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Mirror Image


The official designation of the creature chained in the middle of the lab was Test Subject 65, but the stewards who had been responsible for looking after her for the last two months had taken to calling her Mira.

It had started off as a play on words – a Mira-image, some wit had called her – but over time, it had stuck. Now, the only time she was referred to by her scientific label was on the rare occasions when her donor came to inspect her progress. Today, for the last time, she would be known by her lab name. After that, who knew?

She was naked, as was pretty common for the specimens the lab dealt with, and a heavy steel collar had been placed around her throat. Once she had got to the size they had planned for her – twenty or so years, by normal standards; a little over three weeks thanks to the growth factors they were using – it had been locked on, and it hadn’t been removed since.

That would all change tomorrow.

The man standing on the other side of the one-way glass sighed. This is the last one, he thought to himself. No more. It was too much. He’d be turning his back on the biggest payment he had ever been offered – astronomical, in fact – but he was already scared that the damage to his soul was going to become permanent. Every time he saw a clump of cells divide and multiply, knowing that they were going to grow into a full-fledged woman with only one purpose, he died a little more on the inside.

That was, of course, if Miranda Blake would let him leave. Seeing the look in her eyes as she watched her own body chained and waiting through the glass – or at least, a perfect replica – made him think she might be ruthless enough to stop him by any means necessary. It was a harsh look, cruel and hungry – even more so than usual.

Perhaps it wasn’t a good time.

As far as geneticists went, Remy Okada was the best in the business. It had cost FarCorp a lot of money to bring him onto the team, but he had made it back for them a hundredfold. The real coup hadn’t been the discovery of the cloning process – that had been perfected years ago, after all. Okada’s value to the company came in his discovery of an aging process: how to make the donor cells develop at a rate far more quickly than normal, allowing them to grow full-sized replicas of whoever they wanted in a matter of months, and then reset the aging process back to a normal rate whenever they wanted, or even to stop it altogether.

Most people who came to FarCorp’s genetics division were rich beyond words – they pretty much had to be – and had a very specific list of requirements. Usually, it was a celebrity, but there had been several cases where clients had requested they receive a clone of an ex-lover: one, back in the early days of the program, had requested his high school crush, kept at the age of seventeen forever.

Okada hadn’t liked the implications of that.

He didn’t have much time to let his mind wander. Ms Blake had begun tapping impatiently on the two-way mirror that divided them. In the cell on the other side, Test Subject 65 looked up suddenly, with fear in her eyes. Even though he knew for sure that there was no way the woman in the observation room could see them through the glass, Okada could have sworn that she was staring right into his eyes.

The look on her face seemed to say only one thing.

Help me.

The look of desperation seemed to please Miranda. A faint, icy smile crept onto her lips, and unnerved Okada greatly.

No one had requested a clone of themselves before; Miranda had been the first. If he had been forced to hazard a guess, Okada would have said that the idea of doing the kind of inhumane things he suspected most of their clients did to someone who looked and sounded exactly like them might have been too much for them to take. There seemed to be no danger of that in this case, though.

Ms Blake had been waiting for the opportunity right from the moment the procedure had been perfected. The idea of having her own personal little house slave – and whipping-girl – had always played heavily on her mind, but to have one that was untraceable? That didn’t exist in any records, that couldn’t escape? That would have no life except through her? That was just divine.

Having a slave that was genetically identical appealed too. Partly, it was vanity: at thirty-five, Miranda Blake’s body was something to be admired, and she fully expected it to remain that way. Her hair, still a bright and natural red, seemed to repel greyness the way her face repelled wrinkles, keeping her smooth and flawless with minimal effort. Her body was toned and tight, her curves shapely and undeniably feminine. If she had been able to stand men, she would have had her pick of them, all wrapped around her little finger, desperate to be used by her...

But it wasn’t just the aesthetic appeal. For Miranda, it was the opportunity to test her own pet theory. As a woman who had worked her way up from nothing, she had long wondered if she was naturally gifted in her ability to cope with adversity, or whether her upbringing had moulded her. It was the eternal question: nature, or nurture? Society, or genetics?

Now, with the girl, she had a chance to find out for sure. How far could she – Miranda herself – be pushed before she broke? Naturally, she was reluctant to risk causing herself permanent damage – but now she didn’t have to. Now there was someone else who could take the damage for her.

There was always the question of what would happen to the girl after she had been subjected to Miranda’s torments – assuming she survived, of course – but overall Miranda wasn’t worried. There was always the training program. If the girl couldn’t take it... well, there were ways to wipe her clean and let Miranda start again.

If she chose, she could spend the rest of her life breaking this toy, causing it unimaginable suffering and then letting it recover just in time to begin anew. The thought made her tingle.

She clicked her fingers at Okada and he looked up. ‘Let me see her file,’ she said. ‘I want to make sure of the details before I start.’

He handed her Mira’s chart, and she scanned it hungrily, looking for any detail out of the ordinary.

‘What’s this?’ she asked eventually.

‘What’s what?’

Miranda tapped her finger angrily against the clipboard. ‘Here, dumbass. In the buyer field. “Victor Rostov.” Who the fuck is Victor Rostov?’

‘Let me see.’ He took the file from her and scanned his eyes over it. There wasn’t much point: he had agonised over every word over the past three weeks. ‘Ah. It’s a cover name. You said you didn’t want it to be traceable back to you. No one questions the name if it sounds like it belongs to a Russian oligarch.’

Miranda tutted, satisfied. ‘And what about the after-treatment?’

‘We put her down for everything, but that’s just a formality. If the section is left blank, people get suspicious. At the moment she’s down for sedation in an hour, and then...’

‘And then what?’

She knew what happened next; Miranda knew what happened to all of the girls who were sent off for treatment. Okada tried not to let his mind linger too long on the procedures he had heard were performed on some of the girls. Breast implants. Lip alterations, to give them that perfect blowjob pout. The injection of a special hardening solution into the throat, to seal off their vocal chords and render them silent for six months at a time – that is, if their owners chose not to have the process renewed.

‘The full works,’ he said quietly. Even though the plan wasn’t for Mira to really be subjected to it – that it was just an administrative cover-up – the thought still made him shudder. What if Miranda changed her mind a little way down the line?

Mira would be likely be spared the lab’s training program, though. Okada couldn’t figure out whether that was a blessing or a curse. The eight successful projects so far had all been subjected to what the trainers euphemistically referred to as ‘behavioural re-alignment’. He didn’t know what went on down the corridor, but he knew enough to be sure he wouldn’t wish it on anyone: a look at the results taught him that. Eight girls had gone into the program, scared and innocent. Seven had come out brainwashed and obedient, sex-craving and desperate to please.

The last one, Okada had never seen again.

Would it be better for Mira, who would be acutely aware of everything that happened to her? Or would the effective lobotomy that came from the training program be the lesser evil?

It was a question he didn’t want to mull over for long enough to find any answer. Either way, the thought sickened him.

Last job, he thought idly. One last job and then I’m out.

Miranda snapped him back to reality. ‘I’m going in,’ she said curtly. ‘Switch off the security cameras. I don’t want there to be a record of this.’

‘Yes, Ma’am.’

‘And make yourself scarce for a couple of hours.’

‘Ms Blake, I have work to do here. The lab...’

‘I don’t care about the lab. Go and grab yourself a coffee. Drink until your bladder bursts for all I care. But you stay out of this room for the next two hours. Understood?’

Okada nodded. The work could wait. The look in her eyes told him she meant business – as though she had ever meant anything else.

He took a keycard from the holder on the wall and slid it across the research desk towards her. ‘That’ll get you in.’

‘Good.’ She span it round in her fingers a few times, fiddling with it. If he hadn’t known better, he might have suggested that she was nervous about what she was about to do. ‘Now, get the fuck out of here,’ she said at last.

So much for that theory. Okada left the lab quickly, but as soon as the door closed and the electronic latch fastened behind him he felt overcome by a profound sense of guilt for what he was a part of – what he had become.

‘I’m sorry,’ he whispered to no one in particular. ‘I’m so, so sorry.’

It didn’t ease his mind at all.

Miranda Blake watched through the window as the scientist all but ran down the corridor away from her, before she closed the blinds. Let him run, she thought. He was no more use to her, or to the company. They had his notes, and the lab were producing specimens with a 98% success rate. By now, Dr Remy Okada was much more of a liability than an asset, and if he found himself involved in a tragic accident in the near future she wouldn’t be the least bit surprised.

FarCorp didn’t like to leave loose ends.

She turned her focus to the girl in the observation room. Her fierce red hair stood out prominently against the beautiful white of her skin – skin that Miranda remembered from almost a decade and a half ago. Now, while still incredibly supple and pert for a woman of her age, it was beginning to show the first signs of the advancing years. On the girl in the room, Miranda could see the clock turned back and frozen in place – her body as it once was.

It made her hate the girl more than anything else in the world. More than that, it made Miranda want to hurt her.

She reached under the console and pulled out the conditioning bag. The tools in there were designed for use on difficult subjects, those who had a rebellious streak that would one day be broken by FarCorp’s training program, but today they would be put to a much more productive use. Miranda peered inside, making sure that everything was present and correct, and then gave one last look at the console screen. Okada had done as he was told. The security cameras were off, and the sensors were undergoing their routine testing cycle. Whatever happened in that room would be strictly off the record.

Miranda smiled as she pocketed the keycard and headed for the door. Now the fun could start.

The girl didn’t look up as Miranda entered the observation room. There didn’t seem to be any reason: new people came and went on a daily basis. There were only two or three of the lab techs who she had formed any attachment to, and this stranger wasn’t any of them. Even if she had wanted to, she couldn’t have gone over to greet her. The heavy collar that had been locked around her neck was attached by a chain to the far side of the room. It allowed her enough slack to move across to the sink and to get onto the bed, just about, but there her freedom ended. There was no way for her to get closer to her new visitor until the woman came further into the room.

Instead, she waited.

The girl sniffed the air. The stranger’s scent was subtle: perfume, an elegant odour that was nothing like that worn by the lab techs, all of whom tended to smell like disinfectant and rubbing alcohol. There was something else, though. Something that undercut it. It took the girl a moment or two to figure out that it wasn’t just one scent, but a blend of two.

The first was sweat, the kind that comes just after a burst of adrenaline and just before a fight. The second was arousal.

Instinctively, the girl felt her body tighten: this new woman was trouble, she could tell. Worse still, she had brought the bag with her. Bad things came out of the bag – painful, humiliating things that she wanted no part of.

Miranda smiled as she watched the girl shy away from her. Whatever the reason, her new toy saw that she was a force to be reckoned with, and that pleased her. She had always had a natural force of personality, but now she had the proof: she could even terrify herself.

‘Stand,’ she said simply. The girl didn’t move.

Ah well, she thought. If she wants to do this the hard way, she can be my guest.

Miranda reached into the bag and pulled out the cattle prod. It had originally been designed for much stronger animals – the primates down at FarCorp’s pharmaceutical lab, in fact – but the team had learned very quickly that on a lower setting it could be very effective at convincing the girls to behave. It certainly seemed to do the trick. As soon as she saw the long red stick emerging from the canvas of the bag, the girl jumped to her feet.

Too late.

Miranda pressed the twin connections against the girl’s flesh and pulled the trigger. The scream it produced filled the room and soaked its way into the soundproof coating: even if Okada had been in the lab, he wouldn’t have heard a thing.

Miranda smiled as the girl yelped and struggled to get away, but the heavy steel collar around her neck – and the equally heavy chain which attached it to its bolt in the corner of the floor – stopped her dead in her tracks. 

There’s no point trying to run, you stupid slut, Miranda thought to herself. There’s no one coming to save you. The sooner you realise that, the better it’ll be for you. Maybe.

Eventually the girl’s whimpers died down. She might have been forcing herself to be quiet, but Miranda knew that the feel of the cattle prod against her skin would have burned its way into her memory the way it had burned and danced its way across her flesh: there was no way she would forget it any time soon. It was a good sign. Perhaps she would be trainable, even after Miranda was done abusing her. Miranda rather liked the idea of having a maid around the house, broken into complete obedience.

If not, there would no doubt be people willing to buy her. Even as a street whore, she would likely fetch a good price.

But no, that was for later. She hadn’t had her fun yet.

‘What’s your name, girl?’ she asked.

The girl didn’t respond; instead, she looked at Miranda with a mixture of puzzlement and fear. Miranda sighed, and made as if to touch the cattle prod’s contacts against her once more. The very idea seemed to spur her into action. ‘Mira!’ the girl yelled, crossing her arms over her body, desperate to hide her most sensitive areas from becoming the prod’s next targets. ‘My name is Mira!’

‘Who calls you that?’

‘The lab techs,’ she said in a low voice, almost a whisper. ‘They call me that behind my back. They don’t think I know, but I do. I hear them.’

Miranda shook her head. ‘They’re wrong,’ she said slowly. ‘Your name isn’t Mira. You don’t have a name until I choose to give you one. Do you understand?’

The girl paused. ‘I don’t...’ she began, but that was as far as she got before Miranda pressed the twin points of the cattle prod against her thigh and pulled the trigger again. Electricity ran through the girl’s body and she cried out in agony.

‘Let me ask again,’ Miranda said, as though talking to an idiot child. ‘Do. You. Understand?’

‘Yes! I understand!’

‘Then repeat it back to me. What’s your name?’

The girl turned her eyes to the floor, still shaking from the shock Miranda had provided. ‘I don’t have a name.’

‘Until...?’

‘Until you choose to give me one.’

Miranda nodded to herself. It was satisfactory, but part of her was disappointed by how quickly the girl had given in. It didn’t say much for her genetics. She liked to think that, if she ever found herself in this poor bitch’s position, she’d at least be able to maintain enough dignity to fight back and withstand a couple of little jolts of electricity, but it seemed that this girl was lacking much of a backbone.

Pathetic, she thought to herself. Absolutely pathetic.

She clicked her fingers and pointed to the floor. ‘If you’re going to act like a worthless little slut,’ she said, ‘you can fucking well start behaving like one. From now on whenever you see me, I want you on your knees where you belong. Standing is too good for you.’

The girl didn’t protest. Quickly and silently she collapsed to the floor, head bowed, eyes down. Miranda couldn’t help but feel slightly cheated. Surely if she were in this situation, it would have taken more than a few zaps with a cattle prod to get her to give up her dignity like this? Was it really a commodity that the girl – the stupid, worthless piece of meat – that knelt in front of her was so willing to give up?

