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Chapter One

Muffin Brown Aspires

My hand rises and I find my fingers rubbing the finely polished bars of steel. The sense of permanency such a bulwark confers brings goose bumps. As I know after the many weeks, that which is placed inside will never be released... not without my acquiescence and then only under my direction. I can feel the sense of empowerment the well crafted cage of metal bestows. Though age 23, I feel as excited as a young girl at a birthday party. 

In training class, the confinement enclosures were of wood, designed to replicate the conditions without the expense. After all, no one would attempt escape during training class. Therefore cheap wooden dowels were used to fabricate replicas of the hardened steel in order to facilitate practice in feeding, handling and caring for that placed within.

“It does imbue one with an arousing sense of governance, does it not? I felt the same when my first tour began.”

I turn my head to the room’s entranceway, a solid door of equally imposing metal, to see that an enormous woman of some forty years has been observing my state of reverie. Whereas I would normally feign some degree of innocence, perhaps even blush, when someone suggested that thoughts of authority could instill arousal, I instead smile devilishly. After all, I know the woman is one of us... one of the many employed by the Penance Corporation of America who thrill with the notion of governance.

“I’m Peggy Blakely, the warden,” she smiles warmly in extending her hand.

“Muffin Brown,” I courteously reply in offering my hand in return.

“So you’ll have an even dozen,” Peggy remarks in counting the stacks of cages. “The thought of so many may overwhelm at first, but it will take a few days to fill each cage. And just remember your training. It encompasses all a girl needs to know about handling our guests... the truculent male.”

She smiles confidently and with her aura of superiority and knowledge, I feel even more of a joyous glow in contemplating my new employment.

“You’re young and cute, Muffin. With the new prisoners, in the beginning that will be a detriment. But as you’ve learned in training class, your charms will over time very much aid them in embracing subordination.”

I nod, the training thoroughly taking us through the steps which result in complete capitulation, the unwritten goal of the Penance Corporation of America. I recall the instructor’s opening words...

“We could care less about penance, ladies. Don’t let the name confuse you. We want profits. The state pays us fifty dollars per day per prisoner. Thus any amount spent on food and care comes out of potential profits... which affects the bottom line and which affects the stock price.”

That got everyone’s attention. Frankly, the pay level at the Penance Corporation of America is drearily parsimonious. The offer of stock ownership in a publicly traded corporation and the right to buy more, is what drove me and the cadre of other trainees to accept employment. Increased profits equals increased stock price equals more remuneration.

“So forget about eliciting penance. We want quiet, docile prisoners who very nicely lounge about, sleeping and eating while the state government remits to us a sizable monthly check. Troublesome prisoners incur costs. Docile prisoners bring money. And remember, this notion of parole and early release diminishes the bottom line. Once indoctrinated, we prefer the prisoner just remain forever. Think of each inmate as an annuity...”

I listened raptly to the lecture and wondered if the government authorities had any real inkling as to how and why a private corporation could hold prisoners more cheaply than the government and without mishaps such as violent acts or occasional escape.

It seemed that no one asked. Therefore one by one, state run prisons have closed, and the Penance Corporation of America has constructed more and more facilities. The stock price steadily rises.

Costs are everything, so I learned. And to control costs, one needed to control the prisoners. And that’s how I have spent much of the time in the last eight weeks of training.

“What’s your background? You appear quite athletic.”

I beam with pride when Peggy notes the results of feverish endeavor in track and field during my formative years. Though only five foot six, the shortest girl in my training class, I am sure it was my well muscled form that the recruiters found attractive. Handling males, I was to learn in class, can be physically daunting.

“Ran quite a bit. Mid distances. Some soccer in the fall.”

“I did the discus and javelin... many years ago,” the imposing Peggy rejoins, her size more in line with the other trainees and handlers.

“Education?”

“Bachelor’s in psychology with a number of courses in phys ed.”

“Yes, that always attracts the recruiters... academic knowledge of the mind and body,” Peggy knowingly smiles. 

“Well here you’ll receive a more practical education. I’m going to transfer in a couple of the long term prisoners to start you out. They won’t overwhelm. Gentle as lambs. Then after a few days I’ll assign a new prisoner or two. Those will be challenges... but ones which women like us enjoy.”

She grins evilly, apparently picturing me indoctrinating a new arrival. This brings a smile to me as well... along with a tremor between my thighs. It that moisture forming?   

“Peggy, what about the special release requests? Not much detail in training class. I found it contrary to the overall goal, letting the prisoner out for other than exercise.”

Eight weeks of class ended with an aside comment from the instructor, suggesting that from time to time some prisoners will be temporarily released from their cages and that handlers should merely sign the papers and offer bathing when returned. The other trainees shrugged off the comment. For me it stirred curiosity.

The brow of the large woman knits as she searches for words.

“You’ll have a better understanding over time, Muffin. But two things should satiate your interest for now. One, such special requests serve to enhance the profits. And two, you’ll find the prisoner easier to handle upon return... which also enhances the profits.”

Once again, if the government authorities ever realized that the motivation for every procedure undertaken at the Penance Corporation of America was by sparked greed, I wonder what the reaction would be.   

“I leave you to acclimate yourself. I suggest familiarizing yourself with the equipment. Make sure you have your key... and check the batteries...”

