?

He proved he could do what she wanted managing the Colors but that was only part of what he had to do for her. The other part, the one that mattered right now, was more important. It was time to find out if he would wear her Platinum net or be relegated to a minor role. Or if he’d be just one more disappointment she would sell like she did with the ones before him.

Tole waited silently for her order. She eyed him up and down, saw where his body needed some improvement, and said, “Add upper body work to your workouts.”

Tole tapped the order on his tablet, then returned to waiting silently again.

He stared straight ahead, still unable to look at her. His brain was working overtime, trying to make sense out of what happened in the bath but his body wouldn’t cooperate. The way she touched him. How she stroked him. The ache that filled him when she did. He was convinced those feelings died in that cell on that mountain in Thailand but now they wouldn’t go away. They consumed him.

Mistress issued her order.

“The black blanket? He is yours. Make him better or I’ll get rid of him,” she said.

Tole’s head spun toward her when he heard her mention the black blanket. Whatever that man had done, the Colors were forbidden to discuss it, so Tole assumed he’d committed a heinous crime and was serving his sentence for it. Now whether or not he rejoined the Colors was up to Tole. Responsibility for a man’s fate — his life — was an immense responsibility. Tole savored challenges like a medium rare steak. At least he used to.

Except for one thing. He’d been that man, one who needed to be made whole again under the careful watch of a former Marine DI assigned to make his body better. Managed by a therapist and a healer. Supervised by a trio of gold-caged men who dragged him out of the hell his captors imprisoned him in and the deeper one he dug for himself.

It took them all and the foresight of their owner to get him where he was. That place was right here, right now, with the woman whose touch he yearned for but fought not to admit.

A wave of fear started in his gut. It took an entire team to make him better and she just assigned him the same job.

He was just one man.

The voices of his heritage whispered who he was and what beat inside his chest. His warrior’s heart. He could hear their undertones like he could feel his heart beating.

He said, “Yes, Mistress.”

She tapped a button and said, “Send the black to me in an hour.”

Tole heard the reply. “Yes, Mistress.” A man’s life in the balance was now an item on her schedule. She came first; she always would.

When she lifted the silver cover off the plate, Tole smelled a mixture of aromas that clouded his senses. Lavender filled the air, mingling with a whiff of a steak cooked medium rare.
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She fed him bite by bite, made him open his mouth and chew only when she told him to. He swallowed on command. No meal had ever tasted that delicious, no vegetable that crisp, no pilaf that well-seasoned. He ate like a greedy dog on his knees at her side, hungry for the food in her fingers; starving for her fingers to touch his lips. The food filled his belly. Her touch filled his warrior’s heart.

Tole almost cried when she said, “I’ll have dessert later.” Later meant she was keeping him, not throwing him away over what happened in the bath when he turned into an animal thinking of nothing but himself, her hand on him, pulling and stroking and overwhelming his self-control. More than that. She overpowered his mind and his body and turned him into a savage beast who’d do anything to satisfy an urge he hadn’t felt since… since…”

The Mistress saw Tole tense his shoulders and struggle to straighten his back. Every man has his weakness, his tell, and he just exposed his. She was a step closer to making him reveal his past.

Nothing frightened Tole except one thing that wouldn’t go away no matter how hard he tried. His simple yet complicated fear that she’d send him away because he wasn’t worthy of a woman like her.

Her Colors worked every day to prove their value. For them, it was uncomplicated. They obeyed because she turned them into unquestioning subservient creatures who then turned incompetent men into perfect sex slaves. She did it by creating men whose single goal was to please her so much, she’d gift them insertion.

But the Mistress now understood that this man was entirely different from her Colors. It wasn’t about what she put into him at night. He craved being close to her, yearning only for her fingers to trace his skin. Close enough to inhale her fragrance, to have her rest her hand on his arm, to have her deem him worthy enough to keep one more day.

Whatever else happened in his past, the Mistress knew someone had thrown him away. Someone too stupid to see what he was and what he could be with the right owner in the right place for him.

She laid her palm on his chest and felt his heart beat faster. Tole sank to his knees and moaned.

Amity knows. That’s why she gave him to me, the Mistress thought.

Now was the right time.

“Tell me why you’re here,” she said.

The whole time Tole struggled to recount his journey into hell and the tall ladder he had to climb to get out, she never took her hand off his heart. When Tole struggled to find more words, she pressed harder to push a little more power into him, enough to get one more phrase, one more confession of his shameful decisions; one more sentence about the scars.

It took an hour for her to draw out the journey that ended but was really starting where he was now. On his knees inches from her chair with her hand firmly on his chest, virtually holding his heart.

He gasped for air after every few words. The timeline started taking shape.

He met Amity, she liked what she saw and he — after a struggle with his feelings — gave himself to her. “You own me,” he promised her. She kept him busy with elite clients. He couldn’t get enough. The military sent him overseas, trained him to do what sounded like covert work that made him have to give up her few overseas clients.

That’s when the Mistress had to press his chest harder to get him to say the next words.

“Stupid,” he said over and over about how he searched for replacements to use him and how they never came close to the ones she sent. That word was replaced by two. “Goddamn stupid,” he called the night they put something in his drink and he wound up in a crate on a boat, shipped somewhere, unpacked into a small cell to be used and beaten by his kidnappers day and night.

She heard him choke on the next words and pressed his chest with both hands. When he couldn’t get one more word out, the Mistress knew where his scars came from.

There was more, each syllable he uttered tore at his heart, the one she was touching with her hand.

The night he decided to kill himself but had no tools to do it. His plan to make them do it for him. The three word promise that kept him alive. “You own me.”

She rubbed his chest with her fingers that were drenched with his sweat. The rest rushed out in a torrent.

Escape, two veterans who took him to the VA, an apartment in D.C., a woman who took him and later sent him to be sold at the auction. The day Amity bought him. Her promise to rescue him. The healer, the therapist, her exclusives and that damned DI who put him through a different kind of hell to make him stronger. To make him better.

And here he was, too exhausted even to kneel up straight, too depleted to hear any words, so she offered none when she pulled him closer and wrapped her arms around his head. She kept him there until his breathing evened out.

The Mistress made him confess his stupidity but what he really told her was the only thing that terrified him. Losing her.

She came to a conclusion that tasted better than any dessert her Colors could concoct. She knew that when she was done with him, he would be her perfect Platinum.

He’d give her more than any man had ever done or could do. He’d handle all the Academy’s busywork — managing the Colors, the building, the equipment — and when she wanted to see the stars beneath her, he would take her there in powerful new ways for one reason.

His undying passion for her touch.

Each morning, he’d battle to prove himself worthy again just so she’d keep him one more day and allow him one more night.

Before she gave him the former Gold in the basement to make better or to be expelled, she reminded him why he was given to her. The Mistress slid her hands down his sweaty chest, lingered between his legs and grabbed his net with both hands.

“This is mine,” she said.

Tole’s shrieks from the uncontrollable combination of the net’s jolts and the magic of her touch echoed off the walls.


Chapter 12

Black Blanket

TOLE HAD NO idea how long the Mistress held him while he was on his knees. He alternated between shrieks of pain from the controller and cries of joy from her touch. The pain would be nearly intolerable for most men but he absorbed it, certain that she would stop the jolts it if he could hold on a little longer. When he raised his head enough to see her face, her smile made him absorb the agony just to feel her touch one more time.

He would have suffered it for hours.

The clients Amity sent to use him commented how much they enjoyed his reactions when they used short whips and paddles, almost as much as the rental boy did. Pain made Tole feel alive. His captors never understood that. They tortured him for their own sick pleasure, not like that woman did with her red-handled whip or those classy men she sent who paid for time with him.

When the Mistress ended the net’s torment, Tole didn’t feel as empty as he had for as long as he could remember. Instead, he felt like he’d returned from the dead. He felt energized, like he could take on the world, when most men would have collapsed on the white carpet in hysterics.

She tapped her tablet and said, “Send it here now.”

Right before the light alerted her that someone was at her door, the Mistress flicked Tole’s lips with her finger. He opened his mouth, not asking or caring why. It was her touch that made him do it.

She slid a strawberry between his lips. Then another and another until he couldn’t have closed his mouth if he wanted to. Tole didn’t want to. He would fit whatever she put in him no matter what it took. The Mistress traced the pinkish drool dripping down his chin with her finger while his guttural moans rose from his chest.

She tapped his chin and he closed his mouth, not daring to chew until ordered. Instead, the Mistress laid her hand over his lips, the same hand that held his heart minutes or hours ago. Tole didn’t know how much time had passed. It was the farthest thing from his mind.

The Mistress squeezed his cheeks, daring him to spit the fruit out, forcing his mouth to obey her unspoken command. He refused to swallow and fought gagging. He knew how foolish he must have looked but that didn’t matter either. He had only one purpose right now.

It worked until she kicked his net with her high heel.

Tole was appalled that his throat betrayed him and made him splatter juice down his chest, but he was more chagrined that she saw it. What he didn’t expect was what she did.

She laughed. Out loud.

Tole closed his eyes to soak up the her laughter. It was a sound he hadn’t heard in so long it seemed like a foreign language. The warmth he felt didn’t come from her scorn; instead, Tole was elated that using him delighted her enough to laugh. It wasn’t enough that she trusted him managing the building’s infrastructure and the Colors. He had been well-trained to do that. But if she found him amusing enough, she’d keep him one more day.

That became his obsession. He’d take care of the building and the people, withstand the pain she gave him that he hungered for but more than that, he’d be her source of amusement. He vowed to make her smile every day if only she’d let him stay and maybe, just maybe, touch him.

The Mistress yanked him out of his reverie. “Open the door.”

He ran to the wall panel and laid his hand on the pad. The doors slid open and Tole stepped back when he saw what was on the other side. It looked like a disheveled mess of a being, squatting and hugging its own knees, shaking with terror. Most of all, it was a filthy, hairy jumble of disarray.

“Don’t touch it,” Mistress said.

The creature shuddered harder. It was too frightened to move.

“Bring it to me by its leash.”

Tole saw a leather loop entangled in what looked like animal fur and grabbed it. It didn’t attempt to stand up, much less walk. Crawling seemed to be its natural state. When he deposited it a few feet from her chair, the Mistress’s face filled with disdain. She spoke as if the being on the white carpet wasn’t there.

“It once was a Gold,” she said and shook her head. “It had promise. But it disobeyed my primary rule. It defiled itself, failed at its job and tarnished itself. Even worse, it dishonored the Colors.”

Tole latched onto one word she said. “Dishonored.” It hit him in his chest. That one word summed up the decision he made that day to end his life in that hellhole. Pain and suffering were bad enough, but the dishonor he felt pushed him beyond his limit. There was no life worth living without honor for men like Tole.

There were very few men the Mistress tried out to be a Platinum who had anything that approached Tole’s sense of honor.

The Mistress wasn’t done. “It has lived in the basement for, let me think, almost than five years now. Its only duty is to clean the Academy’s waste, dispose the toilets’ contents, rotten food and whatever else is thrown down the chutes. It gets little rest. No one talks to it other than to send its orders over a speaker.”

Tole fought against shutting his eyes at the horror the thing on the white carpet suffered, shoveling shit, piss and moldy food every day and probably every night. Even worse, all alone.

“See if it’s redeemable,” she said. “If not, get rid of it.”

The thing on the floor — Tole had trouble thinking of it as a man, let alone a former Gold — was facing a doubly bleak future. Making him better seemed impossible. Expelling him was even worse. Tole hadn’t seen himself in a mirror when he was held hostage and imagining he looked anything like that ate at his heart. Maybe he could use some of what the healer and the therapist did to redeem him, as the Mistress said. If he couldn’t, well, that was too painful even to consider.

Two veterans in a random coffee shop told Tole there’d been too damned many veteran suicides and dragged him to the VA at his lowest point after he escaped. They didn’t know him, but they weren’t going to stand by and watch another vet’s death. They were Air Force; Tole was Army. They didn’t care.

But this was a Gold, one who’d fallen from grace into his own version of hell. Tole owed those vets who helped him. They asked him to do one thing. To pay forward. Do for someone else what those two flyboys did for him. Tole had his orders and his mission.

“Use whatever you need,” the Mistress said. “Just get it out of my sight.”

Tole swiped his tablet until he found what he was looking for. A closet-sized empty room marked “Isolation,” with a mattress, sink and toilet near the end of the Housing corridor. He tapped the equipment list icon, checked the tools he wanted and sent the order to a Blue to deliver. When the text was transmitted, he read the “from” line. It said, “Mistress’s Order.”

Tole took the leash and headed to the door. He had the route memorized. It would be the longest and most difficult trek of this disgraced creature’s life.

Tole had walked a path like that before. He knew how much work the former Gold had to do. Roads like the one he was about to take share a ceaseless feature.

They never end.


Chapter 13

Neverending Corridor

WHAT TOLE NOTICED first on the trek to the hub was that the creature attached to the end of the leash hadn’t said a word since he was delivered to the Mistress. He didn’t plead or beg. Not even a moan. That silence didn’t surprise Tole. When the old woman cared for his wounds after he escaped, he never talked to her. She rattled on about her life and her husband who ran away and her only son who abandoned her. He half-listened to her. The rest of the time, his ears were tuned to the possibility of his kidnappers finding him and dragging him back into that hell.

She called him a voiceless animal. As far as Tole was concerned, she was right.

He led the former Gold on a circuitous path, down one corridor and back to the hub before taking him down yet another hallway. His plan was to expose him to as many of the Colors as possible. According to the training schedule, that corridor was due to switch from pinks who would be on their way to their second daily bath to the Blues for their second fitness hour. When Tole tapped his own icon, he saw the time he entered at the Mistress’s instruction to improve his own upper body added to his schedule. He wouldn’t work out alone. There was a Blue scheduled to be with him.

He reached the Training corridor entrance just after the Colors took the pinks to Bath, minutes before the Blues were due. He heard a sigh of relief from the floor behind him. Facing the Colors in his condition would be unbearably humiliating. He’d soon learn there would be far worse experiences on the rocky road Tole planned.

The Blues were right on time. They jogged down the corridor in a straight line behind the head Blue who stopped when he eyed the bushy, bearded body creeping on its leash, one agonizing step at a time. If any Blues remembered the incident at all, most had forgotten about the man relegated to shoveling shit in the basement. Now they were face-to-face with the object of the Mistress’s punishment.

To a man, they were horrified with what they saw. The shaggy creature disgusted them and they didn’t try to hide their revulsion. The head Blue lined them up against the wall so the beast had to creep past all of them. Their comments were relentless.

“Revolting!” one called out. “Unclean, sickening!” another said. That continued for the length of the walk until Tole turned and walked back toward the hub.

“Filth!” a voice behind him said.

Tole stopped cold and turned toward the Blue who threw out that comment. He took deliberate steps in his direction until he was face-to-face with him. Tole tapped his tablet and sent the Blue to the tile floor, screeching from the net’s punishment.

“He paid for his mistake,” he said in his command voice. “Your next mistake? You deal with me.”

Save for the Blue’s shrieks, the corridor was silent. Tole looked up and down the hallway before issuing his next order.

“Punishment has a purpose,” he said so loudly every Blue in line heard him. “What is that purpose?”

Not one Blue spoke. Tole marched up and down the line dragging the leashed being behind him and posed that question to every Blue, one at a time. They were too intimidated to speak even though they all knew the answer. There wasn’t a Blue among them who hadn’t received the Mistress’s punishment at least once, yet they were all wearing her blue nets, free to work, eat and sleep with the Colors on the upper levels.

Tole pointed to the floor where the former Gold was on his hands and knees, cowering behind him, then at the head Blue.

“This is the last time I’m asking that question,” Tole said. They heard what he didn’t say. Or else.

He dragged the head Blue’s net and stood him a step away from the trembling lump behind him. Then he asked again.

“What is that purpose?”

The head Blue stared at the creature with contempt, then saw Tole’s finger hovering over his tablet’s screen. No one had to tell him what was going to happen if he didn’t answer. He leaned back to distance himself from the leashed being and said, “To serve the Mistress the best I can.”

Tole tapped the screen and the entire Blue line fell to the white tile floor, screeching from their nets’ bite. A few minutes later, the pain ended but not Tole’s lesson.

“The purpose of punishment is…” he paused long enough for the Blues to regain their footing, “to make men better.”

Tole learned that lesson from that DI whose unrelenting fitness work left him aching and sore. He hated him more each time he had to report to the training building for hours of demanding physical work. “You can do better,” that DI said when Tole finished the ever-increasing reps. “Do it again,” that damned DI said.

But he did every exercise next to him. With him.

It was one of the most challenging but valuable lessons Tole ever learned. No matter how good he was, no matter how far he’d come or what he had overcome to stay alive, he could always do better. So could the mass of flesh at the end of the leash.

“You think you are better than he is. When I’m done with him — and you — you’ll have the proper perspective.” That ended Tole’s warning to the Blues. He swore they’d feel differently when he was finished with the former Gold.

Without a word, he marched back to the hub. The timing couldn’t have been more fortuitous. According to the schedule, the Whites were assigned to test two new techniques that they were almost ready to hand over to the Blues. He tapped the Punishment corridor icon to see if they had already reported. The moving icons told him they were working in two connected punishment rooms, so he strode deep into the hallway with the former Gold struggling to keep up with his long steps.

That’s the least of his problems, Tole thought.

Tole’s palm opened the door and he walked in making just enough noise to alert the Whites he was there. They stared at what was at the end of the leash, then at the hand holding it. They’d heard about the multicolor net and dealt with his demands remotely but most hadn’t dealt with him in person. Until now.

Their eyes darted from the leash to the net and back again. Most faces filled with scorn followed by a few disparaging comments. Tole addressed the head White.

“Are the tools I ordered ready?”

The head White replied without thinking. “Mistress ordered tools. They are in place.”

Tole heard the implied correction the head White attempted to make about the source of the order. That was his first mistake. The second was the disdain in his voice. Tole knew where he stood in the pecking order, several steps above this overly-confident white net. Because this was his first interaction with the Whites in person, establishing his authority was Tole’s first priority. That’s a lesson all subordinates have to learn, either the easy way or they’d come to grips with it Tole’s way.

“My order,” Tole said.

The head White corrected him again. “Mistress’s order.”

That reply filled the first shovel with dirt from the hole the head White was digging for himself.

Tole turned to a pair of Whites testing a training method that the schedule said would be used to improve the new class’s obedience to a range of demands their owners specified. The one they were currently testing focused on immediacy. Slow or out-of-order responses were unacceptable.