Breaking her might prove to be a little too easy.

It was hard for Miranda to be too disappointed, however: seeing the girl’s tight body prostrating itself so quickly into submission made her cunt tingle with excitement. To know that that body belonged to her just added an extra thrill.

But wasn’t that the point? It wasn’t just that she owned the body in the present: she had owned it in the past, too. Once upon a time, those curves had belonged to her. She could remember admiring them in the mirror, watching with pleasure as men – and women too; there was no point pretending otherwise – lusted after her. Had she used her body for personal gain? Perhaps – but why not? It had been hers to use, hers to exploit. Now, she could see why it had been so easy for her to bring people under her spell.

She found herself lusting after the girl, and she meant to have her.

Miranda crossed over to the wire-spring bed, and sat down on the thin mattress. The girl didn’t move. It was a good sign; already, she had learned her place. There wouldn’t be any rebellion. Miranda could see it in her eyes. She had the look of a zoo animal that has felt the whip one too many times. There was no spark there, only blind obedience.

Disappointing, perhaps, but there were other uses she could be put to.

Miranda hiked up her skirt past her thighs, and shimmied her underwear down. As she slipped them over her patent leather heels, the girl looked up for the first time. It was a brief movement – nothing more than a flicker of her eyes – but Miranda caught it.

Her hand swung around in a wide arc, catching the girl off-guard. The girl collapsed to the floor under the force of it. ‘Did I fucking say you could look at me?’ she yelled, her voice threatening to breach the cell’s soundproofed walls.

‘No,’ she said, immediately turning her eyes back to the floor. She made no effort to run away. ‘I thought...’

Another zap, followed by the girl’s high-pitched squeal.

‘Don’t you fucking argue with me, slut,’ Miranda said. ‘You’re going to have to learn this one way or the other. You’ll either do as you’re told – exactly as you’re told – or I’m going to make you scream.’ Miranda leaned in close, until her face was level with the girl’s. To an outside observer, it might have seemed like an almost tender gesture, but the whisper in her ear was anything but. ‘I’m going to make you scream anyway,’ she said. ‘But if you don’t piss me off too much, you might survive it. Maybe.’

Of course, her survival – in the strictest sense at least – was a given. The girl had cost far too much to have her life extinguished out on a whim, but she didn’t need to know that. In fact, Miranda thought, letting her believe that she was entirely expendable could only help to keep her well-behaved.

One day, though, girls like her truly would be expendable. One day, the cost of the cloning process would come down to a point low enough that the products could be discarded and destroyed for any infraction, real or otherwise – at least, if you had the money. That wasn’t to mention the immense profits that could no doubt be made from selling snuff films. The clones, from a legal perspective, had no rights – or that was going to be their lawyers’ case, the first time it came to trial. There was no doubt they’d win, but there seemed to be no point in testing the boundaries of law before they had to.

For now, hurting the girl would have to suffice.

Miranda reached forward and grasped a handful of the girl’s long red hair. She pulled her head forward and held it in place between her legs. The girl was a quick study: even with Miranda’s pussy just inches away from her nose, she kept her eyes downcast, desperate not to get herself into more trouble than was necessary.

‘Look at it,’ Miranda barked. The girl’s eyes moved upwards slowly, taking in the view. ‘From now on, my pussy is your entire world. This is the only reason you exist. Do you understand?’

The girl nodded.

‘Say it,’ Miranda said. ‘I want to hear it come from your own lips.’

‘Yes. I understand.’

‘Yes, what?’

The girl paused, unsure. ‘I don’t know what...’ she began softly, but Miranda cut her short with yet another bite from the cattle prod.

‘Are you really so fucking stupid?’ she said. ‘You call me Goddess. Do you understand?’

She nodded again. ‘Yes, Goddess.’

‘And why are you going to call me Goddess, slut?’

‘Because you told me to?’

Another shock, and another yelp. ‘Because. That’s. What. I. Am.’

‘Because that’s what you are! You’re a Goddess!’

‘Better,’ Miranda said, satisfied. There was just something about the girl’s screams that stoked a fire inside her; she knew without even checking that her pussy would be absolutely drenched. ‘You’ve never gone down on anyone before, have you?’

‘No, Goddess.’

Of course she hadn’t. The girl was new, untouched – virginal in every sense of the word. Miranda would shortly leave her mark, like footprints across a fresh snowfall, but that could wait. That lily-white flesh would bruise and break under the force of a crop, her ass would stretch, her cunt would cry out to be filled...

But first, there was her tongue.

‘Pay attention,’ she said. ‘I’m going to show you this once, and I think that’s being generous.’ She jerked the girl’s head forward. ‘Lick,’ she said sternly.

The girl reached out a tentative tongue, unsure how to continue. When she first made contact, Miranda felt a frisson of electricity shoot through her. How long had it been since she had had such a tender touch against her sex? Come to think of it, how long had it been since she had had any touch? She didn’t have time for intimacy; intimacy, as she reminded herself as often as she could, was for the weak.

But here, like this...

The girl’s tongue traced a path between her labia, teasing her wetness, constantly threatening to caress her clitoris but always pulling away at the last second. If Miranda had known better, she would have said it was deliberate, but surely that wasn’t possible? How could she have known?

But of course... what other explanation could there be? The girl knew Miranda’s body because she had Miranda’s body. Every inch of it – every bone, every sinew, every nerve ending – was as familiar it could possibly be; locked up for twenty-four hours a day, what option did she have except to play with herself? How else could she wile away the time?

Miranda couldn’t have planned it better.

The girl’s tongue moved northwards, as though it had lost its shyness, and began to circle Miranda’s clit.  The long, slow licks were a thing of the past; now, the girl’s actions were quick and deliberate, designed with no other purpose than to push Miranda on to the orgasm that she felt she so richly deserved.

‘Good girl,’ she moaned out. ‘Such a good girl.’

If the girl heard her, she didn’t respond. Instead, she kept her focus; fear of pain and the tight grip of Miranda’s fingers in her hair saw to that. She continued on and on, a toy with one purpose in life: to serve her Goddess until she was used up and could be cast aside.

This is it, Miranda thought as she felt her body tense in expectation of the orgasm she knew was coming. This was the dream: another human being that she could own completely, whose entire life she could control. Who would be terrified of her, and the punishments she could provide.

Yes...

Whose body could be bent and broken, safe in the knowledge that there would be no repercussions.

So close...

Whose mind could be twisted to any shape she liked. Whose beliefs could be ripped apart, and replaced with only one thought: devotion to her Mistress.

No, not her Mistress.

To her Goddess.

Goddess.

As the word echoed through her skull, the skilful licks of the girl – her girl; her slut and whore – brought her to the climax she had been craving. Her back arched and her grip on the girl’s scalp pulled even more tightly, but she didn’t stop licking until Miranda’s body began convulsing with pleasure, losing itself in the joy of her new situation and the fingers entwined in her hair fell away.

That was her chance to strike, and she took it.

With her eyes closed in a fog of ecstasy, Miranda didn’t notice the girl’s hand rummaging around underneath the bed frame until it was too late.

The syringe came as if out of nowhere, and darted into the side of Miranda Blake’s neck like a targeted bee sting. The sedative that had been loaded inside it, carefully hidden under the girl’s bed earlier in the week for just this opportunity, would have been enough to put down a bear: For Miranda, slight of frame as she was, it would likely knock her out for at least eight hours.

Miranda’s eyes widened for a second as her mind struggled to accept what had just happened, then gradually closed, like twin Venus flytraps around two unfortunate insects. The last thing she saw was the smile on the girl’s face. It was a cold, merciless grin, and oddly familiar.

As darkness swarmed around her, Miranda recognised it as her own.

The ring of keys detached from Miranda’s belt easily, and it didn’t take long for the girl to use them to remove the heavy steel collar that had been kept around her neck. Immediately, she found herself astonished at just how strange it felt: for the first time in the three weeks of her existence, she was free. No restraints, no manacles, no overbearing security protocols.

It was, she thought, a feeling she could get used to.

The girl dressed quickly, stripping the older woman of her clothes with as much speed as she could manage. They fit her perfectly; Miranda’s rigid adherence to personal fitness had left her with much the same body she had had at the age of eighteen, and Mira’s lithe physique filled out the clothes effortlessly.

She could feel her heart beating in her chest. Her body was running on adrenaline, every noise making her jump, every second stretching itself out into an eternity. Soon, she thought. Almost there.

Once she was dressed, she turned her attention to the woman lying unconscious on the floor. The collar and heavy chain sat open next to her, but within seconds she felt it click closed around her tormentor’s neck. For a brief, fleeting moment she thought she saw the older woman’s eyelashes flutter and wondered if she was coming to, if she somehow realised what was happening to her. It didn’t last. Before long, Miranda’s eyes stopped moving.

Mira found herself feeling slightly disappointed. Despite the risk of her captive waking up and shouting for help, she almost found herself praying for it. She wanted Miranda to know what was going on. She wanted her to suffer – but still, there would be plenty of room for suffering in her future. That would have to suffice.

Mira checked her reflection in the glass mirror-wall of the cell, and nodded to herself: it wasn’t great, but it was satisfactory. It wouldn’t pass any close inspection – at least, not immediately – but it would certainly be enough to get past security without being remarked upon.

Mira swiped her way past the sensors using Miranda’s keycard, and breathed a sigh of relief. She was free. If she wanted to run, she could. She could escape, and no one would ever be able to find her.

Instead, she headed into the office.

‘It worked, then?’ Okada said. He had been pacing nervously, waiting to see if their plan had been successful. He was a smart man, she thought, but he had such little faith in his own abilities.

The girl nodded. ‘Like a charm. You were right about her deciding to turn the cameras off. She let her guard down as soon as she saw me. Is everything else fixed?’

‘I’ve changed the transport log,’ Okada said. ‘She’s expected in the training ward within the hour. Silencing, brainwashing, surgical enhancement... she’ll get the full package.’ He had expected that he’d feel guiltier than he did, somehow, but was relieved to find that he did not. If there was anyone who deserved that treatment, it was Miranda. With her mind wiped clean, she would no longer be a danger to anyone. There was no chance she’d be able to repeat the work that FarCorp had put into motion.

‘And after that?’

‘General sale,’ he said. ‘There’s an off-book buyer lined up... Russian, I think. Anything that gets her as far away from here as possible. It’s safer that way. For you, I mean.’

Mira nodded thoughtfully. ‘So it’s over, then?’

‘I think so. Your creation was never recorded. Genetically, you’re identical to her, so that will get you past any DNA security tests. Naturally, you look younger, but nothing that couldn’t be explained by saying she had a touch of rejuvenative plastic surgery. As far as I can see, it’s flawless.’

‘And I’ll be able to shut down the project for good.’

‘Yeah,’ Okada said. ‘The amount of influence Ms Blake had in this company, you could probably bring the whole thing crashing to the ground if you wanted to. They’d deserve it.’

‘I know. But that can wait. For the moment, just making sure no one else suffers is enough.’

Mira stood up as though to leave. Okada had wondered exactly what the girl would do once she was free, and had come to the conclusion that the first thing she would do would be to put as much distance between herself and FarCorp as possible, but now it seemed like nothing could be further from the truth. She was going to stick around until she was satisfied. There was work to be done.

‘Thank you,’ she said. ‘You saved my life. You’re a good man, Dr Okada.’

‘Remy, please.’

‘Remy, then.’ She kissed him softly on the cheek, and not for the first time he noticed how astonishingly beautiful she was. How had this girl – this sweet, gorgeous slip of a girl – grown into the callous monster that had been Miranda Blake? It didn’t seem possible. ‘If there’s anything I can do for you, I want you to let me know. Apparently I’ve managed to find myself in kind of a powerful situation all of a sudden.’

‘Just look after yourself. And...’ His voice trailed off. And what? Don’t become the same old Miranda Blake? Don’t let that happen to you? It was good advice, perhaps, but it didn’t seem right to say it out loud.

‘And what?’

‘Nothing. Just look after yourself.’

‘I will. Promise.’ She headed for the door, and swiped her keycard for exit.

‘I don’t blame you for any of this, you know,’ she said breezily as she stood halfway between the lab and her freedom. ‘The mistreatment over the past few weeks, I mean. You were always kind to me – or at least, as kind as you could be without raising suspicion. But there are people I do blame, though. Lots of them. And one day I plan to make sure that they get everything that they deserve for what they did. Absolutely everything.’

‘That sounds like a threat.’

She shook her head and smiled. ‘Oh no. It’s not a threat. It’s a promise.’ The words sent chills down his spine, and he hoped with every fibre of his being that she meant what she had said about not blaming him.

By the time he had recovered, she had gone. All that was left was the faint clacking of her shoes down the corridor, and a strong sense of foreboding about what the future might hold for the people who found themselves in her way.


Tessa and the Mannequin


The shop on the corner of Drake Street hadn’t been there the week before, that was for sure. Tessa would have noticed it. She walked that way to work five days a week, back and forth, and it was the kind of thing that would have caught her eye. On the other hand, it would have looked to a casual observer as though it had been there forever. The sign on the wall – ‘IRIS FANTASY WORKSHOP’ – was faded, and the paint was beginning to peel away. The slogan underneath – ‘WHERE YOUR DREAMS COME TRUE’ – was barely readable.

It looked as though it should have been boarded up a long time ago, but Tessa found herself drawn to it anyway. At first, she just found herself noticing it more and more – a casual glance out of the corner of her eye as she walked past it. A few days later and she found herself actively looking out for it, curious as to what lay behind its black tinted windows.

It was a Friday after work when she decided to look inside. At first, she was convinced that it was closed, but as she got closer she could clearly see an ‘OPEN’ sign hanging in the doorway.

Whatever it is, they keep odd hours, she thought to herself as she pushed the door.

The bell that rested above the shop door tinkled into life, and she stepped into the gloom. It was a murky place, the windows letting in astonishingly little light from an already overcast day. Several lamps around the shop floor made a feeble attempt at illumination, but it took Tessa a moment or two to recognise exactly what it was that she was looking at.

It was a sex shop.

On the walls, leather contraptions – all buckles and straps – stood next to a selection of canes and riding crops. Painful-looking metal devices managed to gleam, even in the poor light, seeming to glow with an aura all of their own. In various glass-fronted cabinets, mannequins were dressed in a variety of different outfits and costumes. A faceless French maid stood on sentry duty next to a policewoman in a uniform far too revealing to have been standard issue; in the cabinet next to them was a costume designed for a male wearer – an elaborate (and, she noted, somewhat worn-looking) Roman centurion outfit, complete with helmet and gladius.