She turns to leave, reciting the caution that ended every training class. Indeed I raise my left hand where the complicated modified cattle prod gently rests within my grasp. The power indicator suggests it is fully charged. After all, I have only used it once in training on some poor prisoner who was thoroughly bound in the middle of the classroom while each new girl applied a moderate shock. Yes, I recall the trembling flesh of number 062705’s naked buttocks as girl after girl applied her prod.

We giggled endlessly as he writhed with the suffering. The reaction of we girls was quite telling.

Peggy steps out and I move to the cabinets, stocked with that which is required to bind and discipline those in need of behavior modification. Nylon wrist and ankle cuffs are abundant, lined with softness for long term comfort. My training suggests hourly release from such for new arrivals, extending to three hour intervals for those more acclimated to the drudgery of long term bondage. A drawer contains water bottles. Designed to hang from the bars of the cage, the plastic cylinders resemble canisters found within the abodes of small pet animals. 

Another drawer is filled with clamps of all sizes and shapes. The serrated teeth of some bring more goose bumps. Two cans of Sterno imbue the capability to heat the nasty implements. I can’t imagine a troublesome prisoner taking too many before the intense pain breaks the will and brings complete supplication.

On the wall adjacent to the cabinets are plumbing fixtures with hoses attached. It is suggested that the stacks of cages, occupants included, be hosed daily with more elaborate individual cleansing afforded weekly. In the corner is the strange toilet where I will supervise bowel movements. Such will come with release from the cage for daily exercise. The fixture is really nothing more than a sizable hole in the tiled floor with a flush handle. Under our auspices, prisoners evacuate their bowels more like a canine than a human. The resulting humiliation is intended. As my training dictates, we break a man both physically and mentally at the Penance Corporation of America.

Sitting in a corner, conspicuous as the only real furniture within the four walls of concrete, is a chair. Simple, though appearing quite comfortable with leather covered foam, it juxtaposes wickedly against the cold impersonal steel that will hold my charges. I imagine it is where I will wile away the hours when not exercising, cleansing or tormenting. I idle to the front and feel a brief frisson of delight in surveying the shape of the seat. Nicely padded, there is an indentation carved into the front edge that can, and I suspect will, accommodate the neck of a kneeling supplicant. As I envision a hooded cranium propped between my knees, the thought brings more moisture.

Yes, there are rewards other than stock ownership at the Penance Corporation of America.

I return to the pile of cages. Each cage is the size and shape of a coffin, though somewhat longer. Those with claustrophobia can be challenged by the confinement. Thus the collection of bars is left open... top, bottom, sides and ends... providing both merciful airiness and cruel access to all a prisoner holds dear. The bottom cage is propped up on wooden blocks some four or five inches above the tile floor allowing excretions to drain freely from above.

There are two rows, side by side, three high. Abutting these, accessible from the other side of the room, is a similar two by three stack. A total of 12 cages will imprison ‘guests’ in a room the size of which would normally not house more then four prisoners in a government run institution. Yet the pile, reaching some seven or eight feet, can go higher. It is only because of my inexperience that I will initially supervise only twelve. 

The limited use of space is just one of the many efficiencies that leads to the vast profits of the Penance Corporation of America. 

There is a movable ramp to be slid about when opening a cage door and allowing the prisoner to crawl out. Since they remain caged either prostrate or supine, crawling is the operable word. At some two and a half feet in height, the cage does not permit a prisoner to stand. There is barely room to bend the knees and draw up the feet.

The many, many hours of confinement with minimal movement make release time quite the welcomed respite... and it is time that I control. Thus amongst those that have spent some time in incarceration, I can expect that the desire to be released will result in absolute obedience. Amongst the newer arrivals... well that’s when I will earn my pay.

All seems to be in order as I hear commotion outside the door. Within a moment an experienced handler steps through the formidable steel door, held open by a chain.

“Got your first guest, Muffin. Meet 122299.”

It is an experienced handler by the name of Nancy. She assisted in conducting the training class and her cool demeanor in handling the naked male impressed. With a firm tug the leash in her right hand tightens and I indeed meet 122299 as he crawls through the doorway.

The six digit identifying number is the date of incarceration, therefore I know that my crawling charge has been under our ‘care’ or that of the government since December 22, 1999... seven years.

In responding instantly to tugs and commands, the affect of his long term of confinement becomes evident. He endeavors to please and actually appears somewhat eager to be brought to his new cage. When so enclosed it is difficult to earn the wrath of a handler... something to be avoided.

“Let’s put him on the top, Nancy,” I cheerily suggest in pushing the ramp in place. 

The high tech key dangling on a slim chain around my neck is used to trigger the cage door. It easily springs open, the electronics reacting only to my thumb print. If stolen or lost the key will not do a prisoner any good... only earn him punishment for possessing it.

I stand aside as 122299 gingerly follows the leash, crawling with a combination of speed and caution. Though otherwise completely naked, 122299 is hooded and blinded. The tough synthetic leather-like covering envelops the entire head down to the neck where it attaches to a thicker collar of similar material. There is a large opening for the mouth and nose. A rectangular patch, adhering to the hood by way of Velcro, covers the eyes and can be removed. 