Tole watched the process step-by-step. The test subject was what the note said was a newly netted Green. He was so determined to succeed, Tole assumed he was familiar with what happened to the ones who didn’t. During training, speed was implanted in the pinks’ brains from the first hour and was measured every day after. It never failed to improve, but there was always room for them to do it better. That was the crux of the experiment the Whites were running.

All Tole said were three words, “As you were,” and the Whites barked order after order at the Green who was running, squatting and crawling to complete each one. The new method they were trying was to issue conflicting commands to see which the Green did first and how he managed the rest. They wanted to see how he prioritized them, but the session was more about what happened if he did them in the wrong order.

The goal was obvious. When the pinks were returned to their owners, they had to serve their owners in the right order. Tole thought it was efficient but wanted to see how they’d implement it.

The Green was on his knees, the typical position graduates took when they were shipped home. A White said, “Make my coffee.” Seconds later, the next command was to warm up the bed.

The Green crept toward the small kitchenette to do the initial instruction and was promptly squealing from the net’s jolts.

“Stupid boy,” the White said. “Warming the bed takes longer. Do it first.”

After the first series of learning how to prioritize was done, they moved to more complicated instructions that carried more dire consequences. Every owner was issued tools in the take-home kits and the one the Whites chose was a simple one, a studded slapper. At each failure, it targeted the Green’s asscheeks that were soon dotted with pinpoint red welts. But when they moved to the more serious directives, so did the repercussions.

They issued four directions one after another, rapid-fire.

“Make my latte.”

“Get my bath ready.”

“Set up chairs for my friends.”

“Fetch my whip.”

From his knees, the Green ran to the supply table, stuffed the handle in his teeth, then rushed to turn on the towel warmer. He dashed to the small kitchen, turned on the espresso machine before arranging nearby chairs in a semi-circle. When he took a last look at what he’d done, he returned to the Whites, knelt and offered the whip that was still in his teeth to the one who gave the fetch order.

That White grabbed the handle and delivered three fast strokes to the Green’s ass.

Tole was amused with the results. It played right into his plan.

He took the whip from the surprised White’s hands, grabbed the Green’s net and marched him over to the head White.

He said, “My order,” and handed the whip to the Green with a simple instruction.

“Show him who’s in charge,” Tole said.

The Green’s initial reluctance was short lived. One look at the rainbow net was all it took for him to bend the head White over a bar, raise his hefty arm and deliver the same number of whacks he’d just received. When he was done, he looked at Tole for instructions.

“Again,” he said. Tole turned to the chagrined head White and remarked, “Count this time.”

The Green went to work. The head White called out the strokes. Loudly.

Tole dragged the leash to the door and right before he walked out, said over his shoulder, “My orders.”

The head White answered at full volume. “Yes, Sir.”

Tole grinned when he heard the capital “S.”

-=o=-

Tole headed back up the Training corridor and when he reached the hub, he checked his tablet to make sure the Greens were lined up along the walls. They were the lowest of the Colors but to Tole, they were the most important. The upper Colors didn’t come into contact with the pinks nearly as much as the Greens did. After all, the Greens were the first Colors the pinks were given to and worked them 24 hours a day for weeks. What the Whites and Blues did filtered down to the Greens but they rarely worked one-on-one with the Mistress’s actual products.

Tole considered the Greens akin to the DI who oversaw his physical training that started after the therapist and the healer the woman brought in worked with him in that small, dark room. She called that DI Quinn. Tole had another name for him.

From his military command, Tole understood the value of training but he knew what made it work. The trainer was the key. Trainers had to be harsh, exacting and strict, but they didn’t have to be unforgiving. He’d commanded too many who didn’t know the difference between being unsympathetic to new recruits’ mistakes and demanding they repeat exercises until they could do them in their sleep and being plain cruel.

Men, even netted ones, need a timely pat on the head. Or ass.

Yet Tole was intimately aware of the Mistress’s ruthless hand that oversaw every corridor in the facility, from the agonizing intake he’d gone through to when she inspected the new class inside and out, all the way to being handed over to their Greens to be educated — transformed — into perfect sex slaves.

But the thought of her touch, that electric shock that ran through him when her fingers slid down his chest, if the pinks could feel even a small bit of that from their owners, the Mistress’s severe lessons were worth it. That’s what he wanted to find out. Did the Greens know that? Did they dangle that magic in front of every pink’s eyes? Could they make those men see what was in it for them, that incredible jolt of joy their owners’ fingers held in store for them with just a touch?

He knew what he felt when she traced the scars he detested so much, those awful, lifelong reminders he once tried to scrape off his skin with a TOPS blade. She turned those mutilations into the path she took to take ownership of him. His inexplicable elation at her touch was how he knew she was the right who for him and he’d do whatever it took to be allowed to stay in this where. He was determined to make the when last forever.

Tole set out to make sure the Greens didn’t just know that but transmitted it to their pinks every day and night. That was the goal he set out for them and he’d tolerate no failure.

When the head Green saw what was at the end of the leash behind the man in the multicolored net, he didn’t try to mask his contempt. He’d heard snippets about the new net but given this was his first in-person encounter with it, he set out to make his best impression.

He failed before the first words were spoken. It was clear to Tole when he saw that head Green’s disgusted face. He made it worse with his next comment.

“Taking out the trash?” the head Green sneered.

The former Gold was so distraught, he whimpered like a puppy whacked with a rolled up newspaper by an incompetent owner who doesn’t deserve what a dog can give him. Pure devotion. Vicious protection.

The products the Mistress produced entered the Academy on the conveyor belt as puppies. They left as incredibly well trained perfect sex slaves that could benefit from an occasional treat as a reward.

But to Tole, they were still dogs. Owned property that had to be fed, clothed, given piss and shit time, and most of all, focused on their goal every day. They had a single, lifelong job. No one had to remind Tole. The possibility of the Mistress’s electrifying touch had found its place in his head. And in his obstinate penis.

She made him erect — finally — again. She made him remember what it felt like. He wanted more so much, he’d do anything to feel it again. That’s what the puppies had to learn.

The Green’s comment about trash contradicted that goal and couldn’t be allowed to stand. He should have regarded the sniveling thing at the end of the leash like a mutt that should be his personal challenge to purify its pedigree.

“You want to know what’s trash?” Tole asked in the voice he’d honed so well during his military career. The Green looked at Tole with surprise. He had been asked a question by an obvious superior but had no suitable answer. The other Greens knew what the head Green didn’t. It wasn’t really a question and his nonanswer boded badly for him. They knew better than to do anything except stand silently and wait for it.

He yanked the head Green’s net with one hand and the leash with his other, marched into the training room. He issued instructions.

“Strap him down,” he said, pointing to a bench.

In minutes, the Green was on all fours, ass high and legs spread. Tole had a Green fetch a lube injector and his next order stunned the Greens so acutely they froze.

He grabbed the former Gold by a fistful of hair, lifted his head and drilled into his face, “Remember how?”

The creature with the unshaven face, knotted body hair and filthy skin heard a question and knew, even in his degradation, he had to reply.

“Yes, I remember,” he said between sobs.

The Greens stepped back when Tole handed him the injector and said, “Do it.”

It took everything he had left down to his last drop of pride, for the former Gold to insert the tube and push the button. To everyone’s amazement except Tole’s, he pulled the tube out and drove his fingers between the Green’s cheeks and rubbed the lube in the circular motion he’d done so many times so long ago.

The Green howled at the indignity of being invaded by a disgraced black net. The rest watched in dumbstruck awe, their faces unable to disguise their repugnance.

Tole issued his final order.

“You failed — you all failed — at your most important job. One at a time, show me that even this piece of shit can be trained.”

He handed a plug to a Green who stared at it like he’d never seen one before, then realized what he had to do.

Handing it to the motley former Gold, he said, “Fill his worthless ass.”

When he did, the head Green on the bench squawked from shame until the former Gold extracted the plug.

Tole barked, “NEXT!”

Each Green handed the same plug to the former Gold who in turn jammed it into the Green. His howls ricocheted off the walls.

When the session was over and the last Green essentially submitted to the one they regarded as trash, Tole pulled the leash and left the room without another word.

He marched to the end of the corridor, opened the door to the tiny cell that would be the former Gold’s home and threw him inside.

“I’ll be back,” Tole said.

The sniveling former Gold looked up at him and said, “Thank you… Sir.”

He heard the capital “S” loud and clear. Tole kept walking so the boy couldn’t see him smile.


Chapter 14

Fitting

A NEW ORDER appeared on Tole’s tablet. The flashing icon’s message was terse.

Report to Fitting.

He didn’t have to refer to the facility’s schematic; the path was laid out on the screen. The note came directly from the Mistress, so he ran double-time to the hub, turned to the Housing hallway and didn’t stop until he reached the next-to-last door. He took a deep breath before laying his palm on the wall pad.

He wasn’t prepared for what he saw. Bright white tiles on the floor and the walls, overhead lights so bright they made him squint, but most surprising were the tables arranged in a circle. There were at least a dozen of them. He knew what had to happen in there.

Medical exams.

He’d taken dozens over his career. Every promotion required a checkup; every qualification had an obligatory trip to medical; every deployment had longer ones as prerequisites. As he took it all in, he assumed the Mistress wanted to make sure he was healthy.

He was about to find out that when he assumed what the Mistress had in store for him, he’d usually be wrong. He was this time, too.

His first clue was the line of Golds surrounding one table. It was a clear indicator of where he was supposed to go; however, Tole didn’t obey Golds. They reported to him. He waited for the only instruction he’d follow, one from the Mistress.

Her voice came through the speaker.

“On the table.”

Tole walked purposefully to the circle of Golds who parted to let him through. Once he was seated, he anticipated another order so he waited for it.

“Flat,” the Mistress’s voice said.

The white paper crackled when he laid back but he was startled with the next instruction the Mistress delivered.

“Fit him,” she said.

Two Golds grabbed Tole’s ankles, lifted his legs and locked his feet in the stirrups. Another pair secured his wrists to the table’s sides. One wrapped a tight band around his forehead while others ran one over his chest.

In minutes, Tole was totally restrained, vulnerable to whatever the Mistress told them to do to him.

The clunk he heard was the lower part of the table dropping away.

He fought the shudder that rose in his belly, determined not to let fear show on his face.

Not in front of the troops, he thought.

Tole ran his situation through his mind. He was trapped, couldn’t fight back, literally neutralized with his ass vulnerable to whoever and whatever the Mistress planned. What surprised him was what he didn’t feel.

He wasn’t afraid. That startled him almost as much as what happened next.

The Golds turned toward the doors when they swooshed open. Tole saw glimpses of their faces but no matter how hard he tried, he couldn’t twist his head at all. All he saw was the white ceiling with spotlights focused on him. Between his legs. On his ass that was hanging inches off the table.

When he felt the Golds back up, he closed his eyes. Whatever came next, he had no choice but to withstand it. A chill ran through him until he felt it.

Mistress hadn’t touched him but he sensed her presence and that was all it took for Tole remember the thing that woman’s gold-caged men showed him. The thing they promised. A promise she kept.

He was safe.

Tole heard the Mistress order the Golds out of the room and he felt motion as they left. Tole didn’t have to see their stunned faces to know whatever she planned was unusual. She didn’t explain and Tole didn’t want her to. He was with the right who, where he wanted to be and if this was the time she selected, it was the right when.

Wordlessly, the Mistress slathered oily salve between his cheeks, then worked a tube deep inside. When she pressed the injector, he tensed but when she rubbed his belly, he felt his body unwind. The more she spewed into him, the harder she pressed his midsection. It wasn’t to calm him. To Tole, it seemed like she was feeling how full he was. Right before she said, “Almost there,” he stretched his legs wider to make room for more. He had only one reason. To please her.

He felt the flow stop and was staggered when she tapped between his cheeks with what must have been her a small metal rod. He heard the clicks and realized that whatever she sent into him had hardened. Something semi-solid was forming, something that would block his ass forever. He couldn’t stop the grunts of panic his throat let out until she dragged her fingernails down his chest, leaving ten red streaks that ended at the ring she locked behind his penis.

His gut betrayed him again. Tole moaned.

“It’s ready,” she said.

The note said he was to report for a fitting. It suddenly dawned on him what he was being fit for. He’d seen and participated in the Golds’ insertion that night and was amazed at how big and long the plugs were. Tole made a mental note to look into how the Mistress expanded her Golds’ asses so he could do his own. To please her.

The other woman, the one who bought him at the auction, had her doctor spend hours exploring inside his ass with a camera for any damage those bastards did to him. The doctor spoke privately to that woman, never shared her findings with Tole. He spent days enduring the ointments that doctor spewed into him, submitting silently to her big hands groping inside him, rubbing the ointments everywhere. A day later, he sat more comfortably than he had in years.

None of that mattered now. Tole felt her grip the end protruding out of his ass and tug. Once. Twice. The third time, she yanked harder and Tole, eager to please her, contracted his sphincter. It felt like he was shitting the device out.

When the kidnappers shoved one thing after another into his ass, he felt defiled. Dirty. Just a thing for their fun. Hardly human.

Not that day. Tole felt the oddest sensation. It wasn’t relief. Not dirty, not defiled but like he had been filled with her touch. He missed it when she pulled it out and longed to be refilled with her magic. The emptiness triggered the strangest reaction he’d ever had, something that made him squeeze his closed eyes even tighter. It was a sensation, one from long ago, one he’d almost forgotten.

It was hard. His penis, the thing he’d tried so hard to quash during his captivity, the thing those bastards ridiculed and beat with whatever they had handy, was hard. For only the second time in years, Tole felt like a man. A whole man.

In spite of the restraints binding him to the table, when the Mistress wrapped her hand around his net, he fought to lift his hips, to show her how magical her fingers made him feel. To promise he hadn’t and wouldn’t feel that away for anyone else. Just her. Only her.

Had he opened his eyes, he’d have seen her smile. But he did hear her laugh.

No one would have to explain why all those men thirsted for the insertion ritual or why they were crushed when she withheld it.

There was nothing he wouldn’t do to have her give him that gift again.

-=o=-

Before the Mistress summoned the Golds back to the fitting room to attend to Tole’s bottom, she held the insert above his face and told him to open his eyes. The size of the molded plug shocked him. It was huge. Surely, she wouldn’t jam that into him.

That was one more mistaken assumption he made. There would be more.

With her fingers still squeezing his stiff, netted penis, she said, “Please me more tomorrow than you did today. I may insert you if you earn it.”

He didn’t think before words fell out of his mouth. “Every day. More every day. What you tell me. What you don’t say out loud. The best I can. More than that, everything I am is yours. Please, please let me be near you.”

That was almost everything she wanted to hear. Almost. She slid her hand up and down the net, listened to him growl for more and took him expertly to the edge. Tole filled his lungs with her scent and drove his hips the hardest he could. It felt like a huge thrust to him but it was barely an inch in her hand, an inch more than any strapped-down Gold had ever done in her fingers before, not after a fitting.

She felt him rear back for the final lunge. The Mistress let go.

His scream filled the air. It was the background music for the Mistress’s amused laughter.

When Tole couldn’t let out even one more shriek, he whispered, “You own me.”

Those were the words the Mistress had to hear.

“Yes, I do,” she said, “for as long as you please me.”

She wiped his tears with the hem of her robe and even without her fingers actually touching him, Tole felt electricity run through him.

He finally understood why the Golds worked so hard for her gift of insertion. It wasn’t just a thing at all.

It was now Tole’s life’s work. His need, his when would last forever.


The Old and New

Chapter 15

Bidding

THE MISTRESS’S ROBE rustled as she left the room. When she sent the Golds in to treat the aftereffects of Tole’s fitting, he paid no attention to their hands rubbing salve between his cheeks or their fingers making sure ointment covered every inch inside him. What they did had no impact on him.

The straps still held him down and he was surrounded by Golds but Tole felt like he was floating above them.

They massaged him everywhere. His arms and shoulders were oiled and kneaded while more hands tended to his legs and feet. Others worked between his thighs, his belly and his chest. When they unstrapped and flipped him over, he didn’t bother to count how many Golds were working on his asscheeks. He wasn’t embarrassed at all; they weren’t important.

Only one thing was, the thoughts that flooded his mind. Three words. “You own me.” Then three more. “Yes, I do.”

The Golds rubbed and massaged until Tole sat up on the table and looked around the room, past them. Almost through them.

He searched, but she wasn’t there. For a moment, Tole wondered if it really happened or it had been one of those dreams he used to have, ones that transported him from where he was sleeping naked on a cold, hard floor in a small cell to somewhere that felt, well, like he felt now. This dream was so real it stayed with him. The longer he sat on the table, the more convinced he became that it really did happen. His tender ass told him it was true.

A single net compression alerted Tole that he was being summoned by the only person in the facility who had that authority. He jumped off the table, ignored the Golds and ran into the hallway. He bounced to make sure his legs were sturdy and rushed down the hallway to the hub. When he got there, he realized he didn’t know where to go. In his urgency, he left his tablet behind.

Tole was so desperate to answer her call, to feel the magic of being near her, he spun in a circle, urgently searching for an instruction. A command. A destination. He saw flashing lights on screens along the walls. With no options, he rushed to a blinking screen and read the words. Each letter was a different color, ones that matched the stitching in his net.

Her net, he corrected himself.

It said, “My conference room.”

Tole charged down the corridor from the layout burned in his memory. He paused outside the door, caught his breath and laid his palm on the pad. The doors slid apart. Tole dropped to his knees onto the white carpet.

The Mistress beckoned him in with a single finger. He crept to her slowly, absorbing the power of her presence. It wasn’t the same as what he’d felt during his fitting. It was more than that. More powerful. Nearly formidable. It seeped through him in every direction until he felt an overwhelming dominance that enveloped him. It took his breath away.

Mistress wasn’t alone. Tole counted three pairs of high-heeled shoes on the carpet at his eye level. The Mistress had guests, three women who exuded so much authority merely by their presence, he had to fight to catch his breath. He’d been around brass with more stars than his two but they never intimidated him like this.

The Mistress and her guests chatted as if he were another piece of furniture taking up space on the white carpet.

“You all had him, used him and seen and felt what he can do. What’s your main impression? Your biggest takeaway?”

He heard a woman say, “Size matters to me. He’s big enough, well, his shoulders, back and arms are. A little on the short side but the penis is above average.”

Another voice said, “He dealt well with my slave, the one you trained about five years ago. He’s got a natural command about him, keeps Ron in line and did an admirable job on his ass. You know, it wasn’t very big so I tasked him with widening it. He was very… creative. The expander he inserted at night and measured every morning was a good start. When I told him to make it happen faster, he used his fingers — big beefy ones — to stretch it manually. Like I said, very creative.”