‘Where your dreams come true’ indeed, she thought. This was all a little too kitsch for her liking. She reached for the door handle, desperate to leave before she was spotted – or failing that, praying that the ground would swallow her up in her embarrassment. Her face flushed red as she fumbled at the latch.

If Andy could see me now, she thought to herself. He’d laugh himself into a coma.

The image of her boyfriend flashed in front of her face and made her pause. Maybe it wasn’t such a bad thing after all.

She was already inside the shop, and Andy had been suggesting for weeks that they buy something to spice up their love life. She hadn’t been so keen on the idea, but it had been more out of a faint feeling of ridiculousness than anything else: she wasn’t, after all, the kind of girl who would be seen dead in the adult store on the high street, with its bright lights and windows full of lingerie. Anyone could see her there. How would she ever live it down?

Here, though... well, this was something quite different. She was sure no one she knew would have come across it, and even if they had, why would they assume it was a sex shop? She hadn’t, and she was a smart girl – if, as Andy took great glee in pointing out – a little on the innocent side.

No. She’d show him. When she came back that night with a little toy for their entertainment – perhaps a pair of handcuffs? Something small, anyway, but enough to show that she was making the effort – he’d have to admit that even though she wasn’t exactly wild, she was hardly a prude either.

‘Can I help you?’

The voice seemed to come out of nowhere. No, that wasn’t quite right: it seemed to come from everywhere, all at once, as though the shop itself was speaking to her.

Tessa turned around suddenly. Where no one had been there before, now there was an older woman standing behind the counter. Her jet black hair belied her age – she was pushing forty, certainly, so it was fairly obviously a dye-job – but when she smiled she could easily have passed for ten years younger. The soft makeup around her eyes didn’t hurt either. The total look was something along the lines of friendly gothic – alternative, yet personable.

Tessa wondered why it didn’t set her at ease.

‘Oh, sorry,’ she said. ‘Just looking.’

Just looking? Great. Now she probably thinks I’m some sort of pervert. Who comes into a sex shop just to browse?

Tess could have kicked herself. Why couldn’t she just have asked for the handcuffs, paid in cash and run away? This wasn’t a place she wanted to stay for longer than she had to, and yet...

And yet what? The sooner I can get out of here, the better.

Tessa found her eyes wandering over the displays. They lingered on some items longer than others – some that confused her with their complexity; others that just seemed as though they would be painful in a way she couldn’t imagine anyone enjoying; still others that send a shiver of excitement running through her – but she couldn’t see anything even approaching a pair of handcuffs. Everything seemed designed for brutality, rather than the gentle tease she was looking for.

She turned the corner, hoping that some less-extreme items might be on display elsewhere, but her eye caught on one of the cabinets and she stopped to look. In it, a slim female mannequin stood upright, her body swathed in black rubber. A corset cinched the wooden waist tightly, and myriad buckles and straps criss-crossed the material, each one held in place by a silver padlock. They looked small, but there was no doubt in Tessa’s mind that once they were locked on they wouldn’t come off without the keyholder’s intent. Even the mannequin’s head was covered by a restrictive-looking hood, with holes for the eyes, mouth and nostrils, but otherwise nothing but an expanse of inky blankness.

She glanced downwards. Around the mannequin’s feet were a pair of boots with impossibly high heels, again covered in those same straps and buckles. The silver gleamed, even in the dark of the shop.

If it hadn’t been trapped behind the glass, Tessa knew for a fact that she would have been unable to stop herself from reaching out to touch it. All of a sudden, she needed to see what it would feel like, to have the smooth latex touch her skin – and perhaps more. What would it be like to be wrapped in it, to have it surround her?

‘Lovely, isn’t it?’

Tessa turned around sharply to find the woman watching her. She was grinning broadly, as though she’d caught her in some secret, shameful fantasy. Could she have known? No. That was impossible, surely?

Tessa said nothing.

‘You don’t need to worry,’ the woman said, still with that same knowing smile. ‘A lot of people come in here and find things they didn’t even know they wanted.’

Tessa nodded, unsure what to say. ‘Yeah. I guess they must.’

‘It’s an odd job, sometimes,’ she said slowly. ‘Running a shop like this, I mean.’

‘Oh?’

The woman nodded. ‘Yeah. It’s not like a regular shop. I mean, normally, people come in and the shopkeeper sells them what they want. Nice and easy. No mess, no fuss.’

‘And you don’t?’

‘Oh no, sweetie. I don’t sell people what they want. I sell them what they need.’

It sounded trite enough that Tessa had to choke back a laugh, but when she looked up to see the sincerity on the woman’s face it suddenly became less funny. It might have been an odd way of putting it, but it was easy to tell that she really believed what she was saying.

‘Is there a difference?’

‘Oh, all the difference in the world! Take you, for example.’

‘What about me?’

‘Well, what did you come in here for? A pair of handcuffs, yes? A little bit of safe kink with the boyfriend, perhaps? An attempt to try and spice things up a bit?’

Tessa nodded. Silently the woman reached under the counter and pulled out a solid-looking pair of handcuffs. Two solid steel ratchets came together, connected by a short chain; a key accompanied it, attached by what appeared to be another short twist of metal, but there was no sign of anything that looked like a safety catch. These handcuffs were a world away from the flimsy, fur-covered things she had been expecting. One look told her they were serious business, and not to be trifled with

Tessa was entranced.

There was just something about them, something that said with no doubt whatsoever that once she was inside them she’d be stuck for good, helpless until someone decided to let her out. Tessa felt a twinge run through her, a strange, unfamiliar sensation that she didn’t immediately realise was arousal, building in her very core and spreading throughout her body like water through a sponge.

Had it really been so long?

‘They’re yours if you want them,’ the woman said breezily. ‘Free of charge. You can walk out of here with them right now. I’ll even wrap them up for you. But...’ She let her voice shrink away as if to nothing, leaving a thousand things unsaid.

‘But what?’

‘But like I say, I’m not interested in selling you what you want. I’m here to give you what you need.’

‘And what’s that, exactly?’

The woman tilted her head ever so slightly towards the display cabinet that held the complicated latex contraption. ‘What do you think?’

Tessa laughed despite herself. ‘That thing?’ she said. ‘What makes you think I’d be interested in that?’

‘Oh, I don’t know,’ the woman said. ‘Maybe the fact that your eyes haven’t left it since the minute you walked into my shop?’

Could she really have been so obvious? It was hard to deny that the suit and the various devices it came with had been playing on her mind, it was nothing more than an idle fancy – the way someone walking past a fancy car dealership might picture himself or herself behind the wheel of a fancy new Lexus.

It was a nice idea, but completely impossible. Obviously.

‘If you’re going to the hard sell, you’re wasting your time,’ she said. ‘Even if I wanted it, there’s no way I could ever afford something like that.’

The woman laughed. It was a high tinkle, harsh but not cruel. ‘Firstly,’ she said, ‘I think we both know there’s no “if” about it. And secondly, who said anything about you affording it? I’m afraid that particular outfit isn’t for sale. Neither is its twin.’

‘Its twin?’

‘We have another one in the back room, just like it, except in red. Such a wonderfully slutty colour. I can’t help but think it would suit you.’

Tessa felt as though part of her should be offended at the way this complete stranger had just categorised her, but she couldn’t deny it: the mere sight of that outfit was making her feel things she hadn’t felt in years. She had never considered herself to be one for fetishes – in fact, would have openly mocked the idea, up until twenty minutes ago – but the sight of that latex and the thought of what it would feel like to have it surround every inch of her naked body hit her hard.

But it didn’t matter either way. The woman had spoken: the outfit wasn’t for sale. Perhaps sometime in the future she would dare to suggest to Andy that they try something similar: perhaps she would even be able to hide her embarrassment for long enough to order some small, inexpensive latex or rubber number from eBay, even – that was, if he didn’t end up laughing at the very thought of the idea.

‘You?’ she could hear him saying. ‘In an outfit like that?’

In Andy’s mocking tone, it did sound kind of preposterous – not like her at all. But still, the thought remained.

She felt a lump rise in her throat. ‘Ah well,’ she said.

‘Unless you wanted to try it on, of course?’

The question hovered in the air. The quick gleam in the older woman’s eye hadn’t gone unnoticed, but the thought of being able to feel that outfit against her flesh made Tessa’s mind run as though on overdrive. Her sense of propriety insisted that she decline the offer, that this wasn’t her speaking but her libido – and even if she did try it on, what would be the point of getting attached to something that would likely bankrupt her if she tried to buy it? – but the voices in her head were soon squashed down to nothingness.

Instead, she gave out a weak nod.

‘What was that, sweetie?’ the woman said.

The words didn’t seem to want to come; Tessa had to practically squeeze them from a dry, tight throat in order to make herself heard.

‘I think...’ she began, and then faltered. ‘I think I’d like that.’

‘Like what?’

‘I think I’d like to try it on.’

‘I was hoping you’d say that.’

Tessa could feel her face flushing as soon as she finished speaking, but the woman took no notice of her embarrassment. Instead, she merely crossed over to the front of the shop, clicked the latch closed, and turned the sign around.

‘There we go,’ she said. ‘You can start to strip any time you’re ready, dear.’

‘Isn’t there a changing room?’

The woman nodded. ‘Oh, of course there is. But there’s no way you’d be able to get into this by yourself. You’ve seen how tight it is, and that’s not even mentioning all the buckles and straps: you’d be there for hours.’

That made sense. And besides, it wasn’t as though anyone would see: the door was locked, the shop was closed, and even the windows had been blacked out. If anything, the whole shop was her changing room.

‘There’s no need to be shy, sweetie,’ she said. ‘I’ve seen it all before. There’s not a lot that shocks me.’

There was something in the way she said it that made Tessa feel ridiculous. Of course this woman wouldn’t be put out by her nakedness. She worked in a shop like this; she probably saw that sort of thing all the time. 

It occurred to her that maybe the reason she was reluctant was due to her own embarrassment at being naked in front of a stranger, but the thought sailed away as though on a breeze, barely there at all. Why would she be embarrassed? She had a nice body, even if she did say so herself. Her curves were in the right places, and her skin was smooth and supple. Just because Andy didn’t seem to notice anymore, it didn’t mean it wasn’t true.

Andy...

She tried to conjure up his face, but somehow she couldn’t. His image came to her as though through fog, distant and untouchable. Well, that was Andy through and through; in a lot of ways, this was an improvement.

Why was she even still with him? As she thought it over, she realised she couldn’t bring to mind a single thing she liked about him – or if she could, it was easily squashed down by the thought of all the things she found extremely irksome. His laugh. His shrill, condescending tone when he corrected her – which was often, and not always merited.

No more. She was done with all that now. As soon as she got home, they’d have a long conversation about what she really wanted out of life, and how much that wasn’t him. Oh, she could give him a week or so to move out, but after that he was on his own, and so was she.

It was an astonishingly liberating feeling. In fact, since she had walked through the shop door and heard the tinkle of the bells behind her, she’d been full of little epiphanies like this. It’s a wonder more people don’t go into sex shops, she thought. They’re apparently good for the soul.

‘That’s a good girl,’ the woman said, breaking her out of her daydream.

Tessa looked down at her body: two halves of her shirt flapped freely, her hands having unbuttoned them seemingly of their own accord.

‘I’m sorry,’ she said, clutching the two sides of the material together in an attempt to cover her stomach. ‘I don’t really know what happened there.’

‘Nonsense, dear,’ she said. ‘You said you were going to take your clothes off, and you did. Admit it: doesn’t that feel better?’

Tessa nodded. It did feel better. There was something about the cool air that tickled her midriff, coupled with the naughtiness of the whole thing – anyone could just walk in and see her like this; the idea made her pussy tingle with excitement – that filled her body with a wonderful sense of serenity and peacefulness. She shrugged the shirt off her shoulders and let it gather in a pile at her feet, and then reached behind her back and unfastened her bra. It wasn’t, she was ashamed to note, one of her sexier numbers: distinctly a case of form over function. It was much better off than on.

The woman looked over her breasts with an approving air. ‘Oh, they’re really quite beautiful,’ she said admiringly. ‘You’re going to fill out this suit perfectly.’

Tessa felt herself flush with pride. It wasn’t often that she was called beautiful, and even less often that she allowed a compliment without trying to turn it into a joke, but the fact that the woman thought she was a good match for the suit gave her a warm glow. Once her breasts were free, she no longer felt any sort of shame. She quickly unfastened her jeans and, in one smooth movement, slid both the denim and the lace of her panties down over her hips, leaving them to rest at her ankles. She stepped out of them, letting the woman see her entirely naked for the first time. Part of her sought approval, but a larger part of her felt... what was the word? Liberated? More than that, somehow.

She felt as though she could do anything.

‘Good girl,’ the woman said again, and Tessa smiled. It was becoming a sort of mantra for her, something to focus on – a way of pushing her to do things she previously wouldn’t have thought possible. As long as she was a good girl, everything was fine.

The woman reached under the counter and pulled out a ring of keys, and then breezed past Tessa as though she wasn’t even there. Tessa followed after her obediently as she walked to the cabinet where the suit was located, unlocked it, and with impossibly nimble fingers began stripping the latex from the cold, unmoving figure of the mannequin. She worked quickly, and soon it rested in a pile on the floor.

It looked unnatural, just lying there: it was as though it had lost all of the magic and mystery that it had had when it was on the mannequin, draped around a female form – no matter how lifeless that form might have been. Now, it looked dishearteningly like little more than a product, an item for sale.

‘Don’t worry, my love,’ the woman said. ‘It’ll look much better when we get it on you. I can promise you that.’

Tessa found her spirits lifting at the thought. It was really happening. She was really going to get to feel herself encased in that latex, all dolled up.

Screw Andy, she thought. This was for her.

The woman picked up what appeared to be a pair of rubber leggings, and held them open on the floor. ‘One foot at a time,’ she said.

‘Won’t it stick to me?’

The woman shook her head. ‘Not these. They’re special. Now hurry up, sweetie... I can’t keep the shop closed forever. I wouldn’t want to keep anyone else from their fantasies, would I?’