Metal clanks metal as 122299’s hands, knees and feet negotiate the ramp. Nylon wrist and ankle cuffs are tethered together with chains to inhibit extended motions of the hands and feet. Thus 122299 crawls utilizing little baby steps that serve to enhance both his humiliation and sense of being under complete control. 

“Ok, sweet cheeks, turn toward the sound of my voice like a good boy. Lower your buttocks and crawl backwards.”

122299 obeys. The height of the cage prevents him from remaining upright on all fours. The height is so limited that he must hunch lower to fit within. Yet with his years of confinement he knows to scrunch down and shuffle backwards. Nancy unclips her leash and smiles.

“He’s all yours... ready to be secured and scanned.”

My heart leaps! My first toy. I clear my throat to issue my first command in as stentorian a voice as I can muster.

“Lie tummy down, slide so your feet are all the way back, wrists stretched over your head,” I command in swinging closed the cage door.

122299 complies, slithering to the far end. As stated, the coffin shaped cages are long. When his feet touch the furthest most vertical bars, he lies down. In stretching out his arms straight over his head he pushes his hands toward me and his wrists approach the cage door. I reach into the pocket of my uniformed skirt and remove the ubiquitous double ‘D’ clamps that I have carried since day one of training.

The right wrist is summarily secured to the vertical bars on my left... the left wrist to the bars on my right. The connecting chain is removed and returned to Nancy. I then move to the rear of the cage. Though it abuts the second pile of cages behind, there is no problem in reaching through the bars, clipping each ankle to adjacent bars and removing the connecting chain. 

122299 is thus secured to the bars within a locked cage. With the weeks of training, it requires less than a minute to have him summarily immobilized while remaining blindfolded. I move to look at his rump where there is tattooed his prison number... 122299. As my eyes are drawn to the male genitals, hanging between the bottom bars and invading the space of the empty cage below, that sense of moisture forming between my thighs heightens.

122299 is mine!.. as will eleven more soon be.

I hold the modified cattle prod to a metal disc attached to a piercing on 122299’s left hip. Data recorded on the disc is scanned into my prod. It is 122299’s entire history of confinement. His original conviction and sentence, his deportment while incarcerated, all punishments endured, his diet. A small display built within the expensive high tech prod allows me to read all I need to know to best confine and torment my charge.

“He thinks he’ll soon be released,” I note to Nancy in learning that his original ten year sentence is nearing consideration for parole.

Nancy laughs. 

“You know that won’t happen. Once we have the likes of him broken, keeping him nicely caged and bound is like money in the bank.”

I suppose I should feel sorry for our convicted rapist. He will never escape the clutches of the Penance Corporation of America. We all make too much money in keeping him here.

Meanwhile I note that the flaccid penis of 122299 begins to harden. Stretching him out can have that effect. I also know from our training classes and my abnormal psychology courses that there are those who react with a degree of priapism to authority that humiliates.

I reach out and coax further firmness. He’ll never again experience the ecstasy of orgasm... but I can bring him to frustrating proximity.

“If you like showing off for me, we’ll get along just fine,” I tease in an alluring voice, pulling on his pecker like a cow’s udder.

The hips begin to grind and when I sense noteworthy penile stiffness my hand moves to cradle the hairless scrotum. Pediculosis is always a concern with those in long term confinement, therefore hair is prohibited. New arrivals are deluged with powerful depilatory and delousing chemicals. I know from training class that before donning the black hood, 122299’s scalp was coated with a concoction to kill the hair follicles. Thus the tough synthetic leather covering serves more than one function.

With my tender touch abandoning his penis my naked toy squirms in frustration. I withdraw my hand, step back and a moan of disappointment comes. I suspect there will be many more such sounds of carnal dismay. I gaze at the naked and helpless prostrate form. 122299 looks to be in his late twenties, though the childlike glabrous body may cloak true age. I look to the scanner screen and note his birthday. He is indeed aged 31. I also note the designation ‘CS’.

“He sucks cock,” I note aloud in reaction to the cryptic acronym for ‘cocksucker’. 

Nancy laughs.

“I think you’ll find many do. It comes with the process of breaking their pride... I suppose an expression of resistance to the forced chastity... perhaps a form of misguided affection. It’s just one of the many reasons to keep them all well bound within the cages. Unless of course you want to be entertained....”

Nancy chortles with the suggestion that I permit, perhaps force, a display of male on male oral sodomy. And indeed the thought brings a smile. I imagine there will be many endless days together, just me and my dozen naked and bound charges, and boredom may indeed bring a quest for entertainment.

My free right hand glides along 122299’ s hairless torso to find a nipple. I tenderly tweak.

“Would you like to do that for me, 122299? Suck a nice fat cock. Make a fellow inmate happy and bring me a smile?”

My touch teases. Even useless male nipples can become quite sentient with the many, many months of denial. Just the process of securing 122299 to the bars brought tumescence, though I suspect being lead about on a leash kindled the process. The training classes were thorough and explicit in explaining the needs, wants and desires of those kept in long term confinement. Dealing with such and as cost effectively as possible are the goals of Penance Corporation of America. 

122299 does not reply. I suppose he is rather sheepish about conduct most males wish to keep secret. Yet his new found skill is permanently recorded on his metal disc and available for the entire staff to read. The moniker ‘CS’ will forever stay in his file.