Tole took those words to heart. If he couldn’t get his hands on an expander to widen his own ass, he’d have the Colors do it for him. Or he’d use his own hands. As long as he stretched his ass enough to please the Mistress, he’d use any means…

That thought was interrupted by the third woman’s reply.

“He’s good at many things. He needs work on one in particular.”

The Mistress leaned forward and said, “Explain that.”

Her response was telling. “Big ones like him are often clumsy. The mouth, tongue and lips are good. Loud enough when he earns insertion. But really, those hands. Too fast for my taste.”

A voice asked incredulously, “You let him use his hands?”

Another said, “Hands should be locked behind men’s backs.”

Tole bit his lip when he realized what they were discussing. Some man, someone the Mistress gave them to use, was being evaluated. He wasn’t sure what that assessment might mean for that loaner. But it didn’t sound very positive to Tole.

Nor to the Mistress.

“That’s why he’s for sale,” she said. “As is.”

A woman asked, “About the loaner’s net. I’ve seen Green, Blue and White ones. Heck, five years ago, I had one of your Golds for weeks and made him come at the last minute. That was such a hoot! But what’s with that one’s net? It’s clear.”

Her offhand comment about making that Gold ejaculate staggered Tole. It explained so much. The Gold she defeated had to be the hairy mass he put in the tiny cell at the end of the long corridor. The same one the Mistress gave him to see if he could be fixed and was worth keeping. But five years ago? FIVE YEARS? That poor bastard was isolated in the basement literally shoveling shit for half a decade?

How could anyone live like that for so long and not give up and not want to die?

Tole felt the Mistress’s calf press against his side. He wanted to stop thinking and feel the magic her touch always gave him but his insides were in turmoil. He’d been in hell for two years and decided killing himself was the only way out. This former Gold had suffered for five years, alone, ostracized and worst of all, without any hope that the Mistress’s hand would ever touch him again.

That creature was more than redeemable. With what he’d gone through, what he survived without making the same decision Tole did was nothing short of superhuman. Tole would make damned sure he felt the Mistress’s touch again.

“A colorless net,” the Mistress said slowly, “is the mark of inadequacy. I’m offering the skills he has, ones you’ve used during the months I shared him with you. I’m sure he’s trainable but he’s not worth my time. I have another with so much more potential, that’s where my focus is.”

She was talking about him and warning him at the same time. It scared him to his core. One mistake could send him to the basement to dispose of human waste and food garbage, alone for years with no possibility of feeling her touch again.

The alternative was even worse. Mistress would sell him as an imperfect failure to women like the ones sitting at the table.

Her leg pressed harder into Tole’s side and jolted him back to right now.

“Get the merchandise,” she said. This time she didn’t press her leg into Tole’s side. She delivered a fast kick to his net. A muffled oomph fell out of his lips.

Tole stood up and took two steps toward the holding cell at the far end of the room when one of the women said, “Oh, what do you have here? Let’s have a look!”

“Now that’s a net,” the woman who broke the Gold said.

The Mistress spun her finger and Tole dutifully turned in slow circles. He kept his eyes on the Mistress but couldn’t help looking at the woman who broke the Gold, now in his charge. He wanted to know more, especially what she did that condemned him to five years of physical isolation and mental torture.

That confession could come from only one person.

“Make him tell you.” Tole had heard those words before. That woman’s exclusive, her Cop, said it the night she bought him. When she left him here, she said the same thing to the Mistress. “Make him tell you.” Both women forced him to tell his story; it ripped his guts out to confess his stupidity twice. His dishonor wasn’t just in the scars he wore. It burned through his veins like acid.

That was exactly what the former Gold was going to do, tell Tole what he did to earn that beastly punishment. It would be his first step on the giant ladder out of hell that Tole knew well. Nothing less would redeem him.

The women ogled Tole’s body and one beckoned him closer. She reached out to fondle his net when the Mistress said, “Do NOT touch my property.”

Chastised, she pulled her hand back and the Mistress grabbed his net, sending a shockwave through him that made Tole gasp. When she let go, he walked with his back straight and his head high to retrieve the man the Mistress deemed inadequate. He was a failure. Failures are put up for sale.

As he walked to the cell to retrieve him, the guests began to understand what Tole was.

He was the Mistress’s special property. Entirely and completely.

Tole swore he would never make a mistake that could convince her to send him to the basement, no matter what he had to do or who he had to overcome.

The women moved to the couch and chairs so Tole put the clear-netted man where the Mistress indicated. Arms raised, feet spread and his ankles locked to the base of a turntable so they could spin him around for a better look.

-=o=-

Tole knelt beside the Mistress’s chair and watched the women inspect the man one last time. They’d each had him for months the Mistress said, so they should already know everything they needed to make an offer.

Tole remembered what it felt like to be examined like an animal by bidders at the auction who weren’t reluctant at all to investigate every part of him. He suffered their comments and criticisms silently, mostly to avoid one more whipping from the man in charge, the one they called Big Mike. But he never forgot what he heard the buyers say.

“The shoulders and arms need work. The ass is kind of flat. You think that penis would satisfy my clients? Oh, look at those scars. He must be a real problem to train.”

He understood what the man on the turntable was going through but had little sympathy for him. If he failed to satisfy those women, he couldn’t possibly be good enough for the Mistress. She was right to get rid of him. She wasn’t the right owner for the body they were examining, just like that other woman, even though she rescued him, wasn’t the right owner for him.

Tole was with the right who now. He took solace in what she told him when he promised during his fitting, “You own me.”

“Yes, I do,” she said. For that moment, he didn’t let himself linger on her next words. “…for as long as you please me.”

“Time to bid,” the Mistress said.

The guests took a last look at the clear-netted man and readied their offers. Tole didn’t care which guest bought him, as long as it wasn’t the woman who broke the Gold he was determined to fix and redeem. Yet he was powerless to influence the Mistress’s decision, one he assumed would be based on the highest price.

That assumption was one more time Tole was wrong.

The Mistress said, “Janice, you had him first. Your notes say you had him cuckold your husband, a talent you called admirable. You also noted his menu and food preparation was excellent. And you enjoyed his determination to be inserted, especially how loud he was when you rewarded him with insertion. What’s he worth to you?”

Janice looked at him wistfully and wrote her offer on a slip of paper, folded it and held it out for Tole to grab with his teeth, then deliver it to the Mistress.

The Mistress turned to the second woman and said, “Alexis, I gave him to you next. From your report, he seems to be sufficient at household chores and you checked “superior” on pain tolerance, muscle development with your spouse after he graduated from the Academy and how delighted you were with how he serviced your friends. What is he worth to you?”

Alexis squeezed the clear net, then wrote her bid on the paper, folded it in half and dangled it for Tole to take to the Mistress.

Tole tensed when the Mistress spoke to the last woman, the one he hoped would underbid the others.

“Debbie,” the Mistress said, “you had him last and used him the hardest. You took him to your office where your assistant, another Academy product, provided daily entertainment for you. In fact, you checked “superior” for that skill and even added a star for how well he built up Ron’s stamina. You did find fault with his penis size and mentioned the orgasms he gave you nightly for two weeks were uncreative and diminished over time until you withheld the insert a full week. What is he worth to you?”

The Mistress laid her hand on Tole’s shoulder and felt him bristle when Debbie submitted her bid. Tole inhaled through his nose, exhaled slowly through his mouth, the way the other woman’s boy — the one who sensed things  — taught him to release stress. The last thing Tole would do was displease his owner. He had no right to even have an opinion about where that clear-net was destined to go. But he ached for what he was going to do to the broken Gold in the tiny cell at the end of the long corridor — the one who’d suffered so long because of this woman — to make him better.

The Mistress stood up and said, “Attend me,” and took the three papers to her private office. Tole crept one step behind her across the white carpet into her private space. He marveled at the array of monitors on the desk and the wide screens that filled the walls. From her chair, she could see every corridor and room in the facility, including the housing cells.

One small screen was dark. She tapped her keyboard and Tole saw what it had been monitoring.

The basement. Recordings of the punished Gold brushing fetid slime into bins, hauling them to the drains and dumping the putrid contents into sewer pits. Time lapse videos of what that Gold looked like then and how he turned into the creature he was now.

“I keep an eye on my property,” the Mistress said. “Even the failures.”

Tole shook his head, trying to rid his mind of the memories of his own stupidity that landed him in his own hell. He paid dearly for it but no one kept an eye on him. No one came to rescue him. No one cared if he was dead or alive. No one gave a damn about him.

Tole was wrong and the woman who gave him to the Mistress was right because the Mistress was the correct woman to own him for more reasons than Tole understood. He pledged silently that from now on, he would do more than excel. He’d give her everything he had and more so she’d keep him one more day. Or he’d die trying.

“The bids are fairly close, within a few thousand of each other,” the Mistress said. Then she asked Tole a question that shocked him.

“Who is the right owner for him?”

He wanted to say, “Either of the two but not the one named Debbie,” but bit his tongue. There was more to the Mistress’s decision than money. She said the right owner. Tole knew how much being given to the right owner changed his life from the kind of despair that made him want to commit suicide to days and nights filled with joy from the simple touch of her fingers. He began to understand that the right owner meant the clear-netted man would satisfy the woman whose presence made him feel some of that joy.

“The woman who broke the Gold,” he said.

“Because?” the Mistress asked.

Tole’s answer was succinct. “When she touched him, his net twitched.”

The Mistress pulled Tole’s head up by his hair and looked in his eyes. To Tole, it felt like they were piercing his brain.

His net didn’t just twitch; it stretched as far as it could around his hardening organ. She rubbed it with her foot just to hear him moan.

A swift kick elicited another oomph from his throat. It was followed by a single instruction.

“Fix him. Turn that creature into what he should be.”

The clear-netted man for sale was in the past and only now mattered. He held the Mistress’s foot, the one that kicked his net seconds ago, removed her shoe, raised it to his lips and kissed each toe.

The Mistress took a sharp breath.

He will take me way above the stars, she mused and sent him on his way.


Chapter 16

Ladder Of Redemption

THE COLORS MOVED out of the way when Tole ran to the hub, turned and sprinted to the end of the long corridor. The Colors heard his pounding feet and pressed themselves against the walls, a warning to the others that the rainbow was coming. By now, Tole’s authority was well entrenched throughout the Colors. He’d established it in only a few weeks. Not one Color knew his name and none believed they were entitled to it.

They weren’t allowed to consider the Mistress’s personal property as one of their own. A Gold tried that years ago with a short-lived Platinum and wound up as a target for hours in each of three punishment rooms, one after another.

Tole didn’t knock. He palmed the pad and stormed into the small room where the former Gold dropped to all fours because he didn’t know what else to do. He’d been secluded in that cell for hours. Maybe days. He lost the concept of time in the basement’s relentless darkness, eating and sleeping when ordered. Every other minute of his isolation was spent cleaning the remnants of the higher levels’ waste.

They didn’t give him a mask and told him he’d get used to the smell. He was so thrilled to breathe clean air again, being imprisoned in the tiny room actually felt like heaven.

“It’ll be hard,” Tole said. “Past hard. It’s going to feel impossible. Are you man enough to take what I’m going to do to you?”

The former Gold’s response bypassed his brain and fell out of his mouth. “If I fail, just kill me.”

Tole raised his right hand and slapped the boy’s face so hard, he crumpled to the floor. He forced himself to look up, unable to hide his shock. Tole made him stand up and face him.

“Never! NEVER! Never say or think that again. There is a where for you. A place you belong with the right who. You and I are going to get you there together.”

The chagrined former Gold dropped his chin to his chest. Tole wasn’t having that, either.

“Head up! Shoulders back!” he barked in a voice eerily similar to that damned DI that woman made train him. He didn’t care if this boy looked proud from the discipline Tole imposed or from fear of what Tole might do to him. It didn’t matter as long as he stood tall.

“You’re a mess,” Tole said. “I’ll fix that right now.

He stared at Tole like he was from another planet, not just from the highest level in the Academy. Tole heard dread congeal in the boy’s reply.

“Please don’t let them see me like this again,” he whimpered. “I was… I used to be…”

He didn’t have to finish. Tole said those same words the night she made him dress for dinner. Shaving weeks of his own beard was the hardest, especially when that damned DI made him do it twice. This boy was in worse shape. If Tole had any hope of redeeming him, he was going to need the kind of expertise the Greens learned and executed flawlessly before they’d even be considered for a blue net.

The boy was going to march down the excruciating path Tole was sending him. Down the long Housing hallway, through the Training corridor and turn at the hub for the slog to Bathing. He’d do it exactly as he was. If he was man enough.

Tole tapped instructions into his tablet. This time, the Whites didn’t question his orders however unusual they were and sent them on to the Colors. They’d learned their lesson.

He opened the door and said, “On my six,” pointing behind him.

He didn’t walk fast and every step was deliberate. The Colors were lined up against the walls according to his instructions and filled the length of the their journey. Tole knew the only way to reach the top of the ladder was to climb onto the lowest rung first.

It was a test, not only for the boy but of Tole’s authority. He’d made it painfully clear to the Colors that one mistake, even one as appalling as this boy made then suffered years of punishment for, wasn’t fatal. If they mocked him or looked at him with disgust, it would be Tole’s fault for not asserting himself clearly enough to the Colors. He’d fix that, one netted set of organs at a time.

He gave the boy a final instruction.

“Look straight ahead.”

Through tears, the boy kept his eyes on the back of Tole’s head.

The Colors were silent during the boy’s entire forced march.

-=o=-

Tole opened the double doors to the bathing pool with his palm, then looked around to see if his instructions had been carried out. The Greens were in a half circle in the water, their brushes, soaps and lotions lined up on the pool’s edge. The head Green was waiting on the white tile as he was told. He had a job to do before the former Gold would touch the water.

Like an overgrown sheep, the beast had to be shorn.

“All of it, from the neck down,” Tole said.

The head Green tried to hide his distaste but had no choice. His previous encounter with the rainbow net was burned in his memory as painfully as it had been in his ass.

“Its head, too?” he asked.

Tole shook his head. That other woman kept her men bald except that one who was to her what Tole longed to be for the Mistress. If hers had hair, so would Tole and so would this disheveled creature.

The head Green pointed at the plastic sheet. It made sense to collect the gobs of hair that looked more like fur rather than let it clog the pool’s filters but the boy didn’t move. The issue was clear to Tole but the head Green wasn’t used to being defied.

“Here, you abysmal excuse for a failure!” he snapped at the trembling former Gold.

His trembling soon turned into full-body shudders as the head Green continued berating him.

Didn’t learn a damned thing, Tole grumbled.

He grabbed the electric razor out of the head Green’s hand and before anyone could react, took two wide swipes on the Green’s head. Tufts of brown hair fell on the plastic sheet in front of the Green’s horrified eyes. Tole handed the razor back to him with a simple instruction.

“Finish it,” he said.

While the head Green shaved his own head, the half circle in the pool tried to hide their horror. Most failed.

Tole continued as if nothing out of the ordinary had just happened. He pushed the black netted boy onto the sheeting and tapped his foot. Ten minutes later, the boy wore stubble from the neck down for the Greens in the pool to remove with depilatory. Tole had a plan for the hair on his head and another for his face. Those could wait.

He led the boy to the pool, had him climb in and gave the Greens the go-ahead. “Begin!” he said.

They’d seen what their fate would be if they hesitated so they jumped into motion. They locked his head in the brace, two grabbed arms, two more took his legs and the boy was quickly spread eagle in the warm water, ready to be cleaned inside and out. Tole watched the Greens’ faces for signs of revulsion as they worked but saw only tight lips and busy hands.

They scrubbed him mercilessly but that didn’t bother Tole. It would take longer than usual to scour that stench off him. After he’d been washed scrupulously, the head Green looked to Tole for the next step.

“All of it,” Tole said, “extra attention to the groin.”

The boy’s black net had to be removed and only the Mistress had that power. The now bald Green tried to disguise his sneer when Tole tapped his tablet to see if Mistress permitted him to unlock a net. The answer was telling.

Tole couldn’t unlock any net. But he could remove the black one.

Tole glanced at the camera and bowed his head toward the Mistress he knew was watching.

He tapped the flashing note on his tablet. It was short.

“The hair. Interesting.”

He couldn’t conceal the shiver that ran through him from the Mistress’s note. Then a second icon appeared, an image of a thumb. Tole pressed his thumb on it and the black net floated off the black ring.

The head Green’s sneer disappeared.

There was only one way to remove the bush that grew during the five-year sentence he served in the basement. The Greens locked his ankles to the hooks that hung over the pool so the head Green could raise and separate his legs while lifting him high enough to tend to the dark space between his cheeks.

Like a side of beef, Tole thought and shook his head.

The recipient of the denuding process seemed surprisingly unperturbed by the indignity. Tole heard his moans, the only sounds in the room other than sloshing water. To Tole’s ear, he sounded… happy.

Greens slathered cream over his penis, testicles and deep between his asscheeks. The Greens worked silently but the man’s moans turned into squeals that got louder the harder they rubbed.

It was the first time he’d been touched by human hands in five years. Tole thought he deserved to make some noise. Up to a point. He knew what sent him to the basement and that wasn’t going to happen again. Not on Tole’s watch.

He stepped to the pool’s edge to get a better look at what the Greens were doing. They wouldn’t dare try something that would send him back there, he thought, but it was prudent to verify their intentions. The longer he watched, the clearer it became. The Greens were doing their work properly.

Except one. He was deliberately stimulating a penis that hadn’t been touched, let alone been allowed to erect, in five long years.

Son of a bitch, Tole swore.

He jumped in the pool, grabbed the offending Green and locked his neck in the closest brace. In minutes, Tole had him in the same position as the former Gold; legs high and spread, ass hanging inches above the water. The difference between them was obvious.

The former Gold was moaning happily.

The Green was too petrified to utter a sound.

Tole ordered the head Green to fetch a pair of paddles, studded ones, and had him get into the pool. When the bald Green was in place, Tole said, “Make it red as the sunset.”

-=o=-

Hours later, the former Gold was in his small cell’s bathroom getting the first look at his face in five years. Tole hovered over him while he used scissors to cut off the long beard, then said, “Shave.”

He took a last look in the mirror, dropped to his knees, hugged Tole’s legs and said, “Thank you, Sir.”