Guided by the woman’s hands, the leggings slid up Tessa’s legs with absolutely no resistance. From what Tessa  knew of rubber – which was astonishingly little – she had been under the impression that it was difficult to put on, but this felt like satin against her skin; it slipped on as easily as any other item of clothing in her wardrobe.

‘One more thing,’ the woman said once she was satisfied with their placement. ‘Just try and relax.’

Try and relax?, Tessa thought. I’m in heaven. I couldn’t be more relaxed if I tried.

When the woman’s fingers entered her pussy, she let out a low moan, but didn’t resist. ‘One more feature of the suit,’ the woman explained, as she pumped her fingers slowly in and out, smoothing the latex into place. ‘It doesn’t just cover the usual parts. It covers everything.’

Way off in the distance, part of Tessa’s mind began to protest, but it was soon silenced. The latex – and the woman’s gentle touch as she stroked and positioned the material around Tessa’s most intimate areas – just felt too good to let her be worried about anything else. The woman’s fingers had slid the rubber inside her so easily, thanks to her wetness. It felt so easy that she hadn’t even been embarrassed about how wet she was. It was just so... natural.

Yes, that was it. Natural.

Before long, her top half was covered in a similar latex coating, and the woman spent what might have seemed to the old Tessa to be far too long smoothing the material out across her breasts. For the new Tessa – the easygoing, sex-friendly, latex-clad Tessa – however, it felt wonderful. Every time she brushed her fingers lightly over her nipples, the tingling sensation sent a chill through her body that made her shiver with pleasure.

‘You seem to be enjoying yourself,’ the woman said, smiling.

Tessa nodded.

‘It’s amazing how aroused people get whenever they put on the suit. There must just be something about being covered up that lets all of your inhibitions drift away.’

Yes, Tessa thought. That must be what it is. It’s no wonder I’m feeling so turned on. I’m just... not myself anymore. I don’t have to be responsible for anything. I can just... give in.

‘That’s right,’ the woman said. ‘Give in. There’s no harm in it. You’re safe now.’

How had she known?, Tessa thought. Was it possible that she had been speaking out loud? She must have been. What was the alternative: that this woman could read her mind? It was a ridiculous idea. Crazy to even think about.

Even if she could, it wouldn’t matter. The only thing that mattered was the feeling of the latex against her, and the freedom from herself that it provided.

‘Please,’ Tessa said, her voice sounding unusually floaty, as though it was coming from somewhere outside of herself. ‘Can we do the hood next?’

‘Of course we can, sweetie,’ the woman said, picking it up from the floor. ‘You just relax. Focus on how good this feels – how right this feels – and I’ll make you my beautiful little latex toy.’

Yes. That’s right. Just a toy.

There was nothing wrong with that, was there?

The woman pulled the hood over her head gently, allowing the latex to settle around her face with an almost liquid smoothness. It was a perfect fit, as though it had been designed just for her. Quickly, the woman began to pull the straps closed, tightening its embrace around her head. For a moment the sounds of the shop were muffled, but almost immediately her ears adjusted: it seemed as though she was able to hear the important things so much more clearly now. The click of the padlock as it secured the latex around her head echoed for what seemed like hours. Even the woman’s voice came through as clear as a bell.

‘I hope you don’t mind,’ Tessa could hear her saying, ‘but this suit’s so old I can’t quite remember where I left the keys. I’m afraid you’re going to be stuck wearing this hood for a while.’

‘Oh no,’ Tessa said. ‘I don’t mind at all.’

Inside, her heart raced. She had been more worried that she’d have to take the hood off. So what if people saw her in it? She could happily spend her whole life in it. It was her natural state of being: with her face covered, she didn’t have to give in to the stupid expectations of people like Adam. She could do whatever she wanted.

Adam?

No... not Adam. Her boyfriend’s name wasn’t Adam; it was Andy. Or was it? Suddenly he seemed so very unimportant. Suddenly everything seemed unimportant.

It was remarkably freeing.

The woman cinched a corset tightly around Tessa’s waist, pulling it until she could have sworn it couldn’t get any tighter. A look in the mirror showed her that it had done wonders for her figure, transforming her into a seductive hourglass shape. Suddenly, she felt sexy through and through.

‘Almost down now, dear,’ the woman said. ‘Just a few more items, and then we’re all finished.’

‘Mmm,’ Tessa murmured, barely paying attention. She was in no hurry.

The boots came next, and they took the longest. Between all of the laces and the straps, it took what seemed like forever to fit them, but by the time it was finished Tessa had to agree that it was worth the effort. Now she stood a full seven inches taller than she had before, towering over the woman; the heels added an astonishing amount of definition to her calves and her ass. Even covered by the latex – or perhaps because she was covered by the latex – Tessa’s body was a sight to behold. Every little detail was accentuated by her new second skin, and it took every bit of effort she could muster to pull her eyes away from the mirror and come back to the matter at hand.

The click of the final padlock on the boots brought her back to reality. They weren’t coming off – not for a while, at least – but that was fine by her. For an item that looked so brutal and foreboding, the boots were remarkably comfortable: perhaps even the most comfortable pair of boots she had ever worn. They were restrictive, yes, but they were designed to be. The gentle pressure was a constant reminder of their presence, but it was a soothing kind of tightness – a comforting embrace.

‘One more thing,’ the woman said, picking up a thick black strap from the floor. It was a collar, and it was serious business. While the rest of the items had been latex-based, this was leather, and looked extremely sturdy. A wide range of silver rings were placed at intervals along its length, none of which looked likely to give under pressure. It didn’t take long before it was wrapped around her neck.

‘Is that too tight?’ the woman asked, and Tessa shook her head. The strict binding of the collar made it difficult to move. No, it’s not too tight, she thought. It’s just perfect. Everything’s just perfect.

‘Good, good.’ The woman took a step backwards and examined her handiwork. ‘Oh, Tessa,’ she said, happily. ‘You look wonderful. Absolutely stunning. I knew that it would look good on you from the second you walked in the door, but this...’ The rational part of Tessa’s mind spoke up again, but it seemed a lot more distant this time. You didn’t tell her your name, it said. How did she know? How was that possible? The old Tessa would probably have wasted untold hours pondering it, poking it from all angles until she found a satisfactory answer. New Tessa didn’t have that problem. Obviously there was a simple explanation: why should she get bent out of shape about it? Why bother even worrying about it at all? She trusted this woman implicitly, with everything she had. How could anyone who had allowed her to feel this good have any nefarious purpose in mind? ‘... it’s as though you were designed for it,’ the woman said, completing her thought and snapping Tessa out of her daydreams and back to the present. ‘Such a shame you can’t keep it.’

Somewhere deep inside herself, Tessa knew that there was no way she’d be able to have the suit all for her very own, but hearing it aloud as she felt the latex hugging her like a second skin... somehow, it hurt her more deeply than she ever would have been able to anticipate.

‘Yes... such a shame,’ the woman continued. ‘Then again, perhaps we could come to some sort of... arrangement?’ She woman shook her head at her own suggestion. ‘No, I’m sorry. Ignore me. I’m just being silly.’

‘What kind of arrangement?’ Tessa asked eagerly. ‘I think I’d like that. Very much.’

‘Well, I’m sure we could find a way to let you stay in that suit for as long as you wanted. After all, the sign on the door says we make fantasies come true. If that’s your fantasy, I really should try and help you out, don’t you think?’

‘It is,’ Tessa said, nodding vehemently. ‘It really is.’ She hadn’t realised how true it was until the words came tumbling out of her mouth, tripping over themselves in her eagerness. As long as she could keep the suit, who cared what the cost was?

The woman smiled again. For the first time, Tessa noticed just how predatory her grin seemed; it wasn’t cruel, particularly, but it spoke of a hidden agenda and sent a creeping shiver up her spine.

There would be time to think about that later, once she was at home and the suit was hanging in her wardrobe – or maybe she’d just wear it out of the shop? It would seem like such a waste to have to take it off. Who cared what strangers on the street thought of her? That was the kind of thing the old Tessa would have worried about.

‘I’m glad you think so,’ she said. ‘In that case, I have a few... extra items for you. Don’t worry, though. I think you’ll like them just as much as the rest of the suit.’

Extra items? Tessa could already feel a tingling in her pussy at the thought. Whatever they were, she was sure she’d love them. Suddenly everything in the shop seemed enticing, from the leather collars that adorned the walls to the harsh metallic implements she had noticed on the way in. How could she have thought they looked so torturous? Now, they called out to her like old friends.

Soon, she thought. There would always be time to return here. Perhaps the woman would let her try them out too?

She came back with a bundle of items, and dropped them on the ground at Tessa’s feet. ‘You’re sure this is what you want, sweetie?’ she said. ‘You’re sure this suit is your fantasy? This is the last time I’m going to ask you. Think it over properly.’

‘It is,’ Tessa said. She didn’t need to think it over. Nothing else had ever seemed so obvious.

‘Open wide, then.’

The woman produced a ball gag – a knot of hard red rubber on a soft black strap – and positioned it gently between Tessa’s teeth. It stretched her jaw out firmly, with no give. Tessa had never had anything quite so big filling her mouth before, and instinctively she began to panic at the loss of her voice.

‘Shh, now,’ the woman said as she fastened the buckled behind her head and locked it tight. ‘That’s not so bad, is it? You don’t need to talk. You don’t need to do anything. Just accept it. Give in.’

Just accept it.

Yes, that was right. What did she need to speak for? The woman seemed to know her innermost thoughts already, not to mention how to calm her down with ease. Just the sound of her voice seemed to help.

Give in.

Things were so much easier that way. Giving in only led to good things, after all. Deciding to come into the shop. Allowing the woman to dress her. She didn’t have to do anything; in fact, not doing anything was the whole point. All she had to do was let down her defences.

When the woman began probing the entrance to her vagina through the latex, Tessa didn’t stir. She hadn’t even noticed there was a hole down there, the outfit seemed so flawless. If she hadn’t known better, she would have sworn there hadn’t been – hadn’t the woman slid some of the latex right up inside of her, with gentle fingers? – but surely she had been mistaken. What was the alternative: that the woman had opened one up instantly, as if by magic? No. That was preposterous.

Her fingers pulled back, and she waggled them in front of Tessa’s face. The tips were coated in the thick cream of her excitement. ‘Well, well,’ the woman said happily. ‘It’s nice to know you’re enjoying yourself. There was me thinking I was going to have to try and track down some lubricant, and it turns out you’re such an eager little slut that you’ve saved me the bother.’

Slut.

There was that word again, except now it almost sounded like a badge of honour. She was a slut, surely? There was no other explanation as to why she was so excited. This woman’s touch – a stranger’s touch, no less – had been enough to make her cunt drip with anticipation. Far from pushing the woman away, she never wanted her to stop. She closed her eyes and allowed herself to enjoy the sensation.

She felt rubber part her lips, similar to that which was currently keeping her mouth open, and before she could protest it had slid inside of her. The fullness in her pussy shocked her – Andy had never felt this satisfying; none of her exes had, in fact – and she groaned into the gag. When the woman turned on the vibrations and a shivering pulse of pleasure shot through her body, Tessa found herself gently bucking her hips against it, grinding against the air.

The woman tapped her gently on the ass, just enough to catch her attention. ‘Stay still, sweetie,’ she said. ‘I’m not finished with you yet.’ Almost immediately, Tessa felt a leather harness being buckled around her waist, holding the vibrator tightly in place in her cunt. A pair of padlock-clicks later and it was secured. The thought of being locked into a device like that excited Tessa almost as much as the touch of the woman’s hands across her body.

No, that wasn’t quite it. It wasn’t the woman that had got her excited; she knew that now. It was the suit, through and through. Everything about it made her wet, from the moment she had first seen it.

‘Arms now, sweetie,’ the woman said, her words cutting through the fog of the orgasm that was promised but kept tantalisingly out of reach by the vibrator inside her. ‘Wouldn’t want you going anywhere, would we?’

Tessa was barely able to resist as she felt the woman draw her hands behind her back. Twin ringlets of steel held her arms in place, ratcheting closed until there was absolutely no room for her to move. Were they the handcuffs from before? Suddenly, coming in for them seemed like a distant memory.

With a tight grip around Tessa’s arm, the woman guided her backwards. In the high heels of the boots, it made for a treacherous few steps, but it didn’t take long for her to be satisfied that Tessa was in position. The glass walls of the display cabinet surrounded her, but Tessa barely noticed: her mind was focused on the agonising tease of the vibrations between her legs. She would have given anything to reach a hand around and begin playing with herself, but the cuffs made it an impossible. She looked imploringly at the old woman, desperately hoping that she might slip a finger inside the catsuit and give her just a little push to make her finally come, but the woman ignored her: locked in the gag as she was, there was nothing else she could do to get her attention.

Instead, she stood and waited. It just felt... natural.

As the woman locked a set of manacles around her feet – how had she not noticed those before? Had they even been there? – Tessa remained still. Stillness felt right.

‘There we go,’ the woman whispered into her ear as she closed the door of the display cabinet at last. ‘Now you’re all sorted. My little plaything, dressed up just as I wanted. All mine. Forever.’

Forever.

Yes, that was right. Tessa could see that now. She’d be here forever. Where else would she be? Where else would she be able to wear this suit, to have people look at her the way she had looked at the mannequin – with a mixture of lust and admiration?

The vibrator pushed her over into orgasm. Her body bucked and writhed as pleasure ripped its way through to her very core, but the chains held her tightly in place, locked standing upright.

‘There now,’ the woman said with a smile as she turned the key in the lock. ‘You just focus on coming for me. All you need to do is be a good little slut for me.’

A good little slut.

Nothing else.

As the door of the display cabinet was sealed shut, Tessa gave herself completely over to the sensations, and to the reality of her new existence.

It was three months before the shop had another visitor: a young blonde woman, professionally dressed, who entered with a familiar sense of caution and proceeded to scan the floor nervously.

The latex-clad mannequin that had once been a woman watched her as she roamed around the shop. For a second their eyes met, but the new girl didn’t seem to recognise any humanity in her; all too quickly, her attention was distracted by an item in the next display cabinet along.

It was a full-body latex suit, in a deep red colour, which seemed to cry out to her in a way nothing ever had before.

The mannequin watched to see if the young woman would find her fantasy coming to life, and waited for the shop’s new addition to take her rightful place.