Nancy departs. I stroll to the drawer with the water bottles, fill one and return to the upper cage to attach the canister to the side.

“Water is to your right, 122299,” I inform in grasping my charge’s hood and guiding his head so that mouth and lips find the small metal pipe that discharges the flow.

A tongue eagerly extends and alacritously presses against the little ball holding back the flow. The practiced action releases the refreshing liquid and prisoner 122299 drinks. I smile with childhood reminiscences of my pet hamster.


Chapter Two

By the end of my second day, the upper cages and two in the middle are occupied with transferred inmates. I find my warden, Peggy Blakely, to be correct about their comportment... gentle as lambs indeed. Having spent years blindfolded and secured to near complete immobility the time passes with my charges just lying about waiting for... well, I really do not know for what it is they await. Silence is the rule and I need not use the cattle prod to enforce it. So I sit in the special chair and read a book, refill an occasional water bottle, and shift their positions every two to three hours... basically rolling them from prostrate position to supine and vice versa and perhaps occasionally reattaching the wrists cuffs closer to the door to add to the slow torment of the stretched out posture.   

By mid morning boredom ensues and the built in timer in my high tech prod gratefully proclaims a change. It buzzes.

“Exercise time,” I pleasantly call out to the six annuities I have restrained well stretched out and prostrate in their confining steel enclosures.

Yes, the hooded heads bob in a combination of joy and apprehension... joy in knowing that limbs will mercifully be freed to move... apprehension in having to do so under my strict and demeaning tutelage.

I don latex gloves and open a glass jar of suppositories. I begin with 122299, reaching into his cage, parting his cheeks and slipping the gooey cylinder of glycerin into his rectum. He is helpless to resist and I take my time, my index and middle finger thrusting well past that tight purse string muscle and playfully wriggling within before withdrawing.

Yes, it’s quite the humiliating procedure. But these are the rules. In having the inmates so proximate, stacked atop one another seven to eight feet high, we must supervise bowel movements. Can’t have them soiling each other, the cages and the floor.

My key opens the cage door. I clip a leash to the thick neck collar and release all the double D clamps securing wrists and ankles. With the room door locked, tethering chains are not needed. He cannot run away, only face the debilitating shocks of my prod should he summon the fortitude to resist. And after seven years, he probably cannot formulate the resolve to do so. 

“Come,” I pleasantly coo in pulling on the leash.

122299 knows to lift himself to his haunches and respond to my tugs, gingerly rising to crawl low and slow and exit the confining cage. Yes, he is quite the lamb, offering no opposition whatsoever and finding his way onto the ramp where I direct him to turn and crawl down to the tiled floor.

Yes, once again I feel moisture within my loins, leading about a naked man on a leash arouses. We circle the stack of cages twice before I detect the telling pause. Not resistance, but instead just the effect of the suppository bringing the expected reaction in the bowels.

“Over here,” I direct with a renewed tug.

We approach the simple hole in the floor that serves as a toilet. Gloved hands push and poke until his backside is aligned. Then, to heighten the humiliation, I remove the blindfold. The Velcro yields quite easily and 122299 blinks in adjusting to the room light after many, many hours of darkness.

I stand to his side. My left hand, bearing the cattle prod, takes the leash and holds it high, forcing 122299 to crane his neck. With his vision improving he struggles to turn his head and look at the pretty young woman who controls all.  

I stoop and with my right hand find the male package, palm both penis and balls and draw such forward and up towards his lower belly, clearing the way so he can empty himself with a minimal of cleansing required thereafter. 

“Spread nice and wide and do your thing for me,” I encourage in words enunciated as would mother to child.

Again I feel him begin to harden with my touch. Peering at my curvy athletic form with blue eyes and blonde hair enhances the expected response of the forcibly chaste male. I find myself smiling evilly, kneading just enough to bring his neglected penis to complete stiffness, making his own anatomy add to his shame. 

He appears to be a dog humbly pausing from a vigorous hunt to answer natures call. Though I forcefully hold his head high, I know it would otherwise be hanging in disgrace, being made to show himself naked before a woman and performing such a lowly act. Still he completes his deed in ignominy and with the quick swipe of a handiwipe his period of exercise can resume. After two more laps, balls swinging with an erection pressed to his stomach, I lift with the leash to raise his head and torso, bringing the hands and arms of my charge off the floor. He sits upright on his knees like a dog begging for a treat, his sad eyes looking into mine like a punished puppy. His erection points skyward. I wonder when he was last able to touch it. 122299 is of moderate size... not large... not small. But ironically, what normally drives the male psyche no longer matters here at the Penance Corporation of America. The function of his phallus is now to amuse others, not himself. 

I laugh mockingly, smooth the menacing tip of the cattle prod up and down his shaft and watch him shudder in fear, having so many times felt the excruciating jolt of a domineering woman in control. Then I release the tension on the leash to lower him back to all fours. I return the rectangular patch, adhering it to his hood to blind him and then it’s back up the ramp and into the cage. End of the only form of respite he gets.