Tole looked down at the boy’s bent head. He’d been there, in that same position, hugging her ankles, feeling he was in the right place with the right person at the right time. Feeling safe for the first time in… forever.

“The hard part starts now,” Tole said. “You are on the lowest rung of a long and painful climb up a tall ladder. I’m calling you Alpha. Your place is on my six. If I reach back, you will be there or I’ll throw you back into the basement myself.”

The former Gold, now with a name, jumped to his feet, stood ramrod straight and said loudly, “Sir, yes Sir!”

Oh damn, another freaking Marine, Tole moaned.


Chapter 17

Dinner

A NEW MESSAGE flashed on his tablet. Tole tapped the icon and when he read the note, he realized the Mistress not only watched everything in the bath but also instructed the Whites to oversee Alpha’s physical fitness. He jogged down the Housing corridor to the hub with Alpha a step behind him, turned right and handed him over to the White waiting at the training room door.

The second note was just one word. “Report.”

The Mistress didn’t have to specify where Tole was to report. He charged back to the hub and ran double-time to the end of the long corridor that bore her name. Before he reached the door, he felt it.

Her presence. The tingle made him shiver.

Tole palmed the pad and his jaw dropped when he saw her. Her back was to him. Her robe was on the floor. She wore only the lingerie he dressed her in that morning. She made him dress her with his eyes closed then but the sight overwhelmed him so much, he couldn’t make his feet take the first step into her private space.

“Dress me for my dinner,” she said.

His legs responded before his brain took in the implications of her order. Her dinner, he thought. Her wardrobe. It never occurred to him who else might be at dinner or what they’d be wearing. Other than the Mistress, no one at the Academy had any need for clothing.

He collected the items on the wardrobe list, laid them on the dressing tables and began what had become his ritual. It was his job to see to every detail, down to making sure the seams in her hose were perfectly straight. He wasn’t just gratified to be chosen to do it. His pride was at stake.

Tole dressed her from behind and until she turned around when he was done, he hadn’t seen her face that night. It wasn’t a question of how she looked. Words like “beautiful” or “stunning” didn’t apply. He had no words that did justice to her presence. He dropped to his knees in awe.

“The Colors are in place,” she said and strode to the door. Tole crept one step behind her until she stopped. “Walk with me.”

Tole jumped to his feet, extended his arm and when she laid her hand on his elbow, there was no prouder man anywhere in the Academy. The who and where weren’t questions anymore. Tole was where and with whom he belonged. The when would always be right now.

-=o=-

The entrance to the feeding areas was marked on the schematic Tole memorized but hadn’t yet visited. After all, the Mistress fed him what she chose but his hunger wasn’t for food. He didn’t miss sitting on a chair at tables with hundreds of soldiers in the mess, the way he used to eat in the service. The other woman’s dining room was where he struggled to choose a simple salad dressing. He knew it had nothing to do with salad. It was to show him he could make his own choices again. He was grateful for that but since she gave him to the Mistress, he hadn’t missed eating dinner. Or lunch or breakfast.

Each time the Mistress fed him from her own hands, the only thing he tasted was her fingers.

When he opened the doors, the Colors dropped to their knees. Tole knew what was behind it. They weren’t scared of her; rather, they cherished her and everything she provided them. Each man in the room would take on any challenge she put in front of him and fight until his last breath to win. For her.

He led her to the Golds’ table. The head Gold stood up to hold her chair, a job he coveted, only to see the rainbow net do it for her. His face sagged. So did his shoulders.

The Mistress patted his gold net and said, “Learn your place.”

Tole almost felt sorry for him, losing that moment of closeness with the Mistress, the possibility she’d glance her fingers on his hand while he held her chair. His empathy lasted only a few seconds. The Mistress pointed at the empty seat next to hers and Tole sat, making sure he kept his head high. That’s what generals did, they told him in the military. They led by example. Lower ranks mimic what their superiors do. Captains hope to be Majors. Majors want their eagles. And Colonels? They covet stars.

Like the ones Tole used to wear. A pair on each shoulder.

The Mistress told the Colors to take their seats. When they sat, Tole surveyed how they looked, specifically their posture. Every back was straight, every head high. Just like his.

A small group of Whites rose when the Mistress nodded. They were assigned to enhance food preparation, serving and cleanup skills to devise new training for the pinks so when they were delivered to their owners, they’d make excellent kitchen workers. Shopping, preparing and serving meals to their owners and her guests was a high priority in perfect sex slavery training.

Those skills were almost as important as how those men — when they were perfect sex slaves — would provide their owners’ guests’ after-dinner entertainment.

The Whites poured wine for the Colors. The head White served the Mistress’s table. He put enough in her glass to taste and waited for her approval.

She handed her glass to Tole and the entire cadre of Colors froze when Tole swirled, sniffed and tasted the wine. He said, “Excellent,” and the Mistress’s fingers lingered on his when he handed the glass back to her. That shocked the Colors — she touched him — but they were stunned at what she did next.

The Mistress smiled. At him.

Tole learned an important lesson. There were times she needed no words to make her point.

The meal was tasty and the Colors ate silently. From time to time, the Mistress asked a particular Color a question about the status of the current pinks, a new tool a Blue was designing, a vendor for supplies. They answered crisply in few words. Before dessert was served, she called the hairless head Green to her chair. He knelt next to her and bowed his head as much out of humiliation as respect.

She rubbed his bald head, turned to Tole and said for everyone to hear, “Explain this.”

Tole felt tension rise throughout the room, especially in his gut. It wasn’t the first time he’d been asked to explain a command decision but he felt like a first-year cadet being called on the carpet to defend his action. Or admit his mistake.

Ignoring the men eager to hear why he debased the Green, Tole addressed the Mistress.

“That boy — Alpha — spent five years in hell. He earned your punishment. He learned his lesson. You ordered me to redeem him… to fix him… or you would throw him out. He’d wind up no better than foul-smelling trash he lived in every day. Every night. Cut off from them.”

Tole waved his arm toward the Colors, then turned back to the Mistress.

“The worst part was he was cut off from you.” Tole had to take a breath when the enormity of that punishment resonated inside him. “And after all of that, your head Green was disgusted with him, telling him he belonged back in that hell.” He stopped, unable to form the next words that ran through his head. The hell he suffered back then. The new hell he’d go through if he never felt her touch again.

“I couldn’t survive that but he did. He’s alive because he did. He deserves the chance you’re giving him. I promise I will make him better.”

The Mistress held Tole’s face in her hands and pulled it closer. She didn’t have to tell him or the Colors that he made the right choice. Watching her fingers wipe his eyes said everything the Colors needed to know without a single word spoken.

The Mistress directed her next comment to the Colors. “Serve dessert. I am taking mine with me.”

She laid her hand on Tole’s arm and led him back to her suite, across the white carpet to her bed and pulled back the white satin covers.

“Undress me,” she whispered in his ear. “Take me high above the stars.”


Chapter 18

Star Shine

TOLE COULDN’T MOVE. Not a single muscle responded even though the need to obey was screaming in his brain. There was no yesterday or tomorrow. There was only right now. The heat that surged from his toes to his chest was almost unbearable.

“Undress me,” the Mistress had said. Not to anyone. To Tole. She didn’t tell him to close his eyes or lock his hands behind his back. He took a deep breath in through his nose, exhaled it between his lips and went to work.

He lifted her robe above her head, laid it on the wardrobe table and knelt to remove her shoes and unhook her stockings. He drew them down slowly and when the Mistress’s hands used his shoulders for support, he took them off one at a time to prolong the moment. Her hands. His shoulders.

All that was left was an emerald green string bikini. He wasn’t sure if he should work it down her legs or untie the sides. He chose the former for a selfish reason. Her hands would stay on his shoulders a few minutes more.

Tole stood up, inches from the mysterious aura he felt from her, reached behind her knees with one arm and her back with the other and lifted her off the carpet.

That damned DI should have made me work harder, he thought, trying to set aside the irony.

He carried her to the bed, bent to lay her in the middle of the satin sheets and stayed there with his eyes closed and his heart pounding.

Tole didn’t know where to start. He couldn’t remember the last time he’d been in a situation like this. Not just with a woman. This woman. Every dream he’d ever had turned into reality in the moment. He couldn’t fail. He refused to fail.

He recalled what he’d seen at that woman’s estate, the men she rented, the chosen few she allowed in her suite. What the rentals were trained to do to satisfy her clients. What those lucky few she took to her suite did that made her smile at breakfast. The monitors her Cop showed him in the rental cabins. But the one who helped rescue him, the one who knew what he was thinking, the one who made him feel he was safe, he left a piece of himself inside Tole. That nugget was what he needed right now. The faster the heat flowed through him, the louder he heard what her exclusive she named Zayn had said.

“Don’t think about the end. Start at the beginning.”

Tole crawled to the foot of the bed, raised the satin sheets and pulled her feet to his chest. He held them against him until he felt her toes wriggle against his skin. Tole dipped his head to taste the smallest toe, ran his tongue around it before moving to the space between it and the next one. He sucked and licked until his mouth was filled with her toes.

He raised his head with his mouth stuffed with her toes and worked the sole of her foot against his chest. Her other toes wiggled so he reluctantly lowered that foot to attend to the other. When she wiggled her feet again, Tole held both ankles and walked her feet down his chest, lingered on his belly, ending at the ring that held the net she locked on him. The one that strained with his swelling penis.

The oddest thought filled him. He didn’t want her to unlock it. She chose him to be her conductor on her trip above the stars and he damned well was going to take her higher than that.

What he wanted was far down the ladder. Her flight sat on the top rung.

Tole knelt near the edge of the bed and set her feet next to his knees. The urge to open his eyes was so powerful, he gave in for a moment. He didn’t focus between her legs. He stared at her face.

Her eyes were closed. Tole shut his.

The fire inside him burned so hot, Tole repeated her instruction silently. It turned into his mantra.

Take me high above the stars.

That was his job. That was why she chose him. Doing his job beyond her expectations was the only way she would keep him and that was the only thing he wanted. Not the scorching heat in his belly. Not the all-consuming need to lower his face between her thighs and taste her. Not the red-hot tongue in his mouth that craved to lap between her legs. Not even the feverish passion setting his brain on fire.

He was her tool to take her high above the stars.

He reached for the oils on her bedside table and slathered his chest with her fragrance. Lavender dripped down his belly, saturating the net and what was inside it. She owned that, too.

Tole snuggled his arms under her knees and lifted her hips off the satin sheets and pressed her to his chest. He raised and lowered his arms so she felt the friction against the scars that defined what he had been. He wasn’t that man anymore.

He was her instrument, a utensil to complete her order.

She moaned softly. Tole froze at the sound. He had taken her only to the first step on the unending ladder to the stars.

For more than an hour, Tole didn’t think at all. He turned himself into her puppet, adding more of what made her moan, changing course when she didn’t, spreading her arms to nuzzle her breasts with his face and chest and suppressing his joy when she grabbed the hair on his head to make his face her vibrator.

Each moment climbed another step on that ladder to the stars.

He relished her moans and when they got louder, he worked even harder. Ceaselessly. Like a fully-charged plaything for her to enjoy so much, she’d never tire of what her toy could do or toss him in a toybox like a forgotten gift never to be used again.

He remembered what that mind-reading boy said. “Don’t think about the end. Start at the beginning.”

Every time he touched her, he thought of it as another beginning. The Mistress wasn’t almost at the stars; no, he would carry her up that ladder step by step, sprinting up a level then arousing her to an even higher one. Tole was unwavering in reaching the goal.

A single goal. To have her say when she was done, that she’d never felt like that before. Every time she summoned him to her bed, he would hear her say that again. Whisper it. Only to him.

He saw her hand reach for the night table and lay her fingers on a vibrator. Tole took it, turned it on and held it in his mouth. One day, he swore, she’d never reach for it again. She’d know he was better than anything battery powered. But she chose it and it was his job to provide it.

He laid flat, half on and half off the bed, his feet on the floor and his face, inches from her, inhaled her aroma. It overwhelmed his senses. It wasn’t lavender. It was the Mistress.

No other man in any corridor in the facility would ever know her scent like he did. Tole gulped it like a starving animal offered its first meal in weeks. For Tole, it had been years and he labored incessantly to earn the gift she allowed him to breathe. The vibrator in his mouth made her groan. Each time she tensed, he pulled his head back and sucked in her scent again before carrying her up another rung.

He did it again and again until her groans turned into a single demand that she delivered with her foot directly into his net.

He spit out the vibrator and reached inside her pulsing lips. The nugget that the mind-reading boy put inside him directed his fingers and Tole let that be his guide. He tapped, twisted and rubbed like it was the icon of her ownership. His hot breath warmed her. His persistent fingers made her gasp.

Tole felt her legs wrap around his waist, her hands pull his hair, his face drawn deep between her legs. Now was forever.

She pulled him deeper with her legs and yanked him closer with hands filled with his hair.

He lapped without stopping, without breathing, without thinking. Minutes or hours, he had no concept of how long he served her, much less where he was.

Her body stiffened in his arms and she cried out a sound he’d never heard before, one that filled the air in the room and floated down to the plush white carpet.

He started to back off when she laid her legs on the satin sheets, but her next words reminded him what he was.

“Not bad,” she said. “Do it again.”

Tole took a deep breath and realized he was back on the first rung. The place he’d fight any battle, overcome any obstacle and defeat anyone who got in his way to keep those steps as his own.

-=o=-

He woke up on the floor next to the Mistress’s bed. Her arm dangled over the side. Her fingers tugged at his hair.

When he climbed up to serve her, he kissed the satin sheets that covered the first step. He never saw the fierce smile on her face. She couldn’t see the determination on his.


The Lieutenant

Chapter 19

Alpha

THE MISTRESS’S LIST of Tole’s daily duties now filled two screens on his tablet. It didn’t include the diversion she had him perform that morning between the satin sheets even though it took an hour to satisfy her. When she mentioned that her bath that morning had to be quick, he wondered what he could skip from his usual 30-minute task while she luxuriated in the jetted tub.

He worked his way through her bath step by step, consulting his tablet each time he finished one duty to see what was next. The towel was warming, the water the right temperature, the correct amount of oils swirled by hand, suds at the proper height all before she climbed into the deep tub. Once she settled in, he warmed the sponge, drizzled it with lavender body wash and began on her toes. One by one. Then each leg, working his way up to her neck. She was too relaxed to turn on her side, so he lifted her with one arm under her back and washed with the other.

That damned Gunny. I owe him big time, Told thought.

The next step clear. “Inside. Sparkling clean.”

He held one ankle under his arm and took a deep breath before sponging between her legs. Her moan tempted him to do it again but he knew what came next was important. Before he pressed the sudsy sponge between her cheeks, he squirted oil on his fingers and rubbed in circles, hoping it would protect her from the soapy sponge’s irritation.

She moaned. Twice.

Tole was torn between finishing her bath according to the instructions or taking a small sidestep. He remembered what the mindreading boy said — start at the beginning — so he took a chance.

His oiled finger didn’t dare enter her; instead, he massaged loops carefully, just outside, awaiting her reaction. He got it immediately. His net contracted. He thought it was a warning.

“Again,” she said.

Tole just got another lesson about assuming. While his net tightened, he circled deep between her cheeks as the net ordered. Each jolt spurred him to work more diligently until the Mistress told him to move on.

She didn’t need to use words. Her left foot prompted him when she planted it into his net.

Despite the net’s increasing pressure, Tole would have suffered it all morning just to be allowed to touch her. To serve her.

He dressed her in the robe pictured on the tablet’s wardrobe list. Chills ran through him when she casually commented that he finally learned how to get the seams on her hose straight the first time. The hours he spent practicing on his own legs were worth it just to hear her offhand remark.

The Mistress issued her day’s priorities. “Get the black net ready to be tested. Then take care of the list in my office,” she said.

She’d warned him that she was tired of managing minutiae and expected him to handle bothersome tasks like ordering supplies, food deliveries, reviewing applications to enroll men in upcoming classes marking only the most promising ones for her to consider, checking invoices against payments and most of all, handling the Colors. Tole was grateful she trusted him to manage all that, even though he’d always had a junior officer to deal with some of the mundane tasks.

He could use one of those lieutenants now — one he could trust — especially to interface with the vendors.

Keeping an eye on the Colors belonged solely to Tole.

He didn’t trust any of the Golds. They’d have gone into open battle with him just to get an hour of what the Mistress chose him to do. What she chose him to be.

Hers. Day and night.

The Mistress sent him to see if Alpha was progressing enough to see the long journey ahead of him to the end. Tole’s first stop was the Training corridor to assess what the White had done with Alpha’s physical fitness and if he’d shown the right kind of growth.

Mostly, Tole wanted to find out if Alpha had the kind of drive that could, one day, put him in front of the Mistress.

It was as much a test of himself as it was of that boy.

Tole jogged down the long corridor, opened the training room door quietly to see who was working out, which Colors were supervising them and if their progress was sufficient. The pinks were being led out by their Greens, visibly worn out from their morning workout. They were replaced by the Blues who were overseen by the Whites. If he had waited the full hour, the Golds would be led in to dispense the Whites’ exercise session. He had two hours before he’d supervise the Golds’ workout.

In a far corner, the black-netted former Gold was being drilled by a persistent White, the one Tole handed him over to yesterday. He called out each repetition, slyly reducing the number so Alpha would never finish. Tole owed that DI, the one who pushed him hour after hour but who duplicated every pushup, every lap he made him run and every weight he lifted. He hated him when he was so sore he could hardly walk. Now Tole realized that DI had his future in mind when he forced him through those sessions. Even though that DI couldn’t have predicted what Tole would do with that upper arm strength, he changed his mind about that DI last night when he carried the Mistress effortlessly to her bed.

What Tole saw in the training room wasn’t the same kind of training he’d endured under that DI. The White’s demands were ruthless but Alpha never complained. He did what he was told, even though no one in his depleted condition could finish the grueling program the White was making him do.

He watched Alpha strain to do one more pushup, then when the White called out “Nine!” instead of ten, he’d had enough. That wasn’t leadership. It was merciless, mind-fucking cruelty.

Tole stomped across the room, ignoring the Whites who were gauging the Blues’ muscles with tape measures, and stopped next to Alpha who was gasping for air for the ten seconds the White said was all he’d get to rest.

When the White saw him marching across the room, his bravado faded. He couldn’t read the rainbow net’s mind but he could interpret the look on his face. It was set in stone.

The Blues were too busy counting the cadence to notice the confrontation the White feared was coming. He hadn’t questioned the order, to build up that black-netted former Gold, but he was insulted that he was given that low-level job. He trained Blues, not something as broken as the thing gulping air, lying flat on the mat at his feet.