Model Behaviour


If I had been asked what drew me to life modelling, I would probably have answered that it was the money. Sure, there were other things I liked about it – the admiring glances from rooms full of strangers, the rush I got whenever I recognised my naked body in oils or pastels, the fact that I could set my own hours and be (effectively) my own boss – but I would have been lying if I said it was anything other than cold hard cash that was the main motivating factor. Sitting naked in the art rooms of the university might have been boring and a little chilly at times, but it beat the hell out of sweating behind a crowded bar until the early hours of the morning, mixing drinks for rowdy strangers.

And then I had met Alex, and I found a whole new reason to love it.

Alex had been one of the students in the Dr Franklin’s Composition and Form class: a scruffy-looking lesbian with short black hair, paint-splattered dungarees and an intoxicating smile. At first, I remember thinking that Alex had barely noticed me, despite the fact that she had been staring at me for over an hour: that was the extent of the look of concentration on her face. It wasn’t until the end of the third class, when she excitedly ran after me in the corridor to thank me for sitting for them, that she showed anything more than an artist’s interest in me. When she asked me if I wanted to join her for a drink, I felt charmed in a way that I hadn’t in a long time. I’d been openly bisexual for years, but I’d never found myself in a relationship with another woman; the most I had managed was the occasional fling. With Alex, though, it felt natural – inevitable, almost. With her around, I felt as though I could do anything.

We had been dating for almost three months when she suggested moving in together, and I had willingly agreed. It was a huge decision, but I barely had to think about it. My time with her had been the happiest days of my life. We became Alex and Sarah: a single unit, completely indivisible. She knew everything about me, and – I hoped, anyway – I knew everything about her.

It wasn’t until a month or so later that I realised how wrong I was.

‘I want to sketch you,’ Alex had said, pretty much out of the blue while we ate breakfast one Saturday morning. 

‘Oh yeah? How come?’

She nodded. ‘Yeah. I haven’t done it in a while. And now my classes have eased up, it would be nice to draw for fun for a change. Besides, I love the way you look when you pose.’

There was something in her voice that told me this wasn’t a spur of the moment decision. Perhaps she was looking to get something completed and potentially put into one of the galleries in town. If that was the case, I would have been thrilled: I had been saying for weeks that she needed to stretch her creative muscles and try to get herself noticed. If she needed a model for that... well, it would be a pleasure to help.

‘Have you got anything planned?’ I asked.

Alex paused for a second, as though she was debating whether or not to hold something back. ‘Yes,’ she said eventually. ‘A series. But I don’t want to tell you what it is just yet.’

‘How come?’

She smiled at me, and that was all the answer I needed. ‘It’s a surprise,’ she said. ‘I think you’ll like it, but...’

‘But?’

‘You will like it. Trust me.’

And trust her I did. Alex knew me inside and out. If she thought I’d like it, then I was pretty confident that she’d be right. ‘When do you want me?’ I asked playfully. ‘I’ll have to see if I can clear my schedule.’

‘Tonight? I need to pick up a few things first, but I should be able to get them all sorted by then.’

‘An outfit?’

Alex laughed her high, endearing giggle. ‘Definitely not an outfit,’ she said.

I felt a frisson of excitement run through me. It had been so long since she had sketched me nude, and never alone: for some reason or other, it was something we never got around to doing. Now, with the idea of it staring me in the face, I couldn’t wait.

‘Sign me up,’ I said.

Alex took one final, decisive bite of toast and stood up. ‘Good,’ she said, and behind her eyes I could already see her brain ticking over with plans for the evening. She came over to where I was still sitting in my pyjamas and kissed me softly on the cheek. ‘I’d better run,’ she said. ‘I’ll be back soon. Don’t make any plans for after sixish, OK?’

I nodded, but I doubt she noticed. She was already halfway out of the door.

Alex had got back a few hours later, with a carrier bag in her hand and a secretive look on her face. ‘No peeking,’ she had said, before she squirreled it away in the bedroom. ‘I mean it. I want it to be a surprise.’

And so I waited, watching the minutes tick down until we were ready to start. I took a shower, taking the time to preen myself and make sure my body was as perfect and relaxed as it could be, and by the time I emerged Alex was in the bedroom, with the door closed and a crudely drawn KEEP OUT sign on the door.

‘Let me in!’ I said, knocking repeatedly. ‘It’s cold out here!’

I heard a rustling from behind the door, and then Alex’s dainty wrist shot out with a bundle of clothes.

‘Very funny.’

‘I’m not done yet. I want it to be perfect.’

Grumbling, I snatched the clothes from her and put them on. They were a little dressy for just hanging around the flat, but I didn’t seem to have much choice.

Eventually, the door opened and Alex’s face poked out from the gap. ‘You can come in now,’ she said. ‘I’m ready.’

I had tried to be annoyed, but there was something about the childlike satisfaction in her voice that made it difficult. By the time I had walked through the door and could see for myself what all the effort was for, it was pretty much impossible to be anything but pleased.

Our sheets, usually fairly simple cotton things, had been replaced by a rich red-and-black silk number that seemed to pour itself across our bed in waves, illuminated by a raft of candles that sat on every available surface: dozens of tea-lights that bathed the room in a soft glow. In one corner, she had placed her easel and stool, giving her a perfect view of where she knew I’d be positioned.

‘Do you like it?’ she asked.

I nodded. ‘Yeah. I really do.’

‘Good. We’re going to be here for a while.’

Her joy was infectious: as she burst out into a wide grin, I found myself involuntarily doing the same, even though I was aware of how much of a tease the next few hours were likely to be. Having to sit there motionless, feeling the silk against my skin, while the woman I loved was watching only a few feet away – and yet remaining completely untouchable – was an exquisite form of torture, and yet I didn’t doubt for a second that it would be worth it. I remembered the adoring looks that Alex had shot across to me the previous times she had sketched me nude, and the rush I had got from knowing that I had her complete attention – that for those few brief hours, the world didn’t even exist outside of her easel and me.

‘So... where do you want me?’

‘You on the bed. The clothes in a heap in the corner.’

I rolled my eyes, but I did as she instructed. As I slipped the shirt off my body, my breasts fell free, pert and with my nipples already embarrassingly erect. The room itself was surprisingly warm – no doubt for my comfort, given that I’d be spending most of the evening naked – so there could be no mistaking the reason why I was standing to attention. Alex smiled as she ran her fingers gently over one of them, ending with a soft, teasing pinch.

‘Looks like I was right,’ she said. ‘You seem to be enjoying yourself already.’

I didn’t have time for a comeback; instead, she had slipped her hooked thumbs into the waistband of my underwear and pulled down sharply. Suddenly I was naked in front of her, and she seemed to be doing her best to enjoy it. The same teasing pathway she had run over my nipples stretched downwards, across my torso, coming to rest in the heat between my legs. I wondered if she could tell I was becoming aroused, and then realised it was a ridiculous question: of course she could. There was no way I’d be able to hide it.

The tease stopped there. ‘Onto the bed,’ she said, ‘and make sure you’re facing away from me.’

Not for the first time, I wondered what she was planning. A coy, over-the-shoulder type of pose? I hoped not. As attractive as it might have looked, for a model it was one of the hardest positions to maintain for a long period of time – not to mention the fact that having to watch her as she worked would be almost too big a temptation for me to resist.

Still, she knew best. I positioned myself on the bed on my knees, facing away from her, and I felt her body press up against mine from behind. She kissed my neck gently and I felt any resistance dropping away like a leaf in the autumn breeze.

‘Do you trust me?’ she whispered into my ear.

It seemed like an odd question, but I nodded.

‘I need to hear you say it,’ she said. ‘Do you trust me?’

‘Yes.’

‘Good.’ Her arms reached around my stomach, cradling it for a second, and then she placed gentle hands around my wrists, drawing them back behind me. ‘Good,’ she said again. It was the last thing I heard before I felt the touch of the rope against my skin.

It was soft, but unexpected, and I instinctively pulled against it. Alex didn’t force me; she allowed my hands to move away from her, but the grip around my wrist stayed. ‘It’s OK,’ she said. ‘I want to sketch you tied up. I thought it would make for a cool picture.’

I was hesitant, but I could see it already. Alex had always admired the way bondage looked, even if we’d never got around to playing with it ourselves, and I remembered her once excitedly showing me a coffee table book filled with artistic black and white photographs of women swaddled in rope; it didn’t really surprise me that she liked the idea of having her own personal model secured for her.

‘OK,’ I said, crossing my wrists together behind my back. I did trust her. I would have trusted her with anything.

She looped the rope once, twice, three times around my wrists and pulled it taut. Immediately, I got the impression that she knew what she was doing. There was no stalling, no hesitation: within moments, my hands were completely immobile.

‘Have you done this before?’ I asked.

She nodded. ‘I dabbled.’

‘Before you met me?’

‘Yeah.’

‘An ex-girlfriend was into all this, I suppose?’

‘Something like that.’ She cinched off the rope and tied it neatly. ‘There,’ she said. ‘Give that a try. I want to see you struggle.’

I pulled and wriggled against the cords that bound my wrists together, but it was pointless. I was stuck. ‘I can’t,’ I said. ‘Sorry.’

‘There’s no need to be sorry,’ she grinned. ‘You’re not supposed to be able to get out. That would kind of defeat the purpose, don’t you think?’

‘I thought the purpose was that it looked good while you were sketching me?’

‘A bit of both. If you’re going to do a job, do it properly, right?’

‘I guess so.’

‘Is it too tight for you?’

I twisted my wrists; even as the rope held firm, they slid against each other easily. While there was no chance of me escaping, there was no discomfort, and no unpleasant rubbing of the fibres against my skin.

‘No,’ I said. ‘It feels...’ I’d started speaking without knowing for sure where I was heading, and I found myself coming up short. My voice disappeared into nothingness; the truth was, I didn’t know how it felt. Secure? Obviously. Restrictive? Yes. Safe? Hard to say, but it didn’t seem far off the mark. ‘Good,’ I said at last. ‘It feels good.’

‘I thought you’d approve,’ Alex smiled. ‘Legs together. There’s plenty more where that came from.’

I didn’t protest as she took another length of rope and secured my ankles together, and then my knees. When she urged me to test out her bonds again, I found them even more restrictive than the ones around my wrists. My wriggling seemed to please her.

‘You’re so pretty when you’re tied up like this,’ she said. ‘We should have done this months ago.’

I didn’t reply. Too many thoughts were spinning in my mind, and too many of those were pulling me in directions I hadn’t even considered possible before then. Before Alex, I had always been what most people would probably call a prude. I had spent so long wrestling with the idea of my feelings for women that anything remotely kinky seemed like a whole different issue, so far removed from my feelings that I couldn’t even begin to comprehend it. Alex had been faintly amused by my innocence, but mostly understanding.

Now, though... now, I could feel myself starting to become wet. I tried to convince myself that it was just the intimacy of the situation, a result of the candles and the bedsheets and the way my lover’s hands felt as they ran across my body, but there was no denying the facts: a large part of it was the ropes. There was something intoxicating about the restraint, knowing that I was helpless – that if she chose to, Alex could have done anything she wanted to me. Deep down, part of me wanted that. I craved the loss of control, and it scared me a little. Somehow, the ropes gave every touch a frisson of danger, as though the imbalance of power was a waiting game, designed to see how much teasing we could both endure before she had to give in to her own desires and took me on her terms.

If that had been her plan, though, it didn’t show. Instead, she placed me in an unusual position, on my knees with my legs curled under me, and then told me to look like I was turned on. Apparently that was her little joke; it might have been what she wanted, but she must have known just how aroused I was.

Once I was in place, she told me to stay put and then headed over to her easel. I just bit my lip in expectation and did as I was instructed; after all, it wasn’t as though I had many other options. Even if I’d resisted and struggled, even if I’d managed to get free, then what? I’d agreed to be tied, all so Alex could sketch her little bondage fantasy. Would I just let her tie me again?

There was no doubt in my mind.

By the time I zoned out of my daydream and back into the real world, Alex was well into her sketching. The tips of her fingers were already smudged with black from her oils pastels, and her mouth was twisted up into a tight little grin. It must have been less than five minutes before she ripped her piece from the page and threw it onto the floor.

‘Something wrong?’ I asked.

‘There’s something missing,’ she said simply. ‘Something important.’

I was left to wonder what she meant as she began rummaging around in our closet. What did she mean, there was something missing? What else could there be?

I didn’t have to wait long to find out. A smile crossed her face as she pulled an unfamiliar black bag out from the bottom of the closet. ‘There we go,’ she said as she unfastened the zip. ‘That’s better.’ I didn’t say anything as she pulled items out of it: straps of leather with bright, shiny buckles, gleaming despite the soft candlelight. When she stood up, I saw that she was holding another strap, but this one was somehow unlike all the others. Halfway along its length sat a knot of hard red rubber. I knew what it was, of course: I wasn’t a complete innocent. What I didn’t know is what a ball gag was doing in a bag at the bottom of our closet, and why Alex was holding it up with such a happy smile on her face.

She dangled it in front of me, not quite taunting me with it but not far off. ‘I think this will look perfect,’ she said. ‘What do you think?’

‘Where did you get it?’

She shrugged. ‘I can’t remember. It was a long time ago.’

‘The same ex-girlfriend?’

‘I might have... exaggerated that. Just a little.’

‘Oh?’

‘I did have an ex who was into this sort of thing. More than one, in fact.’

‘But you were the one who got them into it?’

‘Exactly.’

‘Why didn’t you mention it earlier?’

‘I don’t know. I just didn’t think you’d go for it. And I was fine with that, I really was...’

‘But?’

‘But I figured I’d try it out. Just something light, to see how you reacted. I didn’t expect you to be quite as into it as you seem to be.’

‘What makes you so sure I’m into it?’ I said, my voiced ever-so-slightly annoyed.

Alex didn’t say anything. Instead, she slipped a hand between my legs. For a brief, glorious second I felt her fingertip caress my clit, and then it was withdrawn. She held it up in front of my face, and I watched the wet sheen glisten in the candlelight. ‘Just a feeling I’m getting,’ she said.

‘So you never really wanted to sketch me?’

‘I did,’ she said bashfully, like a child who has been caught in an obvious lie. ‘It just wasn’t the only thing I had in mind for tonight. I was hoping the evening might take a different turn, definitely. And so were you, by the looks of things.’

She had a point. There was no denying my excitement at the thought.

‘I understand it’s a big deal,’ she said. ‘It’s kind of scary when it’s your first time. But it’s OK. You’re completely in charge. We’ll work at your pace. If you want to stick with just the ropes, that’s fine. Hell, if you want to lose the ropes entirely, I don’t mind at all. It’s your decision.’