I secure 122299 in the prostrate position, which fully exposes his erection as it spears through the bars into the cage below. After clipping the wrist cuffs tight and high, forcing 122299 to lie arching his back, his forced posture appears that he is attempting to copulate with nothingness. I cruelly move to the end of the cage and reattach his ankle cuffs, raising his feet as well. His thighs no longer rest on the bars. It is a most awkward and uncomfortable position. Yet 122299 will hold it for me for a couple of hours without a word of complaint. As an experienced prisoner he knows my authority is not to be questioned or challenged.

Plus, his erection will remain frustratingly unruly for him... yet entertaining for me.

The suppository jar beckons for the next prisoner. As inmate number 053001 feels his cheeks being parted, I find that exercise time nicely breaks the monotony.

With six inmates under my tutelage, the bottom four cages are empty, reserved for new arrivals. In the curious hierarchy of our institution, those prisoners with seniority are confined to the higher cages. ‘Cattle prod bait’, as the new arrivals are whimsically referenced, begin their incarceration at the bottom and work their way up.


Chapter Three

I hear the electronic lock on the room door click. It swings open and Peggy Blakely enters, her left hand tightly gripping a leash. She smiles briefly in greeting then turns, lowers her right arm, cattle prod in hand, and utters a firm command.

“Come!”

Her laconic encouragement is followed by a pitiful howl as I surmise her prod has found its mark. With her years at the Penance Corporation of America I cannot imagine that she often misses.

Her large frame steps into the room and tugs briskly. Following her... hooded, blinded, naked and on all fours... is a new prisoner, tethering chains quite short, buttocks bearing the ink and bloated flesh of a recent tattooing. As more jolts bring compliance, the crawling form is brought before me, dragged as much as expending his own power.

I read the keloided numbers along with Peggy’s simultaneous recitation.

“112606. A little Thanksgiving present for you,” she announces in referencing the holiday eight days past.

Her sardonic introduction is accompanied by a tightening of her grip on the leash as her right hand moves behind the buttocks and jostles the hairless testicles with her cattle prod. Even a new prisoner knows not to offer resistance while his most precious male bits are so proximate and vulnerable to excruciating voltage.

“Settle!” comes a quieter but equally stern command.

As always, the deceiving expanse of hairless skin suggests youthfulness. I point my prod to the metal disk on his left hip where the girls in orientation have probably just pierced him. Onto the small screen comes the birth date. It reveals that I am to supervise the incarceration of a lad of 19 years. His crime, a string of convenience store robberies. His sentence, two years. Yet I know under our system he may never again see daylight.

Tsk. Tsk, I think to myself. So young. He will live a long life and become quite the annuity for the Penance Corporation of America.

“I didn’t do nothin’,” comes the diction of a street urchin from below.

I step back and smile. I have not heard an inmate talk in my five days of supervision. And his tone is so belligerent. I feel moisture in envisioning the process facing him.

“That does not matter, 112606. You’ll be treated the same as all of our other innocent guests here. We have many.”

I use a soothing, comforting voice. Peggy smiles at my sarcastic humor.

“I have just the cage for him, Peggy. Your arm must be tiring.”

I open for the first time one of the lower cages. Above in the middle cage is a very quiet but large 070704 and above that in the upper is 122299. Since my new arrival is not broken and has never before been caged, both Peggy and I stand by, pushing with our hands, issuing instructions and threatening with the cattle prods to force 112606 to lower himself and back into his confining new abode. Peggy’s strength comes in handy as a final maneuver a powerful hand pushes against the top of his hood and 112606 glides along the bottom steel bars until his feet meet the end bars. Double ‘D’ clamps attached to wrist and ankle cuffs quickly make him one with the cage and the tethering chains are removed.

“He’s all yours... break him,” the usually pleasant Peggy ominously hisses.

112606 must have offered quite the challenge in being brought from orientation. An irritated Peggy is in earnest with her succinct proclamation.

As with all my charges, the prostrate position has the male package dangling through the lower bars. Peggy stoops, spies the depilated scrotal sac and points with her prod.

“Enjoy your stay,” she hisses again, her finger pulling the trigger mechanism.

There comes a scream and the entire naked form of 112606 writhes in agony as Peggy applies a sizable jolt to the male’s most sensitive anatomy. She laughs at the animated reaction, gives me a silent hand signal of departure and leaves. Her final gesture while I am sure is partially vindictive, it also clears the way for me. I can now soothe and comfort and begin the psychological process of turning this street thug into one of our lambs... he who will earn the Penance Corporation fifty dollars per day... for a long, long time.

Meanwhile, as 112606 calms, he spews a filthy string of vulgarity, all grammatically strained and thoroughly graphic, describing and suggesting actions not really conceivable to the imagination.

Well, I can not let this deportment pass, lest my other charges muster similar temerity. Resistance costs money. The training offered at Penance Corporation of America encourages costs control. And I have a cabinet drawer with implements designed just for that.

I have learned that slow torment imbues the proper atmosphere. Quicker, less endurable pain can send a specific message.

We’ll start with slow, fostering a penchant to learn manners. Then I will teach manners.

In a lower cabinet drawer there is a small winch. Portable, sturdy despite its limited weight, propping it against the cage door of 112606 requires only moments. Rigging the wrist cuffs of my new charge to a strong rope is effortless. I then turn the crank and take up slack, check to assure that the ankle cuffs are well secured high to the end bars then pull up my comfortable stuffed chair.

“We’re going to have a little tête-à-tête, 112606. Except I’ll be doing most of the talking.” 