“How many?” Tole asked, tapping his tablet to Alpha’s training schedule.

The White replied, although he couldn’t hide the disdain in his voice. “If it completes the pushups, it has ten pullups to go.”

Tole grabbed the White’s net and squeezed it in his fist. He pointed to the overhead bar and said, “Give me twelve.”

The White couldn’t disguise his shock. The other Whites smirked, relieved it wasn’t them the rainbow net put on the spot. With no choice, the White reached for the bar and grunted his way through eight fast pullups, two slower ones and when Tole said, “Nine!” the White made his second mistake.

“That’s TEN!” he complained.

Tole barked, “It is what I say it is.”

The White sagged on the bar, lesson learned. While he hung, Tole addressed the Colors in the training room.

“His name is Alpha. You match every exercise you assign him. Right next to him.”

Alpha got to his knees, then to his feet and grabbed the overhead bar. When his chin rose above it, he shouted, “One!” Then he did nine more.

The spent White tried to match him but his arms felt like jelly. He fell on the mat, hung his head and said the only words he could.

“Yes, Sir!”

Tole strode to the door and pointed to Alpha. “With me.”

The exhausted former Gold took his place behind Tole and matched every step he took down the Training corridor, turned at the hub and proceeded down the long trek to the Mistress’s hallway. They stopped at a side door and Tole laid his palm on the pad. He walked into the Mistress’s private office with Alpha taking tentative steps behind him.

Tole ignored Alpha’s disbelief at being in the Mistress’s inner workroom, a place no Gold had been allowed before. Years ago, Alpha had received insertion at night and he’d seen other Golds get that honor in her suite, but he never imagined he’d be permitted to be where he was right now. Tole ignored his surprise. He was more concerned with his posture. His back was straighter and his head higher than the day before. He wanted to believe Alpha was redeemable but he was going to have to prove it.

Alpha’s when was right now.

Tole handed him a stack of printed orders, invoices and receipts, pointed to an empty table and said, “Match them.”

He turned his back to Alpha, effectively dismissing him to his job. Tole had work to do, tasks given to him by the Mistress that would always come first. As Tole monitored the Colors and took notes, he was so intent on turning in perfect work, he forgot about Alpha until he was kneeling next to his chair.

“What?” Tole asked, annoyed at the interruption.

“Sir,” Alpha said, “these are matched.”

He took the spreadsheets and spot-checked a few to make sure they were correct. They were. “Review the last four food receipts. Prepare this month’s purchase order. The Mistress enjoys salmon.”

Alpha returned to his table and got to work. This time, Tole watched how he approached the task on his monitor, just like the Mistress was probably watching him. The boy’s method was solid. He numbered each item that was on most prior orders, tallied them against inventory and added as many as needed to the upcoming purchase, then found the ones that were on at least three previous orders and counted and added them. When he got to the protein section, the first item he listed was salmon.

Twenty minutes later, Alpha was back on his knees, waiting to be recognized. Tole didn’t look at him when he said, “You were in logistics.” It wasn’t a question.

Alpha replied, “Sir, yes Sir.”

Tole had his lieutenant, his aide de camp, if he was loyal to him and completely devoted to the Mistress. Alpha had his own ladder to scale before Tole would give him to the Mistress for testing. He’d climb the next step in an hour, when Tole’s schedule put him in the Training corridor again, this time supervising the Golds’ second fitness session.

Tole never faced his kidnappers after he escaped. But after his trips to the VA to regain his ID, he saw a note on his file over the shoulder of a VA staffer who didn’t object when Tole typed in the password they gave him before they sent him overseas. They never deleted it, either from incompetence or in case he somehow rescued himself. They just deleted him.

That note got Tole what he wanted. The series of numbers and letters that meant one thing. Latitude and longitude. That was the closest he’d ever come to knowing where he’d been held. He’d told those coordinates to only one other person.

That woman’s Cop.

When he said, “I’ll handle it,” Tole knew he would. Not when or how. It didn’t matter because of who and what her Cop was. Tole didn’t know the details of what he did and didn’t have to. He trusted him because the woman who rescued him did. That was good enough for Tole.

One day he’d find out who and where they were, after that Cop handled it. Tole was surprised that he wasn’t that curious anymore.

The last assignment he gave Alpha was to set up a schedule for Tole to oversee the Colors. He’d already laid out the tasks they did routinely: Greens work with the pinks; all Colors do fitness; meal prep with serving and cleanup; the Whites test new techniques with the Blues so they can hone them and send them down to the Greens. He needed an overall schedule for the most efficient use of his time. Tole’s copy had certain hours blocked off. They were labelled “M.” Those times would never be altered.

He estimated it would take hours to fill in the times to make sure there was no overlap and no task was overlooked. He dumped the project on Alpha.

“Build my schedule so I’m sure the Colors are on task,” he said.

Alpha scanned the spreadsheets, the Colors’ daily agendas and the Academy’s schematic and said, “Yes, Sir.”

He decided to test Alpha’s competence with a time limit. “Three hours,” he said.

Alpha said, “You’ll have it in two.”

Alpha laid out the papers and got to work. Tole focused on the monitors that kept an eye on every room and every netted man in the Academy with occasional glances at Alpha to see if he was on task. After a few checks, Tole stopped looking. The boy was fully involved and never paused except to rejigger the schedule. When Tole finished his second sweep of the Academy, he walked over to where Alpha was working and looked over his shoulder.

“Report,” Told said.

“Done,” Alpha replied. “There were two conflicts and three unnecessarily long distances for you to cover. I rearranged them to maximize your time.”

Tole watched Alpha point to time blocks and explained the issues. He actually solved several problems, like having the Blues jog instead of walk down long corridors and shortening the handoffs so Golds didn’t have to assess the work done by both the Blues and Whites. Alpha suggested the head Blue be responsible for their report and the head White theirs. If either head Color’s report didn’t meet the head Gold’s standards, the entire Color would be sent to Punishment.

Tole thought the process was more than efficient. It gave him back time to schedule the Blues, Whites and Golds for additional chores. He had plenty for them to do.

The DI’s mantra played in his brain. Every man can be made better.

That left the Greens. They had less available time than the other Colors; their days and nights were filled with one-on-one training until they put the pinks to bed. One of the most time-consuming tasks was the daily morning bath, depilation and colon cleansing with forced expulsion. It built a lifelong habit in the pinks that taught them how to be clean at all times and was a requirement before they were allowed to perform their owners’ baths.

Tole was intimately familiar with the steps required to bathe his owner so she was satisfied and how a misstep would result in immediate correction. If he hadn’t been shown the steps on his tablet, he might have missed one. The notes were essential.

When Alpha showed Tole a 15-step process he suggested the pinks memorize, Tole knew he had the right lieutenant for the job. He pointed to the last cell on the spreadsheet and Alpha said, “Number of hours saved.”

“You’ll do,” Tole said. “Under one condition. Will you do everything I make you do just to have a chance to return?”

Alpha didn’t hesitate. “I will or I’ll die trying.”


Chapter 20

Forced March

TOLE’S TABLET FLASHED the Mistress’s order. It was marked urgent. He dismissed Alpha to his next training session with a different White whose processes and attitude Tole preferred. The White he demoted to more mundane duties that morning didn’t take it well, but Tole told him that was his problem. When Tole said that he couldn’t imagine a White with a problem like that ever being in contention to be a Gold, his attitude changed fast.

Told stood in the center of the Mistress’s office on the white carpet and let his toes wriggle into the plush pile while he read the order twice to make sure he got it right.

Have all the Colors at the glass in the Punishment corridor after my dinner.

He read it again. All the Colors? In the corridor at the observation windows? Tole pitied the object of punishment the Mistress was likely delivering herself. Whoever the poor soul was, he was in for a rough night.

Who it was wasn’t important to Tole. What he concerned himself with the rest of the afternoon was making sure all the netted man in the Academy were where the Mistress wanted them, in order and standing straight when he sent for them. He tapped the icons for the head Gold, White, Blue and Green to report to the hub. Right now.

Tole walked slowly so the head Colors were waiting for him.

Let them stew and wonder, he thought.

When he strode down the Mistress’s corridor to the hub, four men knelt, waiting for him to issue their orders. Tole left them on their knees. This order wasn’t from him. It was from the Mistress.

“Immediately after Mistress finishes her dinner, every Color — let me repeat that — every Color is to be lined up along the Punishment windows. Clean. Shaved. At attention when I escort the Mistress in. Do you understand?”

Four faces looked up at him, expecting more explanation and to their surprise, received none.

“You have your orders,” Tole said, turned and headed for the observation windows to make sure the glass was sparkling clean. He sent a small jolt to Alpha’s net with a note to meet him there.

Alpha was clearly out of breath when he took his place a step behind Tole and stayed there while Tole inspected every inch of glass. “Tell the Blues to clean it,” he said.

Alpha was puzzled with the order. How could he, a black net, tell any Color what to do? The order said explicitly Alpha was not to clean the windows himself. It was to have the Blues do it. He knew there wasn’t a Color in the facility who’d obey orders from a basement slave like him.

Tole was keenly aware of his order’s implications. He was sure the boy wouldn’t disobey and do it himself and risk immediate expulsion. Alpha promised he’d die trying and this was his chance to prove he was good to his word. There was nothing Tole couldn’t tolerate more than breaking a promise. He almost did once and it took everything he had to keep his word. The promise he made kept him alive when he saw no way out other than to die.

Promises can be lifesavers. Alpha’s was one of them.

“You have your orders!” he barked.

Alpha ran double-time to the hub and Tole watched him turn down the Colors’ corridor where the cameras would record how he handled his task. Too busy to worry about that now, Tole ran to the Training corridor, pulled a nearby White to spot him and did the upper body work the Mistress had him put on his schedule. The White matched every lift Tole did. He wasn’t as good as that DI, but he proved that he learned what Tole expected from trainers. No matter what their net’s color, they all took his orders seriously.

Dinner time was approaching and Tole was a sweaty mess. He had no order to bathe in the small sink in the spartan bathroom he was allowed to use, yet he couldn’t show up for dinner in the Mistress’s suite the way he was.

He was running out of time and options when his tablet blinked a message.

Dress me for dinner.

He charged down the corridor, turned at the hub and stopped outside the Mistress’s doors. He knew what he smelled like. It would surely irritate the Mistress, the thing he vowed never to do. He took a deep breath and palmed the door pad. They swooshed open.

“Walk with me,” she said.

Tole did as she said. He walked by her side, raised his arm, and choked back the reaction he expected her to have when she caught a whiff of his rank smell.

Like the other times he assumed what the Mistress planned to do, Tole was wrong.

“You need a bath,” she said.

Tole was too stunned to speak.

They walked to the Mistress’s jetted tub that four Golds had ready with oil, body wash and sponges ready to use on him. From the corner of his eye, Tole saw a towel heating on the warmer.

It was the most luxurious time in water Tole had ever spent.

When they were done and he stepped out of the tub, the Golds left to get themselves ready for dinner and then lead the march to the Punishment windows.

Tole reached for the towel and the Mistress jolted his net. He stopped in mid-reach. She laid her hands on his wet shoulders and traced the scars on his arms and chest while he dripped onto the white tile floor, too flabbergasted to move.

She turned out the lights. Tole couldn’t see her but savored every touch. Her nails on his back. Her fingers pinching his nipples. Her hands reaching for his groin. Her tight grip around his net.

His thoughts were a blur. Time didn’t exist and everything was now. Even when her fingers explored between his cheeks, he didn’t flinch. The deeper she pressed into him, the calmer he felt.

“Mine,” she purred in his ear.

“You own all of me,” Tole whispered.

The Mistress pulled her fingers out and said, “You have no idea.”

That night Tole learned a crucial lesson. He really didn’t know how much of him she owned. He was about to find out.

-=o=-

The Mistress enjoyed her salmon entrée and this time, she didn’t feed Tole with her fingers. She felt his burgeoning arms and shoulders and knew he needed more than bits and pieces to develop the way she wanted. He had his own plate filled with his favorites, steak cooked medium rare and a stack of fresh steamed vegetables with real butter drizzling atop the pile. She made him finish every bite, warning him he’d need his strength for later.

Tole wasn’t concerned about later. He was fully in the now, eating out of habit but staring at the Mistress when he chewed. When they were done, she said, “You are my dessert tonight.”

He felt tears well up and fought to keep them from dripping down his face.

“It’s time,” the Mistress said.

She laid her hand on his arm and they strolled toward the Punishment corridor but she steered him to a side room, had him palm open the doors and led him down a dim hallway to another set of doors. He dutifully opened them and they stepped inside.

The bright lights on the stark white tile told him where he was. In the Mistress’s punishment room. Just him. And the Mistress.

Tole was near panic as he ran everything he could have done wrong through his mind. Which mistakes did he make? What did he fail at? How had he displeased the Mistress?

For the first time since that woman bought him, rescued him and left him at the Academy, Tole was frightened to his core.

He wasn’t good enough and the Mistress was going to punish him, then turn him into a basement slave and every netted man in the Academy was going to see her do it.

He fell to his knees, ready to beg for his life. Without her closeness, he didn’t have one. His belly was full but his brain was empty. Tole knew how to beg and plead. He’d heard the others do it in that awful place and he’d done it himself when the agony was unbearable. He’d beg again, even though he knew it got those other tortured prisoners nowhere. When he tried, it got him thrown out as pig slop. They didn’t have the decency to kill him first.

The Mistress held his face with her hands and when she spoke to him, he heard it carry through the speakers so every Color on the observation ledge heard what she said.

“I own you because I want what drives you. Of all the Colors I possess, you give me not just what I demand. They all do. You give me more.”

The men on the observation deck pressed themselves against the windows, leaving telltale signs of sweat on the sparkling glass. Earlier, the Mistress had turned the camera on Alpha when he delivered Tole’s order to the Blues in the training room. At first, they scoffed. After Alpha locked the head Blue’s wrists in overhead cuffs and repeated the order one word at a time between solid whacks on his tight asscheeks, the head Blue nodded.

The last thing Alpha said was, “Understand?”

The head Blue mumbled, “Yes, sir.”

That proved it. Tole turned that black net into a something she could use. After five long years, it took him only a few weeks.

Tole wasn’t simply everything she’d been looking for. He would create more Alphas for her and turn the men she already owned into the kind of trainers who’d turn out even more perfect sex slaves for their owners. That was good for the Academy’s bottom line.

Even more, Tole would give her nights like the last one when she finally knew what it meant to see the stars beneath her.

Tole stared at her from his knees. Waves of fear disappeared, washed out by the tidal wave of what she said. He wanted to blurt out, “I swear I will give you more and more every day,” but it wasn’t the time for him to speak. More than that, there was no need for words.

The Mistress pointed to the swing she had remodeled to new specifications. The Whites reviewed the plans with wonder at its complexity and supervised every detail while the Blues built it. Every Color longed to feel its power. The Golds oversaw the Whites who managed the Blues until the swing was perfect. Every head Color volunteered to test it but the Mistress spent hours alone with it, adjusting the tension, visualizing what she’d see and hear when it was put to use.

Only one body would fill that swing. He was on his knees at her feet, his face shining almost serenely with dozens of jealous eyes staring down at him. The Mistress finally found her Platinum. She would reign over him and he would rule over them.

The Colors accepted it for the same reason. The Mistress was always right.

“This is for you,” she said. Arm by arm, leg by leg, she locked him in the new device. She stepped between his spread legs, chose an injector and worked it into him. Slowly. He laid his head back and let himself relish her touch. When she pressed the button, it wasn’t lube Tole felt fill him. It was her.

Overhead fans blew the scent of lavender into the observation deck. The Colors sucked in the aroma that defined their Mistress. They’d caught whiffs of it before but never this intensely.

The Mistress held Tole’s insert high so the Colors could see the custom work she had done to it. Theirs were a single color that matched their nets. The handle on this insert had rings with all the colors but the part that would fill him was a solid hue.

Platinum.

They dropped to their knees, pressed their nets against the glass and fought their urges to harden. There was only one netted man staring through the window who wasn’t aroused that way. Alpha was reliving his own past, recalling vividly the first time the Mistress granted him her gift of insertion. He wanted to feel it again so much, he rooted for the only man who could lead him up the ladder to know that joy again.

“I will die trying,” he whispered into the glass.

The Mistress eased the injector out of Tole and pumped lavender oil on her hand. She reached between his cheeks and drove her fingers inside.

The Colors pressed their nets against the windows, unable to control their hunger for her to touch them that way while coming to terms with the fact that there was only one man she’d ever prepare with her own hand.

Tole shrieked with joy. The Colors joined his song.

She pressed the tip deep between his cheeks and teased him with it. Hunger overtook him and he rammed his hips closer to her, to the tip, ravenous for more. She pushed him away and he swung back toward her, thrusting mightily to get one more inch inside. Each time she pushed him away, he reared back and swung harder toward her until the Colors understood the what the Mistress had done to this swing.

It sent him on a full circle, 360 degrees of pure rapture, and each time he completed an arc, she pressed the insert in a bit more. They watched in awe and envy, forced to listen to Tole’s joyful shrieks each time he came full circle.

Alpha kept his eyes on the Mistress. He was the only one who saw her determination. On the fourth swing, he saw her expression change.

The Mistress smiled.

The force of full insertion stopped the swing but was no match for the power of the scream Tole let out when it filled him. He couldn’t think, not of the torture he’d endured or the expander that other woman made him wear or the hard work she put him through just to give him away.

He screamed his promises long and loud, ones he’d never break no matter if he died keeping them. He shrieked while the Mistress rubbed his belly with one hand and twisted the insert’s handle with the other as if screwing it permanently into him.

Sweat dripped down the Colors’ faces. Lines of precum drizzled down the observation windows to the white tile floor.

Alpha stood alone, waiting to be beckoned to perform the order the Mistress gave him on a simple slip of paper.

“Tend to my Platinum's bottom,” it said.

When he read it, he finally let himself sob. Five years of tears ran down his cheeks into the corners of his mouth. Nothing he could remember eating had ever tasted that sweet.


The Ladder

Chapter 21

Second Step

NO COLOR AT the Academy slept as soundly as Tole did that night. The insertion didn’t excuse him from his nightly duty to undress the Mistress, warm her bed and carry her to the satin sheets. When she was comfortable, she had him present his backside so she could twist the handle sticking several inches out of his cheeks.