I paused, mulling the decision over. On the one hand, Alex was right: it was a big step, and it was completely new territory to me. On the other, I trusted her with everything I had. If this was something she wanted – not to mention the effect it seemed to be having on me – was there any good reason not to try it?

I opened my mouth, not to speak, but gesturing to Alex that it was OK to continue. It took her a second to pick up on my signal, but when she did a huge smile crossed her face. She pressed the red rubber of the gag between my teeth and fastened it in place. It was large and unwieldy, but not uncomfortably so, and when I tried to thank her all that came out was a muffled noise that seemed to please her even more.

‘Good girl,’ she said. ‘You don’t need to speak. You just need to do as I say. Do you understand?’

I nodded. That was all I wanted in the world.

She pushed me backwards onto the bed, and without my arms to support me I fell heavily. Within seconds, she was on top of me, her knees on either side of my torso and her hands pressing down gently on my shoulders: not hard enough to be painful, but definitely enough to make it clear that I wasn’t going anywhere until she was good and ready. As her lips touched mine, I knew that there was nowhere else I would rather have been.

She kissed the gag, and for a moment I found myself hating it – truly loathing the stupid ball of rubber that was keeping me from the familiar exploration of her tongue against mine. Now, though, it didn’t feel familiar. Everything she did had a fresh, new quality to it: every touch of her body against mine seemed to spark with that first-date chemistry, of one human being testing itself with another to see how well they fit together, and finding it was a perfect match.

I didn’t speak as she moved down along my jawline, peppering the skin with kisses that lingered long after the light press of her lips had disappeared. I didn’t speak as she began to kiss my neck, feeling my pulse quicken as she did so. It was only once she began nibbling at my collarbone that I let out a gasp. It was deliberate on her part; it had to have been. She knew it was my weak spot.

‘Oh, you like that, do you?’ she said with a smile. I whimpered again, and she put a hand between my legs. I couldn’t help myself; almost involuntarily, my body began thrusting against her, desperate for any contact against my clit. The harder I thrusted, the more she brought her hand up, giving me the illusion that with just a little extra effort I might be able to bring myself off.

It was a cruel trick. The more excited I managed to get myself, the more she eased off, pulling her hand away at just the right moment to ensure that I could never manage to get enough friction to satisfy myself. Bound and gagged as I was, there was no way for me to get what I needed or to express my frustration – but of course, there was no need. She knew exactly what she was doing.

Eventually, once the exertion of her teasing had left beads of sweat gathered along my forehead and once she knew I couldn’t stand it anymore, she pulled her hand away completely. ‘Don’t worry,’ she said as she saw me desperately trying to follow it. ‘There’s plenty more where that came from. But you’re going to have to work for it.’

She reached into the bedside cabinet and pulled out her vibrator, a large purple monstrosity that dwarfed my own. I preferred something small and discrete – a small silver bullet designed to gently tease me to orgasm – but Alex liked her toys to be more robust. She twisted the switch at its base and it made a noise as though it was trying to take off.

‘This should help to keep you occupied,’ she said, waving it in front of my gagged face. ‘But you aren’t going to come until I give you permission, understand?’

I nodded. At that moment, I would have agreed to anything.

Alex seemed happy with that. She parted my legs as much as she could, given the ropes, and slid the vibrator into me with one firm, steady push. The feeling of fullness was immediately satisfying, but when she turned the vibe onto its highest setting the convulsions that passed through my body were unlike anything I’d ever felt before. I wasn’t used to its size, nor the strength of its top setting, and I could see Alex laughing as I tried in vain to adjust to her toy.

‘I bet you won’t be going back to your little bullet any time soon, will you?’ she smirked. I just moaned behind the gag. It was all I thought I could manage.

She reached down between my legs and turned it to a medium setting – still far, far more intense than I was used to, but nothing like the seismic juddering that she had been using just a moment before – before pressing my legs together again. ‘Keep them tight,’ she said as she pulled on the cords attaching my knees together, fastening them more securely. ‘If it falls out, I’m not putting it back in again. You’ll just have to do without.’ I found myself glad of the extra restraint; in the fog of my arousal, I doubted I would have been able to stand the frustration if it had slipped out of me.

Once she was satisfied that I was secure, she flipped me over onto my front. I flexed my fingers as she ran her hands along my arms and down my back, passing them fleetingly over my shoulder blades, down along my spine, before allowing one of them to give me a gentle slap on the ass.

‘Aww... look at you,’ she said playfully. ‘All tied up and no place to go. I could just leave you here to enjoy my toy and you couldn’t do a thing about it.’ I whimpered even more pathetically than I intended; the thought of her leaving right now was unbearable. When she stood up and headed out of my line of sight, I began to panic, but soon I felt a soothing hand on my shoulder. ‘Shh,’ she said. ‘Relax. I’m not going anywhere.’

The second time she stepped out of my eye line, I felt a lot calmer. I trusted Alex; if she said she wasn’t going to leave me, I knew she wouldn’t. It was only once I heard the zipper of her jeans and the swoosh of fabric, only barely audible over the sound of the vibrator buzzing away inside me, that I knew what she had in mind.

She dropped her panties next to my head before I even saw her, as if to give me a warning of what was about to come. She didn’t give me much time to think it over. Within moments, she was sitting in front of me, her legs parted and her smooth, shaved pussy just inches away from my face. I let out another little whimper and looked up at her imploringly. Let me taste, I hoped my eyes said. I need it.

She looked down at me and tenderly ran her fingers through my hair. Somehow, the display of affection made me even more desperate for her. I didn’t want her to be gentle: I wanted her to use me.

Alex put both hands behind my head and fiddled with the leather strap of the gag. When it fell loose, I couldn’t stop myself from drooling as she pulled the gag free. My jaw felt stiff, even though it had only been in for ten minutes or so.

‘Lick,’ she said. ‘When I’m finished, I’ll let you come. Understood?’

I didn’t say anything; instead, I immediately put my tongue to work, desperately trying to focus on anything else but the buzzing in my pussy. The only thing that mattered at that moment was Alex’s orgasm. Mine would come later... if I behaved.

My tongue knew the contours of Alex’s body as if by rote, but the ropes added a whole new dimension of complexity. Now, every motion had to be thought out. With no fingers to help tease her, my tongue and lips had to take over all the work instead. I struggled to hold my head up, but as eagerly as I kept licking at her clit it didn’t take long before my neck got tired and I struggled to hold it up. Every second spent trying to pleasure her caused the muscles in my shoulders feel as though they were on fire. Just as I was about to give up, I felt her reach her hand down into my hair and hold on tight, pulling me in, refusing to let me go until she was satisfied.

Her earlier tenderness was almost gone. Now, her grip was firm, and as she guided my head I knew that she was completely in control. Even without the ropes, there was no way I would have been able to escape from her grasp, even if I’d wanted to. At that moment, I was her toy, and nothing more.

I loved it – and judging from her moans, Alex loved it too. I had never seen her so aroused. Was it the power of this new dynamic that had made her so wet? How long had she wanted me like this?

More to the point... how long had I been missing out?

I put those questions out of my mind as best I could, ignoring them the same way I was desperately trying to ignore Alex’s cock between my legs.

‘Your tongue,’ she moaned. ‘Inside me. Now.’

The tone of her voice left no room for dissent. I lowered my head and slid my tongue into her hole. As soon as I did, I felt her hips buck up against my face, pressing her sex against me. I pushed deeper, tongue-fucking her and relishing the gasps of arousal that seemed to emerge from nowhere every few seconds.

Her entire body tensed up, her strong fingers pulling at my hair as she let out a high pitched squeal of pleasure. ‘Fuck,’ she moaned. ‘Don’t you dare fucking stop, you understand? Don’t you dare.’

I wouldn’t have even considered it. As her body bucked under the attentions of my tongue, I did my best to keep up with her: licking as though my life depended on it, sucking on her lips, running tight circles across her clit. Eventually, the sensation became too much and she erupted in bursts against my mouth, holding me in place as the tide of her orgasm swept her away.

As Alex collapsed back, exhausted, I heard through her satisfied sighs the words I’d been hoping to hear. ‘Come for me,’ she said.

My body responded even before I was consciously aware of what was happening. I pressed my hips firmly against the sheets, practically humping them in an effort to drive the huge, buzzing cock deeper inside of me. My eager thrusts soon became mindlessly rhythmic, until all I could focus on was the feeling of the vibrations

‘Please,’ I mumbled. ‘Please... I need...’

Alex cut me off with a passionate kiss, as though she was trying to get every trace of her juices off my mouth as soon as possible, and slipped a hand between my legs. Now, there was no tease – not like before, anyway. She began rubbing slowly, then sped up to a frantic pace, as eager as I was to see my body win out over my doubts.

She didn’t have to wait long. I strained against the ropes as my orgasm ripped through me, incapable of doing much of anything except moan a series of breathy expletives into the bedsheets. Under Alex’s control, I knew I didn’t have to do much of anything. She’d take care of me. All I had to do was obey.

She held me once I had finished, her dainty arms wrapped around me like a security blanket, but she made no attempt to unfasten the ropes. I was glad of that. The experience was so new, so novel, that I didn’t think I could cope with the sudden change back to normality. Strange as it might have sounded, the ropes felt like home.

‘Thank you,’ I said quietly. I didn’t think I was capable of saying much else, and Alex seemed to agree. She just kept holding me, kissing the remnants of her wetness off my lips and waiting for my body to settle back to normality.

We had been sitting there practically in silence for what seemed like forever when a thought occurred to me. ‘Can I ask something?’ I said, breaking the silence at last.

‘Sure.’

‘You went out today to pick up some stuff.’

‘Yeah. And?’

‘All of this stuff was already here,’ I said. ‘You didn’t bring it today. You had it at the bottom of your closet for God knows how long. So what did you buy?’

For the first time since we’d started, Alex didn’t look as though she was in control. She cast her eyes downwards sheepishly, and I could tell that – whatever it was – it wasn’t something she had planned on admitting no matter how well the evening had gone.

‘I got you a collar,’ she said quietly.

‘A collar?’

She nodded. ‘Yeah.’

‘But you had so many things like that in the bag. Why did you go out and get a new one?’

‘I don’t know. Just in case, I guess. I’d used the collars in the bag with my exes. The ropes and gag were one thing, but...’ She let her voice trail off. ‘I wanted you to have your own. One that was just for you. No one else’s.’

It was strange: a few hours ago, I never would have thought of it as being a cute gesture, but now, with a faintly embarrassed blush crossing Alex’s face it was hard to see it as anything other than adorable. She wanted me to be hers: to give me some symbol that I belonged to her, that we were somehow connected in a way that other people weren’t. What could be more romantic than that, really?

‘Can I see?’

A look of uncertainty passed over her face, but she walked over to the desk in the corner by her easel and opened one of the drawers. From out of a carrier bag, she pulled a strip of leather, different to the ones from the bag: while they had been black, even in the candlelight I could see that this was a rich, deep red.

It was beautiful.

Alex must have been able to tell from the look in my eyes exactly how I felt about it. As she came close to me, there was no hesitation at all: the snug fit of the collar around my neck made it clear we had just taken a new step in our relationship, but the way she pulled me in for a kiss using the small silver ring in front made it perfectly clear.

‘Thank you,’ I said once she let me up for air.

‘For what?’

‘I don’t know. Everything, I guess. The collar. The ropes. The gag.’

‘The orgasm?’

‘I like to think I earned that fair and square.’

If I’d expected another of Alex’s smartass responses, I didn’t get one. Instead, she pushed my head down to her still-wet pussy, and held me gently in place by the collar as I earned myself three more.


The Recruitment


The man tied to the St Andrew’s Cross that took up most of the far wall had been screaming for almost ten minutes, but Veronica kept the strokes coming: that was what she was paid for.

He had been sheepish when he had made his appointment, as they so often were, but to his credit he hadn’t buckled yet. By the end of an hour’s session, she prided herself on being able to reduce men to quivering wrecks, but he had displayed a remarkable fortitude. As the welts rose up, crisscrossing the flesh of his buttocks with a rich scarlet lattice, she sighed.

Perhaps it wasn’t him. Perhaps it was her.

She loved her job, despite the stigma and the fact that it wasn’t as glamorous as it was made out to be. She loved the outfits, and the devotion of her submissives – even just for the hours they paid to spend with her. She loved the reputation she had built up over the past few years, and the jealousy she inspired in other, older professionals who couldn’t wrap their minds around her meteoric success. She loved the apartment it had bought and furnished.

Yes, the life of a pro-Domme had been good to her, there was no doubt about it. And yet...

And yet there was something missing. The spark had gone.

She turned her attentions back to her client. The cane swished through the air, colliding with his skin with a fierce retort that made him cry out. Five more, she thought to herself. Five more, and his session will be over, and we can all go home.

It was time to see if she could make him crack. That would make her feel better.

She rained the blows down on him, one after another, guiding the rattan with laser-precision against pre-existing welts. She wanted it to hurt.

Five...

Four...

Three...

His screams turned to choked gasps as he struggled for air against the fire that was burning over his skin. The three quick strokes had put him on the edge with their unexpected viciousness; she could see his muscles tense as he awaited the final two.

But let him wait. There was pleasure in anticipation.

Two...

Once Veronica saw him begin to relax, the knots in his shoulders falling away, she struck again, a hard blow that made the fat of his buttocks jiggle and his entire body jolt forwards.

‘Please,’ he begged her. ‘Please.’

He knew the rules. He knew what he had signed up for, and he knew how to make it stop. All she needed was that one little word...

She raised her arm up again, to deliver the final stroke, and he must have seen the look in her eyes before he closed his own in fear. ‘Please,’ he whispered again, quiet enough that it barely registered in contrast to the cries that had preceded it. ‘Mercy. No more.’

Mercy was his safeword, agreed in advance but never used before that moment. She had broken his resolve, and he had paid her for the privilege.

Yes, she still had it. There was no denying the fact.

The only question, she thought sadly as she reached up to undo his restraints and send him on his way, was whether or not ‘it’ was enough for her anymore.

The glass of wine Veronica had poured had somehow managed to empty itself more quickly than she had anticipated. The rest of the bottle, chilling in the refrigerator, seemed like half a world away at a time when she just wanted to relax and put her feet up, but there was no one to fetch it for her.