Another string of profanities suggests I am to do something unmentionable to myself. How vulgar!

My tongue clucks a rebuke as I release the double ‘D’ clamps attaching the wrist cuffs to the bars right and left. Then I quickly crank the finely geared winch to remove all slack and pull the hands toward me. It requires little effort on my part and despite the muscled resistance, I soon have the prostrate form of 112606 stretched more than he’d care to be stretched.

Words I never use nor care not to hear, transform to moans of agony as I slow the crank but maintain the building tension. Then as 112606 attempts to lift thighs and belly to ease the tension, the moans turn to yelps of outright pain.

Oh, I do feel wetness now. His form of communication becomes that which the other inmates use... gasps of breath spasmodically drawn between anguished cries. Yes, now we can talk.

“A rather simple form of a device termed ‘the rack’ in medieval times”, I lecture while stopping the crank.

“You’ll survive, 112606. In time I’ll grant some slack without bringing any dislocations to the shoulders, knees, and elbows. But you should understand the timing is mine to control. As a matter of fact, everything is mine to control.”

I am encouraged to hear the profanities change to inaudible entreaties... welcomed attempts to elicit mercy. But such are really not close to the goal of breaking the will. That takes much more time... and unfortunately for 112606, much more suffering. And then there is the overall protocol of silence, which he is breaking... whether uttering threats or pleas.

With the winch wedged against the formidable bars of the cage door, I set a lever to hold the crank and thus the tautness, rise from my chair and push it to the side of the cage. There, 112606’s stomach barely touches the bottom bars, the tight rope forcing his chest into the air. To the rear I have attached his ankle cuffs high which likewise forces his legs and thighs off the bottom bars. His back is therefore uncomfortably arched to add to the slow torment. I pause and once again think what a wonderful job I have attained. To think I get paid for this invigorating amusement.

“Now, let’s talk about proper comportment here at our facility.”

With that, I lean forward in my chair, slip my hand through the bars and under his hips to find the recently denuded genitals. Though he is nowhere near the level of denial endured by the more experienced inmates, I still detect a degree of randiness as my soft, warm feminine hand grasps that which the male normally seeks to have manipulated.

“You’re nicely sized, 112606. Unfortunately that means very little here.”

I begin a very sensual hand job, tenderly stroking and feeling firmness take root. Yes, despite the slow pain, the male still reacts, never letting pass a perceived opportunity to spew seed. Within a moment, 112606 is admirably stiff. His moans of suffering turn to moans of joy. And me... well the moisture turns to wetness.  

Overall, with the wrist and ankle cuffs transferring my induced tension to the ligaments of the arms and legs, my new charge is feeling the results of my weeks of training. A latent penchant has been awakened, stirring a psyche that has always had little regard for male comfort. How the recruiters knew of my proclivity for imparting pain and humiliation on the male gender I will never know. But here I am, thoroughly enjoying myself while 112606 slowly suffers.... mentally and physically. He really does not want to be erect... does not want to display himself so degradingly. Yet he really has no choice. I govern in this little chamber of concrete. And if I want a man to show me his swollen penis, then he will do so. And 112606 is rapidly learning such.

Sensing near climax my stroking hand smoothes down the shaft to his scrotum where I both grip and firmly press my middle finger against the urethra at the perineum. This very simple pressure, the mere tip of my finger, will forestall any orgasm. I am elated to feel the ejaculatory muscles desperately throbbing in preparation of something I will not permit.

“Steady now, 112606. Just settle down and let the pain reach out and begin to modify that nasty disposition of yours. The pleasure I have bestowed, the flow of endorphins, will begin to dissipate, and in a few moments you’ll begin to beg again. That’s what I prefer to hear... if I want to hear anything. Silence is the rule here and you’ll learn it over time... and I will enjoy each lesson.”

I smile when he retorts with another strong suggestion that I do something unmentionable to myself. Oh, this is fun!

“Do you think, 112606, lying well trussed and completely naked in a cage, that there is any level of torment I cannot wreak? Think about where you are and who is in charge. You have nothing. Everything you now need to exist comes from me. Food, water, even hygiene. You’re a guest of the Penance Corporation of America. We are your legal guardian. There is nothing, no limits, in assuring that your term of incarceration is fulfilled and that you are adequately punished for your crimes. You will remain well bound and locked in this cage for nearly 24 hours per day, only to be released at my whim. The cage is in a room with two foot thick concrete walls. The only exit is through a locked steel door only opened by an electronic key which I control.”

I speak softly... but firmly. The endorphins released by my penile manipulation provide just enough respite from the building pain in the numerous joints that 112606 can listen calmly. My warm hand palms the male organs providing a modicum of delight and the conflicting messages received by the cortex serve to bring stillness and silence. There is pain... there is pleasure. But most importantly... both are conferred by me. With the limited cerebral capacity of 112606, he is confused... am I his tormentress... or am I his benefactress?

In fact, I am both... I am everything.

Whatever thoughts are percolating, 112606 calms and I remove my hand as I feel the renewed suffering bringing flaccidity. He moans as messages of pain replace the pleasure signals that my slow hand job sent to the cortex. I smile. In lying quietly, 112606 thinks that I have attained all I want.

His ordeal has just begun. As Peggy strongly suggested... he is to be broken.