Tole couldn’t hold back the groans that dribbled out of his mouth. He didn’t want to. “Sing your song to me,” the Mistress said and he did. She fell asleep mid-groan but Tole didn’t leave her side. Her hand on his insert lulled him to sleep.

The next morning, she had him spread his cheeks so she could remove it, had him place it in his tiny bathroom and instructed him to attend to the day’s tasks. He read the list while Alpha treated his sore bottom with salve the Mistress provided. It was bittersweet for the former Gold. He knew how to comfort a newly-inserted ass from memories of his own insertions years ago, memories he cherished and was desperate to feel again. No matter how tall that ladder was, Alpha vowed to climb every step.

Yet tending to the rainbow-netted man was his duty. He scooped gobs of ointment deep into him, rubbed it in circles while pressing his fingers in and out, the way he remembered the Golds did it to him. Alpha couldn’t inhale enough of the lavender scent the salve sent into his nostrils. No Gold had ever been gifted that gel before. Theirs was gold and odorless. Thick fingers applied it carefully but mechanically within the time Mistress allotted.

Tole’s schedule afforded him twice the ass-attention time any Gold had ever been granted. Alpha made the most of it, never slowed, and worked harder when Tole’s moans grew softer to make them loud again. It wasn’t because the Mistress was watching. He did it out of a mixture of duty to his superior and to give him an experience he’d never had before. Alpha wanted it to be one he’d remember as the exemplar of what after-insertion meant to the Colors.

Tole reread his list. Alpha fought back tears.

When the time was up, the first two tasks on the list were to clean themselves up, specifying they were to take turns in the utilitarian sink. Tole insisted Alpha go first to get the limited hot water and when it was Tole’s turn, Alpha insisted on washing Tole. It wasn’t out of duty, Alpha said. He wanted to.

In her office, the Mistress focused on that monitor. She watched Alpha scrub himself but what captured her attention was what he said when Tole told him he could certainly wash himself.

“You rescued me. I owe you my life.”

A note flashed on Tole’s tablet. “I will test him in two days.”

Tole hustled through the list, demanding faster performance from the Colors and limiting their reports to concise sentences. He met with the Greens one at a time in each pink’s cell while the pinks strained to expel the morning’s colonics. Their humiliation at being observed by someone who was obviously a higher level than their Greens wasn’t Tole’s problem. Getting status reports and spot checking the pinks’ progress was his goal.

One Green reported to Tole that the pink in his charge had reached only a medium on a skill his owner demanded and that it was better than the poor rating he’d earned only days ago. Tole interrupted the Green’s report.

“It will be superior. Today. Report to training before his second feeding. I will rate him. And you.”

The Green said the only appropriate words he could. “Yes, Sir.”

Tole added the order to the Green’s schedule and jogged to the Training corridor to make sure the Blues were finishing their workouts and the Whites were starting theirs. He counted heads and saw one was missing.

“Where is he?” he asked the head Blue.

“Muscle spasms overnight,” the head Blue replied.

Tole tapped his tablet. “No excuses. Get him here now,” he said, pointing to two post-workout Blues who ran to retrieve the absent Color. No one moved while they waited for them to return. When the missing Blue was led in between the men he sent, Tole said, “No one is excused unless I excuse him. Start your workout.”

The Blue laid flat on the mat to start his pushups. Tole stopped him and said, “All of you. Do them with him.”

The head Blue ordered his Colors to the mats and they started their workouts again. Tole sent the Whites to equipment on the other side of the room with a new method to the head White.

“Double duty.” It made sense to Tole that the Whites worked out on unused equipment while the Blues were on the mats; better still, it gave him back an hour to use those two Colors every day.

There was one more item on Tole’s agenda with the head White and Blue.

He beckoned them for a meeting in the corner. “Give me a daily report on the Blues’ progress. Not just exercise. There will be at least one new training method implemented every week. Whites design them. Blues execute them. Failure to achieve that goal is a guaranteed trip to Punishment.”

The head White and head Blue salivated over the carrot he dangled but dreaded the stick. Tole added, “Satisfactory consecutive months put you on the promotion track.”

The two head Colors ran back to their cohorts, shouting the cadence louder and faster. When Tole left the room with Alpha a step behind him, the air was filled with the sounds of men working out feverishly and the dank smell of men’s sweat.

Tole had an hour to meet with the head Gold to set their new assignments and updated timetable before testing the Green and his pink with the medium rating. Ignoring the head Gold’s disdain over working out in the same room as the Greens but on different equipment, Tole explained the Golds’ new project.

“The pinks are the Academy’s product. They leave with the Mistress’s stamp of approval. To date, Golds evaluate them near the end of their time here. That’s changing today.”

The Gold looked wary but knew better than to question the rainbow net, especially after he’d seen him inserted by the Mistress with that remarkable platinum insert on the custom swing.

Tole continued. “This is the plan. I’m testing a pink with a medium rating but I’m really evaluating the Green. There’s no reason to wait for Golds to find a flaw close to graduation and that pink has to be retrained. It’s inefficient.”

The Gold’s ears perked up. He had an idea what was coming.

“Golds will evaluate every pink and every Green every day. Understand?”

Now that he’d been asked a question, the Gold could reply. “Sir, we will use the hour you gave us with the training modifications and inspect them daily.” He realized he left out a crucial point and said quickly, “And report the results to Mistress.”

“You will report the results to me!” Tole said sharply. “Send that report after you discipline the Greens. Don’t bother me with small stuff. That’s your purview.”

The head Gold bristled at being relegated a step down the Academy’s pecking order but managed a nod. Tole eyed him suspiciously.

“Keep him under scrutiny,” said to Alpha. “I don’t trust him.”

With that, Tole left with Alpha a step behind him. He didn’t see the smile on Alpha’s face. When they reached the hub, Tole gave him a warning.

“You’re mine until I give you to the Mistress in 48 hours,” he said to his now-trembling lieutenant. “You will not fail.”

What Alpha coveted, reinstatement to the Colors, was finally in sight. His promise to die trying was at stake. He’d do anything and everything the rainbow net made him do without complaint. He’d do more than that. Whatever it took.

He needed only three words. “You own me.”

Tole said, “Yes, I do, then added, “for as long as I want to keep you.”

-=o=-

After their second meal, the Colors huddled to plan how they’d meet and exceed their new assignments. Tole had the Green and his pink in a small room off the Punishment corridor with Alpha recording his findings. Tole started the session with the outcome clearly defined.

“Raise the score or you’ll both take turns in there,” he said, pointing to the punishment rooms.

The Green hovered over the pink who’d been working on a single skill for hours. Exhaustion was no excuse, Tole told them, only execution — perfect execution — would save them from a trip to that dreaded space.

“Explain the skill,” Tole said.

The Green stood up straight and gave a detailed answer. “The pink’s owner requires foot massage twice a day. He has practiced on every pink with his results recorded. The medium rating is a result of his initial poor physical condition that has improved significantly with exercise. He performed on four pinks today.”

Tole shook his head. “You could have said he failed at foot massage.”

Behind him, Alpha fought not to smile.

“Show me superior foot massage,” Tole said, pointing to the pink’s feet.

The Green looked aghast at being ordered to kneel in front of a pink. He sneered and looked at Tole in disbelief as if he had never heard an instruction that outlandish before.

Alpha shook his head. He knew what was coming.

“Now!” Tole bellowed. “Or that green net is mine.”

The Green dropped to his knees, bent as he’d taught the pink was the proper position and began kneading his right foot. Tole was unimpressed at the lackluster performance and said, “He didn’t fail. You did.”

The Green stared up at Tole in surprise. He was more stunned when Tole pointed at Alpha and said, “Show him what superior foot massage looks like.”

Alpha crept to the pink and in minutes, had him moaning in pleasure.

Muscle memory doesn’t fade, not even after five grisly years, Tole thought.

“In there!” Tole barked, tossing the sputtering Green into the adjoining punishment room. He stomped in, stood over him and issued the command the Green dreaded the most. The Green had seen it once before and pitied the poor Blue on the receiving end.

Tole saw the Green eyeing the tools with alarm, terrified over which Tole would use for his punishment. He needn’t have fretted; Tole couldn’t be bothered with a decision that small.

“Hand the right one to me,” Told said.

The Green tried to gulp back his fear. The rainbow net’s upper body was so muscular, whatever he picked would be delivered with immense power. He’d wear those marks for days. There was no deeper shame for a Color than to have his punishment on display to the Colors. And worse, to the pinks.

He crept across the room, fetched a wide carbonite paddle and laid it at Tole’s feet.

Both Alpha and the pink who had been in foot massage heaven were startled when they heard the shrieks from the room next door. When Tole was done, he sent the Green ahead of him, crawling back into the small room with a single order.

“Show me superior foot massage,” Tole said, pointing to the pink’s feet.

Alpha scooted out of the way and the Green knelt in front of the pink. He got right to work. Alpha stood next to Tole, his eyes on Tole’s face. He looked satisfied.

“Not a permanent mark on him,” Tole said quietly to Alpha.

When the Green’s work satisfied Tole, he had a final instruction before he was due at the next task on his schedule.

“He’s next,” he said with a finger pointing at Alpha’s feet. Any other time, the Green would have scoffed at serving a former Color who’d been sentenced to shoveling shit in the basement. Not that day. Not with his welted skin screaming almost as loudly as he did in the punishment room.

While the Green suffered his second punishment that day by attending to Alpha’s feet, Tole walked to the door and issued a final order to Alpha before he left.

“Report to me when he earns a superior,” he said. “You’ve got a long day and night ahead of you.”

Alpha dismissed the Green 45 minutes later with instructions to continue his schedule until he put the pink to bed for the night. Then he was to report to the Training corridor where the head Blue and White would supervise his remedial work.

Alpha ran full speed along the path the wall screens showed. His feet hadn’t felt that comfortable in years. Five long years.


Chapter 22

Alpha’s Test

THE NEXT 48 HOURS Tole put Alpha through felt like they’d never end. One after another, the Blues, Whites and Golds shouted orders at him, sometimes two at a time, until he was so drained, his legs could barely hold him up. That wasn’t a problem for the heads Colors; they just put him on his knees. When his shoulders drooped, one yanked him up while another leveled a paddle on his ass.

He was put through every trial he’d already undergone on his journey to the gold ring he once wore. Months of work were accomplished in hours without rest. They let him eat from a bowl on the floor and when the colonic kicked in, they plugged him, forcing him to control his sphincter without begging for relief. When they finally let him expel, they slid a bucket toward him with all the Colors watching and listening.

With that humiliation sloshing through him, Alpha was close to believing that he’d never climb the ladder high enough to be presented to the Mistress. He was stuck on the bottom rung, pissing and shitting in a bucket in the Colors’ full view.

More than anything, he wanted to feel proud again, like he did when the Mistress stretched the gold net around his organs and attached it to the ring she locked on him herself. Her fingers touched him that day and he felt them more intensely than the jolts she sent into his net to teach him what she owned.

All of him.

Back then, he craved her touch so much, he spent his days doing twice what she required hoping she would gift him insertion and maybe, just maybe, she’d squeeze his net with her hand. Even in the shame she kept him in all those years, he was determined to be the best shit shoveler she’d ever sentenced to the basement.

This was his second and only chance. He couldn’t fathom failing and being sent out of the Academy through the trash door like the vats of waste he filled every day and night for years. There was nothing outside that door that came close to what was on the floors above that basement. Alpha thought that place was heaven.

The smell of fresh air. A bed. Even his spartan closet-sized room felt like a luxury hotel next to the hard cot monitored constantly by the cameras that sent every move he made to watching eyes. Up here, he had duties and responsibilities. Down there, they told him what to do minute by minute. He had to relearn how to use a fork to eat instead of sucking what passed as food through a nipple sticking out of a plastic bag.

When a Gold ordered him to his feet, Alpha held onto a wall for balance, willing his knees not to buckle. Not in front of the Colors. Not when the cameras were watching. He wouldn’t let them humiliate him that way. Not again. Not ever again.

No one had to remind the head Gold what the rainbow net told him to do. He was the head Gold, one step away from the Mistress until that rainbow showed up. He wanted that back. Meeting the rainbow’s order wasn’t enough. He was going to surpass it and this broken Gold was how he would prove his value to the Mistress. He’d go above his orders or even around them so the Mistress would restore him to his rightful position.

“Ass check,” he said.

Alpha cringed when he heard that command. He’d done it to lesser Colors but his own had been done only once. That time the Mistress ordered it herself. No Gold had ever been subjected to an ass check after the Mistress approved its flexibility and size.

He winced when he remembered he wasn’t a Gold anymore. He wasn’t even a Color. Any of them could demand an ass check and he’d have to submit to it.

When the head Gold had the Colors line up, Alpha tried to steel himself for the procedure. He’d inspected many asses, sent some for expanding and approved others but this time, they were all going to use his, one at a time. Each would be more invasive and degrading than the one before.

He bent over as far as he could, laid his hands on the floor and spread his legs but there was one more indignity the head Gold had in store for him.

“Prep it,” he said, tossing Alpha an open pot of lube. That wasn’t how ass inspections were done, but Alpha didn’t dare correct him. He shifted to his hands and knees, ass toward the Colors, and slathered a handful of goo between his cheeks. Then another handful deep inside until it oozed down his legs. He was used to the feeling after years of being instructed to do it when a voice on the basement speaker told him to. Then there were those awful nights he was forced to wear an electronic plug that expanded and contracted on a loop all night. What he thought was all night. It could have been hours or even days.

He said a silent thank-you to Tole who’d made him sleep with an internal expander “just in case,” he said. He’d seen the one Tole took out of his own ass one morning then watched him stretch himself with his own fingers to widen it a little more. When the Mistress inserted that huge platinum device into Tole, Alpha made Tole’s example his own.

After all those years of stretching, Alpha’s ass could take anything they put into it. Choosing which plug was a big part of ass checks. For the Colors, it was fun. They weren’t concerned about how the recipient felt.

The head Gold sent the Blues first, then the Whites and finally the Golds one at a time to test Alpha’s flexibility. Some probed with their fingers. He knew that game. They wanted to excite him. To make him hump his hips. To make him ejaculate and be sent back to the basement for another year. Or more.

He refused to play. He didn’t move an inch.

The first plug went in easily. The next was wider, followed by longer ones until Alpha could barely hold his hips up. To keep his sanity, he counted how many times they tried to make him react to the plugs. When he got to the number that accounted for most of the Colors, he knew there was one left.

The head Gold. The one who wanted to break him again probably as a rebuke to the rainbow net, proving to the Mistress that the head Gold was a better choice for her platinum net. That steeled Alpha. He wasn’t only proving his ass would be rated as superior.

He was protecting the rainbow net.

The Mistress was in her office, eyes fixed on a widescreen monitor, watching the head Gold’s machinations. Tole was on his knees next to her, staring at the screen, trying to control his anger, proven right to be suspicious of him.

He couldn’t protect Alpha unless the Mistress ordered him to. She did better than that.

The Mistress laid her hand on his shoulder and said, “Bring him to me when this atrocity is over. Then teach that Gold a lesson.”

Tole’s mouth was dry until the Mistress put one finger between his lips. He kissed it in gratitude, then sent his tongue between her fingers, sucking the taste into his salivating mouth. He ignored the monitor but the Mistress watched every brutal abuse — every unnecessary, vicious thing the head Gold leveled at Alpha. She made her decision and gave Tole the order to get it done.

Drool dripped from his lips when she pressed her fingers deeper into his mouth. The Gold’s lesson floated in his brain but his body, from his lips to his feet, pushed those thoughts away.

“I expect to see the stars well below me,” she said. “If you’re man enough to take me there.”

Tole made a pledge to himself but more to her that Mistress would travel miles above the stars just as soon as he finished the terse order she entered on his tablet.

“Get rid of him,” it said.


Chapter 23

Mistress’s Decisions

ALPHA CRUMBLED TO the floor, gasping when the ass inspection was finally over. The head Gold ordered the Colors back to work, keeping the used-up former Gold for himself. He wasn’t done with him. The drained figure on the floor was his ticket back to his proper place, one step behind the Mistress and maybe one day, to be allowed to walk next to her like that rainbow net did.

He ordered Alpha to his feet. Before he could get to his knees, a loud shout filled the room.

“BELAY THAT!”

The two men froze but their heads snapped to the door where Tole was standing with his arms folded across his chest. There was no misconstruing his mood. Fury radiated from every pore.

He stomped across the room, lifted Alpha in his arms and spat at the perpetrator. “Punishment room three!”

The head Gold stared in shock, then uttered the words that sealed his fate. “You have NO right to…”

That’s all he got out before Tole jammed his foot into the Gold’s net and sent him plummeting to the floor. He held Alpha in his arms, marched down the long hallway to the hub and turned down the Mistress’s corridor.

Right before he opened the door to her suite, he whispered, “Don’t do it for me. Make yourself proud.”

When the doors opened, he laid Alpha on the white carpet, closed the doors behind him and marched to the Punishment wing. He looked through the observation windows and saw the head Gold alone in room three. He watched him tremble in a mix of anger and fear for a few minutes before he walked in.

The head Gold spewed a furious diatribe, demanding to see the Mistress, enraged over how Tole dared to attack him, infuriated at being sent to a punishment room by anyone other than the Mistress. Tole let him vent his choleric rant. It would soon be the last time he had to suffer his vitriol.

“You are a discredit to the Colors. You debased yourself and defiled your role. You disgraced the Academy. Worst of all, you dishonored the Mistress and that, you scum, I will not tolerate.”

The stunned Gold stared at Tole defiantly but when he digested his last comment, that he would not tolerate it, the Gold who was already teetering on the edge of the gangplank took the last step that would send him into the abyss.

“You… you can’t satisfy her like I can,” he whined. “No one as damaged as you has the right to be with her. I know what you did. What they did to you. You aren’t — you’ll never be — enough. She deserves better than you.”

Tole waited for the next accusation. There had to be one more and there was. The Gold spit out the last full sentence he’d speak inside the Academy.

“There’s nothing you can do about it!”

Tole tapped the flashing icon on his tablet, his eyes fixed on the Gold’s face. It all happened at once. The Gold shrieked, his hands flew to his crotch and he grabbed wildly for the gold net that dropped to the floor. Screaming maniacally, he fell to his hands and knees, clutched the net and tried to reattach it to the ring behind his now-naked penis. It was useless.

Then the ring hit the white tile floor with a hollow clunk.

Tole shook his head at the sight of the ex-Gold’s arms flailing, fingers desperately stretching the net over his organs, the ring refusing to lock behind his penis. He didn’t have time to waste on a frenetic and now-useless boy, not with the Mistress’s order to get rid of him. He’d memorized the schematics and knew where trash was disposed, the door that gave Alpha his only glimpse of anything other than the dark basement for five long years.