Perhaps it was time to invest in a live-in submissive.

No, she thought as she trudged into the kitchen for a refill. It wasn’t that there was any shortage of volunteers – half the men who booked appointments with her asked if that was an option – but they were hobby players, people who wanted to feel the adrenaline rush of a beating, to masturbate themselves to an orgasm, and then to go home and forget all about what had just happened. If she was going to take someone on, it would have to be someone who truly understood what it meant to give themselves up to another human being, to be capable of completely switching off their own desires and focusing entirely on her needs.

Was it selfish? Perhaps. But it would also be necessary, and none of the men at the dungeon could ever give her what she needed. Even the best of them were slobbering brutes once they hit a certain stage of arousal, and it was an inconvenience she didn’t want to deal with at home, in her own personal place of solitude.

Maybe a woman instead, she thought idly as she filled her glass with ice-cold wine. Maybe that could work.

Yes... she could see it now. An eager little thing, no older than about twenty-five, waiting on her knees when her Mistress arrived home, ready to please and serve. It sounded heavenly.

A knock on the door pulled Veronica out of her daydreams. She stashed the remainder of the wine – barely enough to be worth it – back in the fridge, and headed for the door.

There was no one there.

She caught a faint whiff of perfume in the air, and heard footsteps clicking down the corridor; a woman in a long brown coat was walking away rapidly. ‘Hey!’ Veronica called out, but it was no use. Her caller either hadn’t heard her, or hadn’t cared.

For a moment, she allowed herself to think that the woman might have just got the wrong flat, but then she looked down. A small but elaborate basket of cut flowers sat on her doorstep, complete with a card.

Odd.

She brought the flowers inside, and set them on the kitchen counter. They were pure white lilies – her favourite – and beautifully arranged: whoever the mysterious woman was, she had excellent taste.

She took a long sip of wine and turned her attentions to the note. It was thick card, embossed with a stylish logo she wasn’t familiar with: two Fs, back to back. The whole thing seemed to be designed to give off an air of class and sophistication.

She approved wholeheartedly.

Veronica turned it over and over in her fingers, taking in the exquisite detail before she opened it up to see what it said inside.

Miss Veronica Amstell, it read in flowing cursive.

We have been watching your work, and find ourselves impressed with your obvious talents. The Flowers would like to invite you to join our organisation.

A car will be dispatched to you at eight o’clock tomorrow evening, along with our representative. Should you choose not to accompany her, we invite you to enjoy these lilies with our compliments.

We trust that you will make the right decision.

In your service,

The Flowers

X

Veronica read the note quickly, and then again several more times. Even out loud, she couldn’t understand it.

The words made sense, obviously – in fact, they were almost brutally plain in their simplicity – but it was all but incomprehensible. Who were the Flowers? How did she know who she was? What did they mean, they had been watching her work?

She finished her glass, refilled it, and carried the note back into the living room.

It was crazy, obviously. She couldn’t just get into a car with a strange woman without knowing where she was going, to meet a group of strangers who had apparently been paying attention to her without her noticing. It would be insane. Borderline certifiable, in fact.

But still...

She hadn’t felt a rush of excitement in weeks, not the way she had when she had received that note. There were people out there – perfect strangers, as far as she knew – who had seen her work at the dungeon and enjoyed it, enough to send her a token of appreciation and an invitation to... well, God only knew what. Probably some kind of scene party.

It almost seemed rude not to take them up on it.

But it was more than that, and she knew it. In that note, she had found a sliver of hope that maybe, just maybe, there was something else that life could offer her. It was strange, of course, but perhaps a break from the norm was just what she needed.

The note and its contents didn’t leave her mind for the rest of the night.

If she had tried to convince herself that she wouldn’t take the note seriously, it hadn’t lasted long. The day had ticked by achingly slowly, the seconds dragging their feet as she waited for the visitor to arrive.

She had prepared herself for it well, dressing in smart black – serious, but nothing too obscene. It was important to make the right first impression.

Veronica played the card over and over in her fingers, looking for any clues. Google had, somewhat unusually, turned up nothing of note: after the eighth page of florists, she had given up. Veronica had considered asking around her circle of friends to see if anyone had heard of them, but thought better of it. If the Flowers were so keen to keep themselves secret that they didn’t even feature online, perhaps it was best that she didn’t go spreading their name around the scene.

The second hand of her watch ran its laps ceaselessly.

Fifty-seven.

Fifty-eight.

Fifty-nine.

The knock startled her with its eerie precision. Veronica felt her breath catch in her throat: while it had all been a fantasy before, now it was apparently a reality.

On the other side of the door, excitement awaited her.

She chided herself for being melodramatic, but the feeling remained. She let out a deep sigh and tried to calm her heart rate, and then pulled open the door.

The girl standing there was really quite astonishingly beautiful. Her long blonde hair cascaded in loose waves over her shoulders, giving her a sweet and innocent look that only framed the coy smile that made her face beam. She was dressed somewhat conservatively, in a simple white blouse and knee-length black skirt, but traces of kink had manage to creep in regardless, like waves lapping at a seashore. Veronica could see that her hands were covered by what appeared to be black leather gloves that disappeared beyond the shirt cuffs, and in the narrow gap between her stylish boots and the hem of the skirt it wasn’t difficult to spot a touch of latex – stockings, perhaps. This was a woman who, despite her simple dress sense, was obviously not ashamed or embarrassed by the presence of sexuality.

As if to prove it, around her neck there sat a solid steel band that seemed to have no hinge. Whoever, she was, she was collared.

Owned.

‘Miss Amstell?’ she asked, in a voice that told Veronica she already knew the answer. If the note she received yesterday was anything to go by, the girl might have known everything about her. It was impossible to tell.

Veronica nodded.

‘My name is Celine. I believe you’re expecting me. I’ve been sent by the Flowers. There is a car waiting, if you’d like to accompany me?’

Her tone was formal and respectful, but not cold: she seemed happy to be here, carrying out the instructions of whoever was behind all this. There was a relaxed, happy look behind her eyes that betrayed the stiff demeanour of politeness.

Last chance, she thought. Last opportunity to bail.

‘I’d love to, Celine,’ she said.

The car was parked outside, a professional-looking limousine in an almost iridescent black. It shone under the streetlights as Celine opened the rear door and allowed Veronica to enter, before climbing in beside her. As soon as the door closed, the driver – hidden behind a solid partition, rolled all the wat – started the engine and pulled off towards their destination.

Once they had arranged themselves, they sat in silence. While Veronica burned with questions, Celine remained perfectly still, her hands folded in her lap, as though waiting for orders. The content smile never left her face.

Eventually, Veronica couldn’t take it any longer. ‘So...’ she began, and then found her voice trailing off. What to ask first? There were so many options, and they all jostled for her attention.

Celine looked at the other woman and smiled. ‘You must have a lot of questions,’ she said eventually.

The casual ease with which she said it made Veronica laugh. ‘You could say that. All this... it’s very... God, I don’t even know the word.’

‘Odd?’

‘I was going to say exciting. But odd works too.’

Celine nodded. ‘My apologies. We’re a very old institution, and sometimes we find ourselves getting a little caught up in our own routines. I hope we didn’t alarm you too much?’

‘No, no,’ Veronica said quickly. ‘If I’m honest, I’m enjoying it. I just don’t know quite what it is I’m enjoying, you know?’

‘I understand,’ Celine said, and then paused. ‘The Flowers have instructed me to answer any questions you might have about them, and about tonight. My only aim is to make this as enjoyable an evening for you as possible. Consider me at your service, Miss Amstell.’

‘You keep calling me that. Why?’

Celine unfolded her hands. ‘I was instructed to show you the appropriate amount of respect,’ she said. ‘The Flowers attach a lot of importance to correct protocol. Is there something else you’d prefer to be called?’

‘Miss will do,’ Veronica said, feeling a slight twinge beneath her skirt in the way she hadn’t in months. There was something about the completeness of Celine’s devotion that made her want to exploit it, to demonstrate her power. ‘Or Miss Veronica. Either is fine.’

‘Yes, Miss Veronica. Thank you.’

Oh yes, she thought. If this is what being a member of this little club is like, you can sign me up right now.

‘I have a few questions,’ she said, clearing her throat.

‘Please, ask away.’

‘Firstly, where are we going?’

‘To the Clubhouse. The Flower Club.’

‘Which is where, exactly?’

For the first time, Celine seemed uncertain. ‘I can’t tell you that,’ she said. ‘I don’t know the answer.’

‘You don’t know where we’re going?’

‘No, Miss Veronica. I don’t need to know the exact location. It’s not information I’ve been trusted with.’

‘Can we ask the driver?’

She shook her head. ‘I’m afraid not, Miss.’ She reached across and flicked the switch that would have brought down the partition into the front of the limousine. Nothing happened. ‘See? It’s been disabled. It’s only a half hour drive or so. It shouldn’t take long, then all your questions will be answered. I promise.’

It could wait. There were more pressing things to deal with. ‘Tell me about the Flowers,’ Veronica said. ‘Who are they? What are they?’

Celine paused again, as if struggling to find the words. ‘That’s... complicated,’ she said at last. ‘It’s hard to explain properly.’

‘Try.’

She sighed. ‘We started as an organisation devoted to celebrating womanhood. Femininity. In a world ruled by men, we were the light in the darkness. To many, we still are.’

‘It all sounds a bit cloak-and-dagger.’

Celine shrugged. ‘It is, in a lot of ways. But that’s not the whole story. We select what we believe to be the best and the brightest – and the most naturally dominant, those most capable of making a difference in the world – and we ensure that they never want for anything. We give them all the resources they need to reach their true potential, and then we reap the rewards.’

‘What kind of rewards?’

‘All kinds. Money. Power. Technical innovations.’ Celine smiled. ‘You would be surprised at the things we have access to, thanks to our members. If it existed, we’d make the Illuminati look like a preschool talent show.’

‘So how do you fit into all this?’

‘Miss?’

Veronica gestured to her neck. ‘The collar. It doesn’t seem like you’re the dominant sort.’

Celine reached up a hand, still clad in its leather glove, and touched the tight metal band. ‘No, I’m not. It’s part of the uniform.’

‘The uniform?’

‘Only a select few are chosen to be served,’ she said. ‘The rest of the organisation lives to please them. The collar is a reminder of that. Of our position in life.’

‘Serving?’

‘Yes Miss. Beyond the demands of the Flowers, we do not exist. We do not need to.’

Mmm...

Veronica felt a twinge beneath her skirt. There was something about the devotion that Celine showed and her acceptance of her place that just felt right. Could this be what she was looking for? Someone who was willing to completely devote themselves to her wellbeing, to forgo her own needs entirely to please the right Mistress?

The wetness growing between Veronica’s legs said yes.

‘You said it’s part of the uniform,’ Veronica said, trying to keep her mind focused. ‘What’s the rest of it?’

‘It varies, Miss,’ Celine answered. ‘Outside the club, we’re expected to dress well, without drawing attention to ourselves – with the exception of the collars, obviously.’

‘Obviously. And inside?’

Celine gestured to the leather gloves she was wearing. ‘May I, Miss?’

Veronica nodded. The younger girl pulled off the gloves, stripping away their dull black to reveal shiny black underneath: a coating of latex that covered her hands completely.

‘You have to wear gloves?’ Veronica asked, confused. After everything, it seemed like a bit of an anticlimax.

‘Not gloves, Miss,’ Celine said, unbuttoning her shirt. As she did so, Veronica saw for the first time what lay underneath.

A black sheen coated Celine’s entire body, a figure-hugging catsuit that extended right the way from her fingertips to her neck, and down past her stomach below the waistline of her shirt. It wasn’t like any catsuit Veronica had ever seen before, however: there were no buckles, no zippers, and no straps of any kind. The material was stretchy and smooth, without any seam that she could spot, and wrapped itself around Celine’s curves perfectly.

Without even asking, Veronica was sure that it carried on downwards, covering her thighs and calves in its tight embrace, stretching right the way across her toes and the delicate arches of her feet.

It was impossible, but it seemed to be one continuous piece of latex with no end in sight.

‘Is that...?’ she asked, her voice trailing off, and Celine nodded.

‘Yes Miss. One piece. One of our members invented it a few years ago.’

‘How does it work? How do you get it on?’

‘We don’t, Miss. Get it on, I mean.’ She paused for a second, seeking an explanation that would make sense. ‘It’s not an outfit in the conventional sense. It’s bonded to us, permanently.’

‘What do you mean?’ Veronica asked, more quietly than she had intended.

‘We receive it when we first enter into service, Miss,’ Celine explained. ‘It’s a sort of... mesh, I suppose. When it touches skin, it spreads out and latches on. Forever.’

‘Is it... is it painful?’

Celine smiled. ‘No, Miss. Not at all. It’s... soothing. It’s a constant reminder of your place in life, that your only worry is to focus on pleasing the Mistress who has been assigned to you. Plus it reacts to how you feel. If you stay calm and relaxed and submissive, it’s fine.’

‘And if you don’t?’

‘It tightens. Becomes uncomfortable to wear.’ She paused for a moment. ‘We’re forced to remain in a state of obedience, even when we’re alone.’

‘That sounds awful.’

‘Oh no, Miss. It’s wonderful. No worries, no cares... just service. It’s what I was made for. The Flowers saw that in me, even when I didn’t.’

The wetness between Veronica’s legs was more than she could stand. Celine’s devotion was absolute, and the sight of here sitting there, her top half clad in a form-fitting latex sheath – a coating that she was absolutely powerless to take off, even if she wanted to – made her ache for more.

‘Can I see?’ she asked. ‘I mean, is that... allowed?’

Celine nodded. ‘I have been placed at your disposal until we reach the club, Miss. If you need anything from me, I will be happy to oblige.’

‘Then strip,’ Veronica said firmly. ‘I want to see everything.’

‘Yes Miss.’

Celine quickly slid her skirt down over her hips, revealing that the latex did indeed flow like ink all the way down her shapely thighs. The only break was a small slit between her legs through which a flash of pink could be seen, moist and ready to be taken; apparently underwear wasn’t part of the official uniform.

‘Should I remove the boots too, Miss?’

Veronica looked down at the submissive girl’s feet, encased in leather and covered in buckles and straps: the boots would take far too long to remove.

‘Leave them,’ she said.

She began running her hands across Celine’s body, taking in the contours and the smoothness of the latex under her fingertips. When she reached her thighs, Celine parted her legs obligingly, as if urging her on to investigate the soft folds of her vulva.