I rise, stroll to the cabinet and rummage about. A simple board, dozens of clamps, a mass of short cords, the tools of she who will break the truculent male.

In returning to the cage, I slip the board under the lower belly of the stretched and tormented 112606. It is about four inches thick and is high enough to provide a modest degree of alleviation from the tension on arms, shoulders and legs. With the induced slack comes a sigh of relief.

“Thank me,” I strongly suggest.

In place of an expression of gratitude comes another vulgar epithet. Little does 112606 realize that such verbal fractiousness merely serves to heighten my resolve. 

“Well, it seems you like hanging for me. Then hang you shall.”

I begin applying the clamps, selecting those with the sharpest teeth. Arms, back, buttocks, legs... about every six inches the fingers of the left hand gather a tuft of smooth hairless skin and the fingers of the right open and then release a clamp pinching it closed over the tuft. In some places the nasty teeth bring a whimper. In other places the thickness of the skin negates any reaction. Within minutes my caged toy is covered with small metal implements, each closing tightly and each having an eyelet where I can thread one of the many short cords.

“Your vulnerability will become more and more apparent to you, 112606. Your life is going to change dramatically here in this new little steel home of yours. All your past goals, past ambitions, what you thought were your wants and needs will be forgotten. Over time you will not understand how or why you ever took for granted such simple things as food... or even the ability to lift an arm... move a leg. Those very basic things now only come at my whim... under my governance.”

As I speak, I tie a cord to each clamp and then string it up to one of the bars at the top of the cage, drawing each relatively tight before knotting. I count six clamps on each arm, a dozen on the back, four on the buttocks, eight down each leg. The effort is tedious but that in itself is a lesson. 112606 will learn that there is no limit to the time taken in offering torment and suffering. He’s not going anywhere... neither am I.

“So I am going to introduce you rather abruptly to your new life.”

In tying off the last cord, I step back to survey. Dozens of short cords have been strung from the clamps to the top bars. I smile in satisfaction and slowly slide the board from under 112606’s hips. I feel more moisture as the intense agony causes the air to rush from the lungs of my hung toy. In addition to the renewed tension brought by the winch, 112606 now hangs by his very flesh, each of the dozens of clamps bearing just a modicum of weight. Not enough to tear, but enough to make his skin feel as if I have set it afire.

112606 draws in his breath and initially curses, words to which I am becoming accustomed although I suspect will not be hearing much longer.

“Stop. Please,” are words that follow invectives I shall not repeat.

I ignore all and move to the front of the cage. There I reach in and remove the rectangular piece covering the eyes. For the first time, 112606 has the ability to see me. It is important that he note the joy I sense in applying pain that invades every nerve center, every dendrite, every ganglia. 112606 is overwhelmed.

My hands smooth across covered cheeks, wiping away tears. I playfully tap his nose, noting that his eyes have become accustomed to the light and he focuses for the first time on a shapely blue eyed blonde with the animus of an executioner. I smile to assure that he understands my enjoyment.

“How long would you like to stay like that?” I coo with a mocking inflection.

“No more, please,” he manages to gasp.

I look straight into eyes which are masculinely beautiful, soft and wonderfully desperate.

“Wrong answer. The correct answer is as long as Miss Muffin wants you to stay like that.”

I giggle like a little girl playing with a doll... which at heart I feel I am.

“So. You’ll stay painfully hanging by your own flesh until I decide to push the board back under your hips. But if I do, that will only be for a little while. Until I again want to hear you cry in agony, see more tears and listen to more begging. It is then that I will again take away the board. It’s incredibly simple, don’t you think?”

Yes, it begins to dawn even on the cerebrally challenged petty thief that I am omnipotent and without mercy... and he is... well he is nothing. I want complete capitulation... and I will have it. Convincing 112606 may take some time... but he is also beginning to realize there is plenty of that.

“Would you like me to replace the board? Ask nicely...”

Such a pleasant way to spend an afternoon...


Chapter Four

Well, I’ve never been one to be overly mindful of manners. But teaching consideration to a rapscallion such as 112606 can be deliciously fun. Yesterday, within hours of clamping his entire body and dangling his form from the cage bars, he finally began to learn that silence is best within his new home of steel. And when he did speak, the words became more and more polite.

When I finally released him from the hell of the dozens of cords, his agony began anew in removing the clamps... the circulation returning to various areas to awaken nerves which had mercifully gone dormant during the seemingly endless ordeal.  

And for me... well there’s a certain odd joy in wiping away manly tears induced by my own abject cruelty. My panties were soaked.

And there’s something about those young soft eyes, peering so pitifully through the opening in his hood as the afternoon ended with groveling which proved to be emotionally intense.

The profanity ceased.

My special key opens the heavy steel door of the concrete chamber where I rule supreme. It’s morning and my dozen charges have whiled away the night, secured to the bars of their locked cages, in an inescapable room which resides in an equally inescapable building, surrounded by high walls and razor wire fencing. I find myself giddy every day when I arrive, knowing that nine thoroughly subjugated males await. It is only by my hand that there is food and release from immobility... however brief. Video cameras monitor the room at night. It’s most likely an unnecessary precaution... but the Penance Corporation of America does protect its revenue stream.