Seizing a handful of his hair, Tole dragged the whimpering boy through the long corridors where the Colors were lined up according to the Mistress’s instructions. None had seen an expulsion before. They said nothing because there was nothing to say.

They’d seen what the head Gold did and they participated in the malicious act but not one had the temerity to call out his brutality. Tole would deal with them later. Right now, he had to throw out the trash.

He pulled the naked ex-Gold down one staircase after another until there were no more steps. The dank smell in the dark expanse told all five of the miscreant’s senses exactly where Alpha had spent five years in total seclusion, obediently performing every horrid task he was assigned by that same creature he was getting ready to toss on the other side of the only way out of the Academy for garbage like him.

Tole ignored his begging and paid no attention to his pleas. Right before he opened the door that had no handle on the outside, he pulled his head back and spoke inches from his tearful eyes.

“I fought to get my honor back. You threw yours away.”

After the panic-stricken ex-Gold was tossed out with the rest of the Academy’s trash, Tole shut the door and leaned against it for a moment.

His net compressed.

He charged up five flights of stairs with one goal.

The Mistress summoned him. That’s where he belonged.

-=o=-

Tole was barely breathing hard when he reached the doors. The ever-increasing fitness program the Mistress ordered for him was working wonders on his upper body and legs. The Mistress, Tole recognized, was right every time.

He opened the doors and stepped onto the thick white carpet. It felt just right under his bare feet. A quick look told him she wasn’t alone. Alpha was on his knees on that turntable he’d seen when Mistress sold the clear-net who didn’t measure up to what it took to be her Platinum. His gut wrenched when he saw Alpha on that same rotating platform. Was Mistress getting rid of him, too?

“Here,” she said.

Tole walked to her side with his head high and back straight, just like he’d taught Alpha and exactly how Alpha looked now. Even on his knees, he was tall and proud. She pointed down and Tole knelt at her side. She looked over the papers she was reviewing then said, “Why should I keep him?”

Tole could think of dozens of reasons he wanted Alpha a step behind him and sometimes at his side. He was a whiz with logistics, worked fast, was precise and found several hours a day that Tole could now use to grow what the Colors could do. That meant better products — better pinks — for Mistress’s clients. New applications were arriving every day, several with Debbie’s name in the referral space. They said Debbie told them to buy themselves a once-in-a-lifetime gift like she bought for herself. Alpha sorted them into one group; the rest in another so Tole could give the Mistress only the most important ones.

There were a lot of reasons Tole wanted Alpha to stay. But that wasn’t the Mistress’s question. She asked why she should keep him. What could Alpha do for the Mistress?

What he did for Tole couldn’t be his yardstick. What Tole did for the Mistress was his imperative, the role he swore to fill for her. What in the world could Alpha do for the Mistress?

Tole tried to classify Alpha’s skills, his talents Tole could grow and how they’d benefit the Mistress enough that she’d agree to keep him.

She touched his shoulder and the charge he felt flooded through him and sparked the answer. It was the right answer, the thing that Alpha could do for the Mistress. That thing was so much more than just a thing, Tole knew it was right.

“Mistress, he can fill the empty space. He’s the right man for the role,” Tole said and held his breath, anticipating the pain she’d send into his net if that was the wrong answer.

The Mistress spun Alpha around a few times, ran her hands down his back and squeezed his aching asscheeks. Alpha didn’t make a sound even though her touch made him want to moan out loud.

Then she moved to his shoulders, walked her hands down his chest and ended at his black net. Tole watched how she touched him, how much more perfunctory it was than the way she’d explored him. Alpha closed his eyes when she squeezed the loathsome net he’d worn with shame for years.

“Remove it,” she said.

Tole saw a new set of icons on his tablet that identified every Color, found Alpha and tapped the lock-shaped symbol. The black net fell to the white carpet in front of Alpha’s knees. He wept in fear that he’d be sent out that door where he hauled bin after bin of trash when he served his sentence in the basement.

When Tole unlocked the black ring at the Mistress’s next order, Alpha had nothing left. Not even tears.

“Stand,” the Mistress said.

Both men rose to their feet, straightened their backs and fixed their eyes on the only thing that mattered. The Mistress.

Tole held his breath. Alpha stopped breathing when the Mistress locked a new gold ring behind his penis and stretched the tight gold net that swallowed his penis and testicles.

“Tole believed he could fix you. He was right. But you had to redeem yourself. I have an open head Gold position. You will fill it.”

The Mistress gripped Alpha’s net with one hand and Tole’s with the other. While she sent jolt after jolt into them, she smiled at the two men in her hands who were shouting their devotion to her between agonized shrieks.


Chapter 24

Days, Months or Years

THE ONLY TIME that mattered at the Academy was the daily schedule. Every netted man had a day’s worth of jobs to do with a specific time allotment to finish each. Breakfast, lunch and dinner were known as first, second and third feeding for the pinks. The Colors ate when meal time appeared on their schedules and they never knew in advance when the Mistress would summon them for an all-Color dinner. They awoke when the alarms sounded and slept when the screens throughout the Academy flashed that message.

Their days were the same but each was unique. Pinks were trained, disciplined and remediated until the Mistress examined each class and shipped the ones who passed back to their owners. The dregs were sent to retraining for hours and hours of nonstop work until they earned superior ratings. Every pink exited on the moving walkway where they looked through the floor-to-ceiling glass wall at the next class being hauled in on the conveyor belt just like they had been, however long ago that was. To them, it felt like a lifetime.

The Colors were on call whenever the Mistress had use for them. They learned to jump out of bed when she constricted their nets. Failure to look presentable earned them a trip to a punishment room so they shaved twice a day and looked forward to daily baths that ended with their colons bursting to expel what the hoses spewed inside. They welcomed feeling empty. Being clean inside and out was a high priority because the Mistress said it was.

Missing a cleansing was more than disappointing. If they skipped one, every Color felt like a body part was missing.

They were kept too busy to care what season it was outside the Academy. Temperature was controlled so they weren’t encumbered by clothing. They had everything they needed. More than that, they had an ever-present goal that drove them.

Promotion.

Greens worked tirelessly to earn blue nets. Blues coveted white ones and Whites had one aim. They craved gold nets attached to gold rings that the Mistress would lock on them with her own hands.

They all shared the same aspiration. Insertion.

Only the Golds that pleased the Mistress were rewarded with the devices they were fitted with after she locked her controller on them. They all endured the filling, hardening and removal of their molds, a process she supervised, only to suffer post-fitting salves and ointments select Golds were trained to apply.

The insertion icon that appeared on their screens made them hope this was their night. It said she deemed some worthy enough to insert in front of the entire corps. The lucky ones paraded past the jealous empty ones, showing off the handles sticking out of their asscheeks.

Greens, Blues and Whites received insertion in a mass setting. Only the Golds were done in the Mistress’s rooms.

The new head Gold dangled the possibility of insertion in front of their eyes every day, exhorting them to do more, to do it better and on time at the very least. Creative ideas that led to solutions earned insertion so every Color worked tirelessly to think up new ways to train pinks with the lifelong skills their owners expected and some they never dreamed existed.

They worked better and faster under the new Gold’s leadership.

They didn’t simply accept Alpha as the head Gold. They fought to get his attention to look at their new techniques. The ones he used guaranteed that Gold’s insertion. At least for that night.

Insertion was the only thing missing from Alpha’s life. He tried to dismiss those thoughts but when he saw the other Golds hanging, swinging and on all fours with their asses raised working frantically to plunge the insert deep inside and feel the Mistress’s hand pat their cheeks, he felt pangs of hunger. He never spoke about it. It was, he thought, the last punishment the Mistress inflicted on him, a nightly reminder of his single egregious mistake.

He was thrilled for the Golds on insertion night. He hid his misery deep inside.

The hardest times were when he saw the rainbow handle hanging out of Tole when he summoned Alpha for daily reports. It was the biggest and most beautiful of all the inserts he’d ever seen. Even with Tole’s nods of approval of his work, Alpha was the last to crawl into bed when the screens told him it was time. His hands tried to duplicate what insertion felt like but his fingers were a poor substitute for the real thing.

It might have been weeks or even months after the Mistress locked the gold ring on him that his net constricted so tightly, he cried out in surprise. A few Golds woke up long enough to see him dash out the door. They knew he’d been summoned, a common occurrence, so they fell back asleep.

He ran down the Housing corridor, turned at the hub and knelt outside the doors the screen told him was where he was supposed to report. When they slid open, he kept his eyes on the white tile floor and crept toward the Mistress’s boots. He saw two familiar feet on her side. Tole was in his usual spot and if he looked up, Alpha believed he’d see the Mistress’s hand on his arm. He closed his eyes. He couldn’t bear seeing that rainbow handle between Tole’s cheeks one more time.

“On the table,” Tole said.

Alpha climbed onto the white table, positioned his hips in the depressions, then raised his feet into the stirrups. He said nothing while Tole buckled the straps and closed the locks but when he heard the waist bar snap shut, he feared the worst.

Somehow he’d displeased the Mistress and she was taking away his gold ring and net, then sending him back to the basement, back to shoveling shit and garbage, back to utter loneliness far below the clean air she let him breathe now. Alpha couldn’t stop shaking. He was terrified of the long trek down the dark staircases that ended in his personal hell.

His controller tightened. Alpha quaked in terror.

Until the Mistress laughed.

When he opened his eyes, he was stunned at what he saw. The Mistress was smiling. And laughing.

She laid her hand on his belly and rubbed in circles. Alpha moaned at the intensity of her touch and laid still, hoping her hand would never stop. Minutes later, her hand moved down to the ring, but when she reached between his spread legs, his moans morphed into groans, each louder than the one before.

She grabbed the gold net and squeezed so hard, Alpha stopped thinking. He couldn’t keep a coherent thought in his head. All he could feel were the shocks that ran through him that sent him into a series of full-body spasms he couldn’t control.

“Prepare him,” the Mistress said.

It had been so long — five long, unspeakable years —  since he’d felt her touch so forcefully, Alpha didn’t process what she said until Tole’s big hands spread lubrication between his cheeks. When his long fingers drove deep inside him with even more cream, Alpha couldn’t contain his joy. Tears dripped from his eyes. The Mistress wiped them with her hand.

“You are redeemed,” she said.

Tole whispered, “You made yourself better.”

Alpha heard a motor whirr and felt his ass fill with the mold that would become his insert. Finally. He whimpered through the hardening until the Mistress laid one hand on his belly and reached under him with the other. She pressed her hands together to make the mold fit exactly as she wanted. Most inserts looked the same when they were extracted. Not Tole’s. His was platinum with a rainbow handle so unique, the Colors gaped in awe when they watched his first insertion.

Alpha knew Tole earned insertion every night but that was private between the Mistress and him.

When his was ready, the Mistress worked it in circles before finally pulling it out. She held it in front of Alpha’s face. With his eyes shut tightly he said, “You own all of me.”

“Yes, I do,” the Mistress replied.

Tole’s voice was clear. “As long as you please the Mistress.”

Alpha found the courage to open his eyes and look at the gift she gave him.

The tip was gold. So was the handle. There had never been another one like it in the Academy until that night.


The Academy

Chapter 25

Full Schedule

TOLE’S DAILY SCHEDULE now filled three screens on his tablet. The usual duties were there but the third screen was packed with new ones. He sorted them into two groups. Ones for Alpha to handle with the two hours his logistics talents made him available for Tole’s use and the others that belonged solely to Tole.

Mistress was having company.

The in-person meeting was scheduled after the second feeding. A video conference would take place after the third. The final item on Tole’s agenda was just one word.

“Stars.”

After he bathed and dressed the Mistress, Tole sent the Whites assignments to add to the other Colors’ schedules. Those could be monitored easily by the cameras that sent live feed to the screens in the Mistress’s private office while Alpha worked on the jobs Tole delegated to him. The guest arriving for the private meeting with the Mistress was exclusively Tole’s task.

He sent the Greens with their pinks who were nearing graduation to the kitchen to prepare elegant finger food with a note to use the finest tea set. Two Blues were elated to see cleaning the Mistress’s private conference room as their duty. They’d never been allowed into her personal rooms before so Tole made sure the words “white glove” were highlighted. Two Golds would meet the guest at the entrance and escort her on the moving walkway to the conference room, make sure she was comfortable and afterward, they’d take her on the Academy tour she requested and Mistress granted.

The Mistress specified that the video meeting would take place in her suite. Even though Tole thought that was unusual, he never questioned it. After all, the task after that meeting was one word. Stars.

Tole put Alpha to work, then ran all the way to the room designated for the final graduation test. He’d never seen a class graduate before. Mistress kept him too busy to attend those sessions so Tole was eager to see how perfect sex slaves performed. When he arrived, the first thing he saw was a floor-length heavy curtain with hip-level round cutouts. A set of pink-netted organs protruded through each hole.

The Mistress beckoned him to walk the line with her. One by one, she unlocked the nets, manipulated penises, slapped testicles and listened to their muffled reactions from behind the curtain. Then she walked the line in the opposite direction.

This time, she focused on the Greens who were on their knees next to the penis and testicles they trained. Tole saw their apprehensive faces. This was as much an evaluation of their work as it was of the finished products. No wonder they looked worried.

“Have the Blues start,” she said to Tole.

He didn’t see any Blues so they could be only in one place. He darted behind the curtain, called out, “Begin!” and watched them lubricate the pinks on trial. They weren’t gentle. Their owners wouldn’t be, either. The pinks grunted when the Blues’ fingers reached deep inside and rubbed pink cream everywhere and finally, drew semicircles between their cheeks with just enough showing to verify that each was done.

The head Blue said, “Implant.”

The pinks growled when electronic plugs were driven into them but the shrieks they made when the Mistress turned them on were deafening. Tole nodded and returned to the Mistress’s side.

The Greens’ faces were grim as she walked by the jiggling organs, tapping an electric prod on some, pricking others with a studded glove or simply slapping a few to evaluate their reactivity.

She paused to survey the line of wiggling penises. Behind the curtain, pinks were jostling desperately to withstand the torture without begging it to stop. By graduation day, the pinks learned that pleading got them nowhere and if they even tried, they’d wind up in a punishment room, then sent for intense retraining. They’d all experienced punishment during their stay at the Academy and not one wanted to go through it again.

They held their tongues and suffered. They had a much bigger goal, the same one that flooded every pink’s thoughts. Tole insisted Alpha made sure that even the pinks learned to keep that goal in the forefront.

Insertion. Serving the women who sent them to the Academy well enough to earn insertion.

The Mistress pointed to a penis and said, “Acceptable.”

The Green kneeling next to those organs ran behind the curtain, yanked his pink’s penis and testicles through the hole and dragged him to the Mistress for his permanent ring and net. The trainee stared at the sparkling ring in her hands, spread his legs and wept when he heard it snap shut.

She approved them one by one, netted the graduates and sent them to delivery. Except one. Even Tole was impressed by that penis’s size as much as he was by the testicles that hung down from it. They’d obviously been well used.

The Mistress told that Green to bring his pink to her. He ran behind the curtain and dragged his trainee to her feet.

“Present,” he said.

The last student in the training class dropped his hands to the floor, spread his legs and displayed his ass as he’d been taught. She reached into her robe’s pocket and pulled out a permanent marker.

The Green gasped when he saw it. Tole was mystified.

She had Tole pull the cheeks apart and drew a big “M” fully across the inside.

“Well done,” she said to the Green. “Take him to delivery.”

When they were alone, she said, “Advanced work.”

Tole didn’t need an explanation. One day, he imagined, he’d see that pink again. When he did, his net would likely be Green.

-=o=-

Tole checked in with Alpha, then inspected the conference room where the Blues were nearly done cleaning. He examined every inch of the white carpet, checked for dust on chair backs and scrutinized the tea service setting. The Blues’ eyes never veered from what Tole was reviewing and when he nodded, they sank to their knees in gratitude.

“Expect insertion,” he said and added, “if the Mistress approves.”

They hugged his ankles, then ran to their next chores. Busses with the new class were approaching and the Blues were assigned to the conveyor belt. They trained for months to take care of entry, the first and most powerful experience the new pinks had ever undergone. It set the tone for their training.

They’ll appreciate it later, Tole thought, recalling his trip into darkness when that woman brought him here to give to the Mistress.

Alpha signaled Tole’s tablet that the guest’s limo was close and the Golds were in place to welcome her. The timing was critical. She would ride the moving walkway at the same time the new class was hauled in. The Mistress specified that the guest would watch their entry while she rode on the walkway.

Tole was instructed to meet her at the conference room door, dismiss the Golds, escort her inside and see to her comfort.

He watched the monitors so closely, he waved Alpha away when he was ready to give his report and sent him to supervise the Golds. Tole knew exactly how many steps it took to get to the door to greet the guest. When the Golds stepped off the walkway, he took 12 long strides. She appeared seconds later.

Tole steeled his face so she couldn’t see his surprise.

“Still wearing that net?” she said. Her sarcasm was obvious.

Tole pulled his shoulders back, pushed his chest out and said, “This way.” He didn’t offer his arm. That belonged to the Mistress.

He held the chair for her and waited by the Mistress’s empty one. The woman gestured him to come closer. He had no choice. She was the Mistress’s guest and he was told to make her comfortable.

“Let’s see that up close,” she said and reached for his net. Tole didn’t think; he instinctively took a step back.

“Bad boy, you should be punished.”

Tole closed his eyes and held his breath. No one touches her property, he remembered the Mistress saying. Especially not her. If he was sent to a punishment room, he was ready to suffer the consequences.

The door swooshed open. “Debbie! So nice to see you again.” They shared air kisses but the Mistress held her by her arms and said, “NEVER touch my property.”

Debbie laughed and retook her seat. Tole held the Mistress’s chair and knelt at her side. It was his place, one he’d suffer anything to keep, even a trip to the punishment room. They chatted about her husband, Ron, an Academy graduate who’d been marked for advanced training like the one Tole saw earlier. Debbie wanted to send Ron for even more specialized training, the sooner the better. She came with a list of skills she wanted Ron to learn. Whatever it took or how much it cost was fine with her.

But that wasn’t what she was invited to discuss.

The subject was the failed Platinum. The one the Mistress put up for sale. The one she sold to this woman.

“You paid top dollar for him and you’ve owned him for a while,” the Mistress said, pausing to sip tea. Tole knew what she was really doing. The Mistress cleverly let her guest take the next step without revealing her own agenda.