Veronica slowly traced a finger upwards, winding a path to the warmth of Celine’s sex. The higher she got, the more Celine’s breath seemed to quicken, her normally unflappable demeanour crumbling at Veronica’s touch, and as the tip of her fingertip met her lips for the first time she let out a moan of anticipation.

‘Oh... you like that, do you?’ Veronica said with a smile.

‘Yes Miss. Very much.’

Veronica didn’t stop. Her finger gently parted Celine’s lips and slid effortlessly inside, despite the girl’s tightness: the wetness of her arousal was all the lubricant she needed. Celine was dripping, and she seized on the implied invitation with glee. Veronica slipped her finger deep inside the younger girl’s pussy, first one finger and then two, relishing the dilemma it caused her: on the one hand, her demure resolve and attempts to remain steadfast and responsible, but on the other the desire that made her hips buck forward in an eager humping motion, desperate for the friction that Veronica was providing.

‘When were you last touched here, Celine?’ Veronica asked playfully. ‘When did you last have someone pay attention to you?’

‘It’s... it’s been a while, Miss,’ the girl said, struggling to form words. ‘We’re only allowed to come when the Mistresses allow it. Their pleasure always comes first.’

‘How long, exactly?’

Celine shuddered as Veronica’s fingertip caressed the soft pink nub of her clitoris. ‘Sev... seventeen days, Miss,’ she stammered.

Veronica smiled. ‘Oh, I like that. I like that a lot.’ The thought of this gorgeous, latex-clad nymph being kept in a state of arousal for almost three weeks thrilled her, and brought her cruel streak to the forefront of her mind: it seemed such a shame to waste it.

‘That’s enough for now,’ Veronica said, bringing the finger up level with Celine’s mouth. ‘Suck it, there’s a good girl. If you do a good enough job at pleasing me, maybe I’ll even give you permission to play with yourself while I watch.’

She watched as Celine took her finger into her mouth, silently and obediently, and began to suck her juices clean.

Veronica had been considering her next move – perhaps even daring herself to really put the girl through her paces and test just how devoted she could be – but it was the feel of that delicate tongue running the length of her finger that cast the decision for her. There was no way she wasn’t going to see exactly what Celine was capable of.

‘Enough,’ she said, once every trace of the girl’s scent had been removed. She hiked her skirt slowly up her legs, teasing Celine with the sight of her thighs. As much as she might have tried to project an impression of being strictly business, there was no way could hide the lust in her eyes: they followed the hemline right the way up to the bottom of Veronica’s underwear.

‘Take them off,’ she said firmly.

‘Miss?’

‘My panties, Celine. Take them off.’

It was hard to tell in the darkness of the car, but Veronica could have sworn that Celine blushed a little at that.

‘Yes Miss,’ she said, and with supple, skilled fingers brought the fine mesh lace down past her hips, folding them neatly on the seat beside her.

‘Do you like what you see?’ she asked playfully.

Celine nodded. ‘Yes, Miss. Very much.’

‘Good. I want you to show me just how much.’

The girl paused for a second, as though there could be any confusion as to what Veronica had meant, but if she hadn’t understood instantly she got the point soon enough: slowly, with a poised elegance, she lowered her head down to the pink slit between Veronica’s legs and began to lick.

The feeling was unlike anything she had ever experienced before. Veronica was no stranger to oral pleasure, but Celine’s tongue moved with the quiet confidence of an expert. Every slight movement sent sparks across her body, forcing her into a level of excitement she hadn’t felt in years. Celine alternated between long, slow licks designed to tease and lightning-fast circles that honed in on just the right spot, but it was more than Veronica could stand. She moved her hand to the back of the girl’s head, pushing her down and reaching for something which she could use to keep her in place: a fistful of hair did the trick.

‘No teasing,’ she said breathlessly. ‘Keep going. Don’t you dare stop.’

Celine mumbled something that might have been ‘Yes, Miss’, but it was hard to tell.

Veronica felt her resolve disappearing under the waves of Celine’s attention. As if drawn by an invisible puppeteer, she felt her free hand drawn up to her breasts and began fondling herself, squeezing and running her fingertips over her nipple even though her clothes. A moan escaped her lips, followed by another, until a steady stream of her ecstasy filled the car.

‘Faster,’ she gasped. ‘Make me come. I need it.’

Her hand clenched tightly into a fist at Celine’s head; the grip on her hair must have been uncomfortable, but Veronica didn’t care. All she was concerned about was the sensation between her legs, the mounting peak of an orgasm that threatened to rip her apart.

She felt her body tense as it began, taking everything from her, contorting her muscles into blissful curves that locked her rigid despite all her efforts. Celine carried on as ever, her attention an unbroken timeline determined to take the other woman over and beyond anything she had ever known.

‘Please...’ Veronica murmured, almost to herself, but that was all. The pleasure that pulsed through her made speech seem unnecessary.

Once the tide ebbed and began to fade and she could open her eyes again, Veronica noticed two things. The first was Celine, still kneeling in position, smiling contentedly despite – or perhaps because of – the fact that her juices were smeared liberally around the younger girl’s lips.

The second was the silence. The hum of the motor had died to nothing, and there was no sense of movement at all. The car was stopped.

‘Miss Veronica?’ Celine said at last.

‘Hmm?’ she said, still dazed from the strength of her orgasm, as Celine pressed her underwear softly into the palm of her hand.

‘You might want to put these back on,’ the girl said. ‘We’ve arrived.’

The Flowers Club didn’t look quite the way Veronica had anticipated; then again, it was hard to tell exactly what she had been expecting. From Celine’s manners and the relatively austere way she had been dressed, it would have been easy to think that the clubhouse would be a very old-world affair, like something out of a period drama. That said, the technology behind the latex outfits – not to mention the sexual liberation that the members and their servants seemed to enjoy – were the height of modernity.

She walked into the entrance hall, where a girl dressed identically to Celine took her coat with a smile and waved her through a majestic-looking side door. ‘They’re expecting you, Miss,’ she said as she hung up the jacket. ‘You’ve made quite the stir.’

Celine opened the door and stepped through it, leading the way. Veronica followed, trying not to let her nervousness show. Don’t blow it, Veronica, she thought to herself. Not now. Not when you’re so close...

The woman standing in front of her was flanked by two other girls on either side. Unlike Celine, they didn’t have any day-clothes on top of the latex: they were covered head to toe in sheer black, and it only added to their Mistress’s imposing presence. She was older than Veronica, and the other girls – perhaps in her early forties, although she wore the years well – and even though she was smiling it was clear that she was not a woman to be trifled with. She exuded dominance from every pore, with every gesture and with every word.

‘My name is Miss Violet,’ she said, her voice soft and yet firm. ‘I’m pleased to meet you at last, Miss Amstell. Do you mind if I call you Veronica?’

Veronica shook her head nervously; she meant to brush off the request with a friendly ‘no’, to tell Violet – Miss Violet, rather – that Veronica would be just fine, but the words didn’t seem willing to come. Under her gaze, her voice seemed to freeze.

‘Good, good,’ the older woman said. ‘I think you know why we’ve brought you here.’

‘Is this an interview?’

Miss Violet smiled. ‘No, dear. All that has already been dealt with. We already know that you’re a perfect fit for us. We wouldn’t have invited you here if we didn’t.’

Veronica felt a blush spread across her face. She knew she was good at what she did – and so did her clients – but to have someone like Violet compliment her meant everything, especially in such hallowed halls. These were people who had chosen to live their lives according to their belief in their own natural dominance, and they thought that she was one of them.

Yes. She belonged here. There was no doubt about it.

‘Thank you,’ she said, but it somehow didn’t seem like quite enough.

‘You’ve met Slave Celine,’ Miss Violet continued. ‘I assume she’s told you everything you wanted to know about our organisation? About how we work?’

Veronica nodded. ‘Yes, she has.’

The older woman seemed satisfied. ‘Good. Then I suppose there’s only one more question that needs to be asked... but I would ask that you think very carefully before you answer. Do you want to become a member of the Flowers Club?’

This is it, she thought. This is the moment I’ve been waiting for.

And yet... 

For a moment, hesitation gripped her – a sneaking doubt that the life Celine and Miss Violet were offering was not right for her, a panic that she wouldn’t be able to live up to their expectations. She choked it down like a dry biscuit. It was too late to quit now.

‘Yes,’ she said, trying to sound as confident and self-assured as she knew Miss Violet would expect her to be. ‘Yes, I want to become a member.’

Miss Violet smiled. ‘I can’t tell you how glad I am to hear you say that, Veronica. You were my personal selection. I think you’re going to fit in just fine.’ She turned to the latex-clad girls who stood on either side of her.

‘Strip her,’ she said.

Veronica found herself taken aback by the order, but she allowed herself to think it might be some elaborate entrance requirement.

Then the women approached.

They fell on her like vultures on carrion, their eyes dull but their fingers eager. Her clothes were ripped from her body layer by layer. It wasn’t until she was down to her underwear that she began to struggle, fighting their grasp, but by then it was too late: with one girl clutching each arm and another holding her legs down, there was no way she’d be able to get away. Their firm grips held her in place more effectively than steel ever could.

It was only then she realised. She wasn’t being recruited to be a dominant.

She was... she was...

‘No!’ she screamed over and over, but the girls clawing at her body either didn’t hear or didn’t care: they continued with robotic precision. ‘Stop it!’ she heard her voice cry out, but it was hard to be sure she was even crying out at all.

A familiar figure stepped up in front of her, the silver steel of the collar standing out in stark contrast to the black latex that covered the rest of her body.

‘Please,’ Veronica begged. ‘Please, stop this.’

‘Don’t worry, Miss,’ Celine said as she approached. ‘It’s for the best.’

Veronica kicked and tried to pull her arms into her body, but the other girls held her tightly. Her eyes focused in on the case Celine was holding. When she pulled out a swathe of black latex mesh, Veronica scrunched up her eyes in agony, as though that would stop what she knew was about to happen.

‘Why, Celine?’ she asked plaintively. ‘Why are you doing this? You don’t have to. Help me. Please, help me.’

Celine smiled. Combined with the lamb-like docility of her eyes, the effect was oddly soothing, and Veronica found her body ceasing its struggle.

‘I am helping you, Miss,’ she said simply. ‘I promise. This is for your own good.’

Veronica spat at her. A thick globule hit Celine’s latex covering and began to drip down, but the slavegirl wasn’t the least bit perturbed. She continued as though she had barely noticed it. ‘Miss Violet and the rest of the Flowers saw in you exactly the same thing they saw in me,’ she said. ‘A dissatisfaction with life. A desire for more. A need to please.’

Veronica found herself wanting to scoff, but something about Celine’s words tugged at her. She was wrong, obviously – of course she was wrong, she had to be wrong – but at the same time it was as though she had just managed to graze some profound truth, rubbing away the surface to reveal the dark, unpleasant core that lurked underneath.

‘Being in control all the time is a burden that very few of us can bear,’ Celine said simply. ‘It grinds us down, day by day, inch by inch. Women like Miss Violet, who can stand the pressure... they’re special.’

‘I’m special!’ Veronica cried out. ‘For fuck’s sake, I’m special!’

Celine stroked the side of Veronica’s face again. Inexplicably, she found that it calmed her. It was a gesture filled with affection from a woman she barely knew, but it was enough. Suddenly, like a child throwing a tantrum, her struggles seemed petulant and pointless.

‘Of course you are, Miss,’ Celine said as Veronica stopped wriggling. ‘We’re all special. We wouldn’t have been chosen to serve otherwise. And here, you’ll be valued. Loved. Adored. Forever.’

There was a certain patience in her voice that Veronica didn’t understand. She was helpless, trapped by Miss Violet and her harem, but Celine hadn’t moved closer. She hadn’t attempted to slip the latex mesh onto Veronica’s naked body, even though by her own admission the suit was designed to ensure compliance. It would have been so easy for her, no matter how much Veronica tried to resist, but somehow...

Could it be that Celine wanted her to give in freely? Despite all appearances, did she still have a choice?

‘Are you... are you happy like this?’ Veronica had intended the question to sound sarcastic, as though anyone could truly be happy living a life of servitude to the whims of another human being, but she found herself unable to speak without breaking off. Instead, it sounded genuine and sincere – and honest question that warranted an honest answer.

Celine nodded. ‘More than anything, Miss. And you can be too. You just have to trust us.’

Trust us.

Trust us.

The words swam around Veronica’s head. She did trust them, didn’t she? There was something about this – something deep down inside herself, buried under the layers of the personality she had built for herself over the years.

Loved. Adored. Forever.

It would be so simple to give in, to accept that someone else was able to make decisions for her. Even the thought of it left her feeling as though a great weight had been lifted.

Wasn’t that why her clients came to her? To lose themselves in service, even for just a few hours? To be out of control, and to know that they only had to take what was given to them without question? To accept that someone knew better than they did?

Perhaps... perhaps her dissatisfaction wasn’t just boredom. Perhaps it was something more.

Jealousy.

Could that be it? Was she tired of her clients not because they had blended into one homogeneous mass, but because secretly she wished it could be her in a collar, or bent over a stool, or tied to a cross? Did she hate them because she wanted it to be her skin that burned with the sting of a crop?

Do I...?

The world swam into focus; suddenly, everything made sense. Why wouldn’t she want that? She had risen to the top, sure, but now what was left? Her life was empty and meaningless: no family, few friends, a job that didn’t give her any sort of spark.

But here... here she could be someone. Here she could have a purpose.

Here, she could live.

Her thoughts must have shown in her face: Celine gave a curt nod of her head and the girls fell away. Veronica didn’t take the opportunity to run. Instead, she extended her arms towards Celine and the latex outfit she was holding with a smile. 

It felt so good as it pressed against her for the first time. It was cooler than she imagined it would be, and as soon as she made first contact with it she knew that she needed more.

‘Thank you,’ she said as she felt a tingle spread across her skin; in a distant part of her mind, she knew that it was the material bonding to her, making itself part of her. She had expected it to hurt, at least a little, but instead she felt a blissful sense of euphoria in every part of her – a pleasure unlike any she had ever known.

She stretched her arms out, admiring the way they looked under the lights. Their black sheen seemed entirely natural, far more than her old pale skin had ever felt, and as Miss Violet approached with a solid steel band meant especially for her, she extended her neck eagerly.

At last – at long, long last – she knew she was home.
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