With every initial visit, the first thing that strikes the perceptive mind is the smell of a night’s excretions. The inmates go when they have to go, and that basic fact of nature explains the system of hierarchy in which the experienced and totally subjugated inmates reside in the top cages. For in entering, I note that 112606 in the bottom cage has been deluged by the emptying bladders of 070704 and 122299.

He is wet and smells. In addition, the guard monitoring the video camera has informed that 112606 broke the rule of silence, apparently protesting to his cell mates as they released what could no longer be held.     

Such a transgression alone requires punishment. But as 112606 hears me enter, he has apparently forgotten yesterday’s lesson. He speaks!

Yes, he references his cell mates by comparing them to an odorous part of the human anatomy.

This will not do.

“Well, it seems more lessons are needed, 112606. Today you’ll lie supine.”

He catches himself, apologizing profusely, his words turning to pleas. But the others have heard him. I must maintain discipline and cannot allow his conduct to go without response.

Since there is no point in me enduring the odor, I stroll to the wall of plumbing fixtures and turn on the hose. A cold spray brings shock and soon has my nine naked charges gasping, abruptly ending any somnolence which I am sure was difficult to complete with any degree of recuperation.

There come exclamations, repressed protests, but also cleanliness as I hose with deliberation, soaking all. Remnants flow to the well drained floor and the room air clarifies.

I then fill water bottles and take the time to flip my charges to the supine position. Good boys get a little penis rub and it requires very little effort to have eight stiff erections pointing skyward. But that is all they get.

Then it comes 112606’s turn. Whereas the experienced inmates know to cooperate, the changing of position after a night of immobility quite welcome, with 112606 I must zing with the prod. He is slow to respond. And since it is a chore I must perform three or four times per day on nine separate inmates, alacrity is appreciated.

I finally have him lying on his back. When I step away and open a cabinet drawer I note that 112606 begins to tremble. Yesterday, very nasty things were procured when he heard me rummaging about in the cabinet.

Today will be no different. He is frightened and he should be. 

The same assortment of clamps and cords are selected along with two boards on this occasion. I then position my chair next to 112606’s cage and once again begin the laborious process of hanging him. I dispense with the winch in a gracious gesture of moderation. 112606 will be in enough pain without stretching the ligaments. Instead I work to slip one board under his shoulders and the other under his buttocks. He’s reluctant to cooperate and I don’t blame him. But a couple of zings with the prod encourages compliance and I soon have his naked form lying supine and about four inches above the bottom bars.

Then the fun begins. In lying supine, there is the same expanse of flesh to be clamped... yet much more sentient areas are exposed. Yes, my poor 112606 is once again going to hang by his arms and legs, but because of his belligerent return to vulgar loquaciousness, this morning I will also clamp the nipples, stomach, scrotum and penis. Applying the clamps alone brings amazing cries of anguish. Then as he feels the cords first being knotted and then tightened when I secure each to the bars above, the begging begins. Yes, 112606 and I are communicating better today. He knows that I will again be slipping away the boards to leave his entire nakedness helplessly dangling some two or three inches above the bottom of the cage. And it will be his tender flesh which holds him in place.

“How long do you think I am going to hang you today?” I taunt in assuring each of the dozens of cords is well tied.

“Please no, Miss Muffin. I can’t take it,” comes the beseeching reply.

I note that today I am properly entitled as ‘Miss’. An improvement. But 112606 needs to be broken, his pride vanquished, his will quashed, his desire to resist supplanted with a desire to please and obey. 

“I will decide that, just as I decide everything for you,” I callously reply.

And so I give each of the two dozen or more cords a final gentle tug to assure uniformity then slowly slide away the two boards.

Oh, the result is exquisite. The lungs empty in an amazing howl of agony as the numerous pinches of flesh pull from his frame. The pain of tension on the nipples and scrotum alone seem to overwhelm and I know to sit nearby, ready to replace the boards before my dangling toy swoons. Yes, the penis also rises, on this occasion not in arousal. I have clamped the frenum, right and left, and two cords run to the bars above. Not a lot of tension, but enough to add to the torment and humiliation. A woman toys with his manly appendage like a little puppet and 112606 is helpless to object.

Within a few minutes, the breath is finally caught as 112606 desperately tries to find the words which will bestow mercy. And he now knows that, at the very least such words must be polite.

Meanwhile, as 112606 tries to remain still, frantically attempting to minimize the tensioned agony, I feel within my loins the first twinge of the day. Such wonderful employment, working for the Penance Corporation of America.

My charge becomes perfectly still and I must smile at his dilemma. The pain brings the urge to thrash about, yet in doing so he will increase his own suffering. So more and more he learns to calm himself, accept my offering of torment and just hang. I cannot resist removing his eye covering. I once again want to see the shock and fear in those masculinely beautiful eyes, witness the realization, however slow for a lad of 112606’s limited intellect, that his life of independence is over. That I control all. It is only I who offers food. Only I who offers water. Only I who offers the care of the brusque but welcomed morning hosing. Within the thick concrete walls, I am omnipotent. And though the empowerment is exhilarating, the process of enlightening lowly males like 112606 is even more exhilarating.

Tears once again stream and 112606 shakes his head to rid the moisture. I smile and tenderly brush away some drops then once again demonstrate my insouciance.