Debbie took a small bite of a cinnamon sweet roll, chewed slowly and said, “He’s been useful. Ron finally keeps the house in perfect shape after he put him through a month of spot inspections. I’ve made use of him at work as well. Tony beams when I have him on my calendar. Those two are… entertaining.”

The Mistress smiled and sipped her tea.

“Tony’s wife thought the short video clip I sent was so hilarious, she put him in an overnight expander and warned him if it ever slipped below a ten, she’d put a KTB on him again. You know, you may have to add an 11 to that scale.” Debbie grinned.

The Mistress sipped tea.

Tole knew he had a lot more work to do on his own ass. The last score he got was only a nine. If that boy, Tony, was a consistent ten, Tole was determined to outdo him. Maybe Alpha had an idea he could…

That thought was interrupted by what the guest said next.

“Remember what I said about his hands? That they were clumsy? Well, he certainly needed more work on that. I asked my friends if they were willing to be given orgasms but only if they agreed to provide feedback. I invited five, got five fast yesses. His instructions were to use only his hands and if he didn’t do an acceptable job, he was looking at serious punishment.”

The Mistress placed her cup on the saucer and leaned forward. She still hadn’t said anything but the guest saw her interest so she continued the story.

“The first was, well, meh. Sure, she came but it took too long. It took so much time, she was actually criticizing him while he was supposed to be making her speechless. What a poor performance! Before I let him start on the second one, I attached a prod to one of his testicles. It wasn’t coming off until he did a better job. His face was comical; we all laughed but at least that time he earned a three.”

The Mistress frowned. Tole knew threes were unacceptable. Any pink who got that low a score spent a full day suffering his Green’s paddle on his ass until he got consistent fives.

Debbie went on. “The third was decent. The fourth a little better. But the fifth? When he couldn’t make her finish, I had to do something serious. I mean, what boy, what graduate of your Academy can’t make five women come?”

Tole held his breath. The guest’s criticism of one of Mistress’s products offended him.

The Mistress asked calmly, “What did you do?”

“I banded his ball.”

The Mistress stared at her. Tole held his breath. The guest laughed.

“Don’t worry. He’s still got two, at least for now. But he has certainly improved!”

The Mistress grinned and said, “Debbie, I knew you were the right owner for him! Even he knew.”

When she wrapped her arm around Tole’s shoulders and the shock ran through him, he learned an important lesson. The Mistress owned every bit of him and she could take any part she wanted if he didn’t perform up to her expectations. At the very least.

The last task on his schedule, the one after the video conference, took on new meaning. Just one word.

“Stars.”

If he wanted to keep both balls, he’d have to do better than that.


Chapter 26

Voices

THE MISTRESS HAD dinner sent to her suite with updated instructions for Tole’s diet. He didn’t ask what was changing. The Mistress had been right every time so there was no reason to think she wouldn’t be this time. Food wasn’t important to him anymore. His appetite was for her, pleasing her beyond what she expected. The taste of her fingers or her toes in his mouth. The lavender he inhaled when he was close to her. That filled him.

She looked pleased with the honey glazed salmon and when she told him he could eat, Tole downed the chicken marsala dutifully. The tall stack of fresh vegetables was crisp with just enough butter to make them glisten. The Mistress rarely engaged in conversation with him during in-suite dinners but she did that evening.

“The video call. It concerns you.”

Tole put his fork down, trying to imagine what video call could possibly be about him. Unless the Mistress was telling him that she had someone she was giving him to, like that other woman gave him to the Mistress. No, he agonized, don’t give me away. I’ll do better. I’ll do more than better…

“It will be what it will be,” she said.

Tole felt so sick inside, he fought the nausea that threatened to retch up from his gut. Not here, not at her table, not…

A sharp jolt to his net pushed those thoughts out of his mind. He swallowed the bile in his mouth, tried to sip water but she reached for his hand. “Be here,” she scolded. “Later will take care of itself.”

Properly admonished, Tole sat back in his chair. His shoulders slumped. His chin fell on his chest. He felt like a misbehaving child who had just been spanked. Hard.

“Stand up!” the Mistress ordered.

He jumped to his feet and stood silently on the white carpet. The jolt she sent into his net was stronger than any he’d felt before. A shriek flew out of his mouth before he realized it came from him.

“Straight!” she demanded. Two more brutal shocks elicited a loud screech. He struggled to straighten his back. Lifting his head was excruciating but it was nothing compared to what she did next.

She grabbed the net with both hands, squeezed and sent a series of shocks into it that were so severe, they were beyond his ability to stay on his feet. Tole collapsed into a quivering mass on the white carpet, grunting wildly like a wounded animal.

Then the pain stopped.

The Mistress said, “Finish your dinner.”

He tried to shake off the insanity that filled his head as he crept back to his chair. This was his last meal with her. The last time he’d inhale her scent. The last time she’d let him take her above the stars. There was nothing for him except the Mistress. When she expelled him like garbage, he wouldn’t have anything to live for.

Tole stopped in mid-thought, felt his heart beat and listened to the ghostly voices of his ancestors.

NO! Not again! NEVER again!

Damnit, Tole thought, this isn’t just a thing. It’s a hell of a lot more than that. It’s not just my life.

It’s hers, too.

With or without her, I will be alive and that’s the only damned thing that matters, Tole thought. It felt like he was shouting.

The Mistress reached for his hand. He touched hers, then picked up his fork and finished the chicken marsala. It was tasty.

-=o=-

The video call filled the wide monitor on the long wall in the Mistress’s suite. She sat on the white throne on the platform with Tole at her side, on his feet, his head high and back straight.

When the big “A” icon faded, he saw her. The woman who rescued him, who made the hell he had to suffer to be where he was right now. He felt surprisingly peaceful.

The Mistress spoke first. “You were right.”

The woman, the one her property called Ms. Amity, smiled and said, “I usually am about things like this.” She added, “Let’s have a look at him.”

“Happy to show him off,” the Mistress said, pointing in front of her. Tole took two confident steps forward, raised his arms and turned slowly.

“You’ve done a lot with him. Bulked him up in the right places. How’s he doing with the important things?”

Tole returned Amity’s grin when the Mistress said, “Better than I expected. Especially that part about the stars.”

The two women shared a knowing laugh. “There are four men with me who’d like to speak to him,” Amity said.

The Mistress nodded and said, “Go ahead.”

Tole watched as the camera turned. A familiar face filled the screen.

“Are you good, Sir?” Gage asked tentatively.

Tole’s voice was strong when he said, “Better than good.”

Just like soldiers to put a lifetime of questions into three words and “Sir” doesn’t count, Amity thought and grinned.

The next face looked more serious. Quinn said, “Glad to see you’re keeping up with your workouts.”

Tole returned his serious look. “Gunny, I owe you.”

Quinn nodded. Tole didn’t wait for a second question and said, “You made me better. Add it to your morning list.”

Marines like Quinn don’t cry. But they do tear up, Amity thought.

No one had to tell Tole who would be next. He felt it. Zayn didn’t say a word but Tole did.

“You told me to look for it. I found it. The beginning.”

Zayn closed his eyes, reached one hand toward the camera and whispered, “Yes, you did. And you will.”

Even though he didn’t understand what Zayn meant, Tole knew he would in time. One thing Zayn taught him was that beginnings are much more than a one-time thing.

There was only one left. Tole had a list of questions to ask him but didn’t get the chance. They were all answered in a single, short sitrep from an off-camera voice he knew well.

“Took ‘em all out,” her Cop said.

Tole stared at the blank screen, too nervous to ask the question he was anxious to hear answered. He was safe. Were the others who were trapped in that hell safe, too?

He didn’t have to ask. Her Cop said, “Rescued. Rehabilitated. Repatriated.”

Tole let out the breath he was holding and tried to say thank you but the words didn’t come. He stood there, relieved but so overcome the Mistress took over the conversation when the camera swung back to Amity.

“I’m glad you got in touch. I wanted you to see him, more than what he looks like. The things that please me more every day. You put a lot of work into him. It was time well spent.”

“My pleasure,” Amity said. “Just one more thing and I’ll let you get back to Academy things. Debbie emailed that a new class arrived today, so I’m sure you’re busy. That net. I saw it the night I gave him to you. It’s still there.”

The Mistress had Tole fetch a box on a nearby table and made him turn and face the wall. She lifted the top and held up a shiny object to the camera. Amity eyed it and said, “Lovely.”

All Tole saw was the white wall inches from his eyes.

Then Amity added, “I’ve heard about insertion, but I’ve never seen one.”

“I’ll send you video of his first. It was quite remarkable.”

Tole listened to the women discussing plunging a long, custom-fitted plug deep in his ass like it was everyday chitchat. They talked about his fitting and how she massaged his belly and ass to create the extra-long handle; the fallen Gold who applied the post-insertion cream; the racket he made on the swing; and the huge way he flung himself to jam it all the way inside.

“One more thing,” the Mistress said. “I’m indebted to you and I always repay my friends who do such nice things for me. Would you like one of my perfect sex slaves?”

Amity laughed. “I have four, thanks. You don’t owe me anything except one thing. It’s actually much more than a thing. Keep him. Keep him safe. He’s worth his weight in…”

The Mistress interrupted before Amity could say the last word.

“Platinum.”

They laughed, waved au revoir and ended the call. Tole retook his place next to the Mistress. She smiled and said, “Are you man enough to take me there?”

Tole didn’t have to think twice. “Mistress, I am always ready for whatever you want. I always will be. You own all of me.”

“Yes, I do,” she said, “and I always will.”


Epilogue

Chapter 27

The Stars

WHEN THE MISTRESS was too utterly exhausted to have Tole take her even higher than he did minutes ago for the third, fourth or however many times he did that evening, he sat on the edge of her bed, relishing the soft satin sheets consoling his red, welted cheeks. It had to have been hours since the Mistress’s video call with the woman who rescued him and his short, reassuring conversations with the four men she owned, three exclusives and the Gunny. Tole was physically depleted but if the Mistress wanted one more trip above the stars, he would absolutely take her there.

Every minute of that night was its own beginning.

Tole tried to untangle how he felt. He wasn’t used to delving into his feelings; after all, the Mistress kept him so busy, he didn’t have time to think about himself, except that moment that gripped his gut during dinner when he thought she was putting him up for sale or worse, throwing him out with the rest of the garbage.

Just like he’d done with that incompetent head Gold. Like Alpha had done with real garbage for five horrifying years.

Sitting on the bed’s edge, Tole knew he’d done more than his job but that moment of fear during dinner returned. He’d led men into battle. Survived hell and slogged back into the light. Reorganized the Mistress’s Academy to produce more perfect products more frequently. Boosted the Colors’ morale so much they worked like a well-oiled team.

He even got better prices on the bulk orders for oil and creams with Alpha’s incisive look into past invoices.

Tole thought he’d left fear behind. It turned out to be a much more pervasive thing than he imagined. And much harder to deny.

The Mistress stirred. Her hand reached out and he pressed it on his chest. Even after what he’d worked tirelessly to give her, her groans of pleasure confirming her joy, her touch still excited him. The room was comfortably warm but Tole shivered when her fingers walked down his torso and landed at his ring.

Her ring. Her net. Her body to use.

Tole was bursting with the kind of joy he never imagined he’d ever feel again. Even more, he didn’t want to be with any other who or in a different where. Tole’s struggle was with the when.

When could he be sure? What would it take for him to shed the fear that one day, everything he wanted and had might be ripped away?

He knew he could and would survive it but he’d never be this happy again. Quinn was right; making men better was worth living for. Gage was right; it was all about honor. Zayn was right; every moment is a beginning. Even that Cop was right; rescuing good men and taking out evil ones makes the world better.

His ancestors told him the blood in his veins flowed through his warrior’s heart. It wasn’t a part of him. It was who and what he was.

But there was that one, haunting fear he couldn’t shake.

The Mistress’s hand was gripping what was inside the net she locked on him. The only thing Tole wanted to feel was her magic touch, not the damned fear. He breathed in her scent so deeply, he could taste lavender.

Tole sat on the edge of the bed all night. He didn’t want to disturb her dreams or worse, move her hand from his net.

Her net.

-=o=-

Morning was defined as when the Mistress woke up. If the sun was shining or clouds dropped rain, it didn’t matter to Tole or to any of the Colors or even the pinks in the Academy. He felt the Mistress begin to wake and his only regret was that she’d loosen her grip, sending him back to the beginning of wanting her touch so badly, he’d take on every challenge she threw at him and succeed beyond her expectations.

Just so she’d touch him again. Or whip his ass like she did last night. Or demand a trip even higher above the stars.

His tablet told him what to do. After bathing and dressing her, he retreated to her private office to make sure everyone was fed, training was in full force and the Colors had performed their duties. Then he added today’s goal, a habit he now enforced daily. A new training method the Blues would test before handing it over to the Greens. A streamlined way to turn pinks out faster without sacrificing even one skill. Food orders that reduced packaging. He kept a list of what he’d made better, from men to recycling.

The flash on his tablet caught Tole’s attention, triggering his hope that the Mistress was summoning him. There was no icon to tap, only a room for him to report to with a one-word note.

“Immediately.”

Tole waited testily for the door to open, ran down the corridor and turned at the hub. He was so laser focused on getting there as fast as he could, he didn’t think about the destination.

He counted doors, stopped at the seventh to catch his breath before laying his palm on the eighth. The door opened and he walked in to total darkness.

After two steps, Tole tried to get his bearings but was sightless in the blackness. He knew better than to stumble around unknown territory; he’d been taught to use his other senses to get his bearings. He stood still, shut his eyes and listened.

Nothing. No sounds except breathing.

He didn’t smell lavender. He stretched out his arms, turned in a slow circle but felt nothing. Even his mouth was dry. Five senses offered nothing. He had only one option left.

Tole let his muscles relax, breathed in through his nose and out his mouth, forcing himself to feel — to sense — if someone else was in the darkness with him.

Words filled his brain. Words he’d heard before. “You are safe… you are safe…”

And the words he’d said. “You own me.”

Tole knew who was in the room. He said a single name.

“Zayn.”

Tole walked slowly toward where he knew Zayn had to be. Kneeling, his forehead against a wall, meditating silently. The intensity grew with each step, confirming he was headed in the right direction. As he neared the wall, his other senses kicked in. He heard Zayn’s breathing. Inhaled his scent. When he reached down, he touched Zayn’s shoulder.

“Why are you here?” Tole whispered. A flash of fear coursed through him. Was Zayn sent to take him back to that other woman? Was he destined to be one of her rentals, sent to satisfy clients’ fantasies? Was the Mistress giving him back to her like a piece of clothing that didn’t fit?

Zayn grasped Tole’s arms and pulled him to his knees. He laid his hands on Tole’s belly, worked one hand up and the other down and back again. They met at Tole’s net.

“Power,” Zayn said, “and fear.”

If two words could have summed up who Tole was and what he was feeling, those did. Zayn gripped the net tighter. Tole felt his insides empty of everything except the hands wrapped around his net. The Mistress’s net. Her controller. Her ownership.

“The second video call,” Zayn said.

Tole was surprised that the Mistress contacted his rescuer privately. Then he remembered that he merely attends her. The Mistress does what she does without explanation to anyone, apparently including him. He knew she was always right yet he assumed the second conversation concerned him.

This time, Tole was right.

Tantric guides like Zayn rarely need words. They just do.

He pushed Tole back, laid him on the floor and explored every part of his body with his hands. From time to time, he inhaled sharply then blew the air out almost soundlessly. Tole felt like he was being opened, his insides exposed, his hopes and joy on full display. That wasn’t what Zayn was there to uncover and he’d stop at nothing to make Tole see it. Touch it. Admit it.

Time didn’t matter in that dark room. “As long as it takes,” he told his owner when she asked if he could do it.

Tole felt like his skin was being ripped off and every secret he’d ever kept, many even from himself, was laid bare. How much he craved what those men she rented him to did to him years ago. How he wanted more so much he made stupid decisions that landed him in that damned torture in Thailand. How desperately he wanted to kill himself. How agonizing it was to escape only to homelessness and the degradation he felt when that new woman who kept him sold him at the auction.

Worst of all was losing his honor. He’d failed to live up to his warrior heritage. How much he wanted to end it all until he woke up in a dark room where Ms. Amity made him fight every minute of every day to see the light beyond the door that was right in front of him the whole time.

Then years of living nightmares were over when a voice said, “You are safe.” For the first time in so long, Tole believed he was.

That voice that said those words was in the room with him now.

“No man has ever worked harder to earn the treasure you hold in your hands,” Zayn said. “You are scared you don’t deserve it.”

Tole’s groans broke the silence but Zayn ignored him.

“You were a warrior.”

Tole bristled at the accusation. “I AM A WARRIOR!” he shouted.

“Not yet,” Zayn whispered. “But you can be. It’s your choice.”

One of the most difficult choices Tole ever made was which salad dressing he wanted when Zayn’s owner insisted he join her at her table for dinner. She had to teach him he was allowed to make choices after being caged like an animal, forced to eat whatever they threw on the floor of his cell. He had no choices back then.

But that wasn’t his when anymore. His when was now, the elation of her touch was now, the magic of her scent filled his brain now.

“I want now!” Tole insisted.

Zayn smiled in the darkness and said, “Open the door.”

Tole felt his hand reach for a handle but before he opened that door, he reached back and slammed the one behind him shut.

-=o=-

The Colors were lined up at the observation windows, staring down at the rainbow net standing proudly on a raised platform, turning in slow circles. There was something different about him but none could pinpoint what that was.

The Mistress walked in and the Colors dropped to their knees. She beckoned her new head Gold who carried a shiny box in his hands that glistened under the lights. She tapped a button and Tole’s rainbow net fell to the white tile floor.

The Colors were so shocked, they flattened themselves against the glass in disbelief.

She unlocked the ring and tossed it across the small room. Tole didn’t flinch then or when she held his organs with both hands and squeezed hard enough to make most men groan. He didn’t make a sound.

Tole wasn’t most men.

She’d seen flickers of his aura the day he was given to her but the glow he radiated since Amity’s boy met with him was as bright as the sun. Especially at night in her suite when she all she had to say was, “Stars.”

The platinum net attached to the permanent platinum ring she locked behind his penis fit perfectly. It would stay there from now on. Where, who, and when were no longer questions because Tole had the answer.

He knelt, looked up at the Mistress — his Mistress — and said, “I am your warrior.”

She held his face and felt the wave run through him, right into her hands.

Time was meaningless. Forever had just begun.
